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A repetitive scratching sound woke Elisa from a sound sleep, a noise like something or someone climbing around inside the chimney. She’d just gotten to sleep after tossing and turning for half an hour, which only added to the frustration. Once she was awake, it was nearly impossible for her to fall back asleep. Insomnia was a recurring event in her life and she fell into it easily. She heard the scratching sound again and threw back the bed covers.

Her shaky hands fumbled along the nightstand until she located a faintly sharp letter opener. The cool sensation against the palm of her hand gave her a brief moment of empowerment. It wasn’t like she’d ever needed to use it, but it gave her comfort. She reached to the end of the bed for her robe and slid her arms in the silky sleeves, tying the sash tight around her waist. Armed and hardly dangerous, she tiptoed into the family room. Elisa’s fingertips felt around for the light switch on the wall, and after a mental countdown from three to one, she flipped it on.

The bright sixty-watt light bulbs brought the decorated room to life, reflecting off strands of silver tinsel hanging every which way among the Christmas tree. She noticed her Uma Thurman Kill Bill-like image in the mirror against the wall and had to laugh. Who was she kidding? Dressed to kill in a silk robe clutching a letter opener. After she collected herself, she did a quick scan around the room. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. It was probably just her imagination. Elisa walked over to the chimney and squatted down, craning her neck to see up inside it. All that was visible was a tunnel of black that stretched on forever. Satisfied with what must have been an overactive imagination she considered going back to bed. Then something caught her eye.

An unusual present lay on the floor beneath the tree wrapped in shiny, silver paper. There had been precisely four presents neatly tucked under the tree before she slipped off to bed, one from her sister that had arrived a week early, one from a co-worker who was her designated
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secret Santa, and two from herself: a writing journal covered in red stilettos and the new Celtic harp CD she’d been waiting for. Now as she looked quizzically beneath the tree, there were five presents.

She bent down and picked it up. A little bell was attached to the bow making a soft tinkling sound as she turned it over every which way possible. Like a little kid, she shook it, pressing her ear as close to it as she could. Whatever was inside was as secretive as how it found its way inside her house. It occurred to her that her landlord Mrs. Denton might have put it there. The lonely old woman had entered her house before and left cookies, cakes and usually a little something for her birthday. Elisa felt a tinge of guilt for not having bought Mrs. Denton something, but would make it up to her by calling for a bouquet of flowers delivered, maybe a pretty poinsettia.

With a shrug of her shoulders she set the present back down and ran to her bedroom, flinging herself onto the mattress and landing on her stomach. She rolled around for the better part of two minutes when reality hit her…Mrs. Denton was in the hospital getting hip surgery, it couldn’t have been her. Someone else had been in the house. With the letter opener clenched even tighter, she went back to the scene of the crime. This time she looked behind the sofa, both of the big, fluffy chairs, and even underneath the dark pine coffee table. Elisa held her breath. If someone wanted to scare her, they succeeded. Gone was the curiosity and intriguing thoughts of a present she knew nothing about. Instead she was concerned for her own safety.

“I’m going to pick up my cell phone. If you come out now, I’ll give you a two minute head start to get out the door before I notify the authorities.”

Adrenaline raced through her body as she walked around the two-bedroom townhouse, flinging closet doors and cabinets open like she watched people do in movies. She hated the way scenes from scary movies entered her mind when she was alone.

“Whoever you are, I want you to leave right this minute. Don’t even think about pulling a Black Christmas prank on me, I’m trained in martial arts.”

Well, Tae Bo for beginners anyways, courtesy of Billy Blanks, but still, she could perform a mean roundhouse kick on her left side when she was warmed up. Elisa wasn’t much for working out, preferring to eat moderately healthy and taking long walks. Her weight was a daily battle,
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thanks to consistent indulgence in chocolate. Otherwise, she was content with her size 8 figure and happy with muscle tone in her arms and legs.

Twenty minutes later she’d finished a total search of her house. Nothing was out of place or missing and there was no sign of forced entry. Satisfied there wasn’t an intruder, she sank to the couch and set down her phone. The package flickered against the light, enticing her with its tiny silver bell and pretty paper. There was no way she could go to sleep without at least taking a tiny peek. She looked up at the clock. It was almost midnight. Should she open it? Instincts told her no, but curiosity begged her to, and it always got the better of her. The absence of a card only furthered her need to find out what was inside.

She meant to unwrap the present slowly, saving the paper and being neat like her mother taught her to, but instead she ripped it open like it was aluminum foil hot out of an oven. Beneath the paper was a lightweight box, the kind that usually indicated clothing of some sort. Elisa rummaged open the lid and spread away the layers of holiday tissue paper. Her eyes lit up as she stared at the gift; a red satin bra, matching panties and garter belt, with red stockings. Who would have left her something so sexy?

It had been ages since a man bought her lingerie. Without the time for a steady boyfriend, the whole dressing up like a vixen-thing went out the window. There wasn’t much reason to buy sensuous attire when no one was looking but her reflection. She carried the outfit into her room and sat on the edge of the bed, running her finger along the smooth satin bra and panties. Should she? It wasn’t like anyone would see. The color alone prompted her to be daring, the color of sin.

Slowly she disrobed and slipped on the panties. To her surprise they fit perfectly, scooping seductively underneath her bellybutton. Elisa liked the way the sides hugged her full hips, almost like warm, strong hands. With her hands strategically placed on the back of the bra, she fastened it behind her. Standing in front of the mirror, she was impressed with the way it held her breasts up, adding a flattering rounded shape like models in advertisements did.

With a surge of confidence, she paraded in front of the mirror, posing provocatively. She tried her best to ignore her flaws. Her curves were womanly, though her thighs were thicker than she liked, making her very self-conscious. Thanks to recent step aerobic classes, she had bulked up considerably instead of adding subtle definition. Still, her sun-kissed tan skin wore the deep crimson red very well and flattered her

114

long chocolate tresses. Carefully, so she wouldn’t run the nylons, she rolled each side of the thigh-hi stockings on and finished the ensemble with the garter belt, hooking everything into place.

Again she stood in front of the mirror, giving smoldering looks like she was straight out of the Victoria’s Secret catalog. She turned to the side, jut out her chest, and ran her hand along the curvature of her tummy. For once she could say she looked hot, and no one was around to agree. Damn her need for independence! Three lousy relationships in a row and then she went cold turkey, swearing off men and their Neanderthal ways. With her luck she’d used up all three chances and would spend her days as a spinster.

All of a sudden she heard a thump come from the other room. Elisa panicked, where had she put the letter opener? Another thump, this time louder, sent chills up her spine. Now was not the time to scream and overreact, she would have to be brave. Cautiously she crept down the hallway to the family room and flipped on the light. A figure dressed in a Santa suit was bent over, facing away from her.

“Get out of here or I’ll call the police!”

The stranger straightened and turned around. For a split second Elisa lost herself in a pair of jade green eyes framed with dark lashes. He put his hands up in the air and offered a smile.

“Please, if you’ll give me a moment to explain. I…” The black belt around his middle popped off and his oversized red pants fell down, revealing the kind of package Elisa had been missing for a long, long time. A deep red glow painted the mystery man’s cheeks, and his eyes sparkled like gems. “Uhhh…Merry Christmas?”

She bit her cheeks to keep from busting out laughing. It was impossible not to notice his strong, muscular thighs and immediately she imagined how they’d feel rubbing against her. Elisa’s legs weakened and almost buckled beneath her. He was an intruder, and here she was visualizing him naked.

“You think you’re going to come in my home and rob me blind? You don’t know who you’re messing with.”

His smile seemed to extend further across his face. “Okay.”

“Ar-are you armed?”

“Nope.”

“Swear it.”

“I swear, I have no weapons on me. Well, not the kind you’re referring to.”
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Heat instantly filled her cheeks. It was hard enough trying to keep from sneaking peeks at his prominent member. “Who are you?”

“Name’s Chris.”

“Okay, Chris, I want to know what the hell you are doing in my house.”

“May I put my hands down first?”

She hesitated a moment, her body tensing. There was no reason for her to trust him so quickly, what if he took advantage of that and made a move. No, she was in control here, or at least she wanted to think so. The way her body was behaving, left her unsure. A thin layer of perspiration coated her forehead and she used the back of her hand to wipe it away. Swallowing hard she tried to resume her tough girl act.

“Not right yet, I want to be able to see them.”

“Fair enough. To answer your question, I came here to deliver your belated Christmas gifts. I see you are wearing my first one. I guessed the size and color. It looks like I was dead on both counts. You are like a goddess.”

Elisa, suddenly aware she was half naked and in a vulnerable position, fought the stinging pang of embarrassment. Somehow the knowledge his piercing green eyes had grazed over her flesh sent a bevy of feelings through her body. For a bitterly cold evening, she was blistering hot. Without looking down she knew her nipples were visible, piercing through the satin bra, hard and erect.

She swallowed hard and found her voice, “Why would you do a thing like that?”

“You mean pick out lingerie?”

“No, I mean yes, but…oh! You’re flustering me. I meant, why would you bring me presents. I don’t even know you. Do I?”

“We’ve never been properly introduced, but I know of you. For some reason you haven’t been receiving your Christmas gifts the past three years. I didn’t think it right, so I decided to come and personally deliver them myself. I assure you I’m not here to hurt you.”

Elisa could hear in his tone he was being serious.

“Fine. You can put your hands down. And pull up your pants.”

“Thank you.” She watched him scoop up the too-big pants and wrestle with the belt. His red overcoat flopped open several times, giving her a peepshow of a hairless chest she was certain would be smooth to the touch. Elisa imagined covering his pecs with butterfly kisses. Again her legs buckled, snapping her to attention.
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“Please don’t tell me you expect me to believe you’re Santa Claus, because let me assure you right here and now, I quit believing in him a long time ago.”

“Oh heck no, I just work for the guy.”

She wasn’t sure how long she stood silent with her mouth open, but her jaw started to ache.

“It’s late, I’m tired, and I don’t believe a word you are saying. Did somebody put you up to this?”

“No. I mean he knows I’m here and all, but it was at my personal request.”

“This ‘he’ you are referring to is the Santa. Mister bowl full of jelly with a big round belly?”

“Yep.”

“I think you’re an escaped mental patient. Tell me something I can believe or I’m calling the cops.”

He pointed to a small bag on the floor. “Inside there are your other two gifts. Go ahead and look. I can’t leave here until you’ve opened them.”

Elisa slowly approached the bag and picked it up, hurrying back to what she considered to be “her” side of the room. She opened it and found two boxes, each with the same silver sparkling paper and bells.

“Please, open them.”

Elisa looked him over, this time with a more meaningful stare. She had to admit he looked pretty cute in the Santa outfit, though she didn’t like the fact it hid too much of his body. His face was heart-shaped and his smile lit up the room. Everything about him was beautiful, which made it difficult for her to keep her guard up.

“And once I open them, you will go?”

“If that’s what you want.”

She opened the first box, this time trying not to seem quite so eager as she had in opening the lingerie. It was obvious he had good taste. Inside was an assortment of bottles and tubes marked massage oils. She put them up to her nose and inhaled their intoxicating scents.

“Mmm, vanilla bean, eucalyptus, and this one reminds me of chocolate-chip mint ice cream.”

“So you like?”

Elisa nodded her head and started on the other box. It was smaller but weighed more. Beneath a layer of red tissue paper were fur-covered handcuffs.
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“What the…why did you pick out these gifts?”

“You don’t like the handcuffs?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Then you do like them. I thought so.”

“I like all the gifts, but why you? Why would you give me gifts when I’ve never met you?”

“I was chosen as your secret Santa for the last three years. As I mentioned, I’m not sure why you weren’t getting your gifts. I put them in the sleigh myself, but they kept coming back with a return to sender card attached to them.”

“Sleigh?”

“Yes.”

“Of course, to haul the toys to good little boys and girls.”

“See, you do know all about it.”

She wasn’t sure why he tried so hard to keep up the charade, but she had no desire to play along.

“Well, I’m sorry I didn’t receive these earlier, they are wonderful gifts. The problem is, I really don’t need them.”

“You will.”

Elisa let out a deep, exasperated sigh.

“Well, looks like they were worth the wait. Thank you for the lovely gifts and I’ll do my best to find a use for them.”

“Better late than never.”

She thought about the vow she’d made three years ago. If she remembered right it was right before the holidays. No more men. She refused to get involved in another tumultuous relationship. There had been too much taking and not enough giving.

“You are free to go now.”

“Yes, I suppose I am. Forgive me; it’s difficult to keep my eyes off you. Such a lovely vision.”

She shifted her weight nervously and tried to find a way to change the subject. Inside she wasn’t in a rush to have him leave, but she didn’t want him to know.

“Tell me something, how do you plan to leave? Is it as simple as putting your finger aside your nose and up the chimney you will go?”

Chris laughed heartily and a smile played across her lips.

“No, I’ll have to climb up, and to be honest it’s not as easy as it sounds. Santa is the one with all the magic, I just assist him when he needs it.”
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“I see. That Santa stuff again.” Elisa cringed inside. He was absolutely perfect…when he was silent. She laid her palm against the furry handcuffs and rubbed it around, enjoying the soft texture.

“Why did you choose these particular gifts? You say you know so much about me, but these are things I don’t even buy for myself.”

“I know. That’s why somebody had to.”

“I don’t even have, you know, a boyfriend. These things will sit around unused. Maybe you could find someone else who could actually use them.”

“I can’t give your gifts to someone else. I picked them out especially for you.”

“It was very thoughtful.”

“I almost forgot. There’s another reason why I’m here.”

“Oh really?” Elisa’s laugh came out as a snort. Her cheeks flushed crimson as she stared at her unpainted toenails. “I figured there would be a catch.”

“It’s not a catch, I promise. I’m here to grant you a special Christmas wish. You can choose to take it or leave it, but it’s yours tonight.”

“A wish? What kind of wish?”

“An anything you want kind of wish.”

Elisa crinkled her brow. Damn he was incredible eye candy. As big as the suit was on him, she’d already seen his lower region and couldn’t help the fleeting thought of wishing him to seduce her.

“I don’t know…I can’t think of anything.”

“Oh come on. Anything your heart desires. What has been on your mind lately?”

There was no way she was going to answer him with the truth. The only thing on her mind over the past few weeks was sex. Lots and lots of sex. Wild, dirty, adventurous, kinky, one hell-of-an-orgasm kind of sex. The kind where she was tied up and the man had all the control, easing her body into submission. She wanted to be pleased until she couldn’t stand it any more. Elisa paused in mid-thought; she had a strange feeling Chris was reading her mind.

In a way it made sense; each of the gifts would satisfy her one way or another, though they were something one gave their lover. The idea of him being her lover wasn’t too much of a stretch, but she didn’t want him to know that.
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“You know, most people don’t have a problem coming up with a wish.”

“Yes, but I’m sure it’s the usual money, fame, and material possession cliché of wishes. None of those things interest me. When I have money, I spend it. There’s no sense in having more at this point. I’m a private person so the fame thing seems intrusive, and as far as material things go, I don’t get attached to things. Or people for that matter.”

“There has to be something you want. A dream you’ve had. What thoughts are floating around in your head? Tell me your wildest desire and I’ll make it a reality.”

Elisa wasn’t sure how to respond. Where had wishing for something ever gotten her anywhere? As to wild desires, did she dare? She paced around the room, shaking her head, hoping to dislodge the ridiculous notions going on in her head.

“Forget the wish, I’m a big girl and I don’t need anything.”

Chris walked up to her and brushed his fingertip along her smooth cheekbone. She bit her lip, resisting the primal urges welling up inside. He smelled good, a cross between musk and mint. It filled her mind with delicious thoughts.

“Talk to me. Tell me what you want more than anything.” His words turned into whispers, the kind of whispers that made her whole body tingle, further exacerbated by his mouth closing the gap between them. Startled, she jumped when his lips brushed along the rim of her earlobe. “I want to know what would satisfy you.”

Elisa’s body was charged. The room took on a spiral effect, spinning and circling in varied colors and shapes. Her breath quickened. How was he able to get to her so easily?

“Close your beautiful blue eyes and let your mind wander to the cravings going on inside your mind and body. Allow the fantasies to rise up from their dormant stage and dance about. Let down your guard…please.”

His mouth was close, much too close; there was no possible way to turn down what it was offering. She leaned forward, parting her lips slightly, moving to meet his. The first kiss was gentle but insidiously addicting, she had to have more. Ravenous kisses followed as tongues bathed among one another, hands pressing each other close, as close as they could get.
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Her inner desire pounded inside her chest and she gave into his request. Between the lust-filled exchanges, she told him what secrets lay inside her mind. “I want…you...”

He put his finger to her lips, not letting her finish. “As you wish.”

Elisa walked, or more like floated to the bedroom while Chris gathered up her gifts. She decided it was too late to do anything about her room at this point and set to work lighting candles. Every now and then she kicked stray clothing underneath the bed. Was she really going to do this? Give herself to a complete stranger without analyzing over every single detail? Chris came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. Instantly her body melted, and the answer was clear. Yes, she would give herself to him. She was thirty-two and certainly mature enough to do what she wanted…and she wanted him.

He slid his fingers beneath the straps of her bra, letting them fall down along her arm. Instinctively she reached back to help unhook it for him, but he shooed away her hands. “I want you to relax. I know what I’m doing.”

The red satin lingerie fell to the floor and she scooted it away with her toe. Chris walked in front of her and admired her breasts. She’d always been proud of her breasts. Full, with a nice shape to them, though the bra had given them a lift.

“You’re beautiful, like a dream. May I touch you?”

She couldn’t find the words, so instead she nodded her head.

His hands were electric, bringing her nipples to life with hardly a touch. They hovered around each hardened pebble as his fingers ran across the smooth contours of her breasts. Elisa let her head fall back as his lips sought out her neck. The feel of his lips against such a sensitive and delicate place had her body buzzing and tingling. Her panties would be thoroughly soaked in no time. His lips left a heated trail along her neck and chin until they reunited with her lips again. They devoured one another like starved animals needing immediate sustenance. Never had she felt a kiss rage through her body all the way to her toes. When his mouth left hers she nearly fell back, dizzy from passion.

Chris lowered to his knees and unhooked the garters. He slipped his fingers inside the waistline of her panties and brought them down, carefully detaching them from around her ankles. Elisa stood before him wearing nothing except the red stockings. His movements grew still and she had a feeling he was admiring her clean-shaven area with only a thin streak of dark, guiding his way to her sweet spot.
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He glanced up at her quickly, an appreciative smile plastered on his face. “I like that.”

Standing up, Chris led her to the bed and pulled back the covers all the way.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to give you a relaxing back rub. Trust me when I say you’ll love it.”

When was the last time a boyfriend said such alluring words? There was no way she was passing Santa Junior up.

“I have no objections,” she said and wrapped her hair into a bun atop her head. Elisa laid her body against the cool cream-colored sheets and made herself comfortable.

“Any preference on which scent you’d like me to use tonight?”

“They all smelled heavenly. Surprise me.”

She could hear the faint sounds of him twisting off a lid and rubbing his hands together. The instant his hands touched her back she felt the tension leave. Her neck, shoulders, and upper back had been tight for weeks thanks to overtime at the office. With a possible promotion to vie for, she’d slaved away at files and reports. Not just anyone would have the chance to become a senior partner with the law firm, but she knew she was a strong contender. Now all the aches and pains melted away, allowing the stress to dissipate completely. There were a few times she struggled to not laugh when his fingers stroked her shoulders, making it tickle horribly.

Between the warmth of his hands and the vanilla aroma of the massage oil, she was putty in his hands. He worked her neck, upper back, shoulders, and slowly started to make his way lower. She loved the way his hands acted like heating pads, knowing exactly how and where to touch her. Slowly he worked his hands down further, rubbing her lower back, and kneading her ass. For a brief moment he removed his hands entirely, leaving her to wonder what would come next.

“Thank you, I swear I’ve died and gone to heaven,” Elisa groaned, her body sinking right into the mattress.

“Oh I’m not anywhere near done with tending to you.”

Chris took her hands and put them together up over her head, palm to palm. Soft fur glided against her skin and it was then she remembered about the handcuffs.

“Just in case you try and get away,” he whispered in her ear.

“Don’t worry, I won’t.”
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His finger slid along the prominent swells of her ass until they reached a lower destination. She held her breath the second his finger entered her nether regions.

“You are amazingly wet, my dear.”

Her pulse pounded and she instinctively spread her legs. A second finger found the damp entrance and slipped inside, roaming between her thighs. It didn’t take him long before he found her clit and manipulated it.

“I’d forgotten how good it feels.”

He dipped his fingers further in, catching his thumb on her swollen nub, adding momentum until her thighs started to quiver. Elisa positioned herself on her knees and in a swift motion he spread her lubricated lips apart, filling her with his cock. The massive width of his shaft made her cry out, pushing her inner walls open as she took him all the way in. Movements were slow to start while they found a steady rhythm. He would pull out until all she could feel was the tip of his head, driving her crazy. She would then push her body back into him. Chris gripped her hips and thrust himself deeper inside, slamming her ass against his thighs. When he entered her she caught her breath in her throat. His large cock dived between her soaked layers, parting them wide with his size. It was a far cry from the feel of a small vibrator or her fingers.

Elisa couldn’t help but tremble beneath his touch. Faster he drove his cock in until she couldn’t stand it any more.

“Chris, I think I’m going to come. Move faster, please.” She wiggled her ass while throwing herself into him.

“Like that?”

“Mmm hmm. Just like that…”

His fingers traveled back to her clit and rubbed it quickly while thrusting away inside her.

“Yes, now…right there only faster…yes that’s it…” Her pleas to bring her to a full orgasm grew loud and demanding. The release neared and she braced herself for it. With one final plunge, Chris had secured her orgasm along with his own. Their moans and groans competed with one another as spasms erupted throughout their bodies. Elisa waited for him to lie on his back and then snuggled up to him, resting her head in the crook of his arm. She curled her legs and listened to the fast pace of his heartbeat. It was exciting to have a warm body beside her. Elisa hardly remembered if anyone had stayed long enough to cuddle up with.
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No, no one had…instead it was a wham, bam, thank you ma’am kind of deal.

Chris stroked her face. “Penny for your thoughts?”

“Oh, I’m just…thinking many things all at once. It’s nothing really.”

“That’s not true. I’d say you’ve been alone for so long, you’ve forgotten how to share your thoughts and dreams with someone else.”

Elisa stifled a laugh. “What are you, a part-time shrink?”

“I care about you. Is there something wrong with that?”

“No. I mean, I guess not.”

“Then tell me what you’re thinking, what thoughts are hidden inside that pretty head of yours.”

The last thing she wanted was to tell him he was right, but he was. She spent too much time alone. Even at work she maintained a lot of privacy. It wasn’t that she couldn’t make friends, it’s that she didn’t try. The few friends she’d kept in touch with after high school had understood when her letters became infrequent, but now she hadn’t written them in years. She heard him sigh and was sure it was meant for her.

“If you must know, I’m enjoying this moment. I’ve never been this relaxed and pampered. You’re right about your massage. I loved it! You make a great gift.”

Chris laughed and it was music to her ears.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Elisa laughed. “It was brutal.”

“You’re just getting started, go with the flow.”

“Okay, I’m also thinking how silly I’ve been all this time. I don’t talk to other people and I don’t open up.”

“Why do you think that is?”

“I guess, well…by not allowing anyone to get close to me, I don’t have to worry about letting anyone down. It’s kind of sad, really. I’ve completely shut down emotionally. That’s not a healthy way to live. I don’t want to be alone.”

“You don’t have to be alone, but I’m not sorry you are.”

Elisa gave him a playful glare. “What a mean thing to say!”

“No, you’re taking it wrong. Do you realize how awkward it would have been had I come here and seen you with another guy?”

She laughed and nudged him in the arm.

“I’m enjoying the way I feel right now, it’s a nice change.”
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“How so? I hate to think of you not loving yourself. You are a special woman.”

“It’s nice to hear you say so. I’ve been feeling sorry for myself all month, and fighting depression. No wonder the suicide rate is so high around this time. The holidays are rough when you don’t have someone in your life to share it with. Every song on the radio is about spending time with a special person and reuniting with your true love. Listening to “Blue Christmas” over and over is enough to make me want to go get run over by a reindeer, or something. It affects me deep inside, but I have no one to blame, only myself. How about you? Do the holidays ever get you down?”

Chris sat up and rested his back against the headboard. He took both her hands in his and kissed them gently.

“To be honest, I haven’t really experienced relationships the way you have. I’m hoping someday that will change.”

Propping herself up on her elbows, Elisa studied him. “When I wake up, will you be gone?”

“That depends.”

“On?”

“On you. I came here on my own volition, to deliver your gifts and grant you a special wish. Since I’ve done both, I’m free to leave anytime. I’ve enjoyed your company more than anyone else I’ve ever met. There’s something about you that fascinates me. But when you say the word, I’m gone.”

“And where will you go?”

“I’m not at liberty to say.”

Elisa sat up and folded her arms in front of her breasts, doing her best pout possible. “Why so many secrets? Here I am opening up to you, pouring my heart out, and you can’t even tell me where you are from?”

“It’s how things have to be right now, I’m afraid you aren’t ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“The truth.”

Elisa felt some of the tension return to her upper back and neck. Things were so nice she didn’t want to ruin anything.

“I’m not sure why you think that, but you’re entitled to your own opinion.”

“I say it based on your past.”

“What would you know about that?”
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“Not too may details, but a few. I read people very well; it’s sort of a gift. Anyway, you have to believe in the magic of Christmas to understand, and as you’ve stated earlier, you let that go a long time ago.”

“Oh come on, you really expect me to believe in something as hokey as Santa Claus? There’s no big guy sitting on frozen tundra with little people spending their days making toys. There’s no jolly Saint Nick granting things to good little girls and boys. Trust me, if he were real, my life would be very different right now. Christmas is nothing but one big let down.”

“You’ve obviously been hurt and I hope you’ll feel comfortable enough to share that with me. But I’m not talking about believing in Santa Claus, necessarily. There’s more to the magic than seeing it through the eyes of an innocent child. Stories of Santa aren’t very accurate, but he doesn’t mind, he only wants to keep them believing in his existence. Without magic, the holiday spirit would cease to exist. I would cease to exist.”

“Hold the phone, now you want me to believe you are a spirit? I can touch you, feel you…we had sex for Pete’s sake. There’s only so much hoopla one girl can stand, you know. What are you going to turn into next, a dwarf with a poor self esteem?”

“Why do you make fun of these things? Do you think I’m silly because I believe in them?”

“Well…no.”

“Good. And to answer your question with all honesty, yes, I’m a spirit.”

Elisa ran her fingers lightly across the red stockings she still had on, the texture giving her a rush of goose bumps.

“Have you shut yourself up so much that you can’t feel the magic around you anymore? Do you have any idea what you’re missing by closing yourself up inside make-believe walls?”

Great, he’d gone from shrink to lecturer. There was a part of Elisa that wanted to run away, right then and there, but the other part longed for this kind of attention. She wanted to know where the spotlight was and why was it on her tonight.

“I don’t know how to answer you. I can’t honestly remember the last time I felt much of anything. Since you’ve been here I feel like I’ve escaped into a fantasy. I knew I had closed myself up, but I didn’t realize to what magnitude.”
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“Well maybe you need to open your eyes and see things for how they truly are. There’s a bigger world out there than just what it is you’re experiencing in the here and now. Life is passing you by, don’t you want to enjoy it?”

Now her defense mode was starting to kick in. “Don’t talk down to me like I’m some child. I’m not blind or ignorant. I know what goes on around me; I just choose to handle things differently. Does that make me a bad person?”

“No. But in many ways you’ve never grown up. I understand that love hasn’t been kind to you over the years, but there’s something else…I can’t put my finger on it. Something happened to you when you were a child that changed everything and blocked out the magic. You’ve tucked those emotions way so deep inside, so incredibly safe and sound, that you can’t see them. I can’t even see them. Won’t you talk to me and open up to me some more? Talking is a healing process.”

Tears welled up beneath her eyelids and she fought to keep them at bay. “I can’t.”

“You’re safe here. Talk to me.”

A surge of emotions churned inside her stomach and she felt like a dam was about to break. Elisa turned and buried her face in his chest, her shoulders bobbing up and down as she sobbed. “I haven’t talked about it for so long. I don’t think I can anymore.”

“Try me.”

Chris reached over and pulled a tissue from the box, gently dabbing her eyes and cheeks with it.

“I don’t want you to feel sorry for me.”

“I’m not like that.”

“No, you’re not. I appreciate that. I’m not sure why, but things are becoming more obvious to me, like I’m seeing them in a new light. I used to love Christmas; it was my favorite time of the year, and not just because I got presents. Then it all came to a sudden stop one day. I remember I was ten at the time. My father was called away on a last minute business trip, he was a gallery owner and he’d been trying to close a deal with a friend of his. I remember my dad being excited, but I couldn’t be excited for him. All I could think about was how it affected me. It was Christmas Eve and I was begging him not to go. I even threatened to hate him forever if he left. He promised me he’d be back before I even got up in the morning. We were very close, he and I. The
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thought of not spending Christmas all together as a family seemed wrong to me, on many levels.”

Elisa paused a moment to blow her nose and gather her thoughts. It was comforting for Chris to have his arms around her as she talked, sitting there and listening attentively. She did feel safe.

“When I got up the next morning, I ran down the stairs and stared at the enormous pile of presents beneath the Christmas tree. My parents spoiled me rotten every year and I could tell this year was no exception. I had every notion to charge back upstairs and wake my parents up, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw strange lights reflecting against the window. The front door was ajar and I peeked out, careful to not get caught. It took a few moments to register in my head what I was seeing, but I knew everything was about to change, for the worse. Before I heard anyone say anything, I knew right then and there that my daddy wasn’t coming home. My mother was crying hysterically in the arms of a police officer. As soon as she saw me I bolted and hid myself in the corner of the room. It didn’t take her long to find me, it was the same hiding place I’d always had. I loved my mother dearly; she raised me well and had a lot of love to give. All of a sudden the roles changed, and it was her turn to be a scared, little girl. She gathered me in her arms and told me that my daddy been in a car accident on the freeway coming home. It had been sheer ice, and the car had lost control. He wouldn’t ever walk through the door again. All I could think about what how it was my fault for asking him to rush home.”

“But you were only a little girl.”

“He wouldn’t have been rushing if I hadn’t made him promise to be there.”

“You can’t hold on to that, it was only your perception as a young child. You must know now that it wasn’t your fault.”

“I still blame myself every day, especially around Christmas.”

“You’ve got to stop that vicious cycle. I have a feeling he wanted to be there as badly as you wanted him there.”

“But you don’t understand. For four years I asked Santa to bring my daddy back, but he never did. I said he could take back all my toys, all my clothes, absolutely anything if I could have my daddy walk through that door again. And you know what? Not once did my wish come true. No amount of belief, wishes, or magic was ever going to bring him back.”

“So you stopped believing in Santa.”
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“I stopped believing in everything.”

Another set of tears started and she was back in his arms, wanting nothing more than to be sheltered in his manliness.

“It makes sense why you’ve lost your hope and why the magic has gone out of you. It also makes sense as to why you don’t get close to people, and push those away who want to be with you.”

Elisa opened her mouth to say something, to come to her own defense about past relationships, but she found she couldn’t. All this time she’d blamed everyone else for her unhappiness. Now as she thought about them, she was the one who wasn’t emotionally there for anyone. It wasn’t she who felt ignored, uncared for or unneeded; it was how she made others feel. She was just able to turn it around to make herself the victim.

“Oh Chris, you’ve helped me see so many things in a short span of time. Thank you.”

“It’s easier when you’re not involved in it, and you’re very much involved in it. All I did was offer a soft place to fall when you finally could open up about it. You’ve needed to release that guilt for a long time in order to grow and flourish. Maybe now you can find a way to heal those old wounds, and let some magic back into your heart.”

“You don’t think I’m too old to do all that?”

He shook his head at her, sweeping her body closer. “You’re never too old. Like I said, magic isn’t something only children experience, it’s reserved for anyone who simply believes. Opening your heart is a great first step. It will be essential in the healing process. You might want to write out your feelings in a journal, to hold yourself accountable.

“Then I’m glad I bought myself a writing journal.”

“Beautiful! Once you’ve started on this healing path, you’ll notice the weight dissipate from your shoulders, and you won’t be carrying such a heavy load. Magic is what you make it, so why don’t you try and make some magic.”

Elisa kissed him on the forehead and moved a strand of hair away from his eye. “You really are a spirit, aren’t you? I mean…you’re full of wisdom, the kind of wisdom that can only come from experience. Here I thought you were full of beans, but now I’m thinking you’re full of magic.”

“Do you truly believe I possess magical powers?”
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She wasn’t sure if he was testing her or not, but she believed it. The night had taken a sudden turn, and all for the better. How was it possible he knew when to reach out to her? She couldn’t let him go.

“Yes, I’m convinced you are magical. There’s no other explanation. Look at what you’ve done for me since you appeared. You came out of nowhere, bringing me gifts only I knew I wanted, and loved me in a way I’ve never experienced before. If it isn’t magic, what could it possibly be?”

“Love.”

Elisa’s brow furrowed. “Love? Is it really that simple?”

“Three years ago I came here as your secret Santa, and as a guardian. I immediately fell in love with you, and I wanted to profess my love to you right then and there. But I was advised not to because you weren’t ready. The next year I came back again with a gift and still you weren’t ready. This time around I found a secret way in. I thought if I could help you see the good things in your life, and help you open up, I might stand a chance to win your heart.”

“Is that so?”

Chris gave her a sheepish grin and she couldn’t help but double over in laughter.

“I hate to think what would have happened.”

“The sad truth of it is I wouldn’t be able to see you again.”

“Ever?”

“Ever. It was my third and final chance.”

“Then I’m even more glad it all worked out. I would have missed out on a beautiful gift. You. I’m glad you took one last chance.”

“I’m glad it worked too.”

“If it’s not too painful to talk about, would you tell me how you became a spirit?”

“Seems like a fair request. My earliest recollection was of growing up with a strange yet loving family. I had at least thirty brothers and sisters and we all had to fight for attention. It wasn’t until I was eight-years-old when the people who raised me told me the truth. I guess when I was born my parents couldn’t afford to take care of me and wanted to make sure I had a better life. So, they left me alone in the house on Christmas Eve and never returned. The story, as it was related to me, was that a man found me there alone with a note attached to the basket I was in. All it said was they wished I could be raised by caring parents, and that’s it.”
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“That’s awful!”

“Well, I wasn’t even six months old, so I didn’t know any different. It turns out the person who found me is the one who raised me, who I called dad every day. He built a magnificent house, better than any other house in the district. Everything was fine until one Christmas when a fire broke out. No one made it out alive.”

Elisa could only imagine the pain he had went through and felt terrible. “Wh-what happened?”

“I was given a second chance.”

“Are you a guardian angel then?”

“No, just a wandering spirit. I can materialize when I want, but I try not to take advantage of the situation. I try and help people see the importance of forgiveness and especially about appreciating those in your life. We have things in common, starting with losing special people in our lives.”

“Thank you for sharing that with me.”

“It gets easier to talk about every time.”

“I’m dying to know what was it about me that caught your attention.”

“I picked up on your sadness, but couldn’t decipher the root cause. Sometimes I came in for a quick peek, just to make sure you were okay.”

Elisa held her breath a moment. “Did you know I used to get the feeling someone was watching me? I’m wondering if that was you!”

“Candle flickers, a warm spot, air on the back of your neck. They were my way of making sure you were okay. I didn’t want you to feel alone.”

“So tell me again, are you going to disappear in the morning?”

“I have certain obligations, but now I can come back every year.”

A knot started in Elisa’s stomach at the thought of him going away.

“That’s not good enough, not if you want me to heal. How can I possibly wait all year for you?”

“Just as I waited for you.”

“That’s different. I didn’t know about you at the time. I have you now, I can’t fathom the thought of losing you.”

“I don’t know how I can stay.”

Elisa refused to give him up without a fight. It was then a thought came to her that she was sure would work. “You do realize you never let me finish telling you my wish.”

“What do you mean?”
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“Well, I was trying to tell you what I wanted, but you interrupted me. So, as it stands, I still haven’t made my official Christmas wish.”

Chris ran his hand through his hair and gave her a puzzled look. “I’m sorry, how embarrassing. I thought for sure I could read your mind correctly. Didn’t you want me?”

She reached over and stroked his arms, her fingers tracing the subtle muscles of his biceps.

“Most certainly. In fact, I want you…365 days a year. Is that possible?”

A look of relief washed away his puzzled expression, but then turned serious.

“It is my sworn duty to grant you your wish, no matter what it is. Are you sure that’s what you want?”

Elisa slid her hand down to his cock and fondled it lovingly, delighting in the way it responded to her touch.

“Oh, without question that is exactly what I want.”

She could feel the lubrication between her thighs start up. How could she have gone so long without feeling a man between her legs? More importantly, how could she have sworn off men when there were still a few good ones left out there? She guessed she had been waiting for the right one to come along. And finally he had.

Chris gazed at her lovingly while her hands readied him for her. “I’d say you made magic today by finding the one loophole to keep me here with you.”

She smiled at him. “I can think of another way to make magic.”

Elisa straddled her stocking covered legs over him and sank her drenched sex over his cock. She relished the thrill of feeling his hard shaft as she slid up and down, clenching her inner muscles tight around him. His eyes never left hers as he stroked her breasts, brushing his palm against her erect nipples. Reaching down she fingered her clit, sending waves of sensations throughout her body.

“Right there…right there…” she chanted, willing the first ebb of the release to come. Faster she rode him, ignoring how the bedpost hit the wall making loud banging sounds. One of the pillows fell onto her table and knocked over the lamp, switching the radio on. “Jingle Bell Rock” successfully drowned out her husky cries and moans. The orgasm toyed with her, refusing to fully let go. “I’ll be damned if I have to wait until Christmas morning,” she mumbled.
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“Maybe I can help.” Chris tousled her sweet spot with his fingers, rubbing her nub in fast circles. It was just the thing she needed to send her over the edge. With her thighs clasped tight around his body she felt the jarring orgasm rip through her body like a tidal wave. Her inner muscles contracted tight around his slick shaft as spasms shot in all directions, racing each other from her head to her toes. Quickly she climbed off and enveloped his cock in her mouth, using her hands, tongue, and lips to make as much friction as possible. His legs tensed up and she looked up, watching his head toss side to side. She loved the way he tasted, especially after having been inside her.

“That’s the spirit, right there…”

She suckled him while sliding her mouth up and down, refusing to stop until he’d been pleasured. His legs trembled wildly as he exuded his own carol of grunts and moans. Faster she went down on him, milking him dry. His cock pulsed in her hands and she knew he was near. His body thrashed across the sheets and then in a powerful frenzy she felt his release and let his magical serum coat her tongue. Elisa showered his chest with butterfly kisses and nestled close into him. Chris reached over and turned off the radio, filling the room with satisfied sighs.

She couldn’t have felt any more content if she tried. He filled her up with love in every way possible. “I want you to know, I couldn’t have asked for a more magical Christmas.”

“It’s good to hear you say so. It reflects my sentiments exactly.”

“I feel bad though.”

His eyes were wide and concerned. “What? Why?”

Elisa tossed her hair over her other shoulder so she could feel his warm flesh against her face. “Because I didn’t get you a present.”

“Yes you did. You gave me love, what gift could top that?”

“You’re right. I do love you.”

“I love you.”

She yawned and turned over, moving her backside into him until they were spooning.

“This is going to be a treat. I’m not used to falling asleep in someone’s arms.”

Chris laughed, more music to her ears. “Me either. I hope you aren’t one of those women who hog the sheets.”

“Are you kidding me? All I need is your body to keep me warm. Promise you’ll be here in the morning?”
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He kissed her shoulder. “I’m not going anywhere, ever again. You’re stuck with me on account of that wish.”

“In one night I’ve been given a wish, found love, and made magic. I wouldn’t mind every Christmas being as good as this one.”

“Now that you’ve found your Christmas spirit, I think that’s possible.”
