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Prologue

Rebekah rested her forehead against the window in the far left of her room. Christmas was her favorite time of year. 
It was the time for snowmen and cookies, and when Santa Claus came to visit good little boys and girls to bring them presents. 
The best part, for her, was Christmas morning, because she would run downstairs, and her daddy would be by the beautiful tree waiting for her.

Rebekah knew she should be happy because she had been a good girl all year long. 
Plus, Daddy had told her Aunt Sharon was coming for Christmas, this year. She lived in Africa, and they really didn’t get to see her very often. Christmas and her aunt were very exciting, but still she just didn’t feel as happy as she should have.

She picked up her teddy bear and hugged it tightly. 
She closed her eyes and rested her head against it. She felt like a selfish girl because there was one thing she wanted more then anything else. She would gladly give up a year of Christmas presents for just this one thing-but it would take a miracle to get what she wanted.

She sighed and looked up at the large black sky littered with stars. For some reason, she focused on a star that was brighter then all the rest. Smiling as she watched it sparkle and twinkle, it reminded her of a diamond. It was the perfect star on which to make a wish.

She closed her eyes, and her whisper seemed to echo in the silence. “Starlight, star bright, the first star I see tonight, I wish I may, I wish I might have this wish I wish tonight.” She closed her eyes tighter and made her wish. I wish to have a mommy for Christmas, she repeated over and over in her head. Rebekah hoped and prayed that a miracle would bring her a mommy for Christmas.

* * * * *
“Abby, I have a job for you.” Michael’s loud voice thundered from above her.

Abby jumped slightly, startled by his sudden appearance. She spun around on the white cloud on which she was standing on. “Why do you always sneak up on me?” She glared at Michael as he flew down to where she stood.

“Because you always react to it,” he chuckled and just like that, the small smile was gone, and a solemn look returned. “I came to you because there I have a job for you.”

Abby clapped her hands together with excitement. “Does that mean I get my wings?”

“Not just yet.” He crossed his arms as he stared down at her. “You must grant a wish.”

She shrugged. “That doesn’t sound too hard. What’s the wish?”

“A little girl has wished for a mommy for Christmas.”

“What?” She rolled her eyes. “I should have known you would give me an assignment like this.”

“You do this, Abby, and you’ll get your wings.”

She placed her hands on her hips. “And how am I supposed to do that, huh? I’m not Cupid. I just can’t make people fall in love.”

“I believe in you, Abby.”

“Great! That helps a lot.” Her voice was laced with sarcasm. “Do you know how—” She looked down at her hands, and she could see right through them. 
Abby was already beginning to fade. “No! Wait, Michael you can’t do this to me!” She threw up her hands in defeat. 
“I hate it when this happens,” she mumbled, as she completely disappeared.

Chapter One

Kat groaned and slammed her laptop closed. Grabbing her coffee cup, she stood up stretching slightly. She glanced at the clock as she walked into the kitchen. It was midnight. Great. Kat had to meet her editor tomorrow at eleven for drinks to discuss her latest novel.

She stared down at her empty cup, debating whether or not she should make herself a fresh cup of tea. She shrugged her shoulders and grabbed the kettle off the stove. What am I going to do, she thought, as she poured the hot water into her cup. Tomorrow was the meeting to see how well her novel was coming, but it wasn’t. She was at a standstill due to the most horrible case of writer’s block known to man.

She hadn’t always been this way: reclusive, brooding, and uncreative. She sighed and walked into the living room, dipping the small tea bag up and down inside her cup several times. This whole disgusting part of her life started about a year ago, after her then fiancé dumped her for another woman.

She couldn’t believe it was happening to her. 
After all, he had told her he loved her. 
He’d also told what they had was forever. 
At least, that was what she had thought at the time.

She was a romance writer and had always loved writing romance. She had always loved the idea of people over coming tragedy or hard times in order to be together. They would live happily ever after and spend the rest of their lives as one. Sure, they would have hard times, but they would pull through—because they loved each other. She couldn’t write like that, right now.

Kat took a sip of the hot tea and closed her eyes as she felt the warm liquid heat up her insides. She didn’t believe in romance anymore, or love that lasted forever. She had come to the conclusion that romance was nothing more then a cruel hoax that fed people’s fantasies—much like it had done her own.

Still, she did love telling the stories. She just couldn’t pull it out of herself when she didn’t feel it.

She took a deep breath as she leaned back against the soft, white cushions behind her. Was it possible that perhaps she was seeing the end of her career?

A little squeal escaped Kat’s mouth when the cordless phone rang from beside her. “Who would be calling this late?” She wondered. 
“Hello?” She muttered, picking up the phone.

“Kat, oh dear, I am sorry. Did I wake you?” Samantha rambled on, not giving her a chance to answer. “I thought you’d be sleeping, and I hoped the answering machine would get it.”

“It’s okay, Samantha.” Still, Kat wondered what would possess anyone to call this late—business or otherwise. “I wasn’t sleeping. What’s up?”

“I won’t be able to make it to our meeting, tomorrow.”

“Okay.” Things were looking up. At least, that is what Kat thought until Samantha spoke again.

“. . . And I need your book one month ahead of schedule, January,” she continued.

“What?” Kat almost choked. 

“Is that too much?” Samantha sounded a bit confused. “After all, you did tell me it was almost done. Is there something I should know?”

“No.” Kat closed her eyes. “Everything is going wonderfully. January, no problem.” She slapped her forehead with her right hand and shook her head.

“Great! Gotta run; bye now.” Just as fast as she had come, she was gone. Kat hung up the phone and pressed the back of her hand against her mouth. January was two months away, and she was never going to make it. She groaned and fell sideways, face first on the cushions. She was in some major trouble.

* * * * *

“Just a minute!” Kat barked as she struggled to get up from the couch, where she had fallen asleep the night before. She was sleeping wonderfully, until the annoying and extremely persistent knocking came.

“Why does it take you so long to answer your door?” Kevin, her best friend asked, leaning against the doorframe. “Good God.” He removed his dark sunglasses. “You look terrible.”

She made a face at him. “Maybe, because I was sleeping.”

He shook his head. “No, that’s not it.”

She placed her hands on her hips and cocked her head to one side. She glared at him. “Did you stop by just to abuse me?”

Kevin doubled over with laughter, and the hearty sound filled the room at her accusation. “Don’t be so dramatic. It doesn’t suit you.” He turned her around and pushed her toward the bedroom. “Now, go take a shower, put on some makeup, and put on a pretty dress.” He slapped her cotton pajama-covered butt, and pointed to the bedroom.

“Owww,” she whined, rubbing her butt. “Why?”

“Because you and I are going out.”

“Kevin,” she said, flopping down on her loveseat. “I really don’t feel like going anywhere.”

“No, I guess not when you can stay locked away in here!” He looked around her apartment, and his eyebrows rose in response to what he was seeing. “By the way, what happened to your apartment?” He looked over at her.

“Nothing happened to my apartment.”

He picked up the bra at his feet with two fingers and held it up to her. “Yeah, what’s this?”

She snatched it away from him and tossed it in the direction of the bedroom. “So, I haven’t had time to clean, lately.”

Kevin looked around, noticing all the empty food cartons and chuckled. “At least, you’ve eaten.”

“Shut up!” Kat snapped.

“Come on.” He grabbed her hand. “You could use a good night out. Maybe it will get your juices flowing.”

She groaned as she walked toward the bedroom. “Nothing could get my juices flowing. They are permanently dried up!”

“Katrina, you have to stop obsessing about him, and move on.” Kevin rolled his eyes. “It’s been almost a year.”

She threw up her hands. “I know, but I can’t.”

He rolled his eyes. “Why not? Move on, stop letting him take up so much of your life.”

“I know.” She frowned. “You know what I want: to go out to a fancy restaurant.” She headed to the bedroom. “And,” she looked at Kevin from over her shoulder. “I’m going to look smokin’ hot, as well!”

“All right.” Kevin slapped his leg. “That’s what I want to hear.”

Kevin was right: she needed to get over Mark. It had been almost a year since he had shattered any illusions she had about love and romance. He had moved on; and now, she would too. She would go out into the world, date, and have wild, crazy, hot, and sweaty sex. Well, maybe not wild, crazy sex, but she was definitely going to start dating.

Chapter Two

“So, how come you’re not talking my ear off about Ben?” Kat asked, as they walked into the restaurant a few hours later.

Kevin shrugged. “We broke up.”

He stepped back to get a good look at her. She was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen. She was about five feet six and very curvy. Her breasts were full, and still held the firmness of youth. Her hips were wide, and flared out to her tiny waist. Her olive-toned skin and long midnight black, straight hair spoke of her Spanish ancestry.  
Her high cheekbones showed her Native American heritage.  Her eyes were almond-shaped and droopy.  Her black hair hung freely around her shoulders, framing her face and embellishing her beautiful features just as her tight red dress flattered her curvy figure. “You look ravishing,” he said, a smile crossing his face.

Kat laughed and slipped her arm through his, and they strolled into the restaurant. “You are so sweet.” She looked to Kevin and smiled. He was a gorgeous blond haired and blue eyed man that stood at six feet. He seemed to tower over most other men with whom he came in contact. His daily workouts to the gym had paid off.  It was evident in his physique. His body was hard and broad. His fair looks screamed of California beaches, instead of the iron city, New York.

Kevin was sweet, caring, charming and romantic. He was her perfect man. Too bad, he liked men as well. She sighed, sitting down at the table where the waiter had led them.  The waiter took their refreshment order before turning away from their table.  Who said God didn’t have a sense of humor? 
Kat thought, chuckling. 
She set her small red purse on the table. 
“So, what exactly happened between you and Ben?”

“I really don’t want to talk about it.” Kevin opened the menu. “All I can say is it is over for good, this time.”

“You always say that.” She took a sip of the burgundy wine Kevin always ordered when they came to that restaurant. Then, you guys always wind up back together.”

“Not this time,” he said, scanning the menu. “He moved back in with his sister.”

“Sorry.” She took another sip of the delicious red wine. “Maybe I should move in with you.”

He frowned, glancing at her over the top of the menu. “Why would you want to do that? You have one of the best apartments in town.”

“I might have to if I don’t finish this book.”

“Don’t be absurd.” He pushed his chair back and stood up. “You’ll finish. I have no doubt.” He winked at her. Now, please excuse me; I need to use the men’s room.”

She smiled as she watched him walk away. 
At least, someone had confidence in her.

“Kat,” A deep familiar voice said from behind her.

Kat closed her eyes briefly, and her heart momentarily stalled in her chest. 
She knew that voice. She would know it anywhere. Mark. 
She stood up and turned to face him.

The young woman at his arm could only be described as sinfully gorgeous. She was tall, about five feet ten a blonde Playboy Playmate with legs up to her neck. 
She was sheer perfection in every detail—from her tiny waist to her very large breasts.

“Mark.” She sounded every bit as shocked as she felt. Unconsciously, she ran her suddenly sweaty palms over her dress—feeling very self-conscious about her five feet six curvy frame. “What are you doing here?”

“We’re having an early celebration,” the beautiful woman said with a dazzling smile. “Mark proposed to me on a plane this morning back from Paris. It was so romantic. Couldn’t you just die?” Her excited words were followed by an equally excited squeal.

Kat gave a small, half-hearted smile. “To say the least,” she muttered.

“I’m Candace.” The young woman held her hand out to Kat. Reluctantly, she took her hand.
“I’m Katrina. Congratulations.” She took a deep breath.
She gave Kat an award-winning, cover girl type of smile. “Thanks.” She leaned over and kissed Mark on the cheek. “Excuse me, darling, but I must use the powder room.”

“She’s…nice.” She folded her arms across her chest.

Mark snorted and rolled his eyes. “Don’t give me that.” He glanced at the table where she had been sitting. “Are you here with anyone?”

“Kevin.”

A smug smile crept across his face. “So, you are not seeing anyone?”

Not wanting him to know that he had shattered her faith in love or ruined her for other relationships, she said the first lie that popped into her head. “Actually, I just got married, about four months ago.” She smiled in victory because dear Mark looked completely shocked.

“You’re married? I didn’t hear that.”

She laughed. “Well Mark, we don’t exactly travel in the same circles now, do we?”

He squinted and looked to her hand, just as she slipped it casually behind her back. “Who’s the lucky man?”

“You wouldn’t know him,” she stammered.

He shrugged. “Probably not, but what can be the harm in telling me who he is? You’ve seen my fiancé.”

Kat bit her lips trying to think fast. Then suddenly, out of nowhere, it popped into her head. “Kevin’s brother. Kevin took me home not too long after we broke up, and his brother and I just hit it off.”

“Wow, that’s a quick marriage.”

“You have no idea,” she mumbled.

“What’s his name?”

“Alexander Monroe.”

“So now, it’s Katrina Monroe?” Mark scratched his chin the way he always did when he was thinking. “Alexander Monroe. Why does that name sound familiar?”

“I don’t know,” she sighed. “You don’t know him, Mark.”

Just then, Kevin came to her rescue or so she thought. “Mark.” Disdain laced Kevin’s voice, and anyone could tell he was not at all thrilled to see the man.

Mark’s dark features lightened. “Kevin.” He glanced at Kat. “Have you talked to your brother, recently?”

Kat bit her lip, hoping Mark would not mention the lie.

“Not lately.” He frowned, confused by the question. “Why would you care about my brother?”

“Oh, didn’t Katrina tell you?” He smiled, completely satisfied by the situation in which he found himself. “Your brother and I are doing business together—a merger. I work for the woman your brother is merging with, and I just found out Alexander is a family man.” He smiled at Kat just as Candace returned to his side. “I am sure my boss will be happy to know he is such a traditionalist, because she values that greatly.” He winked at Kat. “I’ll talk to your husband soon, and congratulations.” He nodded at Kevin. “Kevin.”

“Mark,” he whispered, frowning as he looked back to his best friend. “Kat, what was he talking about?”

She sat down at the table, attempting to look as innocent as possible. “I don’t know what you are talking about.”

He took his seat. “What did he mean when he said, ‘Congratulations, and I’ll talk to your husband soon?’”

She shoved a large piece of bread into her mouth and shrugged.

“Kat, stuffing your face is not going to get you out of this. Now, what did he mean?”

“Ughhh.” She exhaled. “Well, I kinda…sort of…told this tiny white lie that wasn’t supposed to be very big. Suddenly, it was.”

He rolled his eyes. “Will you just spit it out?”

“I told him I was married to your brother!” She blurted out, covering her eyes with both hands.

His eyes grew wide. “You what?”

“Well, how was I supposed to know he was doing business with your brother?” She whined. “You know what the odds of that are?”

He shook his head and leaned back in his chair. “Kat, I have heard you tell some whoppers in our time, but this takes the cake!”

She moved her hands from over her eyes and noticed Kevin trying to contain a smile. “Ohh.” She tossed her napkin at him. “It’s not funny. What am I going to do?”

“Don’t worry.” He opened the menu on the table. “I’ll talk to him. Everything will be fine.” He smiled at the cute waiter walking by them. “Let’s order; I’m starving.”

Kat laughed and downed the rest of her wine as she prayed the small lie she had just told wouldn’t affect Kevin’s brother in any way. How would she ever explain why she had done what she did?

Chapter Three

“So you told him?” Kat held the receiver to her ear, as she walked out of the bathroom wearing a towel.

“Yeah, and surprisingly, he took it very well.” Kevin chuckled, and Kat pulled the receiver from her ear. She hated it when he enjoyed the messes she got herself into. “All he said was please, the next time you lie, leave him out of it.”

She groaned. “This is all so embarrassing. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

“Hold on, I have another call.” Kevin clicked over, and there was a brief pause before he clicked back over. “Kat, I have to go. Alex is on the other line. Are you still coming over for dinner?”

“Of course. I’ll be there in twenty minutes. Bye.” She turned the cordless off, and tossed it on the bed. She was extremely satisfied everything had worked out so well. She turned to the closet. She supposed sooner or later, Mark would have found out she wasn’t engaged.

She sighed and began to rummage through her clothes. This was the beginning of something new for her. She was going to be a different person. No more sulking, no more hiding. From now on, she was going to be happy with her life, her career, and herself. Tonight, she was going to look very nice. Even if she were just having dinner with Kevin, at least, she could still look damn good. Look out world, the new and improved Katrina Montoya is coming to town.

* * * * *

Kevin rushed to answer the doorbell, announcing Kat’s arrival. He had been waiting impatiently for her to arrive, ever since he had hung up with his brother. 
He yanked the door open. 
“What took you so long?” He pulled her inside.

“What’s wrong with you?” She asked, allowing herself to be pulled inside his apartment.

“I just got off the phone with my brother.” The front door snapped closed with a loud bang.

On her way to the couch, she slipped her black sweater from her shoulders. 
“How is he doing? Is he still angry about what happened?” She smiled, placing her sweater across the back of the couch. Kevin walked into the kitchen and pulled down two wine glasses.
“Angry? I guess you could say that.” He poured the wine into Kat’s glass first because she was going to need it.
“Why?” She rolled her eyes. “I said I was sorry, and besides, I am the one who has been completely embarrassed by this whole thing. Not to mention humiliated in front of Mark.” She flopped down on the couch. “Oh well,” she groaned, taking the glass of wine Kevin held out to her. “Did you tell him I was really, really sorry, and that I would never do that again?”

Kevin walked into the kitchen and over to the oven. “Kat, it’s not that easy this time.”

“What are you talking about?” She jumped up from the couch and walked over to look at the delicious lasagna he’d pulled out of the oven. “Oh, my God.” She took a deep breath of the tantalizing aroma. “That smells so delicious.” She began to pick at the lasagna, and her stomach growled in response.

Kevin jerked her away from the food. “Will you pay attention to what I’m telling you? This is important.”

“All right.” She rolled her eyes. “I’m listening.”

“Alex had a meeting with Mark this morning, and the woman with whom he is trying to merge.” He paused trying to break the news to her gently.

“How did they take the news? Was there a lot of damage control?”

Kevin ran his fingers through his sandy blond hair. “Abigail—his business associate—asked him why he was hiding the fact that he is a married man. Alex was about to straighten the whole thing out, when she said she had been wrong about Alex. She was going to turn down the merger, but now, she wanted to proceed full-force. She said it was important to her to take on a partner who had a family and values much like her own.”

Kat swallowed hard. “And?”

“Now, she wants to meet you and Rebekah.”

“Who is Rebekah?”

Kevin sighed. “Alex’s daughter. You see, Abigail just kind of invited herself over for dinner. Alex doesn’t really want to blow this 100 million dollar deal.”

Kat suddenly felt as though she were going to faint. “100 million dollars?”

“No, pesos. Yes, dollars.”

She took a big swig of her wine. “What’s he going to do?”

“Well, you and I are going up to his house.” He reached for the wine bottle and refilled her glass. “Then, I am going to leave, and you are going to stay there until after Christmas.”

She almost chocked and took another sip of her wine to wet her suddenly dry throat. “Why would I stay behind?”

“Because you, my dear friend, are going to pretend to be my brother’s wife until this little business deal of his is over.”

“What?” She screeched, disbelieving what she had just heard. “Has it occurred to your brother that I am an impulsive mental case, who lied because she couldn’t face telling her ex the truth?”

Kevin raised his eyebrows and sipped his wine. “I told him.”

She groaned, resting her head against the palm of her hand. “I wish I would have kept my big mouth shut.”

Kevin patted her hand. “Oh, sweetie, we all wish that.” He chuckled and caught the dishtowel she threw at him.

* * * * * 

“I can’t believe Kevin’s friends are still getting me into trouble.” Alex complained, as he paced back and forth in his library.

“Honey,” his mother, Anna, spoke in a gentle tone. “Why don’t you just calm down. I’m sure everything will work out fine.”

“No. It won’t, Mother,” he snapped. “Remember junior high and high school? You know how many fights I was pulled into because of Kevin and his friends?” He ran his fingers through his jet black hair. “I don’t believe things like this are still happening. I’m a grown man, for crying out loud.” He sighed and walked over to the window and stared out into his snow-covered yard. The gazebo in the distance reminded him of younger days, easier times.

“When will they be here?” Anna asked, continuing with her knitting.

“Tomorrow,” he mumbled, running his hand across his freshly shaven chin. He could tell this Katrina Montoya was going to be more trouble than this deal was worth. Out of all the men she had to lie about, why did she have to pick him?

Chapter Four

“Okay, let me make sure I have this straight.” Kat stared down at the paper she had in her lap. “Alex was born March 3rd, 1973, and he is thirty-three years old. We have been married for six months. Rebekah is his daughter by his first wife—who ran out on them. Her birthday is January 6th, 1998, she is eight years old.” She closed her eyes and released a deep breath. “I can’t do this.”

Kevin glanced at her, and momentarily panicked. “What?”

“Look at me.” She turned slightly in her seat to face him. “I’m a mess. I’ve never had nor done anything remotely fancy in my life. My father was a farmer, and my mother was a nurse. I don’t know how to be rich.” She brushed her hair from her face. “Besides, I don’t know anything about being a wife or a mother,” she groaned. “Kevin, please. Isn’t there another way out of this?”

“No.” He answered quickly. “Maybe next time, you’ll keep your mouth shut.” 
The car came to a stop, and he turned off the ignition. “We’re here.”

Kat could swear her heart freeze in her chest, and her eyes snapped shut. “I don’t think I can do this.” Kevin placed his hand on her shoulder and gave her a comforting squeeze. 
“Look at me.”

“What?” Reluctantly, Kat opened her eyes and looked at him. 

“Everything is going to be fine; you’ll see.” She waited for a minute for him to continue and when he didn’t, she laughed.
“That’s it? That’s your big pep-talk?” She opened the car door. “Kevin, you suck at this.” Laughing, she closed the car door and turned to the house. Taken aback by its awesome beauty, she gasped.

She felt as though she had been transported to another century. The large house looked like it could have been a castle at one time—a small castle, but still as castle. Vines grew up the walls—giving the home an even more ancient look—as did the aged brick from which the home was made. There were many windows, and most of the drapes were pulled shut. 
A few were open, allowing the beauty from the snow-covered outside world into the house. Large, old granite stones made up the walkway leading to the front door. She turned to run back to the safety of the car and ran right into Kevin’s rock-hard chest.

“What are you doing?” He grabbed her by the upper arms and pushed her back.

“I can’t do this!” Kat shook her head on the verge of hysteria. 

“Whoa, calm down.” He brushed her hair away from her face. “What’s wrong?”

“I can’t live here, Kevin. I can’t blend in with the rich. I mean, look at me.” She wore a buttoned up, thick red jacket with: a matching beanie and scarf, black gloves, dark blue jeans, and white snow boots. “I don’t even match! They probably don’t even know what jeans look like.” Her desperate pouting was interrupted by the voice of a little girl.

“Uncle Kevin!” Rebekah screeched, as she ran down the walkway.

Kevin glanced at Kat briefly. Her eyebrows rose because Rebekah was dressed just like her—except Rebekah wore all black.

“Well, everyone except her,” Kat complained as she folded her arms across her chest.

Rebekah jumped into her Uncle’s arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a tight hug. “I missed you so much.”

He laughed and hugged her back. “I missed you too, squirt.” After a few minutes of exaggerated kisses and more hugs, Kevin set little Rebekah on her feet.

“Is this her?” Rebekah asked, looking Kat over with a big smile on her face.

“This is her,” Kevin motioned to Kat.

“Nice to meet you, Katrina.” Rebekah held her hand out for Kat to shake.

Kat chuckled at the little girl’s proper manners. “You can call me Kat.” She knelt down in front of Rebekah. “How about a hug, instead?” She opened her arms wide and with no hesitation, Rebekah gave her a humongous hug.

“I am so glad you are here.” Rebekah pulled back, looking into Kat’s eyes. Her own eyes sparkled with excitement. “Daddy told me this was all just pretend, but I still have to call you Mommy, right?”

Kat shook her head. “If that’s what your Daddy said.”

“Do you mind?” Her excitement seemed to fade slightly.

“Oh, no.” Kat brushed her dark brown hair away from her face. “I don’t mind at all. Actually, I never had a daughter before, so this is all very exciting.”

“Good, because this will be the first Christmas I will have a mother.” Rebekah smiled broadly.
“Hey squirt.” Kevin rubbed the top of her head, playfully. “Why don’t you go and tell your father we are here?”

“Okay.” She ran up the steps, calling for her father, and disappeared into the house.

Kevin took Kat’s hand and headed up the walkway. “Time to meet your new family.”

Kat pulled back trying to stop him from pulling her into the house. “I’ve changed my mind. I can’t face them.” She tried to pull her hand from his grasp, but it was no use. He was too strong.

“You can, and you will.” He opened the front door and pulled her inside with him.

After they were inside and she realized there was no way out of this, she closed the front door behind her. She followed Kevin down the hallway.

The walls were Navajo white, giving a strong contrast to the dark wood floors. Red, flaring hurricane glasses were placed tastefully around in various places. Inside them, rested vanilla-scented candles. Aside from the beautiful wreath on the front door, the hurricane glasses, and the green stencil winding up the railing of the large staircase, the house was virtually undecorated.

She followed Kevin into the living room. A very beautiful and very warm fire blazed in the fireplace in the center of the far wall. Two burgundy couches were placed catty corner from each other on a large burgundy rug. The mahogany coffee table sat between the two couches.

Large candles graced the mantle, and various antiques were tastefully placed around the room. She closed her eyes briefly and took a deep breath when she heard Rebekah approaching with her father.

“I think you are going to like her, Daddy. She’s pretty.”” Her voice was filled with excitement. Kat smiled in appreciation at the little girl’s compliment. Maybe this whole thing wouldn’t be so bad.

“I am sure she is.” Alex’s deep voice echoed in the silent hallway. “But you have to remember honey, this is just pretend.” Alex walked into the room, and it instantly felt smaller.

“You’re here early.” Alex said, strolling over to where his brother and Kat stood. 
He reached out and shook his brother’s hand. He looked to Kat, who was staring at her feet in embarrassment. “This must be the famous Katrina Montoya.”

Reluctantly, Kat looked up and froze. The man standing before her had to have been one of the most sexually attractive men she’d ever seen. His jet-black hair was cut in an old-fashioned style, but it made him look regal and mature. His ocean blue eyes were a strong contrast against his tanned skin and dark hair. His jaw was square, his cheekbones were chiseled, and his lips were moderately full. 
He towered over Kevin by at least five inches. The muscles in his shoulders strained against the fabric of the white dress shirt he wore. He was strong, and she knew his body was every bit as muscular and powerful as those broad shoulders.

Just the way he stood before her commanded all the attention in the room. “Yes, but please call me Kat.” She held her hand out to him.

He smiled, taking her hand in his own. “I’m Alexander—Alex—Monroe but I guess you already know that.”

In response to his teasing, she only laughed. When their fingers had touched, she had the strangest urge to yank her hand back. Electricity seemed to spark straight from him right into her. Goose bumps rose to life on her skin, and desire coursed through her—ending at the pit of her stomach. When he pulled his hand back, she felt as though she could barely breathe. 
Oh yes, Alex Monroe was sinfully attractive.

“Well, I really hate to run off so quickly.” He grabbed his suit jacket from the back of the chair. “But there are several things I must attend to at the office.”

“Kevin.” A feminine voice floated over to them from the library door. Everyone turned in her direction. It was an older woman who had salt and pepper hair. 
Her large blue eyes were full of warmth and kindness. Even though she was short and plump, she stood with elegance that only a woman of grace could possess.

“Mom.” Kevin walked over to her and wrapped his arms around her. “I’ve missed you.”

She laughed, as she patted his back. “Oh, honey, I missed you, too.” She pulled back. “We all have. You really must visit more often, and where is Ben? Did he not come with you?” She looked around, trying to spot Kevin’s ex-boyfriend.

“We broke up.” He spurted out, before turning his attention to Kat. “This is Katrina. Everyone calls her Kat.”

“Oh, my,” she said, walking over to Kat. “My dear, you’re gorgeous!” She took both Kat’s hands in her own. “Don’t you look exotic! It’s about time we had an exotic beauty in this house. Wouldn’t you agree, Alex?” She glanced over her shoulder at her son.

Alex raised his eyebrows, giving his mother his famous, and “no funny business” look.

“Dear, say something in Spanish.” Kat looked around, suddenly embarrassed that all eyes were now on her.
“Muchas gracias,” she said very quickly. Her perfect English accent turned briefly Hispanic. “It means ‘thank you very much.’”

“Ah, such a simple phrase, and yet so very romantic sounding.” She laughed and wrapped her arm around Kat. “I’m Mary, but while you are here you must call me ‘Mom.’” She glanced at Alex and winked. “After all, you are pretending to be married to my son.”

“Okay,” Kat said with awkwardness, wondering exactly how she had gotten herself into this predicament.

Alex shook his head at the whole situation unfolding before him. 
He looked down at his Rolex watch. “Well, I must go.” He grabbed his briefcase from the same chair his jacket had been thrown across. “Kevin, it was good to see you.” He looked at Kat, and their eyes locked. 
It was silly, but she felt a sudden rush of fiery desire race through her. “Kat, it was nice to meet you, and I’ll see you when I return home. We’ll have a chance to talk about this little charade.”

Kat glanced down. 
Why did he have to keep reminding her that all this was her fault?

Alex turned and patted his young daughter on the head. “I promise I will be home for dinner, honey.” He gently pinched her nose. “Okay?”

Rebekah shook her head, but she didn’t look at her dad. 
She was too busy staring at Kat.

“Are you going to stay awhile, Kevin?” Mary asked, as she walked over and took Rebekah’s hand. “Rosa is making us some delicious pasta for lunch.”

Kevin looked at his watch, shaking his head. “I would, but I have to get back to the city.”

“You are going to be here for Christmas, right?”

“Of course.” Kevin walked over and kissed his mother on the cheek.

“And you will tell me exactly what happened between you and Ben.” She tapped him on the check. “He was a sweet boy.”

Kevin only smiled in response. “All right. I’m off.”

Mary tapped Rebekah’s hand; and together, they headed to the kitchen. “Feel free to join us, Kat.”

“I will be right there.” She rushed over to Kevin just as he was about to walk out the door. “You’re leaving already?” She pinched his arm as she asked the question.

“Ouch.” He Kevin rubbed the spot she had injured. “What’s wrong with you?” His voice was low, but harsh.

“What’s wrong with me?” She whispered back just as harshly. “You are about to leave me all alone with people I just met. You can’t do that,” she insisted, folding her arms across her chest.

“Kat, this was your little scheme, and now, you have to clean it up.” He opened the front door and stepped over the threshold. “Not only can I leave you here, but I am. See ya later.” He waved over his shoulder as he walked to his car.

She watched him drive off—glaring at him the whole time. “Thanks a lot, dear friend,” she mumbled, closing the door behind her. She closed her eyes and leaned against the door. What was she going to do, now?

Chapter Five

Kat sat on the queen size bed, resting in the center of the room. She gingerly ran her fingers over the fluffy, blue and white patchwork quilt that covered the bed. 
It was so soft, and she couldn’t wait to curl up in it tonight.

A cedar chest ran across the foot of the bed. Directly across from that chest was a solid, dark oak dresser. Roses were carved into all four corners of the drawers.

She stood and walked over to the fireplace. Sally had started the fire for her, so the room wouldn’t be chilly while she unpacked her things. They ran the heater sometimes, but everyone seemed to prefer the fireplaces over the central heating—or at least, that is what Sally told her.

Sally was the maid—an older woman who sported salt and pepper hair. She was short and plump, with the sweetest disposition. She’d asked Kat at least twenty times if she were sure she didn’t need anything. Her green eyes seemed to sparkle with some kind of hidden delight. She had already made Kat feel at home, just as everyone else had.

She folded her arms across her chest and stared at the clock on the mantel. Ten to eight, Alex should be home, and she was supposed to meet him in his office. Kat shivered at the thought of being alone with him. 
He intimidated her—not because she was afraid of him, but because she was desperately attracted to him. It was the worst feeling in the world, because now, she didn’t know how to act. She knew as soon as she walked into that room she would be nervous until the moment she walked out.

Kat rubbed her suddenly sweaty palms over the back of her jeans. 
She took a deep breath and decided she might as well have a conversation—once and for all. She wasn’t extremely anxious about discussing this whole awkward and embarrassing situation with him.

She left her room, walked down the stairs and into the kitchen. The kitchen reminded her of one of those Italian kitchens seen in the movies. The aroma of the room was rich and full of spice. All different kinds of herbs hung drying from the ceiling. Gorgeous oak cabinets, a full bar, and just to the left was the large stove. The only thing that was missing to make the picture complete was the floor was dark hardwood, instead of stone. She hadn’t met Amelia, the cook yet, but she had to be Italian.

“I thought we were going to meet in my office.”

Kat spun around to see Alex smirking behind her. “I was just…I was on my way,” she stammered.

“Relax.” He walked over to the bar and pulled down two glasses. “I just got home myself.”

That much was evident in the way he looked. Kat’s eyes ran over him. His suit jacket was gone and the long sleeves of the white shirt were rolled up to his elbow. He looked relaxed—and not so intimidating.

Alex crossed over to her, handing her a small glass of Scotch.

Kat took it from him, noticing the top few buttons of his shirt was undone. Her heart began to pound. Why was she having such an overwhelming sexual reaction to this man? She wondered. In an attempt to calm herself down and get back some of that nerve she lost, she took a big swig of the scotch he had handed her. Kat wished she hadn’t done it, because she started hacking and coughing an instant after consuming the drink. She had never had scotch before this, but she wasn’t about to share, that bit of trivia with him.

He gently patted her on the back and looked at her with genuine concern. “Are you all right?”

Embarrassed beyond words, Kat shook her head and tried to suppress the urge to continue coughing.  “Fine,” she managed to whisper, “It just went down the wrong pipe.

He chuckled. “This stuff tends to catch you by surprise.” He stepped to the side and motioned for her to walk ahead of him. “Shall we go into the library?”

She almost burst out laughing as she walked ahead of him. Shall we go? She thought. Did he do go to finishing school or something? The smile faded from her faces as she realized he probably had. Trying to take her mind off how out of place she was here, with these people, she walked over to the fire place and started to make small talk. “You have a lovely home.”

“Thank you. It’s been in out family for generations.” He walked over to where she stood and leaned against the mantle. “What about you?”

She shook her head. “My dad owned a house, but I had to sell it when he passed away.”

“I meant do you have family?”

“Of course, you did.” She released a deep breath, slightly embarrassed that she had been wrong about the question he had asked her. “My father and mother died a few years ago in a car accident. I have a sister, Rosa, but we don’t get along.  I hear from her every now and then, but we never see each other. She lives in California. Her husband is some big real estate honcho in Beverly Hills.” 
She shrugged and continued to stare at the fire. “I don’t really care for the holidays.”

Alex frowned as he sipped his scotch. Kat was intriguing him more and more as time went by. “You don’t like Christmas?” His voice was low and very soft—sending chills down her spine.

“Not really,” she whispered. “When you don’t have anyone to spend them with, the holidays kind of lose their magic.” She looked at him. Her hazel eyes became a golden brown against the firelight. “I guess you wouldn’t know what that feels like. After all, you have a wonderful family.”

He shook his head. “Yes, I do. I am very lucky.” He paused for a moment. “Can I ask you a personal question?”

Kat chuckled, folded her arms across her chest, and turned to him. “Seeing how I got you in this mess, you can ask me anything you want. I think it’s only fair to know about the woman you’ve been married to for half a year.”

He smiled and ran his fingers though his hair. “Why did you tell Mark that you and I were married?”

She swallowed hard and looked away from him. “Isn’t there something else you’d rather know?”

“I think that would be an important part of us getting to know each other.” He sat his scotch glass on the counter and walked over to stand behind her. “I’m not going to think any differently about you, Kat. I just want to understand why you would do such a thing? Did you really think nothing would come of it?”

She sighed and glanced at him, mildly irritated. “I wasn’t really thinking about that, Alex.”

“Then what were you thinking?” He demanded, apparently tired of beating around the bush with her.

She walked over to the window so she wouldn’t have to look at him or spill the pathetic reason why she had done what she did. She looked out into the darkness, everything covered by the thick blanket of snow that had fallen all day. 
She took a deep breath. 
“No one can imagine how hard it is to look in the eyes of the person who broke your heart and tell them the truth about your life. Your life wouldn’t be so pathetic if they hadn’t left you for someone else.” Tears welled up in her eyes, and she tried to push them back. “Ever since we broke up, my life hasn’t been the same. I used to have a flourishing writing career; now, I am lucky if I can crank out a decent plot.” She shook her head and glanced at him. “When he showed up at that restaurant, with that playmate of the month on his arm, I felt as if I’d been completely devastated all over again.” She shrugged and looked back out the window. “I’m sorry I dragged you into this.” She closed her eyes. 
“So sorry.”

For a reason he couldn’t explain, Alex’s heart began to melt. She seemed so heartbroken and lost. He wasn’t a man who usually followed his impulses; but for some reason, he couldn’t stop himself. He walked over to her and wrapped his hands around her upper arms. He pulled her back against his chest. 
“His leaving you for another woman doesn’t mean you have come up wanting. It says he wasn’t good enough and didn’t appreciate what he had.” He brushed her hair to the side, baring the delicate column of her throat. “Don’t you know how beautiful you are?” Their eyes met in their reflection from the window.

Kat’s pulse raced, and butterflies danced in her stomach. 
Her blood no longer felt like blood, but like molten lava coursing through her body, burning her from the inside out. Her stomach muscles contracted in desire as she felt the delicate, steady beating of Alex’s heart at her back.   

Gently, Alex ran his finger down the side of her neck, but he didn’t stop there. 
He took advantage of the V-neck T-shirt she wore, and ran his finger over the exposed flesh. Kat gasped, unable to suppress it. Her eyes fell closed, and she could feel the strength leaving her as she slowly gave into Alex’s slow seduction.

“I’ve had the strongest sexual reaction to you,” he whispered in her ear. She shivered as his warm breath danced across her skin. “From the moment I saw you in the library, I wondered how we were going to keep this strictly business.”

Kat groaned when she felt his soft lips feather kisses along the side of her neck. 
“Alex,” she breathed. “What…what are you doing?”

“I’m giving into impulse.” He hands traveled down her arms, coming to rest at her hips. He pulled her back against him more firmly, and she could feel his hardness digging into the soft flesh of her butt.

“Oh, my God,” Kat whispered, feeling as though she were floating. She gasped when she felt his hands leave her hips, travel up her torso, coming to rest just under her full breasts. Instinctively, she pushed her chest out—silently begging him to touch her.

Alex groaned when he realized she wore no bra. He could feel the desire burning and swirling in the pit of his stomach. He wanted her, and he didn’t want to wait. He knew he could take her right here, right now—in front of the fireplace. 
He ran his thumbs across her hard nipples. She gasped, and the tremors of pleasure that crashed through her, seeped right into him.

Alex was quickly losing his hold on his control. His breathing was harsh and rapid, as erotic images of what he wanted to do to Kat flashed through his mind. 
“Oh Kat, I want you!” he whispered, turning her in his arms. Her eyes were still closed, and he felt something flicker in his chest—something that had nothing to do with sexual desire. He ran his thumb across her soft, slightly parted lips, and groaned just before he ran the tip of his tongue where his finger had been.

“Alex,” a very soft, very feminine voice called out from the doorway.

Alex jerked his head in the direction of the voice. “Michelle.” His voice was husky, and a little breathless. “What are you doing here?”

“You asked me to come by, remember?”

Slowly, Kat opened her eyes and looked at the tall, beautiful woman standing in the doorway. The woman was gorgeous. What was with every single woman she saw lately, having legs up to their neck? Kat mused. She cleared her throat, and stepped away from Alex.

“Kat, this is my secretary, Michelle.” He ran his fingers through his hair, trying to find a way out of the incredibly awkward situation in which they all found themselves. “She’s here to, uh—” He looked away from Kat because just the sight of her, caused logical thought to flee from his mind.

“To work out the last few details of the Christmas party, and to tell you that Abigail Martin says you invited her to spend the holidays with you and your family.”

Alex groaned. “God, I completely forgot about that. I just said it in passing.”

“Well, it seems she has taken you up on the offer, and will be here tomorrow for the week.”

Alex groaned, running both hands over his face. “I thought she wanted to spend the holidays with her family?”

“It seems that her children are grown, and are spending the holidays elsewhere.” Michelle shrugged. “I tried to get you out of it, but I couldn’t.”

Alex sighed and looked at Kat—who still looked shocked by what had happened. They were going to have to share a room. How was he supposed to control himself in that kind of a situation when he could barely accomplish that in this situation?
Chapter Six

Kat stared at the roaring fireplace. She had her reading glasses on, and a notepad and pen resting on her lap. She had decided that maybe she could get some work done if she went back to the very basics of writing. She was wrong. It wasn’t so much that she was blocked anymore, it was more like all she could think about was what had happened between her and Alex the other night. To top that off, she was furious with him about Abigail, at the moment.

Abigail had been here for two days already, and Alex was spending all his time showing her around, and talking about business. Tonight, they had gone out for drinks before dinner, and they were supposed to be back before dinner. They weren’t. They were six hours late.

She took off her reading glasses and looked to Rebekah, who had fallen asleep in the large, comfortable armchair waiting for him to come home. She stood up and walked over to her—smiling as she watched her small chest rise and fall. She picked up the small, red checkered blanket from the floor, and spread it over her. It was the holidays and Alex was so wrapped up in this deal, that he didn’t notice he was neglecting his daughter.

Rebekah stirred awake and looked up at Kat. Her eyes were still foggy from sleep. She smiled and said, “I love you, Kat”.

Kat felt her heart flutter and smiled. “I love you too, honey.” 
This little girl made her heart melt with her big blue eyes and honey brown hair. 
She smoothed Rebekah’s hair back from her face and smiled.
Sadness etched her being.

Christmas was going to be over soon, and she would be going back home. It made her sad to think about going back to her lonely, empty life. She had been here for a little over a week now, and she had one more week. Spending time with Rebekah and Mary made her think how wonderful it would be if she had her own family with whom to spend the holidays. How was she going to go back to her life once she had experienced the other side that she had been missing—the fun-filled, emotionally-packed side?

She glanced at the clock, almost ten. She was so frustrated with Alex for not being home when he had promised. Rebekah had waited up for him for as long as she could—certain that he was going to walk in at any moment. Kat sighed and picked her up to carry her upstairs to her bedroom. 
She would put her in bed with her. It wasn’t as if she had to worry about Alex, because since they had been sharing a room, he had been sleeping on the floor.

As she walked out of the living room, the front door opened. 
It was Alex, Abigail, and Mark. 
She stopped walking and turned toward them. She tried to wipe the look of irritation from her face, but she knew it was obvious because everyone had looked at Alex.

He draped his jacket over the staircase railing. He walked over to Kat and grabbed her elbow, turning her away from the others. 
“What are you doing up?” He whispered, mildly incensed.

She jerked her elbow from his grasp, and glared at him.
“What am I doing up?” She shook her head. “Good night, Alex.” She looked over his shoulder. “Mark…Abigail, I’ll see you in the morning.” Without giving Alex another look she walked up the stairs, and decided against putting Rebekah in bed with her because she could feel a fight between her and Alex coming as soon as they were alone. She put Rebekah in her own bed, and tucked her in.

“Do you mind telling me what that was about, downstairs?” Alex demanded, standing in the doorway of Rebekah’s room. There was a harsh edge in his tone.

“Shush!” Kat said, standing up and walking over to him. “You are going to wake her up!” She closed the door, gently. “Can we wait until we’re behind closed doors to talk about this?” She walked down the hallway, flinging the door to the bedroom they were sharing open.

Alex closed it firmly behind him. “Now, you mind telling me what that was all about downstairs?” He ripped his tie off and tossed it on the bed.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Kat responded and folded her arms across her chest.

“Don’t play games with me, Kat.” He undid the top couple of buttons of his dress shirt.

Kat looked away from him. “Can’t you get undressed in the bathroom?”

“I’m not getting undressed.” He stated impatiently. “Now, tell me what all that was about downstairs?”

“Do you remember what you promised that little girl?” She demanded right back. Alex looked stunned that she was talking to him in such a way.

“What are you talking about?” He ran his fingers through his hair.

“Alex, you promised her you were going to be home, tonight, and that you were going to spend it with her. In two days, it will be Christmas Eve, and you won’t be here. You’ll be in Paris closing the deal—which is all you really care about isn’t it?”

“How can you say that to me?”

“Well, it’s true, isn’t it? You can’t even make it home to spend some time with your daughter. Has it occurred to you that this is going to be her first Christmas without you?”

“Well, I wouldn’t even be in this mess if it wasn’t for you.”

“Are you actually blaming me for your absence, tonight?” She raised her eyebrows.

“Well, if it wasn’t for you, this deal would already be closed.” He folded his arms across his chest and stared at her, challenging her.

“Well, if it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t even have this deal,” she countered.

He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “What?” He set his fingers against his temples and began to rub in a circular motion, feeling a headache coming on. 
“You can’t seriously believe you saved my business deal?”

She shook her head. “I did.”

“I don’t believe this,” he snapped, turning away from her. “We are in this mess because of you.”

“Right, but Kevin told me she was about ready to back out of the deal with you because she thought you were distant and cold.” She added that last little bit, herself. “Guess she was right.”

He turned to her, fire blazing in his eyes causing them to turn sapphire. “What?”

“You heard me.” She suddenly wished she hadn’t insulted him, because she knew it wasn’t true. He just seemed that way when you first met him; but then again, after they had kissed the other night, he acted as though it were nothing. 
Hadn’t even tried to kiss, touch, or at least make a comment about her.

He walked around the bed to stand in front of her. “That’s not what you thought the other night when I was comforting you.”

“Comforting me?” Now, she was angry. “How dare you!” She had half a mind to slap that smug smile right off his face. “I don’t need your pity, Alex.”

He frowned in confusion. “What, no that’s not—”

“And I cannot wait until this whole charade is over.” She turned to walk out the door.

“Kat, wait.” Alex tried to explain himself, but she wouldn’t listen. He grabbed her arm, and she tried to pull it free. When she turned to yell at him, he took the chance and slipped his lips over hers—enveloping both of them in a deep, passionate kiss—spurred on by pent-up frustration and anger.

Kat instantly forgot about her anger, and gave herself over to the kiss. She wasn’t going to be a passive partner. She wanted and needed him just as much as he wanted and needed her.

“Alex,” she moaned as he ran his hand over her soft breasts. She groaned and tilted her head to the side as he ran kisses down her throat and across the top of her breasts. Kat felt as though she were on fire—like she was being engulfed by the intense heat of it.

She ran her hands through Alex’s hair and down his strong, muscular back as he undid the buttons to her shirt. His lips were hot and moist, leaving a trail of fire across her skin. He slipped the thin, cotton dress shirt from her shoulders and down her arms.
“You’re so beautiful.” His warm breath feathered across her breasts. He slipped the thin bra straps from her shoulders, baring her tasty-looking, voluptuous breasts.

Kat’s eyes fell closed when Alex’s lips closed over her swollen nipple and sucked it into his mouth. He lapped at the peak with his tongue and dragged it gently between his teeth. She buried her fingers in his hair as he switched his attention to her other nipple.

He ran his fingers over her bare back, across her hips—until he reached her ass and squeezed her cheek. He pulled Kat firmly against him.

Alex raised his head and captured her lips in a passionate kiss. He ran his tongue across her teeth and gently bit her bottom lip.

“Alex,” Kat moaned, “you have too many clothes on.” 
Her fingers shook as she reached up to undo the rest of the buttons. 
She didn’t have the patience to undo all the buttons, so she pulled the shirt apart roughly. Buttons flew across the hardwood floor. She slipped the shirt from his shoulders and ran her fingers across his shoulders, down his broad chest, and over the bulge in his slacks.

Alex groaned and tossed the shirt on the ground. He pulled her against him, flicking his tongue across her lips. Her breasts crushed against his hard chest, and his hands seemed to be everywhere at once: her breasts, her back, her butt—everywhere.

Kat’s heart pounded, and her hands trembled as she reached down and undid the top of his pants—pulling down his zipper. She looked up into his eyes, and her thudding heart missed a beat. She was lost because she had fallen in love with the man before her. She didn’t know how or why, but over the last couple of weeks, she had fallen fast and hard.

Kat slowly kneeled down, pulling his pants and boxers with her. He stepped out of his shoes and pants. Kat looked straight, and her face was level with his huge, rock-hard cock. She looked up into his eyes as she took his cock in her hand and gently ran her hand from base to tip.

His breathing was harsh, rapid, and Kat could tell he was fighting for control. 
She didn’t want him to be in control.
 She wanted him to be wild and primitive—giving himself over to the roaring passion and desire she felt engulfing her very soul. Keeping her eyes locked with his, she leaned forward, and flicked her tongue across his tip. She repeated the action twice before she took him into her mouth—suckling him gently, at first. 
Then, with more urgency.

Alex’s deep groan of surrender sounded more like a growl—and it vibrated from his chest and through the rest of his body. He fisted his hand in Kat’s long dark hair and watched as his hard cock slipped into her mouth, and then back out again. He was on the verge of losing his control, and he didn’t want to—yet. Not until he had the chance to return the favor she had done him.

He pulled himself out of her mouth and pulled her to her feet. 
“My turn,” he whispered, kneeling on the floor. He undid the top button of her jeans, and slowly pulled down her pants—leaving her standing before him in only her black thong.

He kissed her lower abdomen and her thighs as he reached behind her and ran her fingers across her plump ass. “Lie down,” he whispered, pulling her thong down her legs.

Slowly, she lay down in front of him. Her pulse was racing, and she could hear the insistent pounding in her ears. She couldn’t breathe, and she felt as though her lungs were going to burst from lack of oxygen.

Alex spread her legs wide, and his stomach muscles quivered in anticipation. 
How did she do this to him? 
How did she make him feel like he was having sex for the first time? He asked himself. He kissed his way over her ankle, down her leg, and her inner thigh, before stopping at the dark curls between her legs. 
“Has anyone ever done this to you?” His voice was husky and it sent goose bumps across her skin.

She closed her eyes and shook her head “no.” 
She was so nervous. Kat had never experienced anything like what Alex was about to do. She gasped when she felt the gentle flick of his warm, wet tongue across her clit. Desire—sharp and thick—cut through her, and her back arched in response. Again and again, he flicked, licked and sucked at that sensitive spot. 
He was relentless in his assault and she begged him to stop but he didn’t. When her orgasm washed over her, it was so intense that she opened her mouth to scream—but nothing came out. Wave after wave washed over her, and her body trembled in response to the intense pleasure of it all.

Alex kept her legs parted and nestled himself between her thighs. Kat was panting, and a light sheen of sweat covered her beautiful, olive-toned, body. Her eyes were still closed, but Alex wanted her to look at him as he entered her. He wanted her to know, and see it was him. “Open your eyes,” he whispered.

Kat shook her head in the negative. 
She had never looked into her lover’s eyes before. She was nervous, because she’d never made love with the lights on, but she had gotten so caught up in the roaring passion, that she hadn’t thought about it. Alex brushed Kat’s hair away from her face. 
“Open your eyes,” he said, gentleness lacing his voice.

Slowly, Kat opened her eyes and looked into Alex’s. Her throat was suddenly dry, and her heart swelled with love for the man before her.

“I want you to see me. I want you to know who’s doing this to you.” He held himself, quivering at the soft entrance to her body. “You’re beautiful.” He slowly pushed himself into her tight, wet opening.

Kat gasped and dug her fingers into his shoulders. It had been so long, and his hard cock felt so good inside her—stretching her, filling her. She ran her fingers from his shoulders, down his back—before grasping his ass in her hands.
 “Hurry, Alex: I don’t want it slow. Give it to me fast, please,” she pleaded, staring up at him.

His grip on his control snapped then, and he obliged her request. His hands grasped her hips, tilted them up, and buried himself deep inside of her—time and time again. Her hips thudded on the white rug in front of the fire place.

Their perspiration melted together as their pace grew more rapid and feverish. 
Orgasm hit them both at the same time. 
Their cries of ecstasy mingled together, and they collapsed in exhaustion—laughing as they reveled in the intense fulfillment of pleasure.

Chapter Seven

“You don’t have to leave, you know.” Alex stopped adjusting his tie in the mirror, and turned to look at Kat.

“Yes, I do,” Kat’s voice was soft and low. She continued filling her suitcase with the things she had brought. 
“Alex, your deal is done, and tomorrow is Christmas. There is no sense making things harder than what they are.”

“Stay.”  He whispered from behind her.  “For just a few more days.”

She turned to him.  “Why? This thing between us isn’t going to go anywhere. I can’t fit in with you and we both know it.” She turned and zipped her suitcase closed and slipped her thick jacket over her shoulders. “It will be easier this way Alex. Let‘s just let go of what‘s gone.”  She pulled her suitcase off the bed and walked over to him.  “Thank you.”

He glanced down, not wanting her to see the pain in his eyes. “For what?”

“For welcoming me into your family and for reminding me what the holidays, and life are all about.” She smiled and kissed him on the cheek. She stayed close to his ear as she whispered, “I think you’re a very special man and that you have a lot of special gifts”. Tears burned behind her eyes and she turned away from him quickly. She walked out of the room, not wanting him to see her tears. 

Alex stood in his bedroom that suddenly felt lonely now that Kat was gone.

“No!! You can’t leave!!” Rebekah yelled. “It’s not Christmas, yet!”

Alex bolted from the room and ran down the stairs. What he saw almost broke his heart. Kat held Rebekah in her arms, and Rebekah’s little arms were locked around her neck. She begged and pleaded with Kat not to go.

“I have to, honey.” Kat brushed Rebekah’s tears away. “Don’t worry. We’ll still see each other again.”

She shook her head as Alex took her from Kat. “You say that but it’s not true.”

Kat’s eyes welled up with tears. “I’m sorry,” was all she said. She picked up her suitcase and left.

“But I made a wish!” Rebekah buried her face in her father’s neck. “She said it would be granted.”

Alex tried to look at her as he questioned what she was talking about. “What wish, honey?”

“I wished for a mommy for Christmas, and she said it would come true.” She shook her head. “But it didn’t—not really.”

Alex held Rebekah until she cried herself into an exhausted sleep. 
What was he doing? 
Why was he allowing the woman he loved to walk out of his life?

* * * * *

Kat sat on her couch drinking glass after glass of wine, in a desperate attempt to numb the pain in her heart. She wished she never would have told Mark that stupid lie, because she had fallen for it. She’d fallen for Alex, Mary, Rebekah—even the maid and the cook. She had fallen in love with the idea of having a family once again.

She glanced at the clock, wondering when Kevin was going to show up. She called him an hour ago because she needed a shoulder to cry on, and no one knew better then Kevin about what it felt like to fall for someone you couldn’t have. She closed her eyes and thought about the other night when she and Alex had made love. She thought about the intense passion, the fire. She had never experienced anything like it before.

A gentle knocking from the front door interrupted her thoughts. Her eyes flew open. “It’s about time, Kevin,” she muttered as she stood up. “What took you so…” The words died in her throat as she opened the door and saw Alex standing on the other side. “What are you doing here?”

“Kat,” he breathed, as he ran his fingers through his tousled hair. She had noticed that it was a habit he did every time he was nervous. “Kevin told me where you live.”

She nodded her head. “What are you doing here?”

He came toward her, and she backed up. The door slid shut behind Alex. “It took me a minute after you left to realize, that I…I love you, Kat. I think I’ve loved you from the moment I laid eyes on you.”

Fresh tears filled her eyes. “I love you, too,” she purred.

Neither of them spoke another word as they attacked each other—their lips fusing together in a passionate kiss. Alex pushed Kat up against the wall, and his hands traveled down her body—pushing her thong down.

“Yes.” She whispered on the verge of screaming from the intense anticipation of him filling her.

Alex wrapped Kat’s legs around his waist, unzipped his pants, and shoved himself deep inside her slick heat. Kat cried out as he pumped into her hard and fast. They groaned and grunted in perfect union with one another.

When they came, their cries were harsh—mingling together as one. Together they sank to the floor—panting in a desperate attempt to catch their breath.

“Well?” Alex asked, as he fell backwards in exhaustion.

“Well what?” She flopped down next to him.

“Are you coming home with me for Christmas, or not?”

 “Just for Christmas?” She smiled.
He shook his head. “We’ll see how you do after that.”

She playfully pinched him, and they laughed—just before Alex rolled over to take her again—nice and slow, this time.

Chapter Eight

Rebekah opened her eyes and jumped straight out of bed. Today was Christmas, and even though her wish didn’t come true, she would still be able to spend it with her daddy.

She grabbed Hoppy, her beloved bunny, and ran downstairs into the living room—where they met every year to open presents.

She hugged Hoppy, and smiled as she stared at all the wonderful presents under the tree.

“Merry Christmas, honey,” her daddy’s voice said from behind her.

She turned to wish him Merry Christmas back, but the words flew right out of her head when she saw Kat standing next to him. “Kat!” She screamed with joy just before she ran to her and jumped into her arms. “Are you here to stay?”

Kat chuckled and kissed sweet Rebekah on the cheek. “Of course I am, honey. I’ll be here every Christmas from here on out.”

“Yay!” She screeched, wrapping her arms around Kat’s neck. She had a mommy, now. A real mommy. Her wish had come true.

Rebekah looked to the front door and saw Abby standing there. She smiled at the angel who had granted her wish. Abby held out her arms. As a little bell tinkled, she disappeared.

Rebekah believed in miracles; now, she knew Abby did, too. 
Rebekah had gotten her mommy, and Abby—a dear angel—had finally received her wings!

THE END
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