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SUMMER’S CHRISTMAS 

by 

TIFFANY ANN 

 

Levi stood staring at his reflection in the mirror amazed that his horns where gone.  

He ran his hand over his forehead still expecting to bump into them.  

“Are you still in the bathroom?” Summer called from the other side of the door. “I’d 

like to get the tree decorated before Christmas.” 

Levi opened the door. “You do now that you had me string like a million lights this 

morning. Just because I have wings doesn’t mean I’m your personal decorator.” 

She wrapped her arms around his waist tilting her face up for the kiss she knew he 

would give. “I think you’re the man of the house and as such you should be the one 

hanging the Christmas lights outside. If you didn’t have wings I’d have you on a ladder 

so don’t think you can play the poor abused man with me, angel boy.” 

“Angel boy?” Levi raised his eyebrows, a look of distaste on his face. 

“It is Christmas and you are the one with the wings,” she pointed out. 

“Let’s just decorate the tree,” Levi grumbled stepping out of her embracing and 

leaving the bathroom. “I suppose it will have to be perfect just like the lights that no one 

will see.” 

“Hey, I bet you the boats in the harbor can see them,” she protested as she followed 

him down the stairs. 

“I bet the people in space can see them,” he grumbled. 

“Leviah, Summer, are we ready to decorate the tree?” Walter turned to the two as 

they walked into the front room. He had set the tree up while he waited for Summer to 

drag Levi out of the bathroom. 

“It looks great right there,” Summer stood in the doorway judging the tree with a 

critical eye. “Why don’t you guys go ahead and string the lights while I make us some 

popcorn and put on Christmas music.” 
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“Nothing to modern,” Levi called to her as he picked up more Christmas lights. He 

knew now why he stopped decorating for Christmas. Lights where the bane of his 

existence. 

“You love it and you know it,” Walter chuckled. 

“I didn’t say anything.” Levi was shocked that the man seemed to read his mind. 

“You didn’t have to, the look on your face said everything. Tell me Leviah, would 

you rather go back to the life you had or string a few more lights to make her happy?” 

“Ask me that after Christmas. I think I just traded one hell for another at the 

moment.” 

“You don’t really mean that.” 

“No I don’t,” Levi agreed pausing in stringing lights. “Why do you think I lost my 

horns? I’ve been a fallen angel since the beginning of time. What made things change?” 

Walter shrugged as he began putting hooks in the ornaments. “Maybe it is you that 

changed.” 

Levi shook his head as he went back to draping the lights on the branches. “I don’t 

think so. My salvation had to lie with Summer, I just don’t know how. Was it something 

she said or something she did?” 

“Let’s not look at the how or why to close and just accept what is,” Walter stated. 

“I’ve got popcorn.” Summer entered the room placing the bowl on the table. She 

picked up the remote and pushed a few buttons, the house speakers filled with the sounds 

of Christmas music. “I’m so glad I had the speaker system installed.” 

“It is kind of nice, I never knew how much of a convenience it could be,” Walter 

agreed.  “Now that my old bones are creaking it’s so much easier then walking up and 

down those stairs searching for Leviah.” 

“Could you raise that string up a little more Levi darling, the center of the tree looks 

bare.” 

Levi took a deep breath and slowly counted to ten as he let it out. He then reached 

down and rearranged the lights to a pattern that pleased her. “Is that better?” 

“You know if you’re good I might just reward you later.” She waggled her 

eyebrows. 

“Oh really?” He took a step toward her.  
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“But if you keep sassing me I might have to bend you over my knee.” 

“Either way I win.” He grabbed her around the waist and swung her in a circle. 

“You know I can honestly say I’m looking forward to this Christmas. We should 

have never stopped decorating Leviah.” Walter walked over and sat in the chair. “I think 

that sipping hot chocolate, eating cookies and watching some of the holiday movies I 

enjoyed as a child is a perfect way to spend the evening.” 

“My thoughts exactly Uncle Walter.” Summer crossed the space to give her uncle a 

kiss on his cheek. “Now if we can just get Levi here to agree that sitting in front of a 

roaring fire while watching the snow fall is a romantic thing.” 

“Only if you haven’t spent many Christmas’s in New England. Give it a couple of 

years and you will be groaning every time you see snow.” Levi commented drily. 

“Speaking of Christmas, you have never told me what you wanted and we have twelve 

shopping days left.” 

“I want you to use your imagination and get me something that you think I will like.” 

“Well you were noticing that new blender,” Levi remarked, his eyes dancing with 

amusement. 

“Funny, angel boy. Be creative, I know you can be.” 

Levi was about to answer her when the doorbell rang.  

“Are you expecting someone?” Walter asked her. 

“The only family I have is right here.” She looked around the room. “Tami is the 

only one I know who would visit and she already said that Hell would freeze over before 

she set foot on the New England coast for Christmas.” 

The doorbell rang once more, the peal of the chimes echoing through the house. 

“I’ll get it.” Levi walked swiftly to the door. 

“Maybe it is long lost relatives of yours,” Summer commented following him. 

“I have been on this earth since the war in heaven. If I had family I think they would 

have visited before now.” He swung open the door. 

On the porch stood two men. The first one, dressed in a short blue jean jacket and 

tight black jeans, had shoved his hands in his pockets his shoulders hunched as he tried to 

protect himself from the chilling wind. He had pulled a black stocking cap down over his 

ears but he was in no way dressed for winter. 
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Summer tilted her head to one side as she noticed holes had been cut in the stocking 

cap to allow his horns to poke though. His black wings were half-wrapped around his 

body in an attempt to shield himself from the wind. 

The second man was dressed a little better. His shoulder length brown hair was 

flying about, his wings wrapped tightly around his body protecting himself the best he 

could from the biting wind. His horns where longer then the man in front, in fact they 

were longer then Levi’s had been. It made Summer wonder if their horns had a 

correlation to the sin they commented. 

“You were wrong Levi,” Summer chuckled. “It looks like you do have family.” 

“We heard you lost your horns,” the first man spoke. 

“We want you to help is lose ours,” the second said. 

Summer pushed Levi out of the way and opened the door wider. “Come in and get 

warm. We will see what we can do about losing those horns.” 
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Summer’s Angel 

 

Summer couldn’t believe it when she was offered a job with one of 

the leading translators of the written word, Walter Addison. Of course, being 

his great-niece could have had something to do with the offer. She arrives in 

Marblehead ready to help her great uncle and his partner in any way she 

can.  

Leviah is a Fallen Angel having been cast out of Heaven for not 

choosing a side. He roamed the world for centuries until he met the first 

Addison. Since that time he has stayed with the family, helping them in 

whatever way he could. He never expected Walter to choose a vibrant, 

strong-willed female to take his place as caretaker of the Addison Estate, or 

assist in the world of translations.  

When Summer meets Leviah sparks fly and the attraction is instant. 

Now if he can just figure out a way to show her his wings and horns that 

won’t send her running back to New Orleans. Forget returning to Heaven, he 

is ready to be Summer’s Angel…  

https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-summer039sangel-1689393-149.html
https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-summer039sangel-1689393-149.html
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THE DREAM EXPRESS 

by 

JENNA FOX 

 

That morning had begun like all the others; pressing the snooze button a dozen times, 

indecision on which skirt to wear, and waiting in line at the java cart for a cup of high 

octane.  I barely made it to the station on time before I remembered it was Christmas Eve. 

I found a window seat on the train, crossed my legs and grabbed a newspaper when 

he sat down across from me-again.  My eyes abandoned the headlines to steal a glimpse 

of him; the mysterious man with the coal-black hair and decadent, dark eyes.  Each day 

he wore a different designer suit and his coat always hugged his chest in the same way I 

dreamed of doing.  His polished shoes said that he was a man who demanded 

organization and power.  I licked my lips...hmmm, just my type. 

Week in and week out, I’d noticed the movement of his mouth as he talked on his 

cell phone, although I could never decipher what he was saying.  If I allowed it, the 

twitch of his lips could push me right into madness, and plenty of times, I’d fantasized 

that they were smashed on top of mine.  To collect my senses, I took another sip of 

cinnamon spiced coffee when he smiled at me.  Quickly, I looked away, and suddenly I 

realized I’d been in such a hurry that I’d forgotten to apply my make-up. 

My legs, jittery from too much caffeine, carried me along the aisle lined with 

shopping bags toward the bathroom.  Why was I in a rush?  There was still plenty of time 

before the conductor called my stop. 

In the restroom, the air grew stuffy as I grabbed hold of the door.  Shew, dream on, 

girl, I giggled in spite of myself.  There was no way that gorgeous man had noticed me, a 

girl with extra padding on her hips from too many Christmas cookies.  My hair required 

some attention, so I pulled out a comb and a tube of mascara just as the door squeaked 

open.  Jeez, there wasn’t enough room for two people inside those cramped quarters. 

 “I’ll be out in a second,” I muttered to the person behind me. 

“I certainly hope not,” a man’s voice, smooth as egg nog whispered into my ear. 

 “P -pardon me?” 
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“I’ve been watching you all year, and you’ve been a bad girl.” 

Our eyes met in the mirror and after a heated pause, the comb fell to the floor.  I 

almost screamed, but when the fabric of my skirt lifted, all I could do was moan. I 

should’ve been blushing with embarrassment, but instead, I licked my lips and tossed my 

head back as fingers pushed their way through the honey of my pussy, slipping in and out 

teasingly.  The rising heat between my legs moved northward; self-combustion was about 

to steal away my control, but I held on, clinging to every sensation, reveling in it.   

My pulse pounded in my ears as I sensed him kneel down behind me.  I closed my 

eyes, propped my leg upon the cold counter, and slid my hand down my thigh as he 

moved his head between my legs.  I weakened with each flick of his tongue against my 

clit.  I was losing myself.  My balance was slipping, forcing me to grab the sink for 

leverage. Not even the cold glass of the mirror pressing against my cheek could pull me 

down from this heaven.  

Although in the throes of passion, I somehow managed to breathe out the words, 

“What if someone walks in?” 

No answer. 

I really didn’t care if someone walked in; it would only add to the excitement.  All 

my thoughts and energy were focused on that tiny place his tongue was attacking.  He 

used no pattern; no rhyme or reason to the darting flicks of his tongue as he moved it 

around my outer lips, then back inside, pulling me deeper into a maelstrom of 

wantonness.  I held my breath in anticipation of the next touch. 

I’d long forgotten I was being pleasured by a stranger inside the bathroom of a 

commuter train.  I was a breath away from screaming out a climax over the furious blast 

of the train’s whistle, when he moved away.  My body quivered from frustration as I 

heard the door close.  I turned and looked down. 

Nobody was there.   

It was only a dream. 

Good grief, I need to get a grip, perhaps more sleep!  Watching those late night 

movies had finally taken its toll on my mind.  I broke my dazed and confused state with a 

splash of cold water onto my face.  My hair was once again a fright and the reflection in 
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the mirror was of a woman who had probably lost her mind.  I gathered my belongings 

and opened the door, shaking off the remnants of my vivid imagination. 

My stop was probably getting close, so I made my way back to the passenger’s area 

with an erotic ache still throbbing between my legs.  Laying in my seat alone and 

abandoned, was an ivory envelope with my name embossed in gold lettering.  A curious 

onlooker had me pausing before I snatched it up and crooked my fingers, lifting the gold 

seal. It read: 

Sweet Andie: 

I won’t be back again until next year, and if you’ve been a good girl, I’ll let you 

come. 

--Santa 

I felt as if the thousand watt smile on my face would tell the other passengers what 

had happened right behind the bathroom door, just a few feet away from the traveling 

grandmas and unhappy toddlers.   

Until that day, I never believed in Santa Clause, or that dreams really do come true.    

I’m getting my list ready for next year! 
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Conceiving Evil 

 

 

Like everyone else after the economic crash, Abby Torrance was 

struggling financially. But then Dorian Lincoln, a political and business 

icon, sweeps her off her feet and into a life of promise. He’s a man who has 

enough power to change the world for the better, a man who can give hope 

to the masses, a man who can give Abby a baby.  

But the road to Hell is paved with good intentions and Abby is having 

strange dreams that seem both a warning and a prophesy. How can she give 

the evil undertones of her dreams any notice when she’s busy focusing on 

conceiving? 

   

https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-conceivingevil-1652251-340.html
https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-conceivingevil-1652251-340.html
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CHESS MATCH 

by 

TAVISH LEE 

 

His real name was Charles, but all the guys in my college dorm called him Chess. It 

wasn’t because he was the Bobby Fisher type. In fact, intellectual pursuits didn’t seem to 

interest him all that much.  

What did interest him were diversions of a more physical type. I found that out one 

night after a late class, when he asked me back to his dorm room for pizza. Once we got 

there, he revealed his real reason for inviting me. He’d heard some rumors that I was bi, 

and he wanted to know if it was true. 

“Yeah, it’s true,” I said, a little defensively. It gets me in trouble sometimes, but I 

don’t believe in hiding my sexuality. “You got a problem with that?” 

A horny leer spread slowly across Chess’s face. “Not at all. I was hoping it was the 

truth. See, I’m bi, too.” 

Twenty minutes later, we were naked in the middle of his scatter rug. 

“Yeah, do me, Chess” I grunted as he slicked his condom-covered shank through my 

butt-cheeks and fitted the distended head against my gaping pucker. I felt a thrill of need 

zip through my body as he nudged it forward, stretching out my back door. 

“Pretty tight back there,” Chess commented in a husky voice, hunching his pelvis so 

another couple of inches of cock could pierce my sphincter. I could feel the tender skin 

around my rear hole stretching, fluttering, struggling to accommodate his swollen bulb. 

“I—don’t—get to do this too often,” I said, biting back the animalistic howl that rose 

in my throat as his cock plowed into me, pinning my own hard cock right to the floor. My 

starved asshole closed around his shaft with a satisfied sucking noise of its own.  

“Good—thing—I came along, then.” Chess was good—no doubt about that. Quickly 

he settled into a steady rhythm, almost like he was drilling for oil. He’d thrust in deep, 

then lift so far out that the tiny rim of his cockhead would snap against the diameter of 

my sensitive chasm. Then he’d ram down into me again with such force that my whole 
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body would quiver. We were sealed up so tight that I felt it the second his balls tightened 

up against the tender inner flesh of my ass-cheeks. 

Suddenly, I felt the latex expand with a sticky heat I could practically feel spreading 

through my body.  

Chess collapsed against me, moaning, then roused himself and plunged his cock in 

and out a few more times. At the same time, he reached over and fisted my own boner 

until I was spraying a creamy load all over the wooden floor. 

“Whoah. That was a lot better than pizza,” I said, watching Chess skin off the 

condom and toss it in the trash. 

That same ravenous leer was back on his face. “I don’t know—I’m still hungry. 

What do you say we send out for some after all?” 

“I guess we would have dessert to look forward to,” I said with a grin.  

And believe me, that was one meal worth waiting for! 

 

 

  



HAPPY HOLLOWDAYS 

13 

 

Tails from the Frat House 

 

 

Sexy college guys in the first blush of adulthood have plenty to blush about 

in four sizzling stories of campus life on the edge! 

 

In FRAT BRAT, a red-hot initiation ceremony leads to an even hotter 

behind-the-scenes encounter.  

In CLEAN SWEEP, a college prank gone too far leaves the campus 

littered in condoms. It would be a shame to let all of them go to waste… 

STAKING HIM OUT finds a college student moonlighting as a waiter 

in an upscale steakhouse where prime rib isn’t the only kind of meat on the 

menu.  

Finally, in TRACKING THE CHEETAH, the race is on to win a 

college sporting event through devious means, especially since the trophy is 

the college’s star athlete himself! 

  

https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-tailsfromthefrathouse-1425589-356.html
https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-tailsfromthefrathouse-1425589-356.html
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THE CONTRACT 

by 

DANIELLE SUMMERS 

 

Troy undressed in the vestibule of Richard's house knowing it was time for him to 

ask some awkward questions. Richard had been Troy's boyfriend, his Sir, for nine 

months, but this was Troy's first BDSM relationship. He loved being Richard's boy, but 

he still wasn't quite sure he was doing it right. A recent conversation with his best friend 

Grant made him feel even less sure about what he was doing. 

He put his clothes into a cubby hole and grabbed the wrist and ankle cuffs that he 

wore whenever he was with Richard or in his house. The collar he wore all the time now. 

He loved the thick silver chain resting on his neck just below his beard. Only Richard 

knew the combination to the subtle, delicate lock that held it together.  

He tightened the cuffs until they were snug against his white skin, just the way he 

liked them, and entered the living room. He still wore his chastity device. The plastic case 

on his cock was a constant reminder that his orgasm would be at Richard's pleasure. It 

was secured with the kind of flimsy lock that might have held together a teenage girl's 

diary. He could have ripped it off easily with his bare hands, but, every day, he decided to 

keep it on. Every day he decided to submit to Richard, even on those days when his cock 

hardened and pressed against the plastic begging to come.  

But, after several months, some things were bothering him. Richard always told him 

how important it was for him to speak up, how he didn't want a boy who was just a 

voiceless piece of meat. Today was the day. Grant had been bugging Troy about their 

safewords and contracts. Grant had only ever been in vanilla relationships but had been 

reading up on BDSM ones. He felt Troy should have a contract with Richard. Grant 

didn’t like the fact that their safeword was “safeword.” Troy felt that his relationship with 

Richard seemed right, but maybe Grant had some valid points.  

Troy put on an apron and started cooking dinner. He could still smell the chocolate 

fumes that filled his shop all day long. When he had met Richard all those months ago, he 

was just a horny worker at someone else’s shop, 5 Easy Chocolate Pieces. Richard was a 

sexy African-American man who wanted five chocolate covered cherries. Now, Troy had 
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his own shop, Chocolate Fantasia. It was hard work, but it was his. Now, Richard was his 

boyfriend.  

He was slicing vegetables for a stir fry when he heard Richard come in. He was just 

sitting down in the easy chair by the fireplace when Troy got on his knees next to him 

and presented him with glass of red wine. Troy kissed Richard’s black oxford shoes 

before taking them off and replacing them with slippers. 

“Welcome home, Sir. How was your day?" 

Richard, a pediatric oncologist, talked about how he made one child smile and how 

the endless hospital politics were dragging him down. 

“It’s so nice to come home to you, boy.” 

They sat there in a brief, easy silence. Richard sipped his wine. Troy nuzzled 

Richard’s leg. 

“Sir, something has been bugging me."  

"Okay, boy, now is the time to say something," said Richard.  

"Why is it that our safeword is ‘safeword’? Shouldn’t we have something more 

interesting?” 

"Why?" Richard asked.  

Troy looked into Richard's deep brown eyes that he loved so much. "Grant has been 

doing some reading..." 

"Ah, I see. Your vanilla friend has been doing some reading," Richard said, cutting 

Troy off. "Boy, when you are under extreme stress what word comes to mind first?" 

"Umm, safeword." 

"So, you don't think of banana or butterfly or butterscotch?" Richard asked. 

Troy shook his head. “Uh, no.” 

"The point of a safeword is that it's something that can be recalled easily when you 

barely know your own name. You don't want it to be more interesting than that." 

That explanation made sense to Troy, but there was one more thing he wanted. 

"Okay. That works for me, but I want a contract. I think it's time we spelled things 

out a bit more." 

Richard sighed. "BDSM leather relationships are done a million different ways. 

They're not that much different from vanilla relationships in that respect. We don't have 
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to do things as described in any book. We do what works for us. Besides, contracts are 

for Master/slave relationships. We're more of a Sir/boy couple. And I like working things 

out as we go along. I like the fact that both of us always have the option of saying yes or 

no." 

Troy straightened up as tall as he could while staying on his knees. "That stuff 

doesn't have to change, but I want a written contract. It'll work for me." 

Richard sighed again. Troy wasn't sure if Richard was irritated or angry or just 

thinking about what to do next. There had been plenty of times over the past few months 

when Troy had asked for what he wanted. He did submit to Richard every day, but this 

hadn't taken away his will or his voice. Their relationship had developed a good give and 

take in that regard.  

"I think you should get dinner finished,” said Richard as he got up and went into his 

study, shutting the door behind him. 

Troy went back to chopping onions and garlic, and then the doorbell rang. 

Wearing only an apron, he looked through the peephole seeing that it was Grant. 

Troy opened the door. 

“Richard just called me. He said I had to come over for dinner. He said it was 

important,” Grant said, looking around the vestibule. He was red-faced and flustered. 

“You do know you’re naked, right?” 

“Yes,” said Troy. “Come on in.” 

Grant was clearly nervous, and, honestly, so was Troy. Then they heard a key in the 

front door. Troy could hear Alan and Larry, Richard’s other boys, getting undressed in 

the vestibule. They walked into the living room. 

“Doesn’t anybody wear clothes in this house?” Grant asked.  

"Richard called us," Alan said. "What's going on?" 

Troy furrowed his brow. "I don't know, but apparently it's important."  

"Just so we're clear. I'm keeping my clothes on," Grant said.  

Richard stayed in his study while Troy finished making dinner. Alan, Larry and 

Grant sat around the dining room table talking. They had met before but never in 

Richard's house and never while some of them were naked. They were just finishing 



HAPPY HOLLOWDAYS 

17 

 

eating when the door to Richard's study opened, and Richard strode into the dining room 

holding a piece of paper. 

"Troy, I need you to get on your knees, now." 

Troy did so. Alan, Larry and Grant went silent.  

Richard handed Troy a piece of paper headlined "contract." The safeword was still 

safeword, and it spelled out other details, most of which Richard and Troy had worked 

out verbally over the past few months. The last line made Troy's head flip up in stunned 

amazement. He stared into Richard's eyes.  

"Sir, do you mean that?" Troy asked. 

"It's the reason the most important people in our lives had to be here today," said 

Richard. 

Troy wrapped his arms around Richard's legs feeling his muscular quads through the 

fabric. 

"Yes, Sir," said Troy almost breathless. "I will marry you." 
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5 Easy Chocolate Pieces 

 

 

Troy Pettifer, a broken-hearted chocolate shop worker, isn’t sure what to 

do next when Richard Belden, a controlling but handsome sadist, walks into 

his life and gets him on his knees. Richard is nursing his own heart that was 

broken by a man who betrayed him and the entire BDSM community. Troy’s 

friends start fixing him up with vanilla guys, but for Troy to fulfill desires he 

didn’t even know he had, he’s going to have to embrace the beautiful leather 

man within. 

.  

https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-5easychocolatepiecesabdsmlovestory-1570486-147.html
https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-5easychocolatepiecesabdsmlovestory-1570486-147.html
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ENGAGING YOUR HERO 

by  

AJ KELTON 

 

“I can’t believe I’m dating someone who owns a boat.” Chris stood on the bow and 

looked at the ocean, the setting sun reflected on the water making the moment almost 

magical for him. 

“They’re called yachts,” Roman responded handing Chris a glass of wine. 

“Boat, Yacht, it’s all the same to me.” He smiled at Roman before he took a sip of 

his wine. “This is very good, what year is it?” 

“I guess I should be happy that you know this isn’t boxed wine,” Roman commented 

dryly as he leaned back against the railing. 

Chris snorted. “Actually I didn’t, I would just have assumed it wasn’t from a box. So 

where are we heading to my love?” 

Roman kissed the tip of his nose. “Where ever your heart desires—the coast of 

California, the beaches of Baja—this trip is all about you.” 

“And making me forget that it wasn’t John that they found dead in the woods?” 

Chris couldn’t keep the edge of bitterness from his voice. “I was so sure when the news 

said a body was found that it was going to be John.” 

Roman sighed deeply. “I promise you I will never let that bastard touch you again 

even if it means hiring around the clock protection.” 

“Around the clock?” Chris quirked an eyebrow. “That might get a little awkward in 

the bedroom.” 

“Considering we do nothing but sleep in that room I doubt it. Unless you don’t want 

them to know you’re a bed hog that snores.” 

“I am not.” Chris lightly slapped his arm. “You know it won’t always be that way. I 

want to have sex with you. I tell myself that you love me, that you would never hurt me, 

but even then I just freeze up.” 

Roman reached out and tilted Chris’s face up so he could look into his eyes. “You 

were kept as a sex slave for more years then I want to imagine. You did what you had to 
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do to survive the sadistic bastard. I don’t care if we never have sex, Chris, just as long as 

you’re happy.” 

“Yes but how long will you be happy living with someone who won’t let you do 

anything more than kiss him.” 

“If that someone is you then an eternity,” Roman kissed Chris’s forehead before he 

stepped away from the man.  

Chris snorted, “Somehow I doubt it will be for an eternity. I’ll be one of those 

clueless boyfriends who doesn’t know his lover is sleeping with half the country club.” 

“The country club? You see me sleeping with those old stick in the muds?” Roman 

clutched his chest feigning a heart attack. “I’m hurt.” 

Chris rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Ok those expensive escorts then.” 

“Much better,” Roman agreed as he took a sip of his wine. 

“You know I’ve been thinking.” Chris walked back toward the cabin. 

“Good thoughts I hope?” 

Chris nodded. “I’ve been thinking about what I wanted to do with my life. You’ve 

been more than wonderful, taking in a stranger and giving them a home when they had 

none.” 

“Yeah I’ve been thinking about that too.” Roman chose his words carefully. 

“I know I can’t live with you forever.” 

“Chris…” Roman began 

“So I’m thinking about going back to college,” he interrupted the man. “I thought 

maybe I could become a counselor for other abused men. I know that they really have 

nowhere to turn. I mean so many from the world of straight people think that getting a bit 

rough in a relationship is something most gay couples do.” 

“The world of straight people?” Roman cocked an eyebrow. 

Chris rubbed the bridge of his nose. “I’m telling you that I want to help abused men 

and you chose one random phrase to focus on.” 

“Actually I’ve had a lot on my mind lately.” 

“Problems with construction or something?” 

“Or something.” Roman reached into his pocket and pulled out a box. Opening it up, 

he dropped to one knee setting his glass of wine on the deck beside him. “Chris for the 
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longest time I thought I didn’t have the ability to care for someone. So many of the 

people I dated saw only dollar signs and, in a way, I’d become so used to the fact that no 

one truly loved me for me that I became jaded to the whole thought of love. Hell I saw 

what people would do to make a buck, I saw the coldhearted world of business and I lost 

faith in my fellow man. Then one day I saw a man stumbling on a beach and he restored 

my faith in, not only myself, but in humanity. I found a man who loved me for me and 

didn’t give a damn what list I was on, how much money I had or anything about my past 

and I decided that I never wanted to let him go. So, Christofer Williams, would you do 

me the honor of becoming my life partner?” 

Chris stared at him for a moment not blinking, not moving. 

“Chris?” 

He shook his head slightly. “Is this really happening? You’ve only known me a few 

months but this is really happening.” 

“We don’t have to set a date yet, we won’t marry before you’re ready.” 

“What about my past? What about the fact that John is still out there and he will drag 

me back if he can, kill me if he can’t?” Chris wiped the tears from his cheeks. 

“Then we face John together, you and me united.” 

Chris sniffed and wiped his nose with the back of his hand. “Do you really mean 

that? You are willing to take on all my baggage and be one with me?” 

Roman nodded. “Yes Chris, form this day forward I swear you will never be alone 

again.” 

Chris dropped down on his knees. He threw his arms around Roman’s neck. “Yes 

Roman. I agree, I’ll be your life partner from now until eternity.” 

Roman buried his face in the man’s hair smelling the fresh scent of the man he had 

fallen in love with. “I love you Chris, I think I fell in love with you that first night in the 

hospital.” 

Chris pulled back until he could rest his forehead on Roman’s. “Not only did I find 

my hero but I became engaged to my hero.” 

“Soon you will be married to your hero.” Roman gave him a quick kiss. 

“Yeah, soon I will be married to my hero.” 
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Finding Your Hero 

 

 

Real estate mogul Roman Janiko believes weakness is something to be 

exploited. He made his millions doing just that, but now he's beginning to 

wonder if there is any good left in him. Chris Williams is on the run from an 

abusive boyfriend who will do whatever it takes to get back what he believes 

is his. Looking for a place to hide, Chris stumbles straight into Roman’s 

arms. Something about his sassy attitude stirs feelings in Roman that he had 

thought lost, but it's going to take more than words to show Chris that he has 

found his hero... 
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CHRISTMAS ON FEATHERCREEK MOUNTAIN 

by 

Diana Sheridan 

 

Nearly a year had passed since the near-calamity in the avalanche on Feathercreek 

Mountain. Christmastime was approaching, and Blaine and Stryker wanted to do 

something special to celebrate the holiday. It would be their second Christmas as a 

couple, and Stryker in particular wanted to do something to recognize that milestone. 

“What do you say we get a hold of Susan Blandiford and see if the cabin is available over 

Christmas, babe?” he suggested. 

“I know! You just want another chance to use those snowshoes,” Blaine teased him. 

“Didn’t you get enough of them last year? You’re plumb snowshoe-crazy.” 

“Yes, I am, but I’m even more crazy about you,” Stryker said, cuffing Blaine fondly, 

“and I want to spend Christmas in the place where you saved my life.” 

“Don’t give me the credit!” Blaine objected. “It was Brent Blandiford’s ghost.” 

“Who walked across the mountain to find me and warn me and save me…on a 

messed-up ankle? That was no ghost. That was you.” 

“I wouldn’t have known to come and warn you if not for the ghost. The important 

thing is you’re alive,” Blaine said. 

“The important thing is we’re together,” Stryker said.  

So Blaine got in touch with Susan Blandiford and was delighted to learn that the 

cabin was available over Christmas week. He quickly made a reservation and sent Susan 

the money. It was all sealed and set. The couple would spend Christmas on Feathercreek 

Mountain. 

Of course Stryker packed his snowshoes. They had been the impetus for the original 

trip, and he wanted to get in more time traversing the snowscape on his footgear that 

resembled tennis rackets. Blaine packed his as well, albeit with less enthusiasm. Their 

last misadventure had dulled his appetite for snowshoeing.  

They also packed their presents for each other. 
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Stryker had suggested that they each give each other just one gift. There wasn’t that 

much that either of them wanted or needed, and Stryker was a vocal opponent of 

conspicuous consumption. “We don’t have to support the economy singlehandedly,” he 

said.  

So they each packed their one gift for each other, which they would open, in a 

tradition they had established the year before, on Christmas Eve. And on the Saturday 

before Christmas, they took off for Feathercreek Mountain. 

As before, they stopped in the village at the foot of the mountain to visit Jonas 

Levin’s grocery store, stock up on food, and get the key to the cabin. Then they drove up 

the winding road, through the trees, to the so-called “cabin,” really a small house with all 

modern conveniences…plus a resident ghost. 

Blaine had seen the ghost only once, when the ghost had warned Blaine that Stryker 

was in danger, and Stryker had never seen the ghost at all. But when they walked into the 

cabin, both of them looked around for any sign of the spirit of Brent Blandiford. He was 

not evident, however, and they set about unpacking. 

Stryker was all for going right out on his snowshoes and exploring the area. Blaine 

was only halfhearted in his agreement to join Stryker in this endeavor, but if he didn’t 

love snowshoeing, he certainly did love Stryker, and spending time with him, so he 

strapped on his snowshoes and emerged from the cabin, hoping that this visit to the cabin 

would prove less perilous than the last one. 

Indeed things went smoothly this time. No twisted ankles. No avalanches. No sign of 

Brent Blandiford’s ghost warning of danger. For that matter, there was no sign of the 

spirit at all. Blaine in particular kept looking around to see if the apparition was 

anywhere, but Brent was clearly keeping to himself. 

And then it was Christmas Eve. Blaine had procured a goose from Jonas Levin, and 

he stuffed it with brandy-soaked croutons, apples, raisins, and onions, and put it in the 

oven to roast. A string bean casserole involving bacon, onions, garlic, parmesan cheese, 

and cream—not the classic string bean concoction—would go into the oven later. 

Meanwhile it was time to open their presents. Each insisted, “You go first!” and after 

several rounds of this friendly argument, Stryker caved and opened his gift from Blaine. 
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It was a large, heavy silver pendant on a thick silver chain, which he had admired in the 

window of a jeweler back home several months earlier. 

“I know what this cost, and when I say, ‘You shouldn’t have,’ I mean it quite 

literally and not just as the customary polite protest,” he said. 

“You wanted it—and you’re worth it,” Blaine said. “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” Stryker said, “as you’ll see when you open your present.” 

It had been packaged deceptively in a large oblong box, but when Blaine got the 

wrapping paper off and the box opened, he found a small jewelry box inside. Opening it 

he saw…a wedding ring. “I want to marry you,” Stryker said. 

Blaine propelled himself out of his chair at jet speed and threw his arms around 

Stryker. “I love you so much!” he exclaimed, his face spreading out into a huge grin of 

joy. He squinched his eyes together and squeezed Stryker tightly. 

When he opened his eyes again, he saw the ethereal apparition of Brent Blandiford 

standing there, watching over them. The ghost was smiling, too. 
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The Ghost on Feathercreek Mountain 

 

 

Blaine didn’t believe in ghosts, so he laughed it off when he was told 

that the cabin he and his boyfriend were renting for a week had a ghost 

living there. But when the spirit appears and warns him that Stryker is in 

mortal danger, Blaine casts aside his doubts and only wonders what he can 

do to save the man he loves. 
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CHRISTMAS AND AUGUST 

by 

T LEE GARLAND 

 

“So remind me again why we left a perfectly good, warm house, to take a walk 

through the woods on this snowy Christmas Eve?” inquired Daisy as she turned to 

August.  

August smiled as he took in her impish face barely visible under the layers of warm 

clothing. “Because your Christmas present is out here, remember?” Daisy stopped and 

turned to look up at him, her gray eyes glowed with love. A snowflake landed on the 

corner of her lips. Too tempting to resist, August leaned down and licked it off before 

capturing her cold lips with his warmer ones. Fire shot through his body warming him 

from the inside out and he transferred that warmth to Daisy. Ever since they had met that 

summer when she had caught him trespassing on her family’s farm while taking a dip in a 

pond…naked, the heat between them had been nothing short of explosive. 

Daisy had taken over the running of the farm from her dad after he left to marry. 

With her business sense and inventive ideas they had been busy all summer and autumn. 

School buses full of children now lined up to learn about the animals, where food came 

from, to go on hayrides, and run through the pumpkin patch and corn maze. On the 

weekends they gave riding lessons and offered haunted nighttime trips into the corn 

maze. The farm was now more profitable than ever before, they had even had to hire 

another man to help out and August had moved out of the small cabin reserved for the 

farmhands and moved into the main house with Daisy. 

Daisy snuggled against August in a vain attempt to get warmer as the snow that had 

fallen most of the day now seemed to float around them at an increased rate. “Come on 

baby let’s get going so we can get you warm, it’s just a little bit farther now.” August 

took Daisy’s gloved hand into his and together they stomped through the piles of snow, 

moving deeper and deeper into the woods. It was so silent the only sounds you could hear 

were the soft whisper of the snowflakes as they fell to the ground. After several more 

minutes August stopped. “Okay, we’re here.” 
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**** 

 

Daisy looked around at the trees and bushes now covered with a heavy coat of snow. 

“August, it’s beautiful but…?” August shown his flashlight up and Daisy raised her eyes 

towards the heavens. Through the darkness and rapidly falling snow her eyes spied a dark 

shape midway up a large tree. “Is that what I think it is? A tree house? You built me a 

tree house? August that is awesome!” Daisy grabbed him around the neck and hugged 

him to within an inch of his life. “I love it, thank you so much.” 

August laughed. “How about we start climbing and we can see if you like the 

inside.”  

The ladder built to the tree was a little slippery from the snow but by going slowly 

they were able to make it. When Daisy pushed open the door and stepped inside her 

breath caught. “Oh August, this is stunning!”  

August quickly moved to light a lantern that sat on a nearby table and then a small 

kerosene heater. Daisy could see that he had placed thick, soft carpet on the floor, and an 

air mattress had been transformed into a cozy bed with flannel sheets, a down comforter 

and lots of pillows. But her favorite thing was the large window looking out across the 

tree tops. Daisy stepped to stand in front of the glass. The view was magical, surreal 

even. It gave her the feeling of being inside a snow globe, safe and secure in her own 

little world, with August. 

“So what do you think?” August asked as he came up behind her and slid his arms 

around her waist pulling her up against his rock-hard body. 

“I love it, and I love you August. Thank you.” Daisy kissed him, slow and sweet, 

putting all her love for this man into this one heart-felt kiss. 

When the kiss ended August grinned at her. “Is it getting hot in here or is it just me?” 

Daisy laughed and proceeded to pull off her coat, gloves, scarf and hat because, thanks to 

the kerosene heater, it was getting warm in the little room.  

“It looks like you thought of everything,” she pointed out, tossing her outerwear onto 

the nearby chair. 
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“I tried to,” August said as he started to undress too. “Are you good with spending 

Christmas Eve and Christmas morning here?” he asked and Daisy heard the uncertainty 

in his voice. 

If you’re with me I would spend it anywhere at any time,” Daisy replied as she 

pulled her boots off. 

“That’s my girl,” August said taking off his shirt and boots. 

Daisy wiggled out of her skinny jeans. “But can Santa find me here?” she asked 

playfully. 

August yanked down his own jeans. “Yep, and I have it on good authority that he has 

a little something to slide into your stocking.” He wiggled his eyebrows suggestively at 

her. 

Daisy giggled. “I hope not too little,” she said pulling her sweater off and unhooking 

her bra sending her breast bouncing toward him. 

August reached out and pulled her into his arms. “Baby it’s growing bigger by the 

minute.” His lips captured hers, sucking and teasing them open to tangle his tongue with 

hers. August pulled her toward the bed and lying beside her ran his hands down her body 

sending goosebumps along her skin. “You are so soft in all the right places,” August said 

as his warm, moist mouth took a nipple inside it and rolled it around on his wet tongue 

before releasing it and moving on to love the other one. August kissed his way down her 

body, his tongue leaving a trail of burning desire wherever it stopped. 

“August,” Daisy moaned, tangling her hands in his dark hair as he moved between 

her legs. 

“Open up for me baby,” he mumbled as he situated himself between her legs. August 

gently parted her folds and plunged his tongue inside her sweetness. Daisy whimpered 

and raised her hips to him offering herself up to his mouth as a willing sacrifice. August’s 

tongue wiggled up and down her pussy before taking her clit and gently sucking. Daisy 

came then, multi-colored lights exploded behind her closed eyes. August was there 

waiting when she was able to open them again. 

“You are so fucking beautiful when you come,” he whispered as he kissed her and 

settled himself between her legs. Daisy could feel the bulbous head of his cock pushing 

into her opening. His slid inside her was gentle, loving. Just his size and hardness alone 
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almost sent her into another orgasm. August looked into her eyes as he began to move. “I 

love you, Daisy,” he whispered. 

“I love you too. You feel so good inside me,” Daisy moaned. 

“There’s no place I’d rather be baby,” August said as he quickened the pace, moving 

up and in as he rotated his slim hips to pump in and out of her hot little pussy. 

“Oh, God yes, right there, harder now, fuck me harder,” Daisy demanded raising her 

hips up to meet his powerful thrusts. 

“I can’t last much longer baby, come with me,” August said as he gritted his teeth 

against the explosion he felt building inside. 

“Ohhh yes! Yes!” Daisy screamed as she felt the pressure that had been growing 

suddenly give way and the feeling of floating among the snowflakes engulfed her. Above 

her August had pushed into her and gave out a sharp hiss as he had come along with her; 

his body jerking as he shot his load. He fell to the side of her and pulled her into his arms. 

Together they lay entwined watching out the window as it continued to snow and 

catching their breath. 

After a few moments August leaned over and pressed a kiss to her lips. “Guess what 

babe? It’s after midnight, Merry Christmas. Wait here I’ll be right back.” Daisy watched 

as August hopped from the air mattress and made his way across the floor. She took a 

moment to study and appreciate his tight little ass. She already wanted him again. Daisy 

knew it was a need that would never end. She loved August and she couldn’t wait to give 

him his present. She watched with interest as he felt around in his jean pocket and came 

back to bed. 

“Daisy Mae Coleman, I love you more than anything. I want to spend the rest of my 

life making you happy. Will you marry me?” August opened a small box in his hand and 

a perfect little diamond ring twinkled at her. 

Daisy felt tears gather in her eyes, happiness bubbled up inside and spilled down her 

face. “Yes, August I will marry you.” She kissed him and they hugged before August 

found her finger and slid the ring on. 

“It’s a perfect fit,” Daisy declared as she snuggled down into his arms. “August, I 

have a surprise for you too.” Daisy was suddenly nervous at how this present was going 

to be received. “We are going to have a baby. I’m pregnant.”  
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“What? A baby; are you sure? When?” he asked, his face clearly shocked. 

“Yes, I’m sure. I took one of those home pregnancy tests and I have an appointment 

with the doctor after the New Year. I think I’m due around the end of June. August please 

tell me you are happy about this, because I want this baby.” 

“Hell yeah, I’m happy!” August leaped from the bed and threw open the door, 

sending a gush of freezing wind and snowflakes into the small room. “Hey world guess 

what? I’m going to be a Daddy!” he screamed out the door before slamming it shut and 

racing back to the bed to capture her face between his cold hands. “Are you okay? Do 

you feel alright? Damn it I shouldn’t have brought you out here!” 

Daisy laughed with sheer joy to see his reaction. “Stop, I’m fine. I’m healthy and I 

feel great. Now lay down here next to me, my mouth is watering to give you your next 

present.” 

Christmas and August made Daisy so happy. 

 

The End 
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August’s Heat 

 

 

Daisy Mae Coleman is spending the summer after her college graduation 

at home on the farm in Kentucky. One sweltering evening she decides to 

cool off by taking a dip in her favorite swimming hole…only to discover a 

naked man has beat her to it. After his fiancée decides she’d rather be with 

an investment banker, cowhand August Henson leaves Texas in search of a 

new life. The last thing he had in mind when he took on a position at the 

Coleman farm was falling for the boss’s daughter.  

Passion ignites between Daisy and August, but soon the real world 

comes crashing in on them. Daisy’s father expects her to leave after the 

summer is over and find a job in the city. After all that is why she went to 

college, isn’t it? And August is from the great State of Texas…will a 

Kentucky farm girl be able to hold his attention long enough for him to want 

to stay?  

Whatever the outcome, one thing is for sure…it’s going to be one hell of a 

hot summer.  
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A COYOTE CHRISTMAS 

by 

PELAAM 

 

Looking out from his vantage spot, Nathanial tried to spot his elusive prey. But no 

matter which way he trained his binoculars, all he saw was desert with a beautiful 

mountain backdrop. There were pockets of trees in the background, but nowhere he'd 

think could hide a coyote. Much less a whole pack. 

He lowered the binoculars as howls shattered the silence. They were close. He heard 

it, felt it, knew it, but still the beasts remained invisible. He got out of the car, pulling the 

thick jacket around him against the cold. Abandoning the vehicle's relative safety, 

Nathanial clambered onto its roof.  

Even with the added height advantage he still saw nothing. He grumbled darkly to 

himself, his breath forming clouds of mist in the chill evening air. They were playing 

with him. They saw him, scented him, and yet he couldn't spy hide nor hair of them. 

Climbing down carefully he looked over toward the west. The setting sun caused the 

snow on the mountains to glow majestically in shades of orange and pink. The vista was 

magnificent, so different from the island he called home. Although the lakes he'd seen so 

far were very beautiful, and he'd loved spending the day at Lake Tahoe, he still missed 

the ocean and his island home. Nathanial shivered theatrically. He especially missed its 

tropical temperature. 

“Mountains are much better when they're dressed in jungle greenery.” Nathanial 

didn't worry about talking to himself. Even if he wasn't entirely sure that there was 

nothing and no one close enough to hear him. 

He looked around once more. The desert had bushes and rocks, it wasn't exactly 

empty. He bit at his lower lip. The choices were to stay by the car, knowing without 

doubt he'd never spot a coyote if it didn't want to be seen, or head out into the desert. He 

hadn't exactly been warned to stay inside. But it was getting late, and he wanted to try 

and see a coyote in the wild. 
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Fishing into the trunk, Nathanial retrieved his helmet torch. Not that he expected to 

be alone when it went dark, and preferably not wandering aimlessly around the desert. A 

medium sized leather bag was then slung across his chest. Nathanial had checked the 

contents that morning, so he knew exactly what was in there. In his pocket was a fully 

charged cell phone and, as a final precaution, he had a revolver. Something Nathanial 

hoped he didn't have to use but his protective lover had insisted upon. 

With one last sweep of the landscape with his binoculars, Nathanial sighed heavily, 

locked the car, and headed toward the mountains. Trudging along, Nathanial wasn't 

annoyed with Chev. How could he be? This was Chev's family's home.  

Shivering a little, Nathanial wondered what it must be like to be able to shrug off the 

restraints of everyday human life. To run freely across the desert, seeing, smelling, and 

hearing things beyond that of mere humans.  

Frowning, he stopped. The hairs on the back of his neck had risen and he shuddered. 

Looking around, Nathanial saw nothing to account for his feeling that danger was nearby.  

“Hello? Is anyone there? I'm just looking for Chev.” Part of Nathanial felt a little 

foolish shouting out at nothing and no one, but just because he couldn't see or hear them, 

didn't mean the opposite was true. Waiting a moment, only silence answered him and he 

continued on. 

A few moments later, Nathanial caught movement at the periphery of his vision. 

Whirling around, Nathanial tried to see who or what had caused it.  

“Look, I just want to find Chev. I'm really not looking to disturb anyone.” Nathanial 

had an uneasy feeling. Someone was playing games and Nathanial was certain that if 

Chev or a member of his family were close by they would have spoken to him by now. 

“Chev are you there?” Cupping his hands around his mouth, Nathanial shouted as 

loudly as he could. 

The thick, guttural snarl that answered his shout was as unnerving as it was 

unexpected. Fumbling for his revolver, Nathanial yelled out in shock and fear as he was 

body tackled to the ground. 

Despite being pinned down by something that looked coyote, there was no mistaking 

the intelligence in the tawny eyes. Nor the hate. 
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A second later the beast above him was bowled aside. Another coyote now stood 

over him. This one was bigger, heavier, and snarled menacing at the other that bared its 

teeth as if threatening a challenge. Then other coyotes appeared, forming a half circle 

around Nathanial.  

The air became thick with low, ominous growls. The first coyote looked around, it 

turned its shaggy head left and right, but none of the other beasts moved. Snarling once 

more, the beast turned away and left at a trot.  

A few seconds of silence passed by before the coyote straddling Nathanial took a 

couple of steps forward and Chev shifted into his human form. He immediately drew 

Nathanial into a tight hug. 

“You okay?” Chev framed Nathanial's face in his hands, looking at him intently. 

Being the focus of Chev's undivided attention always gave Nathanial a thrill. He 

smiled. “I'm fine. Who was that? What was he doing?” 

“She.” Chev's voice was little more than a growl. “She belongs to another pack. We 

kept tabs on the others, but she slipped past. Sorry, love. You sure you're okay?” 

“I'm fine. Let's not worry about her. Is it time to go back?” Nathanial cuddled close 

to Chev and decided now was not the time to mention how he'd been sure the other 

shifter had looked at him with hate in her eyes. 

 

**** 

 

For their first Christmas, Chev had brought Nathanial to meet his family. Nevada 

was beautiful in its own way, and Nathanial had been welcomed warmly, as if the family 

had known him for years. 

However, Chev hadn't wanted to stay with his family. Instead, he'd rented an 

amazing property and they were having Christmas Eve alone, and the family would join 

them Christmas Day. There was plenty of room to spare, so some would stay over. The 

family were bringing the food, so Chev had paid for the drinks. Nathanial had helped him 

stack the wines in the kitchen's wine cooler, but that wasn't the best of the luxury in the 

house. 
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As soon as they got inside, they raced to be first to the swimming pool. The indoor 

pool was not only heated, but there was a waterfall feature and the room boasted a fire. 

Perfect for a cold winter's night. 

The heat of the pool soon warmed Nathanial. He happily trod water as Chev powered 

up and down the pool as if all the running he'd done wasn't exercise enough. He smiled 

and leaned back as Chev came up behind him. 

“Ready to go through to the living room?” Chev whispered the words, chasing them 

into Nathanial's ear with his tongue.  

Writhing against his lover, Nathanial felt the erect flesh at Chev's groin. “Oh yeah.” 

“Let's go then.” 

Leaving the pool, they used the towels they'd left earlier to dry off. Staying naked 

they went hand-in-hand through to the lounge. The room was split level with a large TV, 

and comfortable seating on the main level. But over the far end of the room, you went 

down a few steps to a semi-circle of seating built around a second fire, with a beautiful 

view of the mountains from a tall window. 

Both he and Chev loved this little nook, and preferred to throw the cushions onto the 

floor where they could make out in front of the fire. As they passed their Christmas tree, 

Chev hesitated long enough to switch it on, and lower the main lighting.  

The fires, the tree lights, and the dimmed lighting made it wonderfully romantic, and 

Nathanial kissed Chev. Chev slid his hands down Nathanial's back, gripped his ass 

cheeks, and lifted him, carrying him the last few feet to their snug den. 

Nathanial smiled up at Chev as he was laid on the thick pile of cushions they'd 

arranged earlier that day, that was topped with one of their own thick comforters. “Love 

me,” he whispered. 

“I do. I will.” 

The scent of vanilla rose into the air as Chev opened their lube, and Nathanial spread 

his legs wide in invitation. They kissed and caressed as Chev pressed his fingers deep 

inside Nathanial. 

As much as he liked the preparation as part of their foreplay, tonight Nathanial was 

eager to feel Chev inside him. He was still a little unsettled from the incident earlier that 

evening. 
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His groan was echoed by Chev's as his lover eased inside him. The moment Chev 

was fully inside, Nathanial wrapped his legs around his lover's waist, digging his heels 

into Chev's muscular ass as if trying to pull him deeper. He stroked across Chev's 

shoulders and flanks as they kissed repeatedly. Their kisses became less coordinated, 

wetter, and more passionate, as their arousal rose. 

Nathanial moaned as Chev nipped along his throat, and then sucked hard against his 

shoulder.  

“Touch yourself. Want you to come with me.” Chev's voice was thick, and he gazed 

down into Nathanial's eyes. 

Obeying immediately, Nathanial's breath hitched as he wrapped a hand around his 

cock and stroked in time to Chev's thrusts. “Coming.” As he groaned the single word, 

Chev possessed his mouth, plunging his tongue in and out rapidly before a low growl 

rumbled deep in his chest. 

In the throes of his own release, Nathanial moaned wordlessly as Chev's release 

filled him. Chev settled his weight on top of Nathanial, his breath hot and damp against 

Nathanial's throat. 

“I love you, Chev. Thank you for bringing me here. Merry Christmas.” Nathanial 

pressed a sloppy kiss to Chev's cheek. 

Raising his head, Chev smiled at him. “Merry Christmas, gorgeous. I love you. So do 

my family, as I knew they would.”  

Chev eased gently from Nathanial's body and gathered him into a tender embrace. 

Nathanial snuggled close, draping a possessive arm across his lover's chest. From where 

they lay they could see the stars shining in the midnight blue sky. 

“Can we lay here for a while?” Nathanial asked. 

“Of course, but I do need to do one thing first. Sorry, babe.”  

Rolling onto his side, Nathanial waited as Chev reached under their nest of cushions 

and withdrew a small box. 

Nathanial stared at it, his heart racing. Chev held it out to him. 

“I already have the best present I could have this year. Finding my mate. I wanted 

you to have a permanent reminder of how much I love you. Will you marry me?” 
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His hands shaking, Nathanial opened the box. There were two rings inside. Plain 

gold bands. He looked up at Chev, nodding frantically, his mouth unable to form the 

words. 

“Yes.” He finally got his tongue to work. “Yes, I'll marry you.” He set the box 

carefully aside, and pounced on Chev, kissing him until they both panted heavily. 

“Thank you, babe.” Chev nuzzled Nathanial. “I still regret we never courted.” 

“You saved me at the time, and we've done lots of romantic things together since. 

This though, this is incredible. Can we tell your family tomorrow?” 

“Of course we can. They'll make it a Christmas-cum-engagement party. Believe me, 

my family are real party animals. I thought we could marry at home in summer. I 

sounded out my family about coming for a visit. When they know there's a wedding, 

there'll be no holding them back.” 

Nathanial buried his head against Chev's shoulder and laughed. This was the best 

Christmas he'd ever had. He settled against Chev's muscular body and sighed happily. 

He'd already been looking forward to the New Year with his mate. Now he had a 

wedding to look forward to. 

“Merry Christmas, love.” Chev leaned down and kissed Nathanial, and all thought 

fled as he gave himself into the already returning arousal. 

“Merry Christmas. A very Merry Christmas.” 
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Mask of the Shaman 

 

 

A mate who’s a possible thief isn’t quite what cop and coyote shifter 

Cheveyo Parker envisioned for himself. However, one glance at Nathanial – 

decked out in blue jeans, an open-necked shirt, and handcuffs – and Chev is 

unable to deny the primal connection he feels between them.  

Claiming shifter’s rights to be able to protect Nathanial, Chev teams 

up with a shifter detective to uncover the truth. But when he starts to 

investigate what appears to be the theft of a South American Shaman’s 

mask, he finds something much darker and far more deadly going on.  

And when Nathanial goes missing, Chev will need all his coyote 

instincts to find his mate in time! 

https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-maskoftheshaman-1571154-145.html
https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-maskoftheshaman-1571154-145.html
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