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  Blurb


Brighton Stanley lived under the control of his strict parents until he finished college.  After toughing it out another year and saving every dime he made, he was all too happy to be in his first apartment away from their meddling. But that didn’t matter to them, and they kept his room just as he’d left it, awaiting his return. But Brighton knew there was nothing that would make him ever go back.

Finally free, and with a place of his own, he spun around the vacant space, and was far too happy to care that he’d be sleeping on the floor. A knock on the door—his door—made him smile as he swung it open. There on the other side stood the most handsome man he’d ever seen with a gift in hand. Was he dreaming?

Edward Fulton hadn’t seen his boy in weeks and was tired of the too few and too far-between calls they’d exchanged. The need to see his Christopher had led him here, and the present he held in his hands was a good excuse for the unscheduled visit. But when he met the surprised face of a different resident at the place his boy had lived, all he could do was shove the gift he’d brought at the curious stranger, and hurry away to lick his wounds.

Brighton is part of A Daddy for Christmas, a multi-author series. All the books are standalones, but each Daddy has a unique gift for his wonderful boy (or boys). Except all boys know that sometimes Santa gets it wrong, and it's going to take a very special Daddy to make it right. So why not stay and read them all?
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  Chapter One
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Brighton


“Home sweet home,” my voice echoed through the empty space of my first place. It wasn’t much to look at nor was it in the greatest of locations, but it was mine. Away from my parents’ iron fists and tyrant rule. Mine, and that was all that mattered. I was finally on my own.
Life. Was. Good.
Would be better with furniture, though.
I sat in the middle of the empty room, logged into my hot spot, and began the expensive and time-sucking task of furniture cost comparison and purchase. The accountant in me was large and in charge and weighed all options before I embarked upon the commission-based pilgrimage. Would’ve been less costly had my parents been kind enough to allow me to bring my bed. But no, Mr. and Mrs. Negativity insisted I’d fail at being on my own and would need it to be there when I inevitably returned home. Tail tucked between my legs and all.
Not gonna happen.
I didn’t care if I had to work three jobs to succeed, I would not move back home. I’d sooner sleep in my cramped compact car. Getting a vehicle of my own was a fight in itself but given they both worked full-time and had no way to get me to and from campus, they finally broke down and bought me a used car. Not complaining, just would’ve been nice to have had a say in which vehicle I got. One day they went out and returned with it, handed me the keys and said here you go. Thank the school board for mandatory Driver’s Ed or learning to drive would’ve remained a pipe dream.
It took over a year to save up enough money to not only get my first apartment but have a backup contingency plan in the form of a savings account. Throughout college, my parents refused to allow me to get a job and repeatedly stated that school came first. End of discussion. Since they paid for what my scholarships didn’t cover, I was at their mercy. When I landed the job at Everett Financial the week of graduation, I was ecstatic. Numbers and math were always my thing and graduating with my bachelor’s in accounting secured a stable path and future. The salary and benefit package they offered me even as an entry-level account was above industry standard, and I didn’t have to think twice before I signed on the dotted line.
I’d heard about the apartment I rented through one of my co-workers who lived in the building, Mario. His friend Stevie lived here but had to move quite suddenly mid-lease and needed to sublet it and I jumped at the opportunity. I figured when the six months were up, I’d negotiate new terms and resign. Too bad he took all his furniture with him but the fact this place was in walking distance to work made the upcoming nights of sleeping on the floor more than worth it. Shopping list in hand, I was locked and loaded for a full day of retailing and was out the door. Was it odd I was excited for this knowing it’d be one expensive day?
I nearly got a ticket for parking in the loading zone in front of the building for as long as I had. Running the endless number of boxes and bags up three flights of stairs took longer than I’d anticipated. Once everything was unloaded and the car properly parked, I used the app on my phone to turn on music and dove into the unboxing process. No wonder there were so many TikTok unboxing videos, this was fun!
Thankfully, the apartment included a stackable washer and dryer unit in the hall closet. I threw a load of new towels in and moved onto the next bag. The dishes I picked up at a secondhand store were washed and put away and I was in the process of filling the air mattress I’d use until the furniture I ordered would be delivered next weekend when a knock at the door came. Certain it was Mario, I flung it open, only it wasn’t Mario who stood on the other side. It was a handsome gentleman with a beautifully-wrapped gift in hand.
He looked at me, then his eyes shifted to the apartment number on the door, then returned to me. “Is Stevie here?”
“No, Stevie moved. I’m Brighton, I rent the apartment now.” He peeked around me at the empty space.
“Wha-what do you mean he moved? He’s my boy, I’m his Daddy. He didn’t ask Daddy first.” The poor man stuttered, face flushed and clearly not prepared for Stevie’s untimely departure.
Oh lord, here we go again. Another outraged parent. “Your son didn’t tell you he was moving?” Hmm, maybe another eager child to get out from under their parents’ rule. 
“My son? Stevie’s not my son.”
“You said he was your boy.” What was I missing here? Hot or not, this guy began to creep me out. No wonder Stevie bailed. “Look, I don’t know what’s going on but obviously he didn’t want you to know. I think it’s time you left.” I’d reach out to Mario as soon as the door was locked and let him know what happened. He and Stevie were friends after all. I’d only met Stevie long enough to sign the paperwork the rental agency required from us.
The sullen expression on the man’s face nearly had me second guessing my request for him to leave and instead, invite him in. “Sorry, sorry to have bothered you.” He turned to take his leave but swung back around and shoved the present at me. “You can have this.” Before I could protest, he was gone.
“That was the strangest encounter of my life.” I locked the door, sat the present on the counter and dialed up Mario.
“Hey, Brighton, how goes the new place?” I could hear the TV blaring in the background and felt for his neighbors.
“Hey, Mario, it’s great. Spent more than I planned to but couldn’t be happier.” Even just discussing my new life had my smile reappearing.
“That’s awesome, we’ll have to hit the bar down the street sometime. I’ll show you all the great places to eat near here. There’s a bookstore around the corner as well. Not sure if you’re into that but they order all my comic books for me,” he rattled off so quickly all that stuck was the bookstore, one of my favorite places to get lost in.
I envisioned a wall of the apartment lined with bookshelves. “I love to read. But that’s not why I’m calling. I just had a really odd encounter with a strange man who gave me a present.”
“Oh? Tell me all about Santa.” Mario was a gossip, and this was right up his alley.
“He was looking for Stevie, said he was his daddy and when I asked why his son didn’t tell him he moved, he said Stevie wasn’t his son.” Confused, yes please.
Mario chuckled. “You and I have a lot to talk about, my sheltered friend. Stevie and, I’m guessing it was Edward who stopped by—tall, fit, dark hair, slightly gray around the temples, brown eyes, the cutest dimple in his chin?”
“Yes, perfect description. Anyway, he gave me a gift I believe was meant for Stevie. Do you know how I can get it to him?” I eyed said box on the counter, so neatly wrapped and tied together with a shiny gold ribbon and bow.
“Meh, keep it. Edward doted on his boy even though Stevie did not deserve it. He strung along multiple Daddies and as soon as they got serious, Stevie took off. Who knows where he went.”
“Isn’t he your friend?” I thought they were close, but maybe I was wrong.
“No, more of an acquaintance I occasionally hung out with. Open it, let me know what’s inside. Should be something good. Stevie always bragged about how loaded Edward was.” Mario was far too excited about this. 
“I wouldn’t feel right doing that.” Edward’s sad face reappeared in my mind. “Do you know where he lives or works, Edward that is? I’d like to give it back.” Keeping it felt all kinds of wrong, plus it wasn’t intended for me.
“Nope. Stevie was super hush-hush about his Daddies unless it came to sex. Then that boy was chatty as hell. Too open, if you catch my drift. Especially while I was in a dry spell. Went through lube and nearly sprained my wrist during those months.” Yeah, not having close friends right now worked to my favor. I could’ve done without that visual my co-worker just gave me. Jeez, I’d never be able to look Mario in the eye again without turning various shades of red.
“If you hear from Stevie, let him know I have his gift, please.” Time to wrap this up before I lost more of my life I couldn’t get back.
“Will do. Ta-ta.” 
Was it possible for eye drops to seep in and cleanse your brain? The images now taking up valuable real estate in my mind needed erased like, immediately.
I finished hooking up the TV and DVD player and slid a favorite in. Anything other than what was in my head right now would be divine. While the movie was playing, I ordered more of what I needed online, consisting of the things the stores were out of today along with take-out delivery for dinner. Tomorrow, I’d tackle the grocery store. Today the car was overloaded and there was no way I could add that haul to the mix, and I was far too tired to go back out in the crappy weather now.
To me, snow was beautiful if I got to stay indoors and didn’t have to go out in it. Sliding on the ice and falling on my ass I could do without, though it was inevitable as I managed to do it at least once a season. But there was something magical about it as I watched the fluffy flakes from my own window, that elevated it a touch right then. 
Exhausted and with a full belly, I crashed midway through the movie and woke the next day to a trail of ants stomping across the counter. Ah, adulthood. Now that bug spray had been added to the ever-growing grocery list, it was time to embark upon that mission. Thankfully the superstore around the corner was a one stop shopping hub, or so they claimed, and I was just the man to test that claim. Had I not needed as much as I did, I would’ve walked considering how close it was but carrying countless bags would’ve been a disaster.
Screaming children, and “Santa Claus is Coming to Town” piped in on what felt like an endless loop combined with jam-packed aisles did not make for a happy Brighton. I did my best to locate everything on my list as quickly as possible but as expected, another online order was in my near future. The checkout lines at the registers spanned the aisles with no relief in sight. People I could do in small doses but to this extent it set my anxiety on high. I nearly offered to pay for the groceries for the family that checked out ahead of me just to get them to stop handing the cashier coupons so I could get the hell out of there. They had two carts, one full of groceries and the other full of their offspring, which continued to wipe their snotty noses on their siblings.
This is why some animals eat their young.
Parenthood was not for me and obviously the nature channel was.
With the car once again loaded to the roof, I swung through the nearby coffee shop on my way home and swore to myself, I wouldn’t leave the house for the rest of the day. I unloaded, parked the car and checked the mail on the way up, then happily locked myself inside and breathed a heavy sigh of relief. A double dose of Xanax was in my near future.
The couch, bed, dresser, and small dining table delivery confirmation came through my email and brightened my dour mood. In the future I’d consider ordering groceries online or shopping late at night while the majority of the population was already in bed. Crowds freaked me out and I’d never done well with them. Crowds around the holidays were a panic attack waiting to happen. At least for me they were.
I’d picked up a TV stand and matching coffee table from the small furniture department the big box store had. Both claimed no tools were required, everything was inside. Here’s to hoping that held true because I owned exactly zero tools. And more items added to ever-growing shopping list. An hour and a few choice curse words later, who knew fuck could be used as a conjunction, they were assembled and oddly sturdy enough for use.
“Nice job, Brighton.” Kinda fun to be your own cheerleader without hearing, any man can do that, in the background. The rest of my Sunday was spent in the silence of my new place which was taking shape and working its way toward a decent first home.
“Brighton, good morning. How’s the new apartment?” my boss, John, asked the next morning as I stepped into my cubicle.
“Morning, John. It’s big and empty but it’s mine.” Maybe not big to some, but bigger than my childhood bedroom was. I really enjoyed the team I worked with. We had many seasoned professionals here who actually enjoyed sharing their knowledge and mentoring those of us who were new to the field. 
“Excellent. Don’t forget, team meeting at ten.” I shot him a thumbs up. Every Monday there was a team meeting at the same time and every week he reminded the group just the same.
Nine fifty-eight rolled around and as one we converged on the conference room. These meetings had the same agenda each time, large audits updated, new client discussions, challenging clients and how to better assist them without losing your shit. Mindless words spewed and I was exhausted. My mind wandered to the list of things I still needed for my apartment. Where to place the new furniture. How was Edward doing. 
Where did that one come from?
I hadn’t thought of him since I talked to Mario, not sure why I was now, but his sad face was at the forefront of my mind. Never having been in a relationship, hell, I’d never even been kissed. But still, how could someone treat another the way Stevie had Edward? Granted, I didn’t know the other side of the coin but based on the hurt reflected in Edwards eyes and what Mario shared, it didn’t paint a pretty picture of Stevie. Not for me, anyway.
The meeting was adjourned, thankfully with no questions shot my way, and we returned to our cubicles. 
“Hey,” I jumped at the sound of the voice behind me.
“Jesus, you scared the crap out of me.” Mario stood there laughing.
“Sorry, didn't mean to. A couple of us are going out to lunch and I wanted to see if you'd like to go with?”
“Thanks for the invite but I actually brought mine.” Look at me being an adult again. But eating out wouldn’t replace my depleted savings account.
“No worries, we'll catch you next time. Hey, did you open that gift?”
I rolled my eyes at him. “No, and I'm not going to. It's not meant for me and if I knew where to find Edward, I'd return it to him.”
Mario laughed. “I wouldn't worry about it. These Daddies, they don't mind, and they have the money to spend. It's not like he's gonna do anything else with it. I only met Edward a couple of times, but he was really into Stevie. Kind of feel bad for the poor guy now.”
“Yeah, me, too.”






  
  Chapter Two
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Edward

I am such an idiot. 
All the signs were there yet I chose to ignore them. Again. Daddy rumor mill at the club confirmed this behavior was a pattern for Stevie and that I wasn’t the only one he’d been stringing along. I swear, I had the worst luck and trusted far too easily. What the fuck was wrong with me?
You’re lonely and desperate and latch onto every boy you meet.
Shut it, brain.
“Edward, you have a call on line one,” my assistant, Dorine, announced as she peeked her head around the corner of my office door.
“Thank you.” I slid the invisible manager mask into place, well, technically I was the owner. “This is Edward, how may I help you?”
“So professional,” my mother’s sarcastic voice chided. “Edward darling, will you be home for Christmas?”
Home. I hadn’t lived with my mother since my mid-twenties and she was less than an hour away, but I knew what she meant. “Yes, Mother. I come over every Christmas Eve and spend the night. Why would this year be any different?” Since my father passed away, Mom relied on me more and her friends less. I didn’t mind, not really, but I hated the fact she kept to herself as she had. “Are you okay, Mother?”
She sighed, dramatically I might add. Mother truly missed her calling as an actress. “Yes, it’s just,” wait for it, here it comes. “I don’t see
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