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Sam woke in an unfamiliar
bed.

She blinked the sleep from her eyes,
looking around at the room. Athletic pennants hung on the walls,
and a poster of some female movie star who’d been popular almost a
decade ago. The comforter on the bed was blue and red plaid,
with…was this a race car pillow under her head?

Shifting on the mattress, she almost
sighed in relief at the sight of the man sleeping next to her. They
were at Robert’s parents’ house for the holidays, and this was his
childhood bedroom.

Emphasis on child.

My God, they hadn’t changed a thing
since he’d moved out, apparently. Was that a teddy bear on the desk
under the window?

She fought a losing battle against the
tug at her heartstrings. Okay, yeah, that was kind of
adorable.

Much like the man himself.

She turned her head on the pillow and
watched as he slowly came awake. “Morning,” he said with a raspy
voice, leaning forward to kiss her.

“Merry Christmas,” she replied,
snuggling closer.

“Oh, is that what today is?” Robert
stretched and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Never would
have known.”

“It better be. Otherwise I’d have to be
giving you so much crap about this room.”

“Why would you give me crap about this
room?” He almost looked hurt, but she could see the smile lurking
underneath the puppy dog facial expression. “It’s a part of me.
It’s my history.”

“Seriously?” She waved a hand at the
décor. “It looks like your childhood threw up in here. Haven’t your
parents ever heard of redecorating?”

“Don’t diss the room.” He loomed over
her in a failed attempt to look threatening. “These are my most
special possessions.”

She glanced over his shoulder
dubiously. “I worry about your priorities, Rob. I mean, really. A
Natalie Portman poster?”

“I had a crush on Amidala. Sue
me.”

She shook her head and rested it
against his shoulder. “You are such a geek.”

“And you love me anyway.”

It was true. She did. Enough to ditch
the family holiday tradition and join his.

Not that there had been much of a
family holiday to ditch, this year. It was the second Christmas
after her dad had passed away, and for some reason her mom had gone
completely around the bend and booked a cruise to the Caribbean for
Christmas.

Without telling her.

Samantha sighed and snuggled in closer
to Rob, who gave her a squeeze. Who knew what was going on with her
mom. Midlife crisis or something. At least Ethan was there to keep
an eye on her.

In some ways, it was a little easier,
she had to admit. Finding out the house wasn’t even decorated, and
that her mom wasn’t going to be sitting around home moping about
Sam’s absence, took away a little of the guilt she felt about not
being home for Christmas. She could spend the holiday with Robert’s
family with a clear conscience.

But not if they didn’t get out of this
bed soon.

"You seriously need to
give this bedroom an overhaul," she said quietly, bit wanting to
wake up the rest of the family. "I feel like a total perv right
now."

"My very own cougar,"
Robert teased. "Just what I asked Santa to bring me."

“I’m one month older than
you.”

“Emphasis on
older.”

She rolled her eyes. “We
should get up," Samantha said, flinging back the covers.

"I have a better idea," he
murmured, slipping one hand up her side and curving around to cup
her breast.

Sam stared at him in
disbelief. "In your parents' house? Are you insane?"

"Live dangerously," he
teased. Both with his words, and his very talented
fingertips.

"Oh, no," she said,
scrambling out of bed and backing away from him. "I am a guest in
this house. Your family barely knows me. I am not debauching their
baby boy under their roof. Let alone on Christmas
morning!"

He got out of bed, too,
stretching his arms over his head. "You're no fun."

"I'm plenty of fun." She
grabbed her robe out of her open suitcase. "Just not with a
potential audience just a door away."

"Guess I have to steal you
away for a driving tour of the town later," he said. "We can make
out in the car before dinner."

"Excellent plan." She gave
him a smacking kiss on the lips and headed towed the door. "Now
what do you say we head downstairs and wish everyone a merry
Christmas?"


*

“Merry Christmas!” Robert’s mom pressed
a mug of coffee into one of Samantha’s hands and tugged her into
the family room with the other. “Come on, you two, it’s time to
open presents.”

Samantha looked over her
shoulder at Robert and mouthed, before
breakfast?

He rolled his eyes at her.

She pasted on a smile and allowed
herself to be towed over to the couch by the tree. She just had to
remember that other families had different traditions. Just because
she grew up with stockings-first before breakfast and presents only
once the dishes were done didn’t mean everyone did things the same
way.

And if she was going to be with Robert
long-term, she’d better start getting used to compromising on
traditions.

He sat down next to her and wrapped his
arm around her shoulder, sipping from his own mug. Her pulse sped
up a little, just like it always did when he was around.

Even after a year together, she still
got butterflies.

And she had a feeling that twenty years
from now, it would still be the same.

She looked around the room at the rest
of Robert’s family. His dad, in the easy chair by the fireplace.
His younger sister, home from college, sitting on the floor next to
the coffee table. His grandmother was on the love seat
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