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Due to Amazon’s updated content policy, Desiree had to remove some of her work from their platform that is considered too taboo, and republish them on Eden’s Books and Ream Stories, Inkitt, as well as Kobo and Smashwords. She will continue to publish this kind of material on those sites. 

Her subscribers on Ream Stories and Inkitt get sneak peeks at what she’s working on next and read all her books before they’re published. You can find all her work there.

You can also visit her webpage www.twistedcrowpress.com/desiree-dewinter, where you can see what she is working on next.

Chelsea’s newly widowed next-door neighbor, Nick “Papa” Reed, had been playing Santa for as long as she could remember. When the opportunity to play his helpful elf arose, Chelsea took it. However, when Santa gets a brief glimpse of Chelsea before she slips into her costume, the energy between them grows tense until he has her assume another position.  
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Chelsea

I was sitting at my desk near the window in my bedroom, studying for my first college finals, when I heard a noise outside. Glancing out the window, I saw my next-door neighbor, Nick Reed, exiting his house wearing a Santa costume, clutching the hat in one hand and a red satin Santa bag in the other. It made my heart warm, and a smile spread across my face, knowing that the man I have called Papa for the past twelve years was bringing holiday cheer to children wherever he went. 

We had been living next to the Reeds since I was eight. They were the cutest couple. Always so inviting. Never a cross word toward anyone or toward one another. My heart broke for Papa when my parents and I heard that Barbra was sick. I truly hate cancer. It can eff all the way off for all I care. Barbra was the sweetest lady and was like a grandma to me. 

My mom had me when she was twenty-four, and Barbra was eighteen years older than her, so it was a more than fitting role for her. Plus, my dad’s parents had died before I was born, and my mom’s parents when I was a baby, so I didn’t get to know them that well. 

I would spend a great deal of time over at the Reeds helping Barbra with whatever she needed while her husband was at work. In all honesty, I really enjoyed listening to her stories and eating the goodies she baked. 

It seemed that even with Barbra passing away a few months ago, Papa was still keeping to his tradition of playing Santa at the local hospital, even without his late wife, who played his helpful elf. 

Barbra told me a few years ago that her husband enjoyed playing Santa for the sick kids who had to stay in the hospital during the holidays. It brought joy to those who couldn’t go home for the holidays. 

The Reeds didn’t have any kids of their own because Barbra couldn’t have any for some medical reason, which I thought was unfortunate. Barbra assured me that spoiling these kids at the hospital was a way to ease that pain a little, as she saw the joy it brought her husband. 

As I watched Papa walking to his car, a thought had occurred to me. He shouldn’t be doing that alone this year. Jumping up from my chair, I pulled the window open and shouted, “Good morning, Papa.”

He glanced up, a smile spreading across his face as if it made his day hearing my voice. “Morning, Chelsea. How’s your first semester of college treating you?”

“Not too bad. This semester is nearly over.”

“That’s great to hear. Keep up the good work, and you’ll see the rewards soon enough.”

“I will. Thank you. I was wondering if you would like some help?”

“Pardon?” he asked, moving closer to my window so we didn’t have to shout.

“Would you like an assistant elf to help you?”

“I’d love that, but I wouldn’t want to interrupt your studies.”

“I could use a break, to be honest,” I replied with a breathy laugh. 

Boy, did I need a break, too. The words in my textbook, as well as my notes, were beginning to look jumbled up as if my eyesight was straining to focus. I had been studying for the past few days. Any more of it, and I was sure my brain would turn to mush, and I would fail my classes. 

His smile grew as he said, “Well, come on then. Meet me inside. I have just the thing for you to wear.”
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Chapter Two
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Chelsea

As I stepped inside the house, I heard Papa shout from another room, “I’m in here.”

Following the grumbles and other noises, I found him rummaging through his bedroom closet. He had pulled out a couple of boxes and several bags of items, tossing them around as if he was searching for something in particular and wasn’t sure where it was.

“Anything I can help with?” I asked. 

“I’m not sure where she put it,” he mumbled.

For a moment, I wondered what he meant, but then it registered. He was looking for the elf costume that Barbra always wore. It was a red miniskirt, with a matching red vest, worn over a red-and-white candy-cane-striped long-sleeved shirt and matching leggings. It also included a Santa hat with elf ears, which I always thought were cute. 

“Oh, Barbra’s elf outfit,” I chirped.

He stood up, glanced over at me, and smiled. “Yes, ma’am. I could’ve sworn it was in here with her things. I feel everything has been such a mess since she passed. I don’t know where anything is anymore.”

I took a few steps into the closet and glanced at her clothes still hung up on hangers as if she were still here. There were plenty of red and green items hanging, and I was sure I could find something if her costume weren’t around. 

“I’m sure she has something festive enough for me to wear, if not,” I replied, though I was sure they would be a little baggy on me, as I was a little slimmer than Barbra was.  

He nodded, then ran a hand over some of her clothes hanging in front of him as if he was taking a moment to remember how she looked in them. 

“I’m sure there’s something here, unless you have something at home?” he glanced over at me with raised brows.

“I don’t,” I shrugged, dipping my head to look at the vintage AC/DC T-shirt and jeans I was wearing. “I’m sorry.”

The only thing I had that was red was the matching lacy bra and panty set, which I was currently wearing. At the time, I was feeling down and wanted to feel sexy. Not to mention, they were on sale, which helped me in deciding to purchase them. 

For the most part, I was a jeans-and-T-shirt kind of gal. However, I did dress up if the occasion called for it.  

“No worries,” he replied, running a hand through his short silver locks as he stepped out of the closet. “Help yourself to anything that catches your eye. I’ll wait in the living room for you to change.”

I took my shirt and jeans off once he closed the door, and began shuffling through her things. I picked out a pair of green leggings, held them up, and checked the tag. It was a size Medium, and I was a small. I set them aside to see if I could find another pair, just in case they didn’t work out.

It would feel awkward wearing her clothes, but I didn’t have anything at home that would be suitable for me to be Santa’s elf, let alone his assistant. After going through several items she had hanging, I could tell that Barbra loved Christmas. She had a lot of festive shirts, sweaters, and vests in many different colors. Most of them were red. That wasn’t really my color choice for tops. 

She had a few that had Santa on them, as well as a polar bear, a wreath, and a Christmas tree. It was hard deciding what to wear.

Barbra was probably a size or two bigger than me in the top, but I’m sure I could make something work. 

It’s either the polar bear or the wreath, I mused to myself. 

Just as I was about to pick something to put on, the door flew open, and Papa stepped inside carrying Barbra’s costume. My instant reaction was to freeze rather than cover myself, as I should have.

“Look, sweetie, I found it,” he beamed. 

Papa’s gaze ran up and down my body, stopping at my breasts. It took him a moment for it to register. His eyes widened as they met mine. I could hear an audible gulp as his face reddened from embarrassment. I guess I should’ve felt that way too, but I hadn’t moved an inch as if my brain couldn’t quite figure out how to react. 

“Chels, I-I’m sorry,” he stuttered. “For a moment, I thought,” he began, but it seemed he was lost for words as his eyes fell back to my breasts. 

He must’ve thought that I was Barbra or maybe that I would still be fully clothed, if not somewhat decent. My cheeks reddened, matching his embarrassment, but my body also decided to react in another manner, too, which wasn’t a complete surprise to me. 

I have had a secret crush on Papa for a while now. Even though he was more than twice my age, he was still in reasonably good shape and still very handsome. So, maybe I wanted him to see me like this. It isn’t like he hadn’t seen me in my two-piece bathing suit before when we all went to the beach. Only, I was standing in his bedroom closet in my lacy red bra and panties. 

Did I mention that the bra and panty set was a see-through lace set? I’m sure that didn’t help. Santa was definitely getting quite the present. 

Would he be mad at me if he knew what I thought of him? The way he was looking at me, as if he were starving and I were the snack he was craving, told me he was undoubtedly feeling the same way about me as I was about him.  
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