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        A Very Avynwood Christmas

      

      

      

      The stockings weren’t hung. The tree was in disarray. Who needed decorations anyway?

      

      Two vampires were fighting. Two mates were taking pictures. While a wolf pack watched on taking bets on who’d win. Oh, no, poor Solomon just took a hit to the chin!

      

      Revenge would be swift. The brothers don’t play. Ford would get his by the end of the day.

      

      The pack alpha laughed as his beta turned red. He assured them they’d all soon be dead.

      

      Wolves ran amok as children laughed with glee. What a fun, festive Christmas Eve this turned out to be.
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          ORION

        

      

    

    
      I’m one foot into the house when I notice how the holidays threw up everywhere. It’s two days before Christmas. Ari has been running around trying to get ready. Lots of decorating to do, or so she says.

      Every year it’s worse. Ari has to outdo herself from the year before. Let’s not forget how we don’t host Christmas anything in our home. Everything is done in the pack house. Yet, she wants to make this place as festive as possible. I love her, but this is over the top.

      Stepping into the formal living room, I take a moment to scan my surroundings. The mantel is covered in faux snow and there are two stockings hung. No fire is roaring. I have no doubt she didn’t want it to affect her decorations. There is a tall tree off to one side that, with the star on top, just touches the ceiling. It has white lights and every ornament is gold. It’s tastefully done, and if this were the only tree, it would be perfect. But as I walk to the dining room, I notice another tree in the corner. This one has multicolored lights and ornaments from her childhood. Upon closer inspection, I realize there are some from mine as well. She must have gotten them from Cassie.

      Moving on to the kitchen, I find a third tree in the breakfast nook. Every tree is real. No fake ones in our place. The house smells like pine amplified. It’s fine by me. My wolf loves the scent and it calls to the most basic part of me. The forest, and everything to do with nature, is essential for my wolf.

      After I make my way through the rest of the house, looking at the other decorations, I go upstairs. The banister has garland twined around it and little white lights wrapped with it. At the top of the stairs, I hear my mate singing a Christmas song and follow her voice.

      I turn left, and after passing our hall bathroom, covered in Santa everything, I find Ari on the floor in our master bedroom with tinsel in her hair. She’s untangling a string of white lights and there are silver ornaments scattered around her. Not wanting to interrupt her, I merely lean on the doorframe and watch her.

      No matter how much time goes by, Ari will always be the only one for me. My love for her grows every day. Yes, we fight as every couple does, but it never lasts. My mate and I can’t stand to be away from each other for long. The most we spend apart is when I go out on patrol, like I did tonight. The unmated males in the pack went out for a guys’ night, so I patrolled along with Wake, Desmond, Dante, and Cash.

      “I know you’re standing there,” Ari says, without looking up.

      “Of course you do. I wouldn’t expect any different.”

      “Are you going to come over here and help me untangle this mess? Who put these away like this anyway?”

      I chuckle. “I believe you did, little mouse. You got tired of taking down the decorations last year and by the end were throwing everything into boxes, not caring how they were stored.”

      “Sounds about right,” she mutters. What I keep to myself is if she didn’t decorate so much, the cleanup at the end of the month would be a lot easier. I’m not a stupid wolf. I don’t say things like that aloud since I value certain parts of my body.

      Pushing off the doorway, I walk over and sit by her side. She immediately leans into me. I don’t think it’s anything she does consciously but rather the pure magnetism that is our relationship.

      “Is this the last tree?” I ask.

      She peers up at me. Her hazel eyes hold mine as a smile graces her beautiful face. “Nope. This is tree number eight. I have one more to decorate inside and then it’s on to the deck. Did you like what you saw so far?”

      “That depends. Are you trying to win some kind of contest? Because I can’t fathom why we need so many trees.”

      “Hey, you have your things and I have mine. I can’t help that I love Christmas so much. And if you wouldn’t have whisked me away to Greece for a month, I would have had this done by now.”

      “I just wanted to celebrate your birthday in style. That’s all.” I lean down and brush her long, pitch-black hair aside so I can nuzzle my nose along her neck. “You deserve the world, Ariane.”

      She moans as my tongue moves from the base of her neck to her ear. “But the lights.”

      “Leave them,” I whisper. “I want to enjoy my mate.”

      Reaching over, I slide my hand under the back of her shirt so I can feel the sparks with my fingers, which flare to life every time we touch. With my lips on her neck and my hand on her back, our connection races through my body, but it’s not enough. It’s never enough where she’s concerned.

      “Orion, please,” she moans again.

      “Begging will get you everywhere,” I growl in lust as I move in front of her. With any luck, she’ll fall to her back on the floor and we can take this to the next level.

      “That’s not what I meant.” She puts her hands on my chest. “I have to finish this.”

      Pulling back, I cock an eyebrow at her. “You’re serious?”

      “I don’t want to be doing this tomorrow.”

      “I can’t believe you’re turning me down. This rarely happens.”

      She rolls her eyes. “If you’d help me, I could get it done a lot sooner; then I’d be all yours.”

      “You’re always all mine.”

      Ari’s eyes flash emerald green, letting me know I’m affecting not only her but her wolf as well. I love it when she shifts. Her wolf is gorgeous and the perfect match for mine.

      She pushes to her feet, the ball of lights in her hands. “You take these, I’ll start on the other tree then we can make our way outside.” I glare at her and stand, not liking this turn of events at all. I want to spend the night in bed with my mate. Not ankle deep in Christmas lights. “The party is tomorrow night. I need this done before that. It’s all paws on deck tomorrow. We’re hosting so many people. Not just the pack. Kylest and Raven. Sol and Lilah. Ford and Sienna. Eloise and Seth. Keene. And a slew of others.”

      “I get it. I’ll help. I promise.” I’ll do anything to get the stressed look off Ari’s face.

      “Good.” She pushes to her tiptoes to press a kiss to my lips. It takes everything in me not to deepen it and sweep her into my arms. The faster I get these lights straightened out, and she can decorate, the sooner I can get what I really want.
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        * * *

      

      Two hours later, we’re sitting on the living room sofa and I’m barely able to keep my eyes open. Ari put up the other tree and decorated the deck without me. I sometimes think she has more powers than she lets on. Either that or there is more skill to decorating for the holidays.

      Ari is going over a checklist she has. A Christmas decorating list.

      “You can’t do this every year, little mouse. You’ll drive yourself crazy.”

      “I can and I will,” she replies with conviction.

      I yawn and stretch my arms out. “Can we go to bed now?”

      She waves her hand. “Not yet. I have to get this done.” I sit for a moment and really look at my mate. It’s as if she’s stalling for some reason. This list shouldn’t be taking this long.

      “Ari, you’ve been at it all day and night,” I say. “Enough already. Come to bed with your mate and let me show you just how much I love you.”

      She puts the list down on the coffee table and turns toward me. Her eyes are cast down as she worries a loose thread on her shirt, no doubt torn by one of the many branches she hung ornaments on.

      “Rion,” she says quietly. “I have something to tell you.”

      I immediately tense and try to read her mind. We’re evenly matched. Perfect for one another, but she’s pushing with everything she has not to let me in. “Ari, you’re scaring me. Whatever it is, say it.”

      She lets out a breath. “You know how we’ve been trying to get
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