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Even the scroogiest Alpha spreads cheer this Christmas.

Lucian Blackcrown finally has it all—a great life, his fated mate, his brother back at his side, what more could he ask for? 

When Christmas Eve arrives, he’s asked to pose as Santa for his nephew, and he agrees, despite his lackluster feelings for the holiday. He even goes so far as to climb atop the house and stomp around, much to the delight of his nephew. With Mrs. Claus by his side, he brings the magic alive and his family is moved by his gift.

When New Year’s morning arrives, will there be one more unexpected gift for this Alpha?

Sale of this book without a front cover may be unauthorized. If this book is coverless, it may have been reported to the publisher as "unsold or destroyed" and neither the author nor the publisher may have received payment for it.

No part of this book may be adapted, stored, copied, reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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To my own Santa... I love you!
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Lucian Kane Blackcrown stood in the center of his den, panic stricken, his heart thundering against this chest wall. 

How the hell did he get into this situation barely a year after his wedding? 

This was to be his honeymoon year. Yet, here he was, wearing red, a white beard down to the center of his chest, and a fucking pillow under his clothes.

Santa. 

He was asked to be Santa Claus by his brother, for Killian’s son, Everett. 

Why? 

Why him? 

Because he’s the uncle. 

Because it’s his duty as the only uncle. 

Because apparently he drew the short stick.

He loved his nephew more than anything. He would do anything for him. Lucian would protect the boy with everything he was and everything he had, but to play Santa? 

Fuck no.

Yet, here he was, standing in the den, drenched in red.

Lucian sighed and crossed the room to sit on the couch. He picked up his beer and took a drink, licked his lips, then set it back down. He thought back to the holidays spent at home with his mother before she passed on. 

They would decorate the tree, she’d wrap presents, the stockings were hung, and Christmas morning, he and Killian would rush down and tear into everything wrapped. He smiled at the memories, his heart painful in the remembrance. 

Then the first holiday once their mother was gone was the beginning of the end for his family. Killian took so much of the abuse, never leaving Lucian alone with their father if he could help it. And yet, Lucian turned his back on his brother to try to prove he could be Alpha. 

He shook off the memory of long ago to hold onto what he had now... love with a partner who accepted him completely. He couldn’t ask for more than that.

His cell phone buzzed on the side table and he glanced at the screen to see it was his brother. He picked it up and answered. 

“Hey, what’s up?”

“Everett is bouncing off the walls,” Killian told him. “He was fussing about going to bed tonight for Christmas Eve, so Cordelia told him if he wasn’t good, Santa wouldn’t come visit him before his bedtime.”

“Oh, great, so now he’s expecting me?” Lucian chuckled into the phone.

“Well, yeah, now he is. You’ll find out soon enough, bartering with kids gets you further than fighting. Trust me on this. Give a little, take a little.”

Lucian let a soft chortle go. “I’m so not having kids.”

“As if you have a say in the matter.” Killian was quiet for a moment, then continued. “Don’t take it for granted, brother. Having Everett is the best part of being married. He’s so much like me, yet he’s feisty, like Cordy. He’s savage, but soft. He’s ruthless, but fair.”

“So, he’s a Blackcrown, that’s what you’re trying to say?”

Killian laughed. “Yeah, a Golden Blackcrown.”

“We’ll be over soon, but Killian, how’d I let you talk me into this?”

“Umm, if I remember correctly, I didn’t. I asked, you said no. Then Sarah said you would, and that was that.”

Lucian shook his head. Memories of their wedding replayed in his mind.

They were just married and sharing their first dance together as husband and wife. He stared into her eyes, seeing his future with the woman who held his heart and soul. Across the room, Killian pulled Cordelia into his arms and together, the brothers danced with their wives, both happy, both content, both finally on a path to a better tomorrow.

“Everything is perfect,” Sarah told him. “Everything.”

“You’re perfect,” he whispered. 

“And just think,” she whispered. “You became the Pack Master and a husband all in one week!”

“Lucian, you still there?” Killian asked, pulling him from his thoughts. 

“Yeah, still here, brother.”

“Well?”

“Oh, did you ask me something? I’m sorry, I zoned out.”

Killian chuckled. “Apparently. I asked if you’re bringing a bag filled with presents to complete the look?”

“What the fuck, Kill? Seriously?”

“I bet he just cussed you, didn’t he,” Cordelia asked in the background.

“Yeah, he sure did,” Killian answered through his laughter.

“Great. This is just great. No pictures,” he ordered. “I don’t need reminders of this later down the road,” he added in a mumble.

“Are you kidding?” Killian said. “C’mon, brother. It’s for Everett. One day, we’ll be doing this for your kids as well.”

Lucian chuckled at that. “Well, number one, there’s no kids here, and number two? Well, refer to number one.”

Killian laughed. “Sure, then one day, Sarah will tell you she’s pregnant.”

Lucian thought about that for a moment. Children of his own, being a father, being responsible for another life.

No, thank you.

After living through Hell with his father, he had no idea what it meant to be a dad. He watched Killian with Everett and fatherhood seemed to come so naturally to him. 

But would it for Lucian?

“Right,” Lucian said, ending the topic of him having kids. “We’ll see you soon.”

“Oh, can you have him go to the room and climb down like Santa would?” Cordelia asked in the background.

“Umm,” Killian started.

“Fuck no,” Lucian answered.

“He’ll think about it,” Killian translated.

Rolling his eyes, he said, “See you later.” 

Killian hung up the call. 

Lucian stared at his reflection in the mirror, then sighed. “Ho, ho, mother-fucking, ho,” he told himself. “This is a fucking joke. I cannot possibly do this.” 

“Yes you can,” Sarah Blackcrown, his wife and fated mate, answered from the hallway. “And you will. And you promised.”

“I promised no such shit, woman.” He pulled at the beard and it detached from his face. “I’m the Alpha of this pack and I’ve been reduced to playing Santa. I’ll never live this down.”

“Hmm... I think you will,” she purred, her heels striking the tile as she entered the room.

He caught a glimpse of her in the mirror and Lucian whipped around so fast, he almost lost his balance. “What in the... holy mother of all things sexy. You cannot wear that tonight to Killian’s!” And Lucian was instantly hard for his wife.

Sarah walked in wearing a naughty Mrs. Claus type outfit, and fucking hell, was it naughty! The negligee was crimson, halter style, the center of it split down past her navel. The material was lace and the outer edges were trimmed in white. She had on white gloves and over the knee, high-heeled boots.

Lucian began to salivate and wanted to take her on the couch, here and now. He ran a hand over the growing erection and approached her. “Santa will definitely be coming tonight, baby,” he growled.

She laughed and slipped her arms around his neck. “I tell you what. Go play Santa tonight with our nephew, then when you get home, you can be bad Santa with me,” she winked. “I might even scream “fuck me, Santa,” if you’re extra naughty.”

“Fuck,” he groaned and fell to his knees. He held his wife close and pressed his face between the apex of her legs. “I want you on my tongue before I leave.”

“No, sir.” She tilted his head up and held his gaze. “You will go be a good boy, do what you promised, then head straight back. Understand?”

He sighed, reluctantly, and nodded. “Yes, dear.” Getting to his feet, he pulled Sarah into his embrace and captured her lips with his. He held her for a long moment, loving her taste, the scent of her, the recognition of her as his mate. She was his home, no matter where they were in life.

She pulled away too soon for him. “You need to go, Santa.” 

He nodded. “What are you wearing over? Because you are definitely not going in that.”

“Oh, I am going in this, it’s just going to be underneath what I’m going to be seen in,” she winked.

“Fuck my life,” he groaned, running a hand down his face. “You’re torturing me, you know that, right?”

“Oh no, that’s later, baby.”

“Ugh,” he growled. “I’m pack master, yet, I’m allowing this crap?”

She giggled. “Yep!”

He shook his head and watched his wife as she slipped on a Mrs. Claus type dress. It was red, matching his, and fell to her ankles. She also had a wig and some glasses to complete her look. She still looked like his Sarah, just an older version of her now.

He wondered if this would be what she’d look like in their elder years. 

Would they rock on the porch while their children’s children played?

Fuck, children’s children? 

That means we
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