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A Short Story
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My lips still tingled from the Grinch’s mint-flavored kiss. I pressed a finger to my bottom lip to ease the sensation, and to stop the answer to Hazel’s question about my feelings for the Grinch slipping out. 
‘It’s the Most Wonderful Time of the Year’ crooned through the speakers in the party room. It truly was my most wonderful time acting in the annual Christmas play in my hometown of Newberry, Australia.
Fellow actors clinked glasses full of spiked eggnog, still in costume, making the Christmas Eve after-party special. This year’s play of ‘How the Grinch Loved Christmas’ was the best yet. Rave reviews poured in, fueling the director to add more rum to the eggnog in his delight.
Hazel tilted her head, sending the elf hat sliding over her eyes. She shoved it back and stared at me. “Well, Candy, tell me?”
“Well, what?” I smoothed the red velvet skirt of my Santa outfit. A twist in the play, a female Santa. I attempted to play it cool, but I didn’t fool Hazel. She knew me too well.
Four years I’d lusted after the Grinch. Or more precisely, Devin Meyer, the ridiculously hot guy playing the Grinch. We’d shared a scorching on-stage kiss at the end of the play every Saturday night for six weeks, and every Friday night at rehearsals for six weeks before the play opened for the last four years. In those years, I’d wondered if he realized I didn’t act when I kissed him for those twelve weeks. Four years I’d dreamed he felt the same way I did when his supple, yet demanding lips met mine.
Four years he’d been engaged. To someone else.
The unfairness of his commitment didn’t stop me from kissing him on stage. The kiss was part of the show. Nor did his engagement stop the flood of desire coating my skin in an electrical current whenever he was near. The man was sexy and knew it. Devin’s swagger drew looks from every female, young and old, with a small amount of drool. When he gazed at you with his dark, probing eyes and the half-smile of his supple lips, it was enough to make you want to rip off your panties and throw them at him.
It was a wonder he returned to Newberry to play the part of the Grinch. His stunning looks, excellent acting skills, and magnetic presence had him in high demand in Hollywood theaters. Unlike me, who still played bit parts in the smaller theaters. But I didn’t mind, I loved my job, and the freedom to be anyone else once I slipped on the costume. For the last few months, I had the pleasure of being Santa to Devin’s Grinch.
Hazel shot me a laser beam of annoyance from her eyes. It always amused me her eyes weren’t hazel. Instead, they were deep blue.
“He’s engaged,” I reminded her.
“Are you sure? Your kiss tonight was spicier than last year.” She raised a questioning eyebrow and shoved her elf hat back on her head. “I thought you two might tear each other’s clothes off on stage.”
I sighed, fantasizing about doing that very thing. Then huffed in annoyance. Our chemistry was enough to give me pause, but it was pointless. He was engaged.
Balthazar, the wise man, lurched in front of us with a glass of eggnog. He wrestled with his robe and tugged a sprig of greenery tied with a red bow from beneath the folds.
He hiccupped. “Kiss me, I’ve got mistletoe.”
The wise man dangled the sprig over Hazel’s head and leaned toward her with pursed lips. Hazel twisted her head. His mouth landed on her cheek with a loud, wet smack. Laughter bubbled from my chest and burst from my lips. The drunk fool missed his mark. He swung my way before I realized his intent and slipped his nutmeg-flavored tongue into my open mouth. I lifted my hands to shove him away, but he stumbled before I made contact.
The Grinch, aka Devin and Mr. Hotness himself, stood behind Balthazar, his hands on the wise man’s shoulders.
“Hey, everyone,” the wise man hollered, twisting out of Devin’s hold. “Candy tastes like a candy cane.”
He hooted at his joke, swigged more of his eggnog, which he didn’t need, and staggered over to his next kiss victim.
“Somebody should stop him.” I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, hoping the next person saw him coming, and ran.
“I’ll go knock him out,” Devin said.
“No.” I latched onto his arm and held him back. I couldn’t let Devin punch a fellow actor and get kicked out of the play. Then I’d never see him again. Never kiss him again.
Devin dazzled me with his lopsided smile. I gazed at his lips in reverence. The man had amazing lips. Lips that kissed like… well, nothing I’d ever experienced. Or had since our first rehearsal kiss. Yep, panty throwing time.
His grin grew. “Candy, have you been drinking the eggnog too?”
I dragged my gaze away from his mouth. Only minutes or was it hours ago they’d been luring mine on one of our amazing stage kisses. “No, I don’t like eggnog.”
He leaned closer and whispered in my ear, “Me either.”
His minty fresh breath breezed over my cheek. I breathed him in deep. If my skin wasn’t already zinging with electricity, it would now. Peppermint. Every year Devin’s kisses sent tingles to my lips with mint and him. After the first year, I’d chewed a peppermint before our kiss scene too. No wonder the wise man said I tasted like a candy cane.
“No boyfriend in the audience this year?”
He glanced at my hand on his arm. I let go of the firm hold I’d used to keep him with me.
“No.” After last year’s performance my then-boyfriend broke up with me spouting the kiss was too real, and I’d never kissed him like that. I couldn’t deny it.
“So, you’re single?”
“Yes, I have been all year.” My cheeks warmed. Why did I tell him that? Mr. Hotness himself didn’t want to hear about my lacking love life.
“Where’s Tina?” I asked after his fiancée.
I scanned the overflowing party room decorated in an abundance of shining tinsel, twinkling colored lights, baubles, and bells. Where did Hazel go? She met my gaze from the other side of the room and raised her glass. How did I miss her moving away? Was I that enthralled by Devin?
“Tina’s not here.”
I snapped my gaze back to the sexiest Grinch ever. Devin dressed in green body paint and skin-tight leggings so he could perform his dance moves. And what moves he had. Along with a set of abs I wanted to run my hands over and rock-hard buttocks that mesmerized me whenever he turned.
“Where is she?”
She never missed the last performance or the big after-party on Christmas Eve.
“I don’t know. We broke up last year.”
My gaze left his green-covered chest to focus on his face. His half-smile tugged at the corner of his mouth, but I kept my gaze on his eyes. Hope flared with every resounding beat of my heart.
“I’m sorry,” I said. It was something I should say, but my heart raced with the possibilities.
“Are you?” He dropped his gaze to my lips.
I dragged in an unsteady breath and released it on a heavy exhale with a puff. “No.”
“Good.” He took hold of my hands, which hung limp and lifeless after his announcement he was no longer engaged. 
“Why did you break up?” I asked.
“After last year’s show, she threw a hissy fit.”
“What about?” It was hard to form a coherent thought with Devin holding my hands. Did I dare think he liked me, too?
“About our stage kiss.”
“But it’s acting,” I argued for the sake of it. I’d never once acted when we kissed.
“Is it?”
I dragged in another breath filled with the exotic aroma of Devin. The one I looked forward to inhaling every year while he kissed me at rehearsals and on stage for the play. Mariah Carey’s ‘All I want for Christmas is You’ drifted from the speakers. All I wanted for Christmas was Devin. This year I might have him for real if I was brave enough to admit my feelings.
I released my pent-up feelings on an exhale of longing. “No.” 
“All these years the kisses were real?”
“Every. Single. One.”
“Candy, I’ve lusted after you since our first rehearsal. I didn’t think…and I couldn’t…”
“Me too, Devin.” I sighed with relief. My four years of lusting weren’t one-sided. 
“So, Santa, what do you say? Would you like to date the Grinch?” He smiled his confident, lopsided grin. “You know how the Grinch loves Santa.”
There was no resisting Devin when he smiled.
“Yes.” I stepped closer. “Santa loves the Grinch too.”
“I don’t think we need mistletoe.” He lowered his lips to mine.
“Never,” I murmured against his lips.
Devin’s demanding lips drew mine into a kiss to beat our earlier kisses. Off-stage and unquestionably real. This kiss was full of lust and the beginning of our mutual love. He was free to be mine. I was his. Had been for the last four years since the first time his supple lips branded mine. Every kiss between us would forever be genuine. No more pretending to act with my sexy Grinch.
I was in heaven as Devin’s lips ravished mine.
Hazel hooted from across the party room, jolting me away from Devin. A glance around the room showed no one else noticed our off-stage lip lock. Our first genuine kiss. Every bit as hot and delicious as the kisses we shared on stage.
Devin swiped his tongue over his top lip as though tasting me again. “I’m heading back to my dressing room.”
“Oh, okay.” I deflated like a balloon after our real lust-filled kiss.
He ran his hands down my arms, over the soft velvet of my Santa dress, and threaded his fingers with mine. “Do you want to come with me? Help take the paint off my back?”
My blood raced through my body with an intense heat and threatened to make me pass out. Devin wanted me to touch him. He wanted me to turn him from the sexy Grinch into his true hotness.
Could I do it and not spontaneously orgasm?
“Okay,” I said with a breathy exhale.
Releasing one hand, he pulled me through the crowd of Christmas costumed actors and toward his dressing room at the back of the theater. Hazel gave me a thumbs up on our way out of the party room, knocking her elf hat off in her enthusiasm. No one else noticed our departure. They were all too busy celebrating the success of the show with the spiked eggnog. Devin closed the thick door behind us, silencing the noise of the partygoers.
Alone together. Both single. And we’d admitted we lusted after the other. Possibly even had feelings for each other.
Devin gave me one of his lopsided panty melting smiles, lifted his hand, and traced my trembling lips. I flicked my tongue and licked his fingertip. His face filled with primal heat. I drew his finger into my mouth, wrapped my tongue around it, and sucked like I wanted to do to his cock.
He groaned. “All these years.”
I released his finger and smiled with all the passion I held for him and him alone.
Devin pulled me flush against his firm body. I slid my arms
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