
  
    [image: Saving Santa]
  


  
    
      SAVING SANTA

      A HOLIDAY ROMANCE

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        DONNA MCDONALD

      

    

    
      WWW.DONNAMCDONALDAUTHOR.COM

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2014, 2017 by Donna McDonald

      

        

      
        All rights reserved.

      

        

      
        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

        

      
        This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is coincidental.

      

        

      
        This book contains content that may not be suitable for young readers 17 and under.

      

        

      
        Cover by LFD Designs for Authors

        Edited by MYST Partners

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About this romance

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Thank you for reading!

      

      
        More Holiday Romance

      

      
        And More Holiday Romance

      

      
        Excerpt: Kissing Kendra

      

    

    
      
        Other Books By This Author

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS ROMANCE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sometimes you can’t tell from a cover or blurb what a romance is about, how sexy it is, or if it’s something you’re going to want to read. If you land on this page in the sample, I hope this helps you.

      

        

      
        The topics and themes found in this story encompass the following subjects:

      

        

      
        Christmas romance, Santa, Elf, billionaire hero, steamy romance, happily ever after, HEA, holiday romance, romantic comedy, contemporary romance, later in life romance, romance over 30, military heroine, romantic suspense, friends to lovers, rekindled romance, and more…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thanks to my Marine veteran husband for his help and support. You are every hero to me.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This book is for Karen Henderson, a fabulous fan and reader. She is also a female veteran and the kind of woman you can’t help admiring.

      

        

      
        Role models come in all sizes, shapes, and professions. The best ones change our hearts and make us stronger than we ever dreamed.

      

        

      
        To all veterans out there, I gratefully thank you for your service.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Nicolas stood at the picture window in his penthouse looking down on Cincinnati spread out below him. The specially made glass blocked out every nuance of sound. The glass was also supposed to stop bullets. Given his stalker was still on the loose, Nicolas hoped the claims were true.

      When the phone rang, he answered without looking at the screen first. The angry, petulant voice whining in his ear served as a good lesson about the perils of staying present in the moment—something his inquisitive mind always struggled to do.

      “Nico, she’s only in town for a few days. With her divorce decree just signed, you need to jump on this chance before some other man snaps the woman up. Tiffani was always fond of you. At thirty, you need to start thinking about settling down. It’s Christmas time, darling. Be more… friendly.”

      “Thirty isn’t all that old, Mom. And I don’t want another full-time girlfriend. I had one last year. They’re too much trouble and I’m too busy to deal with the drama.” Nicolas winced at the animal like sound coming at him through the phone, but that would not deter him. “You can say hi to Tiffani for me and tell her I hope things work out better for her next time.”

      “You’re never going to get your inheritance from Grandpa Layne if you don’t marry. You know what a stickler my father was about everyone being socially tied up in good relationships.”

      Nicolas took in a slow breath and let it out just as slowly. It was his current calming trick.

      “Mother, how many times are we going to have this conversation? I don’t want or need Grandpa Layne’s money. If I ever get it, you can have all of it. I have so much money now that I spend more time managing my money than I get to spend making more of it on my own.”

      “There—there—there, darling. I didn’t mean to sound so pushy. I know you’re doing fine on your own. At least come to dinner and talk to the woman in person. Have a heart, Nico. She’s lonely. Bring your friend David. But that’s the only concession I can make in the matter. I will expect you to come once I set it all up.”

      Nicolas knew until she had gained a partial win, his mother would be calling him every day. Tiffani was no more than a mildly pleasant childhood memory. She was not the kind of woman who stirred him just at the thought of her.

      It certainly wasn’t any of the women giving him phone numbers at business dinners and such either. All they liked about him was his money. He’d tried dating those types for several years. While it was nice to have a bed partner occasionally, none had been worth the investment of his time outside of bed.

      Right now, he had no spare time to be fending off his mother’s attempts at matchmaking. Dinner wouldn’t kill him—probably. Unless one of his mother’s targets turned out to be his stalker. Maybe it would stop her from trying to fix him up again for a while, though.

      “Okay. Fine. I will come to dinner if my schedule allows. I don’t suppose the steps could be excluded from your soirée, could they?”

      “Don’t be ridiculous, Nico. They’re your family.”

      “I was twenty-five when you remarried and living on my own already. I barely know those people. They are not my family. But I guess I can come and say hi to Tiffani in person. Call me back tomorrow with details. And yes, invited or not, I’m bringing David or one of his people with me until the stalker is apprehended,” Nicolas said back.

      “Darling, if only you would dial back your soft-hearted soapboxes to some that were less publicly volatile. I could never convince your father and look what happened to him. His stress level was always through the roof.”

      “Asking people to donate toys for less fortunate children at Christmas is not the same as Dad asking people to boycott an oil company. I told Dad I’d keep supporting his children’s charities and I will for as long as I can.”

      “Your father would have been very proud of you for keeping his business going. Ross compliments your work, and you know it has to be true because he rarely compliments anything. Now, I may not always say it in the way you can hear best, but I’m proud of you too.”

      Nicolas swallowed hard against the ball of anguish in his throat. “Thanks, Mom. Your praise means a lot to me. Call me back tomorrow with dinner details so Leah can get it on my calendar.”

      But as he said goodbye and disconnected, Nicolas was thinking hell would freeze over before he would ever call the leech his mother had replaced his father with a member of his family.
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        * * *

      

      “This is nearly embarrassing. Not only are you a better shot than me, your pistol qualification scores are higher than any person I’ve hired in the last five years. Uncle Sam trained you well, Megan. Roger told me you only had a minus one on two targets. How the hell did you get this good?”

      “Those minus ones aren’t misses. All my shots were in the chest cavity. Those two were just wide of center. If it had been a real life situation, I guarantee you both targets would have been maimed in some fashion. I got this way because the marksmanship instructor at Quantico used to make me do every stage twice. He was an old school sexist bastard who thought a woman shouldn’t be such a good shot. All he did was give me extra practice which made sure I was damn good.”

      David stared at his baby sister. There was a harder edge to her personality than she’d had as a teenager, but Megan looked nearly the same as when she joined the Marines at eighteen. She still had shoulder length brown hair, big brown eyes, and no idea how to dress like a girl.

      She was dressed today in two layered tank tops, a sports bra with straps showing, and camo pants, all loose enough to hide the gun holster clipped inside her waist band.

      She was going to have to invest in professional clothes, if she intended to work with him long term. He certainly wasn’t looking forward to that fight.

      “Guarding someone isn’t like competing for points on a range. You have to practice on your own time. Around most clients, you even have to hide the fact you’re ready to shoot to protect them. This is even more true if you know the client as well as we know Nicolas. Men like him don’t wear guns. They hire people with them so they don’t have to think about that side of the world.”

      “Nicolas shouldn’t need guarding. If some nutcase was stalking me, the last thing in the world I’d be doing is riding a float in a big parade. He might as well stand out on the street and scream ‘shoot me’ at the top of his lungs and get it over with. And he’ll be dressed in a big red suit guaranteed to draw maximum attention. The only good thing about the Santa costume is that it will at least cover up the body armor.”

      Megan lifted a fluffy red suit from the box David had said was for her. “What’s this supposed to be?”

      She held the I-work-in-a-strip-joint looking costume out in front of her. Her brain was nearly unable to take in that it was an actual article of clothing. The neckline was ringed in white fur and dipped low. Plus there wasn’t enough red velvet skirt to cover a skinny woman’s backside, much less her more ample one. For the moment, she ignored the hat, which looked like it might be the biggest piece of material in the box, to glare at her brother.

      “I’ll help guard our geeky, rich St. Nick. But no way in hell am I wearing this slutty Mrs. Santa outfit to do it.”

      “Since when do you think Nicolas is geeky? You always liked him. And rich is relative, sister dear. The stalker made him my best paying client this year, not that I wouldn’t guard him for free if he’d let me. You know I would. Hell, he’s like my brother.”

      “Of course, I like him. Who said I didn’t like him? And Nicolas has always been geeky. That doesn’t explain the slutty suit. His tastes must have really changed if he picked this thing out. The man always seemed kind of shy and it’s just hard to imagine him choosing this.”

      “Nicolas is still shy, but that’s beside the point. The Mrs. Santa outfit is part of the deal, Megan. If you don’t want to wear it, I’ll call Crystal. She wasn’t at the top of my list because she has the hots for him. She’ll see the opportunity to talk with Nicolas privately for the whole parade route as her Christmas bonus. The stalker would pick both of them off before she pulls her gaze from Nicolas to look at the streets around her.”

      Before answering, Megan lowered her voice the way she had learned was more effective in dealing with stubborn men. “Damn it, David. I was Marine MP, for pity’s sake. No way in hell am I dressing like a strip club cocktail waitress. I can’t believe you’d even ask me to do it. Give me an Elf uniform like everybody else.”

      David snorted. It was a lot of fun teasing Megan because she got irrational so easily.

      “No can do, sister dear. The Elves are walking alongside Santa’s float and not going to be close enough to stop any shit. Mrs. Santa is going to be standing at Mr. Santa’s side the whole time. It’s either going to be you in that outfit or Crystal. I want it to be you because you have the best eyesight and accuracy over a distance.”

      “Oh, for the love of... grrrr... I can’t believe you’re doing this to me. Just because I don’t want Nicolas to get shot doesn’t mean I won’t shoot you for emotionally blackmailing me.”

      “Yes, Megan. I know it pains you, but you are my sister. You’re also the only female on my staff immune to the charms of men. I’m expecting you to come out of the closet any day now and ask my help in breaking the news to Mom.”

      “Lesbian? You think I’m a freaking lesbian? Well, up yours.” She held up her middle finger, but unfortunately her snarky brother’s attention was no longer on her. “You haven’t dated since you broke up with Kendra. That doesn’t make you gay, does it?”

      It appeased Megan slightly when David’s attention snapped back to glare at her.

      “Kendra and I are going to be fine. We had a little misunderstanding which escalated into a fight where she insisted I move out. That’s not the same as being broken up forever. Kendra and I—well, we’re on a break.”

      Megan shook her head. “A break from what? There’s been no one serious for either of you since high school. If you would just marry the woman, she’d be back in your bed tonight. You need her, David... and Kendra needs you. She’s been my best friend for a lot longer than she’s been your girlfriend. I know what she feels about you deep down, but right now she thinks you don’t care about her anymore.”

      David went to his desk, twirled the chair to face the computer, and sat to do his research. “I am going to marry Kendra—eventually. I’m just not ready to get married yet.”

      “Your non-committed relationship almost outlasted my service in the Marines. How can you not be ready after five years of dating her and three more years of living together? Define ready, David. Do you realize Kendra’s been dating other men since you broke up? I’ve never seen her so hurt.”

      Megan studied her brother’s clenched jaw—yeah, he knew about the other guys. But David didn’t act like he knew. And Kendra thought he didn’t care because her stupid brother was pretending not to care. Men were so dumb sometimes.

      “Let her date. It doesn’t change anything,” David declared.

      “Going to dinner is nothing serious, but Kendra is actively trying to get over you. If someone nicer and less trouble comes along, one of those new relationships might actually take. You’re always so worried about me, yet you’re the one with the big problem. You’ve got a stick up your butt about not being good enough for your own, long-time girlfriend who has always adored you.”

      “Stop changing the subject. I’m not concerned about Kendra. Are you wearing the slutty Mrs. Santa outfit or not? I need to call Crystal if you’re not going to do it.”

      “You are such a pain,” Megan declared.

      She tossed down the outfit and flopped on the hard couch David kept in his office. She landed on the bad area of her still healing leg and swore. Heat flooded her face when her brother’s sympathetic gaze sought hers.

      “How much pain are you in?” David demanded. “I’m asking as your damn brother, not your boss.”

      “I’m fine. Stop looking at me like that. I just landed wrong. It only hurts if I fall on where they put the freaking pin in the bone. I can run, jump, and move just fine. You’ve seen me. You know I can.”

      “I still can’t believe you got hurt so badly,” David grumbled. “I don’t know why you joined the Marines right out of high school. It’s not like you didn’t have options. You could have gone to college like I did. Your grades were fine.”

      Megan shrugged. “I didn’t have any goals requiring more education. During my original enlistment, I found I liked being in the Marines. They didn’t care if I wore my hair pulled back and liked to get dirty. It was a great life while it lasted and I was planning to make it a career until that stupid sniper got me. Bet I was the last target he ever hit though. I took out his
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