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FOR THOSE WHO DON’T WANT A LOT FOR CHRISTMAS…

OTHER THAN A HOT COWBOY. AND MULTIPLE ORGASMS.




Introduction

HELLO DEAR READER.

WELCOME TO CHRISTMAS EVE IN CRIMSON RIDGE…

THIS NOVELLA IS A BEST FRIEND’S DAD, SNOWED IN, COWBOY ROMANCE WITH A HAPPILY EVER AFTER.




Content Notes

PLEASE SCAN THE CODE BELOW:
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Scan or tap this QR code to visit Elliott Rose Bouquets & Buckles

MY WEBSITE HAS A FULL LIST OF CONTENT NOTES, INCLUDING A CHAPTER BY CHAPTER BREAK DOWN IF REQUIRED.

ELLIOTTROSEAUTHOR.COM

PLEASE NOTE. YOU CAN EMAIL ELLIOTTROSE.PA@GMAIL.COM

FOR MORE INFORMATION OR CLARIFICATION.




The Playlist

Good Luck, Babe • Chappell Roan

Guy For That • Post Malone, Luke Combs

On A Different Night • Josh Ross

Whiskey On You • Nate Smith

Don’t Mind If I Do • Riley Green, Ella Langley

Underneath the tree • Kelly Clarkson

Tennessee Whiskey • teddy swimss

Christmas In The Country • Thomas Rhett

Falll In Love • Bailey Zimmerman

Highway • Shaboozey

You Make It Feel Like Christmas • Gwen Stefani, Blake Shelton
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CHAPTER 1

Skylar
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It’s the most wonderful time of the year.

Yeah… when you don’t work in retail, events, or hospitality, it’s fucking peachy. However, when you’ve been run off your feet for the past few weeks making sure that everyone else has a magical, glittering Christmas, your own plans for nothing more than curling up in front of the fire and spending most of the time naked with nowhere to go and no one to talk to sounds mighty appealing.

So that’s why I currently have my go-to nineties grunge playlist on blast, and my very special hot as fuck outfit on, after high-tailing it out of town at the first opportunity to escape.

I locked the door to my cute-as-a-button florist shop the second my final customers for the year headed out that door.

Bless their sweet little mulled wine offerings, nope very much, and desire to chit-chat about what plans I have, eating and sleeping, but I practically stuffed their last-minute Christmas Eve order into their hands—lord help me not to have to see a single sprig of holly or mistletoe, let alone another festive wreath for the next eleven months—and damn near sprinted to my car.

Checking my hair in the rearview, I cruise along the empty main boulevard of Crimson Ridge. The place is all twinkling lights and small-town charm, with a giant outdoor Christmas tree erected in the square. Festive cheer of grandiose proportions proudly greets me as I make my return for the first time in twelve months.

My hometown.

The sweetest little middle-of-nowhere-Montana winter destination, where nothing much happens, and the population is pretty much exclusively ranchers and cowboys.

Which is why I made the decision to move to the next town over after college, where my teeny tiny little florist business actually had a hope in hell of surviving her first year of being open.

As much as I would love to still live here, with the gorgeous Victorian-style buildings, trees lining the middle of the wide main street, and everyone-knows-everyone kind of vibe… there isn’t much foot traffic. Certainly not enough to sustain luxuries like bouquets and floral arrangements in a place like this.

I’d be better off selling horse feed and leather polish if I was in it solely for the money.

It feels strangely familiar, driving past all the shops and locations ingrained in me from my younger years. Places that haven’t changed, yet the years have rolled on by.

Even stranger is the realization that I don’t have a reason to come back here anymore, now that my parents have left town, selling up everything to buy an RV and begin living the gray nomad life.

Love that for them; it’s utterly stinking adorable.

They’re currently sending me daily photos and awkward but cute selfies from the other end of the country, chasing the sunshine and warmth of a non-winter in California while the rest of us here are buried up to our necks in snow.

Which is pretty much the standard backdrop for Crimson Ridge at this time of year. I wasn’t even sure I’d be able to make it over here on Christmas Eve, but the weather gods have played nice and given me the perfect window of opportunity to surprise Jeremy. He’s here house-sitting for his parents, and the drive to the Smith family home is as familiar as the back of my hand.

The cul-de-sac his folks’ house is located on stands lined with plenty of trees, and I use that to disguise my arrival… I mean, my boyfriend thinks I’m currently picking up Christmas Eve takeout before heading back to my apartment, where I told him I’d be getting ready to facemask and video chat once I’ve curled up on my couch with a glass of wine in hand.

Not that I’m actually here in town, about to surprise him.

Pulling off to the side of the road a couple of houses up the block, allows me to park my car where it can’t be seen. Out here in this neighborhood, it’s all cute festive decor, with lawn ornaments and garland lights festooned over the houses, making the dark Christmas Eve night a whole lot brighter.

I grin to myself, pulling out my favorite magenta lipstick and twist the rearview mirror in order to paint my lips. The shade goes perfectly with the waves framing my face of my pastel pink bob. The thought of turning up to surprise Jere when we didn’t think either of us would be able to see the other for the holiday season—with how busy I had been at the shop, not to mention the snow often being too heavy to get to Crimson Ridge—sends a curl of excitement through my stomach.

This will be our first proper Christmas as a couple, after dating for the past three months, and to be able to burst through that door and hug him has been the only fucking thing getting me through all the insanely long hours I’ve worked this past week.

Grabbing my coat, I bundle myself up and figure I’ll do the surprise part with his gift first. I can come back, get my bag, and move my car into the driveway later.

As I slide out of the door, the air has that weird energy to it. Too calm, too still. Experience tells me tonight is on the verge of starting to snow prolifically and turn everything into a real-life snow globe. So I cradle the jar of his favorite peanut butter cookies against my chest, duck my chin into my collar, and scuttle my ass and cute boots down the sidewalk.

Jere’s house has the curtains shut out front, but I can see lights on. As I slip around the side towards the back door, there’s music playing, the closer I get the more the anticipation builds.

I’ve always been the ‘single one’ over the holidays, and this year, it settles something inside me to know that for the first time, I won’t be alone.

The back door has a glass panel built in, and looks into the open-plan kitchen area, all aglow with lights switched on over the kitchen island. I roll my lips together with eager excitement when I see Jere standing on the far side of the room.

He’s looking down, his gaze fixed on something I can’t see. Light brown hair flops over his forehead, those metal rim glasses giving him that scholarly hottie vibe, but there is an unusualness in his expression. Enough so, that it makes me pause before I reach out to grab the door handle.

I see the way his hand moves, partially obscured by the countertop.

Something about this scene isn’t right. The fine hairs on the back of my neck stand on end, not because of the winter’s air, but because if I didn’t know any better, he’s mouthing words.

If I didn’t know any better…

Oh god.

That’s when the entire damn script flips right before my disbelieving eyes.

The reason his hand is doing something becomes apparent. Dumping realization on me, cold and brutally sudden, like a slab of snow falling off the roof.

It’s fisted in some bitch’s hair.

Her glossy blonde head comes into view as he drags her to stand up.

She’s been down there on her knees.

Jesus. This fucking asshole has got some other girl blowing him in the kitchen.

On Christmas Eve, no less.

My chest goes numb, and I stumble backward, still not wanting to believe the cock-sucking evidence right in front of me.

And that’s when he shoves his tongue in her mouth.
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EPILOGUE

Skylar
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We pull into the long driveway, passing beneath the familiar wooden arch and hanging metal sign to Rhodes Ranch.

Luke has kept my fingers laced with his, tucked on his jean-clad thigh for the entire drive back over to Crimson Ridge as if he’s worried I’m going to disappear in a puff of smoke from the front seat.

Little does this cowboy know he’s got nothing to fear on that front, however, I might burst into a fiery inferno of embarrassment the second I see Brad and Flinn when we walk through that door hand in hand.

I’m still struggling to come to terms with how unexpected the past day has been, but getting to spend time with my cowboy—no matter how odd it feels to see the man without a horse or ten following him around—has been a gift I certainly am going to cling tight to.

There was also the slightly uncomfortable, but nonetheless important, step of breaking the news to my parents when they threatened to send out a search party after I avoided their first five attempts to video chat with me. My mom looked delighted, meanwhile, my father looked like he needed to go take a long walk to digest the news.

Mom gave me a wink and quietly whispered that she’d have a chat with him over crab claws and a few margaritas at their current favorite beachfront spot for dinner these days.

She also insisted that Luke fly down with me to come and vacation with them during the summer. Considering I’d barely got the words out of my mouth to say that we were together, I wasn’t sure if all I’d be left with was the sight of his tail lights disappearing over the horizon.

Yet he smiled and hit her with the kind of yes, ma’am cowboy charm that had my own damn mother giggling and planning our itinerary before we’d hung up the phone.

I always knew she had a soft spot for the Rhodes men.

Sneaking a glance at his side profile, I can’t help but wonder what he’s thinking. Luke has been quiet, not awkward or anything like that, but more like he’s just content as he rubs his thumb absently against my palm, and that makes my heart turn into a sparkling flywheel inside my chest.

However, rather than pulling up to the house straight away like I’m expecting, he stops with the motor running on a sweeping bend overlooking a part of the ranch that during spring and summer months is used as grazing pasture. I remember all the times younger me used to drive past this very point, seeing the graceful, long necks and sleek coats of the horses glinting in the sunshine as they roamed around.

“Why are we stopping?” I chew my lip.

“Grab your coat.” He hops out his door, slips his hat on, and walks around to the hood of the truck.

I do as he asks, but am a little bemused.

Luke rests the ass of his perfectly fitted jeans up against the front grill, and gestures for me to come stand in front of him. I mean, I’m not gonna ever say no to being tucked in this man’s embrace, so I nestle against his front, as he wraps his strong arms around me from behind.

“Is this the part where you give me the pep talk about meeting your son?” I tease.

His gruff, rich chuckle tickles my neck as he runs his lips over the sensitive patch of skin below my ear.

“You don’t need to be nervous.” Before I can protest, he adds, “You always make jokes when you’re nervous.” Intertwining our fingers together, he raises both our right hands, while keeping the other pressed firmly against my stomach. “See that slope over there, sweetheart.”

I follow the direction he’s pointing in and nod.

“That’s south-facing.” He says.

My pulse does a little skitter.

“Bet the horses love catching the sun over there.” I swallow thickly.

“They do, but it’s not the best pasture for them.” Luke’s deep voice rumbles through me. “What it would be perfect for is growing something that needs plenty of sunshine hours… something that doesn’t mind the ice and the snow.”

Hot tears prick the back of my eyes.

“Luke…” I exhale.

“You could plant as many varieties as you like there.” He murmurs against my neck and I can feel the emotion bubbling up, ready to overflow with how much I love the man at my back.

“But it’s such a long commitment, they take at least a full season to flower. Maybe even longer depending on when they’re planted and the age of the plant itself.” I don’t know why I’m babbling on and making excuses. Because I don’t intend on going anywhere, but what this cowboy is already offering is to help make one of my dreams come true and I don’t exactly know what to do with how immense that feels.

“I’m kinda hoping you might stick around long enough to see them bloom, sweetheart.”

He spins me around and cups my cheeks in both palms.

All I can do is nod and sniffle and melt under his steady gaze.

“I love you, Skylar. Grow as many peonies as you want here, let me invest in your dreams.”

“You’d seriously do that? Why? I can’t let you do that.”

He gives me the sexiest smile and brushes his thumbs over my cheeks to swipe away the wetness gathering there.

“Because, you’re gonna let me look after you, but more than that, you’re gonna make those dreams all tucked away in the spreadsheets you’ve got in that damn phone of yours come to life.” He angles his head so he can kiss me, soft, slow, standing here overlooking his ranch and I feel like I’m floating.

Pulling back, he pushes some strands of hair off my forehead, while I’m busy dissolving into a puddle.

“I want to watch you grow your dreams, Skylar because you’re bringing mine to life just by being here with me.”

My heart is so full it’s about to burst, I swear to god.

“God, I’m so in love with you… I didn’t think this moment could get any better.”

His eyes dance as I say those words.

“Sweetheart, it’s only just getting started.”
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