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      Dedicated to my readers. Thank you for letting me do what I do. I can’t believe that I get to write a romance about Christmas elves and you keep asking for more. You’re the best!
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      Coco

      I have no one to celebrate Christmas with, unless you count my evil stepmother and the man she’s forcing me to marry. But I have a major trick up my sleeve that no one will coming.

      

      Vulwyn

      As a lone Christmas Elf who patrols the borderlands of Santa's North Pole Village, it’s my job to keep humans out. I’m the one keeping Santa’s workshops under the radar — literally. It's a pretty boring job until the day that Coco, the woman of my dreams literally crashes into my life. Once I have her in my cabin—warm by the fire and wearing little else besides my sweater—I know I’m keeping her. The only problem is, Coco is not supposed to be here.
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            Hello from Abby!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thanks for picking up my book! If you want to check out more of my titles, please visit my author page at www.authorabbyknox.com.

      

        

      
        To keep up with all my latest news, subscribe to my newsletter here.

      

      

      

      
        
        Happy reading!
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      Coco

      
      Everything about my wedding day is perfectly executed. 

      The designer wedding gown hugs every curve. Personally, I prefer something that flows when I twirl around the ballroom. But that doesn’t matter because I won’t be anywhere near that dance floor tonight.

      My fragrant bouquet of half-opened red roses, accented with heart-shaped pearl-and-crystal brooches, might be some bride’s dream arrangement, but it’s not my style. I like blue hydrangeas with no extra embellishment.

      My stepmother Angelique said red roses would be more elegant for a winter wedding.

      But I won’t be tossing that bouquet anywhere except out a window at 143 miles per hour.

      The baubles in the bouquet match the bejeweled antique comb that the hairdresser fixed snugly against my scalp, accenting the swirling chignon at my nape. But there won’t be any sweet groom to help me gingerly remove all the pins that hold my hair in place, both of us blushing and desperately eager to tear each other’s clothes off and tumble into bed later tonight.

      “Oh Coco, the heirloom headpiece looks splendid,” simpers Angelique as she swans around the bridal dressing room at Westlake Gardens.

      This vast wedding venue estate on the south fork of Long Island is where Angelique married my dad, within a stone’s throw of all her socialite friends.

      This place means nothing to me. My mom, dad, and I used to vacation at a remote cabin on Prince Edward Island, away from the hustle and bustle of our lives in New York, where he was a banker and my mother was a public defender.

      Dad used to say that our little place in the woods was where he felt the most alive. That tiny, cozy cabin was as far north as my mother was willing to go on northern vacations.

      I’d always imagined taking my honeymoon there one day. Maybe even eloping there. But not with Teddy, Angelique’s brother.

      I would never sully the Prince Edward Island cabin with a marriage not based on love.

      For some reason, Angelique has been trying to get her hands on that cabin, but Dad left it to me in his will. Who knows why she wants it, anyway. It’s so rustic that it runs on a generator, and that only gets turned on in emergencies. That cabin doesn’t hold any memories for her. But it means everything to me. And today, it means my escape from this life once and for all.

      After Angelique married my dad, she demanded that we spend the summers at a costly West Hampton rental so she could rub elbows with the rich and famous. God knows why my father fell for her. She erased everything having to do with my childhood. 

      I’ve often tried to figure out what he saw in her, why he remarried less than a year after Mom died. But I still haven’t been able to piece it together. He hated the Hamptons. Consistently fiscally conservative, Angelique’s spending habits made him nervous. But she was funny and acerbic in a way that he said reminded him of Mom. In the beginning, she was charming and loved to cook with him in the kitchen, the same way that Mom did.

      I guess sometimes kids never totally understand why their parents choose the people they get attached to in the middle of their grief.

      As for me, I won’t be making that mistake. Dad told me not to make any rash decisions after he died. He also told me not to rock the boat with Angelique.

      “Hang on to the cabin,” he said. “Trust me.”

      I turn my head and pretend to examine the monstrous comb as it sparkles in the mirror. I would have preferred a sweet, understated tiara. A little sparkle, nothing major.

      But I’m not gazing in the mirror like a blushing bride. 

      It’s better that my father isn’t here to see this day.

      Maybe I would be much more assertive about the details of my dress, my hair, my bouquet, and the venue if I was excited about this wedding at all.

      Instead, it’s the great outdoors that has my attention.

      Judging by the trees visible through the north window, the wind appears to be coming from the southeast at about 25 knots. My stomach kicks nervously.

      “Daydreaming again,” my stepmother says with a tittering laugh. “You keep that up around my baby brother, and he’s going to wonder if his bride is dreaming of someone else.”

      She means her baby brother, the senator, who is currently under investigation for mishandling campaign funds—a man in desperate need of some positive press. What better way to control the narrative than a fairy-tale wedding in the Hamptons to the spinster philanthropist daughter of a famous banker?

      I turn my gaze back to my stepmother, who is about to become my sister-in-law.

      Knowing when to play the long game with certain types of folks is a valuable skill. Dad understood that, too.

      I have played Angelique’s game so well that she’ll never see what’s coming.

      Heck, I’m still unraveling all the manipulations that got me here on this day, December 23, in a wedding dress, about to marry a man I hardly know.

      It all boils down to survival.

      Wait till you see the chapel. It’s an absolutely perfect winter wonderland,” Angelique squeals.

      Perfect for her when she married my late father, maybe. 

      Giancarlo, now Angelique’s husband, offers his arm.

      I can’t believe I’m letting him walk me down the aisle. But I grin and bear it.

      Like my dad, Giancarlo is in the business of loans and finance. Unlike my dad, his family collects interest at 100 percent. Or, in many cases, in the form of severed toes.

      Angelique is clearly now married to the mob out of desperation for both money and the need to strong-arm me. And she wants to keep the money my dad left me in the family. Through this marriage, Giancarlo’s family maintains access to a powerful politician. It’s a win-win for everyone but me.

      I take Giancarlo’s offered arm while inhaling a slow, deep breath to calm my nerves.

      This man I barely know guides me down the corridor toward the chapel, and I can already see the reflection of hundreds of flickering white candles emanating from the room.

      “You don’t look happy,” Giancarlo says, leaning close to me as we approach the chapel.

      I laugh it off. “Just nerves.”

      He pats my hand awkwardly.

      “Well,” he says, his eyes searching the woodwork for something wise to tell me. “Trust me. After today, you won’t remember anything about the wedding that went wrong.”

      What does he mean by that? Will I be dead after today? Will they drug me and compel me to say the marriage vows? A chill runs down my spine, but when I look closer, I see nothing but sincerity in his eyes. Or about as sincere as a racketeer can get.

      No, he has no ill intent with me. Not today. That’s because I’ve played the game.

      Twenty-five knots, I think, as we begin the long march up the aisle. 

      Twenty-five knots is doable as long as I don’t have any crosswinds blowing me off course.

      My god. I’m going to end up frozen at the bottom of Hudson Bay one
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