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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural Spicy Christmas Romance 

	Contains Adult… Themes
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	This book is a lesson to an over stimulated rich F-Boy, who needed to learn that his money, couldn’t buy him the things in life that equal true happiness. 

	The first part of this book contains serious spice, the end, contains learning to love the right way, with a person who commands respect, just from the way they carry themselves.

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!

	And don’t forget to help a Sistah out, by leaving a Review! LOL 
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[image: Image]I’m dreaming of a white Christmas…. 

	But if the white runs out… I’ll drink the red.
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	ya filthy animal.”

	 

	 


Note 

	from the Author
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	Hola, hola, hola! 

	Feliz Navidad …Joyeux Noël.. Bon Chrismeusse

	Well, hello my awesome reader, I am so excited that you purchased this book. I wrote these little morsels as a spur of the moment, “hey, I don’t have any Christmas books,” idea years ago (hope you can’t tell LOL!). 

	They’re not very long, they’re simply to get you in the mood for Christmas, my ALL-TIME fav holiday, and hopefully maybe even bring you a yuletide Love on top of it! LOL.

	I absolutely love this time of the year, because humanity is gentler, sweeter, and the spirit is there to do bigger, better, and more loving things towards our fellow humans (I wish everyday could be Christmas!)

	And I especially love being surrounded by my huge ass Puerto Rican/Louisiana French Creole Family; even if they get on my last nerve! LOL. 

	Equally, I know that this time of the year can be heartbreaking for some, as well as trying for those who may not have family, may be missing loved ones who have passed on, those who are far away from home at this time doing their duty to the country they love, our Service men & women (we thank you!!! Always!), I extend my love and family to you (you may throw them back lol, but we are here). 

	So here is my Christmas wish to you…

	That You be loved…May your Christmas be filled with Love… Joy…Peace…the ones nearest and dearest to you…whether through thoughts…or their physical nearness…the gift of the feeling that makes Christmas so amazing…and the dream of a more loving tomorrow… 

	With So Much Love,

	Alexandria Infante & Family
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Tell me what you do…
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	To make this a special time of the year!

	 

	First, I’d start the Week before, because my birthday is December 17th, so I always… must …throw an Ugly Sweater Party. I get to break out my executive chef skills, making party platers, Christmas Sangria, lots of Festive Drinks like Snowballs etc., and of course y’all COQUITOS!!!! Christmas ain’t lit if we ain’t got no coquitos! LOL 

	(I’ll put some recipes in the back of the book)

	 

	Then on Christmas day…I used to purposefully wake my kids at the butt crack of dawn (the teenagers especially, tee-hee-hee, they fricken hate that) make an extravagant breakfast, watch the Thanksgiving Day Parade, (it came on Christmas Day in Cali) then around 9am, we opened gifts, and traded past gift stories, as well as past gift horrors; (when my teens would literally go back to their rooms and go back to sleep lol.). Then my youngest, my mom, my abuelita, and I would spend the rest of the day cooking and just reminiscing on Christmases past, because we went to Midnight Mass, so no church on Christmas Day.

	 

	Later that day, my brothers, sisters, cousins, aunts, uncles, friends (you get it, the entire fam) would come over, then we’d all sit down to dinner, and just enjoy each other’s company.

	 

	We don’t do that anymore unfortunately, as both my aubelitas have passed on, my mom is 82 now so she doesn’t cook anymore, and my children are all grown, making Christmas memories of their own now. 

	As well, I moved to New York city eight years ago, so my youngest and I cook an awesome meal together, go see the Nutcracker, and paint the town red; I fricken love that kid!

	 

	Email me and tell me yours!

	LOL, I’d love to hear them! @BooksByeAle@gmail.com Subject line: what I do for Christmas
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	The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. 
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Chapter One

	New York

	Flatiron District
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	Joshua…

	McLeroy scowled as his personal assistant Levi walked into his office scowling too.

	“What?,” he snapped annoyed, with whatever it was already. He didn’t have time for the bullshit today, and for some reason the snow was actually pissing him off.

	“It’s about Oak. We received the papers a month ago, and you still haven’t given them an answer. They’ve added another zero to the offer,” Levi stated, when Josh’s scowl deepened.

	“And Rebekah can’t fucking do it?,” he fussed. “Liam hold for just one sec,” Josh said, placed the call on hold, then glared up at Levi.

	“I told you this a month ago as well. Rebekah is in France until next month,” Levi returned dryly, his dark brown face scrunching up, when Josh cut his eyes at him.

	“Fuck, I’ll deal with it once I close this deal, Levi,” he snapped back for a second time, then took the phone off hold waving Levi off. Levi sent him a withering look, then left his office.

	“I can do the twenty-sixth if that’s feasible for you Liam?,” Josh laughed into the phone, when Liam sent it back.

	“I’ll have my secretary call you if that works for me. I’m in Germany at the end of the week, so I’m not sure yet,” Liam said, when he grimaced.

	“No problem, just let me know when you’re free,” he faked enthusiasm in his voice, then hung up. 

	“Fucking shit!,” he hissed, because he needed this deal, it was the last one before he closed up shop for the year. 

	What Liam Owens was offering for his project would set him up for life. He exhaled, then swiveled in the chair to look out his office window. He glowered as he peered out over Central Park. To the average person, it might have appeared enchanting covered in snow, but all he saw was another obstacle he’d have to deal with. He was about the money, and nothing more. His heart died the year he realized that money meant power, and people ignored you if you didn’t have it.

	This was the year he promised himself, he’d hit billionaire, and he gave two shits on how he got there.

	As he sat there, it hit him finally what Levi said. He turned and finally looked at the papers Levi placed on his desk, then jerked them to him. 

	“Fuck!,” he hissed, then snatched up the phone. “Joshua McLeroy,” he said into the phone as Haskell’s secretary’s line connected, when she said just a moment, then transferred him to Haskell.

	“Cutting it a bit short aren’t you. You have two days to go out to the property, look it over, then either accept the deal or not, Joshua,” Haskell said exasperatedly.

	“Why can’t you just accept it, John? I couldn’t give two shits about it!,” he fussed, when John exhaled deeply into the phone.

	“That right there is exactly why I can’t. He put that clause in his will, Joshua, because he knew you. You have to spend one month there before you can actually sell it,” Haskell returned, when Josh growled, then spoke.

	“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me? There is no way that I can spend a fucking month there! I have shit to do, John!,” he cried, when John breathed out for a second time.

	“I don’t know what to tell you then, Josh. That is the only way that you can sell it, and it is iron clad in his will; so there ain’t shit I can do about that either. 

	“And since Road Gear is offering fifty-mill in this deal, I’d suggest you make the time; and get your ass out there,” Haskell countered, when Joshua choked on his coffee.

	“No one told me that?,” he wheezed continuing to cough. He knew his dad put not only blood sweat and tears into that ranch, but hundreds of thousands of dollars as well over the years.

	His dad was sick of living in the city, so he brought the ranch, and would go down every summer to work on it. He forced Joshua to go every summer as well until his twenty-first birthday, when he refused to go anymore and remained at school every summer thereafter. He hated that fucking work, even if he were good at it. 

	The chicks on the neighboring ranches were the only perks, and the fact that he would come back with abs for days for the new school year, and basically became a chick magnet. It was pretty much the only thing that kept him doing it through his teens.

	But he’d never found whatever it was that his father had, so it was annoying as fuck to be forced to go every year, and he’d be damned if he weren’t still forcing him to go even from the grave. His dad refused to come back to New York city for any length of time over the last fifteen-years. 

	Then in 2019, his dad moved his mom out to Texas, they only ventured to New York to see him and his sister during the holidays, or summer.

	When his dad died last year, his mom decided to move back to New York, because she said it just wasn’t the same without his father. 

	When they read the will, Josh was so shocked that his dad had left the ranch to him, and not his mom. He’d sat there for a good two minutes wide eyed and open mouth staring at his mother, when she simply laughed shaking her head. 

	She then explained that she didn’t want the ranch, and his father knew that. He would never leave it to Beka, because she had no clue how to run a ranch, and would probably rent it out to this movie star or that, ruining everything, he’d worked so hard at. She stated that his father said he knew that Joshua would be the only one to see it for its true beauty.

	Joshua had simply sat there, not wanting to burst her bubble as she patted his hand, then kissed his cheek. He hadn’t stepped foot on that place since he was twenty-one, despite the fact that his dad tried for years after to get him to. His dad stated that he worked too hard; and some day if he didn’t slow down, he’d drop dead from a heart attack.

	Crazy part, his dad had done exactly that at only sixty-five-years old!

	Josh exhaled, then concentrated on the conversation with John, imagining the look on his brown face.

	“Well, I’m sure at some point Levi did, now whether or not you paid him any attention is an altogether different matter. So, I’d suggest you clear your calendar, if you truly want to sell it, because that is the only way that you can.” Haskell stated.

	“Fine, I’ll fly out tomorrow.” Josh grumbled, when John laughed.

	“I figured that’d change your mind. Call me in a month.” Haskell laughed, then hung up.

	 


Crysler Building

	Josh’s Office
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	Joshua groaned…

	then drew the papers towards him once more. He was sure John was telling the truth, for the reason that John had been his father’s solicitor for the last thirty-five-years. He grew up with John’s kids Abagail and Chase, and he’d known John all his life. So he knew John meant what he said about his father’s will.

	“Fuuck!” He moaned, then buzzed Levi in.

	Levi folded his arms across his chest, sending him his Queenie Care Bear stare. It was basically Levi’s look for; “Bitch…I told you!” Josh attempted not to grin.

	“Fine, but if I have to fucking go to Texas for an entire fucking month, then you’re going with me.” Josh spat, Levi grinned, turned as if he was on fucking Top Model, then sashayed towards the door.

	“I am from Texas bitch. I guess you forgot. I’ll clear your schedule and book two…first class tickets.” Levi sent back as he strutted out the door, and Joshua tried not to laugh; despite his insolence.

	Levi had been his PA for the last six years, and besides his mother; Levi was pretty much the only other person on the planet who could tell him what to do. He rose, shrugged into his sportscoat, jerked up his wallet, then shut down his office.

	“Get this shit ready to leave by ten-am, Levi! I’m leaving for the day. If there’s a crisis, forward it to me.” He stated on his way out, Levi nodded waving him off, as he instructed Clarice on how to run the office for the next month, and Josh grinned.

	Levi could run his entire office from a smart phone and a tablet. He realized six months after he hired Levi what he had in Levi; which was the reason he put up with so much from his queenie ass.

	 


Downstairs

	Lobby
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	As Josh…

	headed down the elevator he sulked. He would need to call Crista and cancelled their weekend in Atlantic City. His scowl grew even deeper, for the reason that he knew it would end up in an argument. 

	He knew what the fuck Crista was about; it was the money, and if he lost it all today, she’d leave his ass in a heartbeat. He knew going in Crista wasn’t the lovage type, but she could suck the cum out of him in twenty-seconds flat, so he put up with her. Which was pretty much where he placed most women today besides his mother.

	He wasn’t stupid.

	He might be handsome, but they were after the millions he was worth. His father had put Levy & McLeroy on the map, and they’d served up billion-dollar contracts since the nineteen-seventies. Most people had no clue, but Rachel Levey was a shark, and far fiercer than his dad had ever been. 

	She commanded a court room, then decided to give it up when she met his father, got married, settled down and had him and his sister. He thought about Rebekah then. She was at that moment chasing some fuckboy Rapper in France, and he felt like slapping the shit out of her; for the reason that she couldn’t seem to get it that those assholes were worse than him. 

	He’d told her constantly that if a dog tells you about another dog, you
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