

    
        
          Next Door Santa

        

        
        
          S L Hollister

        

        
          Published by Dragonfly River Press, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NEXT DOOR SANTA

    

    
      First edition. November 20, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 S L Hollister.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223865810

    

    
    
      Written by S L Hollister.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Next Door Santa

Further Reading: Remy's Dilemma

Also By S L Hollister

About the Author

About the Publisher


“You’d make a sexy Mrs. Santa,” the store Santa called to her as she walked past, intent on her shopping. 

Kayla wouldn’t have stopped, but the voice was familiar. Turning around, she went back to see and yes, sure enough, the store Santa was her neighbor, Rylan. Rylan James was the last person she’d have associated with a store Santa. “What are you doing?” She whispered, barely holding back a laugh. 

He shrugged his broad shoulders. “My buddy is the store’s manager, and he needed a Santa quick. He knew I had a suit.”

Kayla pursed her lips, her smile barely containing the laughter that threatened to spill out. “You already had a Santa suit?” She noted his suit wasn’t the traditional costume she was used to seeing. It wasn’t velvet or fake fur, nor was it trimmed with lots of white fluff. Rylan looked like a sexy lumberjack with his red and green plaid shirt, quilted red vest and dark green pants that looked almost black and fit his thick thighs like a second skin. His black boots were more biker dude than Santa-wear and were large enough to have their own zip code. He wore a knitted beanie in stripes of red, white and green instead of a fur-lined velvet hat. His premature gray hair and beard made it perfectly believable that he could be the big guy’s younger, hotter brother, but Santa Claus...nah. 

“Actually, I have several Santa outfits.” He winked at her. Leaning close, he whispered, “One that could get me on Santa’s naughty list.”  

Kayla shouldn’t ask, but she couldn’t resist. Rylan was just too handsome, and they’d been flirting ever since she’d moved in next door back in July. It was nothing serious. He was hardly someone who’d date a plump divorced librarian. As her ex-husband had often told her, she was boring and predictable. She was not a woman who inspired lustful thoughts in a sexy Santa. Even this trip to the local mega store was something she did twice a month, always on a Wednesday and always in time for her to grab lunch at one of the local eateries before going home alone. Predictable. Boring. Shoving boring Kayla out of her head, she rolled her shoulders and leaned close. “You have more than one Santa suit?”

Rylan closed the distance between them, curling around her. “Yes, I have the traditional red velvet suit, this outfit and one I only show to special people.” He waggled his eyebrows. 

They needed trimming, but she guessed Santa needed fluffy brows. She needed something cold to chill out and cool the hot flash she was having. Her cheeks flamed and the reindeer on her holiday tee shirt were getting bug-eyed from her nipples puckering. This man sure knew how to turn her buttons. She pushed the thought of hot, sweaty sex with Santa out of her mind and sighed. “Some lucky people...” She was imagining one of the red Santa outfits she’d seen in a gift catalog. Rylan had the body of a weightlifter. She’d seen him shirtless, working in his backyard this summer. Yeah, he would melt the North Pole if he wore those silky red boxer briefs. 

“Are you free for lunch? I don’t have to be back here until after 2. I’d love company. What do you like to eat?” He was taking her by the arm and leading her out of the store. 

“What, uh, yeah,” she stammered, confused. Stumbling along beside him, Kayla tried not to trip and fall flat on her face. Okay, it was okay to mix things up. She could buy ice cream if she went out to eat now instead of after shopping. “I’m easy...I mean, I like most things.” She blushed at her own double entendre. She was so out of her element. 

“Have you ever eaten Thia? The new Asian restaurant that just opened has a lot of Thia food. I love the spice.” 

Kayla seldom ate spicy foods. She’d not grown up eating adventurously but as an adult she’d experimented with some spice. “I’ve never tried Thia, but I love most Asian cuisine.” She even liked sushi, which had surprised her ex-husband when he’d heard about it. His comments about everything she did after their divorce were the final catalyst in her taking the job in North Carolina. 

Kayla followed Rylan to his truck and nervously allowed him to help her up. The big, red truck could have been Santa’s sleigh, if Santa was into 4X4s. “So, tell me, why do you have so many Santa suits?” 

“Ah, I knew the shy librarian was a guise for an inquisitive mind.” He winked at her. “I’m a member of a group who portrays Santa at several locations, mostly hospitals and nursing homes, a few shelters, that kind of thing.” 

Kayla stared at him. “That’s so kind of you, and it’s a group?”

He nodded and pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant. He parked and came around to open her door without giving her time to resist. She hadn’t quite gotten used to the southern manners she’d experienced since moving here. His big hand enclosed her smaller one and her heart skipped a beat. Kayla feared she’d pass out just from touching him. God, she was such a dork. Her ex was right. She needed to get out more, be brave. 

The young waitress seated them and gave them menus. After taking their drink orders, Kayla was once again left alone with the hunky Santa. “What do you suggest?”

“How much spice do you like?” 

His eyes twinkled, and Kayla wasn’t sure if he was still talking about food or something else. “I want to believe I can handle any kind of spice, but I am a novice so, I guess I should take it easy.”

“Where’s your adventurous spirit?”

“I’m a librarian. We’re not known for our adventurous natures.”

“Quite the contrary, I have heard of librarians on horseback who carried books to rural communities, librarians who risked their lives to save books during wartime and other calamities, and we can’t forget a whole adventure series based on a librarian.” 

Kayla snorted. “I’m hardly that kind of librarian.”

“Yet you left your home to take a job in an unfamiliar city. You risk your life to take books to the Boys and Girls Club and shelters around town.”

“How did you know I did that?” She demanded, her face burning. The Boys and Girls Club had been a big part of her growing up. She’d practically lived there after school and wanted to give back to the organization any way she could. While she and her mom hadn’t had to live in a shelter, they’d come close a time or two, and she’d often volunteered at local shelters when still in Ohio. It was another passion of hers. People ignored homeless people, but there were many people who teetered on the edge of homelessness daily. It was her need for security that had led her to marry so quickly and regret it almost immediately. 

“I’ve seen you when I was working.” He winked at her. “I think you have more of an adventurous spirit than you give yourself credit for.”

She laughed and shook her head. While she might disagree with him, she liked his assessment of her. Could she be a closet adventurer?  

Their waitress returned and she let him order for her. 

He took her hand in his. “Don’t worry, the items I ordered have varying degrees of heat. If you don’t like one, you’ll find something else you will like.” 

“I take it you like spice.” Her cheeks heated knowing she was stepping into danger. 

He toyed with her hand, tickling her palm with his callused fingers. “Oh yeah, it’s one of my vices.”

“Do you have a lot of vices?” She hadn’t meant to ask, but he brought out the daring in her.

“Ah, yes, I’m afraid my neighbor has inspired me to get on Santa’s naughty list.”

She blushed. “Which neighbor?” Her voice squeaked a little, and she pulled her hand from his to take a sip of water.

He laughed, and the sound sent tingles down her spine. “You, my lovely. I have a list of reindeer games just for you,” he teased. 

The waitress brought their food, and Kayla thought she’d steer the conversation to a safer subject. “So why did you decide to become a Santa?”

Rylan was quiet for a moment, and Kayla looked up to see raw emotion on his face before he masked it. 

She put her hand over his and apologized. “I’m sorry. Did I ask something I shouldn’t have?”

“No, it’s a legitimate question.” He sighed. “My daughter died of cancer. She was only six years old. After she died, I couldn’t cope. I lost my wife and my job. For a while, things were pretty bleak. Then I attended a meeting for parents who’ve lost children. Crystal, my daughter, loved Christmas, and when some of the other parents talked about doing something to honor their dead children, I knew whatever I did had to be about Christmas. Me and a couple of other dads started the Santa Patrol.” 

He ducked his head for a moment, but when he looked up, he gave her a smile that touched her deep inside. Her attraction to Rylan just skyrocketed from the hot dude next door to oh-my-god melting my panties hot. She blinked back the mix of emotions. 

“We honor our kids by bringing a little joy to other kids. I have trouble going to the cancer wards, but I go,” his voice cracked when he said it. “I go because I know it would have made Crystal happy.” He widened his eyes as if to hold back tears. 

“Well, I bet she would never have expected random women to be having sexy thoughts about her dad as Santa Claus,” Kayla said to lighten the mood. 

He waggled those brows. “No, but I was hoping you’d be into Santa. You’d make an awfully sexy Mrs. Claus.” 

“Now hold your package, Santa. I’ve been























































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
-
S’ OL "‘(9llis’rer





