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  What Reviewers are Saying


“You smile all the way through…sensitive, thought-provoking, deep feelings and great banter.”~Judy, Booksprout. 

“ADORABLE!!! A heartwarming holiday novella that will leave you feeling all merry and bright!!! It has your Scrooge/Santa trope, office romance, and is filled with humor, tension, and chemistry.” ~CatsB, Goodreads.   

“Holly and Blake were very likable characters, and I loved how they got their happily ever after. The book was well-written, very engaging, and kept me turning the pages to the end.” ~GHoyle, BookBub 








  
  She wasn't looking for love, especially love dressed like Santa.
After a devastating breakup during Christmas past, Holly has one goal: survive the holidays and her new job while ignoring all things Christmas. Her plan goes sideways when a charming Santa at the mall urges her to give the holidays a second chance. 
Home for Christmas, Blake has sworn off romance until he gets a glimpse of the new girl in the office. When a charity gig has him working as the mall Santa Claus, he can’t resist being Santa to Holly’s Scrooge. But will the chemistry between Santa and Scrooge flame out when Holly finds out that Santa is the one guy she swore to never fall for? 
More Than a Gift is a fun, feel-good holiday romance novella (fade to black). 
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  Chapter 1


Blake Andrews stepped into his office for the first time in two months and found it decorated with Christmas décor. A twinkling Christmas tree stood in the corner, flanked by jolly snowmen. Glittering snowflakes hung from the ceiling. On his desk was an automated Santa sitting in the cockpit of an airplane. A small sign beside the plane read: Merry Christmas, Blake!
He smiled. Miss Betty and Miss Irene had outdone themselves this time. The two of them had been with Andrews and Sons Construction and General Contracting since his father founded the company over thirty years ago. He had grown up being adored by them.
“Look at this.” His older brother, Tristan, walked through the open door of his office, followed by Evan, his younger brother. “Now we know who Miss Betty and Miss Irene’s favorite is.”
Evan grinned. “They know he loves Christmas.”
Of all the holidays, Christmas was Blake’s favorite.
“I only got a tree and candy canes.” Evan handed Blake a foam cup filled with coffee.
“Thanks,” Blake said. He and his brothers were all part of his father’s company. He served as director of project management. He flew across the country, working with clients on the development of new construction projects, including the legal aspects, logistics, and design.
Evan stayed on the road, too, overseeing the various sites that were under construction. The eldest, Tristan, remained at the Nashville home office because he was chief of operations. Evan and Blake often teased Tristan about being the glorified office manager.
It was rare for all three of them to be together at the office. Blake hadn’t seen Tristan or Evan since October. Their conversation shifted to football and bowl games. Blake told Tristan that if he could get tickets to the Super Bowl, he would fly them there in the company’s new Cessna. He’d piloted his first plane when he was sixteen and discovered he loved being in a cockpit.
“You’ve got a deal,” Tristan said as his phone buzzed. He left Blake’s office to take the call, probably from a new girlfriend. When it came to Tristan, there were always new girlfriends. Plural.
Evan took his leave, too. He had company reports to finish before the end of the day.
Alone in his office, Blake sipped the coffee and glanced at the stack of mail waiting for him on his desk. He needed to go through it, plus he had an ICAO flight plan to file for his upcoming trip to Kansas City.
The brief business trip would be his last one until mid-January. He was ready for the holiday break, as he could use some downtime, even though he couldn’t say he was excited about it.
Nothing excited him anymore.
The screech of brakes drew his attention. He turned to the double window overlooking the street and the employees’ parking lot. He was surprised to see a sporty black Camaro whip into a parking space. Late, he thought with a grin, figuring the driver of the Camaro with a hood scoop had to be Logan, the IT guy.
The driver’s side door opened. It wasn’t Logan. A young woman emerged from the vehicle. The sunlight lit up the golden hair that spilled over her shoulders. A short, shimmering aqua dress hugged her torso, accentuating her curvaceous figure. She wore black leggings and slippers with the dress. He couldn’t look away.
Blake heard Logan call out from a window below: “TGIF!”
She extended her arms and twirled in the morning sunshine. Her flared skirt swirled, and Blake’s pulse went full throttle as he watched her. She had such an aura of energy and sexiness that he indulged in a fantasy of the two of them somewhere far away. Clothes scattered on the floor, enticing each other to the point of no return.
He hadn’t realized he was that desperate. Or, maybe, it was just that she was the first girl in ages that had triggered an instinctive reaction. As she retrieved a purple coat and tote bag from her car, curiosity got the best of him.
He took off out of his office and down the back stairs. The side door, through which employees entered the building, led into a small coatroom and a janitorial closet. As the side door opened, he disappeared into the closet. The smell of cleaning solutions almost stifled him. Holding the door slightly ajar, he watched through the crack. He told himself this was not stalking. He just wanted a closer look at her.
She came inside and let out an exhausted sigh as if she’d had a crazy morning.
She stopped a couple of feet from the janitorial closet and hung her coat on a wall peg. He checked out her hips and legs as she turned. They hinted at heaven.
“Holly.”
He heard Miss Betty’s stern voice. Betty Gaines had been the front office administrator ever since his father founded the business. “Did you get the water leak fixed?”
Holly. He committed his fantasy girl’s name to memory.
He got a close-up view of her face as she spoke to Betty. “My dad came over and turned the water off at the meter. A plumber is on his way.”
Blake studied her features. He loved her expressive golden-brown eyes. A sprinkle of freckles across her nose added a touch of mischief to her face. She had generous lips that begged to be kissed. He glanced at her hands, looking for a ring that would end his dream. The only ring she wore was a small pearl cluster on her right hand. He almost sagged with relief.
“This afternoon, we’re meeting in the break room to complete our plans for the Christmas party,” Miss Betty said. “I expect everyone to be there.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Holly had a charming smile. “I’m looking forward to it.”
He watched Holly’s smile gradually fade as Betty left. Then her face folded into a sour frown, like someone had stuck a piece of lemon in her mouth. “Christmas party,” she groaned with a roll of her eyes and another grimace. “Gimme a break.”
Surprised by her reaction to his favorite holiday, he shifted slightly, and the door creaked. She glanced at the janitorial closet. Shit. He froze and prayed she wouldn’t open the door.
She didn’t. She pushed off and left the room. Immediately, he was out of the closet and back up the stairs to his office. He ignored the stack of mail on his desk. Instead, he stood at the window, looking at Holly’s Camaro. A thousand questions rolled through his mind, and one question definitely needed to be answered.
Was she seeing Tristan, his playboy brother?
He strode across the hall to his brother’s office. Tristan and their father worked out of the Nashville office, managing the company’s day-to-day business. Besides his career, Tristan also had an active love life to manage. He was a well-known womanizer.
On his phone, he said, “Yeah, babe. Sure.” Leaning back in his desk chair, he crossed his feet on top of his desk. He wore Italian leather oxfords with his Armani suit, linen shirt, and silk tie. Tristan was always dressed in a suit and never a cheap one. On the other hand, Blake wore jeans and a flannel shirt-jacket over a navy pullover. Any time he could get out of wearing a tie, he did so.
Tristan glanced at him and held up his index finger. “Sweetheart,” he said to the girl on the phone. “I can’t wait. I’ll see you around eight. Bye.”
He put his phone on his desk and smiled. “You need something?”
Blake shrugged. “I saw you hired yourself a new squeeze.” He threw that out casually—like one brother teasing another.
Tristan blinked. “A what?”
Blake cleared his throat. “The blonde driving the black Camaro.” His heart thudded. “Young. Pretty. Not the typical team member in this office,” he pointed out. Practically all the women working in the downstairs offices were married with kids. Some with grandkids. There were only two or three employees who were under thirty. Logan, the IT guy, and Amy, who wasn’t Tristan’s type.
Tristan swung his feet off the desk and sat forward. “You must be talking about Holly.”
Blake shrugged as if he had no idea who Holly was.
“Yeah, she is cute and single and available as far as I know. But,” Tristan emphasized, “you know my personal policy. Never get involved with any of the women who work here. I keep my professional life separate from my private affairs. I always have, and I always will.”
“I would believe you if the office were filled with hot chicks, but it’s not.” Except for Holly.
“Why would I get involved with a girl who works here? I don’t need someone looking over my shoulder. If you get my drift.”
Blake got his drift.
“Besides, I didn’t hire Holly,” Tristan said. “Dad did. She’s Holly Ross. Her father is Mark Ross. One of Dad’s golfing buddies. Holly moved back here from New Orleans, and Mr. Ross talked to Dad about her. Then Dad gave me her resume and said we were hiring her. I asked him why, and he said she was qualified. Plus, he owed Mark Ross a favor.
“I did need someone to handle supply orders and vendors since I hadn’t replaced Mrs. North.” He rolled back in his chair. “Holly has been here since November first, and so far, she’s done a good job. We’ve had a few meetings about making some changes to our vendor list, and she’s handling that. Of course, Miss Betty has had to adjust to her.” Tristan gave his eyes a roll.
Blake grinned. Miss Betty was a straight-laced individual who believed in rules. His father sometimes brought them to the office when they were small kids, where they often ran wild until Miss Betty corralled them. “Boys, there are rules,” she would say firmly.
He thought of Holly twirling in the parking lot. Yeah, a free spirit would definitely give Miss Betty a headache.
“It’s been entertaining,” Tristan admitted with a chuckle. “During the suggestion portion of the monthly staff meeting, Holly spoke up and said she thought the ivory and tan colors in the building were so dull. Had we ever thought of brightening things up?”
Blake had to smile, thinking she brightened things up just by being.
“You should have seen the shock on everyone’s face. Especially Miss Betty and Miss Irene,” Tristan said. “Dad told her she could bring some things from home to brighten up her office if she wanted. So, the next thing I know, Betty and Irene are complaining to me.
“Holly had hung a feathered Mardi Gras mask and beads on the door to her office, and they thought that was too risqué. I reminded them that Dad had told her she could brighten up her office, and as long as she did her job, I didn’t care what she hung on the door. Miss Betty didn’t speak to me again for three days.”
Blake laughed and told his brother that he would treat him to lunch. Instead of returning to his office, he went downstairs and wandered past the reception area. The spacious break area was empty, as the morning had just started. Beyond the break room was another hallway. On either side were offices. He walked with a purpose, as if he had a destination in mind. His steps slowed as he reached the last door on the right.
A sexy black and gold half-mask decorated with a plume of black feathers hung on the door. He could picture her wearing it. The mask rested on a cascade of purple
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