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Jagger doesn’t want much for the holidays—just an angel for Christmas. 

Christmas is the time to heal wounds and come together, especially if you’re an angel. Michael’s job for the last few hundred years has been to clean up the messes created by the humans and the demons. Although he loves his job, he wants more this Christmas than to watch everyone else be merry and bright. He loves the holiday and wants to share the day with someone special...especially once he sees Jagger. The sexy, but sad looking man has confessed he hates Christmas. 

Can a Christmas angel really sway the Scrooge and help him find more than just the beauty in Christmas?
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What would you like under the tree for Christmas?

Jagger Hill had been thinking about that question all day. What did he want? A man. A hot, sexy, willing male ready to warm his bed for more than one night. Was that too much to ask for? Probably.

He moved forward in line, queuing up behind a handful of little kids. He wasn’t the oldest person in line, but he was more than likely the oldest one to sit on Santa’s lap. Something had to work. His chances on the dating site hadn’t worked. Five dates and all with guys who just wanted a hook-up. He’d done those and wanted more. Then there was the date set up by Kelly. Her heart had been in the right place, but the guy wasn’t gay. 

He thought about his last long-term boyfriend, Kyler. He’d thought Kyler was the one...until he found Ky in their bed with another man. Instead of admitting guilt and begging for forgiveness, Ky informed Jagger he wanted someone else for the holidays. He wasn’t in love with Jagger any longer and wanted out. 

Two years later and December still sucked assholes. He sighed and folded his arms. The line was moving at a decent clip. A handful of the children cried, mostly when they had to have the obligatory picture taken. He didn’t want a photo. Nope, he simply wanted to get his Christmas wish in to the old man before the deadline. Asking on Christmas Eve was definitely right at the edge of the deadline. He doubted the holiday could get better, but he damn sure knew it wasn’t going to get worse. 

He snorted when he read the glitter encrusted sign. Welcome to Santa’s Cottage. For a moment, he’d misread the sign. Welcome to Satan’s Cottage. That pretty much summed up his holiday season. Plus, he could’ve sworn the sign said Satan. Oh well. 

Thick ropes of tree garland drooped from the ceiling and sprays of lights in the shape of snowflakes illuminated the corridors. Enormous single-color ornaments dangled from the ends of the signs on each of the stores. Yes, the mall looked a lot like Christmas. He sighed and turned his attention back to Santa.

The three kids in front of Jagger each took turns on the jolly old elf’s lap. One wanted a gigantic remote-control truck. The girl wanted a slew of dolls and the little boy wanted a puppy. 

Jagger snorted and adjusted his leather coat. He’d even take a puppy at this rate. He needed companionship. Maybe he should’ve looked into getting a dog before the depression set in. The doctor called him clinically depressed. He would’ve said lonely, sad and mildly depressed, but not clinically. 

The girl at the head of the line waved to him. Her oversized elf ears had slipped and her smile bright, but she seemed nice enough. “Your turn. Where’s your kid?”

“I’m the kid.”

“Perv,” she muttered. 

He shrugged. Maybe he did look like a perv. Oh well. He marched up the ramp and sat on Santa’s lap. “Hi. I’m Jagger.”

“You’re forward, too.” Santa smiled. He gripped the arm of his chair. “Do you want a photo, too? Or just to tell me what you’d like me to put on the list?”

“No picture.”

“Thank God.” Santa groaned. “Seventy-three kids and seventy-three flashes in my face. I need a rest.” He patted the thick upholstery on the chair. “Now, have you been good this year?”

“I’ve done the best with what I’ve got,” Jagger answered. He wasn’t kidding. He liked sex. He liked to mingle. There might have been an occasion or two where he’d had a few too many and gone home with a guy only to have the relationship last as long as the blow job, but who was honestly a total angel?

“I see. I’ll have to keep my eye on you.” Santa shifted in his seat. “What would you like for Christmas?”

“An angel.” 

“A what? A porcelain one?”

“No, no. Like the old song. An angel sent to me.” He’d loved that Shelly Fabares song so much. So the tune was hokey and the words were dated...he didn’t care.

“Ah. What do you want her to look like?” Santa asked.

Oh boy. Jagger fought the urge to roll his eyes. “I’d like him to be at least six feet tall. Brown hair. Shaggy hair, like just rolled out of bed shaggy. Blue eyes. Nice smile. Not a ton of chest hair. Great personality. Oh, and I want him to be the boyfriend type.” That about summed up what he’d wanted.

“You’re thorough.” Santa rubbed his chin. “That’s a tall order, pardon the pun.”

“I know. I figure you’re my last hope. I’ve tried meeting guys on my own. Tried the dating scene, the website thing, and the set up by friends thing. None of it has worked. If you can’t, then I’m hopeless, and December will forever suck.”

“Aren’t you positive?” Santa paused. His dark eyes glittered. “Does his name have to be Johnny?”

“Nope.”

“If you have this man come to you, you’ll enjoy the holiday?” Santa asked.

“I will.” Granted, he wanted the man to stick around and be more than short term, but love wasn’t going to happen overnight. 

“Well, I’ll see what can be done. You’re cutting it mighty close.”

“Don’t I know it.” Jagger slipped off Santa’s lap. “Thank you.” He nodded once, then plunked the eight dollars onto the counter. The attendant elf grinned. She handed him a printout. His photo with Santa. She’d taken the damn photo anyway. He groaned. 

“Thanks,” he told her, then headed down the main corridor of the mall. He’d seen his mission through. Now it was time to believe his wish would come true. He pulled his coat tighter around his body to keep the chill out and sprinted across the parking lot. At least the ice had melted. His breath floated away in the crisp air. Christ, it was cold. 

Jagger climbed into his car and drove the ten miles to Cridersville. He loved working with Reed at the bookstore and preferred the quiet of the store to the noise in the mall. He’d met plenty of interesting people at the store. Some of the customers came in search of rare books. Others simply wanted the newest paperbacks. He didn’t care. The smell of books reminded him of being a kid and spending time at the library. 

The stores along the main drag of Cridersville each had red bows on the doors. Garland wound into a Christmas bell decorated each of the streetlamps. Across the intersection, lights had been strung, giving the town an ethereal glow. On the square, the set of mechanical carolers sang Christmas songs and moved back and forth to the music. The lights on the massive tree glinted against the dark sky. The place reminded him of a card. Even the bookstore had been decorated for the season with lights around the exterior of the windows and faux snow sprayed on the interior. Everything felt so perfect...except his love life. He wanted someone to share the season with him. 

Hopefully, Santa would come through.

He strolled into the store and shrugged out of his coat. Reed, his boss, sat behind his desk. “Less than twelve hours until Christmas,” Reed said. “This is the last shopping day.”

“Yeah.” He hung his coat on the hook below his name. “You’ve got me down for the early evening shift. Need me to stay until closing?”

“We’re closing at nine. We’re all going home for a few days off. You guys deserve the break.” Reed shuffled his paperwork. The bells on the garland dangling from his desk jingled. “Kelly said you were heading to the mall. You hate shopping.”

“Normally, I do and yeah, I braved the mall. I wanted to ask Santa for something.” Jagger shrugged. “I sat on his lap, made my pitch, and am now hoping for the best.”

“What did you ask for?”

“My heart’s desire. An angel.” He might as well be honest. “Sounds dumb, right?”

“No.” Reed folded his hands. “You’re sure it was Santa?”

“That’s a dumb question. I went to the mall. Are you going to tell me the mall would hire someone who isn’t a verified Santa?” He rolled his eyes this time. “Of course I know he’s not the real Santa. He’s a guy dressed up in a suit, playing a role.”

“True.”

“He’s paid to tell those kids they’ll get what they want. I understand that. But you’ve seen my dating life lately. For the last two years, it’s been horrible. December is the worst. Guys want a quickie for the holidays. I want a boyfriend. I figure if I aim high, then I’ve got a better shot of getting what I want.”

“I hope you do.” Reed handed him a drawer full of money. “Take register two. Kel needs a break.” 

Jagger picked up the money, then paused. Something about Reed’s question struck him as odd. “What do you mean, am I sure it was Santa? Do you know something I don’t?”

“Me?” Reed shrugged. “Nothing more than anyone else.”

“Then why ask that?” He stood in the doorway. “You know something. I can feel it. Does this have to do with you and Matt? Your miraculous turnaround on Thanksgiving? Or does this have to do with Paul and the guy who looks one hell of a lot like Tristan?”

“Maybe.” Reed tossed the papers onto his desk. “I never told you the details.”

“I never asked.”

“Right. Well, there were some odd things that happened to Paul and to me and Matt. I can’t speak for Paul, but Matt and I had a run-in with a demon.” Reed put both hands in the air. “I know. Sounds nuts. If you were there, you’d agree it was nuts. This weird guy kept showing up. He’d say stuff like giving us our heart’s desire, if we did what he wanted. Did this Santa say that to you?”

He had to think. Hmm. “I don’t believe so. The heart’s desire part was all in my brain. I said what I wanted, but I never said those particular words.”

“Good. If someone comes up to you out of the blue and says he can give you your heart’s desire, walk away.”

“Walk away from what I want? Not a chance.” Jagger snorted. “I’ve been living in dating hell. I’d like to get out of that place.”

“I understand, but listen to me. It won’t end well.”

“Uh-huh.” Jagger tucked the drawer of money to his side. “How about we see if I got my Christmas wish? If it comes true, then I’ll deal with the consequences. If not, then everything’s good.”

“Whatever you say.”

Jagger turned on his heel and strode out of the office. Something about what Reed had said made him uneasy, but he doubted the Santa could really produce. What he’d asked for was just about impossible. An angel for Christmas. Oh well. Time to be nice to the customers and get through the last day before the crummy holiday.

Bah...humbug.
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