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      When Evan, a polished businessman, wanders into a mall gift-wrap station, the last thing he expects is Leo—the sharp-tongued, playful wrapper who makes ribbons look downright dangerous. One gift becomes two, then twelve, as Evan keeps coming back with flimsy excuses and increasingly flirtatious banter.

      From cinnamon rolls to stolen almost-kisses by the carousel, every day brings them closer to the inevitable: a Christmas Eve that ends not with neatly tied bows, but with everything unwrapped.

      A steamy, funny, and heart-melting holiday MM romance—twelve gifts, twelve dates, and one unforgettable Christmas.
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      Evan hated Christmas shopping. Not the giving part, he liked picking out thoughtful things for the people he cared about. He hated the slog—over-lit stores blasting the same three songs, pushy clerks with atomizers, and text messages from his assistant reminding him to "be festive" like it was another meeting on his calendar.

      Today’s mission: cologne for his brother Nate. Nate was impossible to shop for. He was too rich to need anything, and too picky to fake enthusiasm. Evan stalked the gleaming fragrance counters, dodging clerks armed with scent strips.

      “Try this one, it’s woodsy,” one chirped, spraying a card and pushing it at him. It smelled like a pine tree had mugged a bar of soap.

      “I’m buying for my brother, not Paul Bunyan,” Evan said, sliding past. He got another spritz from another clerk—this one smelled like gasoline and lemon—and finally found something understated and expensive. The kind of cologne that came in a bottle heavy enough to be a weapon with a minimal label you had to guess at to recognize. In other words… Nate-proof.

      Satisfied, he crossed the mall concourse toward the parking garage, but stopped when a flash of glossy paper and ribbon caught his eye. A gift-wrap shop. In the middle of the mall concourse, tucked between a Santa photo station and a cell phone accessory cart. Normally, he wouldn’t give it a second glance. But the guy behind the counter…

      He was tall, lean, and wearing a red and white striped apron like a giant delicious candy cane over rolled-up sleeves. Dark hair flopped into his eyes as he smoothed out a sheet of emerald wrapping paper. His hands were quick and precise, folding sharp edges, sliding ribbon into place like it was second nature. And the little half-smile he wore—not for anyone in particular, just for himself—made Evan look twice.

      Evan slowed. No harm in letting someone else handle the wrapping. No harm at all.

      He didn’t look up as Evan approached. “Fancy wrap or basic?” His voice was lazy, almost bored. His name tag said Leo.

      Evan held up the cologne box. “Which one says ‘brother I tolerate but don’t want to hug’?”

      That earned him a glance from light brown eyes that were soft and a little amused. “We have a special called ‘emotionally distant family member.’ Only five bucks.”

      “Perfect,” Evan said, leaning on the counter. “I’ll take two.”

      Leo smirked, taking the box. “Two brothers you tolerate?”

      “No. One box I might drop on the way home.”

      “You’re charming. Also, you’re brave for choosing cologne. Hope your brother doesn’t think you’re calling him smelly.” Leo started wrapping, his fingers deft, creases crisp as origami. The flex of lean muscle in his exposed forearms made Evan stare too long. “Big spender like you ever consider learning to wrap your own gifts?”

      “Why would I ruin an entire industry?” Evan shot back. “I’m stimulating the economy.”

      “Stimulating something,” Leo murmured, tucking the ribbon just so. “You want a bow?”

      “Does it cost extra?”

      “A dollar more.”

      Evan tilted his head, pretending to consider. “Does the dollar go to you personally or to the kiosk overlords?”

      “Overlords take their cut,” Leo said, smoothing down the paper. “But I’ll let you watch me tie it.”

      Evan grinned. “Sold.”

      “I bet you’re one of those guys who thinks tape is for amateurs.”

      “Not at all,” Evan teased. “I can see it requires great skill. I have butterfingers, sadly.”

      Leo worked quickly, and Evan watched his hands more than the wrapping. Clean, capable hands, with neatly trimmed nails.

      Evan watched him work, impressed despite himself. “Let me guess. College kid making holiday cash? Or failed magician hiding out in retail?”

      Leo raised an eyebrow. “And you? Lawyer, investment banker, or professional gift shopper?”

      “Investment banker. With a side hustle in harassing innocent shop workers.”

      “Figures.” Leo slid the finished box across the counter. Crisp corners, flawless bow. “Best-dressed cologne bottle in town.”

      Evan picked it up, deliberately brushing Leo’s fingers. “I’ll try not to mess it up.”

      Leo’s mouth twitched. “Good luck with that.” His chestnut eyes were a shade warmer now.

      “See you around,” Evan said casually, already deciding he’d be back tomorrow.

      As Evan walked away, the sound of bad mall carols and shrieking kids faded behind him. He caught himself smiling at nothing in particular. He’d just paid five bucks for something he could’ve done himself.

      But it was worth every penny.
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      The store bell jingled like it was on commission. Every time the door opened, it sounded like an overeager elf yelling, Spend money!

      Evan pushed it open with his shoulder because his hands were full holding a stupidly large shopping bag crammed with things he absolutely did not need. He told himself he was there to pick up a candle for his mother. He argued with himself that he could’ve bought it online. He told himself a lot of things while power-walking here in a suit that cost almost as much as his car.

      Evan had no business being in the men’s section of Westbridge again. His brother’s cologne was already sitting in a perfectly wrapped box in his living room, smug as hell about being finished early. Normal people would pat themselves on the back and call it a win. Normal people would not be prowling the store the very next afternoon, scanning for something—anything—that could plausibly require gift wrapping.

      “Maybe socks,” Evan muttered to himself, sidestepping an older woman debating between two cashmere scarves. “People always need socks.”

      He stopped in front of an entire display of socks. There were stripes, dots, cartoon reindeer with suspiciously suggestive antlers. None of these said ‘grown man buying thoughtful Christmas gifts.’ They all said ‘I am twelve and on a sugar high.’

      He grabbed a pair anyway. The point wasn’t the gift. The point was Leo.

      The point was the way the guy at the gift wrap counter had leaned on his elbows yesterday like he was hosting a talk show and Evan was the reluctant celebrity guest. That and the little quirk of his mouth that suggested he was always one bad decision away from grinning.

      “Excuse me, sir, do you need help choosing?” a sales associate asked.

      “No,” Evan said too fast. Then, realizing how suspicious that sounded, he added, “I know exactly what I want. Socks. For… a cousin.” Which was technically true. He had a cousin somewhere.

      Ten minutes later, Evan walked toward the gift wrap counter like a man approaching a first date he hadn’t officially scheduled. Leo was there again—of course he was—wearing a forest-green apron dusted with bits of gold ribbon like someone had just shaken him out of a holiday snow globe.

      His workstation was organized chaos. Rolls of wrapping paper in every color and pattern stood behind him like soldiers at attention. Spools of velvety, satiny, and sparkly ribbon dangled over his shoulder. The counter was littered with rolls of tape, scissors, and glue, and a basket of brightly colored bows glittered beside him.

      The shop was warm, lit with little white twinkle lights, and smelled like cinnamon and something sweet he couldn’t place. Sugar cookies? Peppermint fudge? He’d have to ask Leo later. Evan was already rehearsing a casual way to do it: What’s that smell? No, not you—well, you too, but I meant the air… Yeah. Smooth.

      Evan watched as Leo finished his task, hair falling forward as he measured a length of ribbon, tongue poking out in concentration. He didn’t look up right away, and Evan allowed himself a full five seconds to stare before clearing his throat.

      “Back again,” Leo said without missing a beat. He straightened, sweeping his hair out of his face. “Don’t tell me you already ran out of cologne for your brother.”

      Evan held up the shopping bag like evidence. “I had to get something else for him. You know, to balance the scales. You wrap too well. I was worried it’d make my single gift look lazy.”

      “Ah,” Leo said, leaning on the counter with mock gravity. “The tragic plight of the overachieving gift-wrapper. Making civilians feel inadequate since…always.”

      Evan stepped closer, setting the bag down. “So what’s your hourly rate for sabotage? I need the wrap job on this one to look just a little worse.”

      “Impossible,” Leo said with a grin. “My worst work is still better than everyone else’s best.” He pulled the bag toward him. “What’d you get?”

      “Socks?” Evan couldn’t figure out why he’d made it a question.

      “Socks, how… original. I don’t suppose tomorrow you’ll realize he needs Italian leather shoes to complement these.” He reached into the bag and pulled out the package. “I admire the commitment, you know. Coming back here just to see me.”

      Evan’s ears went hot. “What
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