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Rex Goodman was your average office joe. He was a hard worker and anything that needed to be complete in a timely manner he was the man to go to. Rex was also the butt end of many office jokes. Several of his colleagues would joke around, exposing a secret he was trying to hide from a particular co-worker. Everyone knew he liked the woman who worked beside him in the cubicle to his left. Dixie Wilson was her name, and she inadvertently turned Rex’s gears every time she gazed at him with her sapphire eyes.

This year Rex wanted it to be different. He wanted to face his fears and approach Dixie with confidence and ask her to coffee or lunch. However, every opportunity he had he choked up and froze. He knew she was becoming unhinged with every awkward stare Rex gave her.

“Is there something wrong?” Dixie finally caved and asked.

“N-no.” Rex stuttered, trying to form a sentence that was comprehensive.

“You do this every day.” She poured fresh coffee into her mug, annoyed.

“Sorry.” He slipped away and disappeared into his cubicle.

He sank in his chair trying to hide, yet he groaned to himself when he remembered she sat next to him.

“I’ll never be able to do this.” He whined.

“Do what?” Dixie chimed in while taking a seat at her desk.

“Huh?” Rex straightened up in his chair after realizing it was Dixie. “Nothing.” He later answered.

“Whatever it is, I can help.” She smiled.

His heart raced with every flash of white she gave. He had all he could do to stop himself from clutching his lovesick heart. Behind Dixie, one of their colleagues appeared and made a kissy face toward Rex. He sneered at him and Dixie noticed. Her brows sunk down, and she pivoted her upper body to inspect the situation behind her. When no one was around her head tilted to the side. Her eyes rejoined Rex’s but this time they had confusion written in them.

“Was that meant for me?” She had a touch of sadness in her voice.

“What? No!” He became defensive.

She sighed and lifted one corner of her mouth from disgust. She twisted herself, faced her computer and ignored him there after. Rex beat himself up quietly while he pieced together a plan to break the ice with an apology. In the distance, several people laughed, and he heard their cackles. He looked behind himself and noticed how they tried to conceal their mouths. He knew they were talking about him. He rolled his eyes and turned around to finish his work.

As time seemed to move slower from that moment on, Rex couldn’t help but feel Dixie’s eyes glare at him from the corner. He took a deep breath and licked his parched lips.

“I’m sorry. It wasn’t meant for you. It was for someone else.” He confessed.

“Next time be mindful of who is in front of you. They might get the wrong idea.” She spoke with forgiveness in her tone.

“I promise.” He exhaled softly.

For the remainder of day he worked diligently and stole glances at Dixie when he was sure she wouldn’t notice. Every once in a while a co-worker would tease him and his inability to ask her out. It became bothersome for him, but after a while he got over it and ignored it. Just when he was ready to throw in the towel and cease his intentions of asking Dixie out, a change in his luck surfaced.

“What’s this?” He asked himself while examining an email sent company wide.

He thumbed through the email and became intrigued when an opportunity arose that would hopefully help him get a step closer to Dixie.

“Ha! Secret Santa again this year?” Dixie blurted. “They need something new for next year.”

Rex crossed his fingers in hopes he would draw her name. This would be the gateway he needed to overcome his fear. He ran his fingers through his black hair hoping Dixie would look over and ponder a conversation starter. He signed up for Secret Santa and leaned in toward Dixie.

“Are you signing up for Secret Santa?”

“I haven’t decided.” She replied without hesitation.

“What’s holding you up?” Rex wondered.

“Last year Fernando picked me and needless to say it was embarrassing.” She scanned the office for Fernando.

“What did he get you?” He asked with curiosity.

“This.” She slapped it down on her desk.

“Is that a…” Rex gulped.

“Yes.” Dixie sank in her chair.

“I can’t believe he got you stress balls. Literally. They’re balls!”

“Don’t rub it in.” She spat.

“Sorry.” He cleared his throat. “I can see how that’s embarrassing.” He admitted.

“Yeah.” Dixie whispered. “Apparently you can hook them under your desk and they just hang there waiting to be squeezed.”

Rex choked on his drink and Dixie banged on his back to help him dislodge it from his throat.

“Are you okay?” Her eyes expressed worry.

“I’ll be fine.” He wiped his mouth with a napkin.

Truth be told, he wasn’t expecting her to say something like that. It caught him off guard, yet he liked it. It added a fun layer to her personality.

“You should sign up, anyway. Who knows, maybe you’ll get lucky this time and get something nice instead of naughty.” Rex chuckled.

“I guess.” She shrugged.

“Do it.” He egged her on.

“All right.”

Dixie gave in and added her name to the roster for the Secret Santa office party. In her mind she prayed she wouldn’t get Fernando again.

“If I get Fernando, I’m quitting, changing my name and moving out of here. I don’t think I can take that embarrassment again.” She showed vulnerability.

“Just have a little faith.” Rex comforted her.

Dixie smiled once more and resumed her work. In the midst of typing, she wondered what Rex had received the previous year from his secret Santa.

“What did you get from your secret Santa last year?”

“I didn’t sign up last year.” He answered. “I wasn’t sure if anyone would want to get me anything. I had just started working here around that time.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right. I remember wanting to confront you and show you around, but I wasn’t sure how to approach you.”

Rex’s brow lifted for a moment. Was she battling the same as he? If so, how was it she seemed comfortable around him? He shook himself from his thoughts and focused back on the conversation.

“It’s funny how things work out, huh? Now I don’t have that issue. I feel like I can confide in you most than anyone else around here.”

A slow grin appeared across his face as he found out something about her he wouldn’t otherwise know.

“You’re pulling my leg. There has to be other people you talk to.”

“Other than my best friend, no.” She confessed.

For the first time, Rex felt comfortable. It was a new feeling to him. All the other times he had been too shy to even say anything to her. This was different. He pondered asking her out then, but the question became trapped in his lips before he knew it.

“Who are you hoping to get this year?” Dixie questioned.

Rex gulped hard and his throat turned dry. He grabbed for his drink and sipped it. She waited for an answer but he kept chugging his drink down. She breezed by the question understanding it might have been too personal.

“I need to concentrate on work, anyway.” She spoke.

Rex cursed himself continuously. He should have just made up an answer, however that might have planted a seed of doubt in her mind in the off chance she liked him. Either way, the outcome looked bad.

“Attention everyone!” A loud throat clear reverberated across the office.

Everyone in the office diverted their attention to their boss who had emerged with an announcement.

“Anyone who signed up for Secret Santa, names will be taken tomorrow and drawn.”

“Let’s hope no one gets Fernando!” One worker laughed.

“I don’t want to be on the receiving end of that gift!” Another worker called out.

“Who was it that got him last year?” A voice asked in a far off corner.

“Dixie!” Another answered.

Uproarious cackling consumed the office and Dixie let her curvy body slide down her chair. Her cheeks became tinted with a hint of red from embarrassment. She tried to hide her face behind her blonde hair, but Rex knew what she was concealing by the look in her eyes and cheeks. Rex figured out in that moment he wasn’t alone for office teasing.

“Enough everyone. There’s no problem with modesty in the workplace.” The boss gave a stern look to the instigators. “Be ready to write your names and pick a name. Keep all gifts clean this year. That goes double for you Fernando.”

Soft giggles filled the air, and the boss shook his head in disgust.

“So much immaturity.” The boss huffed before excusing himself.

“No one will let me live that down.” Dixie whispered. “I’m already regretting signing up again.”
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The following day arrived and pieces of paper were laying on every desk in the office. One by one every name was written and folded in half. Each piece of paper was placed in sight waiting for collection. Rex arrived before Dixie and signed his name on the paper provided. He watched the door intently looking for Dixie. When she showed, the lump in his throat disappeared.

“Good morning.” Rex was cheerful.

“Good morning.” Dixie removed her coat.

Her cheeks were stained with a rosy hue from the cold air outside. She sat down in her chair and ignored the paper in plain sight. The tint in her cheeks slowly faded as she warmed up from being inside. Rex gave her some time to settle in before questioning her.

“Are you going to sign your name?” He pointed to the paper.

Dixie sighed and made the motions of picking a pen. Her hand stopped moments before reaching the cup of pens. Was it really that hard and embarrassing for her to go through with it?

“You sign it.” She tossed the paper to Rex.

Shock took over his face when she placed a pen in his hand. She was serious. She wanted him to sign her name on the paper. Rex grasped the pen in his long fingers and scribbled her name. He folded the paper in half and laid it next to his.

Shortly after, the boss appeared. Dixie held her hand to her mouth when she spotted the
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