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            Welcome to the Holliday Island Resorts Series!

          

        

      

    

    
      After growing his Alaskan resort empire into the “honeymooner’s paradise of the world,” Gordon Holliday is ready to retire. But there’s no way he can cruise the globe in his luxury yacht until his sons are groomed and polished into proper executives to take his place. There’s just one catch: He’s convinced their biggest current job requirement is marriage! So when the Christmas magnate starts scheming, he needs the perfect partner to help him push his boys into their own version of happily-ever-after.

      To help find the perfect matches for his nine, billionaire playboy sons, he secretly enlists the help of high-end matchmaker, Evelyn Reese of True Love Connection, Inc. (TLC.net). Gordon will have to challenge each of his sons to come home for the holidays and hopefully meet the women made just for them. His scheme has Evelyn visiting the islands under the auspices of becoming a future investor to work her magic. What ensues is a delightful romp of sizzling new business “partnerships” and dates, laugh-out-loud mayhem and sweet holiday attractions. You won’t want to miss a single one! Find the entire series here:

      Holliday Islands Resorts

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Gordon Holliday paced his office, his mind buzzing with thoughts, doubts, and worries. This was it. He was going to retire and turn his multibillion-dollar resorts over to his sons.

      The resorts, a string of specialty-themed islands dotted like jewels along the western coast of Alaska, was his legacy and, if managed well, should continue to bring joy, fun, and wealth to his family for generations to come.

      The problem was how to ensure his sons were up to the task of carrying this legacy on. After all, how could it become a legacy if they didn’t have families of their own?

      Gordon’s eyes scanned his wide mahogany desk, the polished bookshelves, the opulent furnishings and family photos filling his office. But no spark of an idea came. He needed to find the perfect matches for his boys, like his own happy-ever-after with his wonderful first wife. But when she passed, he made mistakes and now dealt with an ex-wife that was eccentric at best. He didn’t want to see that happen to his sons and hoped they found love and a purpose for their islands, ones that would bring joy to many.

      “But how? How do I do it?” His smooth voice echoed in his office. “I’ll need help.”

      His eyes fell on a newspaper resting on his desk. A funny picture of Santa and his sleigh leaping into the sky made him smile. Then he scowled at the headline.

      Matchmaker finds Mrs. Claus for everyone’s favorite Santa.

      “Matchmaker? They still have those?” He shook his head, picked up the paper, and read through the article until he came to a picture of a smiling Santa and Mrs. Claus kissing while a pretty woman stood by, eyes bright. “Hmm, that might work.”

      Gordon set the paper aside and looked at his leather blotter and desk calendar. If he could talk to the woman, get her out here and find the right women to parade in front of his sons, he might be able to wrap this thing up before the end of the year. Then he could step into a blissful retirement.

      Gordon began to pace his office. The holiday season was just around the corner and his boys knew he would need them home to run the resorts, each tailored to the things his boys love.

      A smile tugged at his lips, making his handsome face glow. “Yes, this just might work.” His fingers dialed a number before his mind could catch up, and a plan was born from desire, need, and hopefully, destiny.

      “True Love Connections, how may I help you?” The voice on the other end of the line was soft and warm, sending shivers down Gordon’s spine.

      “I’d like to speak with Evelyn Reese.”

      “This is Ms. Reese.”

      He smiled at the confidence in her voice. “This is Gordon Holliday. I own the Holliday Island Resorts in Alaska.”

      “Oh!” the voice rose. “How can I help you?”

      Gordon’s smile stretched. He was used to people being startled by him. “I’m looking for a matchmaker.”

      “Oh!”

      This time he chuckled. Everyone knew about his messy divorce and he was pretty sure the woman on the other end of the line was trying to understand why he was calling when he had sworn never to marry again. Something else the world knew.

      “How can I help you?” she finally asked.

      “I’d like some help finding the perfect matches for my sons.”

      “Sons? Plural?”

      “Yes. There are nine of them, though I think one is on the fence about a girl right now.”

      “Can you give me a few more details?”

      “How about we meet?” Gordon’s grin would give the Cheshire Cat a run for his money.

      “You’re in New York?”

      “No. I’ll send my jet for you. How do you feel about Alaska?”

      Silence echoed over the line and Gordon pulled the receiver from his ear and stared at it.

      “Alaska?” she repeated, flustered.

      “Yep. Alaska. You can come here and work your magic. I have nine island resorts, each with different themes to match my sons’ personalities. You could have a look around and we could discuss the job. You are free, aren’t you? There would be a significant bonus involved for working during the holiday rush.”

      “Bonus?”

      Gordon bit his lip. He’d shocked her, but hoped she would agree. “Ms. Reese? Are you available?”

      “Available. Yes, yes, I’m available. I need to get a few things in order, but I think I can help you.”

      “Good, good. I’ll tell the pilot to get warmed up. He’ll be there tomorrow.”

      “Oh my. Alright, I’ll be ready. Is there anything else I need to know?”

      “Only that I’d like this wrapped up by the new year.”

      “That’s a tall order,” she said, voice flat.

      “Are you afraid you aren’t up to the challenge?”

      “No.”

      Annoyance laced her voice now and he chuckled. “Good, I’ll see you in a couple of days.” He hung up the phone and laughed at the crazy scheme.

      Once again, he looked at the picture in the paper and tapped the kissing Santa. “Wish me luck, old man,” he laughed. “I think we’ll need a lot of it to pull this off without a hitch.”
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      “Clarice!” Evelyn yelled, drawing her daughter into the room. “Help me pack.”

      “Pack? Where are you going?”

      “Alaska.”

      “Alaska! What? How?”

      Evelyn pulled several files out of a desk drawer. “Gordon Holliday has hired me.” She stopped, wanting to say more but not willing to give away her purpose.

      “The Gordon Holliday?”

      “Yes. The Gordon Holliday.”

      “Mom, he’s one of the wealthiest men in the nation, maybe the world!”

      “I know. Mr. Holliday is sending a jet for me.”

      “Oh, man. I’d love to see his resort. Well, resorts, I guess. I’d fit right in.” Her daughter’s eyes went dreamy.

      “Why don’t you apply for a job?” Evelyn moved around her desk. “You might enjoy it and it will get you out of this place.”

      Clarice glanced around the office. “Yes, I could use a change of pace.”

      “You go apply,” Evelyn smiled. “I’ll pack and see what I can do to help.”

      “Thanks, Mom.” Clarice smiled. “This might be what we both need.”

      Evelyn watched her daughter leave her office. She knew how much Clarice had been through and hoped a change would put her back on the right track. Every parent wanted their children to be happy.

      She smiled and thought of Gordon Holliday. Wasn’t that what he was after? Or was he looking for a love of his own? Soon she would be at his resort and find out what he had in mind.

      A thrill ran through Evelyn as she thought of her business and the boon this job would be to her. Her matchmaking business, True Love Connections, had been a great success, with over ninety percent of matches creating happy couples. She hoped she could do the same thing for Mr. Holliday.

      Her eyes flicked back to the door Clarice disappeared through. If only it was as simple with her child.

      Pushing her worries away, Evelyn went home to pack her bags, searching for her warmest clothing in the back of her closet. She didn’t know what an Alaskan winter might be like, but she suspected an extended stay in the frozen north and wanted to be prepared.

      She still couldn’t believe this was happening and knew many of her troubles would be fixed with this one trip.

      Evelyn thought of the man who made the call. His voice was warm, rich, and cultured. Gordon Holliday was nice-looking if she remembered the pictures in the paper. It might be fun working with the resort owner.

      Pausing, Evelyn looked around her room, wondering if the billionaire would be demanding. She knew he’d sworn off love, but did that mean he didn’t believe true love existed? Even those who’d suffered through the pain and sorrow of loss still believed in love, didn’t they?

      Shaking her head, Evelyn dispelled the thoughts and focused on getting ready to wing her way to Alaska. The world-famous Holliday Island Resorts were designed for lovers of specific sports, shows, shops, and more. One thing she was sure of, it wouldn’t be a boring or a tiresome stay.
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        * * *

      

      “Mom, a man’s here to see you.”

      “What?” Evelyn stepped out of her room and peered into the hall. “Who?”

      “He says he’s your driver.”

      “But I don’t leave until tomorrow.” She hurried downstairs. “Hello, what are you doing here now?”

      “Mr. Holliday has ordered the car and provided a room near the airport, ma’am.” A driver in a black suit and sharp cap offered. “He doesn’t want you to miss your flight.”

      “Oh, I see. Of course.” Evelyn looked at Clarice, who shrugged. She shrugged back then gave her attention back to the driver. “I’ll only be a minute.”

      Clarice invited the man inside while Evelyn finished packing, collecting her toiletries and other items she couldn’t live without. Mr. Holliday was certainly in a hurry to get her to Alaska.

      A smile flickered across her face as she applied fresh lipstick, contacted her secretary, and organized the business to run while she was away. Claricecould manage much of the work unless she ended up at the resort as well. After all, her daughter was the one who had created the algorithms that worked at matching couples.

      Evelyn strolled out of her room with her bags packed, leaning in to kiss her daughter while the driver took her suitcases to the car.

      “Can you get me information on the Hollidays?” she asked, brushing her lipstick from Clarice’s cheek. “I’ll start my research on the family while I’m in the air.”

      “Sure,” Clarice smiled. “Have fun, Mom. This is exciting.”

      Evelyn turned at the door, her eyes drinking in the daughter that made her life complete. “I love you, honey. Let me know if you can come to visit.” She smiled excitement and doubt warring in her heart. “This could take a while.”

      Clarice giggled. “Mom, have fun. This is a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Something you’ll never forget.”

      Evelyn waved, turned, and headed out the door, her makeup bag over her shoulder. “Love you.” She shouted back, smiling when the words were returned.

      Clarice was right about one thing. This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, and she couldn’t say no. Tonight she would get a good night’s sleep in a luxury hotel, then hop on Mr. Holliday’s jet in the morning. Then she’d be whisked west and north to the adventure of Alaska and the Holliday Island Resorts. In her wildest dreams, Evelyn never believed she would experience the opulence and wonder of these elite islands.

      She couldn’t remember exactly what the islands were about, but knew each one represented something special about the billionaire playboy sons of Gordon Holliday. Each would be the perfect place to learn about the boys and discover what made them tick.
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      Gordon paced his office, watching the update on his personal jet as it headed home. Now that he’d made his decision, he couldn’t wait to get this matchmaker to work.

      Once his boys were settled, married, and managing the Holliday empire, he could get on his yacht and leave the office behind. He practically lived on the Cookie Cutter, his haven and boat. Why not make it his permanent residence?

      “Bettie,” he called from his office door. He watched his pretty, forty-something secretary hurry toward him. “Let me know as soon as Ms. Reese arrives.”

      “Yes, sir.” Bettie offered a smile. “I hope you’ll give her a few minutes to freshen up before she comes to the office.”

      “Freshen up from what? She’s on a private jet.”

      Bettie arched an eyebrow at him.

      “Oh, alright. I’ll give Mrs. Reese an hour.” He fidgeted, looking around the outer office. “She’s an important potential investor.”

      Bettie’s eyes sparkled knowingly but still didn’t speak. She had been with Gordon for years and knew him as well as anyone, including his butler, Jervis.

      “When is Jervis leaving for his vacation?” His mind was still spinning through things he wanted to say to the matchmaker. He was having trouble thinking about anything else.

      “Jervis is already gone,” Bettie said, still unflappable.

      “What? Well, thanks.” Gordon scowled. He knew his constant companion and helper needed a break and hoped Jervis enjoyed his time in Hawaii. But blast it, his butler/valet would be a help with this matchmaker business. “Oh, Bettie?”

      She turned, offering a smile.

      “What do we know about Mrs.Reese?”

      “Only what you told me,” Bettie grinned. “She’s a potential investor coming to look at the resorts. She might be staying for some time and should have access to each island.”

      Gordon nodded. “Make sure she has everything she needs. I’m sure she’ll take some time to do her thing.”

      “I’ll take care of it,” Bettie replied. “I hope everything works out.”

      Gordon returned to his office, pouring himself a neat scotch. He swirled the amber liquid in the glass and couldn’t help but wonder about Ms. Reese. What was she like? A matchmaker was surely a stuffy older woman with notions of true love and romantic encounters. He hoped she wouldn’t be too tired after her trip to meet and discuss his plan. The sooner they got started on this project, the sooner he could turn the business over to his sons.

      Gordon pressed a button on his phone. “Bettie, can you get Dash on the line for me? Track him down if you have to. I need him to come home. It’s time to get serious about his heritage.”

      “Yes, sir.” Gordon could hear the pleasure in Bettie’s voice. She’d been with him and the family a long time and had a soft spot for each of the boys.

      Releasing the button on his phone, he walked around the room again, nursing his scotch and looking over his familiar possessions.

      Something in his heart told him he was doing the right thing. His boys had had enough time to enjoy their wealth and freedom. This was the year that everything would change, then he could sail off in peace.

      Gordon returned to his desk and pulled up the brochures on each island dotting Prince William Sound. His sons were all so different when it came to tastes, hobbies, and interests.

      He smiled while looking at still shots of Dasher’s big ski resort. The young man would be home soon, whether he wanted to or not, and could set up some events to make this year even more dynamic. His oldest son was a major player in the ski world and had won many medals, prizes, and competitions.

      If Dash was a full-time resident of the island, Gordon was sure more ultimate skiers would come there to train.

      His phone buzzed and Gordon answered, smiling at his son’s voice.

      “Hey Pops, what’s up?”

      “I need you home for the holidays.” Gordon tried to make his voice firm. “Too much going on right now and your stepmother will probably crash the season.”

      “Uh, I’m kind of busy,” Dash hedged.

      Gordon heard the ocean over the soft titter of people enjoying a day at the beach in the background. But, he wasn’t about to give in. “Dash, I need you. You have responsibilities here. Besides, no one is as well equipped as you are to deal with the ski resort island.”

      “You’re serious, aren’t you?” the young man’s voice was grim.

      “I am. I’m not getting any younger, and I need my boys to start taking on some of the work. One day all of this will be yours.”

      “Yeah, okay, Dad. I’ll come home.” The line was quiet for several seconds and muffled voices could be heard over the line. “See you tomorrow.”

      “I’m looking forward to it,” Gordon grinned. “I’ve got a new potential investor coming in today. Hopefully, you can help show her around. Let her see what the resort is all about.”

      “Sure.” Dash’s voice held no enthusiasm. “I’ll do my best.”

      “See you tomorrow, son.” Gordon hung up, then leaned back in his chair. Things were coming together nicely. Now once Ms. Reese arrived, he could get the ball rolling on this endeavor, see his sons settled and married, and sail off into sublime isolation.

      Later that afternoon, Bettie entered his office, offering a smile. “Sir, Ms. Reese is here.” She stepped back to let a slim, well-dressed, and beautiful woman come through the door.

      Gordon stood, too stunned to speak as she sashayed toward him, hand outstretched.

      “Evelyn Reese,” she greeted, a smile on her pink lips.

      “Gordon Holliday,” He took her hand, holding it longer than needed as his mind caught up with his actions. She was not what he expected in a matchmaker. Weren’t all matchmakers supposed to be little old ladies who meddled in everyone’s business?

      “I’ll fix drinks,” Bettie said, snapping him out of his shock. “You two get to know each other.”
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      Evelyn gazed around the office. It was just what she would expect of a man like Gordon Holliday, but the man himself was a surprise. Although looking at retirement, he was still handsome, his eyes bright and keen.

      “Well, I’m here.” Evelyn smiled. “Shall we get down to business? I’ve been researching your sons and have a few ideas. My daughter created the algorithm that matches our clients with over ninety percent success.”

      “Please, have a seat.” His handsome face became even more compelling. “I think we have a lot of work at hand.”

      Evelyn smiled. “I believe you’re right. You have nine sons, Mr. Holliday, so let’s get started. I’ve come up with a list of women that might make perfect matches.”

      “Good. And please, call me Gordon.” He smiled. “By the way, I’ve told everyone you’re a potential investor and that they need to give you access to anything you want or need. My oldest, Dash, returned to the resort this afternoon perhaps we can start there.”

      “He’s the Olympic skier, correct?”

      The door to the office opened and Bettie returned with a tray of coffee and other drinks.

      “Mr. Holliday,” she said, interrupting the flow of conversation. “Dash just sent a note saying he’ll be on the slopes soon.”

      “Thank you, Bettie.”

      The secretary glanced between them, offering a sweet smile before leaving the room.

      “I had an idea about Dash,” Evelyn spoke. “I believe he’s had a particular rivalry with another ski champion. Lucie Amon is her name.”

      Gordon chuckled. “You’ll be surprised to know that Ms. Amon is at the resort now. I planned on hiring her to do some ski lessons if Dash didn’t get home, but she had an accident and broke her leg.” He shrugged broad shoulders, turning to fix a cup of coffee.

      “I know.” She grinned when he turned, looking over his shoulder in surprise. “I thought you could hire her as Dash’s assistant. Based on the program my daughter created, there’s a good possibility she and Dash would be perfect for each other.”

      “They fought like cats and dogs on the ski team.” Gordon shook his head. “You think it will work?”

      “I’d bet my reputation on it.”

      “Alright,” Gordon returned to his seat behind his desk. “What do we do next?”

      Evelyn leaned forward, eyes intense. “You get Lucie in as Dash’s assistant and then we’ll organize a party to get the lay of the land.” She reached into her computer bag, pulling out a paper. “I have a list of others I’d like to have join us here.”

      Gordon took the paper from her hand, smiling as he read the names. “This is quite the roster.”

      “It is. Now, shall we get started?”

      Gordon smiled.

      “Oh, and call me Evelyn,” she added.

      His smile broadened into a grin.
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      Gordon sat at his desk reviewing the video of the altercation between his oldest son and the new assistant he had hired to work at the big ski resort.

      He shook his head, worried that Ms. Reese was out of her league with this match. So far, it seemed that Dash and Lucie hated each other. They argued over everything, even though the girl did her job so well.

      Perhaps Dash was the problem. He was always headstrong, stubborn, and prone to play the field. So why did he have such a hard time getting along with someone who seemed perfectly reasonable with everyone else?

      A knock fell on his door, and he looked up. “Come in.” Bettie was out for the day and with Jervis on vacation, Gordon was on his own.

      “Hello,” Evelyn stepped through the door, the familiar laptop case over one shoulder. “You wanted to see me?”

      “I’m worried about Dash,” Gordon admitted. “He and Lucie are at each others’ throats all the time.”

      Evelyn walked around the desk to peer at the screen. “Oh, it’s perfect,” she grinned.

      “Perfect? They hate each other.”

      “No.” Evelyn stood, crossed her arms, and looked down at him. “They’re fighting their attraction from stubborn spite.”

      “Attraction? I’m worried they’ll kill each other.”

      “Gordon,” Evelyn leaned a hip against his desk, “I went back through the history between those two. Yes, they’ve been major competitors, but you can see the chemistry every time they’re together. Lucie is serious, dedicated, and determined, while Dash,” she paused, tapping her lips with her index finger. “Well, Dash is more lively. He’s a hard worker when he sets his mind to something and doesn’t stand down from a challenge. But his nature would be dialed back by Lucie.”

      “So that’s why the fight?”

      “Exactly. Now, here’s the next step in the plan. Is the party ready to go? I’m looking forward to seeing all of your boys together.”

      “Yes, we’re on for tonight. We’ll meet at my place.” He shook his head. He rarely spent time in his mansion. The house was cold and empty to him, and he preferred spending his nights on the Cookie Cutter yacht. “I told the boys that they all had to show up to impress you with our family vibe. So they think they’re doing this whole thing to get you to invest.”

      “Good.” Evelyn walked back around the desk. They’d been working closely together for the past two weeks and he enjoyed being with her. She was intelligent and sophisticated but not overbearing or boorish. “Did you get the decorations?” she asked.

      “Of course.” Gordon grinned. “It might be fun getting the boys to help decorate my place.”

      “And the food?”

      “The staff will cater everything. We’re calling it a delayed greeting to the new hires and guests who have joined us for the holiday season.”

      “Perfect.” Evelyn smiled. “I’m sure it will work out.”

      “I hope so.” Gordon rubbed his forehead. “Now, as long as nothing goes wrong, we should have a lovely evening.”
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      Evelyn worked the room, meeting each of Gordon’s sons while keeping a close eye on Dash and Lucie.

      The latter, her right leg covered in a brightly wrapped cast, was directing some of the other boys in hanging garland over the mantel of the marble fireplace. She smiled each time Dash gave the woman a scathing look.

      “You’re Ms. Reese,” Prancer walked up to her, spine stiff, hand outstretched. “I understand you’re touring the resorts as a prospective investor.”

      “Yes.” Evelyn shook his hand. No matter how much she tried to use their proper names, she could only think of Gordon’s sons by their reindeer names. Each time she thought of the naming scheme Gordon and his first wife had designed, it made her smile. And that he’d followed through with his now ex-wife and the mother of his last four sons.

      Prancer was the most uptight of the Holliday sons. His upscale, highly acclaimed equestrian island was meticulously managed, as was the rest of his life. Her eyes flicked across the room to where a pretty cowgirl was chatting with Bettie. The two famous riders were polar opposites, but if Evelyn was right, they were made for each other.

      Dash was arguing with Lucie now as they debated where the large blue spruce Christmas tree should go and which side should be visible.

      “You’re brother doesn’t seem very happy with his new assistant.” Evelyn looked up, meeting Prancer’s gaze.

      “Those two,” Prancer shook his head. “They’ve always been that way. Ever since she beat him in their first downhill competition.” His brows beetled as he watched his oldest brother. “There’s a rumor that before that, they were an item.”

      “An item?” Evelyn pressed.

      “Yeah, you know, dating. I guess Dash’s ego couldn’t take the blow.”

      “Prancer,” Cupid yelled across the room. “Come help me with this box.”

      “Excuse me,” the handsome equestrian said, then walked away.

      Evelyn continued to watch everyone. Dancer was working the room, his prowess as an entertainer in the action-filled reality show industry evident in his confident stance. He was handsome, talented, and had a charisma that drew people to him. The way he was looking at Miss Richey, was promising though, and she hoped she hadn’t missed her mark in hiring the girl.

      Victor, Vixen Holliday was examining his father’s art collection, watching the women in the room, and generally ignoring his brothers’ demands to help out. With an eye for beauty and an understanding of fine art and artifacts, Vixen managed to keep his clients and guests at his resort happy. His case would be difficult, but she had a plan, and Gordon was going along with it.

      Walking to a table laden with light fare and delectable treats, Evelyn added snacks to a small plate and scanned the room once more.

      Dasher was still arguing with Lucie, the tree teetering dangerously as both lost focus on their task and glared at each other.

      Carrying her plate in one hand, Evelyn walked across the room to speak with Comet. The young man was sidelined from the majority of the activity by an injury that had knocked him flat, but she could see the determination in his eyes to get well and be back to running his island with acumen.

      “Comet. Right?” she said, offering a hand. “I was hoping you could tell me a bit about your island. You know I’m considering investing.”

      “My resort is for the fitness buff,” the young man said, quickly sketching out the ideal health resort, his enthusiasm contagious. “Now, all I have to do is get better and I’ll be back to work. You should talk to Cupid,” he nodded in the direction of his other brother. “He’s got loads of notions on marketing and keeping the business vibrant. I know he’ll work well with Blitzen, who is in charge of our marketing department and welcome island.

      “I’ll do that,” Evelyn turned and watched the young man with the cynical glint to his eyes. Perhaps he was named after the Roman god of love, but didn’t look like the type who believed in true love. It didn’t matter, though. In time he would see that love was real.

      Finding her way back to a quiet corner amidst the holiday bustle, Evelyn studied the next son, Donner. The young man was an author and had been virtually absent from the regular world until his father called him home.

      Finally, Evelyn turned her attention to the Blitzen, who looked like he wanted to be anywhere but here. Gordon’s sons were handsome, intelligent, and gifted in their own way, and Evelyn knew she had her work cut out for her. Which made her wonder. Was the last son, Rudolph, the only one yet to arrive, like his brothers?

      “Are you having fun yet?” Gordon stepped up beside her. “They’re all here but Rudy. I’m stil trying to get a hold of him.”

      “You did a great job getting them home. This endeavor isn’t going to be easy, you know?”

      “Nothing worth having ever is.” Gordon grinned.

      And that’s when there came a knock at the door.

      “Who could that be?” Evelyn asked.

      Gordon closed his eyes and grimaced. “I have a good idea.”

      Another knock, this one more demanding than the first. “Shouldn’t you answer it?” she asked.

      “Do you think it’s our step Mom?” Comet asked his father.

      Gordon cringed as another knock sounded. Louder. “Does that answer your question?”
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      Not waiting for someone to open the door, she walked in. Mara. The bane of his existence. Gordon looked Heavenward, sighed, then headed her way. “If you’ll excuse me, Ms. Reese?” He kept going, not waiting for an answer. He had to take care of this quick. The last thing he wanted was for Marzilla – he smiled unconsciously at the nickname – ruin his plans for his sons.

      “Well, well, come to answer the door yourself, Gordon?” she purred.

      “What are you doing here?” He glanced at his watch. “I’m busy.”

      “With my sons, I see.” She looked past him to the activity in the great room. “What are you doing? You’re never here at the main mansion. And who are those women?”

      “That’s none of your business,” he said, trying to be patient. It was hard. Too bad he didn’t have his checkbook on him. That would get rid of her quick enough. It always did.

      “If it concerns my boys, then I’ll make it my business.” She peered past him again. “Who’s that woman talking to Donner?”

      He glanced over his shoulder and back. “A future investor. Now, if you don’t mind?” He motioned to the door.

      Her eyes narrowed. “All the boys here at once? What’s the occasion?”

      “It’s the holidays, Mara. Besides, do I need a reason to see my sons? Did you ever consider the fact they like being around their dear old dad?”

      She looked him up and down, then smirked. “At least someone does.” She looked past him again. “I’m here for the holidays, and since all the boys are here too, that makes it easy for me. Naturally, I’ll be shopping for all of them.” She smiled.

      He fought an eye-roll. So, a good thing he didn’t have his checkbook. She’d needle him for as much as she could get. Tonight, he might cave and give her what she wanted just to be rid of her.

      “Well?” she prompted.

      “What?” he asked, playing dumb.

      She held up one hand and rubbed some fingers together. “My shopping for the boys is going to be expensive.”

      “I give you ten thousand dollars a month alimony. Are you telling me you don’t have a Christmas fund saved up for gifts?”

      She flicked her expensively highlighted hair behind her. “I have other expenses. There’s nothing left at the end of the month to save. You don’t know how hard it is …”

      “Cry me a river.” He reached into his pocket, pulled out his wallet, and handed her several, one-hundred-dollar bills. “Buy yourself some Kleenex.”

      She smiled in triumph. “Or maybe dinner.” She stuffed the money into her purse, turned on her heel, and left.

      Gordon closed the door behind her. “All the boys here my foot.” He rested his head against the door for a moment. The boys would be hurt she didn’t call any of them to let them know she was coming. She often showed up unannounced and expected to be able to stay at the main house. That way, she didn’t have to pay one of the hotels, not that the boys would let her. Still, it was obvious money was more important than the children they had together. He hoped Donner, Cupid, Blitzen, and Rudy weren’t disappointed she was once again there without giving notice. After she blew through whatever cash she had, then she’d make her presence known. After all, she’d need more.

      Gordon sighed. “Please, Evelyn, please don’t match any of my sons with someone like her.” He sighed again, squared his shoulders, then went to rejoin the others.
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      The minute Gordon left to answer the door, chaos ensued.

      The Christmas tree, now ignored by both Lucie and Dasher, teetered while a string of battery-powered Christmas tree lights blared a tinny Jingle Bells through broken speakers.

      Prancer dropped a box of ornaments that rolled, bounced, and shattered across the floor while voices echoed as everyone tried to tell everyone else what to do.

      Evelyn watched, a smile tugging at her lips as the tree finally lost its battle with gravity and toppled toward Dasher and Lucie, who were so engrossed in their argument that they never saw the danger.

      The tree tipped, swayed, then landed on Dash. He threw up his arms to guard Lucie as they fell beneath the soft evergreen boughs, disappearing from the noise and madness that filled the room.

      While Gordon addressed his ex-wife (she recognized her from newspapers covering their divorce), Evelyn’s eyes never strayed from the swaying of the tree. Instead, she tip-toed around the edge of the room to get closer.

      Voices could be heard through the branches, and she leaned in, trying to catch each word.

      “Dash, are you hurt?” Lucie’s voice was tense.

      “No. You?”

      “No. You … you protected me.”

      “Lucie.” Dash’s voice was full of emotion. “What else could I do? If anything had happened to you, it would have killed me.”

      “What?”

      Evelyn leaned in and smiled at the words that were now soft, intimate.

      “I know I’ve been a jerk,” Dash continued. “I let my pride get in the way, but I never stopped caring about you.”

      “Really?” Tears clogged Lucie’s voice. “I thought you hated me.”

      “No.” Silence echoed from under the branches. “No. I’ve always loved you. You challenge me like no one else can. You’re serious, smart, and have a sense of responsibility that focuses me. It’s why I fight with you so much.”

      A soft titter reached Evelyn’s ears and she smiled.

      “Dash, I never stopped caring about you. You were my first true love and no matter how angry I was at you when we broke up, I never stopped loving you.”

      “Lucie,” Dash’s voice was thick with emotion, then silence fell amidst the din around them.

      Evelyn peeked beneath the thick branches seeing the two ski champions kissing passionately and a smile crept across her face. Then, looking up, she scanned the foyer beyond the room for Gordon, who was stepping away from the door. His face was red, and he looked angry, something she had never seen in the man before. Evelyn raced toward him, grabbing his hand and dragging him back to the now wriggling tree.

      “Look,” she urged, undeterred when his eyes flashed fire. “Look.”

      She peeled a branch back gently, finding the couple still lip locked beneath.

      Gordon blinked at her for several seconds before his shoulders relaxed and his face split into a matching smile.

      “Come on,” Evelyn couldn’t resist a giggle. “Help me with the tree.”

      Together they lifted the tree off Dash and Lucie, still locked in an embrace.

      “Hey, check out Dash!” Cupid’s voice echoed, bringing silence to the room.

      Dash jerked back, releasing a red-faced Lucie as his face darkened as well. Then, shaking off the laughter and jeers of his brothers, he stood, helping Lucie to her feet and wrapping a protective arm around her.

      “Ah, shut it,” he laughed. “You’re all just jealous. I finally got my girl.”

      Blitzen stepped forward to present a tray of eggnog served in elegant glasses to everyone. Evelyn was told he made it every year for the family and this was his first offering of the season. He’d topped the eggnog with whipped cream and garnished it with a sprinkle of nutmeg. He grinned toward Dash as he presented the happy couple with his creations. “We’re happy for you, Dash. It’s about time you settled down with a nice girl like Lucie. Now I’m glad Dad dragged me away from a beautiful warm island in the Indian Ocean to see this unfold. I admit I was enjoying myself and reluctant to come home, but this will be a Christmas we won’t forget. So let’s have a toast!”

      Blitz winked at Lucie and then grinned at his older brother as Dash reached for a glass of eggnog. Blitzen raised his glass. “To Dash and Lucie.”

      The party resumed with happy ribbing for the couple while decorations were retrieved and plastered around the room.

      Evelyn slipped her hand in Gordon’s, pulling him away from the laughter and good-natured jibes.

      “Well, what do you think?” she asked, releasing his hand. “That’s one.”

      “You think it will stick?” Gordon looked back to his oldest son and the woman at his side. They had settled the tree, attaching it to the ceiling with fishing line and the hook above.

      “Yes. If you’d only heard what I did.”

      “What did you hear?” Gordon’s eyes returned to hers, intense and hopeful.

      “Dash told her that he never stopped loving her.”

      “So, the rumors were true.”

      “Apparently. I wish you had told me sooner, though.”

      “We didn’t know if they were true.” Gordon shrugged.

      “Well, those two are perfect for each other and together, they’ll make a great team.”

      Gordon smiled, looking across the room as his sons and some of the newest employees worked to put the room back in order before getting back to decorating the tree.

      “One down,” he chuckled. “Only eight more to go.”
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      Dancing to the Alter!
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      An independent woman with no plans for the holidays, a billionaire in need of a hostess for his reality show, and twelve Santas wanting to make their holidays the merriest ever!

      Elle Richey is having the worst day ever. Her boyfriend dumps her, she loses her job and maybe even her wits, given that she just shared the hottest kiss with a stranger in an elevator. As she laments her life to her best friend, a woman offers Elle a unique proposition -- host a nationwide search for Mr. and Mrs. Claus at Holliday Islands Resort, Alaska. What she didn't count on was running into her handsome stranger again or that he would become her new boss!

      Billionaire Dancer Holliday is known throughout the entertainment industry for creating action-filled reality shows. When his father decides it is time to retire, Dan wants to host a live search from his home island, for America's Mr. and Mrs. Claus. He is shocked to find out that the show's hostess is none other than the woman he can't get out of his mind after their hot elevator kiss.

      Can nine couples be the catalyst to show Elle and Dan that perhaps it’s time to revisit that kiss? As the reality show picks up in ratings, what happens when Elle's past calls to her again? Will Dancer realize that perhaps the search for America's holiday couple is closer than he ever imagined? Can he convince Elle to Dance to the Altar with him?
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