Too Early by Kathryn Freeman

Annie groaned as she read her latest email. A reminder to save the date for the company Christmas party. Enforced partying was just one of the many things she had against the run up to Christmas. It wasn’t enough that she had to endure crowded shops, perfume advert after perfume advert or the constant talk about plans for Christmas. 
And don’t get her started on the work secret Santa that somebody was bound to think was a great idea again this year. Or the ridiculous tradition of writing Christmas cards.
With a huff of exasperation she left her desk and walked downstairs to the company kitchen, coming to an abrupt halt in the doorway at the sight of the man leaning casually against the worktop.
‘You’ve got to be kidding.’
Matt, the dishy new sales manager who’d joined them last week, glanced over at her, a puzzled look in his startlingly blue eyes. ‘What?’
‘Is that seriously a mince pie you’re eating?’
‘Umm.’ He blinked, long dark lashes fanning briefly over his eyes before giving her a half smile. ‘Yes?’
‘It’s the first week in November and you’re eating a mince pie?’
‘At the risk of repeating myself…yes?’
His smile was fuller this time, and with his dark looks and twinkling eyes he was almost criminally sexy. Even chomping on a mince pie.
‘Don’t you think it’s a teeny bit early for a food stuff designed to be eaten at Christmas?’
His gaze drifted down to the table where he picked up a box and tore at the packaging. ‘Not if it’s eaten with a turkey sandwich.’
She started to laugh, until she realised he wasn’t joking. What he held in his hand really was a turkey sandwich. ‘If you’re eating that now, what are you doing to be eating next month. Easter eggs?’
He shrugged shoulders that looked impossibly broad in his dark navy suit jacket. ‘Unlikely. I’ll still be enjoying mince pies and turkey. Christmas only comes round once a year. I like to make the most of it.’
Annie made a noncommittal noise and went to retrieve her unseasonal cheese sandwich from the fridge. 
‘I’m getting the sense you aren’t a Christmas fan.’
For a split second she closed her eyes, her mind flooding with a memory from years ago. Pushing it aside, she plastered a smile on her face and faced Matt. ‘Christmas has its place. I just happen to think it should keep to the days set aside for it.’
For a moment he stared at her, his eyes curious, giving her the feeling he was seeing far more than she wanted him to. But he didn’t ask any questions, merely nodded and went back to his sandwich.

The following day when she came into work there was a small bauble sitting on her desk. She immediately cast her eyes across the open plan office to where Matt was sitting. He gave her a slow wink.
Butterflies that had been dormant in her stomach for a long, long time began to twitch their wings.
After that, every day she came into the office she found something on her desk. A pine cone, small Christmas snow globe, a Santa hat. One day there was even a Brussels sprout.
Every time she’d look over to Matt and he would give her that sexy wink, a slow smile forming across his handsome face. 
And every time those butterflies in her stomach would get that little bit more excited.
Today she came in to find a string of battery operated fairy lights wrapped around her monitor. Shaking her head with laughter she turned to look over at Matt but he wasn’t at his desk. Disappointment washed through her, making her realise how much she enjoyed sharing a smile with him every morning. 
Shrugging off her coat she went downstairs to the kitchen only to find him there, filling up the kettle. A box of mince pies under his arm.
‘Hey there.’
He turned and gave her full wattage grin. ‘Hey yourself.’
‘Thank for you my fairy lights. And the globe, chocolate coins, satsuma…
‘The sprout?’
Laughter rushed out of her. ‘Yes, even the sprout.’ Their eyes caught and she held her breath, a wave of awareness crashing through her. 
‘Why?’ Her voice was reduced to a husky whisper.
He drew a hand through his dark wavy hair and gave her a crooked smile. ‘You seemed to have fallen out of love with Christmas. I guess I wanted to remind you why it was special.’
‘You’ve certainly done that.’ Unable to hold the burning blue of his gaze she stared down at her feet. She wanted to tell him why she hated this time of year but the hurt was too raw still.
‘Anna.’ She glanced up with a start, her name sounding fresh and oddly delicious coming from his lips. ‘I don’t need to know why you don’t like this time of year. Only that you’ll give it another chance. And hopefully give me a chance, too.’
Her heart gave a violent thump. ‘I’d like that.’
[bookmark: _GoBack]The corners of his mouth lifted as a split his face; reached right into the depths of his glorious eyes. ‘Then it’s about time I hunted down some mistletoe.’
The butterflies in her stomach began a crazy dance. ‘I’ll look forward to it.’
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