
	The Best Christmas Ever

	

	I scanned the room once more. The table was fully set. The Christmas-themed napkins were tucked over the cutlery the same way my mom always did. The little Christmas tree was fully lit and I had already put the presents under it. I hadn’t gone through the trouble of getting a real one, it was just some small plastic one I had bought a couple of days ago and stuffed in the back of the cupboard. There it had remained unseen until this morning. It had been kind of a hassle but the tree was an important part of the Christmas experience! The candles I had put on the table were already starting to burn quite short. Amber was sleeping in longer than expected. 

	I didn’t blame her. She had come home really late yesterday after that long shift. Plus, it’s not like I had told her I would be doing anything special this morning. 

	I nervously checked outside again, trying to still the irrational fear that the snow could have melted in the two minute interval since I had last looked. Nope, still there. Obviously.

	Snow on Christmas morning! It wasn’t much, but the whole world still had that beautiful white layer draped over it. Freshly fallen snow has always been one of my favourite things in the whole world. The timing couldn’t have been more perfect. I was really going to make this the best christmas Amber had ever had! 

	When she told me she didn’t really like Christmas I had been quite appalled at first. Who doesn’t like Christmas? It is the only good thing happening in three months of cold and darkness. Given her history though, it was more than understandable. 

	But…… Christmas could be such a wonderful holiday. It was not right for them to take that joy away from her. Now that she was away from that toxic environment I was going to show her just how wonderful it could be! I just had to make this Christmas good enough to make up for all those other ones…. 

	I just had to make this the best Christmas ever. 

	-

	I was just fiddling with the napkins again, the one on my side of the table had crumpled up slightly, when the door to our bedroom opened. It revealed a very sleepy looking girlfriend. Her short brown hair formed a tangled mess around her head covering her beautiful eyes. Her beautiful body was mostly covered by an old baggy shirt of mine that had been big on me and was gigantic on her. She sexily swiped away some of the hair in front of her eyes and took a good look at the room.

	“Uhhhhhh, what the fuck?” my gorgeous girlfriend said.

	“Merry Christmas!” I joyfully exclaimed.

	Amber continued to look around the room like a deer caught in the headlights. Looking at the star I had hung up on the window. It was an old family hand-me-down I had smuggled with me last time we visited my parents. Then she looked at the small nativity scene I had put on the piano. I had considered foregoing that little decoration, but I just felt it was important to the feel of the holiday. I had taken the liberty to replace Joseph with another Maria though. Christmas is gay now, them’s the rules. Then she looked at the little plastic christmas tree with the lights and the presents under it and her expression turned somewhat. Then she finally turned to the table, and thus to me. 

	I put on my most sincere looking smile, “Merry Christmas, Amber!”

	Amber looked like she was about to say something, but then swallowed, and composed herself. “Violet, when the hell did you even put all of this up?” she asked, sounding a little strained. 

	“This morning!” I answered. I had woken up especially early in fact. It had been a bit awkward as I had had to figure out an alarm that would wake me up, but leave the beautiful girlfriend that was lying right next to me asleep. I ended up setting an alarm on my phone which I put on vibrate. Then I slept with the thing in my underwear. 

	It was…. far from comfortable.

	It had done the trick though, and woke me up early without too much noise. Let nobody again doubt my great planning skills! Getting the alarm turned off was a bit of a hassle though. That’s because when I woke up Amber and I had been tangled up in some sort of sleepy embrace. As such it had been an awkward process to get the alarm off and get out of bed without waking her up as well. I had managed though! 

	Then I had gotten out all the decorations I had carefully hidden around the house and hung them up as quietly as I could. It had been a lot of work, but it was all worth it to make this the best Christmas ever for Amber. 

	For Amber, who now was standing in the middle of the room, seemingly struggling to find words. Was that a good thing….?

	A thought struck me. “Oh, shit!” I exclaimed. I had suddenly remembered I needed to start the microwave oven for the warm buns, like five minutes ago. That way they would be done and thus nice and hot and perfect just as we finished up with the gifts. The buns were an important step to making this the best christmas ever.  

	I was already up and fiddling with the buttons while Amber was still standing in the middle of the room, looking pretty unsure about what to do with herself. I pressed the start button, but nothing happened. The damn thing was still flickering on and off. I pressed the stop button and started from the beginning again. First that little symbol, then I press this button and put in the amount of degrees. Then the time value. Now start. This time it turned on, and I turned back around to face my girlfriend triumphantly. Woman triumphs over machine once again.  

	“You uh, you put it on ‘defrost,’” Amber dryly stated. 

	“Oh.” 

	“Yeah, let me just….” Amber said, as she moved past me and properly set up the dang thing.

	“It’s not my fault,” I mock-complained. “I grew up with an old fashioned oven, not one of these new monsters. I just put on the thing at a certain amount of degrees and then you’d just look at the clock and see when it was done. You young ‘uns with your darn technology.” 

	“I am less than a year younger than you,” Amber replied stoically. I suppose she wasn’t in the mood to play along this morning. Not yet, at least. 

	I looked over at my girlfriend who was standing around the microwave oven still unsure of what to do with herself. This wasn’t really going the way I imagined it would. I had imagined that she would have lit up as soon as she saw the Christmas spirit I had decked the house in. That she would be all excited about the gifts on the tree and impressed with my decorating. Instead she seemed to be on the verge of asking if she could go back to bed. At this point this was just going to be another bad Christmas for her…..

	“So… presents!” I exclaimed excitedly, trying to create a more positive atmosphere with pure force of will if need be. 

	-

	Amber followed me meekly to the little christmas tree. I sat down next to the little thing, and Amber sat down next to me, putting her arm around me. Things were getting better already!

	Looking over the gifts her face turned, though. “You got me all of this? There are like 10 gifts,” she said in disbelief.

	“Twelve, actually, there are two small ones over there,” I replied excitedly. 

	“I….. I’m sorry, I didn’t know you were going to get all of this, I… I didn’t…..” 

	“Oh no, don’t worry about it, it’s my fault, I-” 

	“No it is my fault. I knew you really liked Christmas but then I didn’t do anything with it due to my own stupid hang-ups. And now you had to do everything, and I am ruining things again, and…..”

	“Hey, it really is okay!” I interrupted. I didn’t want her to end up in a negativity spiral. Not any day but least of all today. “It’s not that many presents really. Um, those two are from my parents, one of which is for me and most of the others are really more for the both of us than for you specifically!” 

	There was a bit of a quiet and Amber’s grip around me tightened a bit. 

	“I’m sorry.” 

	“You have nothing to be sorry about.”

	Amber didn’t look like she really believed it, but she didn’t argue back with me. This wasn’t the first time she had apologized for something she definitely should not be apologizing for. This wasn’t supposed to be another one of those cases though. I…. I should have thought more about how this would make her feel. 

	“So, ummm, do you want to open your presents?” 

	Amber gave me a slight smile and nodded. She grabbed the closest one and started unwrapping the carefully packed thing.

	“A dvd?” Amber said incredulously after seeing what was in the first present. “You bought me a dvd?”

	“...Yes?” I responded cautiously.

	“We have Netflix!” 

	“This movie isn’t on Netflix though!”

	“We don’t even have a dvd player.”

	“You can play them on your laptop! Same as we do with Netflix.”

	“Gosh you really are a fossil of the olden times, aren’t you?” Amber replied mockingly.

	“I’m sorry, I didn’t catch that. Could you speak up? I’m not wearing my hearing aids,” I teased back.

	After that she opened a novelty Catradora mug. It was cheesy, but whatever, she loved that pairing even more than I did. No snark this time, just genuine appreciation. Back on track for perfect Christmas!

	After that she went to open a package that was as much of a mystery to me as it was to her. I had managed to rope in my parents with this plan, and last time we had visited them they had given me two presents way ahead of Christmas. One for each of us, so really there were only eleven presents for my wonderful girlfriend and one for me. See, not excessive at all!

	She undid the nearly month old wrappings and…. oh no…. 

	“They uhh…. they meant well?” I responded to the annoyed looking girlfriend with a pink make-up kit in her hands. 

	“Blegh, you’d think they’d know me better by now. I’ve met them half a dozen times already.”

	“They’re just a little…… I mean, they mean well, they just go a little overboard. Get a little stereotypical. Having me as their daughter probably didn’t help matters, I guess. Maeve is pretty girly as well. And you’ve seen the outfits my mom walks around in sometimes.”

	Amber made a face. “Unfortunately, yes. How somebody so utterly devoid of taste could birth somebody like you I will never know.”

	“So yeah, umm sorry. We can try returning it to the shop next time we get to a Sephora?” 

	“Eh, I’m not sure there’s anything I’d want from there. You want a spare, maybe? Make the gift amounts a little more equal?”

	I was about to reject her offer. This Christmas was supposed to be for her after all, but then I saw her face. She legitimately wanted this. I relented and accepted. 

	“Right, so that’s two for me and ten for you. That’s not that big of a disparity.” 

	“That would be…. five times as much, Vi. That’s a pretty big disparity,” Amber snarked back. “But uhhh, it’s actually three. I did get you something I just didn’t expect that you would go so overboard. Hang on, I’ll go get it.” 

	I wanted to protest and tell her she should open the rest of her presents first, I could wait.  But she seemed pretty insistent so I waited instead.

	I heard some ruffling about in our bedroom until she returned a minute or two later looking very nervous with a little box wrapped in candy-cane wrapping paper in her hands. For a second I thought I had an idea of what it could be but then I rejected that. She would not make that a Christmas present. That’s not to say I wouldn’t have accepted if it had been that. 

	But after I tore off the wrapping and opened the black little box inside I found it to contain a necklace instead. Or well, two necklaces stuck together. One heart, two halves. One half with ‘Violet’ on it and ‘Amber’ on the other. 

	“I always really liked this concept growing up,” the woman I loved more than ever explained. “Kind of jealous of my sister who got one of these with her best friend, but I knew I wasn’t ‘allowed’ to. But now I can do whatever I want, so I was like ‘fuck it’. I just…. I like the idea of always having something I share with you on me. I…. do you like it?”

	Did I like it? Of course I liked it. I loved it! But this wasn’t supposed to be the way it was. I was supposed to be making her happy with presents. Instead it was her making me happy. Calm down, Violet. Your time will come. Just make this the best gift receiving ever.

	“I love it!” I exclaimed. 

	My beautiful girlfriend’s face lit up as I said that. I put the Amber one around my neck, got down on one knee and offered her the Violet one. “Will you be the pal to my gal and take this best friend necklace?” I quipped.

	Amber smirked and took the offered necklace. “We’re more than gal pals though…. we’re also roommates!”

	“Oh my god we are roommates.”

	Amber leaned in real close to my face. “And there’s only one bed.”

	I kissed her. Or maybe she kissed me, it was hard to tell. We kissed each other might be the most accurate way to describe it.

	Kissing turned to grabbing, and grabbing turned to…. more than that.

	I was about to suggest we actually make use of that one bed, because I knew from experience the floor wasn’t the most comfortable place, when I became aware of some weird beeping sound I couldn’t quite place.

	“Oh fuck, the buns!”

	-

	The buns were still okay. A little singed, but not too badly. And they were nice and hot. So we needed to eat them immediately. 

	Amber looked a little disappointed as she was putting her oversized shirt back on, but we had all the time in the world later today, but the buns were perfect now. 

	Breakfast was nice, though a little awkward as we were both pretty flushed. As breakfast progressed I became aware of a big threat to my planned perfect Christmas. The clouds had parted, and a singing winter sun had descended upon the land. The snow would not last long. We needed to leave as soon as possible. 

	So I gobbled up my third bun and while my gorgeous girlfriend was eating hers while confusedly looking at what I was doing I stood up and went to get our coats. I got our coats and hats and our gloves and I presented them all to an ever more befuddled girlfriend.

	“Can’t we just stay in?” she naively asked.

	“But…. snow!” I eloquently explained.  

	“The things I do for love,” she replied and downed the remaining half of her bun in one big gulp. 

	-

	It was colder outside than I had anticipated. It didn’t help that the sun had become entrenched in clouds again almost immediately as we stepped outside. Amber especially was shivering in her quickly thrown together outfit and pretty thin winter coat. Just two years ago, around the time we had first met, she had seemed almost impervious to the cold. Those days were long gone now, though. One of the few downsides of estrogen I suppose. Now she was even more averse to the cold then I was. 

	“S-s-s-o, n-n-now what?” she asked.

	“Onwards!” I exclaimed. 

	I had decided on the perfect route a while ago. It was just a little bit of street first. There most of the snow had already melted. But when we got to the park it was still there. The white path made a satisfying *scrunch* *scranch* sound as we treaded on the newly fallen snow. The trees were beautiful with all their bare branches covered in a thin layer of that good white stuff. Even Amber looked suitably impressed by the sight, no matter how cold she was.  

	And so we walked on through the park. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders to give her some additional warmth. After walking on for a bit Amber seemed to have warmed up a little bit and started talking in full sentences once again. The sun even appeared back into view for a while. 

	We talked about all sorts of things. Some light things like how her shift had been yesterday. Apparently Jared had made an ass of himself yet again. But also about some heavier stuff….. 

	Stuff that made me fear that maybe I had been wrong to try and set all of this up. That maybe I should have just let Christmas pass by without so much fanfare. She didn’t say anything like that of course. What she said was just that she was glad I was there to listen. But if it weren’t for my meddling she wouldn’t be confronted with these memories again. Listening to her recounting past experiences with her parents I was beginning to feel more and more like I should have just ignored the whole ‘Christmas’ thing as much as possible. 

	What I definitely should have done is checked a weather app before we left. I also should have paid more attention to the skies and less to self-deprecating thoughts about everything I should have done differently. But I hadn’t and I didn’t and so it wasn’t until the half-way point that I noticed that the air seemed to be getting colder. That the wind seemed to be getting stronger.

	When I finally did look up the sky had turned a dark grey. Not much later the first snowflakes started falling. At first it was kind of nice, kind of pretty. But then they started falling faster, and faster and faster. There was going to be a whole lot more Christmas snow before the day was done. 

	-

	By the time we had finally made our way back through the snowstorm and opened the door  to our warm humble abode I had lost all sensation from my toes. The tops of my fingers were likewise refusing to respond with any sensory information. 

	Amber was probably doing worse though, she was shivering like a leaf. She didn’t complain though. Even though it was physically obvious that she was pretty cold, she remained stoic. 

	I had had a plan for what was going to happen after we got back inside. Part of me felt like everything had already gone wrong enough that it didn’t matter anyway, but some part of me still pushed me onwards to finish the plan. 

	As such as Amber got the spare blanket from the bedroom, wrapped it around herself and sat down on the couch I did my best to prepare hot cocoa. With my hands being as frozen as they were I ended up spilling half the milk over the counter instead, though. Oh well, that’s a problem for future Violet to solve. A Violet that could feel her fingers again. 

	I sat down next to Amber on our couch and shakily handed her the cocoa. It didn’t look at all the way I had practised it to look. Nothing was going right, but at least I had to try. 

	Amber didn’t complain much about the sorry looking cocoa, she just took it off and gave me a smile. Then she wrapped the blanket around me as well. There we sat, in our little cocoon, sipping our cocoa. 

	Amber didn’t say anything. Maybe she was still thinking about what we had been talking about before the snowstorm interrupted us. Or perhaps she wanted to complain about the way today had gone but was too considerate to. 

	Better to apologize before she asks then. “I’m sorry for ruining today.” 

	Amber turned to me confused. “What do you mean, I’m the one that almost ruined today.”

	Did she really somehow think that or was she just telling me that to make me feel better? “What, no, I screwed everything up! This was supposed to be a perfect Christmas, it was supposed to make things better, but instead…..”

	The words hung in the room for a second, unanswered. Then I felt two hands grab tight around me.

	“This was the best Christmas I’ve ever had y’know.”

	“But……” I objected. “I screwed up the gifts, and the buns, and I should have known about the snowstorm, and I….”

	Amber put a finger on my mouth with the hand not holding the cocoa. When I had quieted down she replied soothingly, “Stop worrying so much about the details! It’s not something you did that made this Christmas so great. It was spending it with you.”

	She took a big sip of cocoa and smiled.“I think that if I get to spend more Christmasses with you I might just start to see what people see in this holiday.” 

	“Oh….” I responded. Was it really so simple? Was that really all that I should have done?

	“Next time, though, involve me a bit more in the planning. A surprise is nice but this was a bit overboard. Oh, and speaking of overboard don’t go quite so crazy with the gifts. You’re gonna make little old me feel inadequate.”

	“Your feedback is noted and will be taken into account the following year,” I responded, mimicking a customer support voice. “Speaking of gifts…..” I said, as I downed the last of my now room temperature cocoa, “there are still 9 gifts left to unwrap!”

	My lovable girlfriend got up with an exaggerated sigh and moved back to the little christmas tree. She picked one up and then turned back to me. “Wait, is this one what I think it is?”

	“I did say some of the gifts were as much for me as they were for you!”

	Amber gave me a wide grin in response and started unwrapping her present.

	

	Perhaps today might yet become the best Christmas ever!

	


