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welcome to daisy’s delights


Welcome to Daisy’s Delights!

On the menu:

Over the top, extreme, and completely ridiculous erotica shorts meant to fix a craving. 

Everything’s why choose, but I have a variety of flavors for every palette.

In this selection, you’re getting a young woman living on the streets of New York who is rescued by a mysterious man and taken to a very cold place in the North. Candy Cane is an MMMMMF Why Choose featuring Santa and his four elves. Plus Candy of course.

If you’re looking for a steak, you won’t find it here. I’m only serving sweet ’n’ naughty treats.

Got a sensitive tummy? Check the content labeling before you indulge. 

Now go on and enjoy. You deserve it.
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The streets of New York are cold and unforgiving. For every face that passes down a sympathetic smile, for each palmful of change dumped into my old coffee cup, there are fifty people that scowl, judge, or ignore me.

If the Candy I was just five years ago could see the Candy I am now, I’d probably have dismissed me, too. In my shiny, designer heels with the distinct red bottoms and my tailored business suit and shiny, blown-out, Olaplex treated locks tucked perfectly behind my ears, I would have walked past current me without so much as a second glance. If I would’ve even glanced in the first place.

The high-rise dwelling, power suit-wearing, stock trader Candy wouldn’t have dropped change in a coffee cup to help the less fortunate. Hell, I didn’t even carry cash.

Everything went on my black card.

Tugging on the New York Times, I wrap it up around my shoulders, trying desperately to find a sliver of respite from the biting East Coast wind.

A man kicks my booted foot as he passes. “Watch out, trash,” he snarls, shaking his head at the inconvenience of my street living. I get that a lot.

It’s rush hour. The sidewalks are overflowing with individuals going to work, ready to fist New York City and make it their bitch. The chaos will undoubtedly fizzle in the next hour, the streets will slow, and I’ll push to my feet, hobble down the road and find a bakery willing to part with some moldy, old scraps of croissants or rye bread. Until then, I stay huddled, nose tucked between my knees, and wait.

Taxi drivers shout, horns are honked, heels clatter, pastry bags are crumpled, coffee cups topple into overflowing waste bins. I keep my head down, listening, focusing on the songs of the city to distract myself from cold and hunger.

Minutes pass, a scorching burn tears through my belly, and I’m about to lift my head and see how much longer I need to stay huddled, when there’s a heavy plunk in my paper cup as the loose change at the bottom rattles.

Pushing the newspaper down, I peer into the sepia stained cardboard cup, old pennies and nickels along the bottom. Inside, joining the coins, is a candy cane, the curved hook of the cane resting on the lip of the cup. Someone gave a hungry, homeless woman a candy cane? I pluck the plastic wrapped candy from the cup.

I used to love these things. They reminded me of Christmas, a holiday where I practically bathed in material possessions. Now peppermint is nothing but a cruel reminder of my demise.

But hunger is a fickle bitch.

Hunger doesn’t care if you have a mental or emotional aversion to certain foods. Hunger says eat anything you’re given, and so, with my filthy fingers poking from the tops of my fingerless woolen gloves, I begin peeling away the plastic wrap until the smooth, long red and white rod is exposed.

My mouth waters only for sustenance, because absolutely nothing sounds more repulsive than a candy cane right now. I’m thirsty, my lips are chapped, my throat is desert dry. But this is, for now, all I have.

I slide the cane past my lips, the sizzle of potent peppermint immediately burning at the back of my nose, my eyes stinging.

“How does it taste?” The question hooks me unexpectedly, and I look up to trace the deep voice back to the source. When I spot him, I nearly choke.

In a tailored and fitted evergreen suit with a crisp white dress shirt poking out of the collar, a man stands over me. He’s fit with squared off broad shoulders and a barrel chest. His thighs could be tree trunks and his hands, stacked at his groin, are so big that my pussy quivers a little. Seriously– they’re like baseball mitts or something. And holy tingle up my spine—I’ve never seen a suit so… tight.

A very dormant part of me stirs at the sight of him, and I don’t bother hiding the flush that colors my cheeks. He’s not just handsome. He’s fucking incredible. The type of man you don’t even think is real until this very moment.

And that’s saying something for New York.

“Sweet,” I reply to him, despite the fact it’s not sweet. I don’t know why I say it. With his green eyes piercing me from above, I feel compelled to tell this man anything he wants to hear.

Then, because I don’t want him to bob his head and walk away, I tell him something I haven’t told anyone in the last five years. “My name is Candy.”

And another shocking twist, outside of a stranger simply acknowledging my existence, the man in the green suit with the hot bod and the gorgeous eyes? He smiles and says, “I know.”

My face scrunches in confusion, hideously but reactively. I blink up at him, the busy city a blur in the background. He’s definitely all I can see right now.

“This is from my boss,” he says, reaching out to touch the end of the striped candy in my hand. “And he wanted me to give it to you, Candy, and ask you if you’d come meet him.”

My gaze steals over him one more time, trying to decide if this man is the hook guy for a trafficking ring or some shit. But I have nothing to lose. If there’s an off chance, any small percentage that he may actually help me, that this nameless boss of his actually does want to give me a chance, well, I’d be a fool to turn away any opportunity at this point.

I’ve got less than nothing to lose.

He extends his hand to me, his white toothed smile stealing the breath from my lungs for a moment. I haven’t been smiled at or even looked at this way in years. Not since I had the money, power suit and heels.

He wiggles his fingers. “My boss runs a tight schedule. So if you’re interested, Candy, you need to come with me now.”

I look around. There’s a stack of newspapers under my right butt cheek. Papers I’m saving to use as blankets in case the New York Times I’m using now blows away. I have a bottle of water I refilled at the park, about forty-seven cents, and not much more.

I slide my hand into his, letting the candy cane dangle from my lips like a cigarette as he easily pulls me from the garbage I’d been sitting in.

“Okay,” I say breathlessly once I’m on my feet. But before he can lead me to the shiny red car waiting on the curb, the one he’s currently motioning to that I didn’t see before, I press my palm to his chest.

“You know my name but what’s yours?”

His grin sets off a heated flutter inside me, and my pussy nearly incinerates. “Alabaster.”

“Alabaster,” I repeat, trying the name on for size. “That’s an interesting name.”

He smirks as he pulls the car door open, revealing an all white leather interior and overstuffed fuzzy red pillows resting in the seats. “It sure is… Candy.”

I slide into the comfortable and unique car. “Where are we going?”

His grin makes my nipples go hard in my filthy hoodie. “North.”
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Despite the fact I don’t want the candy, once I’m inside the fancy town car with Alabaster, I’m glad I have it. It’s not helping mask my smell from him, but for the moment, I smell peppermint—not the streets of New York.

Licking my chapped lips, I pull the candy from my mouth and blink at him across from me, hands draped over his knees.

“How did your boss know my name is Candy?” I ask him.

He strokes a hand through his dark hair, somehow hardly disturbing the neat coif he has going on. With eyes that match the vibrant emerald of his suit, he pins his gaze on me. “He's been watching you.”

I slide the thinning candy cane back into my mouth, giving it a little slurp. Around the candy I laugh a little, because no one has been watching me.

“Oh yeah?” I snort. “Is your boss my guardian angel? Is he gonna save me from broke homelessness?” I crunch a little of the cane. “No one has been watching me.”

Alabaster shrugs a little. “He’s not your guardian angel but yes, he is going to save you. If you let him.”

Now is the time where I launch into a speech about how I don’t need a man to save me, much less some nameless, faceless, all-benevolent secretive asshole who sends a man in a green suit to come get me. I mean, who even owns an evergreen suit?

But as I finish off the candy cane, I take a second to think before I speak. Because… I am homeless. My poor and very risky financial choices took me down, and left me sleeping under newspapers on the street. And as much as I don’t want the patriarchy to save me… let’s face it, I’d let a squirrel save me if he had some cash, food, and access to a fucking shower.

“Who is he? And you still didn’t answer my question– how does your boss know my name? I don’t believe he’s been watching me. I live on the street. I move from park bench to bank steps daily.” I fold my arms over my chest, sinking into the buttery leather seat. “Spill it, Allie.”

He clears his throat, adjusting the button at his waist, letting the green jacket fall open. His spicy scent hits me, and I realize it’s cologne but it’s so different from what I smell on most men.

There’s no amber and cedar, no teakwood and tobacco. I sniff a little. “You smell like Christmas in the woods.”

He adjusts his cufflinks, tipping his head to the side, his beautiful face painted in a terribly unimpressed expression. “It’s pine and fir organically and locally sourced cologne,” he offers, and before I can ask him about his clear tree fetish– what with being dressed like one and smelling like one– the towncar nips at the curb, sending me into his lap as we come to a very abrupt halt.

His hands come to clutch my shoulders, pushing me up and off of him as the driver comes to the door, yanking it open.

“Alabaster,” he says, clearing his throat.

Alabaster nods to the man as he helps himself out of the car first, only to turn and extend a hand to me. I take it, his grip igniting a flurry of utter horniness and prickly heat tearing down my arm, swirling around in my chest before eventually sweeping through my lower half.

I blink at him on the sidewalk, a light snow starting to twinkle around us. My hand is still in his despite the fact the driver has closed the door and returned to the vehicle.

“You feel that?” he asks, looking into my eyes while my gaze veers to our connected hands.

I nod, knowing I do feel whatever it is that happened when we touched. He clearly feels it too which is wild because…. It’s not everyday a hunky, handsome man with a fetish for trees rescues an unshowered twenty-something who uses the New York Times as a blanket and eats other peoples left over food.

And to have a connection to boot.

I thought connections took beauty and chemistry, but something about Alabaster's green eyes sweeping along my lips as he holds my hand makes me think I was wrong.

Maybe that spark is dormant in all of us, waiting to be lit by the right person. Maybe it’s soul deep, not just physical.

He turns his gaze from me to the building we’re standing in front of, and my eyes slowly follow his.

Slay.

“What’s Slay?” I ask of the upscale building that I’ve personally never seen before. I don’t know every place in the city, obviously, but I know this area. But I’ve never seen this place.

“A salon,” he answers plainly.

“I’ve never heard of it,” I tell him, self-conscious to go inside a huge, gorgeous salon. I smell. My hair is a mess. They’ll totally make me feel like shit while they help me, and I don’t know if that help is worth it.

I turn to him. “They won’t take me like this. Places like—”

“My boss owns it. They’re waiting for you, Candy.”

I blink at him, finding words a little hard to find for a moment. “Really?”

He nods. “Really.”

Alabaster places his hand on the small of my back and leads me to the doors. Once we’re inside, they seal behind us, and I somehow know I’ll be the only one here today.

The space is open, large with shiny white marble floors, gleaming and glowy. There is one singular chair, white leather, with a lone mirror standing before it. It’s so tall against the nearly fifty foot ceiling, framed in silvers and whites with pine and evergreen garland strung up around it.

A woman with long white hair wearing a red velvet dress approaches me, her lips painted cherry. “Candy,” she says softly. “Come.”

I look between the woman and Alabaster. “I don’t have money,” I say to them, because they both need to know that whatever this is, I can’t pay for it.

“It’s on my boss,” she says.

I furrow my brow and hook a thumb between them. “You guys have the same generous boss, huh?”

Alabaster nods. “I’ll be back in three hours. Kris wants the whole Slay All Season package, got it?”

The woman nods. Alabaster nods back, and before I can panic and ask him not to leave me with a stranger, he’s slipping out the front door so fast it nearly makes my head spin.

“He’s really fast,” I say to the woman while staring at the closed salon door.

“They have to be,” she says, smiling.

It doesn’t make sense to me what she said, but I don’t question it because she’s quickly stripping me out of my clothes and leading me down a dark hall into a large, fancy bathroom.

“Here you will be shaved, waxed, shampooed, conditioned, scrubbed, plucked, washed, and massaged,” she says, maintaining her glowing smile. “Then you’ll come back to me, where I’ll completely revamp your hair, do your color palette, and by then, Alabaster will be back to get you and head North.”

“Clothes,” I start, because in all that she’s said, I don’t know what to grab onto. I’m getting a makeover, which I won’t argue against. It’s been way too long since I’ve had a good shower, much less all the other stuff they're gonna do.

I glance at the line of women waiting to help me, all of them wearing white smocks, with hair bright red, tied off with long emerald color ribbons. Man they love red, white and green at this place. “I don’t have any clothes.”

She smiles. “Alabaster has that covered.”

“How does he know my size?” I don’t even know if I remember my size. It’s been so long since I’ve purchased anything new.

“Kris knows,” she says, their boss's name coming up again. “Kris knows everything.”

And on that sentiment, the women in white are tugging me into a spa.
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Four hours later, I’m back in the town car with Alabaster only this time… I’m a brand new Candy.

My hair is shiny and glossy, treated and blown out to model’s perfection. My skin is clean and moisturized, legs smooth, toes and fingers manicured. And at the spa, they dressed me in a silk red jumpsuit, low cut to expose my ample cleavage, and tied around the waist to accentuate my ass. It’s soft and expensive and feels incredible. Hell, I feel incredible as I roll my lined and glossed lips together, Alabaster leaning forward to spritz perfume on my wrists.

“You look incredible. You’re truly gorgeous, Candy,” he says, dragging his fingertip up the length of my arm to spread the scent. His touch ignites me, we share a moment… one we both ignore.

“Thank you,” I reply. “I still don’t know who this Kris person is and why he wants to help me,” I tell him, having wracked my brain for the last few hours to try and remember if I’d ever dated or even fucked a guy named Kris.

But I can’t recall him for the life of me.

From his pocket, Alabaster produces a business card. Stark white with red foiled letters printed across the middle.

Kris K.

I turn the card over but find nothing else printed. “That’s… mysterious.”

Alabaster grins, making my stomach clench. “He likes it that way. Does he exist? Doesn’t he?” He grins as he wobbles his head. “It’s all about the mystery.”

The car stops and the driver, just like Alabaster, is incredibly speedy, opening our door in a matter of seconds. Alabaster slides out first, but this time, doesn’t extend his hand to me. Instead, another man is there, and his hand is out.

I blink up at him, wearing a suit nearly identical to Alabaster’s, only his bears the finest, faint white pinstriping. His hair is blonde, but styled in that same neat coif that Alabaster wears. He smiles, exposing a pearly grin, his eyes also shining green. With a square, clean shaven jaw and a hand that would rival The Hulk, I slip my hand into his as he lifts me from the car.

“Hi Candy,” the new guy says. He shakes my hand, and that same, wild, electric feeling erupts inside me, leaving me hot and achy in an instant. “I’m Ever,” he says, smiling broadly. Ever extends his free arm back, and my eyes follow to the jet waiting on the tarmac. “Ready to go North?”

I look between Alabaster and Ever, then nod. “Sure.”

Get on a private jet with two hotties who love green (that part is a little weird) and go North for some mysterious vacation with a rich man named Kris?

Why the hell not.

It is Christmastime afterall. I deserve it.
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I have every intention on pelting Alabaster and Ever with questions once we board the jet.

Who is Kris?

What does he want with me?

Where are we going?

Are you going to harvest my organs?

But when I make it up the flight steps and dip my head into the private cabin, all sense of worry, question and responsibility leaves me completely.

Wheeled carts covered in silver domed trays are spread throughout the entire jet cabin, which is designed in pearly whites. The walls shimmer with rich, white leather seats, there are fuzzy red pillows and throw blankets in ombre of greens atop. Vases of silver flowers with red roses are all around us along with a table full of glasses of creamy spiced drinks, the smell of cinnamon hanging in the air. It’s glorious.

My stomach roars with hunger, and a woman with white gloves and fire engine red hair guides me to an overstuffed, comfortable chair. Within a minute, I’m biting into the best piece of Prime Rib I’ve ever tasted, being fed a buttery potato dipped into sour cream. I’m tasting broccolini steamed and sauteed and being served bites of fruitcake while drinks of coffee are offered to me.

I don’t know how long the flight is, but what I do know is that I eat the entire time. Alabaster and Ever watch me, sipping their spiked, spicy drinks, smiling. It’s not everyday that handsome men smile as they watch a woman absolutely destroy a week’s worth of food, but I don’t worry about what they think or why they aren’t judging me. I just eat, because it’s here, and everything is perfect, and why not?

The jet touches down just as the last silver tray is being taken from my lap table, and even though I should be stuffed and bloated, the red silk jumpsuit still fits me absolutely perfectly. Almost magically.

“How much longer are we traveling?” I ask as I rise, peering down at the silver strappy heels on my fresh feet. I still can’t believe I’ve been so pampered. This morning I woke up with the sidewalk imprinted on my face and now I look like a movie star. It’s… a miracle.

The jet door pops open. Alabaster and Ever wait at the exit for me. “We’re here.”

Here? Wherever we’ve landed has jet access, which has my heart racing. We must be somewhere really nic—

“Holy Easter Bunny,” I whisper as I stand in the open door, staring out at the largest home I’ve ever seen, in real life or otherwise.

“His place is a hole compared to this,” Ever says. Alabaster slips his hand into mine, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“It’s beautiful, like you.”

It’s nice, but I ignore the compliment because I’m still in such shock from what I’m looking at. “I can’t even see where it ends, it’s so big.”

“You like the big size?” Alabaster questions, arching a brow down at me, smirking. My belly flips a little, and despite my initial and continual attraction to him, it’s only now that I’m actually thinking of sex.

It’s been a very long time for me. Too long.

“I love the size,” I tell him, knowing we’re talking about this incredible mansion as well as cocks.

Ever slips his hand into mine and squeezes. “It’s even bigger than it looks.”

We walk down the stairs carefully, the falling snow settling all around us but somehow, someway, missing us completely. My red jumpsuit stays dry as a bone and the two men with me stay dry, too, their neat coifs remaining perfectly intact.

At the bottom of the stairs, I stop in my tracks, clinging to them as I take it all in again, this time from a lower position.

The mansion must be twenty stories high,I swear. It disappears into the cold, foggy sky, and when I stretch my eyes down the length, the back of the mansion melts into the fog, too. The size is completely overwhelming and yet, not even the most intriguing part.

“It’s a mansion,” I say, taking in how this isn’t just the biggest place I’ve ever seen but it’s also made completely of logs, looking like the coziest place in the world… despite the tremendous size. “It’s so… I can’t even believe it. It’s incredible.” My words hang between us in clouds of heavy white, and they continue to hold and gently squeeze my hand as I take it all in.

Rows upon endless rows of pine, fir and evergreen trees are everywhere. In fact, when I look around, I realize we’re surrounded by trees and snow, the magical mansion cabin the only place in sight.

“Where are we?” I ask, a little nervous now. Stupid, I know. The time to be nervous was getting in a car with a stranger but it hits now, in rolling waves of angst and sickness.

Alabaster smiles down at me. “The Pole.”

Ever says, “Kris’s place.”

Then adds, “North. The furthest North anyone can go.”

They usher me inside as I process that, wondering still who this Kris person is. I think I may have dated a day trader named Christoff a few years ago but he had a cocaine problem and a lead foot. I’d be surprised if he was still alive, much less capable of having…. All of this.

“Holy crap,” I balk, because if I thought the outside was an incredible dream, the inside puts it to shame. There is so much house my head spins a little. From a long white marble staircase, the banister wrapped in thick, green garland, vibrant red ribbons every few feet, comes two more tall, fit, handsome men.

Both of them also wearing green suits. One of them has dark pinstripes, opposite Ever, and the other wears a solid green suit, a shade darker than Alabasters. The handsome men are sporting short, dark beards, one with glasses, the other without. And these two hunks? They also have shining green eyes.

“Chim,” one says, extending a hand to me.

“Nog,” the other greets, smiling.

“I’m Candy,” I tell them, but they already knew that, because when I tell them, they only nod knowingly. “Chim is an interesting name.” I turn to face Ever, and split my questioning glance between him and Nog. “Ever and Nog are too.”

“Evergreen,” Ever corrects, “but Kris likes to call me Ever.”

“Chim got his nickname from Kris,” Alabaster says, draping his arm along the back of Chim’s shoulders. Chim twists his gaze to face Alabaster, and something adoring and hot passes between them, causing my pussy to pulse.

The mention of Kris further distracts me. “When do I get to meet Kris?”

The men usher me into a conference room of sorts, one that smells like peppermint and hot cocoa, fresh cookies and newly snowed on pine trees. We settle into seats, and Alabaster takes the lead.

“Candy, our boss is a very busy man. In fact, he works nearly twenty hour days, 364 days a year. On his one day off, we like everything to be just right for him. I mean, you work one day shy of a year and tell me you don’t deserve to cut loose.”

I nod. “I get it. But…” I lick my lips, eyeing the bowl of candy canes centering the shiny table. “Why doesn’t he just take more time off throughout the year?”

Nog leans forward, winking one of his green eyes at me while adjusting the black framed glasses on the bridge of his nose. “December 26th is and has always been his only day off. We’re not here to negotiate his contract for more vacation time, sweetness.”

“December 26th?” That’s not even a good day to have off. Everyone is Christmas hungover, the sun doesn’t warm your skin, and most people are already on vacation. “That’s a weird day to choose.”

Ever drums his fingers on the table as Alabaster rolls his chair toward me, bumping mine with his. His voice is low, and the smell of pine oozes from his pores. My lower half clenches hotly. “Think, sweetness.”

I arch a brow as I study his smirk, looking across the other three men a moment later. They’re smirking too.

“We work all year, but really, Kris does the heavy lifting. He takes one day off, the 26th, and then on the 27th, it’s back to business.”

I snort as details drift through my mind, bumping into one another, sticking together, quickly painting a clear picture I so stupidly missed until now.

“Kris K in the North, and he takes the day after Christmas off.” I smirk, ready to roll my eyes. “Who’s your boss? San–”

Alabaster presses a finger to my lips. “We don’t say that name here. It’s media-made, degrading and denigrating to him.”

I swallow thickly, my heart beginning to race. Their faces are serious. We did take a jet north. It is snowy and cold here. Ever smooths the tips of his fingers over his ear, and my eyes follow.

Slight, subtle, and completely missed until now, I see that Ever’s ears are slightly pointed at the top. Like… I face Alabaster. “Oh my God, he’s real. And you’re his elves,” I breathe, hardly believing my own words but as they topple out of me, their faces soften knowingly, the truth completely unavoidable.

“San— Kris,” I correct. “Kris Kringle wants me?” I look down at myself in the silk jumpsuit, then tuck soft hair behind my ears. I do look great now, I’ll admit, but Kris… he’s got a missus. That’s how the story goes, at least. “Where’s Mrs. K?”

I place my palms flat down on the table top. “I’m not being a North Pole hussy.”

Chim laughs. “Never, we’d never make you the Pole hussy.”

“There isn’t a Pole hussy,” Nog adds. “Up until last year, Mrs. K was a great stress-relief provider on the 26th. Kris was the happiest man alive, despite the fact he worked all but one day a year.”

“That one day off must’ve been pretty… special,” I say slowly.

“It was,” Alabaster says, making my head swim.

“Can you all sit closer? All around me?” I reach for the back of my neck. “It would make this talk a lot easier.”

One of them groans, almost possessively. My insides fill with tingly heat. They slide into seats around me, and I’m overwhelmed by body heat and notes of pine. But I like it.

“Okay so you said… it was,” I continue, needing to get back to the facts or else my head will swim right on out of here. This is wild.

“Yes,” Alabaster starts, gently clearing his throat, causing the other elves to fall into sudden silence, their heads drooping forward. “Last year there was a terrible, terrible accident. We… lost Mrs. K unexpectedly.”

I clutch my chest, eyes widening in saddened shock. My heart breaks a little for the Kris I’ve dreamed of my whole life but never met. “Oh no…” I scan their dipped heads, and know that they must’ve really loved her too. Chim even swipes a tear away. “What happened? If I can ask,” I question softly, sliding my hand over Alabaster’s knee beneath the gleaming tabletop.

“She… choked,” he says finally, the room still so quiet.

Nog lifts his eyes to mine, and his are shiny, full of unrest and pain. “Gingerbread cookie,” he adds, drawing his fist to his mouth to catch a wild sob.

“Oh my god, choking on a cookie.” I shake my head. “What a terrible thing to happen.”

Silence eats up the next minute, then Alabaster finally speaks.

“We’re working through it. It’s definitely a lot less painful than it was a year ago but still… It's tough.” He brings our joined hands to the top of the table, letting the other guys see our intimate embrace. Chim reaches forward and places his hand on ours, then Nog takes my other hand and lets Ever drape his hand on top.

“You’re who he wants to fill Mrs. K’s shoes,” Nog starts.

“Forever or just for the 26th?” I ask, because helping Kris freaking Kringle with his stress would be an honor but being with him forever? “I want to be with someone I love. I’m down to help Kris relieve his stress but I can’t marry someone who doesn’t love me.”

“Things happen fast with Kris,” Chim adds, smiling. “It may start off as stress relief, but you’ll fall for him fast.”

Alabaster nods his agreement. “We did.”

I look between them, somewhat shocked. “Are you all in love with him?”

Ever smiles. “The world wants Kris to have a wife. To have a Mrs. But that doesn’t mean his needs end there.”

“Needs or wants,” Nog corrects. “Kris needs all of us, and we need him.”

I nod, my head nearly spinning from the massive influx of ground-breaking information. “Okay, so what does he need from me? What do you all need from me?” I ask, ready to please the man who pleases the world, and equally as ready to please the elves that help him, too.

Alabaster squeezes my hand, and the other three follow suit. “Everything, Candy. We need and want every single thing you have to give.”

My pussy flutters. This is going to be a fulfilling Christmas.
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“While we fully expect you to fall for Kris, because everyone does, we’re also prepared to take care of you in the uncommon and unlikely event that you don’t want to stay,” Alabaster starts, as the business portion of this meeting clearly begins.

“Is that what happened to you four?” I ask, genuinely wondering how all of this came to be.

“We don’t have time for the history of it all,” Nog sighs, stroking his hand through his incredibly shiny hair. “But more or less, yes. We were brought here to work with Kris. We’ve been together since.”

Together.

I like the way that sounds.

I’ve never been with anyone, not to any serious degree at least. And being with the man who makes the holiday season come to life? I touch my collarbone again, the shock of it all still moving through me in nervous ticks. “And he wants… me?” I still can’t believe that part.

“He does,” Alabaster says.

“But…” I draw out on his behalf.

“But so do we, Candy,” he says.

A hot shiver wracks my spine, and beneath the silk jumper, I’m drenched. Such simple words but the emotional impact definitely had a waterfall effect down below.

“So… we’re gonna have a gang bang?” I ask, trying to remember if I’ve ever done that but I think the closest I’ve come is a menage. Years on the street have my brain fuzzy. Or maybe it’s the altitude?

Out of seemingly nowhere, Alabaster produces a thick stack of white papers, black ink scattered across. “Before we get into specifics, we’re going to need you to sign this. It’s a Non Disclosure Agreement.” He pushes the paper forward and I pick up the silver pen from the table, signing my name at the bottom without thought. Nothing is going to stand between me and meeting Kris K.

“And this,” he says, sliding an additional few sheets of paper my way. “It’s a contract. It states that in exchange for one full day and one full night of limitation-free sex with Kris and his counterparts, you will be paid three million dollars and afforded the jet to take back to New York on December 27th. That is, if you don’t fall in love. If you fall, this contract is null and void and you will remain here. With us. And Kris.”

I swallow. It’s a great deal either way. I sign the contract and look up at Nog, who is watching me closely.

“Don’t worry about any awkward conversations, either. If you aren’t feeling it, if for some crazy reason you’re more of an Easter Bunny woman than you realized, at the end, he’ll know. You won’t have to let him down easily.”

“You mean, he’ll know if I don’t fall in love?” If only more men had the ability to mindread.

Alabaster smirks. “He’s all knowing.” He shrugs. “You’ll get used to it.” He takes the signed papers and stuffs them into a red and white striped folder.

“The last thing is a formal shake, and then we’ll take you to meet him,” Chim says, and one by one, the elves outstretch their hands to me, and I shake each. Their grips are warm and strong, and each palm against mine ignites a roar of heat between my legs, and a heavy thudding behind my ribs.

I feel it. Already.

The pull. The growing love.

It’s crazy.

When we’re done shaking hands we rise, Alabaster leading us to the door. Before he opens it he catches my wandering gaze with his.

“What’s the matter, Candy? You signed, we shook, you’re meant to be here. Everything’s okay.”

I nod, my heart racing, nipples suddenly hard. “I just… I can’t wait to meet him.”

He pulls open the door and from somewhere in the mansion comes a roaring laugh, so deep and vibrant that the marble walls nearly rattle. My cunt spasms at the depth and deep delight in the uproarious chuckle. I press my hand between my breasts, catching my breath.

Alabaster glances at my hand on my chest and smirks. “See? He’s irresistible.”


five
​. . .​

[image: ]


They lead me toward him, though with his voice echoing through the mansion the way it is, I’m sure I could reach him on my own.

I’m glad that Alabaster, Ever, Nog and Chim are with me. While I do feel a bit more bonded to Alabaster, truthfully, there’s been an immediate sense of closeness with all of them. As if the five of us have shared some intimate and tender connection in another life, and now we’re being brought back to discover and relish in that fiery spark.

It’s so strange.

“He’s through here, in his study,” Alabaster says as our walking slows, my clicking heels halting as we tread onto deep crimson colored carpet.

“You guys are coming in with me, right?” I ask, my eyes tripping over eight bright green ones. They all nod but Chim speaks.

“Oh yeah,” he grins, his chest rising with a slow inhale. He seems… excited? My eyes fall to his crotch—I know. Shameless. But with this silk jumpsuit and blowout, I feel a little shameless. He covers my view with his palm, but not before I see the curved ridge of his hard cock pressing into the fly of his evergreen slacks.

Our gazes come together, yet in my periphery I catch a glimpse of the flush in his cheeks, the way he becomes a little guarded. I smile, and he slowly returns it.

Alabaster, watching the exchange, brings his lips to my ear, quietly adding, “We’ve never had someone new before.”

“There hasn’t been anyone since Mrs. K?” I question, blinking my eyes. That surprises me. I get that he wants to cut loose on the 26th, but doesn’t he have needs year round? I mean, and of course, I’m sure he wants a partner to talk to and all that.

But the sex.

He doesn’t just have sex that one time a year, right? I reach out and clutch at Alabaster’s lapels, my heart racing, suddenly feeling a little woozy.

If I do fall in love with him, the way the elves seem to think I will, can I be with a man who only fucks me once a year?

Alabaster grimaces at where I’m wrinkling his suit. His eyes come to mine, questioning.

“Does he only have sex once a year? Has there not been anyone since Mrs. K because Mrs. K only fucked him one day a year?” I feel sick. I haven’t even met him yet but somehow, this potential bit of information weighs down my hopes.

Alabaster smirks, and from behind me, Ever laughs.

“Relax, okay? Let him explain things.” He clears his throat. “He’s been watching you because he thinks this is what’s best for you, too.”

An invisible flame tears across my skin, leaving me hot and achy from his words. “Oh,” I breathe, my body relaxing as the fear drains from me. But then… “I still don’t know… Will I be with him more than once a year?”

“He hasn’t been with another woman since Mrs. K,” Nog says, and I’m not sure if I feel better or worse.

My gaze moves between the guys yet again. “But you guys…”

Alabaster shakes his head. “We’re with each other. He… watches.” Then my breath is snatched clean from my chest as we fall silent, listening to him speak.

“Alright, that’s enough. Get in here. Now. No more whispering in the hall.”

Rough and deep, his tone is powerful, bearing strength and control. I don’t envision a big man in a red suit with white fleece trim. I don’t envision a long white beard and floppy cap.

I’m building a mental image as Ever nudges me forward. As soon as I’m a few paces inside, my entire world changes with a single look.

Seriously.

It’s actual, truly, no fucking kidding, love at first sight.

Shut up, I know.

It’s stupid, it’s ridiculous, it’s completely unsafe and not smart at all.

See? I know.

But the love that immediately clutches my chest is so all consuming, I know that if I have to be away from this man for more than a day, I’ll die. Seriously. I will stop fucking breathing.

I need him. I love him. I want him.

It’s irrational and crazy but it’s the most certain I’ve ever felt about anything in my life. Ever.

“Oh my God,” I breathe, my bottom lip growing a little wobbly as I take him in.

“I told you,” Alabaster whispers, reaching his hand up to mine. From behind me, he gives me an encouraging squeeze that, paired with staring at the most exquisite man I’ve ever laid eyes on, wrecks my pussy. I’m wet, my lips are swollen, my clit is pulsing, chanting, touch me, grind against me, rub me.

I’ve never been so immediately horny. So desperately, impatiently, dreadfully in need of being fucked that I’d sell my soul to the Devil himself just for a good fucking.

And also, I equally feel ready to go to ends for these men, immediately. As if they’ve given me a blood oath and me them, I feel desperately determined to prove that I am theirs, they are mine, and I am the loyal woman they all need.

It’s fucking crazy.

Maybe that candy cane I had earlier was laced or something.

But it’s too late.

“Hello, Candy,” Kris says, sitting tall in his high back leather chair, his presence commanding. The tufted, rich dark leather and cherry wood trim contrasts starkly against his white silk shirt. His skin is beyond fair yet his short, cropped hair is even lighter, so white it rivals the purest snowfall.

Around his collar, down his forearms and on his sliver of exposed chest? Tattoos.

Eating up the fairest skin is thick swashes of black ink, etching out the bodies of nude, voluptuous, goddesses. Women in bikinis, women with their skirts lifted, some nude and bent over—all completely gorgeous and utterly inappropriate. Clean shaven, his frame ripped with muscle, his gorgeous green eyes tamp down on me. “Hello, Candy,” he repeats, a smirk curving his perfect pink lips.

I swallow, finding my throat uncomfortably dry. If only I had some cum to wet it.

Wait, what?

“Hi, Kris,” I say finally, my voice small but not by choice. I can hardly gather the breath for words right now. He literally takes my breath away.

Ridiculous, I know.

My pussy is throbbing so hard as my eyes drip down his chiseled jaw, curving his thick neck and muscled pecs, tearing across his tight core until my gaze comes to rest on his groin.

There’s a bulge so thick and long that I actually swallow at the sight of it.

And I think I see… I lick my lips and look up at him. The little wink he slips me feels like an answer: yes it’s pierced.

“Jesus Christ,” I breathe, completely overwhelmed by the storm of emotions taking over. First, I’m totally in love with this complete stranger and all these other strangers around me, which is, again—I know. But now I’m willing to be with them forever and enter into a lifelong multi-partner situation? So wild.

“Are you star struck?” he asks me, his voice rocky and sexy. Hot bumps break out along my arms.

“You’re just… I feel so…” I swallow, hunting for the right words. My cunt pulses and I swear to God, something happens to me right then. A chemical shift in my body. A deep seated change in my brain. Maybe my DNA changes a little, too.

My body gets hot. So fucking hot I can hardly stand the silk that barely kisses it. My cunt quakes, shouting at the top of her non-existent lungs that she needs to be filled.

My chest heaves as I tear out of my clothes in front of a man I only met just a moment ago.

Behind me, the elves work their belts as arousal slips past my swollen lips and slides down my inner thigh.

“Eager, are we?” he asks with a chuckle, stroking his tattooed hand over his cock. “Well, before we get started my sweet, I think it’s only fair you know what you’re getting into.”

“But Kris, I want to be here with you, Alabaster, Ever, Chim and Nog no matter what.” I can’t believe I said those words. I really can’t. Again, ridiculous, I know. And yet, I wouldn’t take them back if I had the chance. I’m obsessed. He’s in my veins, part of my blood, integral to my life now.

I pinch my nipples, hard and achy. I want Kris to suck them, and I want Alabaster and the others to line up and suck them, too.

“Before all that, you need to know what the 26th is all about. For 364 days of the year, I’m focused. And due to that laser sharp focus, I force myself to abstain from intercourse.” He strokes that monster resting against his thigh, and I wish more than anything those white slacks of his would disappear. “Over the years, being a voyeur has become somewhat of a kink,” he adds, licking his lips as his eyes fall to my hands, currently playing with my puckered nipples. “The 26th is my one day off before monitoring starts up and toy creation begins again, and it’s the one day I put my voyeurism kink aside and… I play.”

Oh I’d love to play with this man. I’d love to watch this man play with…. Any of us, to be fair. “Yeah?” I question, my voice breathy and low, all my nerve endings alive and shimmering.

“That’s right Candy.”

“He watches us, commands us, orders us. We fuck for him, perform for him. He’s our dom, and we’re his subs. And all year we give him what he needs by doing everything he commands… with each other, of course. Then on the 26th, we finally get to play with him.”

I lick my lips. “Your voyeurism edges them all year, doesn’t it? By the time you’re ready to play with them they’re probably dying to get their hands on you,” I breathe, replaying the flush cheeks and needful expressions on the elves faces earlier.

Kris nods. “I’m great at creating a buzz, what can I say?”

Alabaster chuckles. “But she’s ready to pounce, Kris, and it’s only the 24th.”

Kris strokes himself again.

“Let’s show her how the rest of her year will be if she chooses to stay, instead of just fulfilling her contract.” Kris reaches into his desk drawer and a moment later, the den door slowly closes and the lights drop to a low, nearly orange hue.

He unzips, but the elves around me strip.

When I spin on my heels, I find all four of them completely naked.

“You guys are so fast,” I comment, remembering how fast Alabaster left the salon earlier, too.

“That’s kind of our thing,” Chim smiles.

“But we’re slow where it matters,” Nog adds, his eyes roving over my naked body before slipping behind me to rest on Kris.

“What’s on the menu, today?” Nog asks him. And then the five of us turn and face our dom, because he is totally my dom now too. No way I’m sticking around just for a contract.

So I only get to fuck him once a year.

That only seemed awful before I realized he wanted to cuck me all year.

I’m down with that.

Kris grins before casting a quick glance at his watch. “I have two hours. I want you to fuck Alabaster and Chim, one of them taking your throat, the other filling your cunt. Then I want you to fuck Nog while Ever fucks your tight ass. I want to see their cocks sliding together as they take you at the same time. And when they’re done, I want to slide my fingers in your pussy and ass and find what my elves have left behind.” He strokes himself and my body aches so hard and I nearly whimper.

The tips of my fingers slip between my lips, delving into the sticky, warm arousal. “So,” I breathe, shamelessly naked and masturbating like I’m in heat or something.

I kind of feel like I am. My lower half throbs, my insides humming, needful and starved. I want to be fucked and used and bred. “Do you touch yourself while you watch us? Or do I only get to see you naked once a year, too?” I stick out my bottom lip in a pout because it hardly seems fair.

“Candy,” he rasps, his rocky timbre tearing through my chest, leaving me breathless. “I’ll lose control if I join, but if I don’t touch myself while I watch the people I love get off, I’ll lose my temper, and that’s far worse than me losing control.”

Alabaster touches my arm. “After we get each other off, he rewards us. He feeds us his milk, a little for each of us.”

“It’s how we have the energy to get through such a crazy year of keeping tabs on the good and bad, making all the toys, delivering them, and having daily fuck fests.”

I stroke my clit faster as Kris works the zipper on his slacks. My mouth goes dry and my heart stops as I wait for him to unleash himself.

“Kris’s milk is what keeps us full of magic. It’s what keeps us all going. And without a Mrs. K to really fulfill his needs, we’re afraid he’ll become less potent. That his cum won’t have the same effect because his heart is less full, and because of that, the whole operation will slow down.”

“Help save Christmas, Candy. Give yourself to me on the 26th, then after you can decide if you want to stay forever.”

I think I know my answer, but something tells me the sex will be hotter if they’re all trying to win me over, so instead of arguing, I nod.

“Okay, for the next three days, I’m property of the Pole. Then I’ll decide.”

With that, Kris reaches into his slacks and retrieves the biggest, thickest, most veiny and gorgeous cock I’ve ever had the pleasure of laying eyes on. He pumps himself, a pearl of clear pleasure beading at the tip—which I now see is indeed pierced. The precum drips off the piercing, hitting the carpeted den floor with a heavy thunk.

“Okay, Candy, open up for my elves.”
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My eyes stay on his because I don’t think it’s possible for me to look away even if I wanted to. Seriously. His gaze sears into mine, roping me into him effortlessly, invisibly. I’m so willing and pliable for him, and he isn’t even touching me.

But Alabaster is. And my eyes stay on Kris’s as Alabaster’s lips traverse my neck, his tongue hot and wet against my flesh. What he’s doing feels good, but Kris’s eyes on me feel even better.

“Press yourself against her,” he grounds out, his voice even deeper than a moment ago. Rawer, more pained, he speaks slowly and deliberately, making my skin erupt in heated tingles. “Rub your giant cock against her aching little cunt until she’s screaming to be fucked.”

One half of his mouth curls into a smile, and my eyes veer from his a moment just to take him in again. So much ink. Naked and vulnerable women the focal point of each tattoo, his muscles are swollen, his is jaw sharp and his cock is a pierced fucking monster.

A monster I’m dying to let inside.

A monster I’m aching to play with.

I look up at Alabaster at Kris’s feral urging, and find his hungry gaze already roaming the sliver of bare flesh between our chests.

“Your nipples are so sexy,” he groans as the slick head of his cock nudges me, pressing into me slowly. He finds my face and brings his lips to mine. He tastes like candy canes, though I never saw him eat one.

When he peels his lips from mine he whispers, “wait until you taste him.”

I turn my head on the red pillow the elves laid out for me. They were so fast it was nothing but a blur of crimson for me, but now we have a lush red fur blanket and pillows for our fucking pleasure.

“You look like a goddess outstretched in all that red with my man inside you that way,” he says, his voice husky and thin. His strong hand strokes his thick beast, and my insides clench with hunger.

“Alabaster says you taste good,” I breathe, my pussy quivering all around Alabaster as he sinks every last inch inside of me, filling me to the point that my taint aches a little. His balls are hot and heavy against my ass. His breath rains down on my face. But I don’t look away from Kris. “Do you taste good? Tell me how you taste while Alabaster fucks his cum into me as deep as he can.” I lick my lips as Alabaster’s mouth slinks down my throat and seals around my nipple, suckling deep and hard. “Because I want to watch your face when you put your fingers inside of me and feel all of their deposits.”

“Fuck her hard,” Kris groans as his fist skates his cock, over and over. I watch his piercing slide through flesh as he rubs his fist around his cockhead. Between my spread thighs, Alabaster pumps into me, faster and harder with every passing minute.

It feels so good.

“Tell me how you taste,” I pant. In my periphery, I see my tits bouncing as he ruts into me hard, and I imagine how we look together. I think I understand Kris’s kink.

“Peppermint,” he breathes, his nostril flaring as he jacks off, the sight of his hulking shoulder torquing as he fucks himself turning me into a dripping wet mess. “The sweetest peppermint candy,” he says, fisting his cock at me. “Right in here, waiting for your mouth,” Kris says, leaning forward, stroking again. “Your cunt.” Another long stroke from Kris right as Alabaster warns me he’s getting close. My pussy spasms at those words, the idea that he’s going to give me his most intimate thing—his cum—and he’s going to put it in me deep.

Fucking hot.

“Alabaster,” I moan, my pussy straining around his steely length as his hips slow. I look up at him as his eyelids flutter. He stills, and heat spears my insides, causing my pussy to contract. My belly tightens, my toes curl, my mind goes blank and my orgasm takes over, wracking my body in twitches and flutters until I’m nothing more than a breathless mess beneath him.

As I’m drifting down, I look over at Kris, who hasn’t blown yet. His cock is angry and pink, the veins nearly erupting from his shaft. Precum strings between his head and the floor, and some cavewoman part of me wants to collect it with my hands and finger it into my body, eager to savor every morsel of breeding possible.

“How did she feel, Alabaster?” Kris questions, still stroking, still looking right at me.

“Fucking phenomenal. Tight and wet,” he comments as he slides out of me, pressing a pillow beneath me, trapping his cum deep in my swollen channel.

“Taste,” Kris says, the singular word delivered as a command.

Alabaster begins to lean forward, as if to bring his mouth to my bare pussy. But Kris stops him.

“Ah-” he halts. “The way I like.”

Alabaster looks at me, and the slow smile that takes up his face makes my heart race. He rocks back to his knees, and I press up to my elbows to watch. He strokes his softening cock, the one that was just throbbing and pulsing inside me, then brings his hand to his mouth and begins to lick.

Finger by finger, and then his palm, he licks me off of himself while looking at Kris, and I lie there, naked and full of warm cum, getting turned on all over again.

“Like you,” Alabaster says quietly. “She tastes just like you.”

Kris’s green eyes turn to a fiery fir, vibrant and shocking. He smirks at me. That sinister smirk of his and my pulse is zipping. “You see? You’re meant to be mine. That peppermint pussy is property of Kris fucking Kringle, do you hear me Candy? That is my sweet little peppermint cunt. Mine and mine alone to share. And right now, I want Chim to fuck what’s mine. Because like Alabaster, Chim has been a very good boy.”

My insides nearly melt.

Chim climbs on top of me and I welcome him, wrapping my legs around his waist, hooking my feet at his lower back. He slides in easily, leaving a raw, shuddering sigh between us as he feels Alabaster’s warm cum with the head of his cock.

“Warm?” I question, my voice light as my thoughts grow unfocused, the intense pleasure between my thighs becoming all consuming.

I can’t believe I’m going to cum again.

With a different elf.

I love the North Pole.

“So fucking warm, Candy,” Chim breathes, his hips rolling, his style a bit different than Alabaster. Different, but just as good. Pressure builds in my clit as we share a kiss, all the while Kris talks us through it all.

“That’s how she likes it. A little connection with that kiss, but twist or suck her nipples. Hard. She squirts when you fuck her that way. Isn’t that right, Candy?”

I blink at him, in shock.

I’ve never shared that side of me, I’ve never shared it with anyone. I’ve only ever done it alone, by myself. And Kris… he knows.

“He sees you when you’re sleeping,” Kris sing-songs, raspy and soft, making my cunt pulse.

“You have been watching me,” I murmur as Chim presses into me deep, causing my back to arch off the bed. He’s going to cum soon, I can feel it in the way his breath has become stilted and his pumps have grown out of rhythm and sloppy. He needs it. He wants it. It’s near.

I look up at Chim as Kris chuckles. “Do it,” I whisper, knowing that as soon as I feel his hot seed spear through my belly, I’m going to come all over his cock. Gush, even.

The idea that Kris has watched me and is currently watching me… the fact that if I want this man, he’s mine? My pussy is literally throbbing. I squeeze Chim’s cock with my aching cunt, and he breaks.

“He’s coming now,” I whisper, looking at Chim, holding his eyes as I speak to Kris.

“Now, Chim,” he orders, as Chim reaches up and takes my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. His eyes meet mine and then he twists with all his might.

I writhe, I scream, my back arches, my legs flail.

But he fucks me as he cums, and with Kris’s raspy praise in the air, I cum hard, my nipple pain carving a searing trail straight to my clit.

“Fuck it into her,” Kris orders, “and bite her nipple.”

I can hear him stroking, his slick hand against his rock hard cock. I can’t see him, though, because my eyes are rolled back into my head as Chim thrusts inside me over and over, so deep I nearly cough. He bites into my nipple before going rigid. Warmth spreads through me, and my toes curl, heels digging into his back as I cum with him. My orgasm rushes out of me in waves of liquid, hot and sticky.

Gasping, my eyes open and I turn my head to face Kris, who still hasn’t cum. Chim kisses my breast where he marked me with his teeth, and dismounts me.

“I wanted you to fuck her throat,” Kris says, stopping Chim in his tracks.

“So while Ever takes your pussy and Nog takes your ass, Chim will have your throat,” Kris continues, his hands balled into fists sitting atop the armrests of his chair. “And then, from a distance, all of you will be mine.”

I don’t know what that means, but if the collective groans from the men surrounding me are any indication as to what’s to come? I’m in store for something heavenly. Or perhaps, otherworldly. I don’t know what realm Kris is in. I know you can’t actually live on the North Pole and yet, here we are.

Ever smiles over me then finds my lips with his, passionately but quickly. He’s long and thick, and now that I give Nog a glance, he’s much the same. Balls are a bit bigger, but mostly, they’re equal.

Ever notches himself, pressing inside me slowly. A few inches in, he discovers the hot cum left inside, and a groan so feral it nearly shakes the walls tears free from him.

“So you’ve found what Alabaster and Chim have left,” Kris laughs, humorlessly, rather dark actually. I twist to see him, and find him stroking again, slowly, precum leaking steadily down his shaft, diligently following the swells and curves of his veins. My pussy clenches around Ever, but it’s not enough. Watching Kris do that, that erotic, slow, sizzling way he’s doing it, getting fucked just isn’t enough.

“See?” Kris rasps. “You need more.” The chair squeaks as he leans forward, his massive cock jutting out with him. “I know what you need, Candy.”

At that moment, Nog is over me, suggesting a repositioning. Then I’m on all fours, sliding down onto Ever’s cock as Nog takes my hips. At once, his cock impales my asshole, and after a moment of shock and pain, I’m filled to the brim with elf cock.

Except, no… I’m actually not.

I open my mouth and waggle my tongue toward Chim, who's stroking himself, and ready again.

“Good girl, you listened.” Kris groans as gets to his feet, I can hear the commotion of it all as my eyes squeeze shut. Chim slides his cock down my throat, and I take care to wrap my teeth in my lips as I choke on him.

“Good, see? You feel better being filled all the way, don’t you?” Kris’s shadow drips over me, and I open one eye, peering around Chim’s balls to catch an eyeful of pierced, unsheathed cock. Precum splatters over my face, and stings my skin with its minty coolness. I let out a moan around the cock in my mouth, and Kris chuckles.

“Finally, you’re feeling really good, aren’t you Candy?”

Another few drops spatter against me.

“If you stay here, I’ll have them fuck you every way imaginable all year, and I’ll watch you take them like the obedient, sexy Pole wife you’ll be.” More precum, more unbridled, feral groans. My pussy and ass clench hungrily around Ever and Nog as they hammer away in my holes. My throat burns as Chim’s body stills, and his erection begins to pulse.

“Drink him down, sweetheart, and listen to me.” My eye is still on his, and all that ink dancing over his flexing muscles as he pumps himself has my orgasm barreling through my core, exploding between my legs.

“She’s coming,” Ever groans as he too stills, his cock pulsing out wave after wave of hot cum in my already oozy and full pussy. Nog follows, ceasing his movements, filling my ass with a hot eruption.

We groan and throb as the four of us orgasm together, the men filling me to the brim with the creamy release. And is under a command only they can hear, the three of them pull away, quickly wiping me, and positioning me for him.

Propped up against pillows, my used, aching cunt and ass throb against the best as they get a break. Kris hovers over me. “No touching for another day or so, because I need my focus. But I won’t be able to focus until these are drained,” he says, reaching between his thighs to clutch the heavy sac hanging under his shaft. Pebbled, nearly purple skin covers the swollen balls, and my mouth waters hungrily at the sight. “Grab your tits, baby, and push them together,” he orders, his voice thinning as his orgasm takes hold.

The elves stand near my feet, stroking again, and I wonder if endless stamina is an elf thing or a North Pole thing. But whatever is, I wonder if these guys are ever soft because it seems like they’re always ready to go.

I love the way that makes me feel.

Kris aims his pierced cock toward my chest, and I open my mouth just in time.
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“Sweets for my sweet,” he croaks before the first roaring rope skates across my breasts, splattering the underside of my chin. The scent of peppermint sticks sizzle in the air as he jacks himself, coming with power in unending abundance. It’s the sexiest thing I’ve seen, and the sheer weight of all that cum on my chest and face is driving me wild. The wetness between my thighs burns as it seeps out of me, soaking shamelessly into the bedsheets.

“Taste it, Candy,” Kris groans as he strokes, a thick drop of cum hanging from his piercing. He swipes it with his finger and drags it over my lips. I lick them. He tastes better than he smells. Sugary, sweet, warm and thick, I love the way his cum feels against my lips, how it tastes, how it makes me feel as it slides down my throat. “More,” he says, nearly reading my mind.

I slip my hands down my body, through the hot mess marking my skin, and bring my sticky palms to my mouth. My tongue peeks out, swiping through the peppermint release coating my fingers.

His responsive growl reverberates through my lower half, and the sounds of slick palms against hard elf cock has me reach between my legs, eager to get off while I eat his cum.

But he stops me.

“I won’t let myself touch you, not in any meaningful way. I won’t taste you or fuck you or even breathe you in deeply until the 26th. But now that they’ve had you, and I’ve watched you eat my cum off your perfect body like my good little slut, I have to make you cum. I can’t get back to work until I do.”

I look back at the elves, then to Kris. “Using your elves to pleasure me again?” I ask, practically batting my eyelashes with excitement. I’ve been taken and fucked, but when I think of their strong hands traversing the sticky and swollen terrain of my body, I could have more. Always, more.

“No,” he says, causing my gaze to snap back to his.

He produces a leather strap, buckles fixed to the ends. In the center is a cock, a large red and white striped dildo. But the band seems too small for a waist. I tip my head to the side, admiring the sex toy in my namesake, but still confused as to what he’s going to do.

Kris’s large hands stretch the leather apart, the cock dangling. He reaches behind his head, the metal clink of the buckle fastening causes my pulse to leap. A moment passes and Kris is on his back on the red fur next to me, a dildo strapped to his chin. He strokes the cock jutting off his face. “Sit on this and let me have the best seat in the house watching that tight little cunt of yours cum like hell.”

I’m straddling his face so fast the elves chuckle. I stroke my fingers through Kris’s soft, short cropped hair, and peer down into his rich emerald eyes. His tattoos make my clit pulse. My hips move and I watch impishly as his gaze veers to the place where the dildo impales me. He sticks out his tongue, and it brushes my clit as my hips rock forward.

I let out a breathy moan at the fleeting connection, a life-changing jolt of electricity crackling up my spine. The base of my head tingles and the corners of my brain go numb.

When he finally does eat me out, when he finally does fuck me—I’ll be destroyed. I’ll be his forever and infinity. Because just the brush of his tongue against me as I rock against his face has my eyes stinging and my belly pulling tight.

I want to cum already, and it’s been mere seconds.

“Kris,” I whine, writhing on the cock on his face as I sink my fingers into his warm scalp.

“My greedy Candy wants to cum already,” he says, his tongue making contact with my swollen, aching clit again.

I nod, and he chuckles, his strong body rumbling beneath me. It’s too much. It’s certainly more than I can take. My hands slide down to his cheeks and I clutch at his face, hunched over as I ride him into oblivion.

“I’m coming, Kris, oh fuck, I’m coming,” I moan, my cheeks hot, my body nearly trembling. Something inside my belly tightens, and suddenly I feel so full. Warmth rushes from between my thighs, and Kris’s mouth is there, open, tongue collecting my gushing release.

I wiggle on his chin, riding out every last electric moment of my orgasm as I make a sticky mess on Kris’s face. Watching him swallow and lick me like my cum was his air has my insides aching to be knocked up. To bear this man’s baby and all future babies.

“God,” I breathe, my body slowing as my orgasm subsides. “That felt so good. Watching you was so hot.”

“Wait until we can really get into it,” he smiles, lifting me off of him to sit beside as he unstraps the cock from his chin. “Tomorrow, if I use this on you again, it will be hidden by a beard.”

The elves come to my aid, still naked and hard as they clean me up and help me redress. A moment later they’re all redressed too.

“No relief for you all?” I ask, peering past all of them.

Kris sits in his chair, patting his knee. On my tip toes, I stride across the den and slide onto his knee, finding a comfortable spot on his thigh. This is the spot. The place everyone wants to be. I wiggle against him a little, my nipples hardening as his hand comes to grab my hip.

“They’ll be fine.” He looks to the elves who nod diligently, all of them blinking back at Kris, eager to please. They love their dom, and I understand it more each moment that passes. “Now, it’s time for a snack and then I’m heading out for the big night.” He taps the calendar on his desk, a red circle around the 25th. “Then… Candy, you’re gonna see what the Pole is all about.”

Beneath me, his cock draped against his thigh grows harder, straining against his white slacks.

“I can’t wait.” My stomach rumbles, and Kris reaches up, tapping my nose.

“I told you I know what you need.”

I smile. “You were right.”

A gentle tap comes on the door, and as I look up, I notice Alabaster shoot Chim a look. In fact, I think all of them exchange the same look. But Nog is at the door, letting another fit man in a green suit into the room. He doesn’t show his eyes to me immediately like the other elves did, and I notice he seems to do that on purpose. Like looking at the floor is all he’s allowed to do.

I peer up at the massive wall of a man whose lap I’m sitting in, and find his brow burrow, strain bulging in this throat.

The man lowers a tray of food to the desk, his hand beyond unsteady.

“Enough!” Kris snaps. “Out!”

The man dips his head, turns on a heel, and like everyone else in this house, disappears so quickly I miss it.

Cautiously, I walk my fingers up his chest, waiting for his breathing to even out. Finally, he looks at me.

“Why were you so angry with him? He was shaking,” I say, stroking my hand down his strong chest.

From behind us, Alabaster clears his throat.

I turn to face him as he steps forward. His voice is low, but not secretive, more so, careful. “That’s… That’s Gin.”

I wrinkle my nose at the solemn and grief stricken faces around me. I don’t know who Gin is. “Gin?”

Alabaster edges a bit closer. “Gingerbread. Gingerbread Cookie.”

I blink as I process, realizing that—

“We were playing last year, just a few days shy of the 26th. And Mrs. Kringle and I were getting really frisky.” His gaze drifts off sentimentally for a second before veering back. “I was having Gingerbread choke her while he plowed her.” His green eyes come to mine as he blots the edge of one sadly. “That was her favorite.”

The elves nod and agree quietly.

“She loved getting choked,” Chim agrees sadly, shaking his head.

Nog mimes choking before clicking his tongue. “God she really loved it.”

“Gin didn’t feel her tapping out. He was… literally and physically in too deep. He missed her cue for air.”

“She…” I stutter. “She choked?”

Kris nods. “Indeed she did. But not from the hand choke. She was deepthroating Gin and his piercing got stuck behind her tonsil.”

My head whirs as my heart freefalls. So much information to take in while simultaneously feeling bad for Kris having lost his wife that way.

His eyes come to mine, suddenly serious, all sadness and grief gone. “If your mouth is full and you can’t make a noise, pinch someone. As hard as you can, pinch me or one of the elves. That’s our new protocol. You can’t ignore a pinch.”

“I’m sorry for your loss.” I swallow hard and glance at the door where Gin just left. That elf facefucked Mrs. K to death!

Kris nods. “Now, eat. Get your energy back. The elves and I will be gone until all of the gifts are delivered. Twenty-four hours of nonstop work at the actual speed of light.” He leans in, sending a wave of Douglas Fir and Holly leaves my way. “But when we get back, the 26th is my day. No gifts. No kids. No toys. No good. No bad. Just me having my way with you.” He twists his gaze to peer at the handsome, suited elves. “And them.”

My insides clench at the promise. “Sounds perfect.”

“And then you can decide if you want to stay here….” He trails off, but I hear the unspoken forever he’s attached to that statement.

I do want to stay. But I don’t want to tell him yet. First, I want him to fuck me.
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Kris leaves, placing a soft but foreboding kiss on my mouth, curling his finger beneath my chin. My entire body tingles, and when we part, a hot flush takes over when I see the elves eyeing us with hunger in their eyes.

“One day,” he whispers, his tone rough and edgy. He reaches down, now wearing a suit like the elves, only his is red. Deep red with white pinstripes, his white beard growing little by little before my eyes. “One more day and then we’ll be back here to have everything you’re willing to give.”

My nipples press against the silk jumpsuit, and though I’ve seen his monstrous cock and felt his hot cum on my skin, I still haven’t had him. And my hunger and obsession for him is growing at an alarming rate. I lick my lips.

“Every single piece of me is yours.” He only lets himself truly take one day a year, it wouldn’t be fair to limit what he can have. “I’m your personal buffet,” I say with a smirk.

He steps back with one foot, giving way for the elves to see me clearly. “And theirs?”

I nod. “And theirs.”

We share another kiss before he slips out into the snowy abyss, the elves trailing behind him, each of them sporting a hard on and flushed cheeks.

I find my way into a spare room, with the help of a silent Gin. After a hot bath that smelled like sugar cookies, I slip into bed, ready to rest for our big day.

The elves and Kris can move quick, and I suppose now that I think about it that makes sense. To deliver gifts to kids across the world would require some crazy speed.

My eyes close as I imagine them soaring over the world as we speak, and before I know it, I’m drifting off.

When I wake again, an entire day has passed in the blink of an eye. Something about this neverending cabin floating in the North Pole is clearly magical. Maybe time passes more quickly? Either way, I jump out of bed and smooth my fingers through my tangled honey hair, working out the knots but then— it hits me.

It’s not knotted and tangled.

Alabaster took me to the salon. I’m clean. I’m fed. And I look fantastic.

The door to my room swings open as I’m surveying myself in a white silk robe in front of a floor to ceiling mirror. In the doorway is a windswept Alabaster, his nose red and his chest heaving.

“Merry Christmas,” he says, but what I hear is, “it’s fucking time.”

I nod. “Merry Christmas.”

He opens the door further, allowing me room to slip by. Once in the hall, I follow him down a long, long hallway until we’re tucked into darkness, two grand doors standing before us. They’re so tall, I can’t even see the tops of them, I swear.

He looks at me, his green eyes twinkling in the dim, romantic light. His large fist hovers at the door as he watches me. “Are you ready? Because once he has you, once you feel him inside you….” Alabaster shakes his head, a tremor wracking his shoulders as he clearly remembers his first time with Kris. “You’ll be fully addicted. You’ll never want to leave him, here, or us.”

I shrug. “You picked me up off the street. I have nothing to go back to.” Alabaster already knows this, so I’m not sure why he’s warning me. And anyway, I’m already so damn smitten with Kris and the elves, I'm not sure I could leave even if they wanted me to.

Something about Kris… the elves… this place…. I have to stay. I’m meant to be here.

“I know. I’m just warning you.” He takes a small step toward me, keeping his fist ready to knock. “When you feel him erupt while he’s inside you, that’ll be it.”

I lick my lips as my cunt throbs, hollow and needy. “I’m ready to find my forever, Alabaster.” I look toward the door then back to him. “I’m ready.”

One solid knock later, we’re standing in Kris’s bedroom which is a mansion in itself. A full kitchen, bathrooms, a crackling hearth, vaulted ceilings, wainscoting, sculptures, shelves upon shelves filled with the best books, beautiful red and white floral arrangements tied off with thick, emerald velvet ribbons— Kris’s bedroom is a fucking penthouse within a mansion.

No longer donning his red suit, Kris stands in front of the roaring fire with nothing but a plush white terry cloth towel wrapped around his waist. From between his legs, I can see the angry and eager monster poking through, even the pierced head is slightly visible.

“Your beard,” I comment, stepping forward as Alabaster's hands curl around my robe, peeling me out of it as I walk toward Kris.

The other elves enter the room behind me, I hear the door and their voices. But my eyes are only on Kris as I rock to my toes and stroke my fingers through his long beard. “It’s so long.”

He reaches up, sifting his thick fingers through the coarse white hair. A smirk lifts the corner of his mouth. “Enjoy it tonight, sweetheart. When you wake up, it’ll be gone.”

I pout. “And tomorrow my ability to fuck you whenever I want will be gone, too.” I get that he needs focus, but the fact that he only lets himself really unwind one day a year? It’s cruel.

But I can’t change his mind because he’s already shaking his head, wearing a look of warning. “I need to focus. The 25th is a big deal. It requires 364 days of work. But I promise you, my Candy Cane, that if you choose to stay, I’ll partake in what I can, and with the elves and my commands, you’ll never be disappointed.”

I believe him, and though I wish I could have more of him than his cum and minor touches all year, I want him. I want him in whatever terms I can have him.

Damn I sound crazy, wanting a man I’ve never had.

But I feel it. In my bones, I feel the crazy need I have for him.

I feel it in my pussy, too.

He reaches into his beard, producing a candy cane. Only this one is extra thick and long. His eyes hold mine as he calls for his elves.

“Alabaster, Chimney, Nog, and Evergreen. Come get this candy ready for our Candy.”

I’ve got half a mind to tell him spit on a sticky candy cane is not lube but then two things happen. Firstly, I remember how drenched I am in his presence and no longer stress needing lube. And second, he didn’t mean for them to lick and spit on the large candy cane.

Nope.

When the elves come over, they’ve already got their hard cocks out, and begin stroking their capped heads along the red and white sweet. Alabaster pinches his cockhead, a bead of clear arousal bubbling on his slit before streaking down the length of the cane. The other elves do the same, and when they’re done coating the cane in precum, Ever drops to his knees and begins licking the cocks of the other elves. I blink down at him and once Chim is out of his mouth he says, “so we’re not sticky for you.”

I nod with understanding. “But who licks you?”

And right then and there, Kris drops to his knees, encouraging Ever to rise. He does, and when he does, Kris pulls Ever’s hard shaft into my mouth, making all of the elves groan. My belly tightens with excitement and jealousy, but a moment later, Kris is on his feet again, eyeing me.

“I take care of my elves all year. The same way I’ll take care of you.”

I can’t help myself. Maybe it’s all the testosterone around me, the warmth radiating off of the aroused men surrounding me, or maybe it’s just the new me. But I can’t help the brat that emerges for a second.

I bite my bottom lip. “So take care of me then.”

Taking the candy cane coated in precum, he lowers his hand until I feel him prodding at my entrance, swollen and sticky with my arousal. “Fucking me with a candy cane,” I state as he pushes the extra thick rod inside of me. “Kinky.”

Another swift push and the cane is all the way in my pussy, the end of the hooked edge pressing against my clit. Kris’s towel drops to the ground, and I can’t help but stare at the raging wood rising up from those hefty thighs. The piercing shines against the roaring hearth, and every inch of his muscled, tattooed body calls to me.

“Oh God,” I breathe, taking in what has to be the hottest man ever. Alabaster and the other elves step up behind me, their breaths hot against my shoulders they’re so close.

Kris strokes his cock with one hand and fucks the thick candy cane into me with the other. Each time the curved end of the cane grates against my clit, my body shivers and my spine loses a bit of its strength. I’m quickly turning into a puddle of peppermint for him.

“First, Candy, you’re gonna come on this cane to get your sweet pussy ready for all my cum,” Kris warns, stroking his hand through his rough white beard. The naked sailor woman inked on his forearm wiggles a little as his muscles torque.

My legs grow wobbly as my orgasm zips through me, centering on the mintiness inside me. “Ah,” Kris coos, “I see my little Candy is gonna cum.”

I nod, breathless as my heart rate skyrockets, a few solid hands sliding up my back to hold me steady.

Other men touching me while one brings me to orgasm is new, and quite possibly the hottest thing I’ve experienced. And somehow, I know by the end of the night, I’ll top that record easily.

Nog kisses my shoulder.

Chim presses his lips to the side of my throat.

Ever’s thumb traces my jawline.

Alabaster grips my hips.

Kris’s arm moves fast though his breathing never picks up as he ruts the candy cane in and out of me, the thick stick growing thinner with each pass.

“Your hungry little pussy is eating it up,” Kris laughs heartily, peering down at the visibly smaller candy in his hand.

“I’m…” And that’s all I can get out before the elves all kiss me again and hold me tight as I come unraveled over this candy cane, surging forward to find Kris’s lips as I cum.

His tongue explores my mouth as I moan into his, cumming in aggressive waves. My cunt is still milking the candy inside me when he removes it, leaving me burning in minty delight, sated but still starved somehow.

He lifts the partially dissolved candy between us and slowly brings it Alabasters mouth. His eyes flutter closed as he sinks down on the cane, and I watch in rapt amazement as he sucks the candy clean, swallowing every trace of me.

Kris plunges the candy inside me again, this time bringing it to Ever’s lips for a taste. I watch Ever’s erection grow heavier, darker, the tip dripping as he suckles the cane, likely tasting me, Alabaster, and peppermint.

Which likely reminds him of Kris’s cum.

Everything below my waist grows warm and fuzzy, an electrical charge sparking in my tailbone. I stand up straighter, and lean to Kris right as he takes the cane from Nog’s mouth and finishes it.

“How’d it taste?” he asks the elves.

“Good.”

“Fuuuck.”

“I need more.”

“Ditto.”

Kris chuckles while still tirelessly stroking his erection, the veins so prominent it almost looks painful. “That’s all for now,” he says, motioning for me to follow him. “Stay here. Candy and I will be back in…” Kris’s virile eyes dart to my naked body and make a quick pass before returning to the elves. “One hour.”

I don’t see him grab it from the floor, but Kris spreads my robe between his hands, waiting for me to slip into it. When I do, he’s in a robe identical to mine, and I didn’t notice when that happened either. But I don’t question it as he presses his big fat cock between my ass cheeks from behind, making my belly flutter.

“Ready for some one on one time?” he asks, nudging me toward the massive doors.

“Dying for it,” I reply honestly, a little surprised at how normal it feels to want a man I barely know.

I stop in my tracks, not even a quarter of the way down the long, dark hall. Kris stops, his expression puzzled. “What is it?”

“I’ve known you my whole life, really, I mean, in a way.” My heart races as I step into him, admiring how small my hands look on his chest when I place them there. “I’ve loved you since I could love.”

Because who doesn’t love Sa—Kris Kringle?

He smiles, his teeth whiter than his beard, his eyes darker than the night sky. A beautiful contrast. “You’re gonna love me more after tonight,” he says, his words tender, but the subtextual promise in them evident.

A moment later, I’m being whisked into a grand room with Christmas trees everywhere; all of them decorated so beautifully that my jaw is permanently dropped as I struggle to take it all in.

Kris reaches for a gold ornament. A classic bulb with a metal cap and a tiny silver hook. In his large hand, the orb looks like merely a molecule, yet when he places it in my open palm, only my fingertips show.

“This is a beautiful ornament,” I admire, turning the orb between my hands, studying its shiny exterior. “It’s so big.”

Kris reaches up, his still hard cock swinging into the tree, sending ornaments to the floor. He waves them off when my eyes follow them skittering. Then I see he’s taken off the tree topper.

It’s blue and long, a hand-blown mercury glass point, the kind that were vastly popular before stars took over. He holds it, and it shines in the flames from the hearth. “Beautiful, isn’t it?” he questions.

I nod. “So pretty. Thank you for showing me.”

He chuckles, his cock’s piercing magnetizing to a tiny bell ornament on the tree. He stalks toward me, jingling with each step. I reach down and take the bell from his dick and giggle. Before me, Kris outstretches the ornament in one hand, the topper in the other.

“I’m going to fuck Christmas into you, right here,” he rasps. Kris spins me around and nudges me to all fours on the ground.

“Take a deep breath,” he says with a delicate warning in his tone. “Ready?”

I nod and suck in air as he impales my tight ass with the tree topper.

“Kris!” I squeal, but am careful to keep my body still. “Ohmygod!” I moan, because surprisingly enough, it feels good. Really fucking good, actually.

A moment later, he’s in front of my face, gagging me with the big silver ornament. It’s so huge that my jaw burns at the vast intrusion, but when Kris walks behind me and notches his slick, pierced head at my sticky, needy pussy, all pain fades away.

“I’m gonna fuck my cum so deep into you Candy that you’ll be tasting peppermint for a fucking week,” he growls, pushing his monster into me inch by inch.

I’ve seen his dick.

And it should be painful.

But it’s not.

My jaw burns as I struggle to moan, my ass and cunt so full that taking a deep breath through my nose even proves a challenge.

In and out, he saws his veiny cock into my needy hole, all the while keeping those big hands clutching my narrow waist. His balls are so heavy and big they slap my clit each time he slams into me, and the friction is delicious. Just what I needed.

“Kris,” I attempt a whimper around the shiny ornament, but my cry gets garbled. He knows why I’m calling out to him though, because he slows his movements.

“I wanna feel it. I wanna feel you cum for Christmas,” he croaks.

Spasming, no longer to hold back from the minty delight pressurizing between my legs, I cum in seizing, nearly violent waves. My core clenches, my pussy gushes, and my eyes roll deep into the back of my head. His heat spreads through my hips as he cums into me, his groans so loud the entire mansion rattles just a little. His cum is abundant, filling my channel and slipping out, dripping down my thigh.

“Take it, Candy, take every drop sweet thing,” he groans as he presses the tree topper deeper into my ass. He hits something, and I know I don’t have a prostate, but whatever it nudges has me immediately curling my toes and cumming again.

I gush and cream, cumming so hard my vision goes dark for a few seconds as I calibrate post- explosive orgasm. Because that’s what I’d call it. Explosive.

He reaches around, taking the beautiful ornamental ball from my mouth, tossing it up to the tree in front of us. It catches, and swings a moment before settling perfectly into place. Our little secret.

“God,” I stammer, gasping for breath, searching for words. “Kris, god,” I breathe out again, my mind and body still reeling.

How can I be turned on again when I just came a few seconds ago? I have never been so immediately obsessed with someone before.

“I want you again,” I admit aloud as he slowly pulls the tree topper from my ass with a slurp. “Alabaster was right. I want you so fucking bad. I wanna be your Pole whore, Kris.”

He chuckles, all smoky and charming, making bumps rise up on my flesh. “You’ll be more than our Pole whore, Candy. If you choose to stay. But I don’t want your mind working right now.” He kisses me after he collects me from my hands and knees. “Right now, all I want you to do is give yourself to me. I promise, the elves and I will make this the most incredible night ever.”
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I touch his face, and stroke my fingers through his beard, which seems a bit shorter now. My brows pull together, and Kris notices.

“Christmas is over, the beard goes away.” He stops my wandering hands by gripping my wrists. My confusion must still linger on my face because he asks, “what else, Candy? You know you have to tell Kris what you want to get it.”

“Today and tonight is for you. It’s the 26th. Why are you focused on pleasuring me? Why aren’t you taking what you need on your day?” A man who is selfless so many days of the year deserves his day. And I thought his day would be ordering me to pleasure him. I’m not complaining, but I do want to understand the man I’m falling for.

“I’m a pleasure dom, my little Cane. Giving you pleasure, be it through myself or the elves, fulfills me. It’s why 364 days of the year are so tolerable. Because I order the elves to please each other, and if you stay, I’ll order you to please them and vice versa.”

I blink, taking in his response. “That makes sense.”

He leans in, his breath a mix of sugar cookies and hot cocoa. I could live inside his mouth, I swear. “And before I let the elves join in, I have one more thing I want to do with you, all alone.”

I nod, eager to please him.

After we take a few minutes to bundle up in down jackets and beanies, furry boots and warm pants, Kris tosses me over his shoulder without so much as a grunt and takes me outside.

It’s cold, freezing actually. And yet while I’m in his arms, I’m unbelievably cozy, perfectly warm and content.

God was Alabaster right.

He lowers me to the ground, and my new boots crunch in the slushy snow beneath us. Yesterday morning I was using a newspaper as a blanket and hoping someone would toss a bagel in the trash for me to eat.

Now I’m in the North Pole with a man who pleases the entire world. And I’m his.

Well, theirs.

“What are we doing out here?” I ask, peering through the heavy fog that settles around us.

Kris snaps, and right there before my eyes, his sleigh appears, pulled by nine massive reindeer. I begin jumping up and down, unable to stop the childhood excitement fluttering in my belly. “Oh my God! The reindeer!” I cheer, my grin ear to ear. I look up at Kris, his green eyes twinkling in the gentle light. “Can I meet Rudolph?”

His smile is cautious. “My darling, one of the only lies about me is my reindeer.” He glances at the animals and back to me. “There is no Rudolph.”

“It’s really fucking bullshit,” a gruff voice comes from the darkness ahead. “We do the hard work and these jackoffs named Donner and Blitzen get the fucking credit.”

“Carl,” Kris sighs, “for the millionth time, I didn’t make up the reindeer thing. Okay? The world did. And I can’t exactly pop in and clarify.” Kris turns to me, laughing to find me wide-eyed. I waggle a finger at the animals.

“They can talk?”

He smiles. “All can. They just choose not to.”

I look back at the reindeer. “So… what are their names?”

“Carl, Steve, Doug, Liam, Devin, Alfred, Johnny, Neal and Rick.”

“Oh,” I say, because… there’s far less magic in those names–no offense–than the fun Christmas ones. But I don’t linger on their names too long, because Kris’s hands are on me again, righting my world the way only he does.

Kris hoists me up, only to lower me down onto the front slope of the sleigh. He snaps, the reins drop off the large animals in an instant, and coil around his large hand. I blink at the magic of it all, still not used to being with a man who truly commands the world around him, while also giving back to it.

“I think I love you,” I breathe, the words hanging in a cloud between us. He bats them away.

“You wait to tell me for sure at the end of the night,” he says with a wink, before he begins wrapping the reins around me.

A cold rushes over me, and at first I think it’s because I’m no longer in his arms, but when I look down, I see my snow boots, my beanie, the coat, all of it… are gone. And I’m completely naked.

Kris continues his handy work, using the reins to wrap and tie my upper body. A moment later I look down to see the sepia leather running beautifully around my ribcage and breasts, across my chest and around my collarbone. Even my neck. I run a finger beneath one of the ties. “What is this?”

“A diamond chest harness,” Kris says, crouching at my feet to begin tying my legs too. A few minutes later, I’m tied up and tied to the front of the sled, with Kris standing in front of me, his cock nearly spearing through his pants. He strokes himself over the fabric, groaning at his own handiwork.

“You look incredible,” he says, tipping his head to the side to take me in at all vantage points.

“You gonna fuck me tied up against the sleigh?” I ask, my pussy already drenched at the thought. Or maybe that’s his minty cum slipping free, or both. Either way, I’m ready for everything he has up his red sleeve.

His smirk puts butterflies in my ribs. “I’m gonna show you the world on Christmas, and while I do, you’re gonna cum, Candy. You’re gonna shower the world with your sweet, Candy cum. Because trust me, there’s nothing like cumming over the world, high in the sky.” He rubs his cock. “I’d know.”

My cheeks flare with foreboding excitement. “But… how will I cum if you’re driving the sleigh?”

He whistles, and there with us, also naked, are the elves. Alabaster strokes himself as Chim strokes both himself and Nog. All the while, Ever reaches out, plucking one of my hardened nipples.

“The elves.” He smiles. “Well, three of them. Because while I’ll be getting off to watching you get off, Alabaster will be sucking my cock.” Kris’s smirk lights up my already hot insides. “I don’t like a messy sleigh.”

A few minutes later, we’re soaring in the dark, cloudy sky, the cool air kissing my bare skin everywhere. I worried about freezing, but the reins grate on my skin, making me warm.

Ever reaches around my waist, finding my pussy with his hand. He starts to finger my clit at the same time Nog appears at my other side, reaching around to drive two fingers inside of my cunt. I’m half expecting Chim to appear at my back and feel his hand shimmy between me and the sled, so he can take my ass with his fingers, but he doesn’t.

Instead, he curves his head around me, smiles up at me, then latches onto my breast, sucking my nipple hard.

I squeal. I cry out. I moan at all the pleasure they’re giving me. That flutter of heat in my lower half I felt earlier intensifies, and I chalk it up to my insane levels of neediness. Chim’s hand skates my belly as he sucks my breast, and from somewhere behind, I hear Kris’s rough, commanding timbre.

“Good job, Chim. You know what I want. Get her leaking all that sweetness for me.”

Chim’s mouth disappears, but my eyes are shut as wind swirls my body, Ever’s fingers on my slippery clit and Nog’s inside me driving me to an orgasm. I have no idea how long we’ve been flying, all I know is that the reins tied around me and these hot men pleasuring me are doing exactly what Kris intended: bringing me to orgasm.

“I’m gonna…” I trail off as Chim reappears, this time on my other breast, sucking my nipple so hard that a squeal leaves me. He pops off, stars glow in my periphery as we sail through the sky, and despite the heat flaring inside me, I still feel the trickle of warmth curling the underside of my bare, exposed breast. The warmth slides down my belly and I look down to see… a stream of cream color liquid leaving my nipple.

Before I can question it, Kris roars as Alabaster makes him cum, and at the same time, Ever and Nog bring me to orgasm, and it’s so intense, all the pressure building in my groin seems to explode.

Liquid rushes out of me, and Ever continues stroking my clit as I cum, sending the rush of minty, hot liquid all over. Just like Kris said, I cum over the world as Ever eggs me on.

“Good girl, Candy. Cum for Kris. Cum for Christmas,” he breathes into my ear as my cunt spams and clenches around Nog’s fingers as he continues to tickle and prod my g-spot. I writhe in the restraints, but my orgasm continues, because Chim doesn’t let off. He suckles me, pinching my hardened tip with his teeth, causing another wave of minty arousal to surge out of me, splattering against my thighs, raining down onto the world below.

My neck grows weak as the orgasms steal all my energy, and just as I’m slouching forward, the sleigh is back on the ground, back at the Pole.

Kris appears, his hard, pierced cock dangling from the open fly of his red snow pants. He grabs the free end of one rein and yanks it, and I fall off the sled right onto my knees.

Right in front of his monstrous cock.

“See what Alabaster left you,” he groans, pushing his fat cockhead past my lips, immediately impaling my throat. My belly aches with fullness, despite the fact that Kris hasn’t cum in me again yet, and my nipples hurt, too. Maybe Chim was too rough?

But I can’t focus on the pain when there’s so much incredible pleasure. The elves lick at my clit, all four of them strewn across the ground all around me, taking turns to feast on their queen. All the while, our king uses my mouth, his thick knuckles all wrapped up in my hair as he slams my mouth onto his cock repeatedly.

Then a grunt.

A loud, Earth rumbling grunt.

And then, as I find myself cumming for the elves yet again, Kris pops off, setting loose a stream of hot, peppermint cum, straight down my throat, right into my belly.

Another snap and I’m untied, and dressed, and as I float down from yet another ground-moving orgasm, I look up to Kris, finding he and the elves already watching me.

“I want to stay,” I breathe, still trying to make myself believe that all of this is real. That I am with Kris fucking Kringle. That I know the magic of Christmas. And that I just came on the world.

Wild.

“Good,” he says, tipping his gaze to my tummy. “Because my son is already inside you.”

I look down, my hands coming to collect my now large belly. My gaze whips up to him, eyes wide.

“My cum works fast, Candy, baby.” His wink makes me horny. AGAIN.

He hoists me onto his shoulder, and he’s carrying me inside our house. Our elves trailing behind, hard and happy.
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After a warm bath, Kris brings me into his bed, stroking my hair as he reminds me now that this is our bed.

He rubs his large, inked hand over my belly, making my insides flutter.

“Now it’s time for good old Kris Kringle to get his Christmas gift,” he says as the elves get comfortable in the bed all around us.

“What do you want, Kris?” I ask, knowing I’ll give whatever it is. I rub my belly, my hand brushing his, creating an instant electric spark. I’m so sated and happy, and it all happened in a day.

“I’ll tell you what I want. But first, I have to say, Candy. I’ve watched you for a while, making sure you were the right Cane for the Pole. And I know I made the right choice. You’re lit up like lights on the tree, and I’m honored to bring you that happiness.”

“ You make me so happy, Sa–” I stop myself, remembering he hates that name. I rub my belly, struck by an idea. “Father Christmas.”

He growls. “Daddy Christmas has a ring to it.”

I giggle and the elves laugh a little too.

Then I’m on my back with Alabaster and Chim pulling my legs apart. “I want all of my elves inside of you, making you scream with pleasure. That’s my gift.”

I blink up at my man. “What about you, Daddy?”

He tweaks my nipple, and more warmth trickles freely from my breast. With one large finger, he catches the cream and brings it to my lips. I lift my head from the pillow and eagerly suck his finger, because I’d suck anything he gave me if it came down to it.

“Taste that, Candy?” He pulls his finger out of my mouth with a wet pop.

I lick my lips, savoring the spicy, sweet flavor on my tongue. “Is that…”

“Eggnog,” Kris says. “Now, let me drink my favorite holiday drink while my elves do my favorite thing ever and make my woman cum.”

I nod, looking down at the sweet cream on my nipple. “But I want your cock, Daddy Christmas. Please.” I cast a glance at the elves. “Sorry.”

“We get it. We want his cock, too,” Ever says with a smile.

“Everyone will get Daddy Christmas’s cock after I get what I want.” With one powerful glance, the elves shift on the bed until we’re in what I guess is the best position. I’m crouching over Ever, taking his cock in my pussy while Chim lies beneath me, sunk deep into my tight back hole. I ride and Nog holds my head, fucking my face, and all around me are masculine groans, skin slapping and Kris’s rumbles of appreciation.

I’m about to ask when he’s going to drink me, but then his smooth-again face is brushing my breast and his lips are sealing around my nipple. He rests on his knees at my side, taking my now swollen breast in both hands.

Then he drinks. The noise of him swallowing me has me riding Chim and Ever as I mewl and moan around Nog’s fat cock. Kris’s hands knead and work my full breast as he slurps and swallows my sweetness. Nog releases me long enough for me to look down and see a thin strip of white cream above Kris’s lip as he pops off.

“Don’t cum until I say,” he warns, moving around me to fall to his knees at my other side. He latches again, and I only see his Adam’s apple slide down on the first swallow before Nog is taking my head again, using my mouth the same way the other two use my cunt and ass—fast and hard.

I rock, I roll my hips, I grind and moan. They use me, they fuck me, and all at once, we cum. The walls shake, bells on the trees jingle, and my vision goes dark but for a few white pops of light as I cum hard, so full, so sated.

I swallow my moans while I swallow Nog, his cum minty like Kris’s. And mine, too.

When the elves are peeling me off and standing me up, licking between my thighs to clean me up, Kris rubs his belly, smiling at me.

“Nothing has ever tasted sweeter than your milk, Candy.” He reaches into his pants and takes out his erection, thicker and angrier than I’ve ever seen it. “Now, give me your mouth and let’s play cum phone.”

Nog makes a noise, something between excitement and appreciation. I look at the elves, confused. “What’s cum phone?”

Alabaster grins as the elves drop to their knees in what appears to be practiced unison. “Wait and see.”

Kris places his hand on the top of my head and I drop to my knees too. He proceeds to use my mouth, fucking me hard while showering nothing but softness into my ears.

“Look at you, Candy. Taking Daddy Christmas’s fat cock like the Pole whore you are.”

“Such a sweet pole whore, Candy. You’re meant for us.”

“God damn, baby, with your eggnog still on my tongue and my cock in your tight little throat, all I wanna do is cum.”

But then he does. And as he’s coming, he’s giving commands.

“Hold it, Candy. Do not swallow. Hold that minty load on your tongue until Daddy tells you.”

When his balls are empty and cum is leaking from my very full mouth, Alabaster appears in front of me. “Kiss me. And give me his cum.”

I do.

Alabaster's lips are warm, his kiss is eager. Our mouths fuse as a soft whimper escapes me, and I use my tongue to push the minty release into his open, pliable mouth.

When we part, Alabaster turns, taking Chim’s face in his hands. They kiss, and I watch the way their tongues thrash and teeth clash, after of course, Alabaster passes Kris’s cum to Chim.

Chim twists, wearing a huge, closed-mouth smile, and presses his mouth to Nog’s. A little moan erupts from Nog as his mouth is filled with Kris’s cum, and when the two of them part, Nog faces Ever.

Ever looks at Kris quickly, and they share a silent conversation before Nog crushes his mouth against Ever’s. Their kiss is sloppy and hot, and Kris strokes himself as he watches.

“You have my permission to swallow, Ever,” he says when Ever and Nog break their kiss.

The room fades to silence as we watch Ever. He smiles then swallows, the sound of Kris’s shared load making my skin tingle. Instinctively my hands cradle my newly pregnant belly, already so swollen.

“And the best thing to wash down Daddy’s Christmas’s minty cum?” Kris turns to me, giving my breast a squeeze after helping me to my feet. “Eggnog of course.”

The elves settle me into a high back chair, deep red and tufted, trimmed in cherry wood. They prop up my feet, lower the arms on the chair, and go to town.

I stroke my fingers through Chim’s hair, doing the same to Nog with my other hand. When their turn is up, my breasts still feel swollen, like they know I have more hungry mouths waiting. Heck, the North Pole is so wild, maybe my body does know.

Either way, Chim and Nog move aside, making room for Ever and Alabaster. I run my knuckles along their cheekbones tenderly as they drink from me, sweet and thick. All the while, Kris watches us, squeezing his balls with one hand, stroking his angry cock with the other.

When the elves are sated, Kris sends them out, promising them we need only a few moments of privacy.

Kris strokes his cock with love in his eyes. “Have you reached your decision? Do you want the money to fulfill your contract as originally agreed upon? Or do you want to stay?”

I scramble to my knees on the bed we’d moved to after sending the elves out, and watch him intimately as he plays with himself. My cunt aches at the sight, but my heart beats faster and louder, too. “I’ve never been so sure, Daddy Christmas. I want you and the elves.” I swallow, nervous and excited to admit this. “Forever.”

“I was hoping you’d say that,” he grins, raising his knuckles to my lips. “Lick my hand clean, darling, because Daddy has made a mess.”

Taking his big hand with both of my smaller ones, I lick along the length of his fingers, curling around his knuckles, not missing a single drop of peppermint precum he’s feeding me.

“We’ll marry tonight. With the elves around. And I think I’ll keep you pregnant.” He turns on his side and sweeps his weeping cockhead against my very pregnant belly.

“As for tonight….” I trail off, twirling my hair around a finger, trying to find the right words for my question without seemingly needing a head pat or an attagirl. “Was this day what you wanted? Did you get the one day off you’ve always dreamed of?”

He grins, the tattoo of a naked ballerina in a pirouette on his throat twisting as he erupts in laughter.

“I didn’t just get to pleasure you and tie you up, but I got to pleasure them, they pleasured you, and together, we came over the world, we came for Christmas. And then you agreed to be my wife. What’s better than that?”

I throw a leg over him, aligning his swollen cock with my tight back asshole. Slowly, I hold his glittering green eyes as I sink down, tucking every throbbing inch inside of me. “Not much. But this is a close second.”

He brings his hands to my breasts and kneads them, sending eggnog spraying across his face. Lapping at the spray while continuously playing with my tits, I fuck his cock and fill myself up with sweet, hot peppermint, bringing Daddy Christmas to his proverbial knees.

When I slide off of him, he urges me to lick the minty mess that dribbles from my ass onto his thighs, and because Kris gives the world everything all year, the least I could do is give him everything in return.

I lick it up and settle into our bed next to him just as he raises his hand to snap. The elves open the door, waiting for the cue in the doorway. The grandfather clock chimes, indicating that December 27th is now here, and his day and night of partaking has come to an end.

Alabaster taps his foot.

“She’s ours,” Kris announces proudly before the elves storm in, jumping into bed with us.

We celebrate the only way Daddy Christmas knows how:

By fucking each other senseless all while he watches.

The End.
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“And… you’re sure that’s where they are?” I ask Kris, holding his hand tightly as steers the sleigh into the clouds.

It’s still my first year at the Pole, so I’ve yet to learn all the details and ins and outs of the place.

And the elves.

That’s where we’re headed now. To get them.

“I’m positive,” he sighs. “One of them has made the foolish mistake of falling for a minion.” He shakes his head. “And trust me when I tell you, Cupid and her minions cannot be trusted.”

I blink into the clouds soaring around us. “Cupid’s minions?”

With the reins in one hand, Kris lets my hand go and drapes it on my inner thigh, sliding it up to my pantyless pussy. My head falls back as his fingertips stroke my swollen, slick folds. “I’ll tell you about Cupid while I make you cum, how’s that?”

I nod, because I want to know, despite the fact I’ve already cum six times today. And it’s only ten in the morning.

“Yes,” I moan, in response to both his question and his talented fingers.

“Cupid has a bunch of little cherubs that do the hard work. They run the dating sites, they run blind dates and speed dates and all that shit.” He cautions a glance my way. “But they get it wrong a lot of the time, that’s why the divorce rate is so high. And exactly why we have to get them back to the Pole.”

Cupid has workers? Like the way the elves work for you?” I ask as he slips his middle finger past my lips, into my tight, warm channel.

“Sort of. I actually work. Cupid is a lazy fuck who sits in her pink throne all day, eating chocolates and ordering the cherubs around.”

“Cupid is a woman?” I ask, shock vibrating my tone. “I always pictured a big, male baby.” I think about that a second then ask, “are the cherubs actual cherubs?”

He laughs, and slips his pointer finger in, melting my thoughts a little. “Yes,” I moan, “that feels so good.”

Kris uses his thumb to stroke my clit as he finger fucks me, his other hand commanding a nine-reindeer sled. It’s sexy hot how much he can do.

“Cupid was a man, before his wife took over. I think he was locked up in her basement last I heard.” Kris shrugs as the moon passes by us. “Don’t really know. And no, the cherubs are their name but they’re…. Well… you’ll see.”

When we arrive, I genuinely have no clue where we are. In the clouds somewhere, which is where I’ve learned most of Kris’s counterparts live. Cupid’s place is nowhere near as big as our place, but it is huge. In the shape of a massive heart, Cupid’s place glows from amidst hundreds of red rose bushes, all looking a bit overgrown.

Kris keeps me close to his side as we travel through the long grass and thorns to get to the front door.

A beautiful redhead wearing a very skimpy white dress opens the door. “What’s up Kris?” she says, her eyes staying glued to his.

My man is sexy, but for whatever reason, her eyes don’t roam over him the way I expect. But her eyes do roam over me a little. Kris pulls me closer to him.

“Candy, this is Adore. Cupid’s assistant.”

I smile and shake the hand she outstretches to me. “I thought your name might be love,” I say teasingly. Her beautiful face grows serious.

“Santa is to Kris what Love is to Cupid.” She gives me a curt smile. “But you’re new up here. You didn’t know.”

I nod. “I didn’t know. I’m sorry.”

I must be forgiven, because Adore whisks us inside and into a pink elevator that brings us to the penthouse. The doors whirr open and there is Cupid, legs draped over the armrest of a huge red throne, another beautiful redhead in a white dress standing over her, feeding her grapes. Cupid is beautiful, with jet black hair and ruby red lips. But I don’t get a chance to really take her in. Because my eyes drop to the floor in front of her.

“Gin?” I ask, surprised. Surrounding the elf that Kris still hasn’t emotionally dealt with are our elves, Alabaster, Chim, Nog and Ever. They stand in support of Gin, clearly, with their hands held together at their tailbones.

Our elves step aside, and with them out of the way I see more clearly that Gin is on his knees, holding a slender foot in his hand, peppering kisses up and down the woman’s leg. Pinching my gaze, I follow that leg up to another white slinky dress and find the cherub with red hair staring at Gin. She’s beautiful, not unlike any of the women here.

But if Kris says we can’t trust her, then we can’t.

“Gin,” Kris calls, causing Gingerbread’s head to turn, his green eyes shocked when they spot us. He scrambles to his feet.

“Mr. Kringle, I—”

“Let him stay, you old gift box, let him stay and feel the love he doesn’t get at the Pole,” Cupid calls out, her voice soft, her words sharp.

“I’ll handle Gin the way I see fit, thank you very much. And what love does he get here with your two-timing cherub? Hmm?”

The cherub he was worshiping rises, her eyes wet. “But I love you Gin,” she says, reaching for him as the elves pull him back toward us.

I lean toward Alabaster. “Why’d you bring him here if he’s not allowed?”

Ever answers as Alabaster looks on. “Because he loves her. And we couldn’t let him go alone.”

Kris says something quietly to Gingerbread, and he thanks him appreciatively. Gin shares a kiss and tender hug with the cherub he’d been worshiping, then returns to us a few paces away.

“He won’t be returning,” Kris says, and then Adore ushers us out as Cupid tosses terrible words at our back.

No one believes in you.

You all are just Hallmark movie characters.

You can come down my chimney all night.

Once we’re back in the sleigh, I sit next to Gin, feeling bad for him. “I’m sorry Gin.”

He shrugs. “I always love the one who loves someone else.”

I wrinkle my nose. “She didn’t love you?”

He sighs, and Alabaster drapes his arm around him. “She’s in love with Peter.”

“Peter?” I ask.

“Cottontail,” Alabaster adds. “She just likes playing with Gin because he gives good head.”

I shake my head. “That’s awful.” I slide across the bench to my man and bring my lips to his ear. “Maybe we let Gin back in? Hmm? It’s been enough time. I have a tap out. His heart is broken. What do you say?”

Kris casts me a glance before he smiles. “Fine.”

We arrive at the Pole and promptly fuck the sadness out of Gin’s system. Alabaster gives him what Gin says is the best head of his life, Ever and Nog give him the rim job of a lifetime, and Chim and Kris give him the biggest, mintiest facial ever. And when we’re all cleaned up and in bed for the night, I turn to talk to Gin.

“You’ll fall in love again,” I assure him. He sighs and smiles. “What was her name?” I ask, imagining it to be something like Lacey or Tulle.

“Lolli,” he replies.

STAY TUNED FOR DAISY’S DELIGHTS NUMBER 5: LOLLI POP.
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“Alright, and how did you want your eggs? Scrambled, over easy…?” My pen waits against the mint green pad in my hand.

“Sunny-side up,” he says, his partial smile exposing a row of teeth that look like they've seen coffee and chew more than toothpaste and a toothbrush.

“And how about that bacon?” I ask, though I know what he’s going to say because he’s never changed his order, not once.

“Extra crispy.” His beady brown eyes fall to my breasts, searching out my nipples. My face twitches as I battle the discomfort running through me from his vile gaze.

“Alright then, and how about the toast? Wheat, white, rye, sourdough–” I start to write wheat when he answers.

“Wheat, dry.”

“Great. And did you want country reds or hashbrowns?”

“Hashbrowns, extra crispy.” My nipples aren’t hard in this swamp bucket hell house this town calls a diner, so his eyes give up the hunt and instead drop to my exposed thighs.

“Alright then, Buck. Anything else I can get you while you’re waiting?”

He reaches out, his big, dirt-stained hand skating up the back of my bare thigh. He continues his journey, under my skirt, cupping my buttcheek. I swat back at my skirt, knocking his hand away. “Okay then, it’ll be out in a few.”

He throws nasty words at my back, but I let them slide off me, to the floor, completely unacknowledged. Sometimes, ignoring these guys makes them nasty. Sometimes, when I walk away from their advances, they slam their fists on the tabletops and leave without giving me a tip. But sometimes, when I walk away, they simply quit. And the way Buck keeps hurling dirty words at my back tells me he’s the former, not the latter.

“Stuck up little bitch,” are the last four words I hear before I push through the double-action doors and flop down on a big bag of flour, cradling my tired head in my hands.

Misty kicks my sneaker with hers. I watch her black and white Converse nudge my once-white but now rain-water colored Keds. The laces are frayed on the ends, the grommets are gone, and the rubber tread is completely peeled off in some places. “Hey,” she kicks me again, and I finally look up at her.

“I need new shoes,” I say, wiggling my foot out in front of me, nodding down to hers.

She laughs. “Uh, yeah you do.” A moment later, the smell of vanilla musk and sweet tobacco infiltrates my senses as she flops down next to me, a fog of flour rising up around us. “What’s the matter?” She bumps her shoulder into mine.

“The usual.”

She snorts. “How many have been handsy today?”

I make a show of checking an invisible watch, pushing stray, sweaty hairs off my face. “Let’s see, it’s only nine and I’ve been here since five this morning, I’m gonna average two creeps an hour, that’s…. Eight jerks?”

Misty grins. “And they call us stupid,” she snorts. “Think any of them could do math in their head?”

I shake mine. “I think the only thing going on in their head is what’s going on in the small head.”

She laughs. “I think you’re right.”

We sit there another moment. She swats at a fly who keeps landing on her exposed knee.

“Buck grabbed my ass then called me a bitch,” I admit.

Her head falls onto my shoulder. “I hate this place.”

I sigh. “Me too.”

“I ain’t payin’ you two to sit on your asses, getting your coochie smell all up in my flour,” Rex shouts, using the hairy back of his hand to wipe sweat from his forehead before grabbing a plate from the line, his thumb digging in the scrambled eggs as he holds it out. “Get up and take table ten their breakfast.” I guess it’s a good thing Whispering Meadows doesn’t have a health code inspector.

I get to my feet and take the plate, not bothering to look at Rex. I know he’s glaring, and when I walk away to deliver the shitty food to another asshole customer in this crap joint, I know Rex’s eyes will be on my ass.

The doors chase me when I step onto the diner floor, bumping my rear, forcing me to take a few steps forward. I look over at table ten. I tip my head sideways, because I’ve never seen anyone come into our truck-stop diner that was clean, much less clean and wearing a suit.

Half the people in this town, including myself, have never even seen a suit in real life. I carefully walk to the man, whose back is facing me, and ignore Buck’s sweet little nothings he drops as I pass.

“You’re too fat for me anyway.”

I sidle up to table ten, and finally lay eyes on the man who came to Hauler’s Hideaway wearing a fancy suit. “Here’s your breakfast, sir,” I say, smiling at the silver-haired man in the booth. His hands come to rest on the table top, trembling a little. He looks at the plate of food then up at me.

I’m not good with age, but if I knew my dad, I think he’d be this age. Old enough to wear wrinkles on his face, but not so old that he looks like a grandpa or anything. His eyes are blue, piecing nearly, and while I’ve never had a thing for older guys, this man is pretty handsome. Could definitely be the suit, or the gold ring glistening on his pinky, but either way, he’s probably the most handsome man to set foot in this shithole.

“Thank you very kindly,” he says, smiling. And when he says thank you, his eyes are on my eyes. Not on my breasts or thighs, or any other degrading place they shouldn’t be. That simple gesture makes me feel more human than I have in years, so when he clears his throat and asks me to sit, I risk getting screamed at by Rex, and slide into the booth.

“What’s your name, sweetheart?” he asks, but the way he says sweetheart doesn’t make my skin crawl like when the truck-driving usuals do.

“Peach St. Clair,” I tell him, my eyes falling to the fancy silk tie knotted at his throat. It’s all shades of baby blue, with some fancy gold designs running throughout. He looks like a lawyer from a cable TV show or something.

“Peach,” he repeats. “Peach, I noticed you don’t have a ring on your finger. And I also noticed, and please don’t take offense to this but, your clothes and shoes are a little worse for the wear.”

Growing up poor, in a small town full of other poor people, where our only thriving industry is catering to long-haul truckers at the diesel stop and this very diner, I don’t take offense too much.

I tuck more stray hairs behind my ears, my fingers going to fiddle with the gold cross hanging from my neck. His eyes watch me play with the cross before coming back up to mine. “Are you involved, Peach?”

Next to his hand on the table rests a cell phone. A nice one. Maybe an iPhone, I don't know. I’ve been using a flip phone for seven years. One that hardly holds a charge and only makes calls out, not in. My eyes veer out the foggy, filthy window to the dirt lot outside the diner, and I immediately spot a shiny black car.

I nod to it. “That yours?”

He doesn’t bother looking. “It is.”

“Nice.” I look back at him. “You rich or something?”

He smiles at me, and maybe I'm acting foolish today, I don’t know. But I swear I don’t see anything bad in his smile. In fact, it’s a nice smile. “I have money, yes.”

I shake my head. “Be careful. You can’t trust anyone in this town.”

He plucks a paper napkin from the holder on the table and spreads it over his legs. “You sat when I asked you to sit. Why is that?”

I don’t have a good answer because I’m not sure why. I’ve never listened to any of these other fools in here before. “I’ve never seen a suit in real life.”

He was about to lift a forkful of powdered eggs to his mouth but my response stops him. Slowly, he places the fork back on the plate and blinks at me.

“I have a very, very strange proposition for you Peach.”

The kitchen doors swing open, and Rex appears, face red, a big vein throbbing in his forehead. “Peach!”

I jump out of the booth as heat floods my cheeks. “Sorry, sir, I gotta go. I’ll come back in a minute with your check.”

I try to rush away but the man grabs my wrist, stopping me. “I’ll give you a thousand dollars to hear my proposition.”

A thousand dollars to… I blink at him, my gaze bouncing back to Rex, who watches me still, fists clenched at his side. I look back down at the man in the suit with the nice phone, big ring and shiny car.

“A thousand dollars to go outside with me and hear my proposition.” He looks back at Rex then to me. “I’ll give him a thousand too, to let you outside to talk to me, so you don’t get fired.” He looks again at Rex, this time lifting his hand in the air, motioning him over.

An ugly smirk curls Rex’s lips as he stalks toward us. But not even five minutes later, I’m standing in the dirt and gravel lot, my back against a shiny black car, while the man in the suit asks me to marry him.
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“I’ll just wait in the car,” Theodore says politely, hands still on the steering wheel, eyes out the windshield.

I nod. “Okay. I just need a few minutes, alright?”

He nods and I jump out of the car, leaving the door open so I don’t wake him. I likely won’t wake him packing my bag, but I’m much quieter than a car door.

I grab my old backpack from the closet and shove a few pairs of shorts in, a few tank tops, my hair brush and my purse. I don’t even bother taking it to the diner with me. It’s not like it keeps my wallet full of money safe, considering I have less than forty dollars to my name.

I consider writing a note, but there’s no point. The man I’m living with who used to be my boyfriend? He’s a real piece of work. And by work, I mean shit. Note or not, he won’t want me to leave. Who will he harass and grope if I’m gone?

Not my problem.

I’ve been dying to leave Whispering Meadows my whole life. Moving from trailer to trailer is as much moving as I’ve ever done. This place houses truck drivers, lot lizards, drugs, and not much more.

I stand in a graveyard of beer bottles and fast food wrappers, looking around the space that I used to share with my mom. She hasn’t been back in years, and since then, I’ve lived here alone. I’ve had the water and lights shut off more times than I can remember, and I’ve had plenty of hungry days and terrified nights, listening to all the commotion in the trailer park around me.

This man in the black shiny car doesn’t look like someone who’s gonna cut my kidney out and leave me to die somewhere, but the truth is, it’s a risk I’m willing to take.

Like I said, I’ve been trying to leave Whispering Meadows since I was thirteen, when my mom left. Back then, though, I was trying to leave so I could find her. Took me until I was fifteen to realize she meant to leave, both this shitty town and me.

I’ve never saved even half of what I need to buy a shitty car. I’ve saved enough for a handful of bus tickets, but never enough for motels and food, too. Waitressing at a truck stop full of long-haul truckers who’d rather spend their tip money on sex in the parking lot means struggle for me.

I’m twenty-two years old with my entire life ahead of me. And I do not want my entire life to be Rex and Hauler’s Hideaway, coming back to this trailer and eating a freezer meal, not knowing if my ex Charlie is gonna barge in, hopped up on drugs, trying to rape me.

Theodore H. Charles made me an offer that any woman living anywhere else would probably refuse. But I’m Peach St. Clair. A poor, high-school drop out that currently has no running water in her trailer and shoes disintegrating on my feet.

I can’t refuse him. If he kills me, rapes me, well, that’s what he does. But staying here is a slow, torturous death anyhow.

Hopping down the trailer steps, I slide into the car and keep my backpack between my legs, closing the door. “Can we go by the diner again, real quick? I want to say bye to my friend Misty.”

Theodore H. Charles, who has told me to please call him Hank, because that’s what he goes by, nods. “Sure. It’s on the way back home anyhow.”

“Thanks,” I tell him, clinging to my backpack extra tight. As he drives us through the sleepy town, all of the same landmarks I’ve seen my whole life whipping past the tinted windows, my nerves settle a little. If this man were a bad man, I don’t think he’d want me telling my best friend who I’m leaving with. I don’t think he’d want the folks at the diner to see his car and license plate again. He can’t be a bad guy.

In fact, as he smiles at me, car idling outside the diner, I think Hank just may be my savior.

I grab Misty by the elbow and drag her out into the hot sun, pulling her sweaty body into mine. “I’m leaving, Misty. And I don’t know if I’m coming back.”

She pushes off me, argument in her eyes, mouth open, ready to contest. I grab her hand and push the wad of cash into her palm, the money that Hank gave me for hearing his offer just an hour ago.

He made me an offer I absolutely could not refuse, one that comes with far more money than this one thousand dollars. So I’m giving it to Misty, because I love her and she needs it. And because she can’t come with us. I asked. “Only you, Peach,” he’d said.

“Take this. Don’t tell anyone about it. It’s yours and yours only,” I say to her, our eyes idling as hers fill with tears.

“You’re really going?” she looks down at the wad of cash then back up to me. “You don’t even know him.”

I shrug, smiling. “I don’t care. I need to get away from here. I need out.” I curl my hand, forcing her own hand to clutch the cash in her palm. “If there’s a time I can send for you, or send you more, I will, okay?”

She nods, shoving the money away in her jeans pocket beneath the apron. I kiss her cheek and wipe away her tears. “I’m not leaving you, I’m leaving here, and it’s important you know that.”

Again, she nods, and I tell her to go back inside. Because Rex will be pissed enough when he realizes I’ve gone, I don’t want him angry at her too.

I wave through the window and pull my hands together, making a heart. She does the same.

And then I’m facing a stretch of empty country highway, sitting in an air conditioned car with leather seats, as Hank drives me away from everything I’ve ever known.

“This is crazy,” I whisper aloud, yet I don’t feel panicked. The rustling in my belly feels more like excitement than anything.

“It’s the craziest thing that I’ve ever done,” Hank admits aloud, chuckling softly.

I study his profile as he drives, and decide that when he was younger, he was probably very handsome. And it’s not to say he isn’t good looking now, because he is, I’ve just never been into older men.

Funny since I’m about to marry one.
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…ONE MONTH LATER

“It’s so heavy, it feels weird. I keep looking at it,” I tell Hank as I stare at the massive glittering diamond eating up most of my ring finger.

His chuckle is warm and gentle, comforting me the way a blanket would. “You’ll get used to it. And the partners' wives all have massive rocks.” He looks across the table at me. “I had to.”

I just smile, because I don’t know what else to do. I’m still trying to wrap my head around being here, and doing this thing for this man I hardly know. This favor.

Can I call it a favor though? With everything he’s giving me, the money I get when this is over– it hardly feels like a favor. A transaction. That’s what it is.

“Can we go through the names and photos one more time?” I ask, fidgeting now with the chignon the stylist put my hair in. I’ve never had a fancy, classy hairdo like this.

Hank nods, sliding me the laminated cheat sheet he made. I look down at the photos. There are three. One of each business partner and their spouse.

I point at the first one, the one with short cropped blonde hair and wide shoulders. His eyes are set far apart and there’s a small gap between his two front teeth, but he’s handsome. Looks like a Marine, maybe. Under his arm is a woman half his size, with long dark hair worn in big curls, her slender frame covered in a maroon silk dress. Her lips are red and her lashes are thick and black and everything about her screams glamorous movie star.

“Gunnar and Emmie Pruitt,” I wager, feeling nearly certain I’m right. I remembered the man that looks like the Marine is also the man that has a weapon in his name.

Hank’s smile broadens as he nods. “That’s right,” he says happily. I smile at how pleased he is, a little shimmy of pride moving through me at pleasing him. I slide my finger to the next photo.

In this photo, the man holds the woman’s hand, and my eyes fall to their linked hands. His fingers are loose and hers are tight around him, and that’s always been a sign, to me, that he’s not as interested in her as she is him. Still, though, she has a huge rock on her finger, too. Just like Emmie. Just like me. “Keaton and Winter McDaniel,” I announce, staring into the woman’s vibrant green eyes. They both don dark hair, his a modern undercut, hers the same long curls as Emmie.

Hank claps. “Yes! Now the last.”

I move my finger along the laminated sheet, coming to the last couple. The last partner and his wife. “Paxton and Amara Frank.” This man, wearing a dark three-piece suit, his head shaved completely bald, doesn’t smile for the photo like the other two. His hands are clasped at his groin, and his wife’s arm is looped through his. She’s beautiful and fit, her body shown off in the skimpy black dress she’s donning. And she, like the other two, has incredibly long and gorgeous hair.

Hank shakes his head, a pleased smile on his face. “See? You have nothing to worry about. You remember so well.”

I tap the sheet between the photos. “They all have long hair.” I finger a smooth loop of the chignon. “I have long hair, too. Like theirs.”

He nods. “That’s right.” Hank leans back against his big dining room chair, letting a long sigh free.

I smooth my hands over the satin dress I’m wearing.

Two days after I came here, Hank took me shopping. He bought me a closet full of beautiful things, things I never imagined could be mine. Like this dress. I didn’t see the price tag, but it was in a boutique–the kind where only four or five dresses hang on each rack and a saleslady follows you around the entire time.

Or maybe they just followed us because of me.

Either way, tonight is the first night where I have to make good on our business arrangement. I’m not excited and nervous, but relieved that my nerves no longer center around rape and murder.

Turns out, Hank didn’t want my kidney, and he doesn’t want to kill me. When it comes to the sex, he has no expectations, either.

I know what you’re thinking. Why does a man like Hank need someone like me? The firm he worked at his entire life recently came under new ownership. A young man and his young, beautiful wife. The next partner on board? Would you believe it—gorgeous young wife. The third partner? Yep. Young, gorgeous wife. And Willowdale is a small town, the kind where everyone knows each other. He needed a young beautiful wife that no one knew. Someone to sit beautifully on his arm while he vies for the final partner spot.

I always thought when I got married, I’d have a big white dress and eat a cake that has pink flowers iced onto it and my husband would carry me over the threshold of our hotel room then tear my dress off my body, only to ravage me then make sweet love to me all night long.

I also thought I’d leave Whispering Meadows long ago, too and that didn’t happen. Until Hank.

His proposal was odd. We were strangers when he told me what he needed and how he said he saw all the potential in me. We’re still strangers now, but living together the last month has helped with the awkwardness at least.

Tonight I am meeting his partners.

In addition to memorizing their names and what to say to them, I also have our story memorized.

“You seem nervous, Peach. Are you nervous?” Hank asks, reaching across the table to lie his hand down for me to take. Bringing my hand from my lap, I squeeze him and smile.

“I’m just going through the details of our relationship, in case anyone asks.”

He nods, using his free hand to push some of his silvering hair from his face. “Okay,” he breathes out, and I realize that he’s probably a little nervous, too. His eyes veer to my tattoos running the length of both of my arms. “You are an illustrator, you attended art school and graduate school, and you now work as a freelance illustrator for publishing houses. We met at a restaurant, both of us getting a drink after a long day. We eloped in Vegas last month but we have been dating long distance for a year.”

Again, for what is likely the tenth time, I repeat the story back to myself in my head, committing it to memory. “Okay,” I finally say. “And can I still be twenty-two?”

He chuckles, and his hearty laugh makes me smile. I like it when he laughs, we feel less like strangers when he does. “Of course, Peach. You’re still Peach, only now, of course, instead of St. Clair, you’re Peach Charles. But yes, you’re twenty-two.”

I look down at my ring then up at him. “Do you wish I didn’t have tattoos?”

He shakes his head. “No. If anything, that makes you more interesting. Keaton and Paxton are both covered in ink, too. In fact, your tattoos are the thing that drew my attention to you. I only came up with this idea when I first saw you.”

Hank rises. “One more thing,” he says. “This mixer tonight, it’s for the whole town, and our firm is paying for the whole thing.”

I nod. “Okay.”

“My sons might make an appearance.”

I raise an eyebrow but drop my voice. “Are they your real sons or “sons” sons?” I ask, because Hank married a stranger to get a job so who knows where the line is drawn. Fake sons don’t seem to be off the table.

But Hank laughs. “They’re my real sons, yes. They live here in Willowdale and they’ll likely show up.” He sighs, straightening his tie.

“You don’t seem happy?”

Hank circles the table and pulls my chair out, extending a hand to me to help me stand. I feel like a princess or something. I’ve never been treated so special. But Hank doesn’t respond to my question, if it even was one.

The doorbell rings and he goes rigid. “Fuck,” he mutters, eyes veering to the foyer. He pulls his phone from his pocket, checking the doorbell camera. He doesn’t like what he sees, because another string of expletives slips out as he puts his phone back. “They came here first.” He smooths a hand down the side of his head, double checking his hair. “C’mon, I will introduce you and by the way,” he says, halting me just feet from the door, “you speak of our arrangement to no one. Not even them.”

My palms sweat and I smooth them down my thighs, remembering after that I’m wearing satin. “Shoot,” I mutter, peering down at my thighs to inspect the dark marks of moisture smeared along the fabric. “I’m sorry.”

“It’ll dry.” Hank lifts my chin with curled knuckles. “They don't know you, they won’t know if you’re lying. And they won’t know I'm lying, for that matter, because it’s my job to lie.” He smiles at me until I smile back at him, and I’ll admit, it does make me feel a little better. “It’s going to be fine.”

I nod, and follow on his heels to the front door when the knocking begins.

“Coming,” Hank calls out. Once we reach the front, he stops and faces me. “Last thing,” he says quietly, knowing his offspring is five feet away, nothing but a door between us. “Don’t go anywhere alone with my sons,” he smiles but his tone holds serious warning.

“Okay.”

He pulls open the door and the three most handsome men stand on the porch; each with brilliant blue eyes, broad shoulders and expensive suits. And yet the three of them could not be more different.

The son with long hair pulled back into a bun, a silver hoop in his nose, ink etched across his throat steps toward me, extending a hand.

“Nice to meet you, Mommy.”
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The mommy comment is ignored as Hank launches into quick introductions.

“Judah,” Hank starts, motioning to the mountain of a man in a very fitted black suit. His dark hair is pulled neatly into a man bun, ink marking his throat and hands. The sight of him makes my skin burn. What’s under that suit? I bet the rest of him is covered in ink too. Every delicious, muscled inch.

He extends his hand so I give him mine only he doesn’t shake it. He brings the back of my hand to his lips, his eyes holding mine as his soft, full lips meet my knuckles. Hank groans as my panties are put to the test. “Judah is my youngest. He’s a stonemason by trade.”

I don’t think I even know what a stonemason is, but I nod and smile like it makes all the sense in the world. “Hello Judah, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“The pleasure,” he says, his voice incredibly low and husky, the kind of voice you want in the back of your ear while you’re bent over a motorcycle, “is mine.”

Hank moves on with introductions, and I bring my gaze to the next unbelievably perfect specimen. Same dark hair and blue eyes, but this version of Hank is clean cut, his hair swept into a styled coif, his suit a pin-striped blue. His smile is so bright I blink at it a few times. “Peach, this is my middle son, Bishop.”

“Bishop,” I nod, extending my hand to him the same way. Like his younger brother, he kisses my hand, and his lips are just as delicate and rousing as Judah’s. “Bishop is a pianist.”

“A musician,” I restate, and as I blink at the tall man in the tailored suit, I can see him behind a piano, his lean fingers tickling the keys, delighting everyone with his charm and talent. My belly aches just looking at him, and I’ve never envisioned being pregnant just from looking at a man until now.

“And this is my oldest son, Kase.”

Kase is already staring at me when I turn to face him. He’s got dimples when he smiles, and his hair is a little messy, but still above his shoulders. He looks like someone who could sell a glass of water to a drowning man. Charm is oozing from his pores as he steps forward, taking my hand the way his brothers did. “Peach,” he draws my name out, as if he’s tasting sweet peaches on his tongue just by brushing his lips to my hand. “So great to meet you,” he says, his voice stirring up my insides and throwing them around, making me dizzy. In fact, all three of them do.

“Kase is a politician,” Hank says.

I can’t help but be a little breathless as I look between them, all so handsome, so strapping, so sexy.

Behind them, a driver yanks open a door to a stretch limo. My eyes widen and it takes everything I have in me not to waggle my finger and squeal, I’ve never seen a limo before!

“Time to go. We’ll get acquainted on the drive.” And as we walk out, I hear Hank say, “saw the announcement in the paper, huh?”

Despite the fact he was sweet to me, Kase’s voice is low and dark when he replies. “I was surprised to learn I have a new step mom by reading it in the paper, dad.” Something about the way he says that makes me think he wasn’t surprised to learn it, and equally unsurprised to learn it from the paper instead of his father.

Hank has been nothing but sweet. Why do his gorgeous sons despise him?

I feel Kase’s eyes on my tattooed arms as I duck past him to enter the limo. And once inside, sitting in the dark, cool space, the leather soft against my warm thighs, I find Judah’s eyes crawling over my body, a sinister curl on his lips.

Bishop is the last to climb in. The three of them sit across from us and as the driver pulls away from the curb, Hank’s hand comes to my bare knee.

In the last four weeks, the most we’ve touched is our hands brushing. Yet with his three sons across from us, their eyes only on me, his hand not only cups my knee but squeezes it too.

“Peach,” Judah recites my name aloud, and it sounds so good coming from his rough and tumble tone. I don’t sound like trailer trash in a ballgown. I sound like I’m someone. “I like your ink. What do you do?”

“I’m an illustrator. I went to art school and graduate school and after that, I became an in-house illustrator for a publishing company where I am currently working.”

Hank makes a noise in his throat while Judah, Kase and Bishop stare at me.

“What art school, Peaches?”

Peaches. Another wave of heat washes over me, and I bring my arms around myself in a hug. Hank’s voice is on my shoulder, asking me if I’m cold. But I’m hot.

Suddenly so hot.

“Uh,” I ponder, my mouth going dry. We didn’t get this detailed in our story, or if we did, I can’t remember.

“What publishing company are you with?” Kase questions, and his deep voice vibrates between my legs, his dimples making me smile like a giddy little girl.

“Um,” I start, but I don’t even have a chance to answer, because Bishop slides forward in the seat, none of them wearing seatbelts. I bet a seatbelt couldn’t contain a single one of these men. A million butterflies spread their wings inside my chest.

“Where are you from, doll?” he winks after he asks, subtle and quick, but he does it nonetheless. I know because I feel it crawling through my skin, leaving ache and heat in its wake.

“Whi–” I begin to say Whispering Meadows but think better of it. If they looked it up, they’d be able to find me, and with a quick internet search, they’d know it was all a lie.

But something tells me they already know, because Judah cradles his jaw wearing an inquisitive smirk, the ink on his hand slightly more menacing in the low limo lights. Vines with thorns, roses wilting, and bones encase each finger, and I wonder what that hand would feel like wrapped around my throat…

“Dad,” he hedges. “What’s going on?”

I think Hank is going to come clean, but he surprises me, crawling deeper into our lie. “She’s nervous. She’s an introvert, aren’t you, Peach?” he smiles down at me, his eyes flaring.

“Yeah,” I murmur. “Introvert.”

“She went to the Art Institute, she’s from San Francisco, and she’s with Smeared Ink books,” Hank finishes for me, quieting their questions. My heart is racing. I really don’t want to mess anything up for Hank. He’s a really nice old guy. And he’s really helping me. Or, he’s going to. Per our contract he says.

“I’ve heard her talk, so I know she can,” Bishop says, eyes on me, words clearly for his father.

Just then I think we’re doomed. These sons of his are clearly sharp, and as soon as they see Hank’s partners and their wives, they’ll know exactly why I’ve got this ring on. The fact that Hank doesn’t want them in on our deal has me worrying, too. They are his sons—surely they’d protect their dad’s secret?

“And I believe we were asking her,” Judah adds, his eyes crawling over the ink on my arms before slowly pinning his father. “Thought you hated ink, pop,” he muses, a devilish smirk on his lips.

“When there’s a reason, and a story,” Hank says, trying for confidence but his conviction wobbles. Judah’s smirk grows into a full blown smile as the limo bumps, and we all shift a little.

“Yeah?” Judah presses, looking so deep into my eyes that I feel his gaze in my stomach. “What story does that set of puckered lips on your wrist tell?”

“I’m more interested in the compass,” Kase speaks up. With his shiny hair and sparkling smile, I can see him shaking hands and standing behind a podium, full of promises. For a brief second, I imagine my legs over his shoulders, and wonder how good a politician fucks. “Tell us about the compass, Peaches.”

“Peach,” Hank clarifies, his body shifting in the seat next to me, the palm on my knee growing sweaty.

“I grew up in a very small town,” I offer, telling the truth without specifics. “The compass represented my dream. I wanted to literally be anywhere but where I was,” I say softly, holding Kase’s eyes. His study mine, and I feel three more sets on me, too. But I’m not lying. It is why I got the compass–because it was far more artistic than the text “I’d rather be anywhere but here.”

“And now you’re here,” Kase smiles.

“Your dream came true,” Judah offers darkly.

“It did,” I say, my voice hoarse. The smell of amber and teakwood whirr around my head, the air in the limo becoming dense, almost impossible to breathe. My pulse hammers and my head spins. “Are we almost there?” I ask, trying to peer around the wall of men out the window, but they’re huge and I can’t see anything but broad shoulders and handsome faces.

“Any minute now,” Hank offers quietly, and I finally turn my head to face him, passing him a small, sweet smile.

I feel his sons watch me, my every move, the way I look at their dad, how I respond to him, everything. They’re onto us, and all five of us know it.

Now it’s just a matter of how long they let us live the lie.
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