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Chapter 1

Vincent

I race down the busy streets, pushing past all the Christmas shoppers.  I glance behind me and the three assholes are still behind me. 

Four years after we eliminated the heads of the Irish Brotherhood, they are still bitter.  They didn’t respect the boundaries they came after my family.  They deserved everything they got. 

Fuck them.

I dodge a woman with a baby in a pushchair.  The cute kid is wearing a Santa hat.  The kid reminds me of my nephew Savio.  My brother has four children now and still shows no signs of slowing down.  How my sister-in-law copes, I don’t know.

I give the kid a quick smile as I rush past them.  The mother shouting at me.  I push myself faster, partially running on the road now.  I swerve into an alleyway.  Hoping it's not a dead end.  I see big double doors open.  I run inside.  There is no one around.  It looks like it is a  delivery loading bay for a business.  I look around.  There are pallets of stock everywhere.  There is an exit sign on a door.  I run towards it. 

“Connor, am sure the wee bastard went up this way.  Move yer fat arse.  He is the brother we fecking need to take him out.”

I don't look back; I pull the door open and run inside, making sure the door doesn't slam behind me.  There is a large hallway with all concrete floors. 

I hear the faint music of Christmas music, and I follow it through a maze of hallways.  There is a sign on the staircase that says employees only.  I run up the stairs and out the first door I see.  I yank it open and it looks like Christmas has vomited everywhere.  There are Christmas trees of all shapes and sizes.  All decorated to perfection.  I can see a large nativity scene in the middle and another contraption with an enormous chair in the middle surrounded by fake snow.  I'm in a vast department store.   The smell of a bakery or cinnamon is in the air.

I need to find a place to hide from these assholes.  I make my way through the displays and shoppers till I get to the other side of the floor.  There is a doorway with a sign that says Santa’s Little Helpers Only. 

I run to the doorway, hoping it's not locked.  I yank the handle down and it opens.  It looks like an employee locker room with a table and some chairs there.  Hanging up in the corner is a bright red and white Santa suit. 

I look behind me to see if the door has a lock.  There is nothing.  I pull my phone out and message Giovanni and Stefano. 

Irish compromised my apartment.  Shootout at my place. Ran into central hiding out in a department store, not sure which one it is.  Three assholes are armed and behind me.  Only got one name, Connor.  

The door bursts open.  I instinctively reach for my gun.  It's a petite little elf.  She is wearing a red, glittering jumper with a white fur collar and cuffs.  A red, white, and green glittery tutu skirt.  Red and green stockings complete with a green crown hat with a red tip in the middle and bells at the top.

She has flashing lights on her two blonde pigtails that are in braids down past the large mounds of her tits.  Showing she is not a child despite her height and ridiculous elf outfit.

Fuck me.  Is this my early Christmas gift?  I have been an exceptionally good boy this year. 

She wears bright red lipstick on her full lips, her dark brown eyes with the longest eye lashes I have seen stand out against her pale complexion and her hair. 

“There you are.  Do you know how long we have waited for the agency to send you?  The children have been queuing for the last hour, desperate to meet Santa.”

She pauses, taking me in.  Then a frown mars her beautiful face.

“Wait.  Why are you wearing a suit?”

Trying to put together everything she said and the big fuck off clue of the Santa suit hanging there. 

“I do modelling part time.  I just finished a job, that's why I'm late.  Sorry.” 

She sighs in relief.

“You're sober?”

“I am.  Should I not be?”  I ask, confused.

“No. No, it's only that we had to fire our last Santa who was drunk.  Disgraceful.  No one takes being Santa seriously anymore.”

She walks over to a locker and pulls out a key. 

“If you get changed, you can keep your belongings in this locker.”

She holds out the key for me.  I take the key from her, but I graze my fingertips along her palm and fingers before taking the key from her.

Her eyes shoot up to mine. 

I give her my signature sexy smile.

She doesn't return my smile, but I can see a blush creep up from her neck to her cheeks. 

Oh, I just want to eat this little elf up. 

“Are you my little helper?  I might need a hand getting into my outfit.”

She looks me up and down. 

“You might need some padding for your belly other than that to get changed.  I will wait outside for you.”

She rushes back out of the door, slamming it shut behind her.

I look at the outfit.  It's complete with a wig, beard and hat.  This is perfect to get rid of those Irish assholes.  Hiding in plain sight.  I can hide my gun in my waistband.  I eagerly strip off.  I want to know more about my little elf.

After putting on the entire outfit.  I wonder if I can borrow it. 

My nephews and niece would love this. 

My phone buzzes.  It's Stefano. 

According to your phone GPS, you're in the store Christmas Every Day.  Do you need us to send reinforcements?  They can mobilise and be there in 20-25 minutes.  Don't be a fucking hero, brother.

I chuckle at his message.  He has always been the serious one.  I message him back.

I'm good.  There was a Santa suit I found. I will be in full disguise.  They will leave eventually.  I have to go make some kids happy.  Will message you later.

His response is instant.

I don't even want to know. 

I send him our go-to emoji. 

A middle finger.

I sniff the Santa suit, hoping it’s clean.  It smells fresh.  I put the trousers, belt, coat and wig on.  Leaving the beard for now.

I hear a hesitant knock on the door.

“Santa, have you changed yet?”

I smother a laugh.  How am I going to take anything she says seriously?

“Yes, little elf.  Your virtue is safe.  You can come in now.”

She cracks the door and peeks in.  Ensuring I am fully clothed, she comes back inside. 

She is holding a white fluff of some sort in her arms.

She puts the fluff on the table and goes down on her hands and knees.  Her little tutu lifts and I can see a curvy ass covered in red and green stripes.  I have to look away.  The last thing I need is having a hard-on acting as Santa.

I hear her shuffle and she clears her throat. 

“Here are your boots.  I have some padding for your belly.”

Her lights are still flashing.  All it does is bring my attention to her breasts again.  I wonder if she will smell and taste like Christmas.

“Are you going to do the stuffing for me?  Or do you prefer being stuffed?”

Her mouth falls open.

I love that I’m getting under her skin. 

All I need is this little elf underneath me, and soon.


Chapter 2

Elise

I adore this time of year.  All the displays look like perfection.  The team that did the window displays this year outdid themselves.  We got a mention in a major newspaper and we are extra busy this year.  I run Santa’s grotto every year along with another elf.

Every single year, I'm disappointed with the horrid Santas we end up with.  Ever since Sal retired three years ago, we haven't found a single Santa who is as warm, caring and loves to play the part for the children.  He even had real white hair and a white beard. 

This year's Santa was the absolute worst.  He constantly grabbed my ass and was stinking of booze.  I had to get Charlotte to sack him.  I look at all the children waiting to be seen.  Hoping to God the agency would keep their promise and send a replacement today. 

Glancing down at my watch, which has a red and green tartan strap, a green face and a Santa in the middle. 

Where is Santa?

I've been waiting at the doors for over 40 minutes now.  I wonder if someone has already intercepted him.  Making my way to the locker room, that’s where we have stored the Santa suit.  My little bells jingle as I hum along to ‘I Wish It Could Be Christmas Every Day’ our store's signature song. 

I fling the door open.  A man is standing next to the Santa suit. 

Oh, dear Lord.  This cannot be Santa.  This man is young.  He is the most striking man I've ever seen.  He has his nearly black hair cut short on the sides and has a quiff on top.  His hand is inside of his jacket.  I see no pot belly either.  He looks fit and well-toned.  Possibly in his mid-thirties. 

“There you are.  Do you know how long we have waited for the agency to send you?  The children have been queuing for the last hour, desperate to meet Santa.”

I'm so cranky.  I don't care if he is young, old, fat or thin.  Right now, I need a Santa.

Why is he..?

“Wait.  Why are you wearing a suit?”

I scowl at him. 

This has better be Santa.  I’m still waiting for an answer.  Maybe this happens.  They make the pretty ones a little dim.

“I do modelling part time.  I just finished a job, that's why I'm late.  Sorry.” 

Oh, thank goodness.  I let out a breath of relief.  He is pretty with a sexy, deep voice.  I’d better check this one out beforehand.

“You're sober?”

“I am.  Should I not be?”  He is looking  confused.

“No. No, it's only that we had to fire our last Santa who was drunk.  Disgraceful.  No one takes being Santa seriously anymore.”

I walk over to the locker.  Checking to see if it’s empty.  I pull the key out.

“If you get changed, you can keep your belongings in this locker.”

I hold my hand out to him so he can take the key from me.

He takes the key from me but runs his fingertips lightly from my palm to my fingertips.

My eyes shoot up to his face.  Is he doing this on purpose?  Suddenly I’m very conscious about my outfit and my braided hair with the flashing lights. 

I feel my cheeks heat.

“Are you my little helper?  I might need a hand getting into my outfit.”

I look him up and down slowly.  I wouldn’t mind unwrapping him.  Not sure I would want to put clothes back on that body.  I wonder what he models.  I try not to objectify him and picture him in wearing boxers.  He seems to have a lot of muscles under his suit. It’s boiling in here.  I need some air.

“You might need some padding for your belly other than that you can get changed.  I will wait outside for you.”  I said.

Then I get the hell out of there. I slam the door shut.  Padding!  I need to go find padding.  I make my way to the creepy mannequin room that stores all the display items.  My flashing braid lights glow brighter in this darkened room. 

I’m always professional and in character. 

Elves do not lust after Santa Claus!

I find the spare white foam like material used for the displays.  Maybe he will get all sweaty and look less attractive. 

I make my way back to the locker room.  I lightly knock on the door. 

“Santa, have you changed yet?”

“Yes, little elf.  Your virtue is safe.  You can come in now.”

I open the door slowly and peer inside. 

He has put the Santa suit on.  He doesn’t look as bad as I thought he would.  The only thing he needs is his beard, padding and his boots. 

Putting the padding on the table, I get on my hands and knees to reach for the black boots under the table.  I climb back out when I look over at Santa to give him his boots.  He is looking at a space in the room's corner.  He might not be drunk, but maybe he is high on drugs. 

God, why did Sal have to retire?  Now I need to deal with all these random weirdos.

I clear my throat.  Watching his eyes to see if he was on anything.

“Here are your boots.  I have some padding for your belly.”

He finally stops looking at the empty corner of the room and brings his gaze back to my face.

“Are you going to do the stuffing for me?  Or do you prefer being stuffed?”

My mouth drops open.  He has been teasing me since he got here.

I put my hands on my hips.

“Look here, Santa.  The last few years the children that have come here in the hope to meet Santa have been let down.  The last Santa who grabbed my ass got sacked.  So I suggest you focus on making some children happy.  Or I will stuff this padding down your throat.”

I swing around away from him to face the doorway. 

“Stuff yourself.  Hurry, we need to get to out onto the floor.”

“I didn’t think Elves were so violent.  What’s your name, little elf?”

“Elise.”

“Elise the Elf.”  He chuckles. “What are your duties?”

I hesitate.  I take my job seriously.  I turn back to look at him.

“For the children or the store?” 

He is sitting down now and pulling on the boots.

“The children.  They might ask me questions about you or any other elves.”

“Oh, that’s easy.  I help keep the naughty and nice list in order, help look after the reindeers, help make the toys and organise them onto the sleigh, guard the location of Santa’s village and workshop.  I also monitor children's behaviour and report back to Santa.  If they ask you about the reindeers, you tell them they are training for the big night at the North Pole.”  I said.  After counting all five elf duties off on my fingers.

“Since Santa is the boss of the elves.  How does Santa deal with naughty little elves?”

My eyes narrow on his now.

“You don't need to worry about that Santa.  We have an HR department who deals with naughty elves.  Do you have questions about being Santa?”

“No, I have four nieces and nephews.  I will be fine around the children.”

I smile brightly at him as I clasp my hands together, practically jumping up and down.

“Oh, that’s fantastic.  I’m so glad you have experience with children.  Since Sal left, all of our Santas have been horrid.  More like Christmas Grinches.”

“Can you help me with the beard?  I need it to cover most of my face, but I won’t be able to see if it’s on straight or not.”

I nod and walk over to him.  The beard is on the table.  I pause. 

“You’re serious about being Santa?  You won’t let the children down?  You will be here till Christmas Eve?”

He looks up at me. 

“I promise you, Elise.  I won’t let the children down.  I will be with you till the very end.”

He looks into my eyes for a moment before they drop to my lips.

“Okay, look after this.  I bought it myself.” 

I pull my retractable keyring and open up my locker.  I pull out the deluxe Santa beard, moustache and eyebrow set. 

He watches me with a raised eyebrow. 

I carefully cover up his dark eyebrows, stick on the moustache which curls at the end, and I attach the beard from his cheek to his jawline.  I breathe in his cologne.  Gosh, Santa has luscious, full lips.  I can see why he models.

I startle when his hand rests on my waist.  My eyes going back to his.  I swallow hard.  I can see the desire in his eyes.  It feels so wrong with him looking like a proper Santa now. 

I clear my throat. 

“Do you want to see what you look like?”

He simply nods his head.  His eyes are softer looking now.  The hard edge in them gone.

I go back to my locker, taking my phone out. I take a picture of him.  He actually looks pretty good now.  Especially with the padding in place.  I turn the screen towards him so he can see.

He looks shocked at first; then laughs.

“This is just ideal.  Thank you Elise, this facial hair is so much better than that nasty-looking beard.”  He points to the table.

I pull my phone back.  Scooping up the ‘nasty’ beard, I put everything back into my locker.

“It’s expensive, so please look after it.  I need to keep it for next year.  I didn’t let the last Santa touch it.”

He stands up, looking even taller now with his boots and hat on.  I tilt my head back slightly to see him. 

“What was the last Santa’s name?  He shouldn’t have touched you inappropriately drunk or not.” 

Hmm.  Santa doesn’t look so nice with a frown.

“Never mind that.  Get your smile and ‘Ho Ho Ho’ on.  We are going to see the children.”

I open the door and hold his gloved hand, pulling him along towards the primary display in the centre of the store. 

“There’s Santa!  Santa.  Santa, over here!”

A small girl breaks away from her father's hand and runs towards Santa. 

I forgot to ask him his real name. 

Santa lets go of my hand and bends down slightly, scooping the little girl up into his arms.  Her little pigtails are askew one higher and one a lot lower.  Her sheer exuberance makes me smile.  She must be around four or five years old.

“Hello.  What is your name, little one?”  He says with a wide smile. 

His white teeth dazzling. 

I need to stop lusting after Santa. 

What is wrong with me?

The little girl puts both of her arms around Santa’s neck and hugs him tight. 

I’m close enough to them both that I can hear her whisper in his ear.

“My name is Emily.  Santa, I only wish is that my daddy is happy again.  Daddy lost his job, then mommy left us.  I promise I’ve been a good girl all year.” 

She pulls back, putting her small hands on either side of Santa’s face.  Looking down at me, then back to Santa. 

“Umm.  Almost all year.  Benji pulled my pigtail hard, so I pushed him into the sandpit.”

Her father walks over to us.  He looks slightly dishevelled. 

“Sorry about that.  She has just been so excited to meet Santa.”

He holds his hands out for his daughter.

Santa whispers something into Emily’s ear.  I can’t make out what he said to her.

Emily smiles brightly and hugs Santa again. 

“Thank you so much, Santa.  I knew you would listen to my wish.  I’m not sorry about Benji either.  He is always mean to me.”

Santa passes Emily to her father.  He pulls his hand out and introduces himself as Santa Claus. 

“Matt Granger, and this is my daughter, Emily Granger.”

“Santa, do you have our address?”

“Of course.  Even if we don’t have them all, that’s what my little elves are for.  They keep track of the naughty and nice list.”

He wraps an arm around my shoulder, pulling my face into the armpit of his Santa suit.  I glare up at him.

“Just in case we don’t, why you tell Elise the Elf here your address?”

I lean over towards her as she whisper-shouts.  “Astoria Boulevard in East Elmhurst.  The number on our door is 43B.”

Her eyes were wide with excitement, her little cheeks bright red.  I give her a little kiss on her cheek. 

“Thank you, Emily.  Are you coming to see Santa later?”

“No.  I got to see him now and gave him my wish.  I wasn't sure if he had got my letter or not.”

“Okay.  You both have a Merry Christmas.”

They both wave at us and turn to leave.

“Not bad at all Santa.  You made Emily so happy with whatever you said to her.  I hope you’re ready for another two weeks of this.  What do I call you when you're not Santa?”

“You can call me Vincent, Boss or Santa.” 

“Sure.  Come on, or there will be a riot and children will take over the store.”

I don’t hold his hand this time. 

There is something between electric between us, and it disrupts my equilibrium.  


Chapter 3

Vincent

I watch my little elf in green slippers walk swiftly towards the centre feature of the floor.  Tearing my eyes away from her little tutu covered ass.  I look around for the assholes.  I don't see them anywhere.  They sounded determined to ensure my demise. I doubt they will have left by now.  I was shocked at how good the beard, moustache and eyebrows looked.  There is no way anyone is going to recognise me in this suit. 

I think about Emily Granger.  I have her partial address. I will need to send Joey on a mission to find out more and see if I can help that little girl.  The father is trying to do his best. Even by just bringing her out here to the store.  She had wanted nothing for herself and that is so rare in a child so young.  I think of my own boisterous twin nephews. I’m sure they would have a list ready if it wasn't for my sister-in-law Caterina to bring them back down to earth.  My brother is useless with the children, giving into whatever they want.

I follow my little elf’s tutu flaunting ass.  Her hips aren’t bony.  She looks as if she could take a hard pounding.  Thinking of Emily, my nephews and niece, perhaps it’s time to take Stefano’s advice.

∞∞∞

“It’s break time, children.  Santa will be back in ten minutes.”  Elise announces to the never ending queue of children. 

As fun as it is to do this.  There have been a few spoiled children that I had to stifle down my natural response.  It’s not the kid’s fault.  I did not know that the Santa gig was this difficult.  I made her a promise; I intend to keep as long as the agency person doesn’t show up.  If Stefano knows it’s for my potential bride and children, he will give me a plenty of leeway.  He can always utilise Giovanni in my absence.  If he needs something urgent, he can always just message or call me.  Being his consigliere, I have always given him the best advice not only for him but the for Family.  Sometimes he can get so involved he can’t see the full picture.  He almost messed poor Caterina up when they first got married.  I was relieved that they had resolved their issues.  He became a better husband and father.

My gaze goes back to Elise.  I wonder how she would fit into my family.  She is kneeling on the floor speaking to a little boy.  I have never seen a woman who would be more capable, caring and nurturing towards children than this little elf.  I have always been discrete but the women at our club no longer hold my interest.  She hugs the little boy and nods her head at whatever he says to her.  She points to the nativity scene where they really did go all out on it.  A stable full of hay with the full nativity scene created, it even has a model donkey.  I wonder if they leave it up all year.  The cheerful Christmas music is gone now and they now play Last Christmas by Wham.  Elise leaves the boy and walks over to me.

“Do you want me to take you to the break room if you’re hungry or show you where the bathrooms are?” 

“No.  I’m fine.  Is it your break too?”

“Yes.  I'm going to the break room for a drink.”

“Show me the way.”  I point my arm out.

We go towards the same door I used when I came up from the loading bay entrance from the alleyway.  Just as she is about to go upstairs, I see one of the Irish assholes.

“Are you lost, sir?”  She asks him, looking at his lapel for an employee tag.

I can see his eyes narrow at her.  I discreetly reach into the back of my costume, ready to pull my gun out.

“Yes.  I was looking for my friend.” 

He looks at Elise, then glares at me.

“Oh.  If you go out this door near the escalators, you will see a small security section there.  You can tell them your friend’s name and they can put a call out for them on the tannoy for you.”

He looks away from me to smile at Elise. 

“Thanks, darling.”

“No problem.  Merry Christmas.” 

The prick walks out towards the department store.  I don't move till he leaves the stair well completely.  It’s been a few hours. I’m surprised they are still in the store looking for me.  I’m glad the Santa suit disguises me completely.

“Elise. Just so it doesn’t slip out, just call me Santa or Nick.  We don't want to disappoint any of the children if you call me Vincent out on the floor.”

“Sure, good point.  Have some faith in me.  I’ve been doing this for the last 4 years.”

“Woah.  You work full time in an all year round Christmas shop?”

I’d like to say I was looking up at her face.  But that damn tutu is practically in my face on the stairs.  I swear she even smells like Christmas sweetness and spice.  I almost face plant into her ass she stops so suddenly.

“There is nothing wrong with loving Christmas.  We get busy earlier each year.”

She swings round to look down at me.

I raise both my hands up in surrender. 

“The Christmas music alone for an entire year would drive me insane.  It's okay for the next few weeks.”

“When I get sick of it all, I will do something else.”

She swings back and starts making her way up the stairs again.  Two floors up and we get out to a floor that looks as if it’s solely for employees. 

“Do you want a drink of water?” 

“Sure, thanks.”

She goes to the water cooler and gets us some water. 

The suit is hot, so the water is a relief.  I feel my phone vibrate;  I reach into my costume jacket pocket.  It's my brother.

Are you safe?

I take a long sip of my water before replying.

Yes, I’m fine.  I will be at the safe house until this matter is resolved.  My place is a no go.  In the meantime, I’m going to be working on the next generation of Di Caprio’s joining your own.

I put my phone back in my pocket.

I hear it vibrate several times; I ignore it.

“Is that your girlfriend?”

Elise points towards my phone.

“No, my older brother, checking on how the job is going.”

She has a wistful look on her face.

“That’s nice.”

“Do you live with your family?”

“Are you sure you don’t need to go to the bathroom?  We have another two hours left before we finish.”

“No.  I’m fine.  Maybe just some more water, please?”

I give her my empty cup.

I need to message Stefano; she is hiding something.

Me: Can you find me everything on an elf named Elise at the store?  I will try to get you a surname.

I see his and Giovanni’s messages in the group chat from the messages I ignored.

Stefano: Haha, only Giovanni left now.  Get in there, Vincent.  Make sure she is bred by Christmas Day.

Giovanni: Fuck you both.  I don't have time for women or kids when I’m constantly with you two assholes.

I chuckle at both their antics.

Stefano: Hold on an Elf?!  Fuck it.  I don't care as long as you’re getting married and having kids.  My kids have been waiting years for you two fuckers to get a move on.

Giovanni: At least he didn’t go for a donkey…

Me: You’re next Giovanni…Remember my words.  It’s going to spread like a curse.

Giovanni:  Fuck you and your curse.  I’m too pretty to be tied down to one woman.  I’m doing our community a service.

Me:  More like you’re communal property.  Everybody and their granny get a free ride.

I decide to mess with him since he decided to lower the tone.  My ever traditional brother has been demanding marriage and children from us both for the last four years.  Even though he didn’t settle into his own marriage vows for several months.

Elise puts my water down on the table for me.

“How did you end up in New York?  You don't have a proper accent.  I can’t place it, though.”

“I moved here with my boyfriend.  It didn’t work out.  I was too young.”

I narrow my eyes at her.

“Where is he now?”

“Honestly?  I don’t know, nor do I care.”

“Hmm.”

I add nothing else; she seems reluctant to share her past.  I have no idea why, but it’s got me very curious.  What is she hiding?  Or is she ashamed about something?  I know Stefano will be on this as a major priority.  He will get back to me shortly.


Chapter 4

Elise

It’s been a long day.  Even though I wear my comfortable green slippers, my feet still ache.  It was worth it, though.  There were so many ecstatic children.  Vincent made an amazing Santa.  We are in the locker room.  I’m helping to remove his beard.  It needs to be stored, and the adhesive needs to be taken care of for tomorrow. 

Charlotte was happy with the results.  The children and parents gave positive feedback.  We go towards the employee exit as the store is closed now. 

“What hours am I working?  The agency wasn’t very clear.” 

“I’m not surprised they are terrible.  You work two pm till eight pm.  It’s going to be 6 days a week till Christmas now.  Is that going to be okay for you?”

“Yes.  It’s only for a couple of weeks.”

He is trying to get his hair back into the style he had it in.  Good luck with that.  He has been wearing a wig and hat for hours.

I’m wearing my coat, hat and scarf.  We go outside and just as I’m about to go towards my bus stop, Vincent grabs my upper arm and marches me back into the store.

“Did you forget something?”

“No.  Some men are after me and they are outside waiting.”

“What?  Who are they?  Did they see us?”  I try to look over his shoulder to see outside.

“They are the type to shoot first and ask questions later.”

“We need to call the police.”  I reach into my purse for my phone.

“No!  No, police.”

“What are we going to do?  We can’t stay in the store all night.”

“I can’t risk it.  I don’t think they saw us, but I don’t want you getting hurt.”

He looks at me before pulling me back upstairs. 

“We can hide out upstairs for a few hours, then go back outside.  The security will still be here for a few hours or overnight?”

“I’m not sure.  I’ve never stayed at work so late.”

I bite my lip, worried.

“Are you in some sort of trouble?”

“No.  My work can sometimes get dicey.  This is just a temporary situation.”

“This is because you model?”  I ask, confused.

“I will explain it fully another time.”

We end up next to the Santa’s throne.

“Do you want to sit on Santa’s knee and tell him what you want?”

Vincent waggles his eyebrows at me.

I giggle.

“No, thank you.  You’re not even wearing the suit anymore.”

“What?  You prefer a fat old man?”

I take my Santa hat off and put it on his head.  I have a red festive coat and my Santa hat goes perfectly with it.

“You don’t look ancient.”

Vincent holds my waist with both arms, swinging me around.  He pulls me into the nativity stable, pulling me on top of him as we land in a pile of hay.

“What are you doing?” 

I struggle to get off him.

“You’ve driven me crazy all day, my little elf.”

“Vincent…”

He puts his hand behind my head and brings my mouth down to his.  He kisses me softly on my lips before groaning and deepening the kiss.  Even if he has been in a Santa suit all day, he smells great.  I put my hands on the hay underneath him.  Kissing him back.  I push my tongue into his mouth.  He tastes like mint.  I lick his upper lip lightly before nipping it. 

His hands come under my coat and he cups my ass.  Pulling it onto his thickening cock as his hips jerk upwards.

I pull back, looking up slightly.  The three wise men look back at me.

“This is creepy.  The wise men are watching us.”

“It’s okay. They won’t tell anyone.”

Vincent pulls my face back towards his.

“I want you Elise.  Badly.  I need to fuck you right here and right now.”

“I…you…but…”

“Shhh.”

He unbuttons my coat.  Tossing it into another pile of hay.  Before I can say another word, he is yanking my jumper over my head. 

He looks at my breasts for a moment before looking back up at me. 

“You really go all out, don’t you?” 

I feel the heat in my cheeks.  My bra straps have red lace, as do the under band and side seam.  The cups are green and white stripes.  It makes it worse that my braids are still flashing white, green and red.

“I really love Christmas.”  I whisper.

He looks up at me.  His dark eyes showing a depth of warmth and amusement. 

“I love how much you love Christmas.  I don't have too many significant memories, but Christmas was the one time where there was peace in our home.”

I bring my lips down to kiss him.  All day, I denied myself. I want to see where this pull I feel goes.  His lips feel right.  His hard body underneath me feels so right.  Even my Santa hat on him looks just right.

I pull back and unbutton his shirt.  I want to see my Santa naked with just his hat on. 

He pushes my hands away and rips his shirt open.  Half sitting up, he flings his jacket and shirt off. 

I can tell he either shaves of waxes.  It’s his small nipple piercing. I can't take my eyes off.  I stroke his chest, bringing my hands to his piercing. 

“Did this hurt?”

“Not as much as the one in my dick.”

My eyes fly up to his to see if he is joking.

He has a smirk on his face.  He puts both his hands under his head.

“Feel free to check my dick.”

Hmm.  Don’t mind if I do.  I’ve never seen a pierced dick before.

I unbuckle his belt and I pull his trousers and boxers down.  He tilts his hips upward for me. 

Oh my. 

He has a large ball stud sticking out on either side at the tip of his cock.  Much like his bar bell nipple piercing.

His cock is almost purple at the top.  It is so engorged.  It’s thick and long.  I can’t help but imagine what it will feel like inside, especially with a pierced cock. 

“Do you have a condom?”

“I’m clean.  I don’t have sex without a condom, and I get checked regularly.”

I slide my hands on his cock.  Wrapping them both around his cock.

“That’s a shame.  I don't have any condoms and I’m not on any birth control.”

His hands come up my waist, over my breasts.  Pushing the green and white cups down before squeezing my breasts together. 

My hands tighten on his cock.  I bring my palm over the tip of his cock, rubbing it over his piercing.

“I don't give a damn.  I’m fucking your pussy tonight.”

His pre-cum is on my palm. I squeeze my thighs together. 

“You need to pull out.”

“Sure.”

I narrow my eyes on him.  He didn’t sound sincere.

He isn’t even looking at me.  He pulls me back over him.  He pushes my tutu and my tights down past my hips and legs. I hear material being ripped.

“Stand up.  Let me see your little elf lingerie set.”

Feeling less shy and more horny now.  I stand up and give him a twirl.  My bare breasts thrust up out of the bra and my red lace panties on my ass with the green and white stripes on the front with a little red bow.

He stands up, pulling the trousers and boxers fully off, and lays his shirt and jacket on the hay before lying back down. 

“I want you on top of me with your tits on my face now.”

I look around one more time to ensure none of the security or anyone else is on the floor.

I straddle his hips.  Bringing my pussy up to his rock hard cock.  I rub my pussy up and down his cock. 

He slaps my ass hard.

“Bad Little Elf.  What the fuck did I just say?”

“I have hearing issues.  What was your request again?”

I see the moment my challenge registers with him. 

I don’t even blink and I'm the one underneath him as he is pushing his body on top of me.

He still wears the Santa hat, so I find it hard to see him as intimidating. 

I let out a little giggle.

“Oh, you’re a bad fucking elf, Elise.  Walking around as if you know everything, bossing Santa about all day.”

He pins my hands up above my head with one hand.  His hand is so large he grips both of my wrists in it.

He brings his other hand and slaps my bare breast.  First my left one, then my right.  I gasp at the sting.  He lowers his head and sucks my nipple hard before moving onto the other one.  I can’t help but groan the sensations of his mouth on me are too much.

I squirm on the hay. 

“I bet your little pussy has been hot for Santa’s cock all day.”

He nuzzles my breasts.  Letting go of my wrists.

“Let me check your tight little pussy hole.”

He yanks my thighs apart roughly.  Pulling my panties to one side. 

He is rubbing his fingers along my pussy, looking up at me. He has a satisfied look on his face.  As if it was his evidence, he raised his fingers, showing me his glistening fingers.

“You’re drenched, Elise.”

He pulls my panties down my legs and off my feet. 

Pushing my legs up high and spreading my thighs wide open. 

“A natural blonde.”  He murmurs.

“Do you need a microscope to study my pussy, or are you going to fuck me already?” 

I am so horny right now. 

I need to cum.

His eyes darken, the smile that spreads across his face looks devious. 

Maybe I pushed him too far…


Chapter 5

Vincent

Did I think this minx was innocent?  Demanding that I fuck her?  What she doesn’t know is I’m going to fuck her again and again till I breed her little cunt.  She looks at me with apprehension now. 

Too fucking late, my little elf.

I bring the tip of my cock over her swollen, wet, pink pussy lips.  She has a small strip of hair barely noticeable.  When I saw her elf lingerie, I knew she was my Christmas gift.  The woman I’ve been waiting for all these years.  She feels so fucking right.  A mixture of sinful and sweet in equal doses.

I rub my piercing up and down her slit, pushing down hard each time I rub her clit.

She jerks upwards at the touch.  Her hands are in the hay, clenching fistfuls of hay. 

“Vincent.  Please.  I really need to cum.  I need you inside me.”

“Patience, Elise.  I want to know what a Christmas Elf tastes like first.  You’re my first elf.  I want to savour the experience, not rush into you like an animal.”

I stifle my smile as I see her face drop. 

This is going to be fun.

I bet she will taste like sugar and spice and all things nice.

Fuck!  Now she has me in Christmas mode.

I pull her legs up over my shoulders.  Inhaling in her pussy before I dive in for my feast.  I grip her ass in both of my hands tight.

This is the pussy I intend to be in for the rest of my days.

She pushes her pussy upwards, rubbing it on my face.

I love she needs my cock this badly. 

I lick through her labia.  Before gently sucking on her clit.  I feel her legs tremble and they tighten around my ears.

She tastes sweet with a hint of musk.  I lap around her clit, not putting pressure on it, sliding my tongue and pushing it into her little hole.  I hear her inhale a deep breath before letting out a small cry.

I love the feel of her ass in my hands.  Wanting to leave a mark on her, I squeeze her flesh tight. I want to devour every single part of her.  Starting from this delicious pussy.  I lick every part of her before sliding my tongue up and down her clit.  When I feel the tremors in her legs.  I pull back.  My cock aches to be inside of her.

I slowly lower her body back onto my jacket.  She has rosy pink nipples beckoning to me.  I suckle one in my mouth while I rub my cock along her pussy.  I can just picture her breasts heavy and full of milk in a few months' time.  My pre-cum is oozing out onto her pussy. Giving her nipple one last tweak.  I put both her legs over my shoulders, pushing my cock into her tight little cunt.  I pause.  I want to savour this.  Slowly, I rub my piercing in and out of her as I slid my cock further inside her hot, wet cunt. It’s torture as all it does is make me want to fuck into her harder.  She is so wet I have no trouble pushing further into her.

I lean over to her.  I cover her lips with mine.  I push her legs further forward and I slam the rest of my cock into her hot, wet cunt.  She squeaks out a sound, but it's muffled by my mouth.  I close my eyes, loving the feel of her surrounding me.  I keep my lips on hers, sucking gently on her lower lip before I plunge my tongue into her sweet mouth. 

Gripping her legs underneath her knees, keeping her legs spread wide open and pushed down.  I slide my cock back out, the friction of her tightness against me is the best thing my cock has felt.  I thrust back into her.  Keeping a steady pace.  I fuck into her again and again.  I lower my head and lave my tongue and mouth around her hard nipples. 

Her hands come up covered in hay as she holds onto my shoulders, digging her nails into them.  She puts her hands in my hair, pulling me tighter towards her tits, pushing my Santa hat off.  Her hips jerk upwards, meeting each one of my thrusts.

I smile against her breasts before looking up at her face.  Her eyes are still closed.

“Does my little elf need something?”

Her eyes fly open.  I can see her breathing is erratic.

I clench my jaw. I slam into her harder.  Pushing one leg over my shoulder, I let go of her other leg.  Rubbing her little clit with my free hand.  She goes crazy, moaning and starts pushing her hips up harder.  I let go, pounding into her harder and faster.  My balls slapping on her pussy.

Yes.  This fucking elf is all mine.

I feel her cunt tighten around me.  My thrusts falter as my balls tighten.  I want to cum inside her at the same time as she does, wanting her pussy to suck up all my cum deep inside of her.  I lean down and bite her neck.  Pushing my cock as deep as it can go.  She erupts at the same time.  Letting out a scream.  I think she has ripped out some of my hair.  I don't give a fuck.  My cock is loving her clenching tight pussy.  I let out a little grunt as I cum again and again.  I rock into her, rubbing my cock and piercing inside her.

I lap up her neck where I bit her.  Seeing a small red mark with satisfaction.

Her eyes are still closed as she catches her breath.  She is still pushing herself up against my hips.

I need to get her to my safe house, where I can do this all over again.

She finally opens her eyes.  Looking up at me with a soft glow in her dark eyes.  She giggles as she leans forward to pull strands of hay from my hair.

I give my hair a shake.

“Hmm.  You’re a naughty little elf.  You’re coming home with me tonight.”

She frowns at me.

“You didn’t pull out.”

I can see the onset of panic on her face.  I lean back down to kiss her again.  She struggles for a moment before she moans into my mouth.  I deepen the kiss while I continue to rock in and out of her with my semi-hard cock.  Pulling back I hold her face in my hands.

“It will be okay.  I’m not going anywhere.  We are in this together.”

“In what?  We only met today.”

“You know what.”

My cheeky elf gives me an impish grin.

I drop a kiss on her lips before pulling out of her.  I look around. There are no security guards.  Just us on the empty shop floor in the nativity scene with the three wise men watching over us. 

I stand up to gaze at Elise,  lying there only with her bra partially covering her.  Her legs are still wide open,  she looks so hot right now. 

Fuck, I need to get her out past those assholes if they are still there.

“Can you get changed?  I need my phone to get some backup if those men are still there.”

I reach out for her hand.  Pulling her up, I pass her clothes.  I ripped her tights to shreds. 

Oops.

“Your coat should cover some of your legs.  Your Elfin tights didn’t make it.”

“Can’t we just stay at my place?  I don’t need to worry about my change of clothes then.”

“Fine.  I don't care where we go as long as I get to fuck you again.”

I give her a wide smile before licking my lips.

Her eyes follow my motions.  She looks back up at me and slightly nods her head.

Satisfied, I get my boxers and trousers on before rummaging through my jacket to get my phone.  


Chapter 6

Elise

I slip my panties, tutu, and jumper on before finding my shoes.  Reaching out for my jacket, I try my best to pick out all the pieces of hay from it.  I knew he was a sexy Santa, but he brought out a wild part of me I didn’t know existed.  He is nothing like my first boyfriend.

He is pacing through the hay only wearing his trousers.

I bit my lip, thinking of his piercings.  His piercing really felt amazing,  seemed to hit the right spot.  I want more of him.  He is talking to someone on the phone as he paces up and down. I can’t even focus on what he is saying.  His body is a work of art.  There are pieces of hay through his hair. His wide chest, defined abs and as he holds his phone, his biceps are bulging.

I watched him all throughout his shift.  I found him attractive when I first seen him but after watching him he is sexier than before.  I love him in the Santa suit, maybe I have a fetish I didn’t know about.  He had so much patience with the children.  Even the more spoiled ones.  He really cared about their feelings and the joy they felt speaking to Santa.  Sal was a granddad, so I expected that from him.  Vincent is right.  I felt something. There is a pull that I’ve never felt before.  It's reassuring he feels the same way.

“Did Joey reach out to you?”

He is running his fingers through his hair now. 

“The girl’s name is Emily Granger, her father Matt or Matthew Granger.  Okay, thank you.  Reinforcements in ten minutes, yeah?”

My ears pick up with little Emily’s name.  I wonder why he is discussing them. 

He hangs up and turns towards me.

“Looks like later is here now.  My full name is Vincent Di Caprio.  My brother is in charge of the New York branch of the Mafia.  I’m his advisor, or consigliere. I’m not a model. I came into the locker room, trying to get away from the Irish mobster members. They attacked me near my apartment.”

I say nothing.  This can’t be happening to me.  I’ve been hiding from my family for the last four years.  How the fuck did I end up back in the Mafia?  Nervously, I play with the ends of my braids, looking down so he doesn’t see my fear.  I’ve heard of Stefano Di Caprio,  I tried to keep track of the local Mafia.  I don’t think they have any links with my family. 

“Elise?  You have nothing to say?  Do you have questions?”

“Vincent…this isn’t something I want to be involved in…I-I…”

I stutter, unable to get my words out.  Before I can utter another word, Vincent is standing over me.  Lifting my face up.  His dark eyes searches mine.

“We will work it out.  Together.  You don’t have a choice anymore, Elise.  I am going to be in your life.”

A burst of anger surges through me.

“I’m not leaving my job.”

“I’m not asking you to.  Santa will be here until Christmas Eve. I meant it.  I love how much this means to you and I’ve seen how much this means to the children you meet.”

Okay, so maybe he isn’t an asshole.

“Think about it. We can talk about it later.  I need to get changed, and then we have some men coming to get us out of here.”

How am I going to explain my situation to him?

I watch him get dressed.  I will worry about it later. 

I have some eye candy to ogle first.

After I got my fill of Vincent, putting his clothes on.  I made sure nothing was out of place in the nativity scene.  The three wise men still look on.  I stifle any feelings of shame.  At least we weren’t beside Baby Jesus.

I think of my mom and Nonna; I miss them both so much.  At this time of year, I use my job to fill the big hole in my heart. I let out a heavy sigh just as Vincent walks over to me.

“Ready?”

“Yes.  Do you know if those men are still out there?”

He checks his phone. 

“My men say it’s all clear.  There is no harm in having some back up in the meantime till this situation is resolved.” 

I simply nod.

We make our way back towards the employee exit.  We meet Alex, one of the security guards, on the way.

“Oh Alex.  I’m glad I bumped into you.  Can we still use the employee exit to leave, or will the security alarm be on it now?”

“No, we leave the alarm off for a few hours, especially at peak times like these.  Just make sure you close the door properly as you leave.  Who is this?”

He points at Vincent.

“This is the new Santa.  He is only with us for two weeks, so Charlotte told me he is with me as he doesn’t have an employee pass as a temp.”

“That’s fine then.  Have a good night, Elise.”

“You too, Alex.”

I smile at him as Vincent reaches for my hand.

He pulls me towards the exit.

“Are we in a rush?”

He mumbles something under his breath.  I don’t quite catch it.  Something about randy security guards?!

“Vincent, my little elf legs can't keep up with your giant ones.” 

He slows down slightly.  Looking down at me with a grin on his face.

“Sorry, I keep forgetting you're a tiny elf.”

“I’m not tiny, I’m petite.”

Lifting my chin up, I straightened my back.  I think I might have added another inch on.

“Do you want to jump up on my back to see what it’s like to be a normal height?”

I poke his ribs, which is like poking a brick wall.

He chuckles and pulls me under his arm, wrapping an arm around my waist.

We reach the back door.  He pulls the lever to release the doors.  He peers outside first before fully opening the door for me.  I feel the chill instantly on my bare legs.

“It’s clear.  There are only my men here.  They have a car waiting for us.  What’s your address?”

I hesitantly give him my address.

He takes me over to a black SUV.  He opens the door for me and practically lifts me up inside it. 

“Joey, did you get my things from Stefano?”

He asks the man in the passenger seat. 

“It’s all in the trunk, boss.  Err, you have some bits of hay in your hair, boss.” 

The man named Joey replies with a snicker, while looking at Vincent in the rear-view mirror.

Vincent glares back at Joey.  He says nothing back to him. He runs his hand through his hair.

He gives my address to the driver before sitting back down, pulling me into his chest. 

It’s all dark except for my twinkling lights in my hair that still flash on and off.  I reach for the switch I hid in the bows to turn them off. 

“Leave them on.  It might make these miserable bastards a little more cheerful.”

The man named Joey snorts.  The driver just grunts.

“I am cheerful, Boss.  Don’t know about Tony here, though.”

“I didn’t want to distract the driver.  Plus, it saves the battery for tomorrow.  The children love the lights.”

The rest of the journey is silent.  It gives me some time to think about how to tell Vincent who I am and what I’m running from.  When I get home, I'll tell him. I try to remember how tidy I left my apartment as I rushed out for work this morning.  I certainly wasn’t expecting an overnight guest.

Vincent strokes my waist before his hand sneaks down under my coat and tutu, stroking my thigh.  I look up at the driver and Joey.  Thankfully, they aren’t looking this way.

I can’t think properly when he is touching me.  He makes me want to jump up in his lap and kiss his luscious lips.  I look out the window to avoid temptation. 

We should be home soon.  It will be interesting to have this giant in my tiny studio apartment.

That makes me smile.


Chapter 7

Vincent

We stop at Elise’s apartment building.  It looks functional but not what I am used to.  She can’t earn much from her job.  I don’t care where we stay as long as I’m inside her all night long.

Elise thanks Joey and Tony before getting out of the SUV.

I give Joey a nod.  They will wait outside tonight and there will be a shift swap tomorrow morning.  I get my bags from the trunk, giving them a wave before letting Elise lead the way into the apartment complex.  I’m interested to see what the inside of Elise’s apartment is like. 

We make our way up four flights of stairs.  They aren’t very well lit either.

“There aren’t any elevators?”

“There are but they are never working and they don’t smell very nice.  I would rather walk.”

She says this so cheerfully as if she is happy for the daily workout.

We finally get to her door.  She fumbles around in her purse till she gets the two keys with about ten Christmas keychains on it.  At least she won’t ever lose her keys.  She pushes her door open switching the light on as she goes in.

Honestly?  I am not surprised.

It’s the smallest apartment I have ever seen. As we enter, I can see a tiny kitchen to my right and a small bathroom to my left.  There is only one room in the apartment and it’s a rectangular shape.  At the end of the apartment, there is a bed facing two corner windows.  A dresser to the right and a sofa on the left facing the dresser.  Some bookshelves and a small nest of tables to the side.  I am impressed with what she has done with such a small space.

It’s all her Christmas decor that makes me smile.  Above her bed there are pink twinkle lights dangling down.  There is a medium-sized Christmas tree in the corner between both of her windows.  It’s decorated to the hilt in a red and gold theme.  A large twinkling gold star at the top.  The rest of her apartment has Christmas garland all around it.  I think of my bare apartment.  It might be a full floor penthouse, but it has no soul compared to Elise’s home.

I walk in and put my bags on her sofa.

“I love your home, Elise.  It’s so you.”

Her cheeks are a bright red now.

“Thank you.  Are you hungry?  I can heat some food.”

“I don’t mind ordering out?”

“No.  It’s okay.  I should have enough food for us.  You don’t mind waiting till I pop it in the oven?”

“Go ahead.  I will unpack.  Do you have any space for me to hang my clothes up?”

She points towards a small double door near her bed.  It looks like a closet built into the wall.

“Just hang anything you need to in that closet.”

“I will come and help you with anything you need.  I’m not a skilled cook, but I can follow instructions.”

I take my clothes and hang them up.  They don’t look too creased.  I smile when I see the guns and ammunition.  My phone vibrates.

It’s Stefano.  He isn’t using the group chat.

Your girl is Mafia.  Elise Caruso, from a small faction of the Sicilian mafia now based in Canada, there are some issues. Her father is looking for her.  Her mother is French, father is Head of the Family in Canada.  I have discreetly found out he had her engaged to some imbecile soldier of his.  Looks like she ran away several years ago to get out of it.  We will need to make contact after you marry her.  There will be some sort of restitution required.  Be sure this is what you want.

I gape at the message.  Not believing what I am reading.  I re-read it several times.  Elise is nothing like the hardened women I have come across in any of the other Families.  I reply.

I don’t give a fuck who she was engaged to.  She is mine.  I’m keeping her.  I’m going to be busy for the next two weeks.  Can you arrange a marriage license and a small ceremony?  Give the details to Caterina.  She will love arranging it.  Lean on Giovanni in my absence.  If it’s an urgent issue message me.

His response is immediate.

Done brother.  I am happy for you.  We can’t wait to meet her.  Bring her over, hurry the fuck up. The kids miss you.

I just send a thumb up emoji.

I need to digest what he just told me.

Looks like I need to have a chat with my little elf.


Chapter 8

Elise

After hanging my coat up.  I busied myself throwing my homemade frozen meals into the oven.  I’m so glad I cook and freeze food in advance.  Humming away my Christmas songs.  Pulling some salad out of the fridge.  I shimmy along to the counter to get my chopping board and knife out.  I look up to see Vincent standing in my small doorway.

He has a thoughtful look on his face.

“I can chop the salad?”

“Sure.  I’m not sure they made my kitchen for giants, though.  Let me just wash the bell peppers.  Everything else has been washed.”

He squeezes past me to where I set up the chopping board and knife.

I manoeuvre towards my small sink to wash the peppers.

“So you know who my brother is?”

I freeze for a moment.

“Yes.  I’ve heard of him.”

“He messaged me.  He told me who you are and why you are running.”

I drop the peppers in the sink and swing around to face him.  He isn’t looking up; he is calmly slicing up the cucumber.

“I can’t ever go back.”  I say hoarsely.

He looks up at me with a frown.

“You won’t ever be going back.  You know which Family my brother is from, you know my position.  You know who stands behind us.  We get married and your father doesn’t get a say in this.  He is nothing in comparison to us.  You will be protected.”

“M-Married?!”

“Before Christmas day.”

“Are you sure you're not drunk?  Maybe you hit your head and have some sort of delayed concussion.”  I ask dryly.

He puts the knife down and fully turns around now.

“I don’t believe for a second that our meeting was by chance.  Out of all the doorways in such a vast city, I came through yours.  We are a done deal.  You just need to catch up in here.”

He taps the side of his head.

I sag against the counter behind me.

For four long years, I’ve been alone.  I think of my Nonna and my mother.

“I don’t want to end up being like the women in my family.”

“I don’t know what that means, but it doesn’t sound good.  Why don’t we go to my brother’s house tomorrow after work?  You can meet my sister-in-law.  You decide if she is treated like the women in your family.”

I look at his face.  He looks sincere.  With his backing, maybe I can see my Nonna and mother again.  His Family is a lot more dangerous than my father’s small enterprise.  That brings a small smile to my face.  I nod slowly.

“Okay.”  I whispered.

His own smile widens.  He wraps his arms around me, pulling my body against his.  I feel his head on mine.

“I knew you were a good little elf all along.”

I smile against his chest.  It feels good to have someone on my side again.

Maybe he is my Christmas present.

∞∞∞

Vincent groans, throwing his head back on the sofa as he rubs his stomach.  We both relax on my sofa after dinner.

“I ate too much.  Your cooking is amazing.  I didn’t think anyone could beat my sister-in-law.”

“My Nonna taught me how to cook Italian food, but my Mom taught me classical French techniques.”

“It’s good to know our children will be well fed.”

I laugh.

He suddenly looks at me with a very serious expression.  It looks predatory.

I gulp.

“Your serious?”

“I’m thirty eight, Elise.  I want children as soon as possible.  My brother is four years older than me and he has four children already.  I am already behind.  I’ve just never met a woman that I could picture having my children till today.”

“So you want to fertilise my eggs? That’s why you didn’t pull out earlier today?”

I raise my eyebrow at him.

“I won’t ever be pulling out of your tight little pussy.  I think it’s time I filled you up again.”

He pulls me on top of him.

His hands clench my ass cheeks.

“How would you feel about getting your pussy pierced?  I would love to see my diamond sparkling in your pussy.”

“I’ve considered piercings, but I was too scared of the pain or healing process.”

He kisses my neck.

“I will help you with the aftercare.  How about if I kiss it better afterwards?”

I pull his head up so I can kiss him on the lips.

“I could live with that.”

“It takes a while for it to heal.  How about we wait till after Christmas?  I don’t think I can wait to be inside your pussy.”

He murmurs against my lips.

I look down at his face.  He really looks younger than his thirty-eight years of age.  I’m sure he doesn’t do pleasant things whilst being his brother’s consigliere, but his face is open and honest with me.  Being alone for so long made me wiser about reading people.  I feel not only content but safe after such a long time.

His hands slide up my waist under my jumper.  He swiftly unfastens my bra behind me.

“Take your hair out.  I want to see it all down.”

I unbraid my hair, pulling out the ribbons and lights.  I put it all down on the side of the sofa.  He runs his hands through my now wavy hair.

“Your hair is like golden sunshine. It’s beautiful.”

He pulls my jumper over my head, tossing it to the other side of the sofa and tugs my bra off.  Lifting me up by my waist.  He brings my breasts to his face.  He kisses my breast before sucking a nipple into his mouth.  I can only push myself further onto his face.

I can feel his cock growing underneath me.  I grind down on his crotch.  His fingers dig into my skin.

“Hmm.  I would love to see these beautiful nipples pierced.  Maybe after the babies.”

I put my hands on his shoulders and push myself upright.

“How many are talking about here?”

I frown down at him.

He has a mischievous smile on his face now,  making him look more boyish.

“As many as I can get from you.  My brother is on four in the last four years.”

My mouth drops open.  His poor sister-in-law.  I narrow my eyes at him.

“Don’t expect me to become a baby making machine.”

He doesn’t reply.  He simply raises his head and brings his attention back to my breasts.  Without warning, he stands up while cupping my ass.  He walks over to the bed.  Laying me down, pulling my tutu and panties off in one motion.

His eyes are focused on my body.

A slow smile spreads across his face.

“You’re all mine, Elise.  Every single inch of you.  I don’t give a fuck who your father is or who he wanted you to marry.”

He is taking his clothes off in swift sharp motions, tossing everything towards the sofa.  Not caring where they land.

When he is finally naked, I admire his body.  I’ve never really thought of a man’s body as beautiful.  Vincent really looks after himself and his looks and his body is an art form, piercings and all.  I can’t help but watch him as he strokes his cock.  I bite my lip.

I sit up and crawl down the bed towards him, never taking my eyes off his cock.

He brings his cock up to my face.  I love the large balls on his barbell.  They sit on the top and bottom of his cock.  They felt even better rubbing up against me when I came earlier.  I feel a gush of my arousal just thinking about it.

I lick his cock, tasting both of us, before sucking the tip into my mouth, rubbing my tongue on the underside of his bar bell.  He lets out a groan and his hands grip my hair, pulling my head further down his cock.  I keep my tongue flat at the bottom and suck more of his cock inside of my mouth.  Knowing he is loving the feel of my hot, wet mouth makes me so horny.

I spread my legs wider and push my hand towards my pussy.

He pulls his cock out of my mouth.  Making me pause in my movements.

“No.  You don’t get to touch your pussy tonight.  That’s my job.  Lie back, spread your legs for me.”

I push both my pillows under my head as I lie down, pushing my legs open bending my knees.

“That’s it.  Good girl.  Looks like you enjoyed sucking my cock, naughty little elf.”

He smirks at me.

I look him in the eye and rub my pussy.

He loses his smirk pretty fast.  His eyes drop to my pussy.

“So you want to play little elf?

I don’t reply.  I push my index finger and my middle finger into my drenched pussy.  Sighing in relief.  Welcoming the friction against my slippery clit.  I close my eyes for a moment.

A moment is all it takes for Vincent to jump on top of me, yanking my hand away from my pussy.  He holds my wrist above my head.

“You’re going to keep both of your hands on this headboard.  You do not move them.  At. All.  Or you won’t get to come all fucking night, Elise.  I mean it.”

His eyes flare with desire and something akin to rage or obsession.  Honestly, it could be both.  He is deadly serious.  I need to come, so I slowly nod.  I push my other hand to grip the base of the wooden headboard.

His eyes narrow on my face.  His lips tighten.

Shit!  Did I think he was boyish and safe earlier?

He looks as if he is about to eat me alive.


Chapter 9

Vincent

Oh, this naughty fucking elf loves to push me to the edge of insanity.

I watch as she puts her hands on the headboard.  My cock is already aching to be inside her.  First, I need to let her know what is in store for a naughty elf.  Best get good habits in place now.   I know she is twenty-four years old, young enough for me to train up.

I slide down her body, kissing every inch as I make my way to her pussy.  I bite her pussy mound just on top of her dusting of golden pubes, which is a slightly darker shade than the long locks on her head.  I love my girl’s natural colouring.

She jerks in surprise, letting out a little yelp.  I look up at her.  Her hands are still on the headboard.  I give her a devious smile.  Her eyes are wide with apprehension as she looks down at me.

“What did I tell you?  You don’t touch your pussy tonight.  You need to be punished for being a bad little elf.”  I said.

I look at her wet little pussy lips.  They look swollen and puffy with arousal.  All perfect and pink.  I can smell her sweet, musky scent.  I lick my lips.  Not yet.  I move my hand back and slap her cunt hard.  She closes her legs instantly as she cries out in pain.

“Do you want to cum on my hard cock tonight, Elise?”

I stroke my long, hard dick slowly.

She bites her bottom lip.  Watching my hand as I stroke my cock up and down now.  She nods her head.

“You need to take your punishment, then.”

She slowly opens her legs again.

“Wider.  Lift your knees up and spread your thighs out as wide as you can.  I want to slap that naughty little clit you were rubbing.”

She licks her lips in anticipation.

I look at her pussy, and she is dripping now.

Fuck.  This girl is perfect for me.

I don’t hold back.  I want inside her cunt now.

I slap her cunt again and again.  Her legs jerk, but she keeps them spread wide.  Her soft cries are more in surprise than actual pain.

When my hand is soaked in her juices, her pussy is almost red.  I stop.

“Are you going to listen to me next time?”

She hesitates.

She fucking hesitates.

I wait for an answer.  Observing her face.

“Maybe.”

She tells me in a small voice.  Her eyes are bright with desire.

“We are going to have to revisit this conversation.  Right now, I need to fuck you, baby.  Use your hands, hold yourself open for me.  Lift your knees up.”

I watch as she places her hands under her knees and pushes her legs up towards her chest.

I bring my cock to her pussy and rub the bottom ball of my stud over her cunt and clit.

“Yes.” She moans and tilts her hips upwards to rub herself on my cock.

It’s a beautiful sight.

I push my cock into her tight little hole.

Gasping as her tight cunt clenches my cock.

I lean over her spread thighs, bringing my arm on each side of her head beside her pillows.

“Are you ready to take my cock?  I’m going to ruin you, Elise.  You won’t ever remember what another cock felt like.  You’re going to be my wife,  the mother of my children, and you’re going to be my dirty little whore.”

I slam the rest of my cock into her.  Thrusting my hips forward hard and fast, slamming against her body.

“Oh, God.”  She screams out.

I don’t give her a chance to adjust I fuck into her, giving her what she needs.

My little masochist.

Loving the feel of her tight cunt sucking in my cock each time, I pull back and fuck myself back into her.  The piercing bringing both of us more pleasure.

“This is what your filthy little cunt needs.”

I feel her cunt clamp down on me at my words.

“Yes, that’s it.  This is my cunt now.  I will fuck it whenever wherever I want.  I will fucking breed you as much as I want, Elise.  All you’re going to do is take it.”

I keep slamming my cock into her until I feel the sweat running down my back.  She is moaning and crying.  Begging me to let her cum.

“Yes, get this cunt ready.  I’m going to cum so fucking deep inside of you Elise, you’re going to fucking taste me.  Rub your cunt now.”

I hold her neck down with one hand as she keeps gasping my name.  Taking hold of her leg and fucking even deeper into the tightest hole I have ever had.  I can feel my balls slamming against her pussy lips.

“Let go, Elise.”

I feel her hand against my pelvis as she furiously rubs her clit.

As soon as I feel her clench her muscles around me, I give her two, three more thrusts before I let myself go and cum so hard and deep in her cunt.  I close my eyes for a moment, the relief of my cock shooting out my cum again and again into her pussy feels amazing.  I open my eyes to see her pink little lips open and her breath coming in pants as her own orgasm continues.  Her expression looks to be between pain and pleasure.  Her eyes are closed.  I let go of her throat before slipping my tongue into her open mouth.  Her cunt is still fluttering around my cock.  She kisses me back with the same desperation I felt while I was fucking her.

I love violating my little elf.

I will continue to do so all fucking night.

She might have difficulty walking tomorrow, but my balls need to keep emptying into her till I know she is carrying our child.


Chapter 10

Elise

I crack an eye open, the stupid light shining through my apartment windows.  I didn’t have any energy left to close my blinds last night.  Vincent had to carry me to the shower last night or this morning.  Who knows?  I’m not sure if I can walk today.  I wonder if it’s possible to have a sprained pussy.

I lay sprawled on my front, spread out like a starfish with Vincent half on top of my back.  One hand is around my breast and the other on my stomach.  I smile, thinking about our night together.  He was insatiable.

I reach out to my tiny bedside cabinet for my phone.  Checking the time.  It’s only ten am.  I try to stretch, which is hard when there is a massive man half on top of you.  Vincent moans, his hands tighten around me.

His cock hardens as he pulls me closer to him.  My ass cheeks now nestling his cock.

“Morning.”

His voice is husky with sleep.

I move my face towards his and kiss his jaw.  His hand leaves my breast and holds my throat as he pushes his tongue into my mouth.  He rubs his cock up and down my ass crack. How he can still get an erection is beyond me?

“Pack all your things.  You’re moving into my home.”

“Isn’t that a little quick?”

My voice is hoarse from last night.  I may have screamed the night away.

I need coffee before this conversation.

“No, we are getting married in the next few days.  If you ask me, it’s not quick enough.  Now get on your hands and knees.  I have something to give you.”

I can’t help but giggle and push my ass up against his cock.

I don’t care if I’m tender.

If he makes me cum like last night, I’m all in.

Vincent ordered in breakfast while I was in the shower.  I put on my green and gold glitter jumper today with my red tutu skirt with green tights.  I braid my hair with red ribbons and my twinkly lights.  The children love them and always play with my hair.  I don’t mind.  It always puts a smile on their faces and only builds up their excitement at Christmas and all the festivities that come with this time.

Vincent helped me pack.  I got most of my things into two suitcases.  He said his men will get the rest of my things later today.   We are going to meet his family tonight.  For his niece and nephews, I’m going to stay dressed as Elise the Elf.  It will be fun for them.  I’m not bothered by what his brother thinks.

We go to work.  His men are still outside in the SUV but it’s not Joey and Tony, it’s two other men today.  They drop us off at the store.   

I love watching Vincent as Santa.  He is kind to the children and plays Santa so well for them.  Never complaining if the children fear Santa and start crying when they see him or they are sneezing on him, the parents are just as happy seeing their children’s joy.  He really will make a wonderful father.  I shake my head.  I can’t believe I’ve only just met this man and we are planning a life together.  It seems unreal.  Like Vincent said last night, I didn’t feel like it was a chance, meeting either.

We are just finishing up for the night as Vincent comes up behind me, wrapping his long arms around me.  I feel his padded belly on my back and his delicious scent of his cologne.

“Ready to meet the family?”

“As ready as I will ever be.”

I twist around and wrap my arms around his neck.  I have to go on the tips of my toes to kiss him.  His beard tickles my face.

“Feels naughty kissing Santa in the locker room.”

“It will feel even naughtier when you are riding my cock tonight.”

I smile against his soft beard.

“Let’s get out of here.”

I help him take all the facial hair off.  He changes while I gawk at him.  Hmm, definitely the hottest Santa I’ve seen.

He messages his men to ensure we are safe to go outside.  It is Joey and Tony again tonight.  His brother lives on the outskirts of the City on a large estate.  We reach massive black iron gates.  There is a small outbuilding and there are men there I can see carrying automatic guns.  That makes me slightly nervous.

We drive up a long driveway.  There is a fountain in front of the massive house, the driveway goes around the feature fountain in an extravagant design.

“Just park around the back.  I will message you when we are ready to leave.”

Vincent instructs Tony.

He holds my hand before putting his hands around my waist, lifting me from the SUV and putting me on the gravel pathway.

A beautiful woman with stunning long dark hair stands in the doorway with two small boys beside her as she holds another squirming toddler in her arms.

“Unca Vin! Unca Vin!”  the toddler screams.

The two small boys run and launch themselves into Vincent.

“Uncle Vincent!  Where have you been?”

Both the boys, who must be twins they both talk over each other while Vincent scoops them both up, one in each arm.  He tries to answer their questions, but they are firing too many at him.

The lady, who must be Caterina, smiles at me.  Giving me a hug with one arm.

“So lovely to meet you, Elise.”

“Likewise.”  I smile and hug her back.

The toddler grabs at my elf hat.  I open my arms to him as he dives straight over.  Fascinated by the lights in my hair.

“Uncle Vincent?  Where did you find a Christmas Elf?”

“I was just very lucky.”

Vincent says as he smiles at me, watching his nephew play with my braids.

Caterina clasps her hands together.

“Vincent, finally!  You have found a decent woman.  I couldn’t believe it when Stefano told me.  A Christmas Elf no less!”  She giggles and winks at me.  She must be around the same age as me.

She hugs Vincent.

“Hello, little sister.”  He kisses both her cheeks.

“Oi, you have your own woman now.  Get your hands off mine.”

A voice booms.

I turn to look at the man standing in the doorway, holding a small girl.  She has the same dark hair as all the boys, but her eyes are like her mother’s, a light blue.  She is beautiful; she can’t be much older than the twins.

“Ahhh, there is my little angel.”

Vincent goes over and instead of kissing his niece, he kisses his brother’s cheek.

His brother looks as if he is about to explode.  He can’t retaliate, as both men are holding children.  The little girl giggles before reaching out for Vincent to get a kiss from him.

“Uncle Vincent, you’re silly.”

“I know, princess.  Has your papa been a good boy?”

The question sets the twins off on a tirade of everything their father has been doing.  Before I can do or say anything further.  Caterina holds my arm and pulls me towards the doorway.

Stefano still stands there with his dark eyes piercing a hole into my soul.  He has a much harder face than my Vincent.  Even though the brothers look similar.  I feel like he is giving me a warning glare.

I hold a hand out.

“Hi, I’m Elise.”

I’m still holding a squirming toddler in my other arm.

He pauses, and then finally takes my hands in a firm shake.

Caterina slaps him on his arm.

“She is family.  Stop trying to intimidate her.  Come inside, Elise.  Here, let me take Savio from you.  He is super energetic.  It won’t be long before he is ready to go to sleep.  He is just so excited to see you both.  I love your outfit!  The children at the store must love it.”

I don’t know who is more chatty her children or Caterina.

“Our children love Vincent. They have missed him so much.  The twins’ names are Nicolas and Noè.  This one here is Savio and my daughter’s name is Sofia.  She is a lost cause, though she is a daddy’s girl through and through.  I’m sorry I rarely get female company.  It’s normally just Stefano, the children and the staff.”

I smile at her.  She is so welcoming, I can’t help but like her.

“Don’t worry, I don’t have too many people in my life either.  That’s why I love being a Christmas elf so much.  Seeing so many people and being part of making them happy at Christmas time.  I love it.”

∞∞∞

I can’t believe how much food Caterina cooked.  It was more than a feast.  The children are all in bed now.  I loved spending time with them.  They all had so many questions about being a Christmas Elf and how their uncle Vincent met me.  Vincent introduced me as auntie Elise.  I have never seen a home so big.  It has to be a mansion.  Their Christmas decor is out of this world.  They have two large Christmas trees, one in the hallway in front of the staircase which must be at least four metres.  Then the one in this room, which is smaller but just as beautiful.

Stefano seemed to chill out as the night went on.

Caterina is asking me about my preference for the wedding ceremony.  I am telling her I’m not fussed and she can plan away to her heart’s content.  You would have thought I had given the woman a million dollars.  She was so happy.

“What?!”

Vincent suddenly exclaims.

We both turn towards the brothers now.

Vincent is looking at Caterina, and Stefano has a smug smirk on his face.

“You’re pregnant, sis?”

Her face turns bright red.  Glaring at her husband before turning to Vincent.

“Yes.  We were supposed to wait till the third month before telling anyone.”

My eyes wide, I look between them all.  She is going to have her fifth child?!  She is only one year older than me.

“See.  I told you years ago to get a move on.  At least the last two will have one another as cousins.”

Stefano says with a small smirk still on his face.

Vincent looks over at me before replying.

“Well, it’s just Giovanni left now.”

Caterina shakes her head at both their antics.  She is obviously used to them.

The men leave to go into Stefano’s study.

I find out more about Caterina and my concerns about how the Family treat the women here.

She told me her story.  I can’t believe how strong she is.  I’m glad Stefano is a much better husband for her now.  My mother became a shadow of her former self.  My Nonna looked out for her, trying to keep her son in check.  That didn’t always work.  When papa’s attention turned towards me, it was my Nonna who helped me get away with Raphael.

It is late when the men come back into the living room.  Caterina is yawning as they come back.  Stefano comes and sits beside Caterina, pulling her onto his lap.

“I told you not to do so much.  You know how tired you get in the first trimester.”

“I didn’t do it all myself.  Stella helped me out.”  She protests whilst trying to stifle another yawn.

Vincent comes to sit beside me.  Kissing my temple.

“Are you ready to go home?”

I smile at him.  Grateful I got to share his beautiful family with him tonight.

I simply nod.

I look back over at Caterina, who is giggling now as Stefano is whispering in her ear.  It makes me happy knowing she is looked after.  She had a tough beginning, but I can tell her and the children are so happy in their home.  I feel much better after seeing his family.

“Caterina, thank you so much for tonight.  You really made me feel so welcome more as a sister than a future sister-in-law.”

I smile at her shyly.

She hops off Stefano’s lap as he  protests.

She engulfs me in a tight hug.

“Welcome to the family.”

She kisses both of my cheeks.

“We can’t wait to have you over on Christmas Day.”

Vincent says his goodbyes, promising to come sooner next time.  Stefano gives me a stiff side hug.  Which must be a big step for him as Caterina beams a big smile at him.  Vincent takes my hand and pulls me along to the doorway.

Tony has already brought the SUV around and is waiting for us.


Chapter 11

Vincent

I wave to my sister-in-law as we drive off.  She always comes outside to see me off.  I roll the window back up.  I knew Elise would fit into my family perfectly.  The children loved her not just because of her elf outfit but because of the time she gave them and her patience for all their questions about Santa, her job and the North Pole.

I hug her close to me.  I rub her stomach.

I whisper in her ear.

“I can’t wait till you are all big, round and waddling around like a duck.”

Her eyes are shooting fire at me.

“You’re going to make me fat!”

I chuckle at her.  Making her glare harder at me.

“I’m going to love you even more when you are all plump with our baby.”

Just like that, her glare is gone.  Her beautiful brown eyes soften.

“You love me?”  She whispers.

“I knew you were special when you barged into that locker room.  Never seen a sexier elf in all my life.  I didn’t even know I had a thing for tiny elves till you.  It helped my dick was on standby as soon as he seen you.”

She smiles at me.  I can see her eyes are welling up.

I embrace her, holding her close to my body.

“What’s wrong?”

“No ones ever truly loved me except my Nonna and Maman.”

“Well, now there is.  What did Caterina say about the wedding?”

She pulls back now.

“Caterina is amazing!  It's already for Christmas Eve. She said it had to be a special day for us both.  She took my measurements.  I don’t have to do anything.  She is taking care of everything.  When I tried to protest, she said it was her gift to us both.”

My sister-in-law is one of my favourite people.  I think of all those years go when I first met her.  Never have I been more glad than now.  I have a beautiful sister in my life who is an amazing mother to my nephews and niece.

“She is the best sister a brother could ever have.”  I murmur.

We reach our home late.  It isn’t too far from Stefano’s house.  It’s a six bedroom safe house I had stashed away for times like these when my apartment had been compromised.  I have more security here.  Stefano had organised everything for me.  He has also contacted Elise’s father telling him straight either he accepts this union or he won’t live long enough to protest.  He agreed to a sum for restitution.  Stefano wouldn’t tell me what it was.  He said it was his wedding gift to me.  Although he wasn’t very warm and cosy with Elise initially, he approved of her.

My men have already dropped all of Elise’s things into the house and I had instructed my housekeeper to unpack everything in the master bedroom.  I can’t wait to show Elise her new home.

“Oh, Vincent.  Your home is beautiful.”

Elise is looking around the foyer and walks into the main living room.

To me, it just looks like an empty house.  It’s never felt like a home until now.  Just knowing Elise will be here with me and next year we will have our child or children.  Who knows?  We might have twins like Stefano.  It would be great if we had triplets to get one up on him.  I’m not too sure Elise would be happy with that.

Elise yawns and tries to cover her mouth.

“I can show you around tomorrow.  Let’s get to bed.”

∞∞∞

I wake up to a naked Elise’s wet pussy on my thigh.  My morning wood doing a salute of approval.  I rub my thigh along her wet little pussy.  She moans slightly but she still sleeps on.  We did get to bed late after leaving Stefano’s house.  We washed up, stripped off and went straight to bed.

I gently push her onto her back.  Her pussy is going to look amazing with a piercing the only thing that puts me off his I wont be able to fuck her for several weeks.  I don’t think her ass or her mouth will compare to this tight  wet little cunt.  I love how she is so horny for me.  I’ve asked Joey to find her first and only lover Raphael.  It pisses me off that she thought she was in love with some other asshole.

I bring my attention to the little feast in front of me.  I pull our covers down us she breasts are bare but I make my way between her legs pushing them slowly apart.  I look at her pink pussy it looks like a work of art like a rosy little flower ready for me to pluck.

I lower my face between her legs and suck her clit gently.  I don’t want her to wake up.  I love her scent.  She tastes sweet and spicy,  just the way a little elf should.

I push two fingers inside her slowly at first.  Fucking her with my fingers until she raises her hips towards my face.  She mumbles something in her sleep.  I lick her clit again and again before sucking it into my mouth again.

“Vincent.”  She mumbles.

I look up she is still asleep.

My cock is leaking all over the bed.

Like I give a fuck.

I want my cock to leak only inside her though.

I keep fucking her on my fingers as long as I can before the need to fuck her takes over.

Her legs still open.

I move over her grasping my cock hard at the base till it’s almost painful.

She looks so beautiful with her tits bare to me her hair spread over my pillows like a golden angel.  Unable to resist I lean down and suck her nipple into my mouth till it hardens.  I roll the other one in my hand before gently pinching it between my thumb and finger.

She rubs her wet cunt on my cock.

I push my cock into her slowly, inch by excruciating inch.  I glide into her easily as she is so fucking wet.

I sigh in relief as my heavy balls hit the bottom of her pussy.  I stay there just rocking back and forth slightly.  Enjoying her tightness for a moment.

I remember the journey in the car back home.  All I could think of was her heavy with my seed.  Her beautiful tits full of milk.  I didn’t lie when I said I couldn’t wait to see her waddling around like a duck.

I lean down and kiss her lips uncaring that her pussy juice is all over my face.

I slide my cock out of her slowly and pump into her, hard.

She wakes up with a muffled gasp into my mouth.

I start to pump my cock in and out of her.  I get maximum pleasure by almost pulling out of her hole and rubbing my pierced glans in and out of her.  Unable to stop I start to fuck her harder ramming into her again and again smashing my balls up between us.  I reach down with one hand and rub her wet clit.

Still kissing her she moans and tries to say something.  I have no idea what,  all I know is I can’t stop.  I feel the beginnings of her orgasm.

I pull back my head.  I lower my lips to her ear.

“I’m going to fuck so much of my cum inside you.  You’re going to be carrying my seed when you walk down the aisle.  I bet you would love that.  My dirty filthy little whore.”

Just like that she cums.  Her nails digging into my neck and shoulders.

Fucking hell.  This woman and her cunt will be the death of me.

She squeezes my cock so fucking tight.

I slam my cock into her again and again.

Roaring out my release.

Feeling my cock hit something deep inside of her as it explodes inside of her.  I can feel her cum all over my cock.  I reach down lifting her leg and throwing it over my shoulder, making sure I plug her up deep while keeping her hips tipped upwards.  I’m determined to breed her.

She finally speaks.

“You’re such a filthy Santa.”

I smile and nuzzle into her neck just below her ear.

“You wouldn’t have me any other way.”

“No.  No.  I wouldn’t.”

She kisses my cheek.

“I love you, Vincent.”

She wraps her arms around my neck.

“Ti amo, Elise.”

I feel my heart swell up with all my love and protectiveness over this tiny woman who brought me to my knees all but wearing an elf costume.

I can’t wait to see what the future holds for us.


Chapter 12

Elise

I feel Vincent move my leg back down on the bed.  He doesn’t remove his cock from me, though.  I hold Vincent close to me.  My eyes closed.   I just want to feel him, to smell him.  I wish I could wake up like this every morning.  A small smile creeps up on my face.  He really is such a dirty Santa.  He is right; I love it.  I will keep the Santa beard for our children next.

Which reminds me.

“What were you doing talking to Joey about Emily?”

“You want to talk about Joey while my cock is still inside of you?”

He lifts his head to look at me.

“I know I will forget to ask you.  Since you’re not about to remove your cock out of me soon…”

I shrug my shoulders.

He shakes his head at me.

“I want to make sure she has a good Christmas.  We have offered Matt a job and a starting bonus.”

My eyes widen.  My heart fills with so much emotion.

“You did that for Emily?”

“Of course, she didn’t ask Santa for a single thing for herself, only her father.  Her stupid mother deserted them both at this time of year.  It’s disgusting.”

“Oh, Vincent.  You really are something.  I love your soft heart.”

He rears back as if offended.

“Don’t fucking tell anyone.  I have a reputation to keep.”

I giggle at his theatrics.

“Okay, Santa.  Your secret is safe with me.  I will tell everyone what a mean Mafia man you are.”

He kisses my mouth, my cheek, my nose and my forehead.

“That’s better.  Let’s get ready for another day at your store.  I need to fill you up once more in the shower.  I couldn’t in your tiny shower yesterday.  We don’t have that problem here.”

This is going to be the best Christmas ever.

∞∞∞

We finish yet another day in the store.  I love keeping a countdown for Christmas.  Five days left till our wedding and six days till Christmas Day.  I can’t believe it.  I got to video call my Nonna and maman.  Vincent has brought every single one of my dreams true.  They won’t be able to attend the wedding, though.  Apparently my father is still salty about me leaving and marrying into the Di Caprio Family.  From what I gather, he is afraid of Stefano, so has made no threats or reached out to me.  Caterina said she will ensure my Nonna and Maman are on video call for the ceremony.  That woman is a godsend.  I can see why Vincent loves her so much.

I met Giovanni, Stefano’s second in charge.  Another very serious man who reminded me of Stefano until the brothers teased him mercilessly about him being womanless and childless.    I could see the camaraderie between them all as he got defensive amongst the banter.  We still get escorted by at least two of his men, with four or more at our home.

I pack away all of Vincent’s Santa items in my locker.  I know it will just take one day leaving something out and someone will steal it.  Sad, but true.  I’m surprised that Vincent has kept his promise to be Santa with me till the very end.

He finishes texting as I lock the door of my locker.

“It’s all clear.  We are good to go.”

“Do you think they are still after you?”

“I’m not willing to take any chances.  Especially when you are with me.  If I didn’t understand why you do this, I would ask you to quit.”

I look at his face.  He is serious.

“Thank you.  I’m glad you know how much this means to me.”

I raise myself on the tips of my toes to kiss him.

We are opening the employee door as we make our way to the SUV.  There is a loud banging noise.  Vincent pushes me to the ground, falling on top of me.

“Stay down.”

I can feel him reaching into his jacket.  I know he keeps his gun there.  He is crushing me, but I know he wants to keep me safe.  I say nothing.  I just look around to see if I can see who shot at us.

“Can you see them?”

Vincent shouts out to Joey.  Who has charged out of the SUV using the door as his cover.

“Yes.  You need to get into the SUV.  There are at least four or five of them.  We will cover you.  Tony, get your fat ass out here.”

“Elise,  you need to run as fast as you can when I tell you.  I need to get you into the SUV.  It’s bulletproof.”

I simply nod, unable to speak.

Terrified something will happen to Vincent and just like that, our happiness will dissolve.

I don’t want to distract him and to take his concentration away from what he has to do.

“On the count of three, Elise.  You got this.  Okay?”

“Yes.” I croak out.

He counts to three quickly and practically picks me up from the waist and runs to the SUV.  They never park it far away for this very reason.

I hear loud shots being fired everywhere.  I run as fast as I can.  Vincent throws me into the SUV, slamming the door shut.  I lift my head up, realising he isn’t inside with me.  Safe.

“No.”  I scream out.

I sit up quickly and look out of the window.  I can see he is beside Joey.  They have cover with the door.  Tony is on the other side, to my right.  All three of them are firing towards the men I now see across the other side of the alley.

I see Tony get hit, and he collapses on the ground.  It looks like they shot him in the head.   

Before I know it, someone is pulling the back door open on Tony’s side.  I fall back on the seat, swinging my legs up and kick erratically at the man.  I see his gun falls on the ground.

“Fecking, bitch.”

I wish I was wearing shoes that were more lethal.  My little red slippers will need to do.  I slam my heel down on his face as he tries to grab my flaying legs.

“Vincent.”  I scream.

He opens the door and yanks me out of the SUV at the same time, shooting the man who had been trying to take me.

He grips me tight, bruising me.  I don’t care; the adrenaline running through my body ignores it all.

Joey shouts out.

“We got them all.  Let me grab this cunt, then we need to get out of here before the police get here.”

Vincent puts me back into the SUV.  He runs around, closing the other door before he pulls Tony up and puts him in the trunk as Joey does the same with the Irishman, who looks wounded but alive.

Joey goes into the driver's seat.  Vincent jumps into the back with me.  The tyres screech as we leave.

“I’m going to text Giovanni so he can get on to scrubbing any CCTV footage outside the store.  Take us to the warehouse first.  This prick will need to be interrogated.  Fucking Irish, can’t get rid of them.”

I grip onto Vincent’s jacket.  The man could have taken me or I could have lost him. I had always been around my father’s men, but I witnessed no violence.  Unless you count my asshole father when he hit my maman.

“It’s okay, Tesoro.  You are safe.”  He murmurs into my hair.

“We may need to cut our employment short in the store, though.”

I nod.  I don’t want to go through that again.  I know Vincent will sort the issue, eventually.  I will need to speak to Charlotte and apologise for leaving her in the lurch.  An idea pops into my head.

“Can one of your men play Santa?”

“My little elf.  You can’t take it that the children will be without a Santa.  You called me soft-hearted.  Of course, I’m sure Joey would love to.  He already has a pot belly.”

“Do I fuck.”  He shouts out from the front seat.

“Fuck off Joey, you know you have a dad bod.”

Joey chuckles.

“You’re next.”

Vincent laughs him off.

I sigh in relief.

Joey stays at the warehouse and Vincent drives us home.

He doesn’t stay for long.  There are six men at the house for security now.  Vincent said Stefano sent some extra men.

He told me to have a long relaxing bath he will be back soon.

I didn’t ask what he was going to do.  I know whatever it will be, it won’t be good, but it will be to keep us safe.


Chapter 13

Vincent

I drive like a maniac to get back to the warehouse.  I kept all my crazy from Elise.  Not wanting her to see the animal I was.  Stefano is on route to the warehouse.  Giovanni is already there.  They know this cunt is mine and they aren’t to touch him.  Well, they won’t kill him.  They might have roughed him up a bit.

I park up, jumping out and slamming the door shut.  The fucking rage inside me is unbearable.  I need to cut this fucker open.  I remember when Stefano lost it, when his home was attacked.  Suddenly, I appreciate how he was feeling.

I make my way through the warehouse towards the large room we use for the purpose of gutting our enemies or traitors.  It’s a large, dark room with an ancient flickering tube light.  Perfect ambience for what I have in mind for this bastard.

Giovanni is already there, along with Joey.

I can see it’s the same man who Elise had given directions to in the store the first day I was in the store with her.  They tied him up in a chair.  His face is already a mess.

“Stefano?”

“He is around five minutes away.”

Giovanni tells me.

“What’s he said so far?”

“Nothing yet.”

I grin.

“Good.  All the more reason for some pain.”

I walk over to the table that’s always laid out and ready.  I pick up a scalpel.

I’m going to enjoy this.  This fucker tried to lay his hands on my Elise.

I walk over to him, showing him the glinting scalpel.

“You’re going to tell us everything we need to know.  This ends today for you.  How painful that is going to be is up to you.”

“Joey, hold his head.”

I don’t hesitate.  I pull his eyelid out and slice it off.

He screams and tries to shake his head free, but Joey is gripping his head in one arm and his neck with the other.

I do the same with his other eye.

“Started the party without me?”

I hear Stefano’s voice behind me.

“I couldn’t wait.”

I turn around, grinning at him.

His eyes go over me to make sure I’m okay.

“Elise okay?”

“Yes, she is fine.  No thanks to this fucker.”

I turn back to look at the blood dripping down both his cheeks.

“Now.  You’re going to tell me why you had such a hard-on for me.”

“We need to get rid of you and his second to weaken his hold over the city.”

“You really think that would be the end of it?  You know it’s not just our Family.  It’s all five of the Families together.”

“One family was backing us up.  Feeding us information.”

My eyes fly to Stefano and then Giovanni.

“Who was it?”

Stefano demands.

“Joey, record this.” I said.

“Who the fuck was it?!  Who thought they could attack my family?  My fucking blood?”

Stefano screams at him.  He takes the scalpel from me and slices it from his forehead to his ear.  He leans into the ear.

The man yells in agony before he begs Stefano to stop.

“I’m going to fucking peel the skin from your face.  So you had better tell me now.”

“It was the Santori’s.  They gave us the location of your brother’s home.  Please, no more.  I beg you.”

Stefano looks up at me.

I nod.

I’m good.  Knowing Elise is safe is all that matters to me.

Stefano doesn’t hesitate in his movement. He slices the man’s throat from ear to ear.  You can hear the gurgling noises as he chokes on his own blood. As the life drains out of him.

“The fucking weakest of the Families trying to fuck with the strongest?  We need to look into them.  Giovanni, you know what to do.  Joey, send all of us the video footage and if you can get the cleaners in for this fuck.”

Stefano tosses the scalpel to the table as he goes to the sink in the corner to wash off all the blood.  I do the same after him.  We will need to meet up in person regarding this matter.  For now, we all head home.  I need to see that my little elf is okay after tonight’s events.


Chapter 14

Elise

After eating a sandwich and a bath full of rose scented oil.  I dry my hair off and lie in bed.  Using my phone kindle app to read a book and try to keep my mind from wondering.  I want to text Vincent to see if he is okay, but hesitate.  He might be busy.

I just see a text pop up with his name on it.

On my way home.  15 minutes depending on traffic. X

I reply straight away.

Okay, see you soon.  Left you a sandwich in the kitchen.  xXx

Relieved he is safe.  I can relax.  I try to stay awake, but I feel exhausted.  I fall asleep while still reading my book.

I jerk awake as I feel someone move in bed with me.

“Shhh.  It’s only me.”

Vincent whispers into my hair.

“Hmm, you smell gorgeous.  What did you use?  It smells like flowers.”

I relax against his hard body.

“Roses.  Is…was everything okay?”  I hesitate, unsure if I want to know anything.

“Everything is fine.  There will always be someone after my brother or the ones closest to him.  It’s my job and Giovanni’s job to make sure nothing touches us.  You don’t need to worry.”

His hand goes under my waist and rubs my stomach.

“You seem more tired than normal today.  Do you think I finally knocked you up?”

“Maybe.  We won’t know yet.  It’s too early.”

“I know I have bred you.  We have fucked like bunnies every day.”

I turn around.  It’s too dark to see his face.  I wrap my arms around him.

I smile at his craziness.

He kisses me.  He smells as if he has showered.  I inhale in his scent.  He is naked.  That’s a bonus.  I need to lose myself in him.

We could have lost each other today.

As if he understands my demons, he doesn’t hesitate.  He moves his body over mine.

∞∞∞

I smile at Caterina.  She has done an amazing job with my dress.  She picked an Elven, medieval style dress its green with gold trimming with a gold belt around my waist.  It has a modest neckline with long sleeves draping down towards my feet.  I feel like a princess.  An elf princess.  My long blonde hair is in an intricate braid, with flowers running through it.

Vincent stands at the altar waiting for me impatiently.  I can see it on his face. He is anxious.  He looks so handsome, his dark hair looking as perfect as the first day I met him when I thought he was a model.  Wearing a dark green suit with a cream shirt, no tie.  I wanted us to be comfortable.  I can see the children running around.  Sofia is following me with her basket of petals as she throws them up in the air.  My Nonna is on one side and my maman is on the other as they walk me down the isle.  Between Vincent and Stefano, they made sure my family could be here.   My father sits at the back with the grimace on his face.  Joey sits behind him, monitoring him.

I wouldn’t have cared if he came or not.  I’m glad it’s a small wedding, just as I had discussed with Caterina.  She would have gone all out. I told her she has to wait for Sofia’s wedding for that.

I walk up to my sexy, handsome Santa.

My Nonna and maman each kiss my cheek as they sit in the front row.

The priest speaks.  I’m sure his sermon will be something interesting, but I can’t help it.  All of my attention is drawn to Vincent’s eyes.  I can see all the love he feels oozing out of him.  He swallows as he looks at my face, then my lips.  Caterina had a professional make-up artist out to ensure my day was perfect.  His hand tightens around mine.

This is the start of our life together.

I can only hope every Christmas we will only grow closer together and our family will grow larger.


Epilogue










One year later…

Vincent

I love this time of year.  The scent of the pine cone pot-pourri, spices, and cinnamon.  Our home has decorations all over it. The warmth of the holiday season.  Not only does it remind me of when I met Elise, but the present she gave me on Christmas Day was a pregnancy test wrapped up after our wedding night.  Now as I hold my daughter who is only three months old.  I can scarcely believe I am holding our little baby.  I can sigh in relief.  I have Elise with me.  She won’t ever leave us.

I rock our little Aurora.  We chose her name together because it meant dawn.  She is the light in our life.  She brought us closer together, our little peanut.  My niece, who only came two months before Aurora, was five months old. Caterina named her Alessia.  I hope the girls will be close to one another.  She has my dark hair but her mother’s lighter eyes.  She is so petite. I’m sure she will be a little elf like her mother.

Giovanni?  He is another story.

I watch as Elise stirs on our bed.  I may have fucked her into a coma.  It was a long wait for her to heal.   She wanted her piercing done at the same time.  I told her she was a crazy masochist.  To which she laughed at me and said that’s what I loved most about her.  I smile at the memory.

It was worth it.  If I thought her pussy was pretty before.  With my diamond winking out of her hood now, my little pussy looks fucking stunning.  The sight still drives me crazy.  I shift uncomfortably in the rocking chair.

I lean back with a contented smile on my face.  My beautiful, tiny daughter in my arms.  My little elf in our bed.  Life couldn’t get any better than this.





































Six years later…

Elise

I watch as Vincent plays Santa for our children.  I don’t know where the years have gone.  Each and every Christmas brings us closer together and with more children.  I understand why Caterina has so many of her own.  My boys are trying to crawl up onto their father’s knees beside Aurora.

We didn’t have twins like Nicolas and Noè, but each child has been a blessing.  I watch our youngest crawl over to his father before sitting back on his diapered bottom, as if trying to figure out why his siblings are fascinated by a fat man dressed in a red suit.

Aurora is sitting on her papa’s lap.  I’m not sure she knows it’s Vincent.  I did a good job hiding his face.  It reminded me of our early days together when I met him, putting his facial hair on for him again.  He might be forty-four years old, but he is still my sexy Santa.

His eyes lift to mine.  As if he knows what is going through my mind.

He winks at me.

I lick my lips and bite my bottom lip.

His eyes narrowing at my deliberate move, knowing he can’t do anything when the children are all over him.

I wink back at him.

I’m still his naughty little elf, after all.





Afterword




Hello Lovelies,




Gosh.  Writing Vincent and Elise was an absolute blast.  I loved them both so much and was so sad to say goodbye to them.  




I hope you loved their story too.  Give me a shout if you want more of Giovanni! 




2023 is only around the corner.  I wish you all good health, wealth & happiness.




Have a wonderful Christmas & Happy New Year!




Lots of Love
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