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Chapter One


Outside in the street, the people of London were rushing around, as always.

But inside a cute little cafe, someone was not having a good day.

Noel sighed, adjusted the reindeer ears he was wearing, and handed the customer their coffee.

It was only the first week of November, and already the coffee chain he worked for was playing Christmas music and making them wear ugly Christmas jumpers. There was even a tiny fake tree next to the door.

Two months of this, he thought, and I may go mad.

Kate, the assistant supervisor, gave him a playful shake as she squeezed past.

"Cheer up. It's the happiest time of the year."

He liked Kate, actually had a little bit of a crush on her, if truth be told, but there was no way he was going to be cheered up by Christmas.

"It would be," he grumbled, "if they didn't start it in October. It loses all meaning."

Kate's smile tightened, just for a second, a flicker in the warm, amber lights of the coffee shop. "Maybe some people need the season to last longer." She tossed her dark hair over her shoulder, a gesture he'd seen a hundred times, but tonight it seemed weighted. "Not all of us get a white Christmas with a big family and all the trimmings, Nick. Some need the lights and songs to keep them company."

He'd upset her, again. He saw it in the slight droop of her shoulders, the way she suddenly found immense interest in the steam wand she was polishing. He knew she loved Christmas and always got down when he complained about it.

"Hey," he started, the apology catching in his throat, "I didn't mean—"

"It's fine," she cut in, her cheerleader snap-back in full force. "Just saying. Some of us live for this." She gestured with a nod at the tinsel-draped ceiling, the inflatable Santa in the corner looking permanently startled. "It's a break from the greyness of life."

He knew Kate had no family to speak of, and for most of the year, was on her own. But it had slipped his mind that the only time he really saw her smiling and having fun was at Christmas.

"I'm gonna take my break, OK?" he said.

She smiled again and gave him a wink.

"You never know; it might snow while you're out there."

He grabbed a coat and headed out the back of the shop. There was a little seating area beside the alley that ran parallel to it, and he often sat there to have his breaks. Occasionally, there would even be people from the other shops on the street taking breaks there too.

But when he stepped out into the alley, he was greeted with a sight he had never seen before. A woman dressed in a full-on elf costume.

"Oh man," he said, "and I thought they made me dress up. Where do you work?"

She looked up from the hot chocolate she was sipping and flashed him a smile. It reminded him of Kate a little, a genuine smile of happiness.

"Oh, up North. I'm just visiting to help someone out for Christmas. I like your jumper."

"Thanks," he said with a sigh as he sat down on the bench opposite her. "Do I know you? You look familiar somehow."

The elf, who he'd later learn was called Holly, sipped her hot chocolate while the plastic bells on her shoes jingled softly. "I doubt it. I have a very common face." Her eyes were bright, almost unnaturally green, crinkled at the corners. "It's the uniform. Makes everyone look like a friend from a storybook."

Noel pulled a cigarette from his pack, then thought better of it, remembering the lecture Kate had given him about second-hand smoke in the alley last week. He tapped it against the pack instead. "Storybook, huh? More like a nightmare. I've been selling gingerbread lattes since September."

"I bet it was October," she corrected gently. "But I get it. The commercialism can be... a lot."

"The understatement of the year," he said, though her easy agreement was disarming. He found himself studying her costume—the emerald green velvet, the white fur trim, the ridiculously jolly hat tilted at a jaunty angle. It wasn't the cheap, flammable polyester you got from the pop-up costume shops. This was… well-made.

"But... it's always fun to see people get excited about Christmas. It puts hope in people's hearts and brings them together."

Holly's eyes seemed to shine as she said it, and Noel got the feeling it wasn’t the first time she had said it.

"I guess. Can't say it's the way I feel about it."

Holly put her hands on her hips and stared at him. It took Noel a second or two to realise that her hot chocolate had vanished, and he had no idea where it had gone, but before he could say anything, she marched up to him.

"You know what you need? You need some Christmas Spirit."

He laughed, partially at the idea of him having Christmas Spirit, partially at being nervous that this cute woman was inches from his face.

"And how would I get that?" he asked.

"Well, to start with, I could give you a hand job."


Chapter Two


"Pardon?"

"I would let you fuck me, but you’re on a break, so probably don't have the time to get into a good hard fucking. But I am sure I can get you off nice and quick."

Noel struggled to find any words to say and ended up just looking down at her. Then he realised he was staring at her tits and quickly glanced away.

"Do you think I look sexy?" she asked.

"Um, yeah. But I don't even know you."

"You like hand jobs?"

"Of course I like hand jobs. Who doesn't like hand jobs?"

Holly giggled and somehow got even closer to him. He could feel her breath on his face, and it had a faint smell of candy canes.

"Then if you think I'm sexy and you like hand jobs, you shouldn’t mind me giving you one, should you?"

Noel thought about that for a second and couldn’t find fault with it. And besides, he was struggling to remember when the last cute girl had offered anything to him.

"Are you sure? I mean, yeah, I would like that."

"Well, you can't just stand there," she said with a smile. "Take your cock out."

He hesitated, then quickly undid his jeans and pulled his cock out. He was already semi-hard at the thought of what was about to happen. The chilly November air was a shock, but her hand was warm and soft as it wrapped around his dick.

"Nice," she whispered as she began to stroke him. "You have a pretty cock."

Noel had never had anyone tell him his cock was pretty, and found that he rather liked it.

She stroked him with long, slow strokes, making sure to gently rub the tip each time she reached the top. He let out a soft moan and then a louder one when she squeezed him a little tighter and started to speed up.

"My name's Holly," she said, glancing up at him and smiling.

"Noel. I mean, that's my name."

"Oh, I love it. How can someone called Noel not like Christmas? We REALLY need to fix that."

She kept going like that. The mixture of pleasure and the cold air and the smell of candy canes and the fact that this was happening in an alley in broad daylight, all combined to make him lose all track of anything else.

Every now and then, she would give a little twist, or a double stroke, and his eyes would roll back into his head. He couldn’t remember a hand job so good, and he was pretty sure it wasn’t just because of the situation.

When he finally came, it was with a gasp of pleasure that seemed to echo in the small space. Holly just giggled and continued to stroke him until she was finished milking him of every last drop.

"There you go," she said as she finally let go of him. "A little bit of Christmas cheer. Feel better?"

"Oh, fuck yeah. That was amazing. Thank you. Um..."

Once again, he found himself lost for words. What he meant to say was, it wasn’t like this was an everyday occurrence.

"You're welcome. Now you should get back inside. Kate needs some help.”

Oh shit, he thought, breaks over.

He tucked himself away and straightened his clothes and then suddenly realised that Holly had vanished. Glancing up and down the alley, he couldn’t see anyone. He was about to call out when he heard Kate calling him from inside the shop.

It was only later that he wondered how Holly knew Kate's name.


Chapter Three


At the end of the shift, he stepped out of the front door and closed it behind him.

He had to admit, the rest of his day had been pretty good.

But, he reminded himself, that was because a cute woman gave him a hand job, not because it was Christmas.

"Hey, Noel."

He looked across the road and saw Holly sitting on a low wall, eating a gingerbread man.

Crossing the road, he stopped in front of her.

"Hey. What are you doing here?"

She finished her sweet snack and stood up. With a little shake to clear the crumbs from her outfit, she turned and pointed down the street.

"I'm going that way, so I thought you might want to walk with me."

It was the way to his bus, so he thought, why not?

"Did you have a good day?" she asked.

"Yeah. Pretty good. This really cute lady made me come, and that always puts me in a good mood."

She laughed and hit him gently on the arm.

"Charmer. What about the Christmas music? Did that brighten your day?"

"Not really. It was just kinda on in the background; I didn’t pay much attention to it."

Holly stepped to the side of him and slipped her hand into his, and the two of them started walking.

"Hmmm. I see. Well, Noel, I have a proposition for you."

"What's that?"

"It's Friday. I'm in London till Monday evening. I would like you to spend some time with me this weekend and let me convince you that Christmas is truly magical, and it's never too early to start celebrating."

"Uhh. OK."

Noel wasn’t sure that spending his weekend off being preached to was the best use of his time.

"And in return, you can fuck me as much as you want. You heard of freeuse? It's when someone gives another permission to use them no matter what they are doing. If you let me teach you about Christmas, I will give you permission to fuck me."

Noel stopped in his tracks and looked at the giggling Holly.

"You are not serious."

She leaned forward and softly kissed his nose before dancing back and walking away from him.

"I am. Just look at this ass, fancy hitting it?"

She gave him a wiggle, swaying it from side to side, and Noel felt his cock twitch.

"But I have to go home. And what do you mean by anytime? And what will we be doing all weekend?"

He rushed after her and followed her into a building just ahead.

"We can sort all that out later. This is my hotel, what a surprise! How about we go up to my room and you fuck my tits and we sort all the rest out later?"


Chapter Four


She led him through the opulent, hushed lobby of a hotel far too expensive for either of them. The concierge gave them a look, a brief flicker of professional disdain at her jingling shoes, before returning to a state of serene indifference. Holly didn't seem to notice or care. She just squeezed his hand tighter, her grip warm and confident.

The elevator ride was a silent, dizzying ascent. Noel watched the numbers light up, feeling the thud of his own heart against his ribs. He glanced at her reflection in the polished brass doors. She was watching him, her head tilted, with a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. She looked completely at ease, like a woman who led strange men from coffee shop alleys to five-star hotel rooms every day of the week.

The room was… not what he expected. He'd pictured something sterile, maybe a little bland. This was different. It felt warm, lived-in. A suitcase was open on a luggage rack, but instead of clothes, it was filled with what looked like velvet pouches and small, intricately carved wooden boxes. The faint, sweet scent of cinnamon and pine hung in the air, stronger than any hotel air freshener. Tinsel, real silver tinsel, was draped artfully over the headboard of the large, king-sized bed.

Holly spotted him looking around the room.

"I have this room booked out all year so I can keep it nice and cosy. But stop looking at that; I have something else for you to look at."

Noel watched as she reached back and pulled down a zip that he was sure hadn’t been there a few moments earlier, and her costume slipped down her body onto the floor.

He just stared. His brain seemed to short-circuit. He'd been expecting… Well, he wasn't sure what. Frumpy underwear? A practical bra? Not this. Her skin was pale and flawless against the deep green of the discarded velvet. She wore a scrap of crimson silk between her legs and nothing else. Her breasts were full and perfect, tipped with nipples the same shade as the candy cane on her breath.

"Like what you see?" she asked, her voice a low murmur. She cupped her breasts, lifting them slightly. "I get the feeling you wanted to fuck them?"

Noel could only nod, his throat suddenly dry.

"Good." She climbed onto the bed, settling back against the pile of pillows. "Then get over here."

He kicked off his shoes and shucked off his jeans, his mind still trying to catch up. He knelt on the bed, straddling her chest, the absurdity of the situation warring with a raw, undeniable lust. This wasn't happening. This was a fever dream brought on by too much exposure to Christmas carols.

Holly solved that problem for him. She reached up, wrapped a hand around his cock, and guided it into the soft, warm valley between her breasts. Then she pressed them together, engulfing him completely.

"Mmmm, I love how fat your cock is. And red, as red as Santa's jacket. Now, why don't you slow fuck my tits and show me why you should be on the good boy list this year."

The friction was exquisite. The sight of her, the elf from the alley, looking up at him with those brilliant green eyes as he slid between her breasts, was almost too much. He started to move, slowly at first, then faster, her skin a perfect, silken channel.

"Wait," she said, her breath coming a little faster. Before he could ask why, she'd squeezed a dollop of what looked and smelled like peppermint lotion into her cleavage.

The new sensation was cool and tingly. He groaned, a low, guttural sound.

"A little touch of Christmas makes everything better," she giggled, and then she dipped her head, her tongue darting out to lap at the head of his cock each time it pushed through the top of her breasts.

Suddenly, she reached forward and, with a strength that surprised him, pulled Noel towards her. Her hands gripped his ass, and he had to steady himself against the bed as she pulled his cock into her mouth.

He felt her tongue circling the tip of his cock. Then she took him deeper into her throat. She moaned, a deep vibrating sound that seemed to travel through him. He reached down and ran his fingers through her hair. It felt soft and cool, as if he was running them through strands of snow.

"Oh, fuck," he gasped. "Slow down, you keep doing that, I'm gonna come."

Holly pulled back and just smiled as she licked her lips, her breasts now slick with the peppermint lotion. She then lay back and pulled him onto her.

"Then come," she said. "Fill my mouth, I want to taste you."

He didn't need telling twice. He shuffled forward, placing a knee on either side of her head, and aimed his cock at her open mouth. She looked so innocent yet so dirty at the same time, it was all he could do not to explode there and then.

He eased the tip into her mouth, and she gently took hold of his hips and pulled him all the way in. Her warm wetness felt incredible, and when she started to hum again, he was done. He came with a loud cry, emptying himself into her throat.

She took it all, her throat working as she swallowed him down, her hands still on his hips, holding him in place. Every time he thought it was over, that he didn’t have a single drop left inside him, her tongue would swirl, and he would shoot another load into her throat.

Eventually, she released him, and he fell back onto the bed. A few moments later, Holly's head was resting on his chest.

"That was..."

"Yeah, I know," she teased, reaching down and gently running her fingers over his cock.

She turned her head and looked at him, a wicked smile playing over her lips.

"Catch your breath; it's my turn now. I want you to spread my legs and eat my pussy. Take your time and tease out as many orgasms as you can. But don't worry, I don't expect you to do all the work yourself."

Noel guessed that he shouldn’t have been surprised when she handed him a candy cane-shaped vibrator.


Chapter Five


When he woke in the morning, Holly was already up and dressed. And somehow, she had a full set of clean clothes for him.

"Don't worry, they will fit," she said. "I used to work in a Halloween costume store, so I'm good at guessing sizes."

They had breakfast in the hotel restaurant, Holly getting glances because of her costume.

"Today's lesson starts with the spirit of giving," she said, a forkful of eggs halfway to her mouth. "Not just presents. Giving of yourself. Your time. Your attention."

"So, what, we're volunteering?" he asked, chewing on a piece of toast.

"Something like that," she smiled, a mischievous glint in her eye.

He should have known it would be something weird. An hour later, they were standing in the middle of Hyde Park. In front of them was a small, brightly decorated stand with a sign that read: "Christmas Hugs & Hot Chocolate. Pay What You Want. All money goes to a children's charity."

"You're kidding," Noel said, staring at the setup as if it were a mirage. It looked like it had been magicked there, fully formed. A small generator hummed quietly, powering what looked like a professional-grade hot chocolate machine and strings of fairy lights.

"I never kid about chocolate," Holly replied, already tying on a red apron over her elf costume. She handed him a green one. "Your job, Scrooge, is to man the hug station."

"The what?"

"The hug station," she repeated, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. She pointed to a small, decorated circle on the ground next to the stand.

As he stepped into the circle, a small Japanese lady walked up to him and slipped her arms around his waist.

A few seconds later, she stepped back and nodded at him.

"Hugging is very good for the soul," she said. "Thank you."

She then put a note in the donation box and walked away with a cup of hot chocolate.

For the next few hours, Noel hugged strangers. Men, women, children, even a large fluffy dog that tried to lick his face. They came and went, some shy, some boisterous, some on the verge of tears. A little girl handed him a drawing of a snowman. An old man, his hands gnarled with arthritis, gripped his shoulder after the hug, and just said, "Lost my wife last year. First Christmas alone. Thanks, son."

And Holly. Holly was a whirlwind of manic, cheerful energy. She steamed milk, she sprinkled marshmallows, she sang along to the Christmas carols playing from a small portable speaker, her laughter ringing out across the frosty air. He watched her lean over the counter to listen to a teenager's problems, her expression shifting from playful to deeply compassionate in a heartbeat. He saw her slip an extra marshmallow into the cup of a homeless man she gave a cup to and somehow found a warm hat to give to him. Noel saw him salute her before shuffling away.

He hated to admit it, but… it was working. The cynical shell he'd so carefully constructed around himself felt cracked. He saw Kate's words from yesterday in a new light.

"Noel?"

He turned round, and there in front of him stood Kate. She looked tired and stressed, which was no surprise to anyone shopping in London on a weekend.

"Oh, hi."

She looked him up and down, like she had just discovered some rare new animal.

"You're giving out...hugs?" she asked.

He could feel his cheeks burning.

"I'm helping a friend," he said before he could stop himself. "It's kinda fun."

Kate's eyes widened. A flash of something—admiration, surprise—crossed her face before her professional mask slammed back into place.

"You never talk about friends. Well," she said, her voice light. "Looks like you've found the Christmas spirit after all."

"I..."

"Kate!"

Before he could say anything else, Holly was there, slipping her arm through Kate's and pulling her towards the hot chocolate stand.

"You must be Kate! Noel has told me all about you. I'm Holly. Let me get you a cup, on the house. You look like you could use some Christmas cheer."

He watched as Holly, in her effortless way, charmed Kate. Minutes later, Kate was sitting on a stool, sipping her chocolate, and laughing at one of Holly's stories, the tension in her shoulders visibly gone. She looked over at him and gave him a small, genuine smile that made his stomach do a flip.

"See?" Holly said later, as they were packing up. She came up behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist, pressing her body against his back. "Giving feels good, doesn't it?"

"It wasn't so bad," he admitted. "The old guy nearly broke my heart, though."

"That's the spirit, Noel," she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. "You were so good out there. So patient. So kind." Her hands slid down from his stomach to the front of his jeans. "I think my good boy deserves a reward."

"Here?" he hissed, glancing around the now-emptying park.

"I was thinking, maybe on the underground, I've never fucked there before."

"What about the hot chocolate stand? Do we need to pack it away or something?" he asked.

"What stand?"

Of course, it had vanished.


Chapter Six


This never happens, he thought.

They had gone into the underground and down the escalators along with the usual throng of people, but the further they went, the thinner the crowd.

Eventually, they reached the platform and were the only people there.

"Where is everyone?" he asked, looking back the way they had come.

"Never mind that," Holly said, grabbing his hand. "Train is here."

And indeed, it was. Decked out in green and red, it pulled up to the station and stopped. When the doors opened, Noel saw that it was completely empty.

"Christmas Cheer express," said Holly, as if that was a thing, and dragged him inside.

The second the doors closed, and the train started to move, Holly was on him.

"I was so wet watching you today," she said, her hands fumbling with the buckle of his belt. "Seeing you be so kind to all those people. It made me want to push you behind that stand and fuck you right there."

The train was going surprisingly fast for the underground, and Holly had to steady herself against him as she finally got his belt undone and her hands went to work on the button and zip of his jeans.

He tried to think of something to say, but her hand found its way into his boxers and wrapped around his cock, and all thoughts left him.

"Mmmmm, I have been thinking about this all day. I was hoping to get another taste of it before we went back to the hotel."

She knelt in front of him and took him into her mouth.

She started slowly, her tongue exploring the head of his cock, her hands gently massaging his balls. He tangled his fingers in her hair, the cool, silken strands a strange, wonderful sensation against his skin. The train rattled and swayed, the motion adding to the dizzying pleasure.

"You taste so good," she murmured, looking up at him. Her lipstick, a vibrant candy-apple red, was smudged around her lips.

Holly pulled him to the floor of the train carriage. The ground, which had looked a little grubby, now felt surprisingly soft. She pushed him onto his back and then straddled him, her emerald velvet dress bunching around her hips. She wasn't wearing any underwear. She positioned herself over him, not yet taking him inside, just rubbing her wetness against the length of his cock.

"Maybe you understand a little now, Noel," she breathed, her voice husky. "This is what Christmas spirit feels like to me. Joyful, fun, to be shared with someone."

Then she sank down onto him, engulfing him in one smooth, hot motion. They both cried out. She began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm that stole the air from his lungs. The train was speeding through the darkness, the lights of the stations blurring past like shooting stars.

He reached up, pulling down the top of her dress to free her breasts. He took one into his mouth, sucking hard on the nipple as she rode him faster.

"Yes," she gasped. "Oh, yes."

He felt her muscles tighten around him, felt the shudder that ran through her entire body as she came. She collapsed onto his chest, her breath warm against his neck. He held her, his cock still throbbing inside her.

"Tell me something filthy," she whispered in his ear. "A fantasy, something you have never done before. What gets you hard when you stroke yourself?"

Her hand slipped around his neck, and he felt her fingers resting gently against the back of his head.

"I always wanted a threesome," he said without thinking, "but not the two women both concentrating on me. I thought it would be kinda sexy if I fucked one of them while she went down on the other woman."

"MMMmm kinky," giggled Holly as she lifted herself slightly and dropped herself back down on his cock. "You need to put that on your Christmas wish list. But for now, I want you to breed my tight little pussy, fill me up with cum. Can you do that for me?"

"Oh god, yes."

"Breed me, Noel," she commanded, her voice a low purr that vibrated through his chest. "Give me your cum. It's good to give at Christmas."

The words, so raw and possessive, sent a jolt straight through him. It was absurd, insane, but in the moment, it was the most erotic thing he had ever heard. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft velvet, and thrust up into her, hard and deep.

The train began to slow. The rhythmic clatter of the wheels changed pitch. Through the window, he saw the familiar tiles of Westminster station.

"Shit," he managed, the word torn from him by a gasp. "We're here."

"Then you better hurry," she grinned, riding him with renewed urgency. "You don't want to leave a girl disappointed, do you?"

He didn't. With a final, powerful surge, he came, exploding into her with a force that left him trembling and breathless. She held him tight, milking every drop from him until he was utterly spent.

For a moment, they just lay there, a tangle of limbs and discarded clothing. The train doors slid open with a chime. The station was empty.

"Well, that’s convenient," she chuckled. "But maybe we should go back to the hotel and continue there?"


Chapter Seven


When Noel woke up in the hotel bed on Sunday, Holly was nowhere to be seen.

On the pillow next to him was a note saying, "Get breakfast, you're going to need the energy."

Downstairs, he found her waiting for him, once again dressed in her full elf outfit. In front of her was a plate stacked high with pancakes, a mountain of whipped cream, and what looked like a full bottle of maple syrup.

"Morning," she chirped, pouring another generous helping of syrup over her food. "Sleep well?"

"Like a log," he said, sitting down opposite her. "What's the plan for today? More charity hugging? Or are we going to defile another mode of public transport?"

"Neither," she said, her spoon paused halfway to her mouth. "Today is about tradition. The magic of the old ways. We're going to a Christmas market."

Noel groaned, a sound of genuine suffering. "Oh god, no. Please, not a market. Crowds, overpriced tat, more people singing 'Jingle Bells' badly..."

He stopped as Holly's smile faltered, just for a second. It was a flicker, so quick he might have imagined it, but it was there.

"Trust me," she said, her voice softer than before. "This one will be different."

***

She was right. It was different.

From the moment they stepped into the square, Noel knew this wasn't like any market he'd ever been dragged to.

Everything was handmade. From leather books to custom clothes to wooden decorations. This was no mass-made market; this was people pouring their souls into the work.

Holly pulled him over to a stall selling books. From a glance at the covers, Noel was pretty sure they were all erotica.

"Hey, Holly," said the seller, "Four for you this time."

He handed over a small stack of books to her, and she slipped them into a far too small bag, yet they seemed to fit.

"I can't wait to come to them," she gushed, handing over a pile of notes. "Have a great day."

"Who was that?" Noel asked as they walked among the stalls.

"He writes erotica. Specifically, Christmas erotica. Every year I buy all his new stuff and fuck myself silly reading it. It's kinda a tradition."

At the next stall she stopped at, they were selling wooden brooches.

"Do you have anyone to buy something for?"

"My mum," he said, "she likes that sort of thing."

After a few minutes of looking, Holly held one up.

"This is perfect for you," she said, handing him a small snowflake brooch. It was carved from a pale, almost white wood, and it was so delicate it felt like it might crumble in his hand. But it was also surprisingly strong.

"It's beautiful," he said. "How much?"

"It's a gift," Holly said, pressing it into his palm. "From me. For your mum."

He looked at her, at the genuine warmth in her eyes, and felt something shift inside him. He wasn't just a means to an end, a project to fix. She was seeing him.

"Thank you," he said, and he meant it.

Later, as they were weaving through the crowded lanes, he saw a small, lonely-looking stall tucked away in a corner. An old man with kind, crinkled eyes was sitting on a stool, carving a small wooden bird. He was the only person at that stall. No one was stopping. The flow of the crowd just parted around him, like he was a stone in a river.

Without thinking, Noel broke away from Holly and walked over.

"Hey, is that a kingfisher?" he asked the man as he walked up to him.

"It is indeed, young man. You have a good eye."

Holly walked up beside them and slipped an arm around Noel.

"Is it for sale?"

The man looked down at the carving and then back at Noel.

"You like Kingfishers?"

"Actually, I was thinking of buying it for my coworker. As soon as I saw it, I remembered she likes them. I've been pretty down on her Christmas Spirit and thought it might cheer her up."

"Then it's for sale. Here, take it. There's a box on the table, pay what you want."

Noel turned the bird round in his hand. The carving was exquisite and felt solid. Much better than any ornament he had seen in the shops.

Noel pulled out his wallet and stuffed some notes into the box. It was more than he would normally spend on a coworker, but the work that had gone into it was worth that and more.

"That's very generous of you, young man. Merry Christmas."

Noel smiled and nodded his head at him, then suddenly caught the scent of roasting chestnuts. Seconds later, he was pushing back into the crowds on a search for food.

Holly watched him go then turned round to the old man and leaned forward to give him a soft kiss on the top of his head.

"Thank you, Santa."

“Your welcome Holly. Always a pleasure to help out my best girl.”

***

Later that night, Noel thought about the kingfisher as they walked along the river. He thought about the way the old man had smiled at him, the way Holly had looked at him. He thought about the warmth spreading through his chest, a warmth that had nothing to do with the mulled wine he'd just drunk.

"Hey," Holly said, her voice quiet. "You did a good thing back there."

"I just bought a bird," he said, shrugging.

"No," she said, stopping him and turning to face him. "You saw someone who was being overlooked, and you stopped. You made him feel seen. That's what Christmas is about, Noel. It's not just about the lights or the music. It's about seeing the people who are invisible. And maybe spreading a little joy."

Noel felt a lump in his throat for a moment, then shook his head and grinned.

"Well, it's not just joy I'm spreading. I think it's about time I used some of that freeuse."


Chapter Eight


Holly let out a delighted gasp, a sound like the jingle of a tiny bell. She looked up and down the riverbank, her eyes scanning the dark, lapping water of the Thames and the few distant walkers.

"Here?" she asked, her voice a thrilled whisper. "In the open? How wonderfully wicked of you, Noel."

"I've been thinking about it," he said, his confidence growing. He'd never felt this way, this blend of raw desire and playful power. "About what you said. 'Anytime.' So. Anytime."

"Well, when you put it like that..." She backed up against the stone parapet of the bridge, the cold city lights catching in her green eyes. She lifted the hem of her velvet dress, revealing the pale skin of her thighs and the lack of anything beneath. "I did promise. And an elf's promise is... binding."

He didn't hesitate. He closed the distance between them, his hands gripping her waist as he kissed her, a deep, hungry kiss that tasted of mulled wine and a hint of peppermint. She responded with equal fervour, her arms wrapping around his neck, one hand tangling in his hair.

"Turn around," he growled against her lips.

She did, leaning slightly over the wall of the bridge. It was already dark, and the occasional boat sparkled as it slowly glided by. Perhaps a few of them would see Holly leaning over and realise what was happening.

Noel unzipped his jeans. He ran a hand over her ass, the curve of it perfect against his palm. Then, without preamble, he thrust into her.

She cried out, a sharp, pleasure-filled sound that was carried away by the wind. He set a hard, fast rhythm, his grip tight on her hips. Each thrust pushed her against the cold stone of the bridge. This wasn't slow; this wasn't gentle. This was a claiming.

"Look at them," he said, his voice low, gesturing with his head towards the lights of the city reflected on the dark water. "All those people, getting ready for Christmas. They have no idea we're here."

"They'd be jealous," she gasped, pushing back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust. "They'd wish they had a Christmas spirit as... as vigorous... as yours."

He reached around, his fingers finding her clit. He rubbed her in tight circles as he continued to pound into her. He could feel her body tensing, her muscles clenching around him.

"Yes," she cried out, her hands gripping the stone wall so tightly her knuckles were white. "Oh, yes, Noel, yes!"

He felt her shudder, her orgasm ripping through her.

At the same time, the Christmas Lights along the river all burst into life. And across the river, the lights of the London Eye seemed to blaze.

Holly moaned, and Noel felt another shudder run through her as a second orgasm ran through her body. He didn't stop, not until he felt his own climax building, a tight coil of heat in his groin. With a final, deep thrust, he came, emptying himself into her with a groan of pure satisfaction.

He collapsed against her back, both of them breathing heavily, the steam of their breath mingling in the frosty night air. For a long moment, they just stayed like that, a single, connected silhouette against the glittering cityscape.

***

Later, back in the warmth of the hotel room, Holly took a shower. Noel lay on the bed, watching the steam billow from the open bathroom door. He felt... calm. Content. The frantic energy of the past two days had settled into a deep, pleasant hum.

He thought about Kate and the kingfisher. He would try to make an effort at the cafe. He felt a little nervous about it, but it was a good kind of nervous. A hopeful kind.

Holly came out, wrapped in a fluffy white robe, her hair damp and dark. She climbed onto the bed and curled up beside him, resting her head on his chest.

"Penny for your thoughts," she murmured.

"I was just thinking. Why me?"

"What do you mean?"

"I know that you're special. I've seen enough magic stuff happen in the last few days. So why did you pick me? Why make my wishes come true?"

Holly softly slipped her hand down into his boxers and gently ran her finger over the soft skin of his cock.

"Oh, it's not your wish that I'm granting. It's Kate’s. I told you I was here to help someone out for Christmas."

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and gave him a gentle tug.

"Kate? What do you mean Kate's wish?"

"She thinks you always look tired and stressed at Christmas. She wished that you could have some fun and maybe appreciate how others see Christmas. So that's what I did. Now, lay back, I want to see how far into my throat I can fit your cock."

It turned out, pretty far.


Chapter Nine


The doorbell made a little tinkle sound as he stepped into the cafe.

Kate was already there, wearing a jumper with a reindeer on it. Carol of the Bells playing from the little speaker above the coffee machine. Monday was already in full Christmas effect.

"Morning, Noel, how are you... oh!"

He smiled at her and waited for her to drink in his costume. The elf outfit was not as good as Holly’s, but he thought it still looked pretty good.

"Morning Kate. How, how, how are you today?"

For what seemed forever she just stared at him, then with a childish giggle she clapped her hands together.

"Well, someone seems to be getting on board with the season. Mr Scrooge not turn up today?"

Noel flipped the sign to "open" on the door and headed behind the counter.

"Not today. And hopefully not again. I kinda got a crash course in Christmas Spirit this weekend. And even though I still think November is a little early, I can understand how for some it's a welcome sign of hope and warmth."

Kate tilted her head slightly.

"Who are you and what did you do with Noel?"

"I said humbug to him and decided to embrace the season."

He could see she was delighted, and as he pulled down the cups from the shelf, he felt a little warm glow. It would be nice to have a real smile for the customers rather than the fake one he normally wore.

"Noel, I was wondering…"

"Yeah?"

"Would the new Noel fancy going to a Carol service tonight? I go every year, it's really nice. I understand if you're busy..."

Noel was sure that he heard the tinkle of bells in the distance.

"Actually, that sounds really nice. I'd love to go with you."


Epilogue


Noel adjusted the reindeer ears he was wearing, took a deep breath and knocked on the door.

This was a big step.

He and Kate had been seeing each other for just over a month. It wasn’t the first time he had come over to her apartment, far from it, but this was different. This was Christmas Day.

He stepped back and held the box in his hand, ready to hand it to her when she opened the door. Inside was the kingfisher, carefully wrapped.

Which was just as well, as he nearly dropped the box when she opened the door.

She was wearing what could only be described as the sluttiest elf outfit he had ever seen. It was more black leather than green velvet and was very short. The only thing that seemed to keep her breasts in the outfit were positive thoughts and the smallest piece of leather strap.

"Holy Shit," he gasped.

"Naughty naughty, young man. Too much swearing and you'll end up on the naughty list."

She tried to keep the stern look on her face but dissolved into giggles almost instantly.

"You look amazing."

She spun round and then gave him a little bow.

"I had a friend of mine give me advice on what you might like?"

"A friend?"

At that moment, Holly stepped out and slipped her arm around Kate's waist.

"Hey, Noel."

"I... Wait. What?"

Holy gently took the box from him and Kate took him by the hand and pulled him forward.

"Holy here was telling me all about your Christmas wish list. Something about a threesome I believe? I think we need to see what's in your box and see if you have been a good boy. Cause if you have, maybe you can be a bad boy for a couple of hours. And Holy says that since I like peppermint so much, she has just the thing for me to taste."

Behind him, the door shut, and music started playing.

And across the city, in every house and home, people had a very jolly Christmas.

Although, perhaps not as jolly as Noel's.
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World-famous pop icon Carol has it all—fame, fortune, and a flair for trouble. On Christmas Eve, three unexpected visitors crash her beauty sleep with a mission to change her ways. But Carol doesn’t scare easy. From backstage deals to boardroom showdowns, she’s always called the shots—and she’s not about to hand over the reins now.

As the past, present, and future parade their “lessons,” Carol confronts old love, loyal aides, and the price of desire—only to decide, at sunrise, exactly what (and who) she wants. A wickedly fun, sex-positive twist on a holiday classic, A Christmas with Carol blends sharp banter, celebrity glamour, and a fiercely empowered heroine who writes her own ending.
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A Victorian Erotica Mystery

When Constable Archie Newman is assigned to oversee two unconventional private investigators, he expects a routine murder case. What he discovers instead will challenge everything he believes about justice, desire, and the hidden depths of human nature.

Lord Ashwin has been found dead in his locked study—naked, with no signs of violence. The police are baffled, but consulting detective Damon Bright and his enigmatic assistant Miss Evelyn Chase see clues others have missed. As they delve into the victim's scandalous private life, they uncover a web of family secrets, financial desperation, and forbidden relationships that reaches into the highest levels of Victorian society.

Working alongside the brilliant but morally flexible Mr. Bright and the captivating Miss Chase, young Constable Newman must navigate a world where the boundaries between professional duty and personal desire blur beyond recognition. Their investigation will take him from the drawing rooms of Mayfair to the slums of Whitechapel, from respectable society to its shadowy underbelly, as he learns that the truth often wears the most unexpected faces.

Part murder mystery, part historical adventure, all erotica.

Death & Sex : The Freeuse Detectives
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