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Ever since the women took over the Mafia eight years ago, there had been an unspoken, but absolute, truce between all of the Families in the syndicate that lasted between Thanksgiving and the New Year.

There were no hits, no hold-ups, no moves of any kind against other members. The usual bank robberies, high-end merchandise hijacks and everyday extortion of civilians were all still okay because, Christmas or not, business was business, and since the women had taken control, business was damn good.

But other than the usual run-of-the-mill frauds and felonies, goodwill, holly, ivy, eggnog, and all that Dickensian ‘god bless us, everyone’ was in full effect until the holiday season was over.

That was until the start of December 2023.

That was when the Mistletoe Mob roared into town and all bets were off.

They hijacked hijackers, robbed Family-owned businesses, and pretty much created a Christmas crimewave and a slew of suspicion and bad feeling between the Families.

The Mistletoe Mob always wore Santa masks and left their calling card at each transgression of the truce. A single sprig of fresh mistletoe.

They were a slick and smart crew. In and out without ever leaving a clue or a corpse behind. Tensions rose and something had to be done.

On the fifteenth of December, I was called in.

I sat across from Allesandra D'Errico, an underboss of the Zito Family for whom I had been an enforcer for five years. She was in her thirties with long, red hair, and dark green eyes and was as smart and ruthless as they came.

“We need to deal with this goddamn Mistletoe Mob situation, Stella,” she said to me as she leaned back in her plush, velvet chair in her wood-paneled office in the Zito mansion. “I want you to devote all your attention to this matter. I want these jokers erased from the fucking planet.”

I nodded. “I’ll need a free hand and unlimited funds for snitches and such and once I have tracked them down a five-strong crew to take them out,” I replied.

I was only twenty-six but had quickly worked my way up in the Family. I was also smart, I was also ruthless and had proved my loyalty to the Zito Family many times.

“The other Families agreed that one Family should lead the investigation and we pulled the short straw, which means the buck stops here” said Allesandra.

“I want to work alone to begin with because there must be an inside element for the Mistletoe Mob to be this slick. They must be getting their information from someone in the syndicate,” I said.

Allesandra smiled. “Okay, that’ll work. Set yourself up in a hotel and do what you do best.”

“There’s one thing I do better than my job,” I replied.

Allesandra’s smile widened. “That’s true. Now how about you get that beautiful cock of yours out and fuck me.”

We had been lovers for the past six months. As a woman with a cock and a cunt I was sometimes seen as a freak by some of my fellow mobsters but Allesandra loved all of me. She desired everything about me from my long blonde hair and lush lips to my firm tits, long legs and sexy round ass. She adored my thick cock and my tight pussy.

I stood and walked around her large oak desk. She stood, took me in her arms and kissed me. Our relationship was forbidden. Our desires were deadly. If we were discovered we would both be killed. The Zito family code forbade all liaisons between Family members. But sometimes passion is stronger than any code, even one as absolute and annihilating as this one.

Allesandra was a beautiful, raven-haired goddess. Her lips found mine as our bodies clicked into place like a bullet in the chamber of a gun.

Her hands moved down to my hips and onto my round ass as she pulled me against her curvaceous body. I felt safe in her arms, I felt protected and loved which in our line of work was a rare commodity.

“Once this Mistletoe situation is dealt with we can slip away to my place in the country and spend the holidays together,” said Allesandra between kisses.

“Just me, you and to hell with everyone else,” I said.

My lover smiled and her lips were on mine with her tongue demanding entry. It pushed between my lips and the tip touched my tongue. That wonderful spark of lust ignited and within moments we were both naked and she was perched on the desk, legs spread wide, ready for my thick, futa girl cock to penetrate her.

I reached for her big tits, so firm and round, as I slid the whole of my nine-inch cock deep into her tight pussy. She grabbed my hips as I started to grind and found the perfect hard groove of glorious sex. There was no time for love making right now. That was saved those times when we were many miles from this place where no killers were walking the halls, no ambitious buttons looking to curry favor with the Donetta by exposing our forbidden tryst.

Right now this was just about fucking. It was a release. A need that built up over all that time of being together and not even being able to exchange a loving or lustful glance.

I slammed my cock into Allesandra, she moaned softly into my mouth as our kiss became a tidal wave of spit and sex.

Her hands were on my ass. Her fingernails clawed at my flesh as my ass pumped back and forth as my lady meat drilled deep into her.

The thrill of our taboo transgressions on the Zito mansion always excited me. When our affair had begun we made sure to meet in anonymous hotels far from Zito territory, or snatch a few moments of passion in a car parked under some underpass in the city far from the prying eyes of other Family members many of whom gave me the side eye and wondered if the rumor about what was between my legs was true.

But then one day a few months back we ended up in each other’s arms in Allesandra’s office unable to contain the fury of our desires. Lovers lost to the world, to danger, to anything but the need to be with each other.

After that first time, Allesandra swore that we must never make such a foolish mistake again. But of course, we did. The mob life was one lived on the edge of death and those that sought it out as we did were adrenaline junkies who savored that tightrope walk between exhilaration and oblivion, between desire and discovery.

I rammed my cock into my lover. I groped her heaving tits as she grabbed my ass as it rose and fell. I wanted this feeling that flooded my body to last forever but knew that this was just a snatched moment and so ground my hips hard and pinched her nipples which drove her quickly to orgasm, and then with a muffled cry in her mouth I let go and shot my spunk deep inside her tight cunt.

Allesandra moaned as I filled her up and shook through her orgasm as I pumped the last of my seed deep inside her.

Once we came, we were both dressed and back into our roles of underboss and enforcer in minutes. I sat across from her once more and apart from that divine aroma of sex that would soon dissipate when Allesandra lit a strawberry-scented candle there was no hint of the desires that had just been so gloriously spent.

It was back to business. Back to the lies. Back to the brutal world that we had chosen. But even in a world as cruel as ours we had found each other and fallen in love.

After one last stolen kiss, I left her office.

Now I needed to focus on my job and find out who was behind the Mistletoe Mob and stop them dead in their tracks.

I looked up my usual snitches and found a few breadcrumbs but nothing concrete.

When it came to such investigations there were only two ways to ensure that you got to the truth and that was with money or sex, or sometimes both.

When Allesandra sent me on this mission, she knew that part of the process would probably require me to fuck other women. In this life, you used whatever weapons you had, and I had a killer body and a massive cock. When it came to using sex with anyone but my darling Allesandra it was just business, not personal.

Which was why two days later, a cute eighteen-year-old brunette was on her knees in my cheap hotel room with my cock buried in her pretty little mouth.

I won't lie, I enjoyed the sex. I loved it as her eyes watered, as she gagged and drooled as my cock slammed deep into her throat. But this was about power and control.

I discovered from one of my snitches that this little brunette had been approached by the Mistletoe Mob to join them in an upcoming heist and so she was my way in.

She was pretty much a street punk but she was smart and the word was she knew her way around safes and explosives and that was a requirement for the Mistletoe Mob’s next job.

She was cagey at first. It took a few drinks and two fingers slipped inside her tight pussy to get her to open up and confirm that she was in line for the next heist. For that information, I took her to my crummy hotel that was my home for the duration until the Mistletoe Mob was no more.

She was all bitey kisses and cat claws down my back as we undressed. I let her have her fun while I wormed out all the information I needed as we stripped each other.

The next job was the last and it was a big one. She told me between kisses that after it was done they would be in the wind.

The next job was a robbery of the biggest syndicate-controlled banks in the city. It was a clearing house for money for all the major Families on the East Coast. If there was such a thing as sacred ground in this world of deceit and betrayal that bank was it. No one, but no one, hit it because if they did the full force of the entire syndicate would come after them, truce or no truce.

That was all the information she would give me without getting something for herself.

When she saw my huge, erect cock she took a hold of it and gave it a hard, wrenching twist. “Give me this beast and I will be your eyes and ears,” she said with a sly grin. That was when I told her to get on her knees and open her mouth. She did as she was told.

She gagged hard and drooled but she took all I had and soon enough I had worked up a brutal beat of my futa girl meat in her mouth.

Her fingernails dug into my pert ass as I ground my hips against her lips. I grabbed her dark hair and held her right down to the base of my cock. I needed to show her who was in charge. I yanked her hair hard and pulled her right back so that only the tip of my lady cock was in her mouth and then I slammed her right down to the base a number of times.

The punk gagged, drooled and clawed at my ass but she took it all and that look in her eyes told me that she was mine.

That was all it took to take me across the line and I let out a loud moan and spunked thick, creamy cum deep into her mouth. I pulled out when she started to choke on the deluge and covered her pretty face and tits with the last few arcs of white before I was spent.

I pulled her onto the bed where we shared some long, cum-filled kisses and she told me that she was meeting with the head of the Mistletoe Mob the next day when she would find out the date and time that the bank heist would take place.

Once I had that information, she was of no further use to me that day. I stood and told her I needed her gone. Her eyes were on me as we dressed. Those twin sparks of lust and loyalty were just what I required but somewhere in that hidden chamber of my heart where I could not be cruel, I felt for this kid. But I could not show kindness, for in my world that meant weakness.

.I told her to report back the next day with all the details and I would fuck her brains out.

She wanted to stay. I saw the broken doll that her wiseass attitude hid. I knew that survival technique well. I felt a little sorry for her but sent her packing. This was Family business and there was no room for sentiment until the job was done.

I showered and waited until past midnight to make my daily call to Allesandra on a burner phone.

It started off with an update on where I was in my investigations but once that was done the tone of her voice changed. Business was done, now it was playtime.

“Did you enjoy fucking that pretty snitch's face?” asked my lover. Her breathing was heavy down the phone line.

“It’s a means to an end. It meant nothing, but you know that,” I replied.

“I know but that was not what I asked. I asked if you enjoyed it?” repeated Allesandra.

“I always enjoy cumming. You should know that better than anyone,” I said. “And you know what a professional I am when it comes to Family business.”

I was naked. Legs spread wide on gray-white bedsheets with the faded flowery duvet cover pushed to one side. I slid my hand between my legs and dipped two fingers into my wet cunt. I let out a sigh that I knew my lover would recognise immediately.

“How many?” asked Allesandra.

“Two,” I replied as I began to explore my pussy with my slender digits.

“Add another,” said Allesandra “and tell me how your cock felt deep in her throat.”

I added a third finger and moaned as I started to work them in and out of dripping wet cunt. “She was not that skilled but she took it all. She gagged hard and choked but wanted it, needed it..”

Allesandra moaned down the phone and I knew that she too was slamming her cunt as we spoke. I pictured her on the large bed in her apartment, legs spread wide as she ground her hips against her fingers.

“They all love that cock of yours,” panted my lover. “Put me on speakerphone. Take hold of that cock with your other hand,”

I put the phone on speaker and laid it on the bedside cabinet and wrapped my hand around my cock which was already stiff and throbbing and began to pump it in my fist.

“How does that big throat fucker feel, baby?” asked Allesandra.

“Like it wants to be buried deep inside something warm and wet.” I groaned.

“Jerk it hard, twist in as you slam your cunt for me,” demanded my lover, my underboss, my Allesandra.

I did as I was told. I found the perfect match between pussy and cock and pulled myself close to the edge and then pulled back. I wanted to savor the sound of Allesandra’s breathing and moans and so I refused to let myself come. I missed her. I wanted to be in her arms, in her bed, in her cunt. I ached for her skin against mine. Her lips on my breasts, her hand guiding my cock between her legs. I ached for the feel of her hips pushed against mine as we fucked. Her whispers, her moans, her secrets. I needed them all. Her tenderness, her fury, all that she was.

“Come for me, just for me,” said Allesandra as she let out a long, low moan that told me she was going to come too.

“For you, for you,” I said and finally allowed myself to come. My cock shot huge bolts of white into the air that landed on my naked body. My cunt clenched and I felt the flood against my fingers. It was a perfect double orgasm that tore through me and made me a wordless, shaking wreck for several minutes.

Allesandra came too, with low moans and sighs. She was always less dramatic than I was when it came to orgasms. She turned inward and took all the pleasure into herself while I let it all out in a storm of moans and groans.

“Damn, that was good,” said Allesandra.

“Not as good as if you were here with me,” I said.

“Once this is done, things will change, I promise you,” said Allesandra.

“That’s what you always say,” I said.

We had a number of arguments about our relationship, usually when I was away on a job. I wanted to be upfront with the Donetta about our relationship even if it was against the family code. I was sure that for two loyal and loving Family members such as us the Donetta would make an exception. But Allesandra said we had to take it slow and find the right time. There was a part of me that felt that our love would always be a creature of the shadows and although there was a thrill to that when I was without her as I was now I wanted something else. I wanted to step out of the darkness, to declare our love and damn the consequences.

“Be patient, my love. Love always finds a way,” said Allesandra. “Now you need your rest, call me with an update tomorrow before you screw your snitch.”

Back to business once more.

I hung up without saying goodbye.

My heart hurt but I loved Allesandra and I knew that she loved me. I had to trust that there was more to her words than empty promises.

I had to believe that love would find a way.

My head was filled with conflicting thoughts about Allesandra and the Family and this goddamn Mistletoe Mob. I lay awake for a long time before sleep finally took me.

The brunette came to my hotel room late in the evening of the next day.

She told me that the Mistletoe Mob were going to hit the bank on Christmas Eve.

As she was undressing, I slipped into the bathroom and sent a quick text to Allesandra with the details. I did not want to hear her voice, not before I was going to fuck this pretty brunette who meant nothing to me but a source of information.

A reply text came back quickly. Terse and business-like.

Plan for an interception. I want them alive. Send me details tomorrow.

Then a minute later came another text.

Enjoy the brunette.

I stared at the last message. My heart sank.

The brunette was already naked when I walked back into the bedroom. I thought about killing her there and then but instead, I fucked her.

Not my normal ‘going through the motions’ fuck that I reserved for these kinds of situations but a wild, furious and brutal fuck.

I slammed her face down on the bed and rammed all nine inches of my cock deep inside her. She yelped and then moaned and begged me to break her.

I ground my hips into her, grabbed her hair and wrenched her head back with each venous thrust,

Rage burned through me. I slapped her ass red, I drilled my fingers into her tight asshole and then when I felt my orgasm coming, I pulled my cock out of her pussy and covered her glowing red ass with spunk.

She came too and still moaned and squirmed as I dressed. I thought about killing her again but I needed to understand everything before I acted and the answers lay across town.

I told her I had a Christmas errand to run and that she should wait for me to return. She grinned at that. I hoped that she would be asleep if on my return I had to put two in her skull.

I left the hotel room and walked down to my rented car. There was a chill in the air. The stars were bright. My heart was as heavy as the gun in my shoulder holder that nestled against it but I had no other choice than to drive across town and get the answers I needed to act.

I started the car and it was filled with Sinatra singing Let it Snow. I turned if odd and drove to my destination in silence.

I entered the apartment and was not surprised to see that light blazed from under the living room door. She knew that I was coming. I took out my gun and entered the room.

Allesandra sat on the couch in a silk dressing gown that barely concealed her large breasts and showed off her long legs that I ached to have wrapped around me.

There was a bottle of vodka and two glasses on the coffee table.

“Are you going to kill me?” she asked.

“It depends on your explanation,” I replied and sat on the chair opposite her,

She poured drinks for us both. I took the vodka down in one as she did.

Allesandra took a deep breath.

“Ever since the women took over the mob everyone has been waiting for us to fail, to show weakness, to not be able to do the job. It’s what every woman who has ever lived experiences once she gets some success in life.”

I couldn't disagree with that statement. I did not say anything. I held the gun at my side ready for action.

“So we had to be as brutal as the men we replaced. We had to be brutal and callous just to survive. But in the end, we are not men and there will always be a kindness in a woman's heart that cannot be denied even in a world like ours.”

I nodded. My mind raced. An idea started to form but I waited.

“We became successful, did even better than the men and so we wanted to give something back, but in this world kindness means weakness. If we made anonymous donations to charities there would be a paper trail because even mobsters keep accounts. So we had to find another way.”

A weight lifted off my heart a little.

“So you created the Mistletoe Mob and the Families ripped themselves off and donated the money they stole to charities without it ever leading back to them.”

“You always were smart,” said Allesandra with a smile.

I ached for her but there was still more to be explained. I knew that as an underboss she had to keep things from me but there was one thing that still weighed on me.

“So why get me to investigate the robberies?” I asked,

Allesandra poured us both another drink. We reached for our glasses and our fingers touched. I felt my cock stir and my pussy dampen but I resisted all my urges.

“It was a test of your loyalty to the Family,” said Allesandra.

The anger rose in me. “After everything I have done for the Family, they question my loyalty?”

“Donetta Zita insisted on the test when I told her about us.”

“You told her? But what about the code, no intimate relationships in the Family. You should be dead, we both should.”

Allesandra smiled, “The Donetta is a ruthless woman but she knows when she sees a woman in love and that was what I was. A woman prepared to die for that love and she knew it was time to change the code because true love can’t be denied but she needed to convince the rest of the Families that love for a partner and loyalty to the Family could coexist so we became a test case.”

“You gambled everything for me,” I said. My eyes brimmed with tears.

“Let me finish before you start to bawl,” said Allesandra.

I wiped the tears from my eyes.

Allesandra continued, “You came here because I mentioned the snitch that you were about to fuck was a brunette and you had never shared that information with me so you knew that I had to somehow be involved with the Mistletoe Mob. But my text about enjoying the brunette was not a mistake, it was a trigger. If you came here as my lover we’d both be dead, but if you came here gun in hand as an enforcer for the Family ready to kill me if I had betrayed it then you would have proved that despite your feelings for me your loyalty was still to the Family. ”

“My loyalty forever belongs to the Zito family but my heart will forever belong to you,” I said and put the gun on the coffee table.

We were in each other's arms in seconds.

Within five minutes we were both naked on the large bed.

Our mouths met, lips parted and tongues slipped inside. We made that divine connection and moaned into each other’s mouths as our bodies began to grind together in familiar rhythms.

I looked into my lover’s dark eyes and saw the love for me there, the love that she had been prepared to die for. We were free. No need to hide or live in fear of discovery.

Allesandra reached for my cock which was already hard and slid it between her legs and into her slick cunt.

She sighed and arched her hips up as my cock drove deep inside her. She groped my tits as we kissed and fucked in the cold December night.

We started slow, tender and grateful for the touch of the other. Allesandra’s hands roamed across my tits, she rolled my hard nipples in her fingers as I thrust deep into her.

My hands found her huge tits. They were wonderfully big and soft to the touch and as I played with them my lover’s moans grew louder and more intense inside my mouth until she finally broke off from our kiss so that she could let out a full-throated groan of pleasure.

We took turns now in sucking, licking and slobbering over the other’s tits. Allesandra could take the whole of my pert breasts into her mouth and I loved it when her tongue circled my hard nipples.

Even with my jaw stretched wide I could only take about half of each of her massive tits into my mouth. The warm flesh was divine against my lips and I drooled and dribbled as I licked them in turn.

Her hands slipped down my back with a playful scratch of her fingernails and found the curve of my ass. She squeezed it hard and slapped it playfully as it rose and fell as my cock pushed inside her.

“I love you,” she purred.

“I love you,” I replied and those words were a trigger of their own. The pace of our screwing increased,

I bore down harder on her. She slammed her hips to meet mine as the beat of sex became wilder. The passion rose, and the fury began between us. There were no more words to be spoken, All that mattered was our love, our passion and the perfect way we fit together,

My thick futa girl cock was buried right up to the base in her tight cunt. Her fingernails dug into my ass as I rammed into her.

There was nothing but animal need in our grunts and groans as our bodies moved together. We both knew that this time was different. This was the start of our new life, our new love.

Allesandra wrapped her legs around me and I pumped into her pussy with all I had. The slap of sex was all that mattered. Flesh on flesh. Passion that overwhelmed and consumed us both. Then my lover found her voice.

“I want it hard from behind,” she said with a sly grin.

I did not need to be told twice. I kissed her and pulled my cock from her dripping wet cunt and leaned back on my heels.

Allesandra twisted onto all fours and presented me with her round rump and the folds of her cunt. I leaned in and licked her cunt and kissed both of her ass cheeks.

“Man it would have been such a waste if I had had to kill you,” I said.

“Save the sweet pillow talk for once you have filled me up with cum,” said Allesandra.

I teased the tip of my cock along her cunt. “That’s no way to speak to someone who has a hot brunette waiting for her across town,” I said with a wicked grin on my face.

Allesandra shoved her hips against the head of my cock but I pulled back. “Sorry to disappoint you, lover, but that kid is on a midnight bus back to her hometown with a few grand in her backpack. She didn’t have the steel for this life of ours so I sent her back to her mom and dad for Christmas,” said Allesandra.

“You’re the kindest mobster I ever met,” I said and then slapped her ass hard and drove my cock deep inside her cunt.

She squealed with delight as I pumped her pussy and stroked her round ass.

“Oh fuck, baby just like that,” she moaned as I leaned all my body weight on her and drilled deeper and harder into her cunt.

I rode her cunt with renewed passion. She pushed her ass against each of my thrusts so I penetrated even deeper into her tight cunt. The muscles inside her sweet hole gripped against my meaty cock as it slammed her without mercy.

I could not resist more slaps of her ass as it bounced before me and as I felt the surge of my orgasm start to rise I sucked on two fingers and slid them into her tight asshole.

She let out a delighted grunt as I explored her tight butt and pounded her cunt.

“Come for me, my sweet Stella,” she said.

“Always, always for you,” I moaned and let go. My cock pumped huge spurts of creamy white spunk into her cunt. I roared with release as my cock exploded in her and I felt the flood of her orgasm against me as I spent the last of my seed in her.

I sank by her side on the bed and warped her in my arms as she continued to come.

After a while, her shakes and moans ended and she turned to face me.

“Keep Christmas Eve open,” she said.

“Shopping?” I asked with a smile.

“Robbing a bank with the Mistletoe Mob,” she replied and kissed me.

“I’d prefer to go shoe shopping but you’re the boss,” I said.

“You’ve got enough shoes but maybe in the new year we can go shopping for some engagement rings.”

I stared at her in disbelief.

Tears once more pricked my eyes.

She smiled. “I told you, darling. Love always finds a way.”
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