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Chapter 1: Bursting Bubbles

Bubbles watched the toy factory burn, desperately trying to come up with ways to make it not her fault.

It had all happened so fast. One minute she was having a great time, playing with the deodorant cans. Then Jingles told her how deodorant can be used to create a flamethrower with a lighter. How was she supposed to not try that out?

“Bubbles, please come with me,” a deep friendly voice said. She looked up to see the jolly fat man himself: Santa. Santa never got angry with the elves, no matter what. He only got disappointed. He looked very disappointed.

“Yes, sir,” Bubbles followed behind him, hanging her head in shame. This wasn’t the first time she had screwed up. It wasn’t even the most severe. She didn’t want to think about the incident with Mrs Claus’ dress.

He took her to his office, a whimsical room filled with all manners of toys and gadgets saved from various Christmases. He sat in his giant seat, leaving her to take the much smaller one across from him. A roaring fire kept the room toasty, and bathed everything in natural light.

“Now, Bubbles, I want to hear it from you. What exactly happened?” Santa asked softly. He was always understanding.

“I was playing with fire,” Bubbles said. “Literally. I thought I was far enough away from the toy store, but then Jingles came out and… I kinda set her on fire. In my defence, it would’ve been fine if she stopped, dropped and rolled. She’s the one who ran into the room full of inflammable stuff.”

Santa never got angry with his elves. He knew they were trying their best, and didn’t want to punish them unnecessarily. Accidents happen. He said this all the time. Seeing the look on his face, Bubbles wondered if he was going to change his rule. He leaned back in his chair, covering his face with his hands briefly. “What am I going to do with you?”

“I was thinking I’d do well in the clothing department, I’ve got some ideas for adult womens-”

“No,” Santa said, removing his hands from his face. “Just… No. I’m afraid that department is already fully staffed.”

“Okay, maybe the department that makes adult toys, that could be fun.”

“They got discontinued last year.” Santa huffed. “Our PR department said it didn't match with my brand.”

Bubbles suggested several more departments. Santa shot each one down. Either they were at capacity, or they refused to work with her after a previous screw up. “The truth is, a lot of the elves are asking me to fire you.”

“What? I can’t be fired. Can I? Do elves even get fired?” Bubbles asked. In all the time she had worked for Santa, he had never fired anyone. She couldn’t stand the idea of being the first elf to ever be fired. She’d be too embarrassed to ever show her face at the North Pole Club ever again.

“I try to avoid it,” Santa said gently. “There might be one other job you can do. As I’m sure you are aware, giving presents to the nice isn’t my only duty. I also travel the world, helping those with good hearts find true love.”

“True love, huh?” Bubbles grinned, picturing herself getting involved in another couple's love story. It sounded fun. “I could do that.”

Santa pulled open a drawer that extended out several times longer than the depth of the cabinet. “Luckily for you, I’ve got something of a backlog. I’m sorry to say though, that this is your last chance. If this man doesn’t find true love by Christmas, I will have to fire you.”

Bubbles gulped nervously. “I can do it. Don’t worry, I’ll totally make him fall in love if it’s the last thing I do.”

“Ho ho ho, no need to make it sound so final dear,” Santa said, pulling out the file. He handed it to Bubbles. “This dossier should tell you everything you need to know.”


Chapter 2: Jordan’s Boring Life

Bubbles was assigned to a man named Jordan. He was a businessman who lived in a fancy flat despite being only 23 years old. Bubbles was surprised he had so much trouble finding love; he certainly was attractive enough. Tall with dark hair and a beard, he should be surrounded by women.

Using her Christmas magic, she teleported to his apartment to observe him.

He dresses well at least. Jordan was getting ready for work, putting on a tie in the mirror. Bubbles watched him through the window as he grabbed his suitcase and headed out the door. Time to find my love interest.

Jordan owned a fancy car. When the radio started playing, a jaunty Christmas tune came on. It was a good one, yet oddly he turned it off with a frown, choosing to drive to work in silence. Bubbles followed him in her sleigh. Upon arrival at the office, he was greeted by a busty secretary wearing a suit with a short skater skirt.

“Hello, Jordan, it’s finally December. That means you can have a candy cane,” she said, holding out a basket of the sweet treats. 

“No thanks, Brandy. Maybe another time,” Jordan said, waving her off. Bubbles ducked around a corner.

“Christmas clothes are the best clothes for spirits to be pleasant, but sometimes other clothes make a better present,” she chanted. A glittery wind spun around her, and her outfit morphed to match Brandy’s with the addition of a Santa hat to cover her pointy ears. “This'll do.” She took off after Jordan again.

“Hello, welcome to Dom Industries,” Brandy said, smiling happily. “How can I help you, today?”

Bubbles smiled at her. “I’ve got a meeting with Jordan.”

“I’ll call him now,” Brandy said. Bubbles stopped her, putting her hand on the phone.

“You don’t need to do that. I’m actually here on Dom’s behalf,” Bubbles said, remembering Dom’s name from the file. “I’m here to …” Bubbles struggled desperately to think of a functional lie. “... spy on him.”

Brandy looked troubled by that. “I see. Well, best of luck with that.” Brandy smiled, turning back to her computer and typing away.

“Actually, maybe you could help me.” Bubbles decided to push her luck. “Tell me, what do you think about Jordan?”

“He’s… a hard worker.” Bubbles grimaced. That didn’t sound romantic at all.

“Uh-huh… how does he feel about Christmas?”

“I really don’t know. He tends to keep to himself.” Brandy looked surprised at her own words. “That’s not to say he’s rude or anything. He just doesn’t tend to socialise with anyone much.”

“I see. Thanks Brandy, you’ve been very helpful. I’ll be sure to tell Dom what a great job you did.” Bubbles walked towards the elevator.

“Santa bless you,” Brandy said.

“And you.”

Upstairs Bubbles found herself in a grey, featureless hellscape: a midsize property development firm. Stretched out in front of her were dozens of tiny cubicles, each with a worker endlessly making phone calls in a desperate bid to have enough money to survive. Everyone simultaneously was brimming with energy, and burnt out. Bubbles grimaced as she took in the abject misery. This was a place without Santa. Well, it’s not my problem.

Bubbles ignored them all. If they weren’t a potential love interest for Jordan, she wasn’t interested in them. Searching around, she was pleased to see that Jordan actually had his own office off to the side. She quickly found the kitchen, and made a piping hot cocoa for him. She hadn’t had anything sweet in hours, and was starting to get cravings. Once she finished making it, she skipped out of the kitchen.

A normal woman would struggle to keep a boiling hot drink steady as they skipped, but Bubbles was no ordinary woman. She was an elf. Doing stuff like this was second nature to her. She was pure, refined grace.

She tripped on her shoelace. In her defence, elf shoes were slip-ons. This was the first time she ever had shoelaces on in her life.

A cry of pain followed shortly after. Looking up, she saw Jordan holding her shoulders to stop her falling, his chest covered in a large brown stain. “I’m- I’m sorry!” Santa’s elves didn’t have many rules. As long as they were working to make the world a more merry place, they could do pretty much anything they wanted. There was just one exception. Elves weren’t supposed to reveal themselves to humans. I didn’t even last 2 hours.

“It’s okay,” Jordan said, wincing in pain.

“You need to take your top off. It’s still hot, you're making the burn worse,” Bubbles said. She grabbed his jacket, pulling it off. Then she took his shirt off, revealing his impressive chest and abs. His skin was red from the burn but it still looked good.

“Um… can you pass me some napkins?” Bubbles’ head snapped up. She hadn’t realised she had been staring. She quickly grabbed some napkins, then started dabbing his chest. His muscles were as firm as they looked.

“Sorry, I’m really sorry. Don’t worry I’ll clean your muscular chest up straight away.”

“What?” Jordan looked at her like she was insane. 
 

“Um, I mean…” Bubbles drifted off, still touching his chest. “... I’ll find you a new shirt.”

Jordan sighed, looking at his crumbled up shirt. “That would be best. I can’t exactly go around topless, now can I?”

Bubbles wished he could but she supposed he was right. “Wait here.” She ran around the corner, ensuring she was out of his eyeline. “I need a gift, open up a space time rift,” she whispered. A portal opened up, not unlike Santa’s legendary sack. Reaching in, she pulled out a magnificently tailored shirt and jacket. It was made in Santa’s haberdashery, ensuring it was the latest style and the highest quality.

Returning to Jordan, she presented him with the new clothes. He took them, quickly starting to put the shirt on. “Where did you get these from? Were they in the closet?”

“No, they’re mine.”

“You just so happened to have a suit and shirt, in my size, on you?”

Bubbles stared at him. “Yes.”

“Why?”

“In case I spilled something on you, duh. Otherwise I wouldn’t have needed them,” Bubbles said, rolling her eyes at him. Jordan didn’t look impressed.

“What I meant was-”

“Jordan, chatting up the new girl I see.” A beautiful woman with almond shaped eyes and a thin figure entered the room. She was wearing a suit like Bubbles’, only hers had a skirt that reached her ankles. Her hair was the colour of snow, and she had piercing blue eyes. “And you've found an excuse to take your shirt off.”

Sassy and beautiful, with a clear Christmas theme. Now there’s a love interest.

“Don’t be ridiculous Yuki,” Jordan said, doing up his top buttons. Yuki gave him an odd look. “She spilled her drink on me, I’m changing into a clean shirt.”
 

Yuki clicked her tongue. “Is that so? Always so sloppy. You shouldn’t blame others for your mistakes.”

“No, it really was my mistake,” Bubbles said. Yuki turned to her, eyes cold and calculating. Looking up at her, Bubbles felt intimidated in a way she wasn’t used to. Elves never looked at each other the way she did.

“Oh, don’t be so hard on yourself. I’m sure it was at least a little this oaf's fault.” Jordan rolled his eyes.

“Whatever. I’ve got to get back to my desk.” Jordan put his jacket on and left. Bubbles sighed. Belligerent sexual tension was a standard obstacle to love, she knew she could beat it.

“Relax. He acts all tough but he’s not that important,” Yuki said. She started making herself a coffee.

“He isn’t? I thought he was pretty high ranked,” Bubbles said, looking after him.

“Not really. He’s been here for years, but we have the same job. At the end of the day, the only person that you need to suck up to around here is Dom.” Yuki pointed at the large office at the end of the room. “He’s the one who makes all the decisions.”

Bubbles nodded, looking in the direction she pointed. The curtains were drawn so she couldn’t see Dom, not that it would matter if she could. He was a man, and Jordan’s dossier said he was straight. Men would be of no use to her. “You seem to be pretty informal with Jordan. Are you 2 close?”

Yuki narrowed her eyes at her. “What are you implying?”

“Nothing.”

“Look. I’m going to be running this place one day, so you’d be wise to not get on my bad side," Yuki said. She took her coffee, leaving the room with purpose. Bubbles had no idea why she had suddenly threatened her.

The human world is so weird!

Bubbles managed to get a cubicle near Jordan’s office, letting her watch him throughout the day.

She soon realised why he was single. He was a work obsessed freak. Once he sat at his desk he did nothing but make calls, and send emails for 6 straight hours. A few times he caught her staring. She waved and smiled brightly, which seemed to satisfy him. He didn’t take a break except for 20 minutes at lunch, during which he sat at his desk and ate his meal in silence. Then he worked another 6 hours, staying longer than everyone except for Yuki and Dom.

By the time he was done, he only had time to go home and collapse in bed. From his file Bubbles knew he made a lot of money, but it meant his opportunities to meet women were few and far between. Bubbles couldn’t have this. She needed to get him away from the office, to a place filled with eligible women.

The question was: how? He would never willingly take a vacation. Reading his work file she found out he hadn’t used a single one of his holiday days this year, despite it being December. Bringing women to the office didn’t seem like a viable alternative. He had a degree of chemistry with Yuki, but Bubbles wasn’t willing to put all her eggs in that basket.

There’s got to be a better way. What would Santa do?


Chapter 3: Jordan’s Surprise Trip

Jordan arrived in the office 10 minutes early as always, brushing the snow off his jacket. He had an early meeting with Dom, the owner of the company and Yuki, his colleague. Entering the office, he found Dom and Yuki were already waiting for him. They were sitting in the large conference room despite it being just the 3 of them. Dom at one end of the table, and Yuki at the other. Jordan moved to join them.

As he entered, a woman handed him a file. She was a short blonde, wearing a green christmas hat that covered her ears, and a matching dress that was short for an office- not that Jordan minded. She complimented this with stockings styled to look like candy canes and elf shoes. Is she the woman from yesterday?

“Here’s the file on that new hotel you were researching, sir.”

She walked away quickly, Jordan watching her leave. Once she was gone, Jordan realised he had never asked for any file. He was about to call out to her, when Dom called out to him. “Hurry up, Jordan. We’re about to start.”

Jordan entered, tucking the file under his arm. Taking his seat, he looked at Dom. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to keep you waiting.”

“It’s alright,” Dom said with a knowing smile. Yuki was glaring from across the desk. “Now, onto business. I trust you both got my email yesterday?”

“Of course,” Yuki said, putting a file on the table. “I’ve compiled a list of possible locations that I think would be great for building our new hotel.”

What? Jordan hadn’t seen any email. He was sure he checked before going home the night before, but for the life of him he didn’t see it. Yuki started going through her locations, outlining them one by one. Dom’s reaction was lukewarm.

“They’re not bad. But I want something different this time. We don’t want all our hotels to be clones of each other,” Dom said. “What about you, Jordan? What’s in your file?” Dom took it before Jordan could react. He hadn’t even looked at it himself. When Dom opened the file, glitter fell out onto the table.

What the heck? Jordan swallowed, horrified at the sight. “Um…”

“Oh, this is interesting. Very interesting. Do you think they would be willing to sell?”

“Um… I’d have to look into it, sir,” Jordan said, having no idea what was being talked about, but he could hardly say that.

“I must say this is very good work, Jordan. Tell you what, why don’t you take Yuki and go scout out the location. If this goes well, one of you just might get a promotion,” Dom said, winking at Jordan. Yuki’s scowl grew deeper.

Dom had been dangling the possibility of a promotion over their heads for over a year. Every time there was a big project, he had them duke it out to impress him. It seemed that this was the latest chance to show off. “Sounds good to me, sir.”

“Alright then, I’ll have someone make the arrangements. Enjoy your trip up north.”

The rest of the meeting was Jordan trying to figure out where he had agreed to go. Every time he tried to reach for the file, Dom would snatch it away at the last second. He knew Dom liked it, but that was it. He couldn’t figure out anything else about it.

When the meeting finally concluded, Dom took the file leaving with it. Jordan left, distinctively concerned he had agreed to something he didn’t want to do. How bad can it be? I’m scouting a hotel. He said it was north, but it can’t be that far north can it?

Yuki followed him out of the office back to his desk. “You just had to show me up, didn’t you?”

“You make it so easy,” Jordan said with a shit eating grin. He tried to subtly scan the office for the blonde in the green dress that gave him the file, but couldn’t see her anywhere.

Yuki clicked her tongue. “I don’t know what he sees in this place. It’s a mess, and it's in the ass end of nowhere.”

“I guess we just see something you don’t,” Jordan said. “But hey, guess you’ll see when we’re down there.”
 

“I guess so. Jerk.” Yuki crossed her arms. “What was with the glitter, anyway?”

Jordan scoffed. “Guess you still need basic stuff like that explained to you.”

He met Yuki’s gaze. She glared at him. He held steady. He could tell she was close to breaking. He just had to hold on a little more…

She scoffed. “Whatever.”

***

Bubbles' plan had worked. She had got Jordan to leave his office, and he was even taking Yuki with him. Slipping into Dom’s office, she smiled happily at the sight of him. “I made you a hot cocoa, sir.”

“What? Oh, hmm, put it anywhere,” Dom said. He smiled when he saw her. “You must be new around here.”

Bubbles smiled mysteriously, feeling remarkably like a secret agent. “You could say that.” She put the drink down. “Is there anything else I can do for you, sir?”

“Hmm, oh, no, I’m fine.”

“I heard you need someone to book a hotel for Yuki and Jordan. I can do that, if you like?”

“How’d you hear about that?” Bubbles' expression froze. “You are right though, I do need someone to do it. I can hardly have Yuki do it, she’s not a secretary anymore.” He handed Bubbles the file. “Sort it out. Flights, the hotel, everything. You can use the company card, but it only covers 1 night.”

“Sure thing, sir.” Bubbles would need them to be away for longer than a single night. But for a Christmas elf like her, that was easy to arrange. “I’ll get it done in a jiffy!”


Chapter 4: Strange Phonecall 

Jordan was driving home, when his phone went off. He answered it, using the car system. “Hello? Jordan speaking.”

“Hello Mr Jordan, I’m calling to inform you that your tickets are booked,” a cheerful voice said. Jordan vaguely recognised it, but couldn’t place from where.

“Oh, wow, the tickets are booked already?”

“That’s right. I just need to ask some questions for the hotel booking.”

“Shoot.”

“Okay, the first one… how do you feel about Christmas?” Jordan blinked, unsure what to make of the question.

“Um… I’m ambivalent.”

“That’s weird. How can you not love Christmas?” She sounded genuinely offended.

“Is that a question on the forms?”

“... Yes.”

“Just put ‘personal reasons’,” Jordan said. He was ready for this conversation to be over. “Is there anything else you need?”

“Fine. Next question, how would you describe your ideal woman?”

Jordan sighed. “I don’t know. I like lots of different women.”

“Oh my,” the voice said. “That’s good. Really good.”

“Can you not just fill in the form with random answers. These feel kind of invasive,” Jordan said.

“No. It's important to be honest. We need this hotel visit to be truly indicative of the quality a normal guest can expect.” Jordan couldn’t figure out how either of the questions so far would improve his stay.

“Fine. What else do you need to know?” He focused back on the road, intent on answering her questions on autopilot.

“... So for the type of woman question, I need more detail. Not just physical attributes, also personality and beliefs.”

“Oh for Santa’s sake. Fine. I wasn’t lying about the physical stuff. Personality wise I like bubbly fun women, but a competitive edge can also be nice. Is that enough?”

“I’ll see.” He heard the sound of pens scratching. “It’s enough. Now tell me your ideal date.”

“No.”

“What?”

“I refuse to believe my ideal date has anything to do with this hotel.” The woman stayed quiet on the other line.

“Fine. I’ll put ‘going to the movies’. I’m not the one writing these questions, you know? You don’t have to be short with me.”

Jordan sighed, feeling bad. “Sorry. It’s just that these questions are kind of invasive and I don’t really like telling people intimate information about myself.”

“It’s okay. I understand. It can be hard putting yourself out there. Do you think that might be why you’ve been single for so long?”

“I guess. It’s not that I don’t want to meet someone. It’s just hard in the city. Everyone is always in such a rush.” Jordan frowned, wondering if she was using this for more forms. “What about you, are you single?”

“Huh?” 


“Well, you're asking me all these personal questions. I think it’s only fair that I get to ask some back.” The line went dead for a while. Jordan briefly thought she had hung up, then he heard her speaking again. 

“Okay, fine. Ask anything you want, and I’ll answer honestly. In exchange you have to help me fill out this form,” she said.

“Sure. Okay, give me a second.” Jordan hummed as he went over a bump. “Okay, let's start with an easy one. Why did you come to the city?”

“Ooh, that's a good one. I came for work. I was afraid I’d get fired if I didn’t.” She hummed happily, joining Jordan in his tune. He was surprised to hear she might get fired if she didn’t transfer. There were only so many other branches in the company. “So, answer my ideal date question.”

“Not a movie,” Jordan said. “I guess something active. You might not think it looking at me now, but I’m pretty sporty.”

“Oh I can see that.” Jordan raised his eyebrows at that. “What kind of sports do you do?”

“Ice skating, hockey, that sort of thing. Okay, my question: what made you think you’d get fired?”

“I started a fire,” she replied. “I mean, no one was hurt or anything. So I don’t see why it’s such a big deal.”

Jordan laughed at that. “Oh wow. That’s crazy. I’m surprised Dom kept you on after that.”

“Ahem, well my boss is pretty understanding. He said he hates firing people,” she said.

“Sounds like a nice guy.”

“Oh, he’s the best.” Something in her tone sounded odd. 


“Are you dating your boss?” 

“Oh, that’s so weird. No, never. He’s married and super old,” she said. “That counts as your question by the way. So you owe me 2 now.”

“Darn. Okay. Go ahead.”

“Umm… What’s your favourite sweet?”

“Chocolate,” Jordan said confidently. He didn’t eat a lot of sweets, but he made an exception for chocolate. “And gingerbread.”

“Great. So you like hot chocolates?”

“That’s right.” Jordan looked up, trying to think of another question for her. “Okay, so what's your ideal man?”

“Um…”

“Turnabout is fair play. Come on, tell me.”

“Okay, I've always wanted to date a human.”

“Wow, you sure are choosy,” Jordan said sarcastically. “Give me more than that.”

“Ah, ahem, I was just joking… I mean, like, a tall guy with a beard… and abs.” She squeaked. “But the kind of guy I like doesn't matter. This is about you. I'm supposed to be learning more about you.”

Jordan laughed at her panicked voice. She hadn't even said very much. “Go on then.”

“Oh… um… have you met any women you want to date recently?”

Jordan was getting used to the odd questions by now. He had a suspicion he knew why she was asking them to. He also knew where he'd heard the voice before. The woman in the office who spilled the cocoa on him. She was clumsy but cute. “I have. She spilled a drink on me yesterday.”

“Eh? I did? Wait, I mean… ahem.”

“What about you? Have you met any guys you like?”

“I-I-I need to go.” Jordan frowned. It seemed he'd misread things.

Oh well. Not a big deal. Jordan pulled into his driveway. “Is that all your questions?”

“Yes, this is everything. Please meet Ms Snow at the airport tomorrow morning at 8:30 sharp. She had the tickets.”

“Nice one, hey can you send me a copy of those-”
 

“Goodbye.” The phone call ended.

“Did she not hear me?” Jordan asked no one. He was annoyed he still didn’t know where he was going, but ultimately decided it didn’t matter. Yuki knew, and while she annoyed him she was still a very competent employee. Maybe when I get the promotion, I’ll ask for her to be a part of my team. He laughed evilly as he imagined Yuki calling him sir. She'd never forgive me if I did that.


Chapter 5: The Airport

Jordan arrived at the airport 15 minutes before he was told to arrive. He detested being late, and wasn’t going to risk missing a flight. It seemed Yuki had the same idea, as she was waiting by the entrance for him. She was wearing a yellow sundress, looking unusually feminine. He couldn’t remember the last time he saw her in anything but formal wear. It made Jordan feel a little silly being in a suit.

“Darling, you’ve arrived,” Yuki said, walking over to him with a big smile. Jordan looked at her like she had lost her mind, which was a real possibility. “I take it you didn’t get the memo,” she continued in her normal voice.

“... no.”

“We can’t appear to be on a business trip, or they might get suspicious so we’ve got to act like we’re a couple visiting the hotel,” Yuki said boredly.

“Okay, that makes this a little less weird. Couldn’t we have just said we were friends who holiday together?” Jordan asked, tilting his head.

“What, am I not good enough for you?” Yuki asked. Jordan looked at her oddly. He couldn’t tell if she was still messing with him or not.

“Um, well, of course…” Yuki’s shiteating grin let him know he could stop. “You're the worst.”

“Such an affectionate husband,” Yuki rolled her eyes.

“Husband? We’re married now?” Jordan asked. This just gets better and better.

“Hmm, maybe marriage is a bit much. Let's say we’ve been together for 6 months and this is our first trip. You’re nervous because you think you don’t make enough money, so you're desperately trying to impress me.” Yuki put her finger to her cheek, looking deep in thought. “You're worried I’ll run away with Rhoul, a player from my work.”

“... What?”

“Might as well have a little fun with it.” Yuki shrugged. “Now grab my bag, it’s time to go.”

“Grab your bag? What am I your caddy?” Jordan grumbled. Yuki snapped her fingers pointing at the suitcase.

“You're trying to impress me, remember? Now chop-chop!” Jordan did not grab her bag.

“We’re not even there yet.”

“Yes, but we need to get into character before we arrive or we’ll never be able to convince anyone we’re a couple. It’s called method acting, darling.” Yuki put her hand to her chest with a fancy air about her. “Not to brag, but I took a masters in theatre studies.”
 

“... no you didn’t. You were a stem major.”

“I’m genuinely impressed you remember that, yes I did biology,” Yuki said, laughing to herself. “But I was in the drama club. For our senior play I played Mrs Claws in Santa the Lover and the Warrior.”

“Uh-huh.” Jordan thought that sounded awful, but was wise enough to not express that thought.

“Oh come on! Let's have some fun with this. We’re not at work, you don’t have to be a buzz kill,” Yuki said, sagging. Jordan couldn’t believe it. She thought he was a buzzkill. That was like a serial killer saying you’ve got a temper.

“Fine, I’ll take the bags…sweetie.” Jordan grabbed her suitcase. He was shocked at how heavy it was. She had brought far too much stuff for a single evening. “Let's get a drink, I have a feeling I’m going to need one.”

***

Bubbles watched Jordan enter the airport with Yuki. She had been worried they didn’t really like each other, but he was carrying her bag. Clearly, they were interested in each other. This was good, as it meant her plan would be that much easier. Subtly, she slipped into an alleyway.

“Oh great sleigh, join me on this most merry journey so I might find my way,” she chanted.

A small red sleigh reminiscent of Santa’s sleigh appeared in a flurry of tinsel. Bubbles may not be good at her job, but one thing she always excelled at was Christmas magic. Hopping on, she began the trip to their destination confident she would beat them there. Her magic sleigh wasn’t nearly as fast as Santa’s, but it was still faster than anything a human could make.

***

Yuki was enjoying teasing Jordan. At work, she always had to act so proper and professional. It was fun to drop the persona, and screw with Jordan. But that wasn’t her only goal. By acting like a fool, she would get him to drop his guard. Then she would steal the deal out from under him, and secure the promotion.

Look out Jordan. Pretty soon, you’ll be calling me boss.

“Alright, I already ate breakfast, but I could go for a tea or something at the cafe,” Jordan said. They had just made it through security, and he was putting his shoes back on.

“Sure thing, darling.” Yuki grabbed his hand, letting him lead her to the cafe. Mwahahaha.

The cafe was a popular chain, known for using far too much whipped cream. Jordan ordered himself a tea, and Yuki a Mega Whip Super Pumpkin experience. “How did you know that was my favourite drink?”

“It’s easy to notice when you get it every day,” Jordan said. “Seriously, you’re the only person in the world who would drink something so ridiculous.”

Yuki rolled his eyes at his teasing. “You're surprisingly observant, for an idiot.”

“Aw, you're making me blush,” he said dryly. “Aren’t we supposed to be acting like we're a couple?” 


“Couples can tease each other.” Their drinks arrived. Yuki took a sip of hers, sighing happily at the delicious taste. Jordan laughed to himself. “What?” 

“Nothing, dear. You look great.” Yuki raised a brow, confused at the sudden compliment.

“I guess you can be a gentleman when you want to be,” she said, taking another sip. It made sense he would say it. Yuki knew she looked great. They finished their drinks in relative silence. Yuki tried to ignore it at first, but Jordan kept smiling at her. Is he still acting like we're a couple?

It was only when they were leaving that she saw herself in the reflection of the vending machine. She had a whipped cream moustache. Gasping, she quickly grabbed a napkin, wiping it away. Jordan laughed at her the whole time.

“Very mature.”


“Yes, the moustache made you look very mature,” Jordan said, grinning like a fool. She rolled her eyes. “Aw, is my beautiful girlfriend getting embarrassed?” 

“Shut up.” She walked away quickly, unfortunately he followed her. “You could have told me.”

“I’m amazed you never noticed. It was there for like, half an hour.” Jordan had a spring in his step as he walked beside her. “People were giving you looks.”
 

“No, they weren’t,” Yuki said.

“Yes they are, in fact one woman still is.” She looked back to the cafe. “Ha, made you look.”

“You're the worst.”

***

The flight went by quickly and was perfectly pleasant. They were in economy, but it was only a 1 hour flight so Yuki didn’t mind. Then the captain announced their descent. Her stomach dropped as the plane started to lurch. Stay calm. Nothing's wrong. You know this is safe.

“Are you okay, Yuki? You look a little pale,” Jordan asked. “You're not getting motion sick, are you?

“No, I don’t get motion sickness.” Yuki gasped when she felt the plane shaking. It was an unusually windy day, making the descent uneven.

“Are you afraid of flying?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Yuki said, looking away from him. Yuki was not a woman with a lot of fears. She wasn’t afraid of heights, or the dark or any such nonsense. She was not afraid of flying per se. She was afraid of landing. She didn’t know when the fear first started, she had been fine for years. Then one day she was landing and felt inexplicably tense, since then that fear had come back every single time she flew. “I have a tiny issue with landing. It’s really no big deal.”

Yuki prepared herself for the inevitable mocking. Jordan never missed a chance to make fun of her. In fairness, she never missed a chance to mock him either. They had been working together for almost 2 years, endlessly making fun of each other at every given opportunity.

Jordan put his hand on her hand. “Don’t worry, it’ll be okay.”

Yuki’s head snapped around, seeing genuine sympathy on Jordan’s face. What the hell? She was so bemused she briefly forgot about her fear.

“It’ll be over soon,” Jordan said kindly.

He’s really trying to comfort me. Yuki looked at his hand. She wasn’t sure, but she suspected this was the first time Jordan ever deliberately touched her. Her first instinct was to snatch her hand back, but a sudden jerk had her gripping his hand as tight as she could.

“You’ve got a really strong grip.” Yuki loosened her grip. “It’s okay. You weren’t hurting me.” Yuki could tell he was lying to her. She appreciated it, especially because when the plane hit the ground it bounced making her yelp and squeeze even harder.

Jordan stayed supportive even as she hurt him. Yuki was surprised to find he was genuinely helpful. He didn’t make her ridiculous fear go away, but he reduced it. For that, she was thankful. When the plane finished landing, she took a deep breath. “Never bring this up again.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”

“I mean it. If I hear so much as a whisper about this, I will end you.”

Jordan rolled his eyes. “You're welcome.”

Yuki pulled her hand back, seeing the red mark she had left on his hand. “... Thank you.”


Chapter 6: Snow Town

Jordan couldn’t believe the coincidence. The hotel they were staying in was in his hometown, Snow Town. It was one of the most northerly towns in the country, meaning it snowed every winter without fail. The whole place was covered in a thick blanket of white from the 1st of December through to February at least. A plough cleared the roads every day. The plough was owned by the Redkilt family, having passed down through the generations like so many other businesses in the town. Jordan recognised the driver as they followed behind it.

Their cab dropped them off in front of the hotel they were going to be researching: Snow Job Inn. Jordan had never stayed in this hotel before, but he recognised it from when he was growing up. It was an old 3 story building made of traditional dark wood, with old low doorways and visible wooden beams. Entering it, they found themselves in the reception. Although it had clearly seen better days, it was still cosy. There was a beaten sofa to rest on, with a low coffee table in front of it. A woman was standing behind the desk, fiddling with a nail file.

“Hi, I’m Candy Cane, the owner of this hotel. Welcome to the Snow Job Inn,” she chirped in a high pitched voice. She put the nail file down, walking around the desk to greet them. She was a busty woman with a big smile and blonde, silky hair. Despite the cold outside, she was wearing a low cut pink dress, with a short skirt. She also had on matching stiletto heels, which she walked in easily as she approached them. “You must be Jordan and Yuki. Is this your first time at the inn?”

“Yes,” Jordan answered. They had agreed to lie as little as possible, aside from pretending to date and hiding their jobs. This meant using their real names and ages.

“Great! You're going to love it. All our rooms have original fireplaces, dating back to the 1500s. The one in the main lobby area actually is even older, with some saying it’s over a thousand years old,” Candy said enthusiastically. She pointed to a large fireplace with mismatched stones around it. It certainly looked old enough. “Do you want to head to your room first, or can I show you the rest of the hotel's features?”

“Our rooms will be fine for now,” Yuki said. “We want to drop off our bags.”

“Sounds great. If you want a tour later, just ask or feel free to explore by yourselves. Unfortunately, we’re between bellhops right now.” Jordan wondered if that was strictly true. The hotel seemed very quiet, with no other guests or staff around.

“That’s fine. My boyfriend likes carrying our bags, don’t you, dear?” Yuki said, visibly pleased with herself.

“Yet you always insist on helping,” Jordan countered.

“You're right. That’s silly of me, I won’t interfere this time,” Yuki said. “Where is the elevator?”

“Elevator? Ha, in this old place. Sorry, no room for one. You’ve got to take the stairs,” Candy said, pointing to the flight. She rummaged behind the desk, pulling out a key and a form. “Your room is on the third floor. If you’ll just sign here to show you’ve arrived, I can give you the key and you can head up.”

Jordan glared at Yuki. They only had a bag each, but climbing 3 flights of stairs wasn’t going to be easy with them both. Yuki grinned at his misery, grabbing the pen. “I’ll handle the paperwork dear. You just head up and I’ll meet you at the door.”

Jordan grumbled, picking up the suitcases and beginning the climb. “It’s room 303,” Candy called after him. Jordan climbed the stairs, noting that the steps creaked under him. Some of the paint work was also chipped, showing that repairs were desperately needed. There were some old paintings, mostly portraits of men in old fashioned clothes. Jordan recognised none of them.

She’s having trouble running this place. It’s hardly surprising. With such a bad internet presence. Once he knew where he was going, he tried to research it. Amazingly, he found the Snow Job Inn had no website at all. It was registered as a business, but that was it. Even finding the phone number to call was a challenge. It made him wonder how the secretary had managed to make his booking for them.

Once he reached the room, he dumped the bags by the door sitting on Yuki’s suitcase. She joined him a minute later. He glowered at her.

“In my defence, I thought there would be an elevator,” Yuki said, raising her hands. Jordan rolled his eyes.

“Yes, because a place like this would obviously have an elevator,” Jordan said.

“It should. It’s bad business not to have one. It means she can only have able bodied customers.” Yuki pulled out a key, opening the door. She grabbed her own bag, then walked in. Jordan joined her, finding her staring at the bed. Bed. Singular. “Hmm, perhaps saying we were a couple wasn’t the best cover.”

“Ya think?” 


“I thought that it would be twin beds we could separate,” Yuki said, pursing her lips. “So, what should we do?” 


“We could say we sleep in separate beds,” Jordan said. Yuki shook her head. 

“No, we should avoid drawing too much attention to ourselves. It's best if we just … make do.” Yuki looked away from him. “It’s only one night. I’m sure we can manage.”

Jordan shrugged. “Sure, whatever.” Yuki turned back. He looked at her seriously. “But just because we’re sharing a bed doesn’t mean we’re doing anything more.”

“What? Why’d you think-” Jordan laughed. “Oh, ha ha,” she drawled. “You're a ridiculous man.”

Jordan shrugged, throwing his bag onto the table. “Well, I’m unpacked. We should head down and ask about that tour.”
 

“We’re certainly lucky that she offered. Just give me a moment to unpack,” Yuki said, opening her bag and pulling out her clothes. She started putting them into drawers, separating them into categories - why she brought 8 tops for one night Jordan didn’t know.

“You're a psychopath.”

“Plenty of people unpack at a hotel,” Yuki said, hanging up a dress with a coathanger. “It’s perfectly natural to want to feel comfortable in your living quarters.”

“We’re here for one night.” Jordan shook his head. “I’m heading down. You can join me when you're done with … this.”


Chapter 7: Candy Cane

Jordan went down to the lobby again. He found Candy waiting at the foot of the stairs, smiling brilliantly. “I hope you like your room. You’re in the lord's suite. We named it that because Lord Snow, who was the prime minister back in the 1500s once stayed there! His portraits on the stairs, did you see it?”

Jordan smiled in acknowledgment of her fact. He didn’t know which portrait was supposed to be Lord Snow, as none had been labeled. “That’s very interesting. Yes, the room’s great. Yuki’s upstairs unpacking and admiring it now.”

“I’m so glad you like it,” Candy said. “Would you like a hot chocolate? It's included in the price of your room so have as many as you like.”

“I’m actually trying to eat healthier lately,” Jordan said, smiling politely. “Do you have anything else? Tea maybe.”

“Sure thing. Sit down and relax and I’ll have that ready for you in a jiff!” Candy ran off towards the bar. Jordan decided to follow her, wanting to get a better feel for the facilities available at the hotel.

Like everything else, the bar was ancient. It had old fashioned drinking pots, and flagons hanging from racks. The bar itself was made of mahogany, and had a faded image of a man wearing a fur coat and holding a spear on it. This was the town crest. Candy boiled the water using an old kettle on the stove, humming a Christmas song to herself.

“You must be pretty excited for Christmas, huh?” She asked casually.

“Um, I guess.” Jordan never really cared about Christmas. Presents were exciting when he was a kid, but as an adult he could buy anything he needed. Waiting around for Santa to deliver presents was for poor people.

“I know you're only staying for a single night, but I really think you're going to love it here. This town goes all out at Christmas! It's actually a shame you're leaving so soon, you're going to miss the big charity ball.” Candy poured the water in, followed by milk and then, for some reason, mini marshmallows. She put it on the bar with a flourish. “Tada!”

Jordan didn’t like marshmallows. He picked one out, eating it with a fake smile. “Thanks.” He got an idea. “When Yuki gets down, can you make her a hot chocolate? She loves sweet stuff, so put in as many marshmallows and sweets as you can.”

“Sure thing!” Candy chirped, bouncing on the spot. “If you like Christmas stuff, you should go to the Christmas market. They have tons of sweets, and decorations. It's wonderful. You can even go ice skating.”

“That sounds nice, but we’re probably going to stay in tonight,” Jordan said.

“Why are you here by the way?” Candy asked as she wiped the bar down.

“Um…” Jordan panicked, forgetting the weird backstory Yuki had made up. “Just a little mini break to reconnect.”
 

“Ah, I see. In that case you probably want to do something romantic, don’t you?”

Jordan paused, trying to think of any excuse why he wouldn’t want to do that. He failed. “Yes.”
 

“Great. As it happens I know all the best romantic stuff in town. I’m kind of a romance expert,” Candy said, wiggling excitedly. “How does a candlelit dinner sound?”

“That does sound romantic, but we actually already have a reservation.” This was a lie. Dom wasn't interested in the hotel food, so they didn't need to try it. The plan was to grab something easy in town.

“Perfect! In the meantime, how does a horse-drawn carriage ride sound?”

“I didn’t think there were horses here,” Jordan said. He didn’t remember ever seeing any before.

“They’re around for Christmas. So you looked and couldn’t find them before?” Jordan realised his mistake. He wasn’t strictly trying to hide that he used to live in Snow Town, but he feared it would invite more questions if he revealed he did.

“Yes.”

“Great. I’ll book it right now. I know the gal who runs it, so it shouldn’t be long!” Before Jordan could say anything more, Candy disappeared into a room behind the bar. Jordan sighed, sitting down with his tea. At least the chair was comfortable.

“You look cosy,” Yuki said, strolling into the room. “Are you ready to do our research?”

“Yes. But first we need to take a romantic carriage ride around town.”

Yuki stared at Jordan.

Jordan stared at Yuki.

“Are you going to explain how that’s helpful in any way?” Yuki asked. Candy returned, ensuring that he could not.

“The carriage is all booked and will be here in half an hour. Oh, and Yuki I’ve made you a hot chocolate with all the trimmings!” Candy handed Yuki a two handed mug, with a mountain of whipped cream covered in marshmallows, sprinkles and other sweets on top of it. It even had a candy cane sticking out of it.

Yuki looked at it with a mix of awe and fear. “... Thank you. It looks delicious.” Yuki sipped it, licking her lips clean afterwards. “Is there enough time to do that tour you mentioned?”

Candy was thrilled to give them the tour. She had already told them about their room, and the fireplace so she took them outside. The gardens were bigger than Jordan expected, with an elaborate hedge maze.

“This hedge maze dates back to 1812. We used to host part of the winter festival in it, letting people explore it as a game,” Candy said, gesturing to the snow covered hedge.

“Interesting. Why don’t you now?” Yuki asked.

“We still do, sorta. But people don’t tend to want to pay for it, so I just let them go in for free. It’s not as well maintained as it used to be, I don’t really have the manpower to keep such a large maze tidy.”

“It’s a very impressive garden,” Jordan said. The potential of such a place was obvious to Jordan, and no doubt to Yuki as well. While trying to market it directly as a tourist attraction may not be a winner, she should be able to use it to draw in customers.

“There’s more. Follow me.” She led them away from the maze, towards a large body of frozen water. “This lake actually belongs to the hotel. In the summer, you can swim in it. It’s not actually a natural lake, it was a quarry except it turned out there was nothing of value so they left it empty.”

Jordan nodded with admiration. The lake was big. He had no desire to swim in it, even in summer. He suspected it would serve better being used for water sports like kayaking or even sailing. It was certainly large enough.

Candy then led them back inside. She took them behind her counter to a shockingly large kitchen. “And this is the kitchen. It’s actually one of the oldest rooms in the inn, though it’s been refurbished repeatedly. Some of the fittings are over 100 years old.” She pointed at a positively ancient looking oven. Next to it, was a smaller more modern oven.

“This is all very impressive,” Yuki said.

“Yes. It’s so lovely and rustic,” Jordan added. Candy beamed, eating up their praise with a spoon.

“Thanks. I’m glad to meet people who appreciate this sort of thing.” She smiled, looking around. “Sometimes it feels like everyone always wants the newest thing, and that old stuff like this inn has no place anymore.”

Jordan scratched his neck. Considering how Dom tended to operate, there was a real chance that if he got control he would destroy the inn to make room for a hotel. He might keep a few key parts but whether the kitchen would be one of them was anyone's guess. It wasn’t like he could show off how old his kitchen was to customers easily.

“It’s a pleasure to see a family business flourishing,” Yuki said. Jordan noticed that Candy flinched when she said that. He hadn’t seen another guest during the entire tour, either.

Something’s wrong. The file hadn’t mentioned that the business was struggling. But considering what he had seen, the conclusion was inescapable.


Chapter 8: A Strange Ride

The coach pulled up in front of the hotel. It was an open top white carriage, with a white horse pulling it along. The coachwoman stepped down from the front, she was dressed in a tuxedo with a bowtie and top hat that covered her ears. She looked vaguely familiar, although Jordan couldn’t quite place why. It was hard to make out her features, as she had on a fake white beard covering half her face with her hair hidden under the hat.

“You have requested a ride through the night,” she said, bowing with a flourish. She was talking in a deliberately low voice. “Are you ready for a magical ride through the most romantic town in the world?”

Jordan looked at Yuki, who looked distinctively unimpressed. The driver opened the door, offering her hand to Yuki. “Whatever.” She accepted the woman's hand, climbing into the coach. Jordan felt the same way. He sincerely doubted this was the most romantic town in the world.

“I must say, your girlfriend is very beautiful,” she said. “You must be very happy together.”
 

“Oh yes, incredibly,” Jordan said sarcastically. Yuki rolled her eyes. Jordan climbed into the back. The driver climbed into the front, whipping the reins to get the horses moving. The carriage trundled along slowly.

“I can’t believe you booked this,” Yuki groused. Jordan gave her a pointed look, gesturing to the driver. Her back was to them, but it was obvious she would listen to whatever they said.

“Well, I know how much you love horses, darling.” Jordan grinned. Yuki rolled her eyes.

“As much as I love you,” Yuki said, looking at the lights on the houses as they passed them. People in Snow Town always went all out with Christmas lights. It was like an unofficial competition to have the most gaudy display. Yuki looked thoughtful as she took in the testament to excess. “It’s funny to think you grew up in such a small town. Especially one like this.”

“What did you expect?”

“I don’t know. You just seem like such a big city guy.” Yuki turned to him, smiling serenely. “I assumed you’d always lived in big cities.”

“Nah. I barely ever even left this town until I went to university,” Jordan said. He could see why she would think he didn’t fit into this town. He never put up lights, or helped decorate the office.

“A real country bumpkin.” She was smirking, obviously teasing him.

“Yeah, that’s me,” Jordan said. “Or at least it was. I left for a reason.”

“What reason?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Yuki shook her head. “Money. If I was ever going to make it, I knew I couldn’t stay here. Life in the city isn’t perfect, but I make 10 times what I could make here. When I think about that, it’s obvious I made the right decision.” 

“So money's the only thing that matters?” Yuki asked.

“Don’t try to act so high and mighty with me. We have the same job,” Jordan said, crossing his arms. “For now at least.”

“Ha, you still think you're getting the promotion don’t you?” 
 

“Of course. I’ve worked there the longest, and once we buy this hotel I’ll have a big new project to work on,” Jordan said, grinning arrogantly. Yuki rolled her eyes. Something about her expression threw Jordan. She looked too confident. “You know something, don’t you?”

“No.”

“You do. You're planning something,” Jordan said, his suspicions growing by the second. Yuki turned to the window, avoiding his gaze. “What are you up to?”

She smirked at him over her shoulder. “A girl's got to have some secrets.”

“Tell me-”

“Would you rather go through the park, or town?” The driver said, reminding them she was there. The carriage had stopped at a crossroads. She had turned to look at them over her shoulder.

“Um…”

“Town,” Yuki said. “We want to see everything this town has to offer, don’t we darling?”

“Of course, sugar… cup.” Yuki grimaced at his strange nickname.


“Aw, that’s so romantic. Is this your first trip together?” The driver guided the horse around a corner while looking back at them. 

“Yes. Jordan's too cheap to treat me to nice trips often.”

“Perhaps we’d go on more trips if you paid for your share,” Jordan said. Seeing the irritation on Yuki’s face, he knew he had won.

“Aw, you guys are like an old married couple. Did you meet at work?”

“Yes,” Jordan said. Yuki scowled at him. Were we supposed to lie about that?

“What did you think of her when you first met?”

Jordan felt it a bit odd that their driver was so concerned with their relationship, but it was easier to answer truthfully. “I thought she was a pain in the ass. I didn’t need any help, so she was only in my way.”

Yuki looked amused. “I thought he was an arrogant prick who wasn’t as clever as he thought he was.”

“So not a good start, huh?” the driver asked, gently guiding the horse to turn. Its hoofs clicked against the road rhythmically. 


“You could say that,” Jordan said. 

“What changed?”

“Nothing.” The driver turned around, a quizzical expression on her face. This driver is really invested in us. “I mean, it wasn’t anything big or dramatic. One day we were just working together, and I realised I enjoyed spending time with her. So we started dating.”

“Aw, isn’t that sweet?” Yuki leaned into him. “Tell me, darling, what do you like about me?” Yuki asked, seemingly intent on making it harder for him.

“You know the answer to that, darling.”

“I do, but I love hearing you say it.” She fluttered her eyelashes. Jordan narrowed his eyes, knowing the driver couldn’t see.

“Obviously, you're beautiful.” Yuki rolled her eyes.

“Tch, men. You can do better than that,” the driver said. Jordan pursed his lips. “Be honest, what do you like about her? There’s no need to be embarrassed.”

“I like… arguing with her.” The driver turned back to him, bemused. “I know it sounds weird. But when we argue I’m always having so much fun. I guess… over time, I grew to miss it when you weren’t around.”

Yuki looked at him oddly. “Funny, if you enjoy arguing so much, you’d think you’d be better at it.” She looked away.

“Well, what do you love about Jordan?” The driver gave Yuki a challenging look.

“I guess… how confident he is. I mean, it makes him do stupid stuff.” Jordan could practically feel her rolling her eyes, even though she was looking away. “But it’s endearing, too. I guess I admire that he can be so sure of himself.”

“Funny hearing that from you, you're always so confident,” Jordan said, genuinely surprised. Yuki didn’t reply immediately.

“I like his smile too. It’s cheeky and a little arrogant, but I like it.” Yuki was staring out the window, sounding far away in her thoughts. Jordan wasn’t sure what was happening anymore.

Is she saying this for the driver’s benefit? It was beginning to get embarrassing. He wasn’t sure what to say. Fortunately, the carriage pulled over, ending the conversation.

“We have arrived!”


Chapter 9: Graceful Desserts

“Alright, enjoy your night out,” the driver said. She snapped the reins, and the horse raced off leaving the duo confused in her wake.

“I didn’t realise she was going to abandon us in town…” Jordan looked around, trying to see what he remembered. She had dropped them off at the Christmas market. It was busy so close to the big day, people were milling about between the wooden stalls drinking mulled drinks and being generally merry.

“It’s for the best. We need to investigate the local amenities for our report,” Yuki said. She headed into the throng of people. After a moment, Jordan ran to join her, falling into step beside her.

“I can tell you about them. I grew up here. In fact, I’ve spent more time here than in the city.”

“You’ve not been here in years,” Yuki pointed out. “Besides, it gives us something to do while we wait to eat.”

“Jordan, is that you?” A powerful voice asked. Jordan turned to the source, finding a tall woman with an athletic build rushing towards him.

“Grace?” Grace had been in Jordan’s school, they grew up together. Since he left the town, they hadn’t seen each other as much. She looked good. Her long ginger hair was covered partially by a green christmas hat. This matched the rest of her outfit that was based on an elf, including striped stockings. She tackled him with a hug so hard he had to take a step back to absorb the force.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were coming back for the holidays?” Grace asked. She looked up at him, grinning widely. She had glitter on, adding to her elvish look.

“It was… kind of a last minute decision,” Jordan said, not making eye contact. “I’m only really here for 1 night.”

“1 night?” Grace pouted. “You’re only around 1 night and I’m working, this sucks.”

“Well, maybe we can hang out after your shift.” Jordan did genuinely like Grace, although they hadn’t seen each other much in recent years they had been close when he was still studying.

“Yes!” Grace’s pout evaporated, replaced with a big smile. “Where are you staying?”

“The Snow Job Inn.”

“Wow, I’m surprised that the place is still open.”

“What makes you say that?” Yuki asked, breaking into the conversation. Grace finally broke the hug, that Jordan now noticed had gone on for a very long time.

“Oh, well, it just always seems to be empty. I kinda know the owner, and she’s a hard worker but not exactly a business guru,” Grace said. “I’m Grace by the way, are you Jordan’s friend?” 


“I’m…” Yuki looked at Jordan, unsure if she should continue the lie or tell the truth instead. 

It’s better to be consistent, Jordan thought. “This is Yuki, my girlfriend. I brought her with me to show her my hometown.”

Grace’s mouth opened in an ‘o’ shape. “Haha, wow, she sure is pretty, Jordan. But then, you always did go for lookers. Not that you tend to get them.”

Jordan rolled his eyes at the taunt. “And you did so much better, did you?”

“For the last time, I totally did make out with Lola,” Grace said, stomping her foot for emphasis. Yuki looked confused, so Jordan decided to explain.

“Grace claims she dated the head cheerleader, but she says it never happened.” Jordan widened his eyes.

Grace pouted. “Whatever. I know what happened. You're just jealous I get more girls than you do.”

“Oh yeah, who are you seeing now?” Jordan asked, following a hunch. Grace crossed her arms.

“I’m between people right now, but it’s no big deal. I’ll find a new lady or man soon- maybe both.” Grace stuck her tongue out, then grabbed Jordan’s hand. “Oh, yeah, follow me.”

“Wow, you're getting way more aggressive with your pick-up techniques,” Jordan teased. Nonetheless, he let her drag him into her store. It was facing the street with the stalls, its glowing sign indicating it was called Graceful Desserts. Pushing open the door, she revealed a pink store with a few tables and chairs. There were dozens of cakes big and small on the shelves, and a large gingerbread house with 3 stories and elaborate decorations.

“Welcome to Graceful Desserts, my bakery,” Grace said. She ran behind the counter, grinning widely. “What do you think? Pretty badass, huh?”

“I have to admit, I never thought you’d be a baker,” Jordan said, looking around the pink room. Grace had always been something of a tomboy. The reason they hung out was that they had been mixed doubles tennis partners. That wasn’t Grace’s only sport either. She experimented with all kinds of different sports, and was invariably one of the best players on whichever team she tried out for.

“Yeah, well, I kinda got into it after I was done with school. Old Man Micky was looking for an apprentice, then when he retired I took over the place,” Grace said. “I’ve not had time to redecorate yet except for the sign.”

“It’s weird. It looks the exact same as when we were growing up,” Jordan said, looking around the store. He and Grace had visited it all the time when they were young, sometimes multiple times a week. Old man Micky had been kind. Around Christmas, he would give out gingerbread men to the poorer children- including Jordan and Grace.

Yuki looked around in interest, taking in the slightly chipped paint and old furniture. “It looks like you could use an investment.”

“Ahahaha, no I’m fine.” Grace waved her hand in front of her exaggeratedly. “But if you want to help me out, feel free to buy a big cake. I’ve got loads of Christmas-y ones, just like we used to eat together.”

Grace gestured to the counter, which was filled with santa and elf shaped cookies along with coloured cakes. “I’m trying to avoid eating too much sugar,” Jordan said. He then saw Grace’s downtrodden expression. “So I’ll only have 1.”

“That’s fine. Let's make it a big 1,” Grace said, pulling out an oversized cake in the shape of Santa. It even had a beard made of hard frosting. “I call this: The Santa.”

“I forgot how creative you were,” Jordan deadpanned. He admired the cake, taking in the fine attention to detail. It looked like a mural. “You’ve become a very good baker. I’m legitimately impressed.”

“Indeed. Santa would be proud to see his likeness so well made in cake,” Yuki said, nodding in admiration.

“Well, it’s easy when it's such a wonderful subject matter. After all, who doesn’t love Christmas?” Grace chirped. Jordan looked away, uneasy. “Jordan?”

“Well… I don’t really care so much since I became an adult.”
 

“But… but what about presents? How can you not love that?”

Jordan hadn’t received presents for the last few years. He assumed that he had ended up on the naughty list somehow, though this didn’t bother him. He made enough money to buy anything he needed. “It’s just not a big deal for me. Now, can I buy this cake?”

“I guess.” Grace rang up the cake, visibly subdued as she took the money and they left.

***

Watching Jordan leave, Grace couldn’t help but feel sad. She had so many wonderful memories of Christmases with Jordan. The idea that he didn’t love it anymore was almost too sad to think about.

“Hiya, boss!” Bubbles burst into the scene, carrying a tray filled with freshly baked ginger bread. Bubbles was Grace’s temporary shop assistant. She had been overwhelmed during the holidays, and Bubbles had requested a job from her. So she hired her. It had only been a day so far, but she seemed enthusiastic. “What’s the matter? You look glum.”

“Oh, it’s just I saw my friend from when I was young. But he’s changed, he’s become a big city kinda guy,” Grace said. Jordan was out of sight, having gone further into the market. “I never thought he would stop loving Christmas. He was always so enthusiastic when we were in school together.”

“He doesn’t love Christmas? But Christmas is the most wonderful time of year.” Bubbles held a hand to her chest, scandalised. “Is he insane?”

“No. I think he’s just lost his Christmas spirit.” Grace sighed, joining her behind the counter. Bubbles put the tray down, scraping cookies off for the display.

“Then there’s only 1 thing for it.” Grace looked at her. “You’ve got to help him find his Christmas spirit again!”

“I wish I could. But he’s leaving tomorrow. He said he’d pop by after my shift, but that doesn’t give me much time.” Bubbles hummed, eating a misshapen cookie from the tray.

“Sounds to me like you’ve got a prime opportunity. You can use tonight to change his mind, and show him what Christmas is all about!”

“How?”

“You’re his oldest friend. If anyone can remind him what Christmas is really about, it’s you.” Grace swallowed. That was a lot of pressure.

“Yes. You're right. I can’t let Jordan become a jaded adult, or he might end up on the naughty list.” Grace raised her fist, feeling her determination building in her chest. Jordan was her friend, she wouldn’t let him down.

“I’ll hold down the fort here. You do whatever you’ve got to do to prepare to show him how important Christmas is.”

“Right. Santa bless you,” Grace said. She moved to the back of the store. “I think I know what I need to do.”


Chapter 10: Unsteady

Jordan and Yuki continued looking around the market, sampling various Christmas themed snacks and hot drinks. There were endless cheap knick-knacks in the stalls, all supposedly hand crafted by the store managers. Yuki didn’t buy any of these. They were overpriced, and usually ended up broken sooner rather than later.

Eventually, they came across a stall called Chokers, Collars and Necklaces. Inside, a bubbly store clerk greeted them with a big smile. Her nametag indicated she was called Clarice. “Hello, welcome, welcome. If there’s anything that catches your eyes, please just say the word.”

“I will,” Yuki said. She was being rather cold. Looking around, there was a variety of neck wear. From overly glitzy jewellery, to more subtle chokers. Some of it was Christmas themed, with little Santas and snowmen, while other pieces were unrelated.

Yuki walked past the Christmas jewellery with barely concealed contempt, but stopped when she reached the leather section. Her eyes landed on a thick leather choker. It had a small medallion hanging from it with the word ‘SLAVE’ in glittery writing. “Like what you see?” Jordan asked, coming to stand next to her. He was grinning in the way Yuki had confessed she liked, smug but cute.

“Oh, that’s a great choice!” Clarice said, materialising behind them. “The leather is very high quality, and it’s customisable. You can make it say cumdump, slut or anything else you like.”

“Um, that’s not really something I need,” Yuki said, taking a step away from it.

“Oh, but it’d look so good on you.” Clarice picked it up. “What do you think, Mr Boyfriend? Wouldn’t your girlfriend look so cute in this?”

Jordan smirked. “You would look good. I've always wanted people to know you're my slave at a glance.” Yuki blushed hotly, her mind picturing herself kneeling in front of Jordan in nothing but that collar. The idea appealed to her more than she expected.

“Why don’t you try it on? I bet once you feel the leather against your skin you won’t ever want to take it off again!” Jordan accepted the collar, giving Yuki a pointed look.

“What do you say? Want to wear a slave collar?” Yuki swallowed. The truth was, she did like it. But she feared that telling Jordan that would result in endless teasing.

I’ve got to act indifferent. She raised her hair, trying to look calm. “Go ahead.”

Jordan wrapped it around her neck, the leather smooth and cool to the touch. He secured it. “Is that too tight?”

“No.” Yuki swallowed. It was perfect. She looked in the mirror, feeling a rush of desire as she saw herself being collared. Jordan lowered her hair, letting it fall over her shoulders like waves on the beach. “It’s…”

“It’s great isn’t it. Tell you what, since you're such a beautiful couple I’ll do it for half off.” Clarice moved into view, blocking Yuki’s view of Jordan. “So what do you want it to say? If you want ‘SLAVE’ you can wear it out. But anything else you’ll have to collect it later today.”

“What do you say? Is ‘SLAVE’ okay?” Jordan asked.

Yuki ran her fingers over the lettering, finding them surprisingly smooth. She did like it, but buying it for herself felt silly. If she was going to wear a collar, it would have to be given to her by a man. A real man who could take care of her, and earn her submission. “No. I won’t take it.” She undid it, handing it back to the pouting saleswoman. “Sorry for wasting your time.”

Yuki left the store quickly, Jordan hot on her heels. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

“It’s fine.”

“You really did look cute in the collar.”

“I know.” Yuki felt a small thrill at his compliment. She could still feel the collar around her neck, squeezing her gently. “Let’s keep shopping. There’s lots to do still.”

***

Yuki had been quiet since the collar store, still trying to process how she felt. Yuki always knew she was a submissive. She tended to attract submissive men due to her work persona, a fact she loathed. She knew it was only play acting, but the way Jordan had acted had been very appealing.

They kept shopping, but she wasn't interested in anything. Jordan tried to find another interesting stall, but it was becoming increasingly clear they'd already seen everything of note. As they were walking, Grace suddenly appeared. “Jordan, there you are. I know exactly what we need to do.”

“Um, I was thinking we could get a drink or -”

“Afterwards. First, we’re going ice skating.” Grace pulled her skates out of her bag with a grin that threatened to split her face in half. “It’ll be just like when we were little. We can race, and play games and all kinds of stuff.”

“Oh… sure.”

“Um, I'm going to have to pass,” Yuki said. She took a step back.

Jordan raised a brow at her. “Can you not ice skate?”

“O-of course I can…” Yuki looked away. “I just fall over a lot.”

“In other words, you can’t ice skate,” Jordan said. He scratched his cheek. “It was a nice idea, Grace, but maybe we should do something else.”

“No,” Grace said, looking oddly determined. “Don’t you see, this is perfect. We can teach Yuki how to ice skate, it’ll be super romantic and stuff.”

“Huh…” Jordan looked at Yuki, expecting her to disagree. Surprisingly, Yuki was actually thinking about it.

“It would be nice to be able to learn to ice skate. But you’ve got to take it easy on me, I’m… not a natural talent.”

“You just need a good instructor,” Grace said, flashing a thumbsup.

“No, really, I’ve tried to learn a few times. I always end up falling and hurting myself.”

“Don’t worry, darling. I won’t let you fall,” Jordan said. Yuki gasped when he stroked her cheek.

He looks so earnest. Yuki knew they were acting. It was a fake relationship for no other reason than to fool others so they wouldn’t know what they were up to. But when Jordan stroked her cheek and looked at her with such affection, it was easy to forget that. For a moment, she felt like they really were a couple and he was going to take care of her. She liked it. “O-okay, let’s go to the ice rink then…”

***

The ice rink was a behemoth, far larger than a town like Snow Town should logically have. Despite only having about 100 people skating on it, it was easily large enough to hold quintuple that number. It was run by the town council, who fortunately included the means to rent ice skates for people who didn’t own them. Grace owned a pair, but Jordan’s were at home and Yuki had never brought any.

“Your problem is that you're renting the ice skates. It’s way easier if they’re properly fitted,” Grace said, having already changed. Apparently, Bubbles, her employee, had coincidentally had a sparkly red ice skating leotard for her to use in her exact size. Bubbles told her she brought the wrong size by accident, which Yuki thought was odd considering Grace said she was much shorter than her. Yuki also noticed that the leotard dug into her ass like a thong, showing off a lot more skin than a normal leotard.

“It’ll be fine, we’re not playing hockey,” Jordan said, having done his laces up. He looked at the ice rink, taking in the smooth fresh ice.

“Speak for yourself.” Even on solid ground, Yuki looked unstable. She kept wobbling even though there was no reason to.

“Jordan, be a gentleman and offer your woman a hand to balance,” Grace said. She was already on the ice, having stepped onto it without a care in the world. It was as if there was no difference between ice skating and walking for her.

“My woman?” Jordan turned away from the ice rink, briefly confused. “Oh, right!” Jordan offered Yuki his arm, which she gratefully held onto. “Okay, let’s get onto the ice. Try not to lean on me when you're actually on it.”

Yuki looked like a baby deer when she climbed onto the ice. She immediately leaned on Jordan, but he was a confident enough skater to stay upright despite this. “I told you I’m terrible at this.”

“You are,” Jordan said. Yuki glared at him. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t improve. Here, stand like this and bend your knees a little. The way you're standing is too rigid.” Yuki let him position her correctly. When he was done, she was in a stance similar to a hockey player, only without the stick. She felt ridiculous, but at least she was stable. Sort of.

Yuki looked at the ice, then grabbed Jordan again. “I hate this.”

Grace glided past her, giggling wildly. “Jordan check this out.” She did a spinning jump, landing with grace befitting her name. “Pretty cool, huh?”

Yuki frowned. Show off.

“Yeah that’s great.” Jordan took Yuki’s hands into his own. “Hold my hand, and I’ll guide you around the rink. We’ll do a lap.”

“You better not let me fall,” Yuki threatened.

“I wouldn’t do that.” Jordan smiled his most reassuring smile, pulling her slowly away from the entrance. Yuki wobbled as she slid along, watching everyone else glide about seemingly without a care in the world. Jordan was skating backwards, having to look over his shoulder, despite this he didn’t seem nervous at all.

Why is it so easy for everyone but me? Jordan released one of her hands, moving so he was skating next to her. Yuki tugged at his hand, but he was able to keep her stable. Just.

“Bend your knees. You're too rigid again.” Yuki did as he advised, then felt something strange. She wasn’t wobbling anymore. She didn’t feel as stable as on solid ground, but she also wasn’t constantly struggling to not fall over. “Move your legs a little more, it’ll feel more natural if you do.”

Yuki tried to swap from walking on the ice to actually skating. They were moving very slowly, getting overtaken constantly. But she was, for the first time in her life, ice skating. Jordan felt so strong as he supported her, a pillar of safety in the strange icy world she had found herself in. Looking at him, Yuki knew he wasn’t nervous at all. Ice skating was second nature to him.

“See, I knew you could do it,” Jordan said.

“Huh?” Yuki suddenly realised they were moving faster than before. Much faster. She yelped at the sudden realisation, her legs tensing. She started to fall, but Jordan caught her, holding her tight to his body. “Oh, um, sorry. I didn’t mean to-”
 

“It’s okay.” A snowflake fell on her nose, melting against her skin. Jordan wiped it away. “You're doing great.”

Yuki looked up at him. He wasn’t mocking her. He was being sweet and earnest. Genuine. “Thank you.” Yuki looked at his lips, biting her own. She wanted to kiss him. She felt silly, like the heroine in a bad Christmas novel, but she did want to do it. Maybe I should. Does he want me to kiss him?

***

Jordan knew the look in Yuki’s eyes. She was thinking about kissing him. He knew, because he was thinking about kissing her. He didn’t know if it was confusion from the fake dating, or a genuine desire he had ignored until now. But he really did want to.

“Aw, you 2 are so lovey dovey,” Grace cooed. She stopped on a dime next to them, grinning a cheshire grin.

Jordan pulled back, helping Yuki stand on her own again. “You're doing great, Grace. I can’t keep up with you at all anymore.”

“That’s because you're always in the city. You never practice so you’ve gotten fat.”

“Fat?” Jordan gasped, looking down at his stomach. He didn’t think he had gotten fat, he certainly didn’t have a beer belly. Looking up he saw Grace fighting to contain her laughter. “Oh, you are so dead.”

“You’ll have to catch me first.” Grace slipped backwards. Jordan was about to follow her, when he noticed he was still holding Yuki’s hand. She was being oddly quiet, a far off look in her eyes.

“Um, I should probably stay with Yuki. I don’t think-”
 

“I might go inside for a bit, get a drink,” Yuki said. She hesitated. “Can you guide me to the exit?”

“I’ll do it. I need some water anyway,” Grace said, taking Yuki’s hand. “You wait here, Jordan. Don’t worry, I won’t try to steal your girlfriend.”

If only she knew. Jordan snorted, releasing her hand. “Alright, I’ll warm up here then we can race or whatever.”

Jordan blitzed away, his posture like a hockey player. The years of training when he was younger came back to him instinctively, despite not having done it for over a year. Jordan had never been able to keep up with Grace when it came to ice skating, but one didn’t grow up in such a northerly town without developing at least basic ice skating ability.

***

“Come on, let’s go in,” Grace said. She pulled Yuki along effortlessly. Once they reached the edge, she climbed off then helped Yuki do the same. “Alright, let’s get you something warm. You don’t have Jordan to cuddle with after all.”

Yuki blushed but followed her as she ordered a hot chocolate for her. “Thanks.”
 

“No problem.” They sat down briefly. Yuki sipped her drink, relishing the warmth as it spread through her body. “I’ve got to say, you guys looked really sweet together on the ice. You make an awesome couple. That wasn’t just an act to mark your territory was it?”

Yuki snorted instinctively. “Please, I don’t care if another woman likes Jordan. He can do whatever he wants.”

Grace’s mouth hung open in shock. “Oh, wow, I knew city folk were more liberal. But I didn’t think you’d actually be in an open relationship.”

“Huh?” Yuki paused as she processed what she had just said. She had been speaking without thinking, briefly forgetting they were fake dating. “Oh, right, yeah… um… that’s just how we are I guess?”

Grace hummed happily. “I guess that’s why Jordan wasn’t afraid of me stealing you away. He knew that we’d just end up having a threesome.”

Yuki turned to Grace in shock. She hadn’t expected her to say that. “Yes- I suppose we would.”

Grace burst out laughing, slapping her thighs. “I’m just messing with you, sweetie. I’m not looking to get involved with Jordan.”

“Oh… right.” Yuki was surprised at how disappointed she felt. Stay focused. This is a good thing. You don’t need this situation getting any more complicated than it already is. Wait, she said she didn’t want Jordan. Does that mean she does want me?

“I’m going back on the ice. We’ve not got long left,” Grace said, putting down her drink with a soft clink. “Feel free to check out my ass as I go.”

Yuki wasn’t sure if she was joking or not. She probably was, but seeing the way she swayed her hips to show off her leotard clad cheeks she wondered if maybe she wasn’t. She definitely had a sexy ass, firm and well formed. All the sports she had done had sculpted her body to be a work of art. What is going on with me?


Chapter 11: Racing

Grace hated losing. It didn’t matter if it was a national competition, or an unofficial race between friends. She never accepted second place. Sometimes, this was a good thing. It pushed her to win a regional tennis championship with Jordan. Other times, it wasn’t so good. Like when she got penalised for bad sportsmanship at the national contest.

Seeing her racing around the rink, Jordan suspected that this was an example of a not so good time. Since he was out of practice, she had immediately taken the lead. From there, the gap between them had only widened. They agreed to take 3 laps before finishing. Jordan felt there was little point, as he wasn’t going to catch up.

Grace did a spinning jump, laughing to herself. “What’s the matter? Can’t keep up?” She landed perfectly, one leg extended behind her like a figure skater.

Her techniques changed a lot. Grace played hockey with Jordan, so had a stance similar to him. Now, she was standing straight and moving gracefully like a figure skater. Jordan tried to speed up. Maybe if he was in better skates, the gap wouldn’t be so big. He had done them up tight, but the laces were already starting to loosen and the blade was too blunt. He knew if he mentioned this to Grace, she would just dismiss these things as excuses.

Grace spun around, skating backwards and still keeping pace ahead of him. “Come on. You can do it, big man.”

“You should really look where you're going.” Grace looked over her shoulder, dodging around an old woman at the last moment.

“Bah! It’s no fun without a little risk.” She smirked as he continued failing to catch up to her. “We should’ve set some stakes for this race.”

“How tempting, how about the winner gets to buy the loser dinner?” Jordan said. He was starting to get a little out of breath. I really am out of shape.

“Hmm, tempting.” Grace curved around another skater without even looking at them. Jordan growled at her. “But usually the winner gets the prize.”

Jordan didn’t respond. Obviously, he wouldn’t accept any bet when he was actively losing the race. He had slightly closed the gap since she turned around, but if she decided to take it seriously again he had no doubt she would be able to firmly win.

“I’ve got it. When I win I know what I want you to do.” Grace laughed to herself. “Now it’s a real race.”

She spun around, blitzing away at full speed. “I never agreed to whatever you're thinking of.” She was already gone. Jordan growled, trying to pick up some more speed. He knew it wouldn’t make a difference. Eventually, he reached the finish line finding Grace already standing there with a confident grin.

“I won.”

“I’m shocked. It was hardly a fair race, you know?” Jordan crossed his arm.

“Sore loser.” Grace rolled her eyes. “Anyway, time for my prize.”

“I never agreed to a bet.”

“Details.” Grace waved his concerns away. “Don’t worry, it’s nothing expensive. All you’ve got to do is answer my question.”

“Go ahead.” Jordan started skating languidly. Grace fell into position beside him naturally.

“Why haven’t you been practicing?"

Jordan looked at her oddly. “I live down south. It’s too warm.”

“You're telling me there’s not a single ice rink in that entire city?” Grace asked, waving her arms. “What about tennis, have you been keeping that up?”

“I sprained my ankle.”

“Seems fine to me.” She looked at him casually skating. “What’s the matter, your girlfriend taking up too much of your time?”

“No,” Jordan said, not wanting to lie for the sake of it. “It’s work. I’m too busy to take time off for sports.”

Grace’s expression clouded over. “That sucks. What’s the point of earning money if you never do anything fun?”

“It’s not that simple. I need money.”

“Why?”

Jordan looked at her oddly. “What kind of question is that? I need money to buy things. For the same reason literally everyone in the world needs money.”

“But if you never do anything fun with it, what’s the point of earning so much money?” Grace took his hand. “I mean, I make enough with my bakery, but I go ice skating like 3 times a week.”

“Seriously?”

“For real. I’m still a member. And I play tennis, and other sports sometimes… It's fun.” Grace spun around, skating backwards casually. “Meanwhile, this holiday is the first fun thing you’ve done in months.”

Jordan didn’t correct her. Sadly, the part that was wrong was that he didn’t take the holiday for fun. He took the holiday because his job ordered him too. “I guess so.”

Grace slapped his arm. “Didn’t mean to give you an existential crisis. I’m just saying, you used to be fun. Don’t become a boring guy just because you live in the big city.”

“I’m still fun,” Jordan said, pouting.

“I’ll believe it when I see it.” Jordan frowned. He knew she was right.

“Remember when we tried out for the figure skating contest.” Grace looked at him flatly, doing a spin with her leg raised to prove a point. Jordan had given up after they came third, never being very interested in it. He only did it because it was a competition and Grace wanted to. It seemed Grace had continued practising. “Point taken. Well, wanna try dancing again?”

“Seeing the way you're skating, I don’t think I trust you to lift me,” Grace said, pointing at him.

“Then we won’t do that.” Jordan took her hand, pulling her towards him. “Come on, you were just saying I need to do something fun.”

“Alright. But if you trip me I’ll kill you.”

“Scary.”

***

Yuki was watching from the side, sipping her tea. She had never known that Jordan could dance so well before, especially on ice. She knew that she would never want to try and do the spins, dips and other tricks he was trying. Nothing could convince her she wouldn’t fall instantly if she was foolish enough to do so.

It was impressive to watch though. It helped that Grace had come dressed for the occasion. Did she plan for this to happen?

Yuki didn’t know how to feel about the Grace situation. They weren’t actually dating, so she had no right to complain if Grace made a move. Especially because she had given her permission. But it still felt odd in a way, like she should be bothered. She wasn’t though. I’m overthinking this. If he wants her, that’s a good thing. Maybe he’ll move here and leave the company.

Yuki blew on her drink, feeling the warmth hitting her face. “Yeah, like that’ll happen. I’m never getting rid of the idiot.” She chuckled to herself, feeling oddly pleased by that thought.


Chapter 12: Elf Business

Grace returned to her bakery with a sigh. It had been nice seeing Jordan again, but she knew that once he left it would be a long time before she saw him again. She still remembered when he first left for university. She had been so sad realising he was going. It didn’t seem real. I should have said something then. Instead of-

Bubbles popped into view, wearing a cute apron covered in hearts.

“So, how’d your date go?” Bubbles asked, taking a seat. She had helped herself to one of the cakes that was nearing its expiration date. Grace didn’t mind; she had told Bubbles she could eat as many as she wanted. Apparently, Bubbles wanted to eat one with every single meal she had. How she maintained her figure was beyond Grace. She hadn’t seen her eat anything but cake and pastries so far.

“It wasn’t exactly a date,” Grace said, not rising to the teasing. Bubbles huffed.

“Why not? You were ice skating at Christmas, romance is sure to follow.” Grace looked at her oddly. Bubbles seemed weirdly invested in this.

“Well, for one thing he’s dating that Yuki lady he entered with before,” Grace said. “... Although it is an open relationship.”

Bubbles took a big mouthful of cake. “Sounds like you're good to land the sleigh. I say go for it. Maybe even go with a three-way, there’s nothing wrong with that.”

Grace blushed, surprised someone so sweet looking could be so crass. “I don’t think Santa would approve of that.”

“I can guarantee he wouldn’t care. He has tons of sluts on the good list. When people say it’s naughty that’s just like… a phrase. It’s not naughty-naughty.” Bubbles licked her lips clean.

Grace snorted. “You act like you're an expert. What, have you met Santa personally?”

Bubbles gagged, coughing violently. “What?” She thumped her chest. Grace quickly got her a class of water, which she accepted gratefully. “I’m not an expert. This is just common knowledge. Santa lives up north where it's too cold for humans like us to go, it’s like you never learnt anything about Christmas!”

Grace raised her hands in a gesture of surrender. “Right… I was just joking.”

“You shouldn’t joke about it. Meeting Santa is a rare privilege, one reserved only for those who are on the nice list for years on end with no blemishes on their record…” Grace looked at her oddly. Once again, she seemed very sure of herself.

Despite being a well known figure, Santa worked with an incredible amount of anonymity. He always visited houses while the occupants were sleeping (in the case of insomnia, he would just avoid the sleepless or use magic to grant them rest if they’d want it), and he never made any confirmed public appearances. Every now and again, a rumour would start that a mall santa was the real deal, but it was never confirmed. Officially, no one had ever met the big man himself. If it wasn’t for the presents, and the disappearing milk and cookies, it would be like he didn’t exist at all.

“Anyway, you need to keep fighting. It’s Christmas, a time for romance. Go get your man,” Bubbles said, pointing at the door.

“I’m not going to do that. It’s late and as much fun as it was to see Jordan again. I'm not planning to sleep with him just because he’s in town.” Grace folded her arms, looking out the window. “He’s literally leaving tomorrow morning.”

“So the problem is time.” Bubbles tapped her chin, deep in thought. “If he was here longer, you could spend more time together and fall in love.”

“Um… what?”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll close up the store, you can go to bed.” Bubbles got up, taking her plate to the sink. Grace shrugged, putting the keys on the table.

“Don’t forget to check the oven’s off and all the windows are closed.” Grace left, disappearing into the cold night. It was a clear night, and the moon was out so she could see clearly. The only sound was the gentle breeze blowing her hair. It is a shame Jordan had to leave so soon. What kind of weirdo takes a 1 day holiday.

***

Back in the bakery, Bubbles grinned to herself. She knew what she had to do. She made her way up the stairs to the roof, looking out at the clear night. According to the weatherman, there wouldn’t be snow for the rest of the week. That was unacceptable. She pulled some magic dust out of her pocket that she had borrowed from the white Christmas department. Blowing on it, she watched as it swirled through the air like glitter in a twister. “Make this Christmas white, so our hearts can be bright.” The powder churned, multiplying and growing as it formed into a great snow cloud. “Don’t worry, Jordan. Your holiday is going to last much longer.”


Chapter 13: Sharing

Jordan walked through the town’s streets confidently. There was no reason to bother hailing a taxi when they were so close to the hotel. Yuki agreed, not wanting to waste company money on something superfluous. Yuki didn’t have a coat, but it was a warm evening for winter so she didn’t mind.

Then the snow started.

It came out of nowhere. One second there wasn’t a cloud in the sky, the next it was coming down so thick they could barely see. They moved quickly to get back to the hotel, but not too fast lest they slip. With the snow came a wave of cold that soon had Yuki shivering.  

“Here, take my coat,” he said, taking off the thick coat.

“N-no, I don’t n-need it,” Yuki shivered out. The sound of her teeth clattering punctuating her words.

“Yes, you do.” Jordan draped the coat over her shoulders like a mob boss. Yuki pulled at the edges of it, wrapping it around her. “There, isn’t that better?”

“Aren’t you going to be cold now?”

“I grew up here, remember?” Jordan spread his arms out. “This is normal for me.” Yuki knew he was lying. While he wasn't struggling as much as her, she could tell he was fighting the urge to shiver.

“Th-thanks.” Yuki put her hands into the sleeves, warming herself with his residual body heat. Jordan helped her do up the coat, making her feel tiny as it reached down to her knees. It smells of him. Jordan’s cologne had stuck to it. It was citrusy and sweet, but distinctively masculine. Yuki blushed when she realised she liked the way it smelt.

“Are you okay? Your face is turning red?”

“Yes!” Yuki snapped her neck up to look at him. “It’s the cold weather.”

“... I know,” Jordan said slowly. He looked at her oddly. “Let’s get back to the hotel before you catch a cold.”

“R-right.”

They didn’t talk much on the way back to the hotel. Jordan was too focused on navigating through the snowstorm, and Yuki was too distracted by her embarrassment at the situation. When they finally reached the hotel, they found it was deserted.

“Guess Candy went to sleep. Oh well, let’s head up.” Yuki didn’t take the coat off until they reached the room, wanting to warm up before she took it off. It was comfortable.

When they got there, she noticed something she had almost forgotten about. There was only one bed.

“... So, how are we going to do this? Top and tail?” Jordan asked.

“If you put your feet anywhere near my face, I’m going to scream,” Yuki said, no hint of levity in her voice. She did not like feet.

“Noted. Okay, I guess… I’ll sleep on the floor then.”

Yuki rolled her eyes, taking the coat off and draping it over a chair to dry. “Don’t be ridiculous. We’re both adults. Sleep in the bed next to me like a normal person.”

Jordan still looked uncomfortable. “I… didn’t bring pajamas.”

“What?”

“I don’t wear them. I sleep naked, it’s more natural.”

“Well, today you're not going to sleep naked with me.” It was through pure force of will that Yuki managed to not look down at his crotch. Mentally, she couldn’t help but wonder what Jordan would look like naked.

“Obviously.” Jordan scrunched up his lips. “So… I guess I could just wear my clothes?”

“You want to sleep in business casual clothing,” Yuki said, dryly. “Don’t be so dramatic. Just wear your boxers or something. Santa’s beard, it’s not a big deal.”

“Alright.” Jordan took his shirt off, revealing a very pleasing set of abs and pecks to match. Yuki felt a lump growing in her suddenly dry throat. “I’m going to brush my teeth.”

Yuki shook her head to snap herself out of it, then got to work on her nightly ablutions. She worked around Jordan politely, deciding to change in the bathroom just before bed. She had brought 2 types of pajamas. The first was a crop top and trousers, with cats on them made of fluffy material designed to resemble their fur. The second was a red camisole made of silk, and a matching thong.

Why am I even thinking about this?

She quickly got dressed and ready for bed, before walking into the bedroom. Jordan had already got under the covers, reading a book. Yuki couldn’t tell if he had deliberately positioned himself to show off his abs or not, but either way the effect was impossible to miss. With a mental slap to her face, Yuki climbed into the bed next to him. “Ready for bed, darling?” Jordan asked, grinning to himself. Yuki snorted. She supposed laying in bed together, they really did look like a couple. “Cute pajamas by the way. Love the kittens.”

Is he teasing me? He didn’t sound like he was, but Yuki could never be sure. She needed a response that would work either way. “Thanks. Shut up.” She smiled to herself. Nailed it. She climbed into bed, ignoring the strange look Jordan was giving her. She pulled out her own book, opening it to the dog-eared page.

“The Druid’s Circle,” Jordan said, reading the cover. “You know that’s a harem book, right?”

Yuki fought to keep her face neutral. “Whatever. I read lots of books. I don’t care about that stuff.” Yuki didn’t mention that she liked the BDSM scenes within it. The idea of being part of a slave harem was pretty hot too, although she was unsure if she would ever actually do it. Such things weren’t unheard of, but they were hardly common either. “Hang on a second, how do you know what type of book this is?”

Jordan shrugged, his expression a mask of indifference. “I’ve read it.”

“Of course you have.” Yuki rolled her eyes, trying to ignore the feeling of being watched. She turned the page. It was a sex scene. She slammed the book shut. No way I’m reading a sex scene next to Jordan.

“Ready for bed?” Jordan asked, innocently. Yuki nodded vigorously, putting the book on the nightstand. “Alright, sure, I just finished a chapter anyway.” Jordan turned off the light, bathing them in darkness. The curtains were thick, leaving them in absolute darkness. Yuki couldn’t even see her hand when she waved it in her face. “Goodnight.”

Yuki yelped, shocked by the sudden sound. “Oh, um, yes, goodnight, Jordan.” Closing her eyes, she shimmied across the bed until she was all but hanging off the edge. I won’t get too close.


Chapter 14: Wake Up

Yuki woke up naturally, feeling more relaxed than she had in a long time. The thick curtains meant the room was still lovely and dim, only a thin aura of light getting in around the edges. The room was warm despite the snow outside.

What is that? Yuki squeezed the object in her arms, snuggling into it. It felt solid but warm. It smelled nice too, like citrus.

Yuki’s eyes snapped open as she remembered where she knew that smell from. She found herself looking at the back of Jordan’s head, her nose buried in his hair. What the hell happened?

Yuki had gone to bed facing away from Jordan, and him away from her. She was sure of it. She had left a lot of space too. She must have moved in her sleep without noting it. It seemed Jordan hadn’t noticed. Slowly, she pulled her arm back trying to escape. The top arm was easy, but her lower arm was caught between his neck and the bed. He was using her as a pillow.

I need to get free before he wakes up. Yuki looked around the dim room, searching for something that might help her. She didn’t find anything. Her internal panic grew as Jordan started to stir.

“Good morning,” he said through a yawn. It was like he saw nothing unusual about the situation at all. His back was still to her.

“Good morning." Yuki sounded much more panicked. It seemed Jordan was too tired to notice though. Maybe I can get my arm out if I’m quick. Yuki tried to slide her arm out. Jordan didn’t react. I’ve got this, he’s not noticing it. I can-

“Do you need me to get up so you can take your arm back?” Jordan asked, stifling another yawn. Yuki froze, her whole body tensing like she had been struck by lightning. “Yuki?” Jordan rolled over so he was facing her. He was still on her arm. “Do you want to get up?”

“You-you knew my arm was around you?”

“Yeah, you stuck to me like a limpet.” Jordan smirked at her. “It’s alright, I don’t mind being your bodypillow.”

“Okay.” Yuki tore her arm back. She did have a tendency to hug things in her sleep, but usually she slept alone. This was new.

“Are you embarrassed?” Jordan asked. He climbed out of bed casually, stretching in a way that showed off his muscular back. “Why did you do it if you were embarrassed by it?”

Yuki suddenly remembered a vague memory of reaching out to Jordan. He had asked what she was doing, and she said she wanted to cuddle. He let her, but she had definitely initiated. Yuki was embarrassed. That didn’t mean she would admit it. “Of course not. I remember what I did. I just… didn’t want to wake you up early.”

“How considerate.” Jordan did not believe her, and he made sure she knew it. “Anyway, let’s get ready and have breakfast. That’s the last thing we’ll need for our report.”

“Right.”

***

It didn’t take them long to finish their morning routines. Before they left, Jordan opened the curtains revealing a thick layer of snow over everything. The sea of white extended as far as the eye could see, without any disruption. There weren't even animal footprints in the snow. Snow was still falling lightly, the scene looked like the inside of a snowglobe.

“Wow, I guess it kept going all night.” Jordan paused to take in the view. He felt nostalgic, thinking back to when he and Grace would have snowball fights in the park. There’s no going back to those times. All I can do is earn enough money that I can live a better life now.

“It’s beautiful.” Yuki stood next to him, still half asleep. “I’ve never seen so much snow.”

“Never?”

“I always go to warm places for holidays.” Yuki smiled sadly. “It’s almost a shame our trip’s ending.”

“Aw, have you been enjoying spending time with me?” Jordan teased.

Yuki bit her lip, looking up at him. “Maybe. Have you enjoyed sharing a bed with me?”

Jordan reeled back, surprised by her response. Her expression was so sexual, he couldn’t help but think of less innocent reasons why they might be sharing a bed. “Um… well, I didn’t mind.” Yuki smirked, cluing in Jordan. Her expression had been deliberate, a way of teasing him. He clicked his tongue.

“You look upset. You didn’t misinterpret what I said, did you?”

“Whatever. I’m going down.” Jordan walked off, Yuki hot on his heels.

“What did you think I was saying? Surely an upstanding gentleman like yourself wasn’t having any impure thoughts.”

“Shut up.”

Yuki ran ahead of him, spinning around with a shiteating grin. “Make me.” She ran down the stairs.

“So immature.” Jordan chased her down the stairs. The sounds of their laughter bounced off the walls as they raced towards the lounge. Once she reached the bottom, Jordan grabbed her and threw over his shoulder like a fireman.

She screamed.

“Oh my, you guys sure are excited,” Candy said. Giggling into her hand. She was dressed in a dress with white fur trim, resembling Santa's outfit.

Jordan put Yuki down carefully, blushing. “We didn't mean to make a scene.”

Yuki was avoiding eye contact, taking a big step away from Jordan. “So immature. We’re in public you know.”

Grace giggled again. “Oh it’s not an issue. Really. I love seeing my guests filled with such life. You 2 must love each other a lot to be so affectionate first thing in the morning.”
 

Jordan coughed. “Um, is breakfast ready?”

“Right. Yes, follow me!” Candy spun around with a flourish. Her skirt rose as she did, showing off her creamy thighs. She took them to a circular breakfast table made of old mahogany, with a butter dish shaped like Santa. “Wait here. I’ll do everything.”

There was a gap in the wall, letting them see into the kitchen. They could see multiple pots and pans on the stove, as well as an old fashion stove top kettle and a bunch of other things all going at once. Grace hummed to herself happily as she worked, managing it all with ease born of practice.

“It’s a little busier at breakfast,” Jordan noted. It was still only half full, but there were customers.

“Breakfast isn’t just for us. It’s available to the general public. I guess that’s how she’s stayed open this long despite the lack of hotel guests,” Yuki said. She had a calculating look in her eye, as if she was already reconsidering her offer to the hotel based on the new information.

***

Bubbles walked into the hotel with a swagger. She had changed into a police uniform for the occasion. She still had her classic elf hat on to hide her ears, but she doubted anyone would care.

“Attention everyone,” she shouted. Everyone turned to her. “I’ve been informed that the roads into and out of town are all closed. As it’s unsafe to leave the town in these conditions, we’re advising all hotel guests to extend their stays until the storm lets up.”

“What?” Jordan stood up. “It’s barely snowing. That can’t possibly be dangerous.”

Bubbles glowered at him. “Nuh, uh, it’s super snowy so you’ve got to stay in the hotel. You can still go outside, but no leaving town.”

“This is ridiculous. Look out the window, it’s fine. We’re leaving after breakfast,” Jordan said. Bubbles face scrunched up in irritation. It passed soon after. She smiled sweetly, putting her hands together in front of her.

“It’s your decision, no matter how stupid it may be to make it,” she said. She turned on her heel, walking out the door again. Jordan being stubborn was an issue, but not an insurmountable one. She already knew he wasn't going anywhere, she'd made sure of it. But it wouldn't hurt to be sure.

***

Yuki leaned back in her chair, letting out an exhausted sigh. “I’m going to check if our flights are grounded.” She turned on her phone, then frowned. “I’ve got no signal.”

Jordan checked his phone. “Damn, I don’t either.”

“Are you sure it’s okay to drive in this?”

“Relax. This is Snow Town, it’s literally in the name. There will be loads of taxis willing to take us. Worst case, we rent a car or something.” Candy returned with 2 plates full to the brim with meat.

“Here you go. 2 Ultra Fatty Breakfasts,” she said. They had ordered the signature dish of the hotel when they booked the room. The Ultra Fatty breakfast included 4 sausages, all dripping with grease, 2 pieces of extra crispy bacon and 2 pieces of extra thick bacon. Finally, it was complimented by 2 egg sandwiches, baked beans, and french fries. “I hope they're to your satisfaction.”

This is a heart attack on a plate, Jordan thought, grabbing some cutlery.

“They look excellent. Can I ask, in the worst case would it be possible to extend our stay for another night until the storm passes?” Yuki asked.

Candy gasped, literally covering her mouth with excitement. “Yes! That’d be excellent. I can show you the town and all the fun stuff we have. It’ll be great.”

“We’ll probably just get a taxi. I doubt we’ll need the room,” Jordan said.

“Are you sure?” Candy looked out the window, seeing the storm battering the glass. “It looks pretty severe. Tell you what, you enjoy your breakfasts and I’ll call the taxi company and see what they have to say.”

Jordan agreed. There’s no way we’re going to be stuck here another night.


Chapter 15: Trapped

It was official. There wasn’t a single taxi still running, and somehow every car in the rental had been reserved meaning they weren’t an option either. There was no phone service anywhere either, so they couldn’t even call Dom to let him know the situation. They had sent a text that didn’t go through, but that was all they could do. Other than that, they could only hope that he would figure it out on his own.

The snow had slowed down a little, but was still falling. This meant they could at least see the town. The residents of Snow Town were used to snow, so would stay open even in storms.

“So, yeah, since you're my only customers I can show you around. How’s that sound?” Candy asked, bouncing on the spot. After breakfast, everyone had moved on with the day so the hotel was once again empty.

“Um…” Jordan looked at Yuki. They had already gathered enough information for a standard report. Since they couldn’t call anyone to get further instructions, they really had no actual goal to pursue. “... I guess. What else is there that’s interesting around here?”

Candy hummed, thinking about his question. “Ooh, I know. We’ve got a Christmas tree farm, how’s that sound?” 


Like everywhere I go in this town I’m slapped around the face with endless Christmas nonsense, Jordan thought. 

“Works for me,” Yuki said. “Jordan can help you bring one back. It’s mad that you’ve not got one in the lobby yet. I’m going to stay here and try to get some reception, I need to call work and let them know I won’t be coming back.” Jordan shot her a look of betrayal, making her smirk at him.

“Haha, yeah. I’ve been rushed off my feet lately, it’s not left me a lot of time to find the perfect tree.”

Jordan didn’t understand how she could be so busy with an empty hotel, but didn’t point it out to her. They walked to the Christmas tree farm. It was on the edge of town, a miniature forest filled with artificially planted trees all in neat little rows.

A man dressed like a lumberjack was waiting by the entrance. A large neon sign proclaimed it was “Santa’s Garden”. Families were streaming in and out steadily, everyone who left was carrying large netted trees over their shoulders.

The fake lumberjack waved when he saw them. “Howdy, fellas, here to cut your tree?” His voice was surprisingly high pitched for his appearance.

“That’s right. Jordan here agreed to help me,” Candy cheered. She raised a hand in the air excitedly, as if she was a cheerleader.

“That’s good to hear. Well, here’s your axe. Take any tree you want, provided it’s over 5 feet. Anything under that is too young to sell,” the lumberjack explained, handing Jordan an axe. He looked at the tool strangely.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

“Swing it,” the lumberjack supplied.

“No, I mean… Do we cut the tree down ourselves?”

The lumberjack guffawed, holding his shaking belly. “Well of course. This is Santa’s Garden. The only Christmas tree farm in town where you get to cut your tree yourself. It’s what you call a U-S-P.”

“So, we do the work and that’s meant to be a treat?” Jordan said, resting the axe on his shoulder.

“Darn right. That way you can show off to your lady friend. Chicks love a guy with an axe.”

Jordan rolled his eyes. Yeah, like they’d be that easily impressed. He must think she's an idiot.

“Come on, Jordan. Let's go find a big one!” Candy ran into the forest like an excited dog. Jordan had to rush to not lose track of her in the trees.

“Wait up.” The rows of trees weren’t as orderly as it first seemed. Some of the trees had grown too wide, creating dead ends between them, while others had gaps where a previous tree had been cut down. Jordan tried to keep up with Candy, but soon lost her. He searched for the entrance, then realised he couldn’t see that either. Damn.

“Boo!” Candy burst out from some trees, making Jordan exclaim. When asked later, Jordan would insist his shout was deep and masculine. Candy, however, would claim it was high-pitched and feminine. With no other witnesses to the act, it would remain unknown except to those involved what the truth was.

“Candy, I’m holding an axe. Do you really think making me jump is a good idea?” Candy’s elated expression gave way to fear as she realised how dangerous what she had done could’ve been.

“Oops.”

“I’m glad you get how serious this is.” Jordan rested the axe on the ground. “Anyway, what tree do you want?”

Candy’s nervous expression disappeared, replaced with a jubilant one as she looked at the various trees. She started talking about her preference for tree type, shape, colour and age. As it turned out, Candy had very strong opinions about what constituted the perfect tree.

“You can’t have any brown bits. It’s got to be dark green, and symmetrical. Of course it should be at least 6 foot 5 inches, but it shouldn’t be over 7 feet tall or it’ll drag against the ceiling of the hotel.”

“Couldn’t you just cut the top off if it’s too tall?” Candy gave him a look of horror and shock usually reserved for major car accidents.

“You want to cut the top off?”

“Yeah, or take more off the bottom. What difference does it make?”

“Well, why doesn’t Santa just deliver presents on the 24th of July? Or drink water and a bite of our turkey? Or heck, he could come wearing a suit and tails? There's a reason he does what he does. It’s about tradition. Cutting the top off the tree is a disgrace to Christmas.” Jordan stared at her in shock, unsure how to react. Then she burst out laughing. “I can’t believe you brought that.”

“What?”

“I don’t care about any of that. It’s a tree, we can get whatever,” Candy said, casually spinning around. “I get the feeling this isn’t very fun for you, so we’ll be quick.”

“Well, to be honest not really. I’m not a big fan of Christmas stuff.”

Candy hummed. “Yet you came here to celebrate the holidays.”

“It’s just a trip.”

Candy shrugged, stroking a tree. “What’s wrong with Christmas?”

“There’s nothing wrong with it. It’s just a commercial holiday, same as every other holiday. To me it doesn’t feel like something special and noteworthy.”

“That's a shame.” Candy pointed at the tree. “This one.” Jordan crouched down, swinging at its base.

“I mean, sure, Santa gives us free presents. But everything else we have to pay for. It’s not like things used to be where Santa was this mysterious figure. Now his face is everywhere.”

“He should sue,” Candy said. Jordan snorted.

“That’d sure be interesting. I doubt many people would be willing to rule against the fat man himself. Then again, what would he do with the money? He makes the toys with Christmas magic, after all.” Jordan kept thudding away at the tree, slowly breaking through its middle.

“True. Isn’t that reason enough to love Christmas then? I mean, sure the parts humans make are commercial. But Santa’s magic is real,” Candy said. “There’s not that much magic in the world. To me, that’s special.”

Jordan clicked his tongue, delivering one last hard swing. A loud crack sounded, and the tree lurched. “Hmm, not the cleanest cut.”

“It looks good to me.” Candy looked at the base. It was a series of uneven digs until the half way point, where it had snapped downwards. “We can saw it off later. For now, help me pick it-” Jordan picked the tree up, throwing it over his shoulder. “Woah, is that not heavy?”

“Not really.” Jordan shrugged. “Can you carry the axe, though?”

Candy took the axe silently, swallowing. She giggled. “It sure is nice having a big strong man around.”

Jordan allowed himself an arrogant smirk, basking in her praise. “Ready to go?” Candy jumped.

“Yeah, let's go, big man!” Candy ran ahead of him, holding the axe carefully.

***

The lumberjack cleaned up the bottom, before wrapping up the tree. Candy offered to help carry the tree back to the hotel, but Jordan insisted he take it back. Candy could tell that he was enjoying showing off a little so she let him. It was genuinely impressive. They walked through the frozen town side by side.

“I can’t believe you're not tired yet. I could never carry something so big,” Candy gushed. She had a literal spring in her step as she walked, which made her breasts bounce as she did. Candy knew this happened, and didn’t care. She also noticed that Jordan was sneaking peaks. She internally giggled at the attention from an attractive man.

“It’s fine really. This isn’t a big deal.”

“Yuki’s a lucky girl.”

“Hmm, well, you’d have to ask her about that,” Jordan replied, not making eye contact. Candy wondered if she was being too flirty.

I shouldn't get too carried away. Fun's fun, but I don't want to upset Yuki.

The hotel came into view. Candy rushed to open the door for him. Jordan walked in, taking care to not get bristles everywhere as he stood the tree up. “So where do you want this?”

“Um…” Candy hadn’t prepared a place. The year before, she had put it near the fireplace. This led to a small fire, an experience she didn’t wish to repeat.

“How about by the window? That way everyone can see it as they go by?”

“Great idea!” Candy rushed to move a chair, letting Jordan take the tree over to the space she cleared. “I’ll just go get a stand and some decorations.”

***

Jordan rolled his eyes at her lack of preparations. He didn’t really mind. It was relaxing watching the snow out the window. That’s when he saw Grace. She practically jumped for joy when she saw him, waving excitedly before rushing in.

“Jordan! I thought you had already left town.” She ran up to him. She was wearing a thick coat with leggings underneath. “Standing with a Christmas tree, huh? Someone's feeling festive.” She sang the last bit, practically dripping with self satisfaction.

“Oh, well, I was going to but the storm meant I had to stay. The owner let us stay an extra night, so we’re helping out as a favour,” Jordan said. He took a step back from the tree. “I’m still not a Christmas guy.”

“Guess that would’ve been too easy.” Grace deflated. She hugged him suddenly. “I don’t care why. It’s so great we get longer together. Where’s Yuki by the way?”

“She’s -”

“I’m back,” Candy sang, holding a box. “Oh, another customer?”

“This is Grace, an old friend of mine,” Jordan said, gesturing to her with his free hand. Grace turned to her, smiling.

“Hiya, Candy.”

“An old friend, huh? I guess that means you’ve met Yuki then,” Candy said. She pursed her lips, letting the implication hang in the air.

“Yep! We hung out yesterday. Yuki told me all about their open relationship,” Grace said. She said it in an overly cheerful voice, but the defensive edge was unmistakable.

“An open relationship?” Candy looked at Jordan in shock. “You never mentioned this to me.”

“Um…” Jordan had no idea why Yuki would include a detail like that. Was it supposed to help them in some way? Or was she trying to help Jordan get with Grace for some reason? Maybe she thinks I’ll fall in love and move away letting her get the promotion. Like that would happen. “Yes, well, it’s no big secret but we don’t tend to advertise it either.”

Candy and Grace shared a look. Jordan knew they were communicating something, although he wasn't sure what. When they were done, they both beamed at him.

“Oh my, take that coat off, Grace. It’s like a sauna in here,” Candy said. Grace complied, revealing she was wearing a sparkly green crop top underneath it. “Oh my, that outfit’s beautiful.”

“Thanks. If it’s okay with you, I’d love to hang out here for a bit.”

“Sure, we’ll all hang out together,” Candy said. “You can help decorate the tree, if you’d like.”

“I’d love to.”

Jordan had no idea what they were planning.


Chapter 16: Personal Space

Decorating the tree proved to be surprisingly fun. Candy put on some modern Christmas music, which was much better than the traditional hymns that praised Santa relentlessly. Those always felt more like lectures than music to Jordan, even when he was young. Candy also had a lot of decorations, and she wanted to use them all. Every single branch of the tree got an ornament, and tinsel covered it in neat circles climbing its ranks, each a different colour.

“All that’s left is to put Santa on top of the tree, to watch over us,” Candy said, pulling out the traditional tree topper.

“How old is this?” Jordan asked, taking it.

“It’s 500 years old. An heirloom passed down through my family for generations. Be careful, it’s made of china.” Jordan held it with both hands. He placed it on top of the tree under vigilant eyes. “Perfect. Thanks for sorting that out, Jordan, I’m not tall enough.”

“It’s no big deal. Happy to help.” Jordan took a cautious step back. “Are you sure it’ll be safe up there?”

“It's survived until now, hasn’t it?” Candy walked away, putting the box away. Jordan shared a look with Grace, shocked she could be so casual with something so ancient. Ultimately, it was her possession. She could do whatever she wanted with it.

“Reminds me of the time you broke my mothers fine china,” Grace said, smirking. Jordan grimaced.

“Don’t remind me. I thought she’d never stop yelling.” It was the first and only time that Grace’s mother had ever yelled at him. He still didn’t really understand why she was so upset. It wasn’t even old, or all that expensive. Regardless, he had apologised and ultimately been forgiven.

“Heh, yeah she was kind of crazy about that stuff.” Grace scratched her cheek. “Still is really.”

“Oh yeah, how is she doing?” Grace shrugged.

“Mom’s fine. She retired a few years back. She keeps chickens, for some reason.”

“Cool.”

“It really isn’t. But she lets me use the eggs at the bakery when she has some to spare.”

“Hey, guys, go sit down by the fire and I’ll bring you something to drink as a thank you,” Candy called out from the bar. Jordan did as she asked, taking a seat on the sofa. Grace sat next to him. Right next to him. She wrapped an arm around Jordan’s shoulders nonchalantly. Jordan returned the gesture. The pair were used to invading each other’s personal space. It was something of a game for them, to see who could sit in the weirdest most overly close way. The first one to comment lost. They had done it for years, Jordan didn’t even know when they first started. Before long, Grace was pressing her cheek against Jordan’s face.

“You 2 look… comfortable,” Candy said, carrying a tray filled with steaming hot chocolates.

This woman's going to give me diabetes. Jordan took the offered drink, resting it on his lap. “Yes, I’m very comfortable. Aren’t you, Grace?”

Grace narrowed her eyes at him. She turned, so her lips were practically touching his ear. “Why wouldn’t I be?” she said. Candy’s eyes widened at the flirtatious tone.

This is new. Jordan smiled tensely, feeling the little hairs on the back of his neck rising. “In fact, why don’t you join us, Candy?”

“Join you?” There was a whole seat left on the sofa, so she would have plenty of room to spread out if she did. She got up, approaching the seat.

“Sit on my lap,” Jordan ordered. Candy froze, turning to his lap mechanically.

“Is that okay? Yuki won’t be mad, will she?”

“Of course not,” Jordan said.

“They have an open relationship, remember. We can do anything we want.” Grace purred into his ear, her hand roaming over his chest. “Anything.”

Candy rested her index finger on her lips. “I suppose that’s true.” She swayed her hips as she walked over. She followed Grace’s lead. She rested her bubble butt on his lap, her legs draped over the arm of the sofa and her back to Grace. “As long as I’m not intruding.”

Grace purred. “You don’t need to worry about that. Jordan can handle 2 women, can’t you?”

Jordan could hear his own heartbeat. He’d have to be an idiot to miss what they were implying, neither had any interest in being subtle. There was a time when Grace doing something like this would’ve made him flustered. Or indeed, when any woman doing this would fluster him. 

“Of course I can. As long as you're not naughty,” Jordan said. He wrapped an arm around Candy’s waist, pulling her towards him. He turned so he was face to face with Grace, they were so close their lips were almost touching. “Are you going to be good?”

The look of panic on Grace's face was beautiful. Her composure collapsed like a dying star. She reared back, face red and hands waving about. “Santa’s beard, what are you saying?”

“I win,” Jordan said. Grace covered her face, shaking. “Are you okay?”

“Yes.” She removed her hands. Her face still resembled a cherry. “I just… didn’t expect you to say that.”

“What does Jordan win?” Candy asked. She was still sitting on his lap without a care in the world.

“It’s just a silly game we play.” Jordan quickly explained the “rules”, such as they were. It occurred to him this was the first time he had ever actually talked about their game with someone.

“You guys are weirdos.” Candy rested her head on Jordan’s shoulders. “It’s just cuddling. Not everything had to be a contest.”

“Yeah, Jordan. You're so immature.” Grace slid back into position, hugging Jordan from the side.

Jordan shot her a withering look. She smirked up at him. “Whatever.”


Chapter 17: Fireside Conversations

The game was long since over. They were still cuddling. Candy had even got a blanket, draping it over all 3 of them as they sat by the fire. The competitive atmosphere had faded. It was hard to try to maintain it when they were cosy by a fire. Jordan had no idea how he had found himself with 2 beautiful women cuddling him by a fire, but he wasn’t going to ask questions and risk ruining the lucky situation he had somehow found himself in.

“Is it okay for you to hang out with us for so long? What about your other guests?” Grace asked, eventually. Candy hummed morosely.

“Right now Jordan and Yuki are my only guests.” Candy looked at the crackling fire. “Things have been kind of slow lately.”

“I know what you mean. When I took over the bakery, it seemed so easy. Turns out, running a bakery isn’t all about how tasty your cakes are.”

“The bakery seemed like it was doing okay,” Jordan said.

Grace smiled sadly. “It is. Now. I’ve even had to hire someone to help me out. The problem is the rest of the year. Christmas makes me a tonne of money, but in summer sales slump. I’m barely making enough to get by. The rent’s too high.”

“I don’t have to deal with that at least. I own this place. Or at least, I do for now. The way things are going, I might have to sell it soon,” Candy said, her face creasing with a rare frown.

“Is it really that bad?” Grace asked.

“It’s worse.” Candy sighed. “Sorry, I shouldn’t be talking about this sort of thing. Let's focus on happier topics.”

Jordan looked at Grace, feeling guilty. Candy thought he was a guest, but the truth was he was there to see the state of the business. He now had information vital to her situation without even looking for it. If he told Dom about it, he’d be able to use it against her to get the business on the cheap. Jordan knew he should be pleased by what he was hearing. If he told Dom, he would be practically guaranteed the promotion. I can’t do that. Even if Dom does end up buying it, I at least need her to get a good deal.

“Yeah, you're right. Let's keep things-”

“Jordan?” Yuki came down the stairs. Jordan jumped at the sound of her voice.

“Yuki, you're up? I was going to come talk to you but we kind of got… sidetracked.”

Yuki looked amused. “I can see that. Having a nice cuddle, are we?”

Jordan was unsure how to react. Their fake relationship was now a fake open relationship. Logically, there was nothing to apologise for. “Yes. Would you like to join us?”

“You’ve got 2 women on you and you want a third?” Yuki rolled her eyes.

“Come join us, Yuki. The more the merrier,” Candy said.

“Tis the season to be merry,” Grace said, sounding oddly serious. “You can sit on my lap, since Candy’s on Jordan’s.”

“It’ll need to be another time I’m afraid. I managed to make a call to the airport. If we can arrive at 6 am, we can fly out tomorrow.” Yuki held out her phone, showing the time. 10:32. “If we’re going to try, we should get an early night.”

Jordan nodded sullenly. “Okay, I guess… that’s what we should do.”

Candy got up, letting Jordan stand. “The storm might not have stopped by then,” she said, clearly hoping it was the case.

“We have to at least try,” Yuki said.

“She’s right. Guess this is goodbye, Grace.” Jordan said. Grace stood up as well, standing next to Jordan. Her joyful expression had been replaced with a deflated one. She looked up at Jordan.

“Mistletoe?” Grace looked up, confirming there was in fact a piece of mistletoe hanging from the ceiling.

“I don’t remember hanging that,” Candy said. Jordan was confused. It had only been the 3 of them all night. “... it is tradition.”

“But there’s 3 of us under the mistletoe,” Jordan said. Candy giggled, covering her mouth.

“We’ll just have to take it in turns. Who wants the first kiss?” She leaned forward, puckering her lips and closing her eyes. She joined her hands together behind her back.

May as well. Jordan stooped down, kissing her on the lips. It was only a peck, but Candy caught him by the shirt before he could pull back.

“When there’s 3 of you under the mistletoe, you’ve got to use your tongue,” she said.

“She’s right,” Grace said. Jordan was unfamiliar with the tradition, but happy to comply. He kissed Candy again, feeling her pillowy lips under his own. As promised, he licked her lips with his tongue then started making out in earnest. Candy kissed him back passionately, even letting out a moan as they kissed. Jordan broke the kiss. She pouted when he pulled back. Always leave them wanting more. He spun around to Grace. “Your turn.”

“My turn.” Grace was more assertive than he expected. She grabbed him, pulling him down and smacking him with her lips. Before he knew what was happening her tongue was rolling around his own. At the same time, her hands were running through his hair. Jordan kissed her back, hearing a satisfied moan from his friend. She pulled back, leaving him wanting more. She wiped her lips with the back of her sleeve. “Not bad.”

“He’s a good kisser, isn’t he?” Candy said. Grace smirked.

“You’ve not seen anything yet.” She slipped into Candy’s personal space, holding her chin. “Let me show you what a real kiss feels like.”

“Even this you make a competition,” Jordan muttered, rolling his eyes in faux-exasperation.

“You just know you're going to lose.” Grace kissed Candy. This time, Jordan was the one left watching. Not that he minded. The sight of the beautiful women making out, their chests pressed together and moans escaping their lips was intoxicating. He could tell they weren’t faking it either. They were loving every second of their impromptu make out session. When they broke apart, a thin trail of spit connected their lips. “So, who won?”

“Huh?” Candy asked dreamily. “Oh, um… I’m not sure I can make a decision.”

Grace clicked her tongue. “Come on. Be honest, you must’ve liked one more than the other. Just tell Jordan I’m the better kisser.”

Candy bit her lip, face flushed. “Hmm, I don’t know. I was a bit too distracted. Maybe if we go again I can-”

“It’s time for bed,” Yuki said. Jordan had forgotten she was there. He turned to her, expecting her to look annoyed.

***

Yuki was not annoyed. Why would she be annoyed that her fake boyfriend was making out with other women? Besides, it was under mistletoe. It didn’t count. Which doesn’t explain why I’m so turned on. Yuki focused entirely on keeping her expression neutral. Her body had betrayed her, finding the sight of Jordan kissing the other women intensely arousing. Am I a cuckquean?

Jordan misread her attempt at appearing calm. “Right. Yeah, let’s go to bed. I’ll… I’ll catch you when we check out,” Jordan said to Candy. “And Grace… I’ll call you.”
 

Grace beamed. “I’d like that.”

“Let's go to bed,” Yuki said. Grace grinned at her knowingly, making her embarrassment skyrocket.

“Have fun you 2. You're all warmed up,” Grace purred, stroking Jordan's chest.

“We're… we need to sleep,” Yuki said. She turned, heading up the stairs. Behind her, she heard Grace chuckling softly. What's going on with me?


Chapter 18: Revelations

After another round of goodbyes, Jordan joined Yuki in the bedroom. She had already got ready for bed, the only thing she needed to do was change into her pajamas. Before she could, Jordan sat her down on the bed. “I’ve learnt something significant.”

“What?” Yuki looked nervous. Jordan didn't know why, and was too distracted to give it much thought. 


Jordan sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Candy’s in financial trouble. The hotel doesn’t make enough money.” 

“So if we low ball…”

“She’ll likely take it. Yes, I know. But … are we sure we want to do this?”

Yuki fiddled with her hair. “I … don’t know. I think I feel the same way you do, I don’t want Candy’s business to fail. She’s nice, and her family has owned this place for generations. Taking it over and turning it into a corporate retreat…”

Jordan sighed again. “How did this end up so complicated?”

“The truth is, it’s not,” Yuki said. “Her business is already failing. If we don’t buy it off of her, she’ll have to sell it in a few months anyway. At least this way we benefit.”

“How altruistic of you.”

“I know it doesn’t feel good, but it’s what we came here to do.” Yuki fidgeted awkwardly. “Tomorrow we’ll talk to Dom, and decide what to do.”

Jordan wished there was another option, but she was right. Dom might buy her out, but he'd never invest in a failing business. “I guess.”

***

“Finally, some progress,” Bubbles said. She had seen all the kisses. Her mistletoe had worked perfectly. She didn’t plan on Grace and Candy kissing each other, but seeing the look on Jordan’s face she knew it had been a good thing. He wanted them. All she needed to do was make sure they stayed a little longer. Reaching into her pocket, she pulled out the last of the snow. “Better make this count. Tomorrow’s the last chance he’s going to get.”

Blowing the snow, she triggered another snow storm. Then, she slipped into the hotel. Everyone but Candy had gone to bed, leaving the hotel owner looking lonely sitting by the fire. “Hello, Candy, how’re things going?”

“Oh, um, do we know each other?” Candy asked.

“No.” Bubbles took a seat. “I’ll take a hot chocolate if you're making one.”

“... Okay.” Candy got up to make her the sweet drink.

Bubbles followed after her. “So, I hear you and Jordan are getting pretty close.”

“Where’d you hear that?”

“Just… around town,” Bubbles answered vaguely. Candy looked like she had more questions, so she kept talking. “Are you planning to make a move on him before he leaves?”

“Oh… I don’t know. I mean, he seems like a good guy but he’s with Yuki.”

“I hear it’s an open relationship.” Bubbles had no idea what made Yuki say that, but it sure was convenient. That little line meant all the women could make progress at the same time.

Candy blushed, pulling out a pan and pouring milk onto it. She lit the stove with a match. “He’s leaving tomorrow.”

“I wouldn’t worry about that. If you like him, you can make it work even at a distance,” Bubbles said. Candy poured the cocoa powder in. “Do you like him?”

Candy paused in her making, looking distant. “I do.”

“Then distance shouldn’t be an issue.” Bubbles grabbed her hands. “Promise me, you won’t give up on love.” Candy was so stunned by the gesture all she could do was nod. “Excellent, so when you get the chance, you’ll make your move.”

“I… okay.” Bubbles could tell Candy didn't think she'd have to follow through on her promise, but she also knew Candy wasn't the type to forget a promise so easily. “If I get a chance, I’ll take it.”

“That’s all I needed to hear.”


Chapter 19: A Bubbly Breakfast

Yuki wasn't surprised when she woke up clinging to Jordan again. She felt wonderfully well rested and comfortable, so didn't bother trying to extract herself from the situation. Jordan wasn’t bothered, and she wanted to enjoy being so relaxed for a while before waking up properly.

Jordan rolled over to face her, looking like he was still asleep. His eyes were still closed but he was smiling. “Good morning. What time is it?”

“It's early.” Yuki always woke up early. Turning to the clock, she checked the time. “Or not.” She sat up abruptly, pulling her arm free. “We overslept. I need to check the flight times!”

Grabbing her phone, she once again found it had no signal. Jordan opened the curtains, revealing a fresh layer of snow outside. “I don't think we're going to be able to leave.”

Yuki growled, throwing her phone at the bed. “We’re going to be stuck here forever!” Yuki held her phone up, standing on the bed. “Seriously, what is wrong with this place? I’ve only had reception like once since we got here.”

“Hang on, I’ll see if I can get some reception,” Jordan said. He retrieved his phone, then cursed. “Nothing. Oh well, let's deal with this after breakfast.”

“How can you be so relaxed?” Yuki asked. Jordan stretched his arms over his head.

“Being stressed won't achieve anything. We might as well enjoy our time here.” Yuki knew he was right, but it was still frustrating. “Tell you what, I'll go outside and go try there. If there's nothing we'll have breakfast.”

***

Bubbles’ plan was going off without a hitch. Santa’s going to be so impressed. At this rate Jordan will get all 3 of them. Bubbles was feeling good about her plan. She was so pleased with herself, she didn’t look where she was going until she walked straight into Jordan. “Hey!” She fell onto her ass.

“Oh, sorry, didn’t see you there.” Jordan offered his hand to the downed elf.

Bubbles eyes widened, as she realised she was face to face with her charge. “It’s not a big deal. I should’ve been more careful,” she said rapidly. She accepted his hand, letting him pull her up.

“Are you sure you're not hurt?”

Bubbles looked herself over. She was a little wet from the snow, but not injured. “I’m okay, just a little wet.”

“Where are you staying? I can walk you back if you like?” Bubbles was staying in the same place all elves stay when they're on a mission. Inside a ginger bread house that’s bigger on the inside than on the outside.

I can’t let him walk me home. Bubbles swallowed nervously. “Actually, I’m not going home yet.”

“Oh, where are you going?”

“I’m going to…” Bubbles looked around frantically with her eyes. “... the Snow Job Inn.”

“Really? That’s a coincidence. That’s where I’m staying, I’ll walk you there. Are you staying for breakfast?”

“... Yes.” Bubbles pursed her lips. “Yes. I’m having breakfast, since I work nearby and didn’t want to make it myself.”

“Great. As an apology, I’ll buy you breakfast. I’m Jordan by the way.”

“I know.”

“What?” Jordan looked at her oddly.

“Um… I mean, my name's Bubbles,” she said, smiling awkwardly.

“Cute name.” Bubbles tried to avoid him seeing her face as they walked. He didn't seem to have noticed yet, but she had met him several times already. Most of those times she had disguised her face or stayed out of eyeshot, but this one was particularly risky.

Good thing he's dumb.

Jordan held open the door to the hotel for her. Bubbles walked in, looking around nervously. Candy greeted them, quickly showing them to their table. Yuki wasn’t downstairs yet, presumably still focused on getting reception for her phone.

Bubbles looked at the menu, fighting the urge to have a panic attack. She ignored a lot of rules about being an elf, but one major one that she knew she wasn’t supposed to ignore was that she wasn’t allowed to directly interact with the human whose wish she was granting. I’m so fired.

“So, what brings you to town, Bubbles?”

“Work,” she said honestly. “It’s just a temporary gig, before I return to my main job. It’s kind of complicated.”

“I hear that. My job’s kind of complicated right now too.”

Bubbles' ears pricked, sensing the distress in his voice. I’m already breaking the rules. Maybe I can use this to my advantage. She leaned over the table. “What’s the matter?”

“It’s kinda a long story. Basically, I’m supposed to do something for my job that I really don’t want to do. If I do it I’ll probably get a promotion, but some people might get hurt. Good people. But if I don’t do it, my … colleague… might do it anyway, and take the credit.”

“Uh huh, and is this colleague of yours a bad person?” Bubbles asked. Jordan looked conflicted.

“No.” Jordan looked at the stairs, as if expecting Yuki to come down, summoned by him talking about her. “She can be kinda severe sometimes, but she’s not a bad person. We’ve actually been getting along a lot better recently.”

“It sounds like you love her,” Bubbles said. Jordan’s head snapped around, in shock.

“What gives you that idea?”

“The tone of your voice. It’s full of love.” Bubbles was actually basing this off of nothing. It never hurts to give people an extra push. Since she was already breaking the rules, she might as well be flagrant. “I think you should follow your heart.”

“... Are we still talking about my job?”

Bubbles took his hand from across the table. “Your job doesn’t matter. It’s just a distraction. You know what you really want.”

“It’s not that simple. I know money isn’t everything, but that’s easy to say when you grew up with lots of it.”
 

Bubbles looked at him oddly. “Were you poor growing up?”

“Yes. My mum raised me alone, and then died when I was 18,” Jordan said. “She tried her best, but ultimately left me with nothing. If I didn’t work hard, I would’ve never survived.”

Woah. This is new. Why didn’t Santa warn me about this? I need to get more information. Bubbles nodded seriously. “That must have been hard.”

“It was. I got a scholarship, and then an internship after university but if I ever stopped working that would’ve been it. I had no safety net. I had to keep working. I had to climb the career ladder so I could finally have some stability.” Jordan was talking a lot. It seemed that the stress of the situation was making him open up to what he thought was a stranger.

“Did it work?”

“Sort of. I’ve paid off most of my debt, and my savings aren’t bad but…” Jordan hesitated. Bubbles knew that his financial situation was actually better than most people his age. “I’ve always been trying to reach the top. For as long as I can remember, I’ve been trying to get promoted or to get a raise. Can I really just… stop?”

Bubbles pursed her lips. It was weird hearing about how humans lived their lives. Elves didn’t have money. Anything they needed they made themselves using Christmas magic. The idea that her life would be tied to her ability to work was not a pleasant one to her. Jordan was looking at her waiting for an answer, but she wasn’t sure she had one. Regardless, she knew she had to say something. “Are those really the only options?”

Candy came, putting a plate of food in front of each of them. “Enjoy your meal.”

“Thank you, Candy.” Jordan smiled at the hotel owner. She smiled back, leaving with a spring in her step. He turned back to Bubbles. “I don’t know.”


Chapter 20: Plans

Bubbles’ plan was to leave after breakfast. Then Yuki arrived, and she realised she had an opportunity. Yuki had eaten breakfast out, grabbing something from a bakery as she searched in vain for a phone signal. She never got it, thanks to Bubbles' storm.

After breakfast, they retired to the main lobby. They all sat in the comfy chairs around the fire. Candy joined them after the last of the customers left.

“So, now what? We’re still trapped here,” Yuki said. “Is there anything else to see?”

“Hmm, well, since you're still here you can attend the Christmas ball?” Candy cheered. 


“What?” Yuki asked. Bubbles, of course, knew all about this. A ball was the perfect opportunity to get Jordan to finally find a girlfriend. 

“It's a big charity event we do every year after we light the town's Christmas tree. This year's theme is Pimps and Ho-ho-hos,” Candy said, giggling to herself. “It’s adults only, so dress to impress.”

Jordan blinked. “I don't remember hearing about that when I lived here.”

“It's new,” Candy said.

“What do you think, Yuki?”

Yuki pursed her lips. “I would need an appropriate outfit.”

“We can go shopping!” Bubbles cheered. If there’s one thing she was confident in, it was her ability to dress a lady up to look her best. Particularly, when the theme was slutty.

Yuki bit her lip. “I guess it would be kind of fun to dress up as a prostitute.” Jordan looked at her in surprise. “What, did you think I wouldn’t want to do it?”

“Um…”

Yuki rolled her eyes. “I’m not a prude, Jordan. I can be naughty when I want to be.”

“Yes, let's all dress up in our naughtiest outfits,” Bubbles said, throwing her hands up in excitement. “We can get some great stuff in the market. It’s my day off, so I can help you guys get gussied up.”

“I was just going to wear one of my old outfits. Money is a bit tight right now,” Candy said.

Jordan and Yuki shared a look. Everyone in the room knew what Candy was referring to. “I’ll buy you one. I think we owe you a present for so selflessly letting us stay here 2 extra days,” Yuki said.

“Oh, I really couldn’t-”
 

“We insist,” Jordan said. Candy lowered her head submissively, a small smile dancing over her lips.

“... okay.”

“Oh, and we should let Grace know I’m still in town,” Jordan said, hitting his palm with his fist. “She thinks we’ve already left.”

They found Grace in her bakery, happily singing to herself as she iced a gingerbread house. When Jordan walked in, she squealed with happiness. “Jordan, you're still here!”

“Yes, the storm-oof.” Grace tackled him with a tight hug.

“I’m so glad you're still here. I know you wanted to go home, but …” She beamed up at him, arms still wrapped around his waist. “Now we get another day together!”

“Will that be okay, what about your bakery?” Grace deflated visibly, breaking the hug.

Bubbles realised the flaw in her plan. She had set Jordan up for a shopping trip, but forgot to include Grace. Grace was a potential front runner in his pseudo harem. The problem is she was tied up at work all day. Looks like I’ll have to miss the shopping trip. Bubbles stepped forward. “I can cover for you, if you like?”

“No, I can’t ask you to do that. I’ve already been working you to the bone.” In truth, Bubbles had mostly been getting by using Christmas magic to do her work quickly, then spending her time spying on Jordan to ensure her plans went well. “I’ll stay here.”

“Wait.” Bubbles held out a hand. “I actually know someone who could cover for you.”

“Who?” Grace asked.

“Wait here.” Bubbles ran around the corner into an alleyway. She pulled three snowballs out of her pocket, stacking them on top of each other.

“In the bitter cold, there is life that is not yet old. In Christmas there is joy, and I need to make a toy. Arise my servant not my foe, and be a man of snow.” The snowballs grew rapidly, forming into a giant snowman.

Once she was satisfied it had worked, she pulled what looked like a man wearing a snowman costume behind her. “This is … my friend.” Crap, I forgot to give him a name.

“Hello, do you have any experience running a bakery, Mr?” Grace asked. The snowman nodded awkwardly. “Um-”

“He’s mute,” Bubbles said quickly. “But he’s a great worker, and loves baking.”

“Well, the baking's already done for the most part. All you’ve got to do is manage sales,” Grace said, holding a finger to her chin. “Hang on a second.” She quickly returned with a laptop. “You can use this to talk, just type what you want to say.”

Bubbles had no idea that laptops could do that. The snowman took the device, typing with surprising ease. “Thank you for considering me. If you are willing, I will work hard to run this shop,” the computer said in a robotic voice.

“Sure thing. I don’t see why you being mute should be an issue as long as you have the laptop.” The snowman nodded his thanks. “I really appreciate you doing me this favour. I’d have hated to miss Jordan’s last day.”

Grace proceeded to run the snowman through his duties and responsibilities. Bubbles knew snowmen could do impressive things, considering they weren’t really alive. But seeing one take in so many instructions, and learn to use a laptop in no time at all was positively bizarre. Christmas magic is so weird.

Eventually, Grace was satisfied with her new employee (who named himself Mr Snowmanington), so they headed out to begin their day. When she heard about the plan to attend the ball, she was thrilled. She was even more excited when she heard about Bubbles' plan to have them all dress like whores. Grace even had some ideas about the best shops to visit to find what they needed. From the look on her face, Bubbles suspected that she would do an excellent job.

This is going perfectly. Everyone's together and trying on sexy clothes. I should’ve done this from the start.


Chapter 21: Fashion Show

The store Bubbles chose was called Santa’s Naughty List. It was filled with sexual outfits, as well as toys and other sexual paraphernalia. Grace was impressed with her choice, she was glad to have the chance to show off. All her working out had helped her develop a taut, firm body that men loved.

“So, as Yuki’s boyfriend I’m betting you’ll want to help her pick her outfit,” Bubbles said, smiling up at Jordan.

“Oh… right, yeah. I am the boyfriend.” Jordan had almost forgotten they were still doing that.

Yuki snorted. “Sorry, darling, but my outfit’s going to be a surprise,” Yuki said. She had a mischievous look in her eyes, that made Jordan excited.

“Alright. I guess we’ll focus on you 3 then. So, Grace, what sort of outfit did you have in mind?”

“You must be excited to show off for Jordan,” Bubbles said before Grace could reply. “They have some really adventurous stuff here that you'll love.”

Grace paused, taking in the various outfits in the store. Some were made of latex, covering the whole body like a second layer of shiny skin. Others were made of mesh so thin she found it hard to believe they would cover anything. Then there were the ribbons, outfits that seemed to be nothing more than a piece of fabric to wrap around the wearer. Looking at all the lingerie, Grace found herself feeling tempted in a way she wasn’t used to. She really did want to wear something adventurous. She wanted to see Jordan’s reaction to her acting sexy. “... What did you have in mind?”

Bubbles beamed, grabbing Grace’s hand and pulling her away. “Follow me. You too, Candy. Jordan, wait there.” The trio disappeared into a changing room.

***

“You must be excited.” Jordan took a seat on a block. Yuki sat next to him. He had to admit, he didn’t expect his day to end up like this.

“I am,” Jordan said. He was surprised to find he really was. Grace used to only wear sports jerseys and other practical clothes, seeing her in something risqué felt tantalising. “Aren’t you going to buy anything?”

“I’ve already got my outfit.” Yuki leaned over, so she was whispering in his ear. “You’re going to love it.”

A shiver went down Jordan’s spine. He automatically started picturing Yuki wearing various outfits from the store, some more revealing than others. “When did you get it?” 
 

Yuki demurred. “I’ve got to have some secrets.”

“Are you ready, Jordan?” Bubbles asked, poking her head around the corner.

“Yes.” Jordan sat up straighter subconsciously.

“Presenting Candy's and Grace’s first outfits.” Bubbles stepped aside. Candy was the first to step out, strutting out in a pair of pleaser heels and a red leotard covered in glitter. The sequins danced in the light as she shifted back and forth. It had a sweetheart neckline that emphasised her impressive bust.

“Do you like it, Jordan?” Candy asked, standing with her hands together in front of her, this had the effect of pushing her breasts together, making them almost burst out of the garment.

Jordan’s immediate thought was to confirm he did. But he decided to push things a little. “Do a spin for me. I want to see it from the back.”

Candy beamed, excited to do as she was told. She raised her hands like a ballerina, spinning on the spot. She paused once she was facing away from him, bowing to give him a clear view of her ass. The leotard showed a lot of skin. When she was done, she turned back to him. “So, is it good enough?”

“It’s great,” Jordan said, eyes roaming over the outfit.

“Very sexy,” Bubbles added. “I can barely keep my hands to myself.” Candy giggled, stepping to the side.

“I’m so glad you like it.”

“Um, should I step out?” Grace asked, still hidden round the corner. Her nerves leaked into her voice. Jordan wasn't used to hearing her nervous. Somehow, hearing her like that made him more excited. “A-are you ready?”

“We’re ready,” Bubbles said in a sing-song voice. “Come on out and show them the goods.”

Grace stepped out, looking less confident. Her head was hanging, looking down at her outfit as she fiddled with its edges. “Bubbles picked it out.” She was wearing a red crop top, and a matching skirt that was impressively short. Both had fur borders, as did the red cape she had on. She had paired it with white fishnet stockings, and a pair black boots that went up to her thighs with thick platforms. She was actually much more covered than Candy had been, but the suggestive nature of the outfit was unmistakable. “Is it too much? It’s Christmas themed but I’m not sure…”

“It looks fantastic,” Jordan said without thinking. He even surprised himself. Grace smiled nervously at his complement, so he doubled down. “The skirt’s an excellent choice. I always love a short skirt.”

“Does it look okay from the back?” Grace asked, turning on the spot. Her skirt raised as she did, flashing her lower cheeks.

“It looks amazing.”

“You should bend over like Candy did, so we can get the full show,” Bubbles said. She was practically panting with excitement.

“Would you like that, Jordan?” Grace asked. She looked over her shoulder, biting her lip shyly. “The skirt’s a little short, so you might see what's underneath.”

All eyes were on Jordan, awaiting his response. He had complete control of the situation. Grace would do whatever he told her to. The feeling of power was overwhelming. Seeing such a strong, beautiful woman all but begging for his attention was intoxicating. “Bend over for me. I want to see if you can touch your toes.”

“Yes, Jordan,” she drawled. She bent at the hips, lowering herself slowly. Inch by inch her skirt rode up, until he saw the white of her panties underneath the fishnet stockings. She kept going, and soon her whole ass was on display, her skirt riding up like a belt. “Is this okay?”

Jordan swallowed, his eyes glued to the pair of milky globes before him. The fishnets dug into them deliciously. It took everything he had to not reach out and grab a handful. “I can see everything.”

“Is that a bad thing?” Grace asked, still bent over. She wiggled her butt at him, her cheeks jiggling. “I don’t want you to think I’m naughty.”

“It’s very naughty.” Grace gasped. “But I like it.”

Grace smirked, snapping back up right. “Then I’ll buy it.” She strutted over to him, her eyes low and seductive. She leaned over, getting so close they were almost touching. “I want to please you, Jordan, even if it means being naughty.”

“You are.” Grace stood up again, looking very pleased with herself.

“Great. I’ll go change back, and tonight I’ll wear this.” With that the spell was broken. Jordan realised that they weren’t in private, where they could do whatever they wanted but rather in the middle of a store with several other patrons.

“You 2 sure are close,” Yuki said. She was blushing again, looking the same way she had when she found them cuddling on the sofa.

“We are… that’s not a problem is it?”

“Don’t be ridiculous.” Yuki folded her arms looking away. “I’m not the type to get jealous.”

It was just the 2 of them, so there was no risk of anyone overhearing them. Jordan put an arm around her shoulder, pulling her towards him. “Don’t worry, darling. I’m sure when I see your outfit, I’ll like it just as much.”

Yuki clicked her tongue. “You’ll like it more.” She rested a hand on his chest. “Trust me.”

The others returned from the changing rooms, wearing their winter coats again. They finished buying what they needed, including an outfit for Jordan, then headed out. As promised, Yuki paid for Candy. Then they handed all the bags to Jordan.

“Hey, why do I have to carry everything?”

Yuki smirked. “It’s the rules. You are the boyfriend, aren’t you?”

Jordan looked to the others, but received no sympathy. Even Grace, who usually hated showing any sign of weakness, was smirking at him. “You should be happy. Not many men have 4 beautiful women dressing up for them.”

“Yeah, it’s practically a Christmas miracle," Bubbles said, looking pleased with herself. Jordan had no idea why.

Maybe Christmas isn’t so bad after all.


Chapter 22: A Very Unusual Christmas Date

After they got their outfits, they headed back out to the market. It was filled with various stalls selling Christmas related things, or running Christmas themed games. It was all rather repetitive. Then they came across something Bubbles didn’t expect. A horror show.

“That’s weird,” Jordan said, looking at the sign. It called itself The Test of Bravery, and claimed only the most daring could take it on. “Why would this be at a Christmas market?”

“It’s left over from Halloween," Grace said. “They made a killing, so they decided to stick around a little longer since it took so long to set up. There’s talk they might even make it a regular fixture of the town.”

“Huh. Cool.”

“Um, I’m not really very good with scary things,” Candy said, tugging on Jordan’s sleeve. “Maybe we should keep moving.”

“Aw, don’t worry, Candy. I’ll protect you from whatever's in there.” Jordan wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her in tight.

Candy blushed. She snuggled into his coat. “M-maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to give it a try.”

Bubbles watched the interaction, unsure what to make of it. Elves didn’t do horror. Everything they did was always positive, bubbly and fun. It was hard to imagine people wanting to deliberately scare themselves. But there was one key factor that made her question this belief.

Fear bonding. Humans famously fall in love faster when they’re frightened. If she could get Jordan’s potential girlfriends scared, then they would inevitably fall in love with him. Besides, like anything in there could scare me. I’m an elf. I have literal magic at my disposal.

“Are we going in then?” Yuki asked, suppressing a yawn. Bubbles suspected she wouldn't be very susceptible to this plan.

“Yes. We have to. This is the most fun thing we’ll ever do.” Bubbles ran inside before anyone could say anything else. She found herself in a poorly lit room, with a bored looking woman wearing an arrow headband. Well, this might be lamer than I was expecting. Hopefully Candy’s frightened at least.

5 minutes, and half a dozen warnings later, they entered the Horror Zone. Bubbles led the way, a strut in her step. She looked back at them. “Seriously. Like anything could scare me. But you girls should be careful. You never know what’ll happen.” She turned back around.

Bubbles' scream made the ears of everyone in the room ring. “What the hell is that?” She pointed at the man with green skin and visible signs of decay. He looked like he had the worst skin condition ever.

“I be a zombie,” he said. It moved forward with his arms raised, making Bubbles scream again.

“Then why are you speaking like a pirate?” Yuki asked.

“Oh, crap, sorry. I mean… raw.” Bubbles screamed again, running away straight into Jordan’s chest. He caught her, wrapping his muscular arms around her.

“Calm down, Bubbles, it's just a man in a costume.”

“No, costumes are meant to be fun or sexy. This is horrible,” Bubbles said, pointing at the strange creature accusingly. “No one would ever choose to wear something so heinous.”

“Maybe we should leave. Bubbles doesn’t seem to be enjoying herself,” Grace said. Bubbles blinked back the tears in her eyes, seeing that no one else was scared in the least.

“What? No. I’m having a great time,” Bubbles said. She didn’t stop clinging to Jordan. She needed someone big to protect her. “But-but maybe someone bigger should lead the way.”

“I can,” Jordan said.

“No. You've got to stay at the back and protect me,” Bubbles said, hugging him tightly. She was not going to let him leave her alone.

Grace pat her head patronisingly. “I’ll go to the front. This sort of thing doesn’t scare me.” Grace looked like a heroine as she marched to the front of the pack without a trace of fear.

Yuki joined her, looking like she was sitting around on December 26th, waiting for Christmas. “Can we get going again already?”

“Yes, let’s go.” Grace started walking forward. Candy followed in the middle, while Bubbles and Jordan took up the rear.

Bubbles hoped the monsters would focus their ire on the newly assigned leaders. What she failed to take into account, and would later learn, was that they were actors who were trying to scare people. They naturally chose the people who appeared the most frightened. So when Grace and Yuki walked by, only a few tried to jump out at them. Then when they saw the lack of response, they retreated back into their places.

A few more went for Candy, screaming in her face until she retreated and joined Bubbles hugging Jordan and fighting the urge to cry. This meant that every fake monster, and jump scare was happening near Bubbles. Even when they weren’t aimed at her, she still jumped out of her skin.

Bubbles didn’t know how Jordan stayed so calm when so many horrifying things were screaming in his face. Somehow, no matter what came at them his only focus seemed to be on making Candy and her feel safe. Bubbles was still terrified, but at the same time she felt oddly comforted.

He’s so brave. Bubbles had never met a man like Jordan. A man who was so fearless. It made her feel strange just being around him. Like he was something special. She found herself staring at him as they left. This must be why they all like him so much.

“Maybe we should do something a little less intense,” Jordan said, when they reached the outside. Bubbles’ eyes struggled to adjust to the light. “Maybe get a drink? How does that sound?”

Maybe I could stay a little longer. It was terrifying, but also exhilarating. She had never in her life done something so scary before. She felt a strange combination of never wanting to do something so horrible again, and an immense desire to do it again immediately. “Maybe we could do another scary thing… together.”

“You want more scary stuff?” Candy shrieked. “No, Jordan’s right. I want to do something calm and safe. A drink sounds perfect.”

“Alright, you heard the woman. Let’s find somewhere nice to settle in.” He looked at Bubbles. “Is that okay?”

Bubbles slid away from him, feeling a rush of embarrassment. “Whatever.”

“We can always do it later. Or some other time,” Grace said, smiling genially.

Bubbles smiled sadly. Grace still thought that she was going to be sticking around in town. Well, you can.


Chapter 23: Church of Santa

“Everywhere’s so busy,” Jordan groused. They had been turned away from 3 different bars. None had a table available big enough to seat the whole group.

“Oh, I know.” Bubbles pointed at the town church. “We should go say a prayer. If we ask Santa for help, I’m sure he’ll help us get a table.”

Jordan doubted Santa would answer such a silly prayer. But the others had already started walking into the building, so reluctantly he followed them. Naturally, he had been to the church dozens of times growing up. It looked just like any other church. It looked like an oversized log cabin, with brick fireplaces set up semiregularly. It was vital to have lots of chimneys, after all. It had stained glass windows depicting Santa, and various Christmas miracles. Long pews were set up, all facing the altar to Santa. Traditionally, this is where reindeer would have been sacrificed to appease the big man. In the modern era, this was considered blasphemy. Charitable giving was encouraged instead. The altar was still used in various ceremonies, such as anointing the faithful into Santa’s love. Santa didn’t only give presents to the faithful, but many believed that active worship would result in better presents.

A nun was sitting in the pews, reading the Book of Santa. She was wearing an all red habit, as was tradition. The Book of Santa was the holy book of Santa worshippers, filled with tales of Christmas miracles. She floated to her feet, turning to them with a shocked expression. “What a wonderful gift. To have visitors to my humble church, come in. All are welcome in the outpost of Santa.”

“This brings back memories, doesn’t it, Jordan,” Grace said, smiling up at him. “Hello, Sister Robin. How are things going?”

“Poorly, I’m afraid. We’ve not received half the donations we did last year.” Sister Robin smiled when she saw Jordan. “Jordan, you’ve returned to us.”

“Yes, Sister Robin.” Jordan took a moment to realise who he was speaking to. Robin Antlers was once a student alongside him and Grace. In fact, Jordan had once gone on a very awkward date with her. He remembered Grace teasing him, saying that he showed her such a bad time she would never date another man again. It seemed she had been closer to the truth than she realised. “I didn’t know you had become a nun.”

“I felt the calling. When you hear Santa’s belly laugh in your sleep, you know it’s time.” Robin smiled tranquilly.

“Uh-huh. So when exactly did you make the leap?”

“I don’t like to think of it as a leap. I think I always belonged to Santa, I just didn’t realise it yet.” Robin grasped her hands in front of her. “But I devoted myself shortly after we graduated.”

“Right after you guys dated,” Grace added. Jordan glowered at her, making her grin.

“Thanks for that.”

“You’re welcome. I want to make sure everyone knows the full story.”

“It’s not much of a story. It’s not like dating me made her decide to forsake men,” Jordan said.

Robin hummed. “Well, I mean technically that is what happened.”

“Huh?”

***

Bubbles listened to Sister Robin’s story with rapt attention. Growing up, she had been something of a free spirit. She wasn’t concerned with being on the naughty list, as her family was rich enough to support her. She knew she could never work a day in her life and still be wealthy, so she never felt the need to study or be productive in any way.

This meant, when she finally graduated she had no idea what she wanted to do. She knew she didn’t want to get a regular job. What was the point? So she tried to think of something else worthwhile to do. The first idea she had was to become someone's wife, and raise a kid. Surely that would give her life some meaning. It was at that time that Jordan asked her out.

They had gone to Santa’s Grotto, a Christmas themed bar that sometimes popped up in town. Robin had told Jordan about her goal… he was less than enthusiastic about the idea. Jordan explained that committing to marriage and kids on a first date was too intimidating for him when he was only 18 at the time. The relationship fizzled, and they went their separate paths.

It was at this time that Robin found herself in front of the church. She hadn’t been looking for it. She just stumbled across it. It was like fate. Robin didn’t grow up in a religious household. She technically worshipped Santa, but only ever paid lip service to the big man up north. But then she met a nun, who told her about Santa.

“It’s hard to explain. The more I learned about Santa and his miracles, the more I knew I wanted to devote myself to him,” Robin said.

“Don’t you get bored?” Grace asked.

“Never. People tend to think the church is only active around Christmas, but we actually do a lot all year. It’s important that everyone receives Santa’s love year round.” Bubbles could sympathise with that. As an elf, she would be working every day of the year except Christmas itself and boxing day.

“I can’t imagine devoting myself to something like that for no reward. It must be very taxing,” Yuki said.

“It is hard work, but I wouldn’t say that there’s no reward. My reward is knowing that I’m spreading Christmas joy. That’s enough of a reward for me.” When Robin smiled, she reminded Bubbles of Mrs Claws. She had been the first nun in service to Santa. He had been so impressed by her devotion, that he rewarded her by making her his eternal wife.

Bubbles always felt strange when she spoke to Mrs Claws. Her devotion to Santa was borderline slavish. She loved him with all her heart, and always wanted to serve him. The elves acted much the same way, all admiring Santa with all their hearts and wanting nothing more than to be a part of the miracle that was Christmas.

Do I feel that way? Bubbles liked Christmas. But she never felt a great drive to support it. She didn’t dislike her job, but she always found herself feeling jealous of Mrs Claws. She had never understood why. Perhaps it was because she knew what she wanted. Bubbles didn’t hate her life, but did she really want to work as a Christmas elf in a factory forever? Most elves would say yes.

The truth was since she had started helping Jordan build his harem, she’d had more fun than in years. Seeing the world and all its wonder felt different. There was Christmas, but also so much more than that. In a way, she didn’t want to stop seeing the world. If she failed at her mission then Santa would have no choice but to fire her. Then she could keep exploring.

But what about them? Bubbles didn’t know why she cared so much about Jordan and the girls. It was just an assignment, but she desperately wanted to succeed. More than that, she wanted them all to be together. The simplest way to achieve her goal would be to set up Jordan with one of them and focus on that. But she kept working to set him up with each of them. Was that really the best strategy? Or was she trying to do something else.

Santa’s beard. Everything down south is so confusing.


Chapter 24: Snowball Fight

After they left the church, they kept shopping for a few hours, but eventually decided a change of pace was necessary. Grace told them she had an idea, and led them on a long walk to the edge of town. They found themselves looking at an acre of land, covered in snow without a single disturbance.

“Pretty,” Bubbles said. “It reminds me of home.”

“Do you live around here?” Jordan asked.

“... yes,” Bubbles lied.

“So, what did you bring us here for, Grace?” Candy asked. “Its very pretty, but I assume we’re not just going to look at it.”
 

“You got that right. All this time I’ve been hanging out with Jordan; we've forgotten one key tradition that we used to do every year,” Grace said, stepping out into the snow. The snow crunched under her feet, leaving footprints. “A snowball fight.”

Jordan rolled his eyes. “Really? Another contest. You're obsessed.”
 

Grace pouted. “Well, I just thought-” A snowball hit her in the face. Jordan had formed it behind his back, using snow from the hedges. “Oh, you bastard it is so on.”

“More like it’s snow on,” Jordan said, running away as fast as his legs would carry him.

“Ugh, that was so lame.” Yuki formed a snowball, throwing it after Jordan as punishment. He did a barrel roll, avoiding the tiny ball of snow by covering himself in snow. “Come on, Candy, let’s show these idiots how it’s done.”

Candy had already crouched down, forming half a dozen snowballs in preparation for the coming fight. From her position, she started throwing them one after the other targeting Grace and Jordan.

Seeing the betrayal, Grace returned fire. After this, all hell broke loose. The teams quickly broke down as people threw snow at everyone they could find. New alliances formed, then broke apart just as quickly. There was no peace, only snow.

Seeing the traditional game, Bubbles knew it was her duty as an elf to win. If she didn’t, the other elves would never let her live it down. Not only did she have years of training, being able to have snowball fights at any time of the year. She also had Christmas Magic. Christmas magic could do lots of things, many of which seemed random and nonsensical. Some were simpler though, including her ability to manifest 3 dozen snowballs at once.

Once she was sure no one was looking, she activated the spell. “Snow balls, snow balls, snow balls.” The snowballs appeared according to her will, perfectly formed and ready to throw. They didn’t even disrupt the existing snow. They just sat on top of it, waiting to be used. She scanned the snowy terrain, taking in her opponents. A human would’ve been too far away to hit anyone, but Bubbles was no mere human.

Her arm spun around like a wind turbine in a storm, throwing ball after ball at everyone in sight. Jordan was the first to go down, being caught from behind. He screamed as he hit the ground. Next was Candy and Grace, who’d reformed their alliance. They tried to return fire, but Bubbles’ balls knocked theirs out of the air then nailed them. Yuki had the arrogance to think she could flee.

Bubbles was reminded of the unofficial motto of the Christmas elves. Crush the weak. She hit Yuki fast and hard, taking out her legs. She fell with a scream and a splash, landing in the ice cold water of a nearby pond. Bubbles naturally went to her aid… after throwing her remaining snowballs at Jordan.

“What the hell was that?” Yuki cried, crawling back onto land.

“I’m so sorry, I didn’t think I’d knock you over,” Bubbles said. “Well, I thought I might but I didn’t see the pond.”

Yuki glared daggers at her. It was like she was trying to set her on fire with her mind. “I’m so cold!” She shivered, the icy water robbing her of body heat.

“Um, right, I can…” Bubbles drifted off. Elves never got cold, they were used to the extreme temperatures of the north pole. She was wearing a coat like the others, but would’ve been just as comfortable in a bikini or less. “What do we do?”

“Yuki, you need to get out of your wet clothes. I’ll give you my coat,” Grace said, taking control. Yuki looked at Jordan nervously. He politely looked away as she stripped off.

“Wait, take my stuff instead.” Bubbles took off her coat, and then her top exposing her bra. “Don’t worry, I’m used to the cold.”

If Yuki was worried, she didn’t show it. She took the offered clothes greedily. Bubbles gave her everything, leaving her in nothing but her lucky green thong and matching bra.

“Um, do you want my coat, Bubbles?” Candy asked. Bubbles shook her head.

“Nah, I’m okay like this.” She put her hands on her hips, beaming with pride. “I’ve got a hot body, I don’t mind who sees it. Go ahead, take a look everyone.”

Even when she redressed, Yuki was still shivering. “We need to head back to the hotel. We’re going to run you a nice warm bath and help you heat up, how does that sound?”

“G-g-g-good,” Yuki said. Her teeth were chattering together. Jordan wrapped an arm around her, sharing some of his body heat.

“Let’s go. The longer she’s like this, the harder it’ll be to warm up again,” he said.

***

They rushed back to the hotel. They made for quite an unusual sight, with a shivering woman and another wearing nothing but her bra and thong. Fortunately, no one was around so they reached the hotel without incident.

“I’ll draw Yuki a bath,” Jordan said, guiding her up the stairs. Once they were in the room, he got to work. “How are you feeling?” 


“Fantastic. I love swimming in filthy ponds in winter.” Yuki sat on the bed, checking her phone. Still no signal. “T-this is ridiculous.” 

“The bath will be ready in a minute.” Jordan emerged from the bathroom. “Is there anything else you need?”

“I just want to be alone.” Yuki moved into the bathroom, slamming the door and stripping off. Just as she was about to climb into the bath, she saw something unexpected. Her phone had reception.


Chapter 25: Gingerbread

There’s a chance that I shouldn’t have done that, Bubbles thought to herself. After they got back, Candy had insisted she put on some clothes despite her protests. The problem was, Candy was much curvier than her. Everything she gave Bubbles ended up so loose it fell off, until they decided to check the lost and found. Perhaps unsurprisingly, the selection wasn’t fantastic. In the end, the only thing that was even close to Bubbles size was an old halloween costume. At least it’s not cursed.

Bubbles didn’t care what she wore. All she wanted was to get back out there, and see what was going on with Jordan and the others. She found them sitting around the fire. Jordan gulped when he saw her. “Bubbles… that’s an interesting outfit.”

“It’s all they had in the lost and found.” Bubbles turned this way and that, giving him a better view. “What do you think? It suits me, right?”

Bubbles had never worn a halloween costume. Elves only celebrate Christmas, in honour of Santa. While he didn’t outright ban the celebration of other holidays, most elves thought it inappropriate. So Bubbles really didn’t know what was standard. She did know that human women had a tradition of wearing slutty halloween costumes. Bubbles’ costume was a cheerleader costume with a tiny skirt and the words “CHEER” printed over the chest. She had paired it with white stockings and her normal elf shoes. The shoes broke the theme, but the rest was cute.

“It definitely suits you,” Jordan said.

“I wish we had a cheerleader like you back when we played tennis,” Grace said. “We would’ve won every match.”

“How would a cheerleader make you play better?” Candy asked, tilting her head innocently.

“Becuase, our opponents would be distracted by how hot she is.” Bubbles giggled at the praise.

“Thanks. I was a little self conscious, but I actually kind of love it.” She wiggled about, doing a little dance. “I’m a Christmas cheerleader.” She rolled her arms in front of her like a barrel. “Let's go, Christ-mas!” She finished with her fist pumping into the air.

“Don’t let Jordan hear you say that,” Grace said, pointing at him with a teasing grin.

Jordan rolled his eyes. “I’m not so bothered about that anymore.”

“Hmm?” Grace leaned towards him. “Is Jordan the Christmas hater going to admit he’s had a great time doing all this festive stuff?”

Candy leaned forward as well, beaming with excitement. “Have you?”

Bubbles joined in, Jordan caved under the pressure. “It’s been nice. Better than I remember, to be honest. I’ve had a lot of fun.” Jordan scratched the back of his neck. “Actually, I’ve been thinking I might start to make it a regular thing. Visiting, I mean.”

They all looked thrilled to hear this. Bubbles’ ears pricked, as she realised how close she was to achieving her goal. Just a little more, and I’ll have done it. Santa’s going to be so impressed.

“Do you think Yuki will be okay with visiting?” Grace asked. Jordan stiffened.

“Um, well, I don’t think that’ll be an issue because -”

“Oh, Grace, I forgot to say, that thing you asked me to make is finished,” Bubbles said, standing abruptly. Grace looked at her oddly.

“Isn’t that back at the bakery?”

“No, I brought it to the kitchen. Come with me, and we’ll bring it in.” Bubbles had not brought it, but that was nothing Christmas magic couldn’t solve. She rushed into the kitchen, quickly spitting out the incantation. “Christmas, Christmas I'm singing  a beat, summon me a treat.”

“When did you get it?” Grace asked, following her to the kitchen.

“Earlier,” Bubbles said, avoiding her gaze. “When we weren’t together.”

“But we’ve been together all day.”

“That’s right.” Bubbles pulled out a tray, containing the item. “Here it is. You should go give it to Jordan now.”

Grace was clearly confused, but took it anyway. “... thanks.”

***

They returned to find Candy lighting the fire. Jordan’s face lit up when he saw what it was. “You made a gingerbread house.”

“That’s right. Nostalgic, isn’t it?” Before Jordan moved away, he and Grace had made a gingerbread house every year. It was actually the first thing Grace had ever baked, which eventually snowballed into her career. She put the sweet treat on the table. “I made you a special one, as a present. I hope you like it.”

“I love it.” Jordan reached out, then hesitated. “I feel like I shouldn’t eat it. It’s such a waste to destroy something you worked so hard on.”

Grace rolled her eyes, then punched the porch, smashing it to pieces. “It's food. You're meant to eat it. Now go on, grab some.”

Jordan stared at her in shock, but soon recovered and ate. “It’s funny, eating this it’s like I’m going back in time.”

“I know right.” Grace broke a piece off, eating it herself. “Back then we used to hang out together all the time.”

Jordan smiled sadly. “We did. I'm sorry we drifted apart.”

“It’s okay.”

“I meant what I said earlier. I’m going to visit more often and maybe…”

Yuki came down the stairs, dressed in a heavy coat that hid her outfit. She had a backpack slung over her back. “Alright, are you guys ready to go?”

“Oh, I’ve still got to change. Is there anywhere I can do it here?” Grace asked. She wasn't going to let her outfit go to waste.


Chapter 26: Miracle

Before the ball they headed over to the town centre to see the tree finally be lit. Jordan had wanted to see what everyone would be wearing to the ball, but their heavy coats hid everything. He had no choice but to wait. He had already seen Grace and Candy, but Bubbles and Yuki were adamant that theirs would stay a surprise. Jordan was wearing a large fur coat, to fit the theme over a purple suit. He felt a little silly, but as they walked he saw other men dressed similarly.

The Christmas tree was a true behemoth, towering over the surrounding buildings. How such a small town was able to afford to get such a large tree was beyond Jordan, but they had done it for as long as he could remember. The mayor was standing on a platform in front of the tree, holding a plug and socket. She was rambling on about Christmas and its meaning. Jordan remembered the last time he had seen the tree lit, the day before he left town.

At the time, it had seemed like such a meaningless empty gesture. The mayor put a plug in, and some lights appeared. He was alone then, so after he saw it he immediately went home. This time was different. He was surrounded by his friends, all of whom had huddled together for warmth. The tree was just a tree, but it felt more significant somehow. Like it truly was bringing him closer to those around him.

“10… 9…” the Mayor started counting. The audience joined in, including Jordan and the others. Bubbles was practically vibrating with excitement when they reached 0. The major plugged it in and … nothing happened.

“What gives?” Everyone was looking around, muttering amongst themselves. The tree had never failed to light before.

“Figures,” Jordan muttered. “Oh well, it doesn’t really matter. Shall we move on?”

Everyone muttered their ascent, except Bubbles.

***

Bubbles frowned, looking up at the tree. This is too important to let fail. Santa would want me to get involved. She turned back to Jordan, face set. “Wait here for a second, okay?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, rushing off into the crowd. Bubbles made her way behind the stage, before pulling a red bauble out of her pocket. “Santa’s heart, so bright and shiny, light this tree, so the people's hearts can reflect its radiance along with me.” Once she finished the incantation, she threw the bauble on the floor, releasing the magic. An instant later, the tree lit up like … a Christmas tree. “There we go, another good deed done.”

“How did you do that?” Jordan asked. Bubbles froze. Stiffly, she turned around. Jordan was gaping at her. “Are you… an elf?”

Crap. Crap. Crap. Elves were never supposed to reveal their true nature to humans, under any circumstances. It was an offense that could lead to being fired, or worse. No one ever spoke about what worse was, but Bubbles had no intention of finding out the hard way. “... no.”

“Yes, you are. You're an elf. You used magic, and you dress like an elf… and your ears are pointy.” Bubbles reached up, feeling her ears had come out of her hat. Lots of women wore fake ears for the holidays, but Bubbles’ didn’t look fake at all. “You really are an elf. What are you doing here are you… you’ve been doing something haven’t you? All these weird coincidences haven’t been coincidences at all. You’ve been setting all of this up. But why? Are you… teaching me the true meaning of Christmas?”

Rumours often swirled about exactly what elves did. Some claimed that they had been visited by elves, or other festive creatures who had taught them the true meaning of Christmas. This was usually family, friends or giving.

“Are you trying to give me a harem?”

Bubbles was beyond panic. She was so panicked she had gone full circle to a strange eerie calm. So Jordan knew what was going on. She couldn’t do anything about it, so why should she be nervous? She might as well go with the flow, and see how it played out. “... Yes.”

“That’s… so weird. I’ve heard of Christmas love, but isn’t it usually a one man one woman type deal.”

Bubbles shrugged. “Eh, who cares. We expanded into gay and lesbian relationships centuries ago. What’s so different about polygamy?”

“... I guess. I just never thought an agent of Christmas would do something like this, or act the way you do.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Bubbles put her hands on her hips, giving him her best don’t fuck with me look.

“Nothing, it's just. Well, you're a lot more sexual than I expected.”

“Santa gives every good person presents every year. Do you really think he’s never given out a sex toy before?”

“I’ve… literally never thought of that until now. That’s … weird, but I guess it’s cool he’s so understanding.”

“Yeah, he’s a great guy.”

Jordan nodded slowly, still looking baffled. “Why was I chosen?”

“What do you mean?”

“Like… Why would Santa choose me out of everyone in the world to help?”

Bubbles briefly thought about lying again, but ultimately decided against it. “It’s my test. I’ve… not been performing well lately. I was assigned to you as a last chance. Either you found love, or I found a new career.”

“Well…” Jordan drifted off, not sure how he felt about that revelation. “We need to tell the others.”

“What?” Bubbles ran forward, catching Jordan’s hand. “You can’t tell them. I’m in enough trouble as it is.”

“I have to.” Jordan turned to face her. “I appreciate what you’ve done, but not telling them what’s going on is … icky. It’d feel manipulative, and I can’t build a relationship on a lie. I certainly can’t build 3 relationships on a lie.”

“You already are. You’ve not told Candy about your plan,” Bubbles protested. Jordan opened his mouth, then slammed it shut.

“You're right. I need to tell her about that too. Full honesty is the only way we can move forward. Once everyone knows everything… we’ll see if they still want to be together.”

Bubbles felt like screaming. “You're making this so hard. Can’t you at least consider building a life on lies?”

“No.” Jordan put his hands on her shoulders, looking her deep in the eyes. “I’m sorry. I really am grateful for what you’ve done. But I need to do the right thing now. I hope things go well with … Santa.”

Bubbles sighed, looking away. “Fine. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“I won’t.”


Chapter 27: Catastrophe

Jordan found his harem gathered together, looking up at the tree. They all looked so beautiful, their skin reflecting the sparkling lights. For a moment, he wondered if Bubbles wasn’t right. Maybe he shouldn’t risk telling them.

Jordan shook his head. They deserve to know.

He approached them, waving his hand. “I’m back.”

“Where’s Bubbles?” Grace asked, looking around. “I thought you were going to get her.”

“She had to go.” Jordan sucked on his lips unsure how to respond.

“What’s wrong?” Yuki asked, sensing the change in his demeanour. “Is Bubbles okay?”

“Bubbles is fine. The problem is… she’s an elf.”

“What?” They all asked at the same time, looking utterly bewildered.

“Bubbles is an elf who works for Santa. She’s the one who arranged for us all to meet… she was trying to help me find love for Christmas.” They were all thunderstruck. Jordan didn’t blame them. It was a lot to take in.

“So the storm…” Yuki said, breathless.

“She did that.”

“And you running into me?” Grace asked.

“Yeah, I think so. I didn’t get all the details, but I think she planned all of this,” Jordan said. “I know this is pretty crazy. But I think she’s been using magic to keep us all together, hoping we’d fall in love. It’s kind of like a Christmas movie… but with all 3 of you.”

They all exchanged looks, taking in what was happening. Bubbles had arranged for Jordan to form a harem, and they were all part of it. A trance fell over the group, as no one knew what to say. Candy was the first to break free. “Cool.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t care,” Candy said, fiddling with her hair. “I mean, I kind of always figured I’d end up in a polycule of some kind… I wonder if Bubbles knew I was into this sort of thing?” She held a finger to her chin, looking ditsy. “Do elves get files on us or something?”

“I… really don’t know.” Jordan smiled at Candy’s effortless acceptance. He looked at Grace and Yuki, trying to read their expressions.

Yuki rolled her eyes. “Couldn’t she have found a way to get us together that didn’t involve messing with us so much? I mean, she grounded every flight for 2 days. That must’ve ruined a lot of people's plans.”

“Wow, I only just realised that,” Jordan said, looking over his shoulder. He couldn’t see where Bubbles had gone. “She must have been really determined to make this happen. I hope no one was hurt in the storm.”

“Nothing has been reported. I doubt Christmas magic can hurt people,” Grace said, waving her hand dismissively. Jordan smiled, deciding to move past it. He was sure Bubbles hadn’t done any harm to anyone. Overthinking it would ruin the magic.

“You're right. That wouldn’t be very Christmasy of her.” He went silent again, waiting for their full reaction. They were avoiding his unspoken question: did they still want to be with him?

“Yuki, there you are.” A booming voice cut through the din. A corpulent man stepped forward, wearing a suit that struggled to contain his girth. “I finally found you!”

“Dom, what are you doing here?” Jordan asked. It was their boss.

“Yuki sent me a message about the situation. I must say, when I sent you out here to scout out the hotel, I never thought it’d be going out of business!” Jordan’s head snapped around so fast it hurt.

“What?” Candy was on the verge of tears.

“Hmm, oh, I’m sorry, ma’am. We’ve not met. My name is Dom, I sent Yuki and Jordan here to scout out a local hotel and see if it would be fitting for me to purchase it. You wouldn’t believe my surprise when I read Yuki’s report!”

Jordan was speechless. He thought Yuki was on his side. That they weren’t going to make any decision until they went back. They didn’t want to hurt Candy. Candy.

A tear fell down Candy’s cheek. “You-” She turned away from Yuki, facing Jordan. “How could you?”

“I didn’t - I mean, I wasn’t going to…” Candy had already ran away, breaching the crowd to disappear.

Dom looked after her, befuddled. “Oh dear me, is it something I said?”

“I have to find her.” Jordan ran after Candy.

“Jordan wait-” Yuki reached out a hand, but he kept going.

“I don’t want to hear it.”


Chapter 28: Sweet as Candy

Candy had never been smart. She knew it, and everyone who met her knew it too. It wasn’t that she didn’t enjoy learning; she loved learning about history and fun facts about the town. It was that she was never able to apply her knowledge in a useful way. She had thought taking over the hotel would be easy. Her family ran it for years without issue. Surely, something that had lasted for so long would never fail.

5 years later, she had almost no customers and no idea why. She had kept doing what her parents always did, acting positive and being as polite as possible to all the customers, but for some reason fewer and fewer people came every year. She worked hard, making herself more available to customers to ensure they had a good time but nothing worked.

When Yuki and Jordan arrived, she had already given up. She knew she was on her last legs, so all she could really hope for was that she sold it at a profit. As she got to know Jordan, she let herself dream of another life. A life where she was his wife, taking care of him while he earned the money. It wasn’t her original dream, but it would be a good life. She would enjoy not having the stress of running a business all by herself.

But that was a lie as well.

Candy was a fool who told all her secrets to some businessmen. Now everyone knew she was broke. She wouldn’t even be able to sell the place at a good profit. I’ve ruined everything. I'm such a idiot.

***

Jordan found Candy crying in an alleyway, leaning against a wall. “Candy, are you okay?” she didn’t respond, still quaking with tears. “I swear, I had no idea Yuki was planning to do that. We had agreed to not tell Dom anything.”

Candy finally looked up, daring to hope. “You promise.”

“I do.”

Candy’s face dropped. “It doesn’t matter. Either way, I’m going out of business. I’m an idiot who took a profitable hotel and ran it into the ground.”

Jordan pulled her into a hug. “Running a hotel is hard, especially in this economy.” Candy sagged into his arms, still sobbing.

“What am I going to do? If I sell I won’t even have a home anymore.” Jordan stroked her hair softly, muttering reassuring things.

“We might be able to help with that,” Yuki said. Jordan turned. Yuki was out of breath, having clearly ran to them.

“What are you talking about?” Candy asked.

“If you’d let me finish, I would’ve told you that the email I sent to Dom was from the first night. Back then, I noticed you were having trouble, so put it in the preliminary report. But since then, I’ve changed my mind. Now, I want to work with you,” Yuki said, stepping forward with a kind smile. “Yours is a family business with a lot of history. That sort of thing can be very valuable… if managed properly.”

“So… you’d let me keep my job? I’d work for Dom?”

“Not exactly. I quit working for Dom,” Yuki said, smiling proudly.

“What?” Jordan asked. He never thought Yuki would do that.

“I think that with a proper website, and a social media campaign we could make your hotel very profitable. That’s why I’m offering to become an investor. I’ll help you run the hotel, in exchange for a share of the profits.”

Candy sniffed, wiping her eyes. “You're really going to help me?”

“That’s right.” Yuki smiled softly. “I could never betray you.”

“Wait, why didn’t you tell me about any of this?” Jordan asked.

Yuki snorted. “I had to finalise some details. But now I’ve got the money together, I’m actually hoping you’ll join in on our little business venture.”

“I’ll do it,” Jordan said. “What’s the plan?”

“I figure that the business would do better if they had someone paying rent to use that giant kitchen of yours … someone like…” Grace stepped around the corner, grinning widely.

“Yuki told me the plan. If I move my bakery into your hotel, we can work together to make more money.”

“That’s such a good idea,” Candy said, gaping with surprise. “Why didn’t I ever think of doing something like that?”

“That’s what a business manager is for,” Yuki said proudly.

Jordan paused, turning to Candy. “I’d love to do this with you. But first I need to ask: Are you okay with all this, Candy?”

Candy sniffed again, then laughed. She pulled Jordan down, into a tight hug. “I’d like nothing more.”

Jordan grinned, pulling away from her. “How did you find us so quickly?”

Bubbles stepped into the alleyway, grinning from ear to ear. “Call it a Christmas miracle.”

Yuki rolled her eyes at the elf. “Indeed, we were lucky that Bubbles here just so happened to see exactly where you went.”

Yuki stepped forward into the alleyway. “So, can you forgive me for keeping secrets? I really want to do this together.”

Candy nodded, wiping away her tears with a big grin. “I can.”

“Guys, you still need to get ready for the Christmas ball,” Bubbles said. “It’s going to be super romantic and sexy. The perfect ending to this adventure!”

Yuki snorted. “You’ve really handled everything, haven’t you?”

Bubbles shrugged. “All I did was give things a little push here and there. You guys are the ones who made this happen.”

“That’s right,” Jordan said, putting his arms around each of his new girlfriends. “I don’t know if things would’ve gone the exact same way without Bubbles interference. But I also don’t care. As long as we’re together, I’m happy.”

Candy giggled. “Ditto.”

“To think you’d say something so sappy,” Yuki said. She squeezed in tighter, then kissed him on the cheek. “Then again, I like seeing your softer side once in a while. Now let's go get ready, you need to look your best for the ball.”

“Yeah, it's time for a party,” Candy said, flicking her hair over her shoulder. “We need to celebrate our new business venture.”

“Follow me, we can ride in my carriage,” Bubbles said, whistling. A horse drawn carriage rode around the corner.

“Hey, I recognise this carriage,” Jordan said.

“Oh yeah, I was the driver too. And the intern at your company and the woman on the phone… I think that's everything,” Bubbles said, looking to the sky. “Yeah… pretty sure.”

Jordan felt very dumb as he realised how much time he had spent with Bubbles, never realising all the different women were the same person. “I see. Am I an idiot?”

“Don’t worry about that now. It’s important you make it to the ball in style.” Candy clapped her hands, climbing in the front of the carriage. No one answered Jordan’s question.


Chapter 29: The Christmas Charity Ball

The ride to the ball was chaotic. Wrapping everything up had taken longer than they realised, so Bubbles had to push her horse - that was actually a reindeer in disguise- to go as fast as it could. This meant soaring through the skies above the town, the carriage flying like Santa’s sleigh.

“Do all elves have flying reindeer?” Jordan asked, over the wind. The town looked beautiful beneath them. He and his harem cuddled as they looked down at the lights of the town.

“No. I kind of borrowed this one,” Bubbles said, laughing manically as they flew. “Don’t tell Santa!”

“Is she serious?” Grace asked, her voice barely audible over the wind.

“I’m always serious when I’m talking about Christmas and magic. I’m an elf. We take these things seriously! Now, prepare to drop!” The sleigh lurched, their stomachs dropping as they made a beeline towards the ground. Everyone was screaming in terror as they fell like a stone, Bubbles crazed laughter filling the air.

Then just when it seemed like a bloody crash was inevitable, the reindeer levelled out without an issue. “Magic is fucking bullshit,” Jordan said. He was panting for breath, his women all clinging to him for dear life. He suspected Yuki wouldn’t be the only one afraid of landings in the future.

“Haha… yeah, it is,” Bubbles said, flicking her hair over her shoulder. “Now get in there! Have a good time. It’s Christmas for goodness sake!”

They all hurried in, careful not to miss the coming ball. As soon as they crossed the threshold, they were greeted by Mayor Red. “Grace, there you are! You're running late.”

“Sorry, there was an emergency,” Grace said. “I had to-”

“No time to explain. Follow me.” She grabbed Grace’s hand. “Where’s your partner?”

“Bubbles?” Grace turned, but couldn’t see the elf anywhere. “Oh no, she must’ve left. Give me 5 minutes and I’ll go get her.”

“You need a partner now, or I’ll have to disqualify you,” Mayor Red.

“I-”

“I’ll do it,” Jordan said, stepping forward. Grace gasped.

“Are you sure?”

“Of course. We used to make gingerbread houses all the time.” Jordan smiled. “Lets go win this one.”

Grace grinned, her competitive spirit ignited. “Right!”

***

Candy and Yuki wished Grace luck as she and Jordan ran off, leaving them alone. “So… I guess we should get changed?” Yuki looked at Candy.

“I guess. If we’re quick we can still watch the contest. It’s good to support our polycule, after all,” Candy said, bouncing happily.

“Hmm, to think I’d end up in a polycule.”

“So I take it you never saw yourself being poly, huh?” Candy asked casually. They reached the changing rooms, joining the short queue.

“I will admit that I thought about it, but I never thought I’d meet a group of people I could actually do it with.” Yuki looked down at Candy, smiling softly. Candy saw her gaze, wiggling excitedly.

“I’m glad to have helped you learn about yourself.” Candy bit her lip. She looked to the side. “Oh, a changing room is ready.”

“You can go first,” Yuki said.

Candy giggled. “That’s one option.” She took Yuki’s hand, leading her into the changing room.

“Is this… okay?” The sound of a woman’s moan cut through the air. “Oh… my. This is an adult party, isn’t it?”

“Very adult.” Candy stepped towards Yuki, pressing her against the wall. “And I’ve been thinking. You owe me an apology for tricking me.”

“I really am terribly sorry, I didn’t mean-”

Candy put a finger to her lips. “That’s not what I meant. You and Jordan were naughty, pretending to be a couple. So I want to dress you like a naughty girl.”

“What do you mean?”

Candy giggled, holding up a bag. “Bubbles prepared a special gift for me, yet oddly it’s in your size…”
 

Yuki looked into the bag, then blushed hotly. “That’s quite a gift.”

“It is.” Candy pulled it out. “I want to see you in it. Will you wear it for me?”

Yuki swallowed, feeling excited in a way she hadn’t felt for a long time. “Yes. I'll be good for you.”

Candy’s giggles rang throughout the air. “In that case, I think you deserve a little reward.” Candy leaned up, kissing Yuki on the lips. Yuki kissed her back with a blush. Feeling naughty, she gave Candy's ass an experimental squeeze.

Candy moaned, then broke the kiss. “Glad to see you enjoyed your reward. Now get dressed, sweetie. I want to show off my new girlfriend.”


Chapter 30: The Contest

Jordan and Grace were rushed to the contest area. Gingerbread houses were set out in front of each pair, along with various decorations and icing. The judges were clearly unimpressed to have been kept waiting. There were 3 judges each wearing a nametag. Mayor Red, Grace’s former boss Old Man Micky, and a fat guy named Nick.

“Nick’s notoriously picky,” Grace whispered.

“Why, who is he?”

“I have no idea. I never see him, except today. But every year he’s the harshest judge. According to rumour, he secludes himself all year so he can stay objective.” Jordan looked at her blankly. “What? It’s just a rumour. It’s not like I believe it… probably.”

Jordan facepalmed. “Oh my Santa.”

“Ahem, attention ladies and erm, gentleman,” Nick said, giving Jordan a funny look. Jordan suddenly realised he was the only man in the entire contest. “This is the 411th annual gingerbread house decorating tournament."

That can’t possibly be true, Jordan thought. He looked around, but no one else seemed remotely skeptical.

“There can only be one winner. You have 5 minutes to make the most delicious looking gingerbread house. I expect you all to bake as if Santa himself was going to eat your houses,” he said. Everyone nodded somberly. “… begin.”

There was a flurry of activity. The contestants all moved with purpose, icing and scattering glitter like their lives depended on it. Jordan reeled back in shock at their determined faces, unsure if he could keep up. What the hell is going on?

Grace grabbed his hand in both of hers. “I know it’s scary. But we’re together. Our feelings won’t be defeated.”

“Um, okay, so what’s the plan?”

“Let your heart guide you. It won’t lead you astray.” Grace started icing the gingerbread house, moving with seemingly no strategy at all.

I’m so confused. Jordan knew Grace would never forgive him if he did nothing, so he grabbed some glitter and threw it at the house. It looked chaotic, but Grace quickly cleaned it up with strategic icing.

“Excellent work, honey. Keep going, show them the power of our bond,” Grace said, fist pumping while simultaneously throwing stars onto the roof. Seeing he was doing well (somehow), Jordan started throwing various decorations at the house without rhyme or reason. No matter what he did, Grace managed to incorporate it effortlessly.

Maybe I really am good at this? Jordan thought, as he flicked balls of chocolate about at random. Eventually a gong, which apparently was a 4000 year old antique from the first Christmas - the maths of which Jordan found very upsetting- rang, and the contest came to an end.

“The contest is over. If anyone so much as breathes in the direction of their gingerbread house from now on, you will be disqualified,” Nick said, leveling the contestants with a firm glare. It might have been threatening, if he didn’t have such a kindly face with red cheeks and a jiggling belly. Even so, everyone froze, awaiting his judgement.

He walked up the table, followed by the other judges. They made small comments, occasionally taking samples of the gingerbread (for some reason). When they reached the end, they saw Grace and Jordan’s house. It was an explosion of glitter, sugar and icing. It looked like Christmas had thrown up on a plate, then rolled around in sugar.

“This is amazing,” Nick said, squatting in front of the house. “True art. I think no more debate is needed.”

“Yes, I agree,” Mayor Red said.

“I knew you could do it,” Old Man Micky said. Grace beamed at the praise from her former mentor.

“We have our winner: the town baker, Grace!” Nick held up Grace’s hand. “And her friend!” He lifted Jordan’s hand as well.

“My boyfriend,” Grace said.

“Ho? My mistake, her boyfriend,” Nick said. “Well done you too, you’ve done this town proud.”

He walked away, and the mayor returned with a pair of golden medals. “You’ve earned these,” she said, holding them out. 
 

Grace picked hers up, her eyes sparkling. Jordan tried to take his, but dropped it. “Woah, that’s heavy.”

“Of course, it’s 24 carat gold,” the mayor explained.

“Oh, that explains it.” Jordan put on the heavy medal, feeling the weight around the silk ribbon.

“We won!” Grace hugged him tightly. “I couldn’t have done it without you.” She pulled him into a deep kiss. He heard clapping as they made out, but was too focused on kissing his new girlfriend. When they broke away, Jordan was embarrassed, but found that everyone was looking at them pleased.

This is so strange.


Chapter 31: Treasure Hunt

After the contest, Grace went off to change into her outfit for the evening proper. She was covered in sugar and other baking stuff. Jordan was relatively clean, and had nothing to change into, so decided to look for his other harem members. He saw Candy’s blonde hair through the crowd and moved to approach her. She was wearing the glittery leotard they had brought the other day.

“Ah, Jordan there you are,” Yuki said. Yuki was wearing a sheer dress that looked like ice shrouding her form. Underneath it she had on a white bra and panties that almost looked like part of the dress, naturally drawing the eye to her key features. She complimented the look with sparkly white stiletto heels. “Like what you see?”

She was clearly amused. The reason was obvious, Jordan had stopped and stared at her for several seconds. “... I do.”

“Good. Candy picked it out for me,” Yuki said. She turned, showing she was wearing a thong that left very little to the imagination. “I thought you would enjoy it.”

“I’ll have to thank Candy.”
 

“You can thank me yourself,” Candy said, appearing beside Jordan. She was grinning from ear to ear. “I may not be a genius, but if there’s one thing I do know it’s how to make a woman look drop dead gorgeous. Although, in this case it wasn’t very hard.”

“No arguments here.” He wrapped an arm around each of his girlfriends. “That reminds me. I got you something, Yuki.” Jordan reached into his jacket, pulling out a thin wide box.

***

Did he really get it? Yuki recognised the label: Chokers, Collars and Necklaces. He opened it, revealing the collar she had been looking at in the shop.

Yuki’s hand trembled as she reached out towards it. “It’s beautiful.”

“I remember you were looking at it.” Yuki picked it up, admiring the collar.

“If I’m going to wear a slave collar, it needs to come from a man who can put me in my place,” Yuki said, the challenge in her voice clear. Jordan stepped towards her, taking her chin in his fingers.

“Am I going to be that man? Or are you going to be naughty?”

Yuki bit her lips, her eyes wide and submissive. “I’ll be good, sir.” She held out the collar with both hands, looking up at him submissively. “Will you claim me, sir?”

“Such good manners.” Jordan took the collar, putting the box away. “Lift your hair.”

Yuki gasped when she felt Jordan wrapping the collar around her neck. Last time it had felt intimate, but this time it was so much more than that. It felt final. Yuki had finally found where she was supposed to be, and who she was supposed to be with. When he tightened the collar, he was securing her in place. Anchoring her to the moment that would be burned into her memory forever.

“You look beautiful,” Jordan said, pointing to a nearby mirror. Until now, there had been something missing from her outfit. From all her outfits. Yuki knew she never wanted to take the collar off again.

“I love it.” Yuki felt tears coming to her eyes. She fought to keep them back, unwilling to risk her makeup. “It’s perfect.”


“You're perfect.” Jordan came to stand next to her. Tall, powerful and strong. Her boyfriend. “You’re mine.” 

Yuki turned to face him. “I’m yours.” She stood on her tip toes, kissing him gently. “I’m all yours.” He pulled her into him, kissing her ferociously. Yuki moaned as she melted into the kiss. She had no idea how long they made out for. It was like time froze, letting her focus on nothing but the man who had collared her.

When they finally broke apart, she felt flustered and out of breath. Jordan smirked down at her, knowing that she was his now and forever. “Thank you for collaring me, m-master.”

“Master. I like the sounds of that,” Jordan said. He pecked her on the lips. “You're a good slave.”

Yuki giggled. She sounded remarkably like Candy, who looked just as thrilled as she was to see her submitting to Jordan.

“Wow, that was so lovely. I wish I had a collar,” Candy said, holding her cheeks.

“Yuki got her present early,” Jordan said. “Maybe you’ll get one for Christmas too.”

Candy giggled, wiggling her butt. “Hehe, I’ll look forward to it. We'll be a matched pair, won’t we, Yuki?”

“More like a trio,” Yuki said. She gave Jordan a faux-stern look. “We can’t forget about Grace.”

“I would never do that. I’m going to take care of all my women,” he said, voice dripping with promise.

Yuki’s legs wobbled. She looked around, then blushed. It was a busy party, and more than a few people were looking at them. “So, the next event is apparently a treasure hunt. Could be fun.”

Candy nodded excitedly. “Sure. What about Grace?”

“She’ll be back in a second. But if we’re going to do it, we need to sign up now.”

“Let’s go.” Candy literally skipped her way over. They signed up quickly, and the teams were set. They were 1 of 12 teams. To ensure that people didn’t follow each other, they all received clues that would lead them in different directions. They also got a sheet to record their answers. Grace returned before the hunt began, wearing her Santa costume. She was as impressed by Yuki’s outfit as Jordan had been, drooling over it without a hint of subtlety.

***

“Alright, teams, the game will begin soon. Get on your marks,” Nick said. Apparently he was running this too. The man was everywhere. “Go!”

He fired a gun, the bullet lodging into the ceiling of the townhall. All at once, every team ripped open their envelopes and gathered around them.

Jordan read the note aloud. “Go to where the town’s founder pitched his flag when he first arrived in the town.” Jordan looked at Grace, who shook her head. Naturally, Yuki didn’t know either. “Well, we’re fucked.”
 

“I know this one. Follow me,” Candy said. She took them out to the courtyard, where a flag had been raised with the town crest on it. On its pole, another clue had been stuck.

Jordan went to read the clue, but Candy was already walking off. “Um-”

“I know this one too, follow me.” The trio shared a look, then followed after her. This became the theme of the treasure hunt. The first few questions were local history, but later ones were more general history that they tied indirectly to a local site. No matter what it was, Candy was the first one to solve it. Jordan acted as a scribe while the other 2 followed behind obediently.

“Jeez, Candy, I knew you liked history but I had no idea you were such a nerd,” Grace said. They were walking towards the next clue, which was apparently at the top of the building.

“Huh, oh well this stuff is mostly common knowledge. Even a bimbo like me can solve clues that are this easy.” Candy made a silly face, sticking her tongue out. “It’s fun, though!”

“I’ve not solved any,” Yuki admitted.

“I got a couple,” Jordan said. Living in the town for so long had given him something of an advantage.

“Nope, not one,” Grace said, laughing to herself. “I’m more of a physical person.”

“Huh?” Candy stopped. “Are you guys just being nice? I mean, I know we’re all dating now but you don’t need to lie to make me feel better.”

“One of the questions was who our 23rd prime minister is. Who the heck knows that?” Jordan said, remembering what he felt was a very unfair question.

“I guess that was a little obscure…” Candy put her finger to her lips.

“It was insane you knew that,” Yuki said seriously. “You're a major nerd.”

Candy gaped, shocked at the revelation. “Did you really never notice that you're smart?” Jordan asked.

“No, I thought everyone remembered stuff like this,” Candy said. She genuinely looked surprised by their praise.

“Nope. I never remember anything like that, I barely know who the current PM is,” Grace said, laughing to herself. Jordan wasn't surprised. Her grades had been awful when they were at school together.

“You really should know her name,” Yuki said, although her words lacked any real bite.

“Oh well.” Grace shrugged, sticking her tongue out and touching her nose with it. “No point, Candy can remember for me!”

Candy reached behind a clock, pulling out the next envelope. She paused, rubbing her eyes. “Are you okay, Candy?” Jordan asked.

Candy nodded, smiling happily despite her tears. “Y-yeah, I’m great. It’s just… No one ever told me I’m smart before.”

Jordan wrapped her in a hug. “Get used to it.” The others joined in, turning it into an impromptu group hug. “Wait, we don’t have time for this. We need to win the contest.”

The group quickly broke apart. They got more serious when they realised they were playing for Candy’s pride, all doing their best to be as helpful as possible. Candy still did the best, but they got a few more as they rushed around the town’s hall. Grace even ran ahead to retrieve clues, then bring them back to save Candy time. When all was said and done, they reached the desk and handed in their completed sheet to Nick.

When he saw their sheet, he looked genuinely surprised. “You completed this very quickly.” He scanned the sheet, his surprise growing by the second. “Not a single mistake. Well, isn’t that a surprise.” He stood up, picking up a giant golden cup. “It seems we have our winners!”

Candy took the cup happily, raising it above her head and whooping with joy. She danced about with it, laughing happily. “I’m so clever. I beat everyone at the hunt because I’m clever.”

“We helped,” Yuki said under her breath. She rolled her eyes good-naturedly.

“Let her have it. She earned it. I doubt she really even needed us,” Jordan said. Candy was still dancing around. Grace had taken the trophy, and was waving it around pretending it was her dick.

“That’s an interesting sight,” Yuki said. Jordan could see the slightest hint of arousal in her eyes.

“Indeed it is. We sure have found ourselves an interesting set of girlfriends,” Jordan said.

“Yes, we have.”

Candy ran up to Jordan, looking like an excited puppy. “I won.”

“Yeah, you-” Candy wrapped her arms around Jordan, kissing him on the lips. He returned the kiss, this time used to having an audience. Candy’s lips were bigger than Yuki’s, feeling pillowy soft as they made-out. When they broke apart, he saw Yuki and Grace looking at them with amusement.

Yuki rolled her eyes. “Santa above, you have no self control at all.”


Chapter 32: The Big Man

Bubbles had done it. She had granted Jordan’s Christmas wish, with interest. He now had a harem, and would live happily ever after. She had stuck around for a little bit, watching them compete in the various games. They were dancing now, taking turns then swapping partners. Every man in the room was looking at Jordan with naked envy. Few people could claim to have 3 beautiful girlfriends.

Bubbles felt that, given the situation she should have felt proud. Or at least, satisfied. Yet strangely, as she watched them dance she felt strangely hollow. Nick left the ballroom, joining her in the garden. He smiled warmly when he saw her.

“They make quite a polycule, don’t they?” he said conversationally.

“They do.” Bubbles tore herself away from the window.

Nick stretched out his back, growing rapidly as his suit changed to a deep red one with white furry sleeves. He didn’t just grow taller, he also grew bigger in other dimensions ending up with a fat belly and a thick white beard. “Ah, that’s better.”

“Santa!” Bubbles stood to attention, then remembered that wasn’t a thing. “Um, I completed my mission. I granted Jordan’s Christmas wish.”

“Ho ho ho, yes I can see that,” Santa said. He glanced towards the dance floor. Candy and Grace had started a twerk off, which Jordan was judging. Yuki joined in shortly after, rolling her eyes despite obviously having a good time. He was having the time of his life. “I had meant for you to set him up with a single maiden.”

“But he asked for 3 girlfriends,” Bubbles said.

“No, he asked for 1 girlfriend, 3 times.” Bubbles stared at him blankly.

“What’s the difference?” Santa laughed again, his belly shaking.

“Don’t worry about it, my dear. They’re all merry, and at Christmas that’s all that really matters,” he said, holding his still shaking stomach. “All that being the case, you can rejoin me at the north pole once again. Christmas is only a few days away, so we need all hands on deck.”

Santa put his fingers in his mouth and whistled. He must have been confident that no one could see him, as his famous sleigh came to a stop directly in front of him with all the reindeer pulling it along. Bubbles stroked the nearest one affectionately. “Hey, buddy.” She could never tell which was which, they all looked the same to her. The reindeer whinnied, shaking its head.

“Is something the matter, dear?” Santa asked, standing with one hand on the door to his ride. Bubbles bit her lip, unsure how to answer. Most elves would kill for a chance to ride in Santa’s sleigh, but after the last few days it somehow didn’t excite her the way it used to. Nor did the idea of returning to her normal life.

“It’s not that I don’t enjoy working for you,” Bubbles began. She didn’t know what she was going to say. She was feeling something strange, and she found it hard to put into words. Some said that Santa could see into people's hearts, knowing exactly what they wanted most at any given time. She wished that was true, because then he could tell her what she wanted. Santa didn’t say anything. He just smiled at her, his rosy cheeks bright and patient. Bubbles looked back inside. Jordan was spanking Grace as she shook her booty. Seeing it made her feel happy, yet also like she was going to cry. “I don’t think I want to go back to the north pole, Santa.”

“Oh my.” Santa released the sleigh, holding a hand to his chest in shock. “Then what do you want, Bubbles?”

“I think…” Bubbles felt so guilty saying it. Elves were supposed to love their work. They lived to serve, every gift they made being made with all their heart. “... I want to stay here.”

Santa’s eyes widened in surprise. “I must say, that’s highly unusual.” Bubbles nodded, expecting him to refuse her request. She had never heard of an elf leaving to live in the human lands before. “I suppose I could allow it… but you’d have to give up your Christmas magic.”

“What?” Bubbles recoiled instinctively. As an elf, her powers were a part of who she was. Being asked to remove her magic was like being asked to cut off an arm. She would be giving up a key part of who she was. “So I’d never be able to ride a sleigh again?”

“Yes. Or manipulate snow, or create toys at speeds humans can only dream of.” Santa’s voice lacked its normal levity. Bubbles was reminded that while Santa was mostly a friendly figure, he was also a creature of immense power. A being who saw everything, knew everyone in the world's state and desires and morality at all times, and could move so fast time practically stopped for him.

“I’d be a normal human.”

“Just like everyone else,” Santa said. Bubbles felt her ears. They were pointy, a sure sign of her heritage. She thought about what she would do if she took the deal. Could she even survive in the human world? She had always managed before, but that was because she had Christmas magic to help her.

How do humans survive? She thought about what she had seen. Candy’s hotel had almost gone out of business. Grace had struggled almost as much. Yuki and Jordan had both been miserable. That all changed when she interfered. It changed when they started working together. Would they be willing to help me too?

It was a terrifying idea. She would be going into the unknown, not knowing what her future would hold. That’s what everyone does. Bubbles smiled to herself. She knew what she wanted. It was what she had always wanted.

“I’ll do it. I’ll become a human.” Santa smiled, resting a hand on her shoulder. Snow swirled around her, embracing her in a cold hug. Then… nothing. “Am I human?”

“Ho ho ho,” Santa laughed, holding his belly once again. “No, you're not.”

“Huh?”

“You're an elf. I can’t just turn that off,” Santa said, still chuckling genially. “But I must insist you don’t make a habit of using Christmas magic, unless you really need to. And of course, if you want to visit the north pole you can use a little to get in contact with me.”

“Wait, what? That’s it? Then why did you make such a big deal out of it.” Bubbles stomped her foot, feeling peeved. Santa laughed again.

“Now, you're a smart woman. I’m sure you can figure that out for yourself. You managed to make Jordan’s Christmas wish come true, after all.” He climbed into his sleigh. “Best of luck to you, my dear. I’m sure everything will work out for the best.”

Bubbles was confused. Santa was clearly messing with her, but she had no idea why. All his fake ultimatum had done was make her think about her life. “... were you testing me?”

Santa closed the door of his sleigh. He grabbed the reins, looking at her kindly. “Ho ho ho. A test implies you could fail. Nothing you could do would ever disappoint me. But, perhaps you were testing yourself.”

He whipped the reins, and the reindeer started running towards the wall. The sleigh slid across the ground, seemingly on a collision course. Bubbles had seen the trick enough times to know he would curve upwards at the last second. “Good bye, Santa.” Bubbles waved as he flew off into the air.

Somehow, despite already being so far away his voice came through loud and clear. “Goodbye, Bubbles and good luck with your love life!”


Chapter 33: Bubbles Returns

The ball was finally over. Bubbles didn't want to interrupt them when they were having fun, so she waited for them in the hotel. She felt like she was going to die of anticipation. She kept going over what she wanted to say, but never felt satisfied. When the door opened, she forgot everything she had planned.

“Bubbles, I thought you left,” Candy said. She waved to the friendly elf.

Bubbles was wearing a tiny green dress with bells hanging from the bottom, and matching gloves. She complimented it with candy cane stockings and green heels.

“I did… sort of. I stuck around a little bit, in case you needed me for anything else,” Bubbles said, looking at each of them in turn. Jordan smiled at her, letting her know she was welcome.

“Don’t worry, I think we can manage. Can’t we, ladies?” Jordan wrapped his arms around them, pulling them in tight.

“Great. If you don’t need me anymore…” Bubbles stood up, looking unsure what to do with herself. “... I’ll leave?”

Jordan frowned. He looked at the members of his harem, then back to Bubbles. “Leave?” Jordan laughed. “Why would you leave?”

“Well, I figured you’d want to start your new lives together…” Bubbles looked down at the ground. She felt more nervous than ever before in her life. Even getting scolded by Santa wasn't this nervewracking. She knew what she wanted to say. She wanted to ask to stay. But no matter how much she thought about it, the words refused to come out.

“We do.” Jordan walked over to her.

“I see. In that case I’ll leave and-” Jordan stopped her from walking away.

“Bubbles, I want you to be a part of our new life,” Jordan said. Bubbles gasped, looking at the others who were all smiling their assent.

Bubbles felt like she was going to burst into tears, this time not from fear. She was so overwhelmed she could barely speak. She couldn’t even turn to face him. She was afraid if she did she really would start crying. “You want me?”

“Of course.” Bubbles felt a tear streaming down her cheek. “Bubbles, we want you to be our girlfriend.” Bubbles finally turned back to Jordan, seeing the earnest look in his eyes. “Do you want to -”

Bubbles cut him off with a passionate kiss. She had to tiptoe to reach his lips. She wrapped her hands around his neck, pulling him down to meet her lips. “Yes. I’ll be your girlfriend. If you don’t mind dating a silly elf.”

“Of course I don’t. We love you, don’t we?” The rest of the harem gathered around her, all confirming their love for her. Bubbles felt their love washing over her. She felt more cared for, and loved than ever before in her life. There was nowhere else she would rather be.

Wiping her eyes, she looked at the harem she had helped to form. Bubbles was so glad she had been sent on this mission. So glad she had got involved, getting to know them all and falling in love with them. Finally, she knew where she belonged. Finally, she had found her home.


Chapter 34: The Big Finish

When it comes to having a harem, communication is vital. Before they began a sexual relationship, everyone involved discussed their kinks and limits, ensuring they were on the same page. Fortunately, they were compatible.

Very compatible.

Jordan had his 4 girlfriends kneeling before him, legs parted to show off their wet crotches and hands turned upwards on their knees. Only Yuki was wearing anything, her slave collar firmly secured around her neck; otherwise, they were all naked, as was Jordan. His erection stood proud as he looked down on them. “I’m going to use each of you. You will serve my cock with whichever hole I choose.” Jordan smirked down at them. “The question is. Who gets to taste my cock first?”

“Please let me, Master. I’ve known you the longest,” Grace said, crawling forward.

“No, use me, master,” Candy said. She held up her boobs, offering them to him. “I have the largest tits. Don’t you want to feel them wrapped around your glorious cock?”

“Breast size isn’t everything. Take me, Master. I’m the only slave you’ve collared,” Yuki said. She touched her collar proudly.

“Don’t forget about me, Master. You can use my elf pussy.” Candy spread her lower lips, showing him her pink insides. “You'd be one of few humans to ever fuck an elf’s cunt. It’s so wet and ready for you. I can’t wait.”

“All tempting offers.” Jordan swallowed, taking in the naked bodies of the beauties. “That being the case, I think it’s only fair we settle this with a contest.”

“Yes!” Grace fist-pumped, always ready for a contest. “Whatever it is, I’ll win.”

Jordan opened his bag of tricks, pulling out his equipment. For each woman, he had a blindfold and handcuffs. “Each of you is going to be blind, and have your hands tied behind your back.”

One by one, he secured them in place, robbing them of their sight and their hands. When he was done, he stood back to admire the matched set of sluts. “Come on, tell us what the game is,” Grace begged.

Jordan smirked, feeling particularly proud of himself. This was going to be fun to watch. “The game is simple: to win all you’ve got to do is cum.”

“Huh?” Candy asked.

“What do you mean?” Yuki asked. “How can we do that with our hands tied behind our backs?”

“How indeed.” Jordan watched as realisation dawned on each of their faces. “Begin.”

Grace was the first to spring into action. She found the footboard of the bed, spreading her legs over it and grinding her pussy against it. Her victorious moan sang throughout the air, making Jordan hard as he watched her soak the furniture. “Ha, yes.”

Yuki followed her lead shortly afterwards. She climbed onto the bed. Finding a pillow and she put it between her legs. She humped against it passionately, whining as she pleasured herself. “I’m not going to lose. I do this all the time.”

Candy was the next to move. Oddly, she ran out of the room, briefly confusing Jordan until she returned with a pink suction cup dildo in her hands. “Very clever, Candy. I forgot this was your house. You’ve already got dildos.”

“What?” Grace asked. “Damn it. I can still win.” She started rubbing faster.

Candy stuck the dildo to the wall, then lined her pussy up with it before spearing herself on it. “Hehe. If anyone else wants a dildo, go ahead and grab one; they're in my bedside table.” She bounced on the fake cock happily, riding it doggy-style. She pounded it into herself. Since they were blindfolded, none of them bothered trying to follow her advice.

“I’m allowed to use Christmas magic, right?” Bubbles asked, she turned towards Jordan, grinning proudly.

“Well, Santa said you're not supposed to, but… I don’t care about that. Go ahead.” Bubbles grinned evilly.

“This year I've been a very naughty slut, now I want to bust a nut.” Sparkles lit up the air, then a vibrator manifested between Bubbles’ legs. It turned on, vibrating so loudly the floor shook. “Fuck, yeah, I’ve not done this in years… well, with a blindfold and handcuffs on at least.”

Jordan shook his head. “I’ve never heard of Christmas magic being used to do that.”

“Ha, you think we’re just singing and being wholesome up at the North Pole. Believe me, I’m not the first elf to do this,” Bubbles said, grinding against the vibrator.

“Ha, I wish I had magic,” Grace said. She was humping furiously, determined to keep up with the others. The footboard was soaked with her juices, showing her progress.

“Master, watch me. Watch me fuck this pillow like a good slave,” Yuki mewled. Her voice was so sweet as she worked herself, her tits bouncing with each thrust.

“No, watch me. I’m your big-titty bimbo,” Candy said. She was taking the whole dildo now, her huge tits swinging about wildly.

“I’m going to win. I can feel it,” Bubbles said. She threw her head back, crying out in pleasure. “Yes. So close. I can do this.”

“I’m cumming!” Yuki cried out. She threw her head back, whining needily. Jordan watched her face contort as she was overwhelmed by pleasure, unable to hold herself back. The pillow was soaked with her juices, further proving her victory.

“Everyone but Yuki, stop,” Jordan ordered. They all whined, but obeyed, pulling away from their implements of self-pleasure.

“Edging 3 women at the same time,” Bubbles said, voice thick with arousal. “So sadistic. I love it.”

“You can keep masturbating, but no one’s allowed to cum until Yuki does,” Jordan said. All at once, they started moving again, pleasuring themselves. The power trip was addictive. Jordan joined Yuki on the bed. From their earlier conversation, he knew exactly what she liked. He was going to make her fantasy come true, while the others listened blindfolded and handcuffed, only able to listen as another woman pleasured the man they had given themselves to. “Are you ready, Yuki?”

Yuki was practically trembling with desire as Jordan undid her handcuffs and removed her blindfold, letting her see his confident grin. She knew what was coming. “Yes, Master. I’m ready. Take me.”

Jordan stroked her cheek softly, looking deep into her eyes. He had a hand on each side of her face. He slapped her. “You stupid slut. All you're good for is serving my cock.”

“Yes, master. I’m a dumb bitch that exists to serve you.” Yuki grinned like a fool. “Slap me again, please.” Jordan did as she was asked, one hand still on her other cheek, he slapped her again. “Ha. So good. You’ve got such big, strong hands.”

Jordan stroked her cheek again. “To think Yuki, businesswoman extraordinaire, gets off on being slapped like a worthless bitch.”

Yuki held his hand in both of hers. “Not like a worthless bitch. I am your worthless bitch, Master. Now hit me again.”

Jordan complied, slapping her across the face. He pushed her onto her back. Her legs fell open in a silent invitation. He spanked her pussy. “Such a needy cunt. You came straightaway. You couldn’t wait for this, could you?”

“No, Master. I needed to feel your hands on my body. I needed to feel the burn when you slapped me. I needed you.” She spread her pussy lips open, showing him her hole. “Take it. Make me yours, once and for all.”

Jordan climbed on top of her, his cock aimed at her dripping wet pussy. “Beg for it, you stupid slut.”

“Please, Master, I can’t wait any longer. I need your cock inside me. I know I’m a worthless cunt, but I want to feel your amazing dick inside my useless fuck hole.” Jordan held her cheeks again. Naked arousal burned in her eyes. She wanted it. She wanted it badly. He thrust into her at the same time as he slapped her, feeling her cunt go wild as he penetrated her. “Yes. So good. Thank you, Master. Thank you for using this worthless slut!”

She was wet and tight, her arousal making her welcome Jordan’s cock lovingly. He moved gently, letting her adjust to his size. “Such a good slut.”

“Harder. Don’t be gentle. I want you to wreck me,” Yuki husked. She pulled him down into a burning kiss, rocking her hips to meet his thrusts. Jordan made his movements harder as they made out, their tongues rolling about as he took her. Yuki moaned into the kiss, lost to pleasure as he fucked her hard on the bed.

All around them, Jordan’s other sluts were listening to the wet sounds of Yuki getting fucked. Unable to even watch. Jordan was in complete control, just the way they liked it. Jordan hadn’t ordered them to be silent, but they refused to say a word. They all knew what to do without discussion; this was Yuki’s moment. They weren’t allowed to interfere. They were cuckqueans.

Jordan grew bold as he saw Yuki could handle him. He moved faster, grabbing her hair and tugging her hair back as he pounded into her. “You belong to me, slave.”

“Yes, I’m your slave. You’ve collared me and made me yours.”

“Forever.”

“Forever.” Yuki squeezed him, her eyes watering with pleasure. “I’m going to cum. Slap this stupid slut for cumming!”

Jordan took her cheeks in his hands, holding her steady as he slapped her again and again. This time he alternated hands, making her feel even better as he pounded her and slapped her at the same time. “Mine.”

“I’m yours. I’m your stupid slap slut. I’m… I’m cumming.” Yuki screamed out as she squirted all over her master’s cock, the pleasure overrunning her. When she was done, Yuki’s throat was hoarse, but the look on her face was one of pure bliss. “So good.”

“We’re not done yet, slut. I’ve still not cummed,” Jordan said, still pounding into her. Yuki whined, wrapping her legs around him.

“Do it. Cum inside me. Fill this dumb slut with your thick jizz. It’s all I’m good for.” The sound of their hips slapping wetly filled the room. Jordan grunted as he felt his pleasure building. His cock twitched inside her. “Yes. I’m a stupid cumdump. Fill me up.”

Jordan slipped a hand down, rubbing her clit furiously as he felt his own orgasm hit. Yuki gasped as pure ecstasy hit her. She had her third orgasm of the night at the same time as Jordan’s. She howled with ecstasy as he filled her up, his hot cum flooding her cunt. He pulled out, leaving her giggling like a fool. “Good slave.”

“Yes, I’m Master’s good slave,” Yuki babbled, grinning in her afterglow.

Jordan looked around the room. His other slaves had stopped masturbating when he finished with Yuki, edging themselves again. “Who wants to taste my cum?”

“I do,” Grace said before anyone could get a syllable out. Jordan pulled her blindfold off, smirking at her. Taking the back of her neck, he showed her the cum dripping out of Yuki’s pussy.

“Feeling thirsty, cunt?” he asked, lips pressed against her ear.

“I’m parched,” Grace said, licking her lips. “I want to taste it so badly.”

“What do you think, Yuki? Should we let her have a drink?”

“This dumb slut has no opinion, Master. You decide who uses my body, and how,” Yuki said, rubbing her sweaty chest.

“Magnificent.” Jordan gently pushed Grace between Yuki’s legs. “Drink it all. Drink my cum from Yuki’s pussy like the pathetic cuckquean you are.”

“Fuck yes.” Grace dived in, lapping at Yuki’s folds with reckless abandon. “So good. You're making your cuckquean so happy, Master.”

Jordan watched her lick his cum out of the other woman's pussy, his cock getting harder by the second. His first instinct was to fuck Grace as she licked Yuki out, but he knew she would prefer something else. “Candy, come join us on the bed.”

Candy rushed to obey, almost tripping in her haste. Jordan lifted her blindfold, seeing her eyes glowing with excitement. “Are you ready for me, Master?”

“I am.” Jordan pecked her on the lips. “It’s time for you to show everyone what a good bimbo you are.”

Candy giggled, her chest bouncing with joy. “Yes. Use me however you want, Master.” Her hands were still cuffed behind her back, her posture meant her hefty breasts were presented to him. Seeing her like that, it was obvious what Jordan should do.

Kneeling in front of her, he slipped his cock between her magnificent globes. Candy purred as he peeked out the top, his cock almost touching her lips. “You know what to do, bimbo. Let me feel those lips.”

She kissed his tip, her pouty lips rolling around his glans as she made out with it. Jordan groaned at the feeling, shifting his cock in and out of her tits. It was still slick with Yuki’s juices and his own cum, letting him slip between her tits smoothly. Every time it was close enough, Candy would kiss, lick and suck his tip. She lavished it with love, swirling her tongue about expertly. “Such a good boob job. And to think, this is with your hands cuffed behind your back.”

Jordan undid her cuffs, then laid back on the bed. Candy was quick to use her new freedom, squeezing her boobs around his cock and hefting them back and forth. The feeling of fucking her chest was great. They were so soft and big. She moved them together at first, then independently. At every point, she was entirely focused on bringing him as much pleasure as possible. Her devotion shone through. All she wanted was to serve him. “Do my bimbo tits feel good, master?”

“Yes, they’re fantastic.”

“They’re so big and slutty, because I’m a bimbo. I’m your bimbo.” Candy giggled, licking his tip. “This is what huge boobies like these are for. They exist to give tit jobs to powerful men like you.”

“Yes, you're such a good bimbo.” Jordan groaned, feeling his cock twitch in her tits.

“You're going to cum, aren’t you? Don’t hold back. Cover my fat tits in your superior cum. I want you to paint my fat, bimbo bitch tits in your seed.” Hearing her dirty words, Jordan couldn’t resist anymore. He came hard, his cum shooting out all over her chest and face. Candy squeaked when the first glob hit her cheek, before giggling as she was covered. By the time he was done, Candy was completely covered in cum. “So much jizz.”

“You deserve it.” Candy scooped some off of her chest, putting it in her mouth and moaning lewdly.

“Tasty. Now I see why that slut is so eager to get it.” She pointed at Grace, who was still happily licking away at Yuki’s pussy. Jordan gave her a spank on the ass, making her whine with joy.

“Clean yourself up, slut. I still want to use that cunt of yours.” Candy giggled, scooping up the cum from her chest with her hand and licking it out of her palm. The sight of her so greedily drinking his cum was enough to get Jordan hard again.

“How do you want me, Master?” Candy asked, once she was finished cleaning herself.

“Bubbles, get up here.” Bubbles obeyed quickly. Jordan removed her handcuffs but left her blindfolded. He arranged Candy and Bubbles so they were in the 69 position. He then took a position standing next to the bed, with his cock lined up with Candy’s pussy. “Bubbles, you're going to eat Candy out while I fuck her cunt. If you do well, I might use you afterwards.”

There was no way Jordan wasn’t going to fuck each of his sluts. But saying that wouldn’t be as much fun. Bubbles and Candy started eating each other out passionately, their moans filling the air. Jordan joined in, sliding into the wet cunt of Candy. “Ooh, yes, master. Fill my bimbo holes with your giant cock.”

Jordan spanked her. Her ass jiggled hypnotically as he started pounding into her. “Such a slut. Fucking both me and Bubbles at the same time.”

“I can’t help it. I love cock, but I also love pussy. They’re both so yummy.” Candy proved her point by swirling her tongue around Bubbles’ clit, driving the well-edged slut crazy. Bubbles, for her part, was licking everything she could. One moment she’d be attacking Candy’s clit, the next she was running her tongue along Jordan’s balls. She was everywhere, all at once, bringing pleasure to everyone she could.

“That’s it, suck my balls, whore.” The smell of sex was thick in the air. The 4 horny women’s juices soaked the sheets and filled the air.

“Yes. I love this. I want this forever. Tinkering on the edge of her orgasm, while pleasuring my wonderful girlfriend and boyfriend at the same time is wonderful,” Bubbles cried. She watched Jordan fuck Candy right over her face while getting her own pussy eaten.

“Ha, my tits. You grabbed my giant bimbo fuck-melons.” Jordan had reached over, and was kneading the bimbo’s boobs passionately. As soon as he touched them, her arousal skyrocketed. She started dripping juices, her pussy clenching like mad as she raced towards her orgasm like a runaway freight train. Feeling her pussy undulating around him, Jordan’s own orgasm rapidly approached.

“Cum with me, bimbo. 3.” He sped up, squeezing her chest so hard it hurt. Candy moaned lewdly. “2.” He twisted her nipples. “1.” It felt like time was slowing down. The gap felt too long. Jordan could feel Candy's orgasm was approaching. He held steady, pushing her to the edge. “Cum with me, bimbo.”

The instant she had permission, Candy was rocked with pleasure. Juice squirted out of her pussy as she squirted for the first time in her life. Bubbles was directly below, so got blasted in the face and even in her mouth. She laughed madly as she was sprayed with girl cum.

“Good bimbo.” Jordan pulled out. Candy fell to the side, panting from exhaustion.

“Ha… I’ve never…” She saw Bubbles. “Oh, goodness, I -”

“That was so hot,” Bubbles said. She was literally dripping wet. She had been soaked by Candy’s squirt, and loved it. Bubbles licked her lips, savouring the taste of Candy's juices. “We’ve got to do that more often. I never knew it was possible to squirt so much.”

Grace got up on her elbows, moving away from Yuki’s pussy. “Can I drink the cum from Candy’s pussy, Master?”

Candy giggled at the bizarre question. “Go ahead and answer her, Master. My bimbo cunt belongs to you, after all.”

Jordan smirked, loving his role. “Only if Candy sits on your face. And since you're leaving Yuki without giving her an orgasm, I think it’s only fair that she punishes you. Don’t you, Yuki?”

Yuki grinned sadistically. “If that’s what my master wants, I’ll happily obey.”

“Yeah, I totally deserve to be punished,” Grace said, licking her wet lips. “Go ahead. Do whatever you want to me, I love a good punishment.”

Yuki held a finger to her lips, seemingly deep in thought. She grinned wickedly as she positioned herself between Grace’s legs. “Okay, in that case, I’ll edge you while you eat out Grace. See how much your pathetic pussy can take before you’re begging to cum.”

Grace swallowed visibly aroused. “... As you wish.”

They arranged themselves so Candy was sitting on Grace’s face, getting her pussy cleaned. And Yuki was between Grace’s legs, licking her pussy with skill born of experience. Having already been edged multiple times, it didn’t take much to get Grace turned on again. Within seconds she was tense, her body begging for release… then Yuki stopped. Grace whined as she kept licking out Candy, relishing the feeling of being cucked yet again. “Everyone's getting off but me. Fuck yes, deny me.”

“Don’t worry, Grace. I’m going to give you a very thorough punishment.” Yuki got back to work, intent on living up to her promise that Grace would beg.

Jordan turned back to Bubbles. The elf was still blindfolded, lying naked and obedient before him. “You're sure this is what you want?”

“Yes, gag me; sex dolls don’t need to talk,” Bubbles said. Jordan put the ball-gag in her mouth, silencing her. All of his harem members had their own fetishes, many of which were unusual to some extent. But Bubbles was the most bizarre. She wanted to be gagged and blindfolded and then used like a sex doll. Literally.

Her small build made it easy for Jordan to pick her up, while she let herself go limp. He slammed into her pussy. Bubbles let out a tiny sound before she managed to school herself back into silence. Jordan smirked. “Such a disgusting sex toy. This really is good for nothing but masturbating with.”

***

Bubbles bit down on the ball-gag, moaning. Jordan was matching her fantasy perfectly. He was strong enough to pick her up like she was weightless, then fuck her like a literal toy. Her pussy clung to him like a second skin, dripping wet from her bizarre fetish being realised. Yes. I’m a sex toy. I’m not a person; I’m just a warm, wet hole for you to fuck.

He kept pounding into her, his cock stretching her open like never before. “Fuck, look at that. Those 3 are so hot.”

Bubbles almost came when she realised what he was saying. While he was using her, he was watching the girl-on-girl-on-girl action, getting aroused by them instead of her. It was like she really was just a masturbation tool. Fuck. My hole feels too good. I’m going to cum.

Bubbles had been edged too much to hold back. She came, her juices dripping down his cock as the pleasure assaulted her in waves. She couldn’t keep her voice in, crying out into the ball-gag despite her efforts. Jordan clicked his tongue. “It even has a voice mode. That’s cool. I think I’ll keep this sex doll.”

He even made her orgasm degrading. Bubbles didn’t think the fantasy could get any better, but he did it. Before she knew what was happening, she was cumming again. Her last orgasm led straight into her next, her pleasure skyrocketing. This time she let her voice go wild, loving the idea that even her orgasm was just another form of entertainment for her owner.

She felt Jordan’s cock twitching inside her. He was getting close. He sawed into her rougher, getting more frantic in his motions. “That’s it, sluts. Eat each other’s pussies. But remember, Grace isn’t allowed to cum. Not without my permission.”

“She’s a good cum eater,” Candy said, panting for air. “I think I’m going to cum on her face soon.”

“Ha, yes, squirt on my face. Make me dripping wet. I want to look just like Bubbles,” Grace babbled, lost in the pleasure brought about by repeated edges.

“Let’s cum together. You on Grace’s face, and me in this sex toy,” Jordan said, speeding up his thrusts. Candy nodded, biting her lip as she tried to maintain her composure. “Not yet.”
 

“I’m so close, Master.” Candy whined, feeling the pressure starting to build.

“Now.” Jordan released inside Bubbles, filling her with thick cum. At the same time, Candy let the floodgates loose, squirting all over Grace’s face. Grace lapped up the cum hungrily, relishing the chance to taste the beautiful bimbo’s juices. When he was done cumming, Jordan placed Bubbles on the bed. Bubbles couldn’t stop a dumb grin spreading across her gagged lips. He pulled out the ball-gag, ending the sex doll roleplay and allowing her to speak again. “So, how was it?”

“That was… the best. I knew it would be good, but it was so much better than I ever dreamed of.” Bubbles giggled crazily. “Thank you. Thank you for using this sex doll.”

Jordan kissed her on the forehead. “You’re welcome. That’s 3 of my sluts I’ve used. So there’s only 1 left.”

***

Yuki was still eating out Grace. The ginger had tears in her eyes now, the constant denial having her red in the face. “Please let me cum. I can’t hold out any longer. I’ll go insane.”

“Hehe, I knew I’d make you beg,” Yuki bragged. “What do you say, Master, shall we let her cum?”

“There’s only 1 appropriate way for a slut to cum.” Jordan climbed onto the bed. “On my cock.” Yuki moved aside, letting Jordan take his position. He lifted Grace’s ass up, while her face was planted into the bed. “Tell me what you want, slut.”

“I want your cock. Please, I’ve been a good cuckquean. I watched you pleasure every other woman, and I didn’t cum once. It’s my turn now. I need it.” Grace reached back, spreading her pussy lips apart to show just how wet she was. “Take me. Make me yours. I’ll do anything you want. Just. Fuck. Me.”

“So pathetic.” Jordan spanked her ass, making her shiver with need. “Very well, I’ll let you taste my cock.” He rubbed his cock against her slit. Even this simple action had her shaking with need. Seeing she couldn’t take much more, he entered her.

She orgasmed. The mere act of being penetrated was enough that she lost all control, gripping the sheets as she cummed on his cock without reserve. Jordan laughed at the sight of her, feeling her press down on his cock with all her might.

“That was easy. To think you were such a quick release,” Jordan teased. He started rocking his hips, using her through her orgasm.

“Aw, the little cuckquean cums so easily,” Candy cooed, an evil glint in her eye.

“I can’t help it. Master’s cock is special.”

“It is. But you’re also pathetic,” Bubbles said.

“Such a weak slut,” Yuki added.

“A loser,” Candy said. Every insult made Grace strain around him tighter. This had been one of the more surprising kinks. Grace loved being insulted during sex. She had practically begged the others to get involved, insulting her relentlessly while Jordan used her. The results spoke for themselves. She was cumming again after only a few more strokes, her pussy going wild as they spat endless insults at her.

“I know. I’m such a pathetic slut. All I’m good for is being Master’s obedient cuckquean,” Grace said, covering her face. Through the gaps in her fingers, Jordan could see her expression of pure bliss. “Insult me more, I deserve it.”

“Slut.”

“Bitch.”

“Cunt.”

The cruel words kept flying. When that wasn’t enough, they started spitting on her. “So pathetic. Are you going to thank them for wasting their spit on you?” Jordan asked.

“Yes, thank you for spitting on this worthless cunt,” Grace said. She was rubbing the spit into her skin, writhing about in pleasure. “Please spit on me more. I deserve it for being so pathetic.”

Jordan spanked her again. Her ass wasn’t as jiggly as Candy’s, being more toned from her sports, but she was no less fun to punish. Like Candy, she was a masochist who got off on the pain. The sound of her moaning in joy was music to Jordan’s ears.

“Hey, you forgot to eat the cum from my cunt,” Bubble said. She lifted Grace’s head, then buried it in her pussy. Grace obediently started licking, using her tongue like a scoop as she tried to suck out the cum from the elf’s pussy. “How’s it taste, slut?”

“So good.” Grace moaned, bliss overwhelming her. “It’s so much better than my cunt. All of you are so amazing, and I’m just a worthless cunt who lives to slurp her master’s cum out of your perfect cunts.”

Grace kept cumming seemingly without end. The constant edging meant her orgasms came hard and fast. Jordan was pleased, but he wanted to push her further. An orgasm that would blow the rest away. “Cum inside me, Master. I’ve filled my mouth with your cum, now fill my cunt with it too!”

He spanked her again. And again. He felt the tension grow. He clenched his teeth, then bottomed out inside her and released it all with a groan. Grace orgasmed when he filled her, finally marking her insides. Her own juices squirted out as she screamed from her strongest orgasm of the night.

When he was done, Jordan fell to the side, feeling thoroughly exhausted. He couldn’t remember ever having so many orgasms in such quick succession. He found a pillow that wasn’t wet and rested his head against it. Grace crawled next to him, resting her head on his chest. “That was amazing.”
 

“You were amazing, Grace.” He stroked her hair. She closed her eyes, enjoying the pampering. Candy slipped into position on his other side, looking up at him expectantly. He stroked her hair too.

“Hey, where do we sleep?” Bubbles asked, seeing both sides were taken.

“I guess we go on the edges?” Yuki took a position next to Grace, draping her arm over so she was spooning her with a hand on Jordan’s chest. Bubbles copied her on the other side.

“Next time, we get to be in the middle layer,” Bubbles said. Candy wiggled her butt against her crotch. “Not that being here is so bad.”

Jordan laughed softly, falling asleep. “Goodnight, I love you all.”

“We love you too, Master.”


Chapter 35: Christmas Day

“Woah, this website is so cool,” Candy said, marvelling at the laptop screen.

Yuki preened under the praise. “See I told you I could have it done in time for Christmas. Now, it’s still a little basic in parts but it’ll appear on major search engines including ones that seek out specific hotels.”

“Awesome.” Yuki and Jordan had explained the business plan to Candy. A large part of what they had done was improving her web presence, or rather making it exist in the first place. Candy had never been one for computers, having inherited a distrust of them from her parents. Yuki had convinced her of their necessity in the modern world, and offered to manage the website. “So, will this help people find us?”

“Definitely. We’re already getting traffic. Once the social media blitz is done, we should see a drastic uptick in bookings, in fact…” Yuki clicked onto a new page. “We have our first online booking. Mr Steel will be staying for 3 nights in January."

“Wait, we don’t need to do anything? It’s just automatically gone through?” Candy looked at the device in wonder.

“Well, technically we have to approve it, but more or less. The money should be entering the business account shortly,” Yuki explained. Candy hugged Yuki, beaming up at her girlfriend.

“This is so amazing. I can’t believe you did all this in so little time.”

Yuki blushed, hugging her back gently. “I made a similar website once. I was able to borrow a lot of the code from that.”

“Still, this is crazy. You're amazing.” Candy looked at Yuki, eyes filled with earnest admiration.

Yuki sighed softly. “You really are too sweet, you know that, right?” Candy giggled, she always loved being praised.

“My, you’ve got Yuki acting all saccharine again,” Jordan said. He was leaning against the doorframe with a wolfish grin. “You’ll have to show me how you do that.”

“I’m sweet with you too,” Yuki said, breaking the hug and brushing the creases out of her clothing. “Sometimes.”

“That’s true.” Jordan joined them in the room. “Yet I always want more.”

“I’m always sweet,” Candy said. She skipped over. “Did you see the website Yuki set up?”

“I did. It's great.” They had worked on it together, so Jordan had seen it already, although Yuki did the lion's share of the work. Jordan had been focused on managing the finances and other details. Candy’s financial management had been a mess, leaking money for no reason other than that it was the way her parents had done things. “Grace asked me to fetch you guys. Apparently she has something to show us in the bakery.”

“Right.”

***

The trio headed out into the main lounge of the hotel. It was packed with people, despite it being midday. The reason for this was obvious. Grace’s kiosk was set up, with dozens of sweet treats on display.

“Jordan. Look, I made you something,” Grace said, rushing out from behind the counter. She was wearing her new apron, with the logos for both Graceful Desserts and the Snow Job Inn on it. She was holding a massive gingerbread house, covered in perfectly sculpted icing spelling out his name with a heart around it. She had placed candles on the roof of the house as well, 25 of them to be precise. “Happy birthday, darling!”

“Happy birthday!” His harem parroted.

“It looks delicious, thanks, Grace.” Jordan patted her head, making her giggle happily.

“Hey, I helped too,” Bubbles said, rushing out from the bakery. Ever since she came back, Bubbles had been working with Grace as a baker. She had come to love human food, but that didn’t mean she didn’t still love making sweet treats. She levelled Jordan with a stern look. “I want a head pat too.”

“Only you could make such a cute request sound like a threat,” Jordan said, patting her head too. Bubbles melted under the gesture, her earlier stern attitude forgotten.

“Shh, don’t ruin it,” Bubbles said, her voice far away and dreamy.

“Shall we have it now?” Candy asked, taking it and placing it on a table. “It is time for our lunch break.”

“If you keep feeding me like this I’m going to get fat.” Jordan wasn’t really complaining, he loved being fed so much.

“Aw, guess we’ll just have to help you burn off the extra energy,” Grace said. She licked her lips.

“With sex,” Bubbles said, finishing the thought. Jordan snorted at her brazen tone. Fortunately, no one in the cafe was paying too much attention to them. Bubbles super speed meant they had all been served and were busy with their own things.

“Now, blow out the candles,” Grace said. Jordan did as she asked, blowing them all out in a single breath.

“Besides, it is your birthday,” Candy said. She pulled out a knife from the basket on the table. “You’ve got to celebrate.”

“I can’t believe you never told me your birthday was Christmas day. If Grace hadn’t told us, we’d have missed it.” Yuki crossed her arms.

“Heh, I guess it just slipped my mind. Things have been so hectic lately.” Jordan scratched his cheek. He took the knife, cutting the first piece off of the gingerbread house and offering it to Yuki.

Yuki rolled her eyes. “How can I stay mad at you?” She kissed him on the cheek. “Just remember, we’re celebrating properly tonight.”

“How?” Jordan asked. His harem members all smiled, sharing a conspiratorial look. “What aren’t you telling me?”

“Don’t worry, it’s a good surprise,” Candy said. She took a piece of gingerbread, moaning as she bit into it.

“More secrets?” Jordan huffed as he cut another piece of the gingerbread house.

“It’s your birthday. It’s only natural we’d want to surprise you a little,” Bubbles said, accepting her piece of the sweet treat. “Don’t you trust us?”

“Well, considering the last surprise you organised for me, I guess I’m willing to trust you.”

“What did you wish for?” Bubbles asked, plucking a candle out of her piece.

Jordan smiled earnestly at the loves of his life. “It's already come true.”
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