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Christmas. The most wonderful time of the year. Children dance and sing. Their faces shine bright with youthful hope and wonder. Friends and strangers are met with cheer and warm greetings. Everyone smiles and wishes you Merry Christmas and Happy Holidays. It is the happiest season of all. 

At least that’s what the song blaring over the speakers tells us. In reality, shoppers scramble around looking for the last few gifts before they scurry home to wrap them in secret. 

A fierce woman with wide shoulders and frizzy red hair barrels past me. Three screaming kids follow her. Their faces are the same colour as the bright red ribbons tied around every railing. I clutch my handbag closer as I sidestep the train wreck of a family and send a silent thank you to the powers above that I don’t have to deal with children this Christmas. 

The mall is packed with people. An impressive feat considering it’s Christmas eve and everyone is supposed to be tucked up in bed or out celebrating with their families. I can see the disdain plastered on the faces of everyone walking by. 

They wish they were anywhere other than here. I sigh, letting my shoulders drop. Gift giving is my least favourite part of the holidays. Our homes are stuffed with useless nicknacks that end up in a dump somewhere, or regifted later.

My eyes glaze over as I look at yet another dazzling display in the store window. Flickering lights that sparkle on every available reflective surface add to the pounding in my head. I turn away, desperate to give my eyes a break from the gaudy decorations. 

It’s late and several shops are starting to close for the night. It sends a panicked wave through the shoppers. I fight my way through the stream of bodies towards the quieter end of the mall and where it balloons out into a wide open space. 

Large red, white and gold baubles hang from the glass domed ceiling. They direct your attention to the grove of trees and a small cottage in the centre of the space.

The trees circle around the cottage, giving a small amount of privacy to the people working there. The roof of the wooden cabin pokes above the treeline. What I assume is a mist machine, blows out smoke from the chimney.

The winter wonderland island sparkles with thousands of lights that are woven around trees and the path leading through the mini-forest. Surrounding the entire thing is a low picket fence that holds back fake snow. The entrance is a tall wooden archway, accented by icicles and clumps of snow. On the face of it are two words painted in red.

Santa’s Grotto.

I  stand at the entrance, debating going in to look around. From the outside, it looks like a 
maze of trees and the occasional wooden reindeer. I’m suddenly glad I didn’t come here during the day. The line to get in must be huge. 

My feet stay firmly planted. No matter how hard I try, I can’t seem to walk away. Something about the forest draws me in. Before I realise what I’m doing, I take a step forward. Then another, until I’m standing on the cobblestone path that leads further inside. 

I lean in, trying to peek around the line of trees but I can’t see anyone. I take another step. It looks empty. Santa and his elves must have gone home for the night. 

The path is shorter than it looks from the outside. A clever corner and well placed trees make the whole thing seem like an actual forest. I can’t help but touch one of the frosted trees on the side of the path. 

In the centre of the grove, just in front of the cabin, is a low stage. Garlands hang off of and wrap around every surface. A massive golden chair with red velvet cushions sits in the middle of the stage. On either side are large sacks filled with presents. 

I hold my breath as I approach the stage, listening for anyone inside the cabin.

Then I snort.

I’m being stupid. There is no one here. But for a second, the nearly solid wall of trees around the cabin and stage, almost made me forget that I’m in the middle of the mall. If I focus I can see the bodies of shoppers hustling past the trees. Some stop to admire the grove, but they are quickly moved on by the urgency of getting gifts. 

The overly peppy music brings me back to reality. I need to get out of here and buy my last few gifts too. I take in the big red chair again. It looks more like a throne than a place where the jolly old fat guy sits. 

“Don’t do it,” I whisper to myself. “Just walk away. It’s just a chair, you don’t need to sit in it.”

Despite my self-talk, I find myself stepping up onto the stage. The red velvet cushions are as soft and plump and they looked. I sigh, dropping my handbag to the side and lean back into the chair. 

Something is wedged between the seat and armrest. I tug it, careful not to rip the browned paper. A squished scroll flops limply in my hand. I unravel it, revealing the words naughty and nice written in elegant script and accented with gold. Below each word is a list of random names. 

“Excuse me?” A deep voice cuts through my thoughts and makes me jump. “Can I help you?”

I drop the scroll. It rolls off my lap and wedges itself between the cushion and armrest again. A tall and lean black guy stands in front of me, near the edge of the stage. He wears green skin-tight leggings and a tunic that barely covers his hip bones. 

My eyes snag on his package before I have to tear them away. He folds his arms and raises a brow. Not in annoyance but in a curious kind of way. As though he discovered something different and interesting. 

“Sorry, I was just looking.”

His eyes shine with mischievous delight. This could have gone so much worse. Maybe if I play the naive card, I can get out of here without any consequences. 

But before either of us can speak another guy also wearing an elf costume rounds the corner. He is white, shorter but stockier. Blond tufts of hair stick out from under the silly elf hat. His dark brown eyes narrow in on the black guy.

“Ryan did you-” he stops dead in his tracks when he sees me sitting in the chair. “Uh, who are you?”

Another elf joins us. This guy is tan, tall and looks like a supermodel. I don’t know how this place managed to hire so many good looking guys, but suddenly I’m thankful that I wandered in here. All of them look at me then at each other. Their gorgeous faces are twisted in confusion. 

“I’m really sorry, I was just checking the place out,” I say. Their focus snaps back to me. The blond guy speaks. He rubs the back of his neck, showing off his massive bicep. My clit pulses, waking up. 

“We’re kind of closed.”

“Yeah, of course. Sorry, I didn’t see a sign.”

The blond guy glares at Ryan. 

“You didn’t put the sign up?

“I thought it was your turn.”

“I did it yesterday.”

“What the hell are you guys arguing about?” Another deep male voice joins in. 

Everyone stops to watch as Santa climbs onto the stage. They must have all come from the wooden cabin. It makes sense that it functions as a storage and change room. It would be pretty traumatic for a kid to see Santa duck into the toilet stall and turn into some random old guy. 

Except this guy isn’t old. 

Actually, he looks like he’s in his mid-twenties. He is tall with broad shoulders and stunning blue eyes. The rest of his face is covered in a fake curly white beard and his body is hidden by a large red suit. A pillow is stuffed under his red jacket to give him the typical rounded belly that Santa is known for. 

In reality, he probably has washboard abs and barely any fat on his body at all.

“Ryan forgot to put the sign up, so this lady walked in,” the blond says, jutting a thumb in Ryan’s direction. 

“I’m sorry, I can go.” I stand up, stretching my legs. 

I adjust my jeans, pulling them up slightly. Their high waist accentuates my curves. When I look up, I see four sets of eyes staring at me. 

“We’re closing the place down for the night,” he sends Ryan a look that has the black guy scooting off to hang the sign, “but you’re welcome to hang for a bit.” He closes the gap between us. The stage creaks under his black polished boots. 

“Aren’t you a little young to play Santa? Don’t they usually hire old fat guys?” I ask before I can stop myself. 

He chuckles and pats his belly.

“What makes you think I’m not fat under all this?”

I give him a sceptical look that makes him tip his head back and laugh louder. He sinks into the chair like he was born to sit in it. “The regular guy got food poisoning. Poor bastard. These guys asked if I wanted the position for the night.”

I turn to watch the elves stand at the edge of the stage. Even though they look ridiculous in bright green tights and pointy hats, they somehow rock the outfit. No doubt a fair few mothers will be fantasising about elves tonight. 

And I might be joining them.

“You know you’re supposed to help pack up your highness,” the tan elf says. He rolls his eyes as though this is a regular interaction between them. 

“Why do you think Santa has so many elves in the first place?” He shoots the elf a wicked grin. I can’t help but giggle. 

“So it’s true, Santa uses slave labour to make all of those toys,” I say. Santa holds up his forefinger in front of his lips. 

“Shh.”

“So, are you ready for the big day?” I ask. 

“Big day?”

“You know, delivering presents to all the children of the world. Must be tiring. I hope Mrs. Claus has a nice meal prepared for you when you get home.”

“This Santa doesn’t have a Mrs. Claus. Although,” he says, shifting in the seat, “if you’ve been a good girl, I might find my way down your chimney tonight.”

His eyes grow dark with lust. A thrill shoots down my spine, making my skin tingle. An incessant throb starts between my legs. It pulses with every heartbeat. 

I can’t believe I’m lusting over a total stranger who is dressed as Santa. Something must be wrong with my brain. It’s been a while since I’ve had this kind of flirty banter. I can’t stop the words from tumbling out of my mouth. And part of me doesn’t want to stop myself either.

“And if I’ve been a bad girl?”

Santa’s eyes lighten with surprise before immediately going dark with hunger. His hand goes to his beard, stroking it. His eyes look me up and down. I can feel the same stare coming from the three elves at my back. 

A brief flicker of doubt sparks in my chest. I’m going too far. These guys are strangers and we’re in the middle of the mall. What are they going to do, bend me over and one by one fill me with cum? 

My pussy pulses at the mere thought of being stuffed full with these cocks. The elves are all packing monster dicks. That much is obvious through their tights. It would be wrong to take all of them on, more so because we’re in the middle of the mall. If someone looked hard enough they would catch us.

But my clit and pussy won’t stop quivering. Heat spreads to every part of my body. My arousal must be obvious in my face because Santa’s grin widens. I wonder if he is thinking about the same thing as me.

“Let’s find out,” he says, reaching for the list of names. 

The tan elf places a hand on my lower back. His fingers edge close to the swell of my ass. With a gentle nudge, he pushes me forward.

“Sit on his lap,” he whispers in my ear.

His breath tickles the sensitive skin behind my ear. I suck in a breath, filling my lungs with his musk. He smells like man and candy canes. 

I slide onto Santa’s knee. My plump ass presses against his muscular leg. One of his hands circles my hip, pulling me closer so that I’m nestled against his pillow belly. My thigh brushes against his crotch. A thread of excitement spirals through me when I notice that his cock is stiff beneath all the red fabric. 

“Now, let me see,” he says in his best old man voice. “What is your name?”

“Melinda”

Santa hums as he scans the list of naughty and nice names. As he reads I shift, rubbing my leg against his dick. It twitches, calling to me. Santa clears his throat. 

“Ah, there it is. And would you look at that, you are on my naughty list.” He lowers the list to look directly at me. “It seems I need to punish you for being a bad girl.”

“Really? Where?” I lean in, sliding closer to his body. His body heat radiates through the costume and warms mine. 

Santa pulls the scroll away and tosses it into the large sack that rests against the chair. He grabs my hip and pulls me further onto his lap. The back of my thigh presses against his rigid cock. 

“Doesn’t matter. You were caught trespassing in my grotto and that definitely puts you on the naughty list.” 

I bite my lip but I can’t fight the grin that spreads from ear to ear. The elves close in around us, adding an extra layer of protection and privacy from the bustling chaos outside. 

They clasp their hands behind their back, leaving their bodies exposed. Ryan’s cock is huge. It is so thick that I can see the outline of it straining against the bright green of his tights. A muscle in my hand twitches.

Santa’s hand rests on my leg and curls around the inner side of my thigh. His thumb draws small circles that send sparks shooting through my too warm body. I turn to face him.

“I’ve been such a bad girl.”

“Bad girls need to be punished.”

“Then will I be on the nice list?”

His hand slides up my leg, inching dangerously close to the bundle of nerves that begs to be touched. 

“That depends on how well you face your punishment.” He leans back, caressing my thigh with more force. Every pass of his hand moves a little closer to my core. My hips rock against his leg, begging for some stimulation where I need it most. 

He’s enjoying dragging this out. He wants to be in charge and I’m more than happy to let him order me around. I lick my lips. His eyes drop to the tiny pink tip of my tongue.

“How should I punish you?” His voice is low, heavy with desire. 

“Make her shovel some snow,” Ryan says. 

The elves and I burst into laughter. The heated moment dissipates for a second. But one glance back at Santa has my pussy clenching. Juice drips out of me, soaking my underwear.

“Maybe.” His voice rumbles out of his chest and shoots through me like a bolt of lighting. My nipples stand to attention, alive and needy. “Or maybe I’ll make you polish some icicles. And, if you do a good job, I’ll let you play with my sack.” 

Santa’s hips grind against my leg. His cock is rock hard. I roll my hips, matching his rhythm. The elves shift closer. One of them lets slip a groan.

“How many icicles does Santa want me to polish?”

Santa’s scans the elves, then returns his gaze to mine. The corners of his eyes crinkle in a wicked grin. 

“Four will be enough. Think you can handle that?”

“If it gets me on the nice list, I’ll do anything you want me to.” I look at the elves. They stand perfectly still, waiting. “With as many people as you want me to.”

Santa pulls me closer so that I’m completely on his lap now. His cock digs into my ass. I grind against him as he leans in to whisper in my ear. 

“You’re getting turned on by this, aren’t you?”

“And if I am?”

He groans before ghosting his lips against my earlobe. My breath hitches. The soft curls of his bears tickle my skin. I swallow hard as my body begins to tremble. 

“Then you’re a dirty girl.”

“Does Santa prefer nice girls?”

“Definitely not.” He shifts me onto his lap so that my back is pressed against his pillow. He grabs my hips, pulling me closer to his throbbing cock. “Show me how dirty you can be. I want to watch your mouth suck on their cocks.” 

I lick my lips. Blood roars around my body, making my skin warm and my heady fuzzy with lust. I look at each elf and one by one they step closer. 

Their dicks twitch when I glide my fingers over them. There is nothing but a thin layer of 
fabric separating them. My fingers wrap around the tan elf’s cock. He groans when I massage him through his tights. 

Ryan steps a little closer, his massive prick demands my attention. I use my other hand to rub him through his tights. Their hips buck, pushing themselves further into my hand. 

I’m stunned at how big they are. Each guy has a cock that will fill me up completely and stretch the walls of my tight pussy. I stare at Ryan’s. His will definitely stretch me further than I’ve ever been stretched. My pussy clenches and I rock my hips against Santa. He groans and grips my hips harder. 

“You’re teasing us,” Ryan says. His voice is husky and deep. “Good girls don’t tease. You wanted to be good, right?”

“I do, but you’re all so big.”

“Are you scared that we’ll split your pussy in two?” The blond elf says with a smirk.

“I’ve never had such a big cock before. But I want it.” I lick my lips. It’s true, I want to suck on their cocks until they are shooting their loads into my mouth. I want to feel them pounding into my dripping pussy, claiming my needy hole. 

These men are total strangers. I should be horrified at the thought of sharing my body with guys who I only met a few minutes ago. But the feeling never comes. 

All I feel is a deep need to be filled by them. I need their cocks deep inside of me, stretching me completely.

I’m such a slut and I love it. 

“Don’t worry babe, it’ll only hurt a little. Then it’ll feel so good.” The tan elf pulls the waistband of his tights down. His cock springs free. 

It juts out, pointing towards me. The wide head tapers out into an even wider shaft. Veins line the sides and a thick ridge bulges underneath. My insides clench tight, imagining it pumping into me.

On instinct I grab it. He jerks his hips and groans when I stroke him up and down. His cock throbs in my hand.

“That’s it. Just like that.” His voice is barely above a whisper. His words are like a drug, pushing me to pump him a little harder. A tiny bead of precum dribbles out of his slit. I massage it into the tip of his cock. 

The other two release their cocks so that I have three standing erect in front of me. I grab the two on either side of me. My hand grips the base of their cocks and I start pumping at an 
even pace. 

Santa’s hands slide between my legs and caresses my pussy through my jeans. His other hand slides under my sweater and shirt to palm my boob. His rough hand scraps against the stiff peak of my nipple. 

He undoes the button and zip of my jeans before sliding his fingers down. I gasp and jolt when his fingers find my clit. His breath is hot and heavy in my ear.

“She’s so fucking wet,” he growls to the others. Their faces are contorted in deep concentration. They want me as badly as I want them. 

To my disappointment, Santa pulls his hand away from my nipple and clit. He grips the back of my head with one hand and grasps my jaw and throat with the other. I wince when he pushes his thumb and fingers against my cheeks.

“Open wide for them,” he says. He flexes his fingers, opening my mouth a little more. I stick out my tongue, welcoming whoever wants to use my slutty mouth first. 

The blond steps up forward. My head is completely immobile, so when he presses the tip of his salty cock to my lips, I can’t pull away. Not that I would ever want to.

I lock eyes with him as I drag my tongue from under his cock to the very tip. His lip curls at the corner. Lust fills his eyes as he grabs the base of his cock. 

“I’m going to fill that tight mouth of yours and make you choke on my fat cock.” His voice is husky with need. It shoots straight to my nipples and clit. I groan and roll my hips against Santa’s length, wishing his fingers were buried inside me. 

With one quick thrust, the blond shoves his cock into my mouth. It slams against the back of my throat. He pushes harder, forcing himself in deeper. Santa tightens his grip and pushes me further onto his friend’s cock. 

My throat is completely filled. When he moves my gag reflexes kick in and I choke on him. He pushes in a little further as my tongue fights against the underside of his cock. Santa keeps his grip tight. 

“Fuck, she’s taking it like a whore. Yeah, slut, suck on it like that,” he grunts. 

My head and vision swim from lack of oxygen. Spit runs down my chin and drips onto my thighs. Just as the corners of my vision darkens he pulls out. 

I gasp for air. Tears stream down my face, joining my spit. My heart thunders in my chest and pulses in my brain. He pushes his cock back in before pulling it out again. My lips form a tight seal but pull back in on themselves with every inwards thrust. 

My hands find the strength to keep pumping the others. Their cocks pulse and thicken in my hands. The blond pounds into my mouth as Santa keeps my head still. I let him control me, relishing in the dirty feeling of being used as a sex toy. These strangers don’t know who I am but they enjoy using me as a plaything. 

The cock in my mouth grows thick and heavy. His strokes become uneven. Frantic. He grunts as he nears his climax. I open my mouth a little wider, letting him in even further. 

He jerks forward, slamming into the back of my mouth. Hot cum shoots down my throat. I gleefully swallow this stranger’s cum. He pulls out so that his cock rests against my lips. With a few tugs, he squirts out a little more. I lick it up, enjoying the salty taste. 

My throat is pleasantly sore and my brain is foggy with lust. I don’t pay much attention to what they are doing to my body. They position me so that I’m standing between Santa’s legs. One of the elves bends me at the hips. I grasp onto the top of the chair to keep my balance. 

From this angle, Santa has perfect access to my tits. He knows it too because she lifts up my sweater and shirt. My boobs swing freely between us. He rolls my hardened nipples between his fingers. I whimper and rock my hips, desperate for some release. 

I don’t have to wait for long. One of the elves pulls my jeans down to my ankles. He drops to his knees and buries his face in my soaking slit. A strangled groan leaves my throat. 

“Quiet,” Santa says as he slaps one of my tits. His fingers grab and pull my nipples. “We don’t want anyone catching us.” 

I bite down on my lip but can’t help the groans from escaping. The face between my legs sucks on my lower lips, drinking up my juices. His tongue flicks across my clit, making my legs weak. 

“Please,” I whimper, “fuck me. Please, I need your big cock in my pussy.”

“Needy slut,” someone says. His hand smacks against my ass, making me hiss in pain and pleasure. “Naughty girls don’t get to make demands. They take whatever punishment is coming their way. And then they say thank you.”

“Thank you for punishing me,” I mumble. 

“Better,” Santa says in my ear. His beard tickles my face. My arms tremble from keeping me upright. I gip the chair tighter to stop myself from reaching between my legs and rubbing my own clit. 

Santa pulls me forward and roughly grabs one of my tits. He dips his head enough so that he can take the sensitive tip into his mouth. I groan when the wet heat of his mouth envelops 
my nipple. His tongue and teeth work on it, sending shockwave after shockwave straight to my clit and clenching pussy. 

The man who is eating me out moves his mouth to my back entrance. His tongue plays with my tight bud, teasing it.  He pushes the tip of his tongue inside, spreading my unused hole. I gasp from the new sensation of being stretched there for the first time. 

His tongue flicks against my back entrance, lubricating and relaxing the area. He pulls away only to replace his tongue with one long finger. 

“Her ass is so tight,” he tells the others. “She’s going to milk my cock like a needy slut. Isn’t that right?” He pushes another finger into my ass. I groan, feeling the muscles in my ass fight against him. It is a delightful combination of pain and pleasure. 

I rock against him, hoping that he will get the message and move his fingers. I stifle a groan when he pulls his fingers out completely. I look over my shoulder to see Ryan standing behind me. His monster cock is positioned at my back entrance. 

He shoots me a wicked grin before he pushes the head of his cock into my ass. Santa’s hand shoots to my mouth, silencing my scream. Pain radiates up my spine and makes my vision waver. 

“Her ass is too tight,” he grunts. He stays still, letting me adjust. 

Santa brings his free fingers up to my dripping slit. He circles my clit with one finger. Then too. He rolls my nub between his fingers, coating them in my juices. 

“Relax, you’ll enjoy it more,” he whispers against my neck. 

I focus on his fingers until the pain in my ass fades. When Ryan moves a wave of pleasure takes over my body, making me tremble. He thrusts in and out of me, picking up speed and power. 

Santa’s fingers play with my clit. Sparks of pleasure dance between my legs and add to the tantalising pressure that builds in my ass. Soon I’m panting. Every thrust pushes me closer to the edge of ecstasy. 

All at once, I come. It takes over my body like a living thing. It thrashes and rages inside me, pulling sounds from deep in my chest that I didn’t know were possible. I shake and tremble between the two men. 

My pussy clenches, reeling from my orgasm. More juice leaks onto Santa’s hand. His fingers make a squelching sound as he rubs my clit, bringing another wave of bliss crashing over my head. 

My ass clamps around Ryan’s cock. It sends him over the edge. He grunts as he pumps steamy hot cum into my back passage. It burns inside me, reminding me that no man has ever been there before. 

I collapse onto Santa when he pulls out. My arms and legs finally giving up on me. Santa pulls me onto his lap, holding me tight against his pillow. 

“Ready for more?”

I can’t imagine what my face must look like to him. Heat prickles my skin. Saliva and cum are dried to my chin and my eyes are unfocused. I grin and nod. 

My pussy clenches in agreement. 

I won’t be satisfied until I’ve had every cock unload inside me. I grab at Santa’s pants, pulling the loose fabric down. His massive cock is like steel. Rigid and hard. I slide over him, guiding it to my desperately clenching pussy. 

He groans when I sink onto him. His cock twitches inside of me, heated by my stretched walls. I rise up and fall back down, sinking even further onto him. His fat prick stretches parts of me that have never been stretched before. 

I arch my back, relishing in the full feeling he gives me. He grabs my hips, encouraging me to move. I bounce up and down on him, taking in his girth. 

“Don’t forget about me,” the tan elf says. He grabs my hair, temporarily stopping my movements. 

I brace myself as he pushes himself into my used ass hole. My lower body clenches around the huge cocks inside of me. They press against each other, pushing my inner walls to their limit. My head falls back and I groan when the elf starts moving. 

I match his speed, bouncing on top of both of them. Their dicks slide in and out of me, hitting every sensitive spot along the way. My moans are breathy. Stars burst into my vision seconds before another wave of ecstasy takes over me. 

I jerk, humping against them, chasing my orgasm to the edges of its limits. They hold onto me, pressing their large muscular bodies against mine. My head spins with lust. I have no idea what is going on and I don’t care. All I need right now are the firm cocks in my holes. 

The elf’s cock twitches before cum explodes from the tip. It floods my ass with creamy, white cum. I clench around him, milking every last drop out of his softening cock. 

He pulls out, giving me the space I need to ride Santa like my life depends on it. Santa grips my ass and slams me onto his cock. 

My hands grip the top of the chair again. I bounce up and down on him, taking in every inch of him. He groans. His fingers dig into my round ass. 

“Fuck,” he groans. “I’m going to come in your pussy. Fill you with my seed until it pours out of you.” 

My pussy clams around him, strangling his cock. His head falls back against the chair, a long groan escapes his lips. The chair creaks under us. I ride him hard, not caring if we are making a lot of noise. 

A final wave of pleasure sparks through me. My fingers drop to my clit. I rub myself, bringing another orgasm crashing through me. My clenching pussy clamps around Santa’s cock, bringing him with me. 

He slams my hips down, keeping me pressed tightly against him. Ropes of sticky cum shoot into my fertile womb. I rock against him, squeezing my inner walls. Another hot load shoots into me. 

I rest my head against his shoulder. Our breaths take a moment to even out. He cups my ass, giving it a pat. I straighten to look into his eyes. 

“I think you earned your place at the top of my nice list.” He grins and gives me a wink. “Well, now that you’re a good girl, what can I get you for Christmas?”

I glance at the faces of the grinning elves behind me before turning back to Santa.

“All I want for Christmas is you.” I turn to the elves. “And you, and you, and you.”


















Dear Reader,



Thank you for choosing my book. I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I loved writing it. If you’re like me and adore reading books about submissive women, powerful alpha men, gangbangs, BDSM, and lots of hot sex, then check out my Author Page
 for more stories like this one.



Don’t forget to leave an anonymous star review. This helps other people, like us, find more of the books that we love. Make sure you follow my Author Page
 so you don’t miss the next book!



I love hearing from readers. So don’t hesitate to contact me at tessrycard@gmail.com





Wishing you a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!




Love,

Tess
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