
        
            
                
            
        

    
	[image: A picture containing text, clipart

AI-generated content may be incorrect.][image: Image]

	 

	 

	 

	 


[image: Image][image: Image]Heads-up 

	This book contains some…adult themes.

	So please be prepared for TWs Guidelines to follow on the next few pages, so please read them.
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	This Book is chalk full of
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		Opens with sex scene

		On Pg. Explicit Graphic Sexual Situations 

		Lots of Profanity



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	Rated-R Reader Discretion is Advised 18++

	Don’t Forget to check out the back of the book for language glossary, as well as pertinent info about the other and other genres.

	



	


We Hope you  enjoy this Book!

	 Don’t Forget to leave a Review!

	Authors appreciate your valuable time.
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Where the Party 

	[image: Image]@Y’all!

	 

	



	


Note

	from the Author

	[image: Image]

	Hola, hola, hola! 

	Feliz Navidad …Joyeux Noël.. Bon Chrismeusse

	 

	Well, hello my awesome reader, I am so excited that you purchased this book. I wrote these little morsels as a spur of the moment, “hey, I don’t have any Christmas books,” idea years ago (hope you can’t tell LOL!). 

	They’re not very long, they’re simply to get you in the mood for Christmas, my ALL-TIME  fav holiday, and hopefully maybe even bring you a yuletide Love on top of it! LOL.

	I absolutely love this time of the year, because humanity is gentler, sweeter, and the spirit is there to do bigger, better, and more loving things towards our fellow humans (I wish everyday could be Christmas!)

	And I especially love being surrounded by my huge ass Puerto Rican/Louisiana French Creole Family; even if they get on my last nerve! LOL. 

	Equally, I know that this time of the year can be heartbreaking for some, as well as trying for those who may not have family, may be missing loved ones who have passed on, those who are far away from home at this time doing their duty to the country they love, our Service men & women (we thank you!!! Always!), I extend my love and family to you (you may throw them back lol, but we are here). 

	So here is my Christmas wish to you…

	That You be loved…May your Christmas be filled with Love… Joy…Peace…the ones nearest and dearest to you…whether through thoughts…or their physical nearness…the gift of the feeling that makes Christmas so amazing…and the dream of a more loving tomorrow… 

	With So Much Love,

	Alexandria Infante & Family
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Tell me what you do…
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	To make this a special time of the year!

	 

	First, I’d start the Week before, because my birthday is December 17th, so I always… must …throw an Ugly Sweater Party. I get to break out my executive chef skills, making party platers, Christmas Sangria, lots of Festive Drinks like Snowballs etc., and of course y’all COQUITOS!!!! Christmas ain’t lit if we ain’t got no coquitos! LOL (I’ll put some recipes in the back of the book)

	Then on Christmas day…I used to purposefully wake my kids at the butt crack of dawn (the teenagers especially, tee-hee-hee, they fricken hate that) make an extravagant breakfast, watch the Thanksgiving Day Parade, (it came on Christmas Day in Cali) then around 9am, we opened gifts, and traded past gift stories, as well as past gift horrors; (when my teens would literally go back to their rooms and go back to sleep lol.). Then my youngest, my mom, my abuelita, and I would spend the rest of the day cooking and just reminiscing on Christmases past, because we went to Midnight Mass, so no church on Christmas Day.

	Later that day, my brothers, sisters, cousins, aunts, uncles, friends (you get it, the entire fam) would come over, then we’d all sit down to dinner, and just enjoy each other’s company.

	We don’t do that anymore unfortunately, as both my aubelitas have passed on, my mom is 80 now so she doesn’t cook anymore, and my children are all grown, making Christmas memories of their own now. As well, I moved to New York city eight years ago, so my youngest and I cook an awesome meal together, go see the Nutcracker, and paint the town red; I fricken love that kid!

	Email me and tell me yours!

	LOL, I’d love to hear them! @BooksByeAle@gmail.com Subject line: what I do for Christmas

	



	


Nothing Comes Easy,
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Chapter One

	Alphabet City

	Thursday 
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	*Isolde Breaux *

	I disliked…

	[image: Image] Christmas, didn’t believe in Santa as a kid, and deadass don’t believe in him now. Although my family loved Louisiana French Creole Christmases, I hated them. Especially the going to midnight mass part. Then they would precede to parade his fat tubby ass throughout the rest of the day, and I just felt like why.

	I wasn’t poor, so there was no animosity towards him, as far as gift-giving was concerned, or of feelings of me being sad because my parents couldn’t afford what I truly wanted. No, as an only child my mother spoiled me rotten one might say. I just never gave into the supposed magick and belief that others did, so  that caused them to be benevolent to each other at one fucking time of the year, while turning around and shooting someone in the back the very next day.

	As a child, I always felt like, why can’t people be nice to each other year-round, so that same kid saw Christmas as a farce; for sale, with no actual merit, for people could buy their way through the season, never once being held accountable for their shitty acts, because ‘hey, it’s Christmas.’ Therefore, to me why even indulge. Unfortunately for my family and friends, I still felt that way to this very day.

	I groaned as I peered at the elf costume, regretting the fact that I’d promised my girls that I would attend some anonymous Christmas party thrown by some one-off friend of theirs. 

	Seriously, who throws an anonymous Christmas party, seems like an oxymoron. I mean, I’ve been to masquerade Christmas parties, themed Christmas parties, ugly sweater Christmas parties, but anonymous? That was just stupid to me, unless some shady shit was actually going down. 

	Equally, I’d only said yes, as I had no actual plans tonight, my books weren’t in at the library, I wasn’t dating anyone, so for some strange reason I didn’t relish being at home tonight. I felt like something was in the air, as cliché as that may sound.

	I mean, don’t get me wrong, I fricken love my stay-at-home time. There’s no joy in this world to me like curling up with a good book and a cup of tea, wine or hot coco on the weekends, however for the last year and a half, that was pretty much all I’ve done. Therefore, I promised the girls that I’d hang with them tonight, despite my supreme urge to call and cancel.

	Anyway, an anonymous Christmas party made absolutely no sagacity to me, for I had assumed that the point of Christmas was to allow others to see your deeds, which is why I imagined it so fake. And my mother actually did that competition shit with the neighbors, to see whose house was the christmasysiest, and it made me want to wretch every fricken year. 

	Like we were doing Candy Cane Lane with Eddy Murphy or some shit. I glanced towards my cell as it rang, groaned as I walked towards it, then snatched it up grinning slightly as I saw it was Kiesha.

	“What up,” I said, when she chuckled.

	“You’ll be ready, right? Amber and I are literally almost done, and should be headed your way within the next ten minutes. With traffic, it’s going to take a bit, so yo ass should be ready,” she snapped playfully, when I exhaled noisily.

	“Fine, now bye… so I can get ready,” I moaned.

	“You aren’t even ready yet, Is,” Kiesha fussed, when I laughed.

	“I will be if you get off my phone,” I sent back laughing.

	“Fine, cow,” she said and promptly hung up. I chuckled, snatched up the costume, then headed towards my bedroom, still regretting my decision to go.

	 


Frosthaven Kingdom

	Throne Room

	Somewhere near the Netherlands
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	*Niklas Sinterklaas*

	“And this is true,”
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	Nikalas asked as he continued to study the parchment from the Elders, inscribed from the Gods. 

	“Yes, the prophecy will only cement, giving you the Christmas magick you need once you have taken Father Christmas’ place. Your father, milord, and that cannot be done without a wife,” Jarl stated, brows furrowed slightly.

	Nikalas continued to stare at the parchment, completely dismayed. When he was chosen as Father Christmas after his father, Agier of Everfrost had receded to the Gods, he had no notions that this would be a decree. Equally, he had no notions if he even wished to have a wife or not, for he had not ever contemplated it. His main concern had been keeping Frosthaven intact, well oiled, adhering to those before him, especially the wishes of the children.

	“Equally, milord, she must be human,” Jarl said, when Niklas’ mouth dropped, and his eyes widened in disbelief.

	“Whatever, for, Jarl, surely this is a mistake, for it has never been done, ” he cried stunned.

	“With the way preoccupations are on the human side of the divide, there is no vastness of Yule love, and even less for Sinterklaas as of the days of old; for the affairs of man have indeed caused it to suffer. Therefore, the Gods deem in order for the magick to take shape this epoch, milord, it must be blended with human essence, for it is from them, the belief comes. And if milord can convince one who does not believe to believe, then the magick would be tenfold,” Jarl exhaled smiling, when Niklas scowled at him.

	“Yet again, Jarl, I am to do this how?,” Niklas fussed as he left his throne now to pace.

	“Alfhild has previously prepared what milord will need, to blend with the human world,” Jarl smiled, clapped, when the young maiden elf drew forward smiling brightly, as she handed him a stack of parchments.

	“And this is, Jarl,” Niklas snapped exasperated now.

	“What will allow and aid for milord to pass as human. Now, you must read it in its entirety to understand them. I would suggest since we have a limited duration, that milord do it through magick, as that will prepare him before the twelfth chime,” Jarl smiled once more, when Niklas groaned.

	“And I am to venture there, alone?,” Niklas questioned shocked, when Jarl shook his head no.

	“No milord, Alfhild will venture with you, for she has dwelled among the humans many times now, and even has vast knowledge of them,” Jarl returned, when Alfhild’s mouth dropped, and her eyes widened.

	“Milord,” she squeaked, for it had only been the once, and for a short duration. Now Jarl wished for her to traverse the king, and Father Christmas to the human world! Jarl waved off her address, then smiled at the king.

	“Now, you must make haste milord, as it is nearly the tenth chime, and you must have knowledge of the human world before the Twelfth Night begins, when the magick of Christmas night will cement milady as your queen and Mother Christmas,” Jarl said waving the king off, he scowled once more, then nodded as he walked towards his chambers. 

	Alfhild glared at Jarl then, wishing that she could most definitely box his pointed ears.

	“Jarl, I have no notions of the human world, why would you pledge this to milord? I tarried there for mere increments, not at duration. Equally, I have no notions of humans, save what Prospero informed me!,” she fussed, when he waved it off handing her the volume.

	“This is a codex on humans, their societies, and régimes. We have no choice, Alfhild, this I vouchsafe! If the king does not find a human wife before the twelfth chime on Christmas Eve, then it ushers in the Twelfth Night, and all is lost! We will have lost the Christmas magick, and he will cease to exist. It is in the edicts, and he must know this,” Jarl fussed back, when Alfhild exhaled noisily.

	“Now, this one, I believe will make the magick even brighter, for she has absolutely no belief in Father Christmas, even as a child she did not believe. If he can win her heart, allowing her to believe in truth, then we shall have magick of old, Alfhild, ” Jarl clapped gleefully as he handed her what the humans called a photo of the human maiden.

	“And I am to find her where, Jarl,” Alfhild snapped peering down at the photo.

	“At a Jul celebration, is this not wonderful! She will be formidable, yes, however, if she yet celebrates Jul, then there is hope, Alfhild, can you not see this? Equally, the first frost has already begun,” Jarl cried, gesturing to the windows, as thick blankets of snow pelted the windows. 

	This was not an unnatural occurrence, for this was what the kingdom of Frosthaven was.

	“I have no notions of who you are anymore, Jarl, but I will do this, if it will cement his magick, for him, not you,” Alfhild snapped back,  shook her head, then walked from the throne room leaving Jarl there as well.

	Jarl inhaled deeply, for that marked his heart. That Alfhild would imagine he had no cares for her, the kingdom, nor their lord. He yet loved her with every breath that escaped him, as if she were the sibling he never had.

	Yet, this was the will of the ancients, as well as what would benefit the kingdom and its people. He would soothe her ire with him once she returned.

	



	


King’s Chambers
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	As Niklas…

	[image: Image] caused his attire to change testing the parchments with his magick, he scowled down at what the humans named a suit and tie, peered at the parchments once more confused, then shook his head. He glanced up at the knock, when his brow furrowed even more as Alfhild walked into his chamber.

	“And this is how humans attire themselves, Alfhild,” he asked his confusion still quite evident, when she chuckled.

	“Yes milord, but only when they attend this work of place,” she sent back, when he nodded, then flipped the parchments to the next page. 

	They spent the next chime studying the human codex, how to attire himself, what a work of place actually was, what he would do at this work of place, and how he was to blend in with humans.

	At the eleventh chime, Alfhild nodded, satisfied for now. She would instruct him on their journey, as well as when they arrived at the human place through the divide. 

	Equally, she had constructed a spell with elven magick laced with Fionna’s fae magick, which would allow the king to communicate with humans on their level. It would also alter his voice, and aid in his appearance. The king as far as Alfhild was concerned was a very striking man, however, the fae magick refined his rough edges, the allure allowing him to appear a bit more softened like a human. She knew that they would need quarters, spendeture, and most of the articles that humans acquired.

	“Now, we must attend a Jul celebration, where Jarl believes you will find this human to wife, the female in the photo,” Alfhild instructed as she handed him the human photo. As the king stared at what Jarl had indicated was a photo, she could not read his expression.

	“I imagine this is well, she is extremely beautiful. Yet, I remain disordered, Alfhild, and do not recognize why the Gods would summon this of me, and not my forefathers,” the king stated shrugging.

	“I have no notions either milord, however we shall attempt to see it through. Now, you must attire yourself in this,”  Alfhild instructed, when the king chuckled as she handed him his suit.

	“I am unsure of this, Alfhild. Equally, why this,” Niklas asked as he accepted his suit holding it up with a wry grin.

	“For you are wholly the fashion in the human world, milord,” she laughed wiggling her brows, when the king chuckled for a second time.

	Alfhild tapered his hair, trimmed his beard to nearly flush with his skin, and he appeared several decades younger. However, the human female was near to a baby compared to milord’s six-hundred years, nonetheless, elven magick was not akin to the same. He would appear equal to the human female in years, as far as appearances were concerned. 

	At the twelfth strike of the chimes, Alfhild turned to peer at her king. He exhaled deeply, nodded, when she drew her hand
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