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Jennifer Eve runs Naughty & Nice Confections, famous for its sweet treats and naughty chocolates. She’s got sugar to stir and no time for Christmas magic—until Mitch, a very real elf, shows up offering her a job at the North Pole.

When he asks her to be his mistress, Jennifer assumes the worst. He insists it’s a title. Somewhere between magic and misunderstanding, things start heating up faster than her candy thermometer.



She makes the candy. He brings the magic.
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Alana thought she was simply having a little holiday fun... until Santa showed up. Charming, bold, and sinfully irresistible, he made her Christmas wishes come true in ways she never expected.

One night of naughty fun turns unforgettable... especially when the beard comes off.



One naughty night, one unforgettable twist.
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“I think the cock should be a bit bigger.” Jennifer tilted her

head to the side and studied Santa’s private dimensions.

Her assistant, Tracy, nodded. “I agree.” She tweaked the mold to allow Santa a little more length. “How’s that?”

Jennifer pushed her russet hair back behind her ear and narrowed her blue eyes. “Works for me.” She picked the mold up. “Make at least a dozen more. Then we’ll start on the elves.”

She watched Tracy hurry away and sighed. They had about three days to come up with all the molds and implement them. The

candy wouldn’t stay fresh if they did it sooner. Plus, she had to worry about all the other sections of her candy store, Wicked Indulgence.

There were tooth fairies to stock. Wedding item, both naughty and nice. Those were year-round. Now Thanksgiving was over, a whole two days ago, Jennifer needed to concentrate on Christmas. Her clients already asked her when the display would be ready.

She rubbed her temple and told herself she would complete

everything in time. She always did.

Tracy hurried back with the list of the other candies they would make. “We’re working on snowmen, elves, and the reindeer.”

Jennifer blew out a breath. “Give me a sample of the deer nuts as soon as possible. Have John whip up a batch this evening, and I’ll set out samples tomorrow. If they disappear, then we’ll stock them as an item.”

Tracy nodded and made a note. Her brown eyes leveled on

Jennifer. “You sure you don’t need a break from this?”

Jennifer arched an eyebrow. “I’m sure. Now quit worrying. Sleep is overrated anyway.”

“Sleep and sex.” Tracy shook her head sadly. “Two things no

woman should ever do without.” Her brown eyes studied Jennifer’s

face. “Been too long. Don’t you want someone waiting at home?”

Jennifer shrugged. “Business first. Pleasure later.” She would

never admit aloud that sleeping by herself was a depressing reality.

One she had no idea how to change. At least she helped others let

their wild side loose.

She glanced toward the partition that separated her regular

business from her somewhat wayward candy. Naughty Novelties emblazoned across the top in large, crimson letters. And behind that partition? Candy you certainly wouldn’t find at a mainstream

distributor.

Tooth Fairy suckers with large breasts. Jennifer made her generously endowed. The real trick was to make sure her wings didn’t fall off while they created her. Miss Fairy came in cherry, orange, and blueberry. There were also chocolate suckers.

Hard candies that depicted breasts, pussies, and cocks. An even large sucker that depicted people fucking. There were heterosexual, homosexual, and even a ménage a trois. Quite a

mouthful.

There was flavored whipped cream in cans safe to use anywhere

on a person’s body. Homemade Jell-O shaped like penises

and pussies. And different flavored syrups that lovers could use all

over willing bodies.

Jennifer hadn’t started out with the naughty side of business.

But soon, demands rolled in from friends who asked if she could

make candy perhaps a bit sinful. She found she could. Word soon spread, and Jennifer’s business picked up considerably.

She now had a website and a catalog she sent out twice a year.

Several of the sweet treats were mainstream. But there was a growing popularity for the somewhat sexier side of candy.

Tracy tapped her pen on her notepad. “John says no problem

on the deer nuts. He’s going to use that recipe you gave him.” She

chuckled at the thought of her husband’s craftsmanship. “He seems

to be having a good time.”

“Excellent.” Jennifer closed her eyes for a second. “How about

we make miniature elf suckers? Both naughty and nice. I think the

kids will like those.” She snickered. “The nice ones.” She glanced at her assistant.

“Great.” Tracy made another note, nodding. “And we’ll do the snowman poop?”

“Sure. Giveaways at the front door for the first dozen kids each day. But I also want the snowman flasher. John still has the

molds, right?”

“Already on the table.” Tracy laughed. “He’s got the kitchen all decked out right now. Like a kid in a candy store.” She glanced

at Jennifer, and they both laughed.

“I want the display ready in three days. No later than.”

“Sure.” Tracy assured her one last time and left the room.

Jennifer watched her go and looked around. Three days wasn’t impossible. And it would be well worth the effort. She yawned and stifled it quickly. No sleep for the wicked. Or at least for the owner of Wicked Indulgence.

* * * *
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JENNIFER OPENED HER store to utter chaos. There were at least a dozen people on the sidewalk already waiting for her to unlock the doors. She did, quickly, and stepped back. The customers filtered through, and Jennifer watched them.

At least half headed straight back behind the partition to check out what naughty things had been created this year. Jennifer tried her hardest to come up with new and unique ideas for the holidays. She also employed at least three more staff than usual to help her

with the overflow.

There was a cash register on the naughty side so all Jennifer’s customers could purchase their items without scandalizing others. And one person who specifically stayed at the partition so no little person wandered through and was educated prematurely. She chuckled and turned back to the counter.

Jennifer looked outside and smiled. A light snow fell softly. Just enough to make her long to be out in it. To catch a snowflake or two on her tongue. She absolutely preferred winter and Christmas was her favorite holiday. Hands down.

Red and green ribbons and tinsel decorated every inch of her store. Silver and gold tassels hung from corners. There were silver and gold bells draped throughout.

Wicked Indulgence utterly embodied the holidays and all that

was good in them. The smells, the sights, and the sound. Jennifer

picked up an instrumental compact disc she adored. It was upbeat

but mellow. The tunes wove through the store fostering the exact ambience she craved.

Jennifer watched a mother with two small girls step inside and

smile as staff gave the children a gift bag with marshmallows and a couple of suckers. The woman inhaled deeply and immediately began shopping.

John made gingerbread right now. The smell filtered through the store. Jennifer didn’t stock gingerbread houses. But she took orders for personalized gingerbread. One of her oldest clients ordered family gingerbread every year.

Each cookie handcrafted to reveal the recipient’s likeness and

hobbies. Matriarch gingerbread for her customer. Wide-brimmed

hat and clutch for the cookie. And a small string of pearls around its neck.

Jennifer snuck away briefly and went back to the kitchen to

talk to her head chef. She inhaled deeply at the smell of chocolate

and gingerbread. Jennifer was certain heaven smelled the same.

She chuckled at the sight before her. If she thought the front was chaotic, then the back was pure madness.

“Put the sugar in after. After!” John scowled at one of the assistant

bakers, a boy in his teens. Easygoing and mellow away from

the store, John was an absolute terror in the kitchen.

“Yes, sir.” The boy nodded nervously and fixed his mistake.

Jennifer’s lips twitched. “Santa’s going to bring you coal if you

keep scaring the shit out of my employees like that.”

John scowled. He would probably be pulling out his hair if he had any. His blue eyes darkened dangerously. “I don’t care what the old guy brings me. Maybe he’ll gift me with someone at least knowledgeable enough to handle simple directions.” He glowered

at the boy again.

Jennifer tugged on his sleeve. “Come here, taskmaster.”

“Make it quick.” John glanced toward the ovens. “I have another

batch coming out in five minutes. And if I don’t decorate them then...” He let the sentence trail off.

“Yes. I realize what a catastrophic event that would be.” Jennifer

nodded. All the candy would be ruined.

“What do you need?” John glanced around the kitchen to make

sure all his instructions were heeded.

“I’m going to need more Santa sticks and Santa sacks. Double the order on the deer nuts.”

John rubbed his hands together and grinned. “I knew those would go over great.” He smiled and showed the dimples Tracy was enamored with. “All gone?”

“Almost.”

Jennifer had come up with the idea to join two almonds with a bit of syrup. Then the almonds were covered and lightly covered in granular sugar. They looked just like a miniature replica of deer nuts. Customers were crazy over them. One company already ordered five pounds for their annual Christmas party.

“Anything else, boss?” John looked at the oven again, and Jennifer

smiled.

“Just more of the same. Lots of happy customers.” She hugged him quickly and stepped back out front.

There were two lines at the registers with at least four people each

in them. Jennifer hummed a Christmas carol under her breath and

opened another register.

* * * *
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MITCH STEPPED INTO the candy shop and looked around. It was decked out to the hilt with Christmas decorations. There were angels and Santas in every corner. No elves. He snorted. Go figure.

Highly underrated workers.

He tugged the hat down self-consciously on his dark, brown hair and glanced around again. The proprietor was doing good business. He lifted his head and inhaled deeply of the lovely scents

in the shop. Too bad he’d probably have to close it down.

His hazel eyes roved over customers and workers until they

narrowed on a woman who seemed to be giving orders. Mitch shook his head. The owner is a woman?

He reached around in his pocket before he found his cheat sheet. J. Eve. Well, shit. No first name. He assumed it was a male. Next time he would ask for a complete name. No surprises that way.

Mitch moved forward until he was within a foot of the woman. Pretty. As far as mortals went. Brown hair with striking blue eyes. Curvy underneath that sweater and jeans. He stuffed his hands in his pockets and stepped back abruptly as she moved forward.

The last thing Mitch needed was a distraction. He would take care of business later. First










































[image: ]













































[image: ]







[image: ]

















[image: ]









[image: ]













































[image: ]















































































[image: ]







[image: ]























[image: ]



















































[image: ]
































[image: ]


































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CANDY
BY CANN TNMAN

M\\\Vw\\\w ¥,
=

CHRISTMAS






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





