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      Asmon

      Naughty. The thick letters glint in the light of the fire. Smiling, I make my way over to the book, anxious to prepare for this week’s entertainment. Glancing outside, my heart constricts as I watch North Pole Proper prepare for my uncle Kringle’s funeral. At least I’ll have something to distract me. Though his death is truly something to mourn, the fact that I wasn’t invited is just salt to the wound.

      I take a shuddering breath and return to business - no use dwelling on things that can’t be changed. Glancing down, I spot a slip of paper sticking up from just under the cover. Curious, I open the book and stare down at the spidery letters slashed onto the page.

      Good luck finding someone to frolic with this year. Looks like there’s been bad times at the retirement center. Can’t wait to see who you come up with.

      Thumbing back through the list, I note that, unfortunately, Kris is right. Two-thirds of the list are people well into adulthood. Frowning, I try to think back to last year. The naughty minx I captured didn't seem to be this far down. Perhaps with the way the world is going, more and more are turning from the light of Christmas and back towards their own selfish desires?

      Closing my eyes, I conjure up my morsel. Her fevered screams and moans fill my ears as I reminisce over doling out her punishments. She's exactly what I need. Naughty, mouthy, and absolutely no remorse. Smiling, I look back down at the list. There's no way she's reformed enough to not be back on here. That vixen didn't have one selfless cell in her body. I flip through, trying to find my prize, but so far, her face doesn't pop up. Instead, my gaze lands on someone entirely different.

      Like a punch to the gut, all the air leaves my lungs. I sit there for countless moments as I stare at the picture in front of me. It can’t be. Soft waves of blonde hair encircle a pale face with dark, luscious lips and chocolate brown eyes. A face I’ve seen so many times in my dreams. It’s like my greatest fantasy come back to life.

      Flipping back through, I note that she's at about the last third in the list. Frowning, I flip back to her. A small sense of unease skitters down my spine. She shouldn’t be on the naughty list. Looking closer, I spy her name. Caitlin. Nothing at all like the Angelica she looks like.

      Once my mind returns to normal, it’s easy to spot the differences between the two. Caitlin’s face is a bit thinner, more pinched and tired. Angelica always had that exuberant glow that never faded. Caitlin’s eyes are also different. Brown instead of green, and a lot more focused and sharp. Not carefree like Angelica. With a sigh, I lean back. They are as different as night and day. Not to mention the fact that Caitlin is actually on the naughty list. Angelica never even breathed a bad word. She’d never end up here. Bitterness twists my heart. That’s probably why I couldn’t get her to stay. Looking back out the window, I glare at the glass dome and bright lights. Maybe the list can’t differentiate naughty from just plain rotten.

      No, that’s not it. The lists never seem to care when it’s matters of the heart. Shaking my head, I look back down at Caitlin’s face, focusing on the differences and not the similarities. A sly smile curls up the edges of my lips. This is the perfect opportunity to finally get some closure. She’s not so naughty that I would have to completely torture her, but she has enough of a stain that I can let the animal in me have some fun. This is exactly what I need.

      Sliding my finger down the image of her cheek, my cock swells painfully, trapped by my leather pants. Groaning, I loosen the button and unzip myself, just to give me a little more room. She's perfection. Caitlin. I repeat her name like a mantra, solidifying it deep into my brain. Her image fills my head, sending shivers sliding down my spine and settling deep in my balls. Oh yes. She's definitely the one. And this time, it will be me that walks away.

      Setting the list to the side, I make my way out of the small room and back over to the kitchen. Just to the side, right where the pantry should be, I open the door, revealing a set of stone steps. Easing my way down, I breathe in the smell of leather and sex. Fathers, but it's been way too long. Reaching over, I pick up a long match, strike it, and light all the candles in the space. Various implements and furniture gleam in the flickering light. I skim my hand over the leather table in the center before setting some weight to it. The bed dips down and starts to flip, but I put my hand on the head and start to flip it the other way. Perfect. The bed makes a full rotation without making a sound. Smiling, I set it to where it stands upright and lock it into place.

      Already I can picture Caitlin strapped down, her lean body bound and spread before me. Reaching down, I shift myself again. Heaven’s if I’m already getting this hard just thinking about her, how difficult will it be when she’s actually here in front of me?

      Walking over to my rack of tools, I let my fingers trail along the various implements. Giddiness rushes through me as I finger the falls of my favorite flogger. Oh yes, this is just what I need to get my head back into the game. Next to the floggers, I inspect the various whips, ensuring all of them are in good condition. Taking one, I heft it in my hands a few times, letting the weight and feel soothe me. I uncoil it, letting the tip slither along the floor for a moment before pulling it back and hurling the tip forward - the crack thunders in the empty room. Smiling, I coil it back up and put it on the rack. The paddles and canes take up residence after the whips. The wood gleams in the candlelight, twinkling and sparkling, ready to work.

      I pause and glance around the room in its entirety, satisfied that everything is set for the upcoming days. With a smirk, I wave my hand, extinguishing all the candles in the room, plunging it into complete darkness. Oh, yes, this will do perfectly. Rubbing my hands together, I start the trek back up to the main house. I can't snatch her yet. But soon. Soon, miss Caitlin will be sobbing, squirming, and moaning in my grasp. My blood pulses through my body, thick and hot. My aching cock swells even more at the thought of her rosy backside with my cum sliding down her inner thighs. But from which hole? Hmmm. That is indeed something to ponder.

      Tucking myself back in, I zip up my pants and head back upstairs. I walk over to my small leather crafting bench and pull out a hank of charcoal suede. Perhaps a new toy to use on her? Or a new set of cuffs? Grinning, I set out my tools and start measuring, ideas flowing through my brain.

      A loud crash fills the cabin, startling me from my work. Glancing up, I spy Kris, knocking the snow from his shoes, scattering the wet mess across my wooden foyer. I stifle a groan as he makes his way towards me. “You’re making a mess, Claus.”

      He looks over to where the snow is puddling on the floor and shrugs. “You’ve got elves. What’s the big deal?”

      My teeth grind together as I clench my fists. “That’s not what they’re here for, and you know it.”

      Kris shrugs and snaps his fingers a few times, his eyes darting about expectantly. When no one comes, he levels a glare at me. “Where are your workers? Don’t they know who I am?” Glancing about once more, he slips his coat off and holds it out to me.

      I roll my eyes and set my tools down before making my way over. “Trust me, everyone knows who you are.” With a sharp tug, I yank it from him and hang it on the rack near the door. The matted fur looks out of place next to the gleaming mahogany it’s hanging on. Bopping it a few times, I try and fail to get the dampness out.

      “I gave my elves time off to mourn your father’s passing.”

      Waving his hand at me, he slips past and heads straight for the bar. “Why would they need a day off? Doesn’t that defeat their purpose?”

      My fingers curl into fists as I watch him hunch over and dig about through my bottles. The urge to yank him away and toss him out into the snow twitches through my arms and hands. Slumping forward, I take a step back. No good will come of me giving into my baser desires right now. Our relationship is already tenuous, and anything can upset this delicate balance.

      “Perhaps if you told me what you’re looking for?” I wince as the bottles clink together. Holding my breath, I will Kris to see the ancient bottle he’s about to smack with his hand. It comes out in a whoosh as he slides over and pilfers through my more modern collection.

      "Where the hell is your eggnog?"

      With a deep inhale, I slide my way over and pick out the bottle just in front of his face. "You mean this one?" I plop it into his outstretched hands and make my way back to my chair.

      He can have the damned bottle for all I care. It's not like I drink any of that crap. I glance over to see him looking back and forth before shrugging and popping the cap. Lifting the bottle to his lips, he winks and starts downing the awful liquid. Yep. It's definitely his now. Turning my attention back to my table, I start marking off my designs with a piece of chalk, pointedly ignoring Kris poking about through my stuff. I'll just burn all of it later.

      "Ahh. I see you got my note!”

      I glance over and see him grinning ear to ear as he looks down at his letter.

      “Find anyone yet?” He picks up the tome and starts to riffle through it. “Can’t believe how huge this thing is. It’s at least twice the size of my list. Damn. The world is a worse place than I thought."

      Growling, I place my chalk to the side and level a glare at him. "Drop the list, Claus. I won't ask you again."

      The smile turns feral as he stalks towards me. Puffing up, I stand my full height, coming at least a half a foot taller than him.

      "Or what? What the hell do you think you're going to do about it?"

      Snarling, I lean down, my face a breath away from his. "Drop. My. List." My horns ease their way from my skull with a familiar agony. I let the pain wash over me.

      Kris tosses it down onto my chair before rolling his eyes. "You don't have to be so touchy. It's not like there's any good ones in there. Most of the naughty ones are too old to enjoy your brand of justice."

      Chuckling, he sits down on the hearth, turning his hands to the roaring fire for a moment. Shadows play over his face as the firelight licks at him. For a moment, the clown gives way to something more pensive and somber.

      "I take it you know about the funeral?"

      I snort and pick up my list before sitting back down. "You mean the one I wasn't invited to?"

      The look he shoots me is haunted. There are shadows under his eyes that I've never seen before. For the first time since I've known him, Kris actually looks old. Sadness swamps me as I look back out over the frozen tundra. My heart squeezes in my chest, robbing me of my breath for a moment.

      "You know that wasn't my decision." His voice is hoarse and soft, almost drowned out by the howling wind.

      I clench my fingers together, digging my nails into my palms, letting that tiny bite of pain wash over me. "You could have overturned it."

      "What, and actually let you sully my father? Are you mad?" Kris stares up at me, his eyes wild. Pain, anger, and something undefinable flits through his gaze as he watches me.

      "He was my father too."

      "Fuck you. He was never your father."

      In one fluid movement, Kris rises from the hearth and throws the rest of the eggnog into the fire. The flames sputter and burst up, lighting up every corner of the room for a moment before dying back down to an acceptable level.

      I also rise, leveling Kris with my darkest glare. "He was more of a father than my own, and you know it."

      Snorting, Kris makes his way over to his coat. "Yes, Father did always like strays."

      With a snarl, I lunge towards him. Only the slight whisper of sound alerts me that we're not alone. Before my brain can respond, a strong band of arms wrap around my waist and pull me back. Growling softly, I scent the air. Damn Rudolf. Despite being taller and broader than I am, he manages to sneak into places without so much as a breath of sound.

      "That's enough, Asmon. Don't make me confine you."

      Breathing erratic, I twist and turn, trying to free myself of Kris' guard. "Let me go, Red. This doesn't concern you."

      With a sigh, he simply wraps his arms around me tighter. "I wish that were so, but you know the rules. Stand down."

      We stay locked in that embrace for countless minutes. Kris watches the scene, a gleeful smile crossing his face. "That's it. Down boy."

      Red tenses behind me. What does he think I'm going to do? I'm not planning on killing Father Christmas, but he could at least let me deck him one. Once my breathing evens out, he eases his hold until his arms hang around me in a limp circle.

      "You good?"

      Easing out of his arms, I turn and raise an eyebrow. "What do you think?"

      He sighs and brushes his chestnut hair back. "You got to stay calm with him."

      "You think I don't know that asshole?"

      "Woah, woah," Red holds his hands up in front of him. "Don't get pissy with me. I'm not the one about to beat up Santa Claus."

      "I'm tired of you two carrying on like I'm not even here."

      Both of us turn to Kris. He crosses his arms, stretching the tight coat over his frame. His blue eyes flash as he looks us over before whirling back towards the door and out into the snow.

      "I'm sorry you can’t be there. I know how much he meant to you." Red's eyes mist over as he looks towards the open door. "He's just grieving. You can't fault him right now."

      Snorting, I make my way over to the door with Red. The cold air steals my breath but cools the heat flowing through me. "He's always been an ass. You know that."

      He shakes his head as he eases out the door. "I still don't know what happened to you two. You used to be inseparable."

      "You know why."

      He lays his hand on my arm, his brown eyes glistening. "Truly, I don't."

      Shrugging him off, I remain silent and point outside. "Your master's waiting."

      Red's eyes snap and spark, his lips thinning. "Fuck you."

      The moment he reaches the threshold, I slam the door and lean against it. Squeezing my eyes shut, I try to dispel the images swirling through. I shake my head, trying to toss them out, but they remain. Just as strong as they were all those decades ago. Groaning, I open my eyes, taking in the mess still on my floor - nothing like work to get me out of my head. Shoulders slumped, I shuffle my way into the kitchen to grab the mop. Good thing Fredrick isn't here today. Kris wouldn't have made it out of here alive.

      I spend several minutes mopping up the water, making sure not one drop remains. Dropping to the floor, I run my hand over the ancient wood, feeling the grains for warping. Satisfied that Kris hadn't ruined it, I put the mop back up and head back over to the window.

      The twinkling lights of the funeral procession winding its way through the drifting snow, catch my gaze. Family. The word doesn't mean much when you're on the wrong side of it.

      A cold, bitter wind howls around the massive cabin. I ignore all of it as I stare out into the expanse of white. Gripping the windowsill, I simply watch until the twinkling lights disappear. With a groan, I pull myself away, easing over to the small bar near my work studio.

      The clinking of ice is barely audible over the massive gale, it’s like even the weather knows a good man is being laid to rest today. I grip the glass in my hand, trying not to let my mind dwell on it. He’s lived far longer than any would expect. I should remember the joy he brought to everyone instead of mourning his passing.

      With a growl, I hurl the empty cup into the fireplace, a satisfied stillness creeping in as the glass shatters into a million pieces. It’s not Kringle’s passing that I mourn; it’s Kris taking up his mantle. Instead of learning at his father’s side, he’s spent his days filled with carousing and drinking eggnog. It’s a wonder the old man didn’t leave him to fend for himself. Jackass wouldn’t last one day out here in the wilds. A smile eases across my face as I imagine Kris going toe to toe with a polar bear.

      Unfortunately, Kringle always had a soft spot for kids. Rubbing my hand over my chest, I blink back the sudden tears that threaten to escape. He never once raised his voice to me in anger. To think, my uncle showing more charity to me than my dear old dad. Casting a scowl over at the portrait of my father hanging prominently over the fireplace, I start to rethink where I threw my glass. His haughty visage would have been a much better target and far more satisfying.

      Pulling out another glass, I manage to fill it up and take a swig before more murderous thoughts threaten to make me throw it. The burn as the liquid flows down my throat grounds me for a moment. Kringle was always a father to me, and now, at the moment I needed to be by his side the most, I’m turned away. I grip the glass again, and close my eyes, forcing my breathing to slow. At this rate, I’ll have no more glasses and will have to swig the whiskey directly from the bottle. I eye the drink in question but shake my head. That’s a level I would never stoop to.

      I pour myself another drink and make my way over to the sitting chair in front of the fire.  From here, I’m able to watch as fireworks light up the sky as they send Kringle on to become one with the winter night. I close my eyes and say a few words to the stars, hoping to help ease him on his journey. It’s not fair for such a fine man to leave this earth. Hopefully, he’ll be able to join in with the other Father Christmases before him and bring joy and hope to the word. That any Santa should be so lucky.

      Acid burns in my stomach as I watch the display. Nothing but an ostentatious show. Knowing him, this isn’t what he would have wanted. He would want to slip away as quietly as he came. Curling my lip in contempt, I look back up at my father’s portrait and down the rest of the whisky in a gulp. After I salute him with the empty glass, I set in on the small table next to me and pull out my naughty list and flip through until I find Caitlin again.

      Her beautiful face beams out from the pages. She looks so innocent and fresh, someone I’d expect to find in Kris’s harem, not in the dregs of my dungeon. Smiling, I close my eyes and slide my fingers down to stroke myself through the leather. Yes. She’s exactly what I need. She will be the perfect distraction for me.
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      Caitlin

      Work parties always suck, but for some reason, the Christmas ones are even worse. Everyone is in just a “holly jolly” mood, paying no mind to those of us that don’t want to be a part of it.  Christmas always comes too soon. In a blink of an eye, it’s Christmas again. There’s no escaping it. Sighing, I look around the cluttered office building. Even being at work doesn’t mean having a moment of escape. The entire office is festooned in mistletoe, Santas, and reindeer. It’s like they raided the biggest department store and threw it up into the offices and cubicles.

      Closing my eyes, I try to remember what Christmas was like before. There were always trees, decorations, music, and laughter. Now, all that’s there is an empty house, pathetic tree, and haphazard ornaments strung about. Shaking my head, I rub at my temples and force myself back to the present. I don’t know why I torture myself like this.

      Why do I even attempt to act like Christmas is a big deal when it’s not? Now that my parents are gone, what’s even the point? They were Christmas. They were the magic. Without them, it’s just one more excuse to get drunk on festive alcohol. Shaking my head, I go back to the idea of just escaping and taking a vacation. Somewhere far away from Christmas and its merriment, but, just like all the years before, I just can’t bring myself to do it. A half-assed Christmas is still something.

      A niggle of guilt worms its way into my gut. Neither of them would want this for me. They didn’t do anything halfway. Yet, here I am, one foot in Christmas and one foot out, completely sucking at both. Guilt be damned. This year, things are going to be different. I just need a good, hard reset, and a vacation is just the thing. As soon as I make it back to my office, I’m going to research destinations that are anti-Christmas. Surely there are others like me that don’t want to think or feel this time of year.

      The loud, raucous noises become too much for me. I need to get out of this hell and back to work. Shoving away yet another drunk guy, I smooth back an errant lock of hair and pat down my clothes. Thank god he didn't spill his drink on me. The shoes can be saved, but this is my favorite skirt. They don't pay me enough to just go out and get another one. Jerking my head about, I narrow my eyes at my coworkers. This morning, they were respectable people; now, they're basically humping anything that moves and some things that don't. With a groan, I ease my way around people making out and head back to my office. If I must be here, I might as well do something productive.

      It's not like I'll be missed. My lips thin as the bitter thought crosses my mind. Everyone seems to have someone, and as always, I'm the odd one out. I yank my office door open and tromp inside, ignoring the bitter ache developing in my chest. Just because I like my job doesn’t mean I can’t unwind and have fun like the rest of them. I toss another glance at the bacchanalian scene and shake my head. Maybe I am too different. I just like to know who I'm about to fuck and not just jump on someone with a dick. Apparently, that's too prim and proper these days.

      I make my way over to the desk and start shuffling some papers about. Do I want to start planning my trip? Or should I try to get some actual work done? With a groan, I click about on my computer. Glancing about, I click on a folder in the center screen, revealing three other folders. With another quick glance, I click on the middle and keep going down the folder rabbit hole until I reach the program I want.

      Clicking on it, I wait with bated breath as it loads, exhaling sharply when it does. There's so much wrong with the company that could just be fixed with the right set of eyes. Words, names, and data figures fly across the screen. I follow them, clicking on inconsistencies. Once this program is finally bug-free, I can submit it to the head boss. Maybe then he'll finally take me seriously.

      Squinting my eyes, I look across the desk at the "World’s Best Secretary" mug. My lips twist up in a scowl as I reach over and push it off the desk. The soft plunk as it hits the carpet is not nearly as satisfying as I want, but it will have to do. Eventually, I will shove it off enough times that it will break, and I'll be rid of it for good. I sit there for several minutes, my fingers flying across the keyboard. Intent in my work, I don't even hear the door open. It's the loud throat-clearing that grabs my attention.

      My eyes fly up to a nameless coworker, his face far too red and jovial for my liking. I shut down my program and slide a touch back. "Can I help you?" Jovial's face lights up. Fuck. I'm encouraging him.

      "In case you didn't realize, there's actually a party going on out there. Why are you squirreled away back here? Hoping Santa would come find you?"

      I resist the urge to roll my eyes. Instead, I plaster on a smile that doesn't quite reach up high enough. "Are you Santa?"

      He blushes, the red from his cheeks spreading to the rest of his face. "I could be if you wanted."

      His eyes shine with hope. But no. It doesn't matter how desperate I am for company, Mr. Can't-Remember-His-Name is not on the invite list to Pound Town. I take a moment to look him up and down. Tall, lanky frame; glasses way too big for his head; red, sweaty cheeks from way too much alcohol; small, beady eyes. Not quite my style. I prefer men that are bigger than me, and poor Mr. Wishful Thinking would probably snap in half if he tried even half the positions I was interested in. With a sigh, I push away from the desk fully and head towards him and the door.

      "I don't need a Santa, but I could definitely use a drink."

      Jovial nods his head rapidly and steps out of my doorway. Finally, blessed peace. I ease my way back out into the foray, only to catch the eye of my immediate boss. He looks between the door and me, shakes his head, and motions for me to head over to his office.

      My spirits lift from their doldrums. Reggie never wants to speak with me. As I shuffle my way over, my brain goes into overdrive. Facts and figures flow through almost too fast for me to keep up. Maybe he's finally noticing all the stuff I'm doing around here? There were whispers about the office of a promotion. Finally! Excitement fills my soul. I can almost taste the freedom!

      Another drunk couple bumps into me, their drink jostling onto my favorite skirt. Looking down, I stare at the spreading wet spot, my brain and my eyes not agreeing on what's happening. I shoot the two a scathing look but say nothing as I head towards the office. What does a small accident matter when I'm finally going to be noticed and appreciated for the work I do? When I get promoted, things like skirts won't matter. I'll finally have enough to buy several of the same skirts if I need to.

      I open the door and ease my way through, a wide smile on my face. My cheekbones ache, my muscles fighting against the inertia of my ready frown. Reggie sits at his desk, his suit and tie immaculate. While others have been carrying on being crass and slovenly, here's a prime specimen of a man, working away, caring nothing for the revelry just outside his door. My eyes linger on his chest, the muscles straining against the shirt with every move of his arms. Yummy.

      "You wanted to see me Sir?"

      His looks up, a frown marring his face. "Yes, come in and have a seat."

      I close the door behind me and make my way to one of the plush seats in front. My fingers fidget about as I sit, excitement zipping down my spine. I want to move and bounce about, but how would that look for someone about to be promoted?

      "Listen, I think you're an excellent worker. You're one of the best we've ever had. You're honest, hardworking, punctual." He waves his hand about. "I could go on."

      "Yes Sir. I do try my best at all times." My insides twist and turn. Can he just get on with it? Why drag out the suspense?

      "And that's why-"

      Here it comes!

      "-It pains me so much to have to let you go."

      I sit there for a moment. A faint ringing fills my ears, blocking out all other sounds. I shake my head. I must not have heard right. "I'm sorry, did you say you're firing me?"

      "No. Not firing." He steeples his fingers and leans forward. "You are an exemplary employee. You've done nothing to cause you being fired. We just don't have the budget to keep you on. You are more than welcome to file for unemployment, and of course, I'll give you a glowing recommendation."

      I slump down into the chair, mulling over his words. They replay in my brain repeatedly as I try to comprehend what's happening. Everything feels like it's passing me by at slow speed, but I still can't catch up. As my brain finally comes to grips with what's going on, the deafening roar in my ears gives way, letting in the raucous merriment. It seeps deep into me. Jumping to my feet, I plant my hands on his desk, startling him out of whatever bullshit work he was doing.

      "You can't afford to keep me, and yet you can afford this office party?"

      "Caitlin I-"

      "No. There's nothing you can say to make this right. I did above and beyond, and now that just means nothing?" I take in a deep breath, trying desperately to quell the nausea climbing up my throat. The air is way too warm, the walls way too close. Reggie makes a move to stand, but I hold my hand out, effectively stopping him. "Don't worry about it. I'll clean out my desk and be out of your hair."

      Whirling around, I fling the door open, the sounds and smells crashing into me like a tidal wave. Bile continues to creep up. Somewhere in my brain I hear Reggie calling out to me, but I can't make myself turn around and face him. I just can't do it.

      Scanning the main office area, I spy several boxes that once housed copious amounts of liquor. Wading through the sea of sweat and lust, I worm my way through and grab as many as I can manage to keep a hold of. On the table next to me is a bottle of peppermint vodka. I contemplate it for a moment, staring at the swirls of red and white circling the bottle. Making my decision, I drop one of the boxes and grab onto the bottle, bringing my small treasure trove to my office.

      Slamming the boxes down on the floor, I make my way over to my desk and sit down. I look about, seeing not much that belongs to me. There are no pictures, no memorabilia, just papers and office supplies. Unscrewing the cap, I tilt my head back and take a large gulp. Fire races down my throat. I cough and sputter, trying to keep most of it off the equipment.

      After my hacking dies down, a small kernel of peace permeates my body. My limbs feel soft and heavy. Smiling, I take another sip, this time only taking in small increments at a time. The burn is still there, but it's much more manageable.  Leaning back in the chair, I take my office in again and laughter bubbles up out of my mouth.

      The sound is harsh as it fills the office. Standing back up, I sway for a moment and amble about, grabbing a box. With a sweep of my hand, I knock all the contents into the box, office supplies and all. A dark niggle of glee fills me as I walk around the office taking staplers, pencils, pens, the works. Any and everything goes into the box. After a few minutes, all that isn’t boxed up is a marker and the computer. Leaning over, I pluck the marker up, tuck it behind my ear, grab the box and bottle and head out into the party.

      The foray is still going in full swing. With a smirk, I tuck my loot closer to my body and head out to the main door. Near the entrance, a large poster with Reggie and other prominent members looms, their faces smiling down with smug glee. Setting my box down, I keep a tight hold of my bottle and take the marker out from behind my ear. I stick the end in my mouth and uncap it with my teeth. Glancing around, I snicker as I lean forward and start drawing on Reggie's face. A small hiccup escapes my mouth, and I chuckle even harder. It takes a few minutes, but finally my artwork is complete. I recap the marker and let it clatter to the floor. It's tiny but sounds thunderous in the deserted lobby.

      I bring the bottle up to my lips again and stare at him a moment. Sweet oblivion races down my throat, the burn taking a bit of the edge off. Pain and misery beat at my chest, but I ignore it, opting instead for yet another swig.  I stand there for a bit more, looking about, guilt shuffling to the forefront. Shaking my head, I tamp it back down and head out the door, bottle still firmly in hand. The brisk wind tears into me as I shove open the glass door, but I push through, relishing the sharp bites of pain.

      Shifting the box firmer in my grip, I make my way onto the walkway. I should go to my car, but no way I can drive in this condition. What should I do? I pause and look around, trying to figure out my next move. Being just a couple weeks away from Christmas, there's got to be something open. Down the street, I spy a nearby diner, the windows blazing into the night. Tacky Christmas lights hang draped over every available surface. Even the patrons seem extra festive. Ugly Christmas sweaters dot a few of the booths. Grimacing, I take another swig and stare at the display.

      It's either that or I keep walking in this miserable wind to find something better. Opting for warmth and coffee over cold and achy, I take another gulp and start my way over. The box shifts a bit, and I stop and set it down. Already the adrenaline is wearing off. Before, the box felt like it weighed no more than a feather. Now, my arms and shoulders burn the longer I keep it in my grasp. I glare at the contents, cursing them silently for being so heavy and obnoxious. Glancing back between the diner and the box, I sigh and pick it back up.
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      Asmon

      My stomach clenches and burns as I watch my quarry stumble about on the sidewalk. Curling my lip, I look her up and down, trying to regain that sense of lust and wonder I felt when I first saw her. How did I ever mistake her for Angelica? As it stands, I'm going to have to sober her up before I can play with her.

      Humans. They never seem to know their limits. Most of the time, I enjoy that. My balls clench as my mind drifts back to the other mortals I've played with. Each one gave it their all, trying to reach some illusive nirvana that exists only in their minds.

      This woman, however, holds no such respect from me. Based on the scene unfolding, she probably is the type to get drunk, do all sorts of horrendous things, then blame it on the bottle. Shaking my head, I watch her stumble again, the weight of the box tipping her off balance.

      If only she'd put down the damned alcohol, it would be much easier for her to get about. Instead, she keeps putting down the box instead. Judging by her gaze, she seems to be headed towards that diner. A small smile stretches across my face as I shove from the wall to intercept her.

      Her petite frame looks overburdened by the huge box she's carrying, and for a moment, I tamp down the urge to help her with it. She looks so small and forlorn out here in the cold. Steeling my heart towards her, I make my way over, bumping my hip into the box. It flies from her grasp and lands on the ground.

      "Watch where you're going, you asshole," she mutters as she stoops down to pick it back up.

      I step closer towards her, letting the tips of my shoes brush against the box. Her eyes drift over my body in a slow, languid manner until she locks her eyes onto mine.

      "Holy hell you're hot." Her voice is low and melodic, throaty even.

      Chuckling, I help her stand, ignoring the alluring scent of chocolate and peppermint swirling about her. "So, I've been told. Sorry about the box. Would you like me to grab it for you?"

      She stands there, mouth agape. After blinking for a few moments, a faint tinge colors her cheeks and she looks away. "Dude, I'd so blow you for five candy canes." With a gasp, she clamps her hands over her lips, as if she had no control over her words.

      "Nice offer, but I'm good." My cock leaps up to attention, demanding that I indulge her. Shaking my head, I breathe in deep, hoping cold, clear air will help me regain my senses. Instead, I’m filled with her. With Caitlin.

      Her eyes narrow in a squint. "Oh, I see, too good to get a blowjob from me, but you'll carry my box anywhere. Like that's not code for something. I know your type. Get what you want then skip out. You don't fool me in the slightest."

      I lean down to listen, trying to make sense of her diatribe. "If that's code for something, I sure as hell don't know about it. Here, let me help you. You obviously need to get somewhere." I hold out my hand, willing her to take it. Though tempting, I don't want to bring out my sack and stuff her into it. There are far too many witnesses around.

      She sneers at my outstretched hand and bats it away, her lips twisted up into a snarl. "Just forget it. And forget my offer. You're not that hot after all."

      Rolling my eyes, I latch onto her hand before bending and scooping her over my shoulder. Her screech bounces off the nearby buildings, drawing the curious gazes of passersby. I growl softly and bounce her into a better position. Strong, lithe legs kick out, nearly sending her toppling from my shoulder. I wrap my arm around her thighs, pinning her into place. She still thrashes about but is in less danger of harming herself. With my free hand, I bend down and scoop up the box, casting it a casual glance. Nothing but office stuff. Grunting, I stand back up and cast an apologetic smile at the crowd.

      "She had a bit too much to drink."

      "No, I haven't!" She slurs, waving the bottle around. "I'm not drunk, I swear." The nervous faces melt into gazes of pity and understanding. "Don't just stand there! This mega hottie picked me and my box up. Help me."

      The crowd disperses, ribald jokes and chuckles littering the air. She thrashes about some more, her pleas becoming louder and more urgent.

      "Quiet, or I will make you be quiet."

      She pushes up on my back in an attempt to get her head closer to mine. "Make me, candy cane hunk."

      A small chuckle escapes my lips. I'll have to remember that one for next time. Shaking my head, I close my eyes for a moment, picturing some Christmas packing tape. After a moment or two, her words become a muffled series of grunts and mumbles, the words unable to get through the tape. With a smile, I carry my burden back to my portal. As she loses her words, her physical actions pick up. Her body heaves about, trying to dislodge itself from my iron grip. I hold on tighter, keeping her safe and secure.

      She feels so warm and small in my arms. So familiar. Too familiar. The ache I’ve been shoving to the back hits me hard, threatening to swamp me. I pause for a moment, gathering my thoughts. She needs to see me at my strongest. I can’t go in with any part of me lingering in the past.

      The moment we enter the portal, her entire body goes limp. Magic tends to have that effect on humans, so I'm not worried at the moment. The bottle she held so fiercely drops from her fingers. Who even knows where the portal is going to send it. Just my luck, it will collide with my kitchen floor, making a hell of a mess.

      Closing my eyes, I clutch her closer to me as the magic gathers around our bodies. My stomach flops about as we pass through space. No matter how many times I do this, I'll never get used to it. The world finally stills, and I open my eyes to see the kitchen. I set the box down on a counter and turn towards the hidden doorway. Caitlin still hangs on my body, her entire being still and quiet. I stand there for a moment, listening to her breathing before carrying her downstairs into my dungeon.

      With one hand, I turn the table to where it's horizontal and lock it into place. Laying her down, I study her face in the dark for a few moments before leaving her to light the candles. Her body quivers under the soft shafts of candlelight, each breath sending her chest high in the air before bringing it back down. Blood zips to my shaft as I watch her lying there.

      I reach her side in a few steps, bringing one of the candles with me. The Christmas tape is a bright red against her pale cheeks. Setting the candle down, I skim my fingers over her sleeping form. The rational part of my brain screams at me for taking liberties with her while she's asleep. However, the feral part of my brain argues that she belongs to me and I can do what I want with her.

      Hard nipples poke the nondescript fabric as I slide my fingers down her breastbone. Every touch makes her react and squirm. My but she's sensitive. I can't wait to see what my tools do to her. No doubt they'll pinken her skin with just the slightest touch.

      With swift movements, I unbutton the tight shirt, noting her arching up into my movements. With a chuckle, I rip open the remaining fabric, sending buttons cascading around the dungeon. The little plinks and pings bring a smile to my lips. Staring down at my prize, I note her plain bra and frown. Too sensible for what I have in mind.

      I slide my hands under her back and clutch her to me, trying desperately to ignore the heat of her body or just how perfectly she nestles into me. My cock, however, lurches forward, desperate to bury itself in her warmth. With a growl, I pluck at the back of her bra, nearly ripping it from her body.

      Easing her back down, I tear the offending fabric from her body and cast it down to the floor. Instantly, her nipples pebble from the cool air swirling about us. Fully clothed, I barely feel a thing, but her small form shivers a bit as she lays there.

      A small whimper escapes her throat, and her brows furrow together. What is she dreaming about? My fingers twitch at my side as I keep them still. I can’t start our little foray by showing any sort of mercy. Instead, I zero in on her nipples, licking my lips as they harden even more.

      The scent of her skin calls to me like nothing ever had before. Not even the actual Angelica smelled this good. Leaning closer, I close my eyes and snake out my tongue. Just a little taste. That's all I need to soothe this raging in my brain. That's all I need.

      My tongue brushes over the taut peak, and she squirms a bit more, the most wanton sounds pouring out of her mouth. With a grin, I close my lips around her, sucking in deeply. She gasps and lurches up closer to my mouth, her body just begging me to take her in deeper. I glance up at her face, just to reassure me that she's still knocked out. Her eyelids flutter about, but that's the only movement I can see. Perfect.

      Reaching up, I slide the pads of my fingertips across her other nipple and pluck at it a few times before switching my mouth over. Fathers but she's addictive. I thought just a taste would satisfy me; however, it's becoming quite clear that I won't be satisfied until I consume all of her.

      The need grows the longer I lave at her skin, fill my nostrils with her scent. With both hands, I grab her breasts and knead the tender flesh, scrutinizing every reaction. Her full lips tremble as her body writhes under my touch. Thinking back, none of my other...guests...have been nearly that responsive.

      I can't wait to see how her body reacts to her punishment. Would she still quiver under me with pleasure, or would the pain be too much? I stare down at her, my heart thumping a violent staccato. The need to make her submit to me overriding all rational thought. I need this from her. I need this do over, this absolution. This time, I'll be the one to cast her aside, and not the other way around.

      Rage fills my body as I stare down at Caitlin. My fingers curl into a firm grasp as I grip her soft flesh. Her pants of pleasure turn into mewls of discomfort, but I don't care. She has no choice but to bend to my will, bend to my punishment.

      This is, after all, why she's here. She's not in my dudgeon for pets and kisses. She's here to learn the errors of her ways and in the process atone for that bitch that she has the misfortune of looking like.

      Letting go of one breast, I slide a finger down her cheek, her pain expression clearing almost instantly. If only she didn't look like her. Maybe then I could treat her like a normal prisoner: just punish her and send her on with her life. But no. She will pay for Angelica's sins. She doesn't know it yet, but she will be the key to my absolution.

      I let go of her other breast and ease my fingers down to the clasp at her pants. Making quick work of her buttons and zipper, I grip the edges and slowly peel the material down, taunting myself with slow movements and small glimpses of her skin.

      She's so pale she fairly glows in the light of the candles. My own personal Christmas fae. With a smirk, I note the no-nonsense, cotton panties. This fae is far too uptight for the naughty things I plan to do to her. My cock swells at the thought of crashing through her neat and tidy walls. Is she a screamer, I wonder? No matter, I can make her scream well enough.

      With a firm yank, I bring the pants down around her ankles and pause to remove her shoes and socks before easing the fabric to the floor. Now, all that remains is her underwear. Licking my lips, I stare at the play of flames on her nearly naked skin. A bead of precum wells up to my head before it smears against my stomach.

      Groaning, I reach over and pluck up a pillar and bring it over. I hold my breath and just watch her for a moment. Her body is still, tight, poised. Even unconscious, she's primed. Tilting my head, I scent the air. Her smell of arousal permeates the
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