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	Heads-up 

	This book contains very adult themes.

	So please be prepared for that. Guidelines to follow on the next few pages, so please read them.

	 


[image: Image]

	This Spicy Interracial-Multicultural Christmas Elven/Fae Fantasy 

	Romance book contains

	Very -Very Adult themes…

	so please be aware of this before making a purchase.

	 

	 


TWs

	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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	from the Author

	 

	Hola, hola, hola! 

	Feliz Navidad …Joyeux Noël.. Bon Chrismeusse

	Well, hello awesome reader, I am so excited that you purchased this book. I wrote these little tidbits 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 this time of the year can be heartbreaking, 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 too…Joy…Peace…the ones you love 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…
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	Alexandria Infante & Family
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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
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	Sweet But Twisted…. 
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Chapter One

	Staten Island

	Monday
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	I glowered…

	[image: Image] for the reason that I barely made the ferry, literally barreling down the plank, nearly taking out two old biddies as they gossiped about the weather. They glared at me as if I were some kind of demonic apparition that had suddenly appeared out of nowhere, I was sure fussed about my manners, then went back to their conversation. 

	I jumped to that side, then exhaled deeply as I found myself a seat, then grumbled to myself about the commute. I deadass hated the commute, which I’d nearly just begun, and that didn’t make my morning any better to realize this. 

	 Moving to Staten Island had been my bright idea to save money, however, I didn’t think about the actual commute that I would need to do Monday thru Friday, just to get from St. George terminal…to work in downtown Manhattan five days a week. 

	I groaned, took my kindle from my bag, then stepped past three people not being able to decide where they wanted to sit; then held in the urge to be a normal New York City person, and tell them to get out the fucking way. I glared around me once more, as I saw even more Christmas decorations on the other side now, pulled my worst stank face, then walked back to the other side.

	It wasn’t so much that I hated Christmas, Santa and the whole nine yards, it’s just that when you’re a kid to struggling parents, Santa was a complete fucking bust. I can’t ever remember even one thing that I wanted so badly, that my parents were ever able to give me. Don’t get me wrong, I was grateful, believe you me, and I would never blame my parents like that, because they did the best that they could. My dad an immigrant, and my mom nearly a single mom.

	However, there is nothing for a child as heartbreaking as waking up on a Christmas morning with nothing under the tree, so I thank God that, that never happened to me. My mom didn’t care what she had to do, to make something out of nothing, so I always had something, even if it wasn’t like the kids in my hood. But my parents did what they could, and I was grateful and proud of them for it. 

	Nonetheless, as I grew older, and finally into an adult, over the years, I’d tuned Christmas out. I mean I’d visit my parents, but other than that the parties and Christmas fare I avoided at all costs like it was the plague. If I even saw Christmas decorations, it immediately drew a dramatic eye roll from me, because I always just felt like it was wasteful as I got older.

	I’d been a New York City girl all my life, however what with recent years growth in the city, I just couldn
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