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The first holiday season since I got top surgery, I got a job as a mall Christmas elf. It was a short-term hire, just six weeks leading up to Christmas, and they gave me a costume. Every day I dressed in stripy tights, little green shorts with a zig zag hem, a green tunic and a long green hat. The pay wasn’t great, but the job was fun. I was put in charge of taking photos of kids with Santa. Me and a girl, Trust were the elves rostered on together — she’d manage the queues and get the kids hyped up. The best thing about the job was the Santa we were teamed up with. Our Santa wasn’t an old man, he was only a couple of years out of college. 

I was in my last year. Sandro was buff — Hot with a capital H — he had to wear a padded belly under his jacket to give the expected Santa appearance. 

We bonded in the stockroom they’d assigned us to get changed and store our things in. “You got to school locally, Taylor?” 

“Yeah, I live at the Psi Phi Sigma house.” 

“Ah.” He nodded, smiling. “I never pledged but a few of my friends were in that frat. It’s a great house.” 

“It is, yeah. They were one of the first to welcome trans guys, so I uh, I really wanted to try.” I grinned and ran my hand through my hair. “So, what did you study? Toy making? Reindeer breeding?” 

“Dual major. Naughty elf wrangling and psychology.” 

I sputtered, my cheeks warning. “Naughty elf wrangling?” 

Sandro winked, his expression full of suggestion and something deeply wicked. The wink went right through me. 

That conversation stayed with me as the weeks of our contracts rolled by. I’d sometimes catch him looking at me with a calculating look. Sometimes I’d catch him checking out my ass. I checked out his ass whenever I had the chance as well, although that was rarer since he was mostly sitting down during our shifts. 

My imagination went wild trying to work out what he’d meant by naughty elf wrangling. It sounded sexy as Hell. 

Finally, it was our last shift together. Closing the mall on Christmas Eve. 

Sandro winked at me as we set up Santa’s Grotto. “You got big plans for Christmas Day?” 

“I’m flying home as soon as the shift ends,” Tracy said. “Can’t wait to see the snow in Vermont.” 

“That sounds lovely,” I said. “I’m being boring. I’ll video call my mom at some point but otherwise I was just going to watch Netflix and eat in my room. How about you, Sandro?” 

“Mm, my family is all back in Colombia, so I planned much the same.” 

I hummed in response. 

“Maybe you two should keep each other company,” she suggested, grinning. She moved off to set out the velvet ropes for the queue. 

“So? You want to hook up when the shift ends?” Sandro said, the second she’d moved away. 

I almost dropped the camera I was setting up. He leaned down to catch it just in time. “Careful, Tay.” 

I took the camera and clipped it securely to the tripod, breathing fast. 

“So?” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Absolutely. You have no idea how hot your ass looks in those shorts, we get on great, you’re into me and neither of us has to get up early in the morning.”

“You’re very sure of yourself.” My cheeks were burning. 

“I’ve seen you stealing looks. No need to be coy.” 

I bit my lip, but knew I’d say yes. Sandro was gorgeous, friendly, funny and after all these weeks watching him be patient and sweet with kids and their sometimes-difficult parents I knew he was a good guy. 

“Okay.” 

He grinned and pinched my ass. “Good. You into bondage?” 

The mall wasn’t open yet, but I still glanced around, guilty. Tracy was oblivious, humming to herself as she fixed up the signage out front. 

“You can’t just say shit like that, you’re Santa!” 

Sandro licked his lips. “Santa has a wife, he gets laid. And you just swore, which isn’t good little elf behavior. Anyway, you didn’t answer my question.” 

I ducked my head. I’d spread red and green glitter on my cheeks and I was sure my skin was the same red now. 

“Well, yeah, I guess? I’ve never done much, but it’s hot.”

“Good.” Sandro hooked his finger under my chin and lifted my face so he could kiss me. I returned the kiss, heart pounding with the surprise of it. I moaned, arousal overcoming the surprise as I molded my body to his. 

“Careful, Tay,” he murmured against my lips. “Can’t get hard.” 

Right. We still had a whole shift ahead of us, a long day of kids and cameras and parents. I pulled back, embarrassed that I was breathless just from that. 

Sandro patted my ass affectionately. “Once we’re finished up, this is mine.” 

With that he went to his chair and pulled on his fake beard. 

I adjusted my elf shorts and made sure the printer was hooked up and ready to go. Printers were boring, non-sexy things and it was a good distraction from Sandro and his promise. 
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The intercom startled me with a loud crackle. 
“The mall doors are now open.” 
So began the longest, most frustrating shift of the season. I tried my best to concentrate on my job. I coaxed kids to look cheerful instead of bored or cranky. I moved them along as quickly as possible, and I printed photo after photo. 

But my mind kept straying to what Sandro had said. He’d been so matter of fact, but his words were full of sensual promise. 

Every minute seemed like an eternity. 

Worse, in the moments between kids, in the brief downtimes we had to catch a breath or take a swig of water, Sandro would catch my eye and wink. 

There was so much promise in that wink. 

My imagination ran wild. He’d talked about bondage — was he planning on handcuffing me? On using rope? Leather cuffs and straps? All of those were intriguing and I wanted to try them.

Was he aware he was doing this to me? Did he know about the excited tingles that shot through me with every moment he smirked? 

I swallowed it all down. I had to be professional. 

Finally, what felt like days later, the mall closed. The last shoppers were ushered out by security and the lights dimmed. 

I packed up the camera gear, ready for Trudy to take it back to the lock box. She shouldered it with the cash box and gave us both wide grins. “Happy Christmas, guys. I have a flight to catch!” 

“Merry Christmas.” 

She turned and left, a jauntiness to her step. 

“Come here.” 

I turned to see Sandro, seated on his Christmas throne. He’d removed the fluffy white Santa beard but otherwise he was still in his full costume. 

“Why?” I asked, but I was already walking towards him. 

He patted his thigh. “Sit on my lap and convince me you’ve been good enough to receive a gift from me.” 

Oh fuck. How twisted was it that him saying that made me hard? 

My mouth went dry and my cheeks burned. 

I lowered myself into his lap. 

One of his arms instantly went around me, pulling me more fully across both his thighs. My elf boots swung off the ground and I felt small, small and somehow safe in his lap. 

“So. Have you been a good boy, Taylor?” 

Fuuuuuuck. 

His voice was so gravelly and growling. His eyes burned into mine, intense, demanding an answer. The heat of his thighs under mine heated my entire being. 

“Yeah, I’ve been good.” My voice came out strangled, a little higher and breathier than usual. 

“Have you? Be honest now. How many people have you kissed this year? And how many hearts have you broken?”

“Well...” I squirmed a little. His hand tightened on my waist. “I’ve kissed some people, hookups at parties and stuff, you know.” 

“And broken hearts?” 

Sandro’s other hand moved over my thigh and squeezed; the pressure did things
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