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Summary

When a tragic accident pulls Delphine into a world of magic and mystery, she finds her
world turned upside down, bound to a contract she never wanted, but suddenly couldn't
find herself abandoning. lol. ok so it's a christmas fic based on the movie The Santa
Clause.
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Up on the Rooftop

Ok, so I know I haven't been updating any of my stories this month. It's been a long month of
crafting and December is always my slow month for fic. I will get back to updating regularly in
January but I wanted to get something festive out this month. So thank you so much for all
those that have commented and reviewed on my other fics and also for those that tossed a few
tips my way via Patreon ( thatscomplex) , especially The Traveling Kid and Erin S. You guys
are amazing and I'm forever in your debt.

My plan is to have this story completely done by Christmas now that my crafting orders are
mostly taken care of. This is inspired by the Tim Allen movie The Santa Clause... but I kind of
removed the whole "family" element from it and there will probably be smut.

"Merde." Delphine cursed as she attempted for the fifth time to key in the code for the electronic
locks. For what had to be the tenth time that week alone, she regretted getting the ridiculously
fickle system installed a few months ago.

It also didn't help that her hands were filled with bags of presents and cards, the result of a long
Christmas Eve spent in the company of her co-workers. She drank way too much wine and had
had to take a cab home.

When the door finally clicked, the deadbolt sliding open, she sighed heavily and she made her
way to the kitchen and dropped her load of bags on the preparation island.

"'Alo Mr. P." She smiled at the cat that had jumped off the refrigerator to investigate the bags, the
small bell on his collar being the only sound he made. Despite four years of chidding and
attempted training, she was never able to keep him from his favorite resting place.

Her coat found a home on the nearest chair and with a loud sigh, she ruffled her own hair, letting
the cold air hit the back of her neck as she observed the pile of brightly colored presents and
envelopes. It had been a long night of polite conversation and declining invitations to Christmas
dinners. At least she wasn't hated at work. She predicted half a dozen mugs with holiday puns,
possibly some office supplies…

Setting a kettle on the stove, Delphine dug out one of the small trays from the market bag, reading
the directions before removing the lid and setting it in the microwave, a few beeps echoing off the
large yet spartan kitchen.

"Look what I got you." She set the small plastic container in front of the tabby, his unamused look
drawing a laugh from her. "You like turkey and liver, non? It's very festive, you Grinch."

She putted around a bit, opening a bottle of wine to let it breathe. "Ok… let's see what we have
here," she said as made quick work of unwrapping the small boxes, neatly folding the discarded
wrapping paper for recycling later. She wasn't necessarily obsessed with cleanliness and recycling,
but it at least made the long minutes slip away, small habits she'd learned from living alone for
four years. By the time the microwave beeped, she was putting away the small pile of new mugs,
one cabinet already filled with similar porcelain treasures from previous holidays. She would have
to add them to her mug rotation at the office so as not to offend anyone.

She hadn't always been so content with being alone, and maybe content was the wrong word. She
settled for being alone, having little time for anything else. Married to the job is what they called it.
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Retrieving a delicate saucer with 14k gold etchings around the edge from the mug-laden
cupboard, she removed the small plastic container from it's hot water bath, wrinkling her nose in
distaste as she scraped out the flaked pale meat substance onto the dish that had been a part of her
parents' wedding china. Her mother would no doubt murder her if she knew the feline were using
it to consume his Christmas dinner.

Meowwwwwww

"Ok ok. Here you go." Setting the plate on his feeding mat, she retrieved her own dinner from the
microwave, depositing the "gourmet" instant meal onto a larger version of Mr. P's dish and
carrying it with a glass of wine to the den, turning on the gas fireplace and stereo with a tap of her
remote. Living alone, no one could judge her for the Taylor Swift Christmas album that drifted
from the surround sound.

Four years ago she'd left school with a PhD and a job offer to work for one of the world's largest
pharmaceutical companies across the Atlantic in Toronto. It took her three years to make herself
stand out enough to be offered the chance to run her own lab when Dr. Leekie retired. A year in
the position and she was doing better than anyone expected her to.

Despite having no time to do anything except work,she enjoyed her job… or at least the people
and the cutting edge lab equipment. She just… the job wasn't what she thought it would be.
Majoring in immunology, she thought she would cure diseases or change the world or something
similar. Little did she know, the company thought of pharmaceuticals as more of a money making
scheme than anything else. Why create one pill that could do everything that you could sell two
pills for. Why cure diseases when there was more profit in treating symptoms?

That was part of the game wasn't it? And she'd learned to play it. It was a part of the path she
chose to follow over a decade of schooling ago. Now she just had to live with her decisions. Not
only was she living with her decisions, she was damn good at it.

So what if she was sitting in a house larger than she needed, eating dinner alone on Christmas eve
with no one but an ungrateful cat and a bottle of wine to keep her company.

God, how long had it been since she'd had a second date?

First dates? Yes.

Second dates? Maybe a decade? Maybe more?

With her dinner half eaten and her bottle of wine half drunk adding to the wine she'd had at the
party, she smiled as Mr. P. hopped onto her lap, rubbing against her knee. "You're the only man
for me, non Mr. P?" She ran a single fingertip down the center of his skull, getting a soft purr in
response. "You're my buddy."

As if sensing the sentiment in the room, he hopped off her lap and scuttled off to God knows
where.

"Or not." Picking up her wine glass, she tipped it back down her throat, feeling sleep tugging at
her. "Well… maybe Santa will bring me someone special... Someone who's not an asshole." She
mumbled, leaning back against the couch cushions. She knew her bed would be a million times
more comfortable but sleep called to her and her couch was comfortable enough with a soft throw
within reach.

Taylor Swift was halfway through her rendition of Silent Night as her eyelids slid shut.



She was in the middle of a dream of being on a train… or at the beach… or… whatever it was, it
was slipping away from her memory as she was jarred awake suddenly. Blinking, she looked
around to find out what had awaken her, but nothing seemed amiss. She was still in her work
slacks and button down blouse that was now unmentionably wrinkled.

Maybe Mr. P. had …

THUMP

Jumping slightly, Delphine let her eyes drift up to the ceiling. Maybe it was the wine or… well it
had to be the wine because nothing else could explain why she found herself passing up her coat
before slipping her feet into her snow boots and stepping out into the yard, the frozen snow
crunching and she turned to look up at her roof.

Delphine didn't know what she expected, but seeing a dark red shadow moving atop the slant of
her roof was far from it. She should have run back inside. She should have called the police. She
should have done a million things instead of standing outside freezing her ass off about to do
something very foolish. Instead…

"HEY! What are you doing on my roof?!"

Her shout obviously not expected, the figure shot up suddenly, the sound of boots slipping against
the roof seemingly thunderous in the desolate night, limbs pinwheeling as he suddenly fell
backwards, tumbling off the roof with a surprised scream.

Delphine watched in horror as time slowed, the red form spinning through the air for an eternity
before the body crunched as it hit the ground, the pile of snow doing nothing to pad the fall.
"Merde." She was frozen in place, not just because she was outside in the middle of winter with
no coat on, but because she was not sure what she should do. Wine pushed her towards the
crumpled form, only then noticing the familiarity of the red and white suit she'd seen in so many
malls.

Looking closer, she noticed the pale skin where rosy cheeks should be, long white curls weighed
down by snow. On the ground beside him was the iconic red coned hat with it's cotton brim and
ball. Her eyes traveled over the length of the embellished red coat, only then noticing something
she hadn't before. With shaking hands, she removed the small cardstock rectangle, elaborate script
across the front reading Santa Claus. Flipping the card over, her brows furrowed.

If something were to happen to me, put the suit on. The reindeer will know what to do.

"Mon Dieu…" Delphine let her eyes drift to the body and back to the card, "I just killed Santa
Claus."

Stumbling up onto the porch, Delphine noticed the door had swung shut and she reached for the
keypad. "FUCK!" She shivered as she tried to unlock the door, getting a familiar beep of denial.

Seriously… why had she even installed the system?

Her fingers trembled as she tried to key in the code again, getting rejected once more. She had to
call someone… anyone. God she was going to sound like a maniac. 'Yes hello, can you send an
ambulance? I've just killed Santa Claus.'

Such a call would require her to actually get into the house.

It would require her to not freeze to death.



With another curse, she returned once more to the body… or what would have been a body if it
were still there. No, where there had once been a no-longer-breathing, no-longer-jolly father
Christmas, there was now just a suit laying on the ground, the deceased rotund form nowhere to
be seen. In a frantic haste, she looked around, trying to find the man that had somehow
disappeared.

"I'm going insane." She mumbled, her teeth chattering from the cold. "My mother warned me that
working so much was not good for you." She began to pace, attempting to warm herself with
activity, her words coming out in bursts of white condensation. "I'm going to die in my own yard,
frozen because I drank too much and I installed a fucking useless security lock that won't let me in
my OWN HOUSE!" Running her cold hands over her cold arms, her eyes fell on the suit lying
discarded and unused in the snow.

An insane idea came to her.

"Non…" A lip found it's way between her teeth and she gnawed on the frozen skin in uncertainty.

On one hand… she was just that cold.

On the other hand… some strange man had just died in and then disappeared from the coat.

A gust of ice-cold wind penetrated her thin shirt and she found herself quickly kneeling before the
suit, sliding the jacket over her shoulders before she could stop herself. To her surprise, the
moment the soft red material slipped over her skin, the chill seemed to melt away, as though the
suit came with a sort of warming system. Unable to resist, she slipped on the long pants as well,
her entire body instantly warming. "This is insane." She sighed in relief, hugging the coat to her in
pure bliss.

She had no idea what she was supposed to do. Should she still call the police? Surely there was a
nude Santa running around that needed to be found.

At the least she would have to find a way to contact her security company.

With a frustrated sigh, Delphine made her way back to the porch. At least she was warm again.
She was just moments from attempting to enter the code to get into her house when she heard a
familiar jingle, coming from behind her...or above her… or both maybe?

"Mr. P?"

A bolt of fear went through her. It wasn't that he ran away often, but the last time he escaped, it
had taken an hour to find and get him back in the house.

Another jingle sounded and it was definitely coming from above her.

Good God he was on the roof. How the hell did he get on the roof? Turning away from the door,
she stopped in surprise to see a ladder leading from the walkway to the roof.

What in the world?

This night was getting stranger and stranger, to the point in which she was almost certain that this
was all a dream. It had to be. There was no other explanation. It had to be some alcohol induced
dream. She wasn't outside right now, wearing a santa costume, staring up a ladder that went to her
roof. She wasn't insanely thinking about getting on her roof to retrieve her asshole of a cat.

With a deep breath, she looked up the length of metal, nodding before pulling herself up. The
frigid rungs bit into her bare hands as she ascended, her body aching from the cold despite the



warmth of the suit.

When she managed to pull herself onto the snow covered surface, she froze, her mouth dropping
open in surprise.

Before her, aligned in a neat row of four pairs connected by ropes of braided red and gold, were
reindeer. Not just artificial forms made of plastic or lights, but live, breathing beasts that pawed at
the snow-covered roof. If that wasn't surprising enough, they were attached to an opulent sleigh,
larger than any she'd ever seen before.

Not that she'd seen a lot of sleighs in her life...

The home owner in her had a momentary moment of panic, wondering if her roof could handle
the weight of such a holiday feat on her house.

The pet owner in her was suddenly distracted by the sound of a jingle and a soft meow.

"Ok, Delphine. Forget the fact that there are reindeer and a sleigh on your roof. Just get your cat
and go." She spoke to herself. "Mr. P?" Worry drove her forward, careful of her steps so as not to
step on any ice. Getting close enough, she saw the ball of different shades of gray sitting on the
front seat, a pink tongue brushing against the length of a leg in a very uninviting pose that only
cats could manage.

"Mr. P. Come here." Delphine inched closer to the sleigh, wary of the fact that the last person who
had been on her roof had plummeted to his death. The tabby, finally noticing her presence, shied
away from her in defiance, curling up in the corner of the seat just out of her reach.

"I'm going to skin you alive, you petite merde." Delphine hissed as she put one foot in the large
vehicle, carefully easing herself onto the seat so as not to scare the feline. Finally, she moved
quickly, scooping the bundle of gray fur into her arms.

"I've got you, asshole. LET'S GO," she spoke a little louder than she should have, realizing that
only as the reindeer all at once got excited and the sleigh began to move forward. "Merde!" She
cursed as she was pressed into the back of the sleigh, the shock of impact knocking the wind out
of her as the vehicle suddenly took flight.



Ho Ho Ho, Who Wouldn't Go

So I'm not even giving Jaybear enough time to read these chapters lol so they're all unbetad
like old school...

 

Despite the overwhelming panic that had taken hold on her mind, Delphine was trying not to
hyperventilate. She didn't want to think about the fact that she was in a sleigh which, as far as
vehicle safety was concerned, was very unsuitable to be flying however high above the ground
she was. There were no safety belts, no roof over her head, not even sides high enough to keep
her in if the sled were to suddenly bank left or right.

And it wasn't as if she were normally afraid of heights or anything, but thousands of feet in the air
with only gravity holding you in your seat, she could imagine everyone would be afraid of
heights.

She didn't know how long they were in the air, or where they were, but she kept her eyes closed,
fighting against the whipping wind and the view that threatened her sanity. Even as the sled
started to descend, she kept them closed, afraid of seeing the ground approaching too quickly. She
felt Mr. P. shift against her from under her coat, happy to be in the warmth, and she only wished
she could be appeased so easily.

The ride ended suddenly, from what she could tell, the sound of snow crunching under the sled as
the wind disappeared and the movement stopped. Maybe they were home again. Maybe if she
opened her eyes, she would actually be in her bed.

Taking a chance, she let her eyes blink open, a gasp slipping from her lips as she took in the sight
of snow covered ridges and nothing else in sight. Looking up, the sky was clearer than she'd ever
seen it in her entire life, her ability to see swirls and colors in the sky speaking to the lack of light
pollution and in indirectly, how far away from civilization they were. Unfortunately there was
nothing else around them, just her, Mr. P. and 8 reindeer. "Where the hell are we?"

As if hearing her, a light flashed on from beneath them, a brightness rivaling any searchlight, the
snow melting away to reveal a lit platform as it began to descend into God only knows where. She
was overcome by an overwhelming scent of sweetness, maybe cookies or , the light from beneath
her growing as the sound of talking and melodic tones began to rise around her.

As she descended into the room, she froze in place, her mouth opening in surprise as she took in
the activity that bustled around the lowering platform. People… very colorful people, were sitting
at tables and workstations, toys in various states of assemblage in front of them. She noticed that in
addition to having bits of glitter on their cheeks and natural smiles, they were all of short stature.

Eyes were on her, and she noted signs of delight and surprise, but no outward hostility. However,
it did little to ease the anxiety that seemed to have settled in her gut. She held Mr. P closer, afraid
that if he got away, she'd never see him again.

Suddenly, her eyes fell on a single person, standing just outside the range of the platform, dressed
in a bright sweater dress and leggings, her hair in dreads streaked with red and green and a pair of
thick framed glasses sitting on her button nose. She had a wide grin on her face, her hands clasped
behind her back as she rocked on her heels.



The platformed jarred just slightly as it hit the ground and Delphine found herself face to face with
the woman, only then noticing the pointed ears. "Where am I?"

"Welcome to the North Pole, Santa." The woman stepped aside, making room for Delphine to
step out of the sled.

"I'm not Santa…" Delphine protested, leaning a little away from the woman.

"Off the platform please." The woman spoke, undeterred.

As soon as Delphine did as she was told, what was a small army of tiny people attacked the sled,
disbursing the gifts in the sack attached to the back.

"Alright guys! Code Rudolph. Let's get these presents delivered!" The woman yelled as the army
of people activated some sort of pack on their backs and took off up through the hole in the
ceiling, defying the simple nature of gravity.

Delphine watched as one by one, they poured out, hands filled with gifts and tins. "Where are
they going?"

"I'm Cosima." The woman spoke finally, gesturing down a hall away from the stream of escaping
helpers. "Since it appears the old Santa was not able to complete his run, we've dispatched the
Emergency Gift Distribution System. Still a lot of kids out there that need presents." She grinned.
"Don't worry, Santa. We have drills all the time. We got this."

Delphine followed the brunette down the hall. "Why do you keep calling me Santa?" She
protested, perhaps a little louder than she intended. Her voice echoed off the whimsically designed
walls, swirls of architecture and splashes of color just displaying a tone of overall joy.

"Well… because you're wearing the suit obvs." Cosima gave her a look that indicated the answer
should be obvious. When Delphine gave her an incredulous look she rolled her eyes dramatically.
"Look, I'm guessing something happened to the old Santa, right? Did he fall off the roof? That's
usually what happens. We really need to work on that…" Cosima's hands had come up to speak
as if it were part of her language, words accentuated by fingers and motions.

"How did you know that?" Delphine's eyes narrowed. "Is this some sort of prank? Am I being…
what is the stupid show with the idiots and the celebrities and the practical jokes…"

"Punkd?" Cosima offered, her eyes lighting up. "Oh my God, I love that show. Did you see what
they did to Justin Bieber? Frankly he's been on the naughty list for over two decades now and I'm
not saying he didn't deserve it but…"

"Merde… surely this is a joke…"

Cosima laughed again at that. "No, this isn't a joke." Her nose wrinkled in amusement, causing the
little flecks of glitter to catch in the light. "Santa disappeared and you found the card right?"

"The business card? Yes I found it…"

"Well that's it then." Cosima led her through another room where there were dozens more
workers, tiny eyes squinting into magnifying glasses as they worked on electronics. " You put on
the suit, you agreed to the contract and the Santa clause, and that makes you the new Santa."

Delphine stopped in her tracks. "What contract?"

Hazel eyes shining with amusement, Cosima held her hand out. "Do you have the card?" When



Delphine dug the card out she pulled one of the magnifying glasses out of one of the workers
hands, getting a sigh of frustration from the man. "Here."

Delphine looked at the card, or rather the line she thought was decorative going around the card
that was really a long line of text in microscopic letter.

"The Santa Clause: In putting on the suit and entering the sleigh, the wearer waives any and all
right to any previous identity, real or implied, and fully accepts the duties and responsibilities of
Santa Claus, in perpetuity to which some time the wearer becomes unable to do so, by either
accident or design." Cosima handed back the card with a grin. "In other words, you put on the
suit, now you're the new Santa Claus."

Leaning away from the woman, Delphine's head shook wildly, her blonde curls bouncing. "That
is absurd. Do I look like a large old man with a beard?"

Cosima laughed at that, a sound that reminded Delphine of Christmas, the sound of pure joy.
"Dude, Santa isn't REALLY a physical appearance, you know. Santa appears however people
see him as. Light skin, dark skin, male, female, none of it matters. Anyone who manages to catch
an eye on you just sees what they think Santa looks like." A shrug and she was leading the way
out of the room and down another hall. "No one would ever suspect that he was really some
gorgeously tall blonde with a velvet-smooth French accent."

Delphine wasn't sure why she was following the smaller woman, but her feet kept her moving
forward, floating aimlessly after the brunette. "This is insane." She mumbled to herself, taking in
the architecture with wonder. "I've obviously gone insane."

"Insanity is based on perception, Santa."

"Will you stop calling me Santa, please?"

Stopping at a large opulent door, Cosima paused with her hand on the knob. "Well… what else
am I supposed to call you?"

"Just Delphine… please." Stepping through the door when gestured to, she looked around the
grand room, eyes ending on the large bed that had a train running in circles around it.

"Well, Delphine…" Cosima moved past her and retrieved a stack of folded clothes. "Change
please. The suit needs to be cleaned. Would you like something to drink?"

Checking to make sure the door was closed and there were no other doors, that was when
Delphine finally removed Mr. P from the inside of the coat, setting him on the floor. "A stiff drink
would be nice…"

"Who's this?" Cosima's eyes lit up as she dropped to the floor, legs folded under her.

"Be careful he's not very f…" Her words trailed off as the tabby immediately strolled up to
Cosima, rubbing the length of his body along her knees. "Ok… That's Mr. P."

"Who's a gorgeous Kitty? You are." Cosima cooed as she ran her fingertips through his fur,
getting a loud purr in response.

Looking around, Delphine noticed the three paneled room divider and slipped behind it, making
sure Cosima was distracted as she stripped out of the suit and out of her work clothes, the flannel
pajamas she had been handed, soft and warm against her skin.

"What does Mr. P. stand for?" Cosima's voice came over the divider.



Delphine bit her bottom lip, a slight embarrassment coming over her. She should lie. She knew
she should lie because the truth was far too embarrassing to tell a stranger. "Patronum." The word
slipped from her lips unsummoned, and all hopes of a lie faded away into nothingness. There was
a silence from behind the divider, which she was glad for as she draped the dirty suit over the
small divider, stepping out from behind the wall. "His name is Mr. Expecto Patronum."

Cosima seemed to take that in, the gears obviously rotating in her mind as she tried to settle on a
response. "Like Harry Potter?" She settled on, pushing herself off the floor. "That's wicked." The
grin spread wide across her face, revealing the slightly longer canine teeth that just added to her
charm.

"Yes like Harry Potter." Delphine sighed softly, feeling a tedious strain on her mind. This was the
longest dream she'd ever had. When was she going to wake up? She watched as the brunette
moved to the door, a spring in her step as she walked, opening the door to speak with someone.
The woman seemed harmless enough. Cheerful. Positive. Engaging. Adorable.

Adorable?

Delphine shook her head as she dismissed that word. Surely it was her brain reacting to the
nonsense of the situation. She didn't find women attractive… or rather she wasn't attracted to
women. You'd have to be dead to not find women attractive, but no she prefered the company of
men, which is why it seemed so strange that when the woman returned, hands clasped behind her
back in an oddly innocent look, Delphine felt her own face reacting with a smile.

"I have to go check on the progress of the others. The job of the Head Elf is never done. I'm
having something brought over from the kitchen for you. You must be famished."

"Cosima… what am I doing here?"

"Right now?" With a shrug Cosima gestured to the room. "Relaxing. We can take you home in
the morning, but as you can see we're a little busy tonight. Just relax." And with that, she
disappeared out the door, a purpose to her gait.

"Relax?" Delphine looked down at Mr. P and scooped him up, carrying him over to the bed
where he proceeded to paw at the soft blanket. "How am I supposed to relax when I'm apparently
at the North Pole where an elf just told me I'm the next Santa Claus?"

Mr. P didn't seem to care. Instead, he pawed at the pillow before curling himself into a ball on it.

"Thank you for your less than helpful lack of input." Delphine chidded, looking up as there was a
knock on the door. "Come in?" She watched as another woman entered, hair cascading straight
down her back except for the precision-cut bangs that went across her forehead, a silver platter in
her hands. Her face was, remarkably familiar to Cosima's, but there was a more intense look in her
eyes.

"Hello, Santa. I'm Alison. I brought you something to drink." The elf offered the silver stein with
a confident look. "I'm also here to collect the suit so I may get it cleaned."

Delphine accepted the drink just before the elf noticed the suit draping over the divider.

"Good Heavens!" Quickly picking up the red suit, she carefully folded it into a neat pile. "This
suit is over a thousand years old! I…I… She stuttered, not sure what else to say as she shook her
head. "Where is the hat?"

"Um…" Delphine looked up from the cup, her bottom lip planted firmly between her teeth. She



knew exactly where it was. She had shunned it when she was putting on the rest of the suit, not
wanting to risk the possibility of lice. "On my front lawn, possibly?" She looked down into the
cup to break the stare of the obviously perturbed elf, bringing the frothy brown drink to her nose.
There was a hint of peppermint and chocolate, the scent causing her stomach to rumble with
hunger. Experimentally, she took a small sip, the warm and smooth drink sliding down her throat
and leaving just a hint of burn that had nothing to do with the temperature. "What is in this?"

With a huff, the brunette set the folded up suit delicately on the now-empty tray. "I like to call it
Yuletide Cheer. It's my own recipe of the finest Swiss chocolate mixed with Marshmallow vodka,
peppermint schnapps, bailey's Irish creme, and just a dash of Frangelico for a nutty robustness.
I've been refining on the recipe for 1300 years."

Looking down at the stein again, Delphine took a smaller sip, identifying the individual
ingredients easily. It was delicious, but the last thing she wanted was to get drunker than she
already was from the wine she'd had with dinner. Instead she took a moment to study the woman
who looked surprisingly similar to Cosima. "1300 years?" Maybe it was an elf thing. But she had
seen other elves that didn't look like these two brunettes. In fact they seemed taller than the others,
setting them apart. "You look pretty good for your age."

Standing up a little straighter, Alison smiled. "That's very kind of you to say, but I'm married to
someone in the woodshop."

"I didn't mean…" Delphine felt the blush rise to her cheeks as there was a quick rap of knuckles
on the door before it opened, letting Cosima in.

"Hey Alison, I think Helena needs your help in wrapping." Cosima was holding a silver tray with
a dome cover over it.

"Goodness. I hope she hasn't used all the wrapping paper on one toy again." With a shake of her
head, she rushed out with the suit in tow.

Cosima chuckled, moving over to a small desk and setting down the platter. "I had the chef make
you a quick snack before you rest. Siobhan makes the best pita pocket sandwiches." She removed
the cover with an exaggerated flourish

Delphine's stomach growled as the delicious scent wafted up and lifted the pita that was packed
with chunks of turkey, wild rice, sprouts and cranberry jam. It was like a Christmas dinner in a
pita. "Merci."

"Avec plaisir." Cosima responded in French, her nose wrinkling again with a smile. As if unable
to stop herself, she moved to the bed, running her fingers through Mr. P's fur. "I see Alison got
you a little bit of Yuletide Cheer. It's good but it has a tendency to kick you in the behind."

Delphine nodded, wiping a few crumbs from her lips. "This is all delicious." This was
significantly better than the instant meal she'd had for dinner and her stomach was determined to
keep her engaged in the meal.

"I told you it was good." Cosima seemed to hesitate on saying something, the corner of her lip
tucked between her teeth.

Swallowing the last bite, Delphine tilted her head to the side. "What's going on?"

"So… I know you're super confused and it's probably the last thing you want to think of but,
normally when the sun rises in the west, when all the presents have been delivered, we have a tiny
party… get it… tiny… elves… anyway…" Cosima cleared her throat. "If you were interested, I



could take you there, show you around."

Delphine's eyebrow rose in surprise. Was this small woman really inviting her to a party? After the
night she'd had?

"I mean you don't have to go. Santa normally just crashes in bed after the long night but there's
lots of Yuletide Cheer and a dozen hookahs… with some Elvish delight packed in…" She
wiggled her eyebrows before clearing her throat.

"I'm flattered, Cosima. Really I am, but I don't think my brain can process anything else…"
Delphine didn't know why she was feeling guilty. The woman seemed so hopeful in her request,
but she was sure her dream was going to end soon and she would hate to just disappear in the
middle of a party.

"No no, it's cool. Cosima laughed nervously, waving her off. "You're probably crazy tired. I'll
um…" She smoothed her dress down, hesitating just for a minute before approaching Delphine. "I
should go. I probably won't see you before you go back but…" She removed a small silver chain
from her pocket. "I'm going to be in contact with you over the next year while you get your affairs
together before heading here next Thanksgiving."

Delphine opened her mouth to respond but nothing came out.

"I'll be sending you the list to review in a few months…"

"List?" Finally Delphine managed to get out.

"Yeah, you know… he's making a list…" Cosima started in a sing-song voice. "...checking it
twice…" When she got no response she waved it off. "Nevermind. You'll understand, but um."
She lifted the chain and offered it to Delphine. "Your first joy as Santa… you're never alone."
Lifting the pendant that hung from the chain, she spinned the small pendant, the silver disc rotating
quickly and revealing a christmas tree. "If you ever need me, I'm only a spin away."

Delphine didn't have time to protest before her fingers were being wrapped around the pendant
and the woman was ducking out of the room.

Confusion.

She was filled with so much confusion as she set the necklace on the nightstand and crawled onto
the bed, a wave of exhaustion seeping through her. Barely a minute went by before she felt Mr. P
move, burrowing into the space between the mattress and her side. "Well… this place is nice…
almost a shame to have to wake up from this dream." She mumbled sleepily, just before slipping
into a deep slumber.

"...ask your doctor if Cophine is a match for you…"

Delphine blinked her eyes open, the familiar scent of her bedroom washing over her. With a wild
hand, she slapped at the radio, turning off the alarm. "Merde."

Sitting up, she slipped from the bed, rubbing her eyes sleepily. "What a dream…" She mumbled,
wincing as she turned on the harsh light of the bathroom.

Too much wine.

She could barely keep her eyes open as she spread the cleansing foam around her face, feeling the
cool seeping into her pores. It wasn't until she was splashing the soap away and she dried her face
did she look in the mirror, gasping slightly as her hand came up to her throat. Sitting perfectly just



below her collar, the silver pendant glistened in the light.

The temptation to spin the small disc was overwhelming, but the fear that she was losing her mind
prevented her from doing so. Instead she let her eyes drop to the flannel pajamas she wore.

"Mon dieu…"



Who's Naughty or Nice

Ok so... I'm kind of sorry for the first part of this chapter, but I'm also not sorry at all. LOL. 

 

Delphine hummed softly to herself as she clipped the necklace around her neck, running her hand
down the thin shirt she wore, Spring having finally brought the warmth back.

For the most part, she'd put that strange dream behind her, deciding she had imagined it all. Of
course, she couldn't explain the necklace, or her desire to keep it near her, but it was a small
hiccup.

Her fingertip running along the smooth silver, it reminded her of the brunette, a bright smile and
joyful laugh that she swore she could hear in her dreams.

There had to be a rational explanation for it all, she just couldn't find it. Instead of worrying about
strange holiday puzzles, she threw herself head-first into work.

Work….

She had once loved her job… but for some reason she began to dislike the politics of it. Sure, she
was never a fan of the capitalist mentality of the company, but lately, when previously she was
more than willing to play the game, she was finding it harder to hold back her revulsion for it.
Especially when she was in a meeting...

Watching as a co-worker tried to push their drug again.

"The clinical trials have shown that Shaysimazone has a 77% approval rating in new patients.
Although approximately 37% of Cophine patients have reacted with severe nausea and mood
swings when introduced to Shaysimazone, overall approval with Cophine patients have shown at
about a 48% with 15% reporting they prefer Shaysimazone over Cophine."

Delphine sighed softly. "Of course they do, Bram. The human race in general loves instant
gratification. Cophine is a slow-release that is, in the long-run, a steady and more beneficial drug
with less side effects. You can't just take it away from patients."

"Well we might not have a choice, Delphine." Don, head of another lab, bristled. "You know that
the availability of Cophine is out of our hands and production costs have skyrocketed." He shook
his head. "Trust me, once Cophine is off the market, people are going to flock to Shaysimazone."

"Or they're just going to go find another drug that suits their needs. I hear Clexa is starting to raise
in popularity." Delphine mumbled in discontent, the room staring at her in shock at the mention of
their competition.

"Could I see you outside, Delphine?" Marion, the head of the department finally spoke, having
been observing the interaction in silence. Pushing herself out of her seat, she didn't give Delphine
time to decline, knowing the blonde wouldn't dare.

Delphine growled internally, following the woman out the glass doors. Of course she would be
singled out when Bram and Don were obviously more interested in money than offering a suitable
product.



"What is going on with you?" Marion turned to face her, arms crossed over her chest.

"Are you listening to them?"

"Are you listening to yourself? Have you forgotten what we do here?"

Delphine scoffed. "Obviously anything to make money off of patients, even if it's not for their
benefit." The moment she said it she knew she shouldn't have. She could tell by the way Marion's
eyes narrowed and shoulders adjusted as she stood just a little taller, a display of dominance.

"I think you need to take some time off, Delphine." Marion suggested in a way that was less of a
suggestion and more of a command. "Take a little time to refocus yourself and remember what
your job is."

Delphine shook her head. "No, I'm alright, Marion. I'm sorry. I'm just having an off day. I..."

Marion held a hand up to silence her. "I'm not asking you. I'm telling you."

Taking a step back in surprise, Delphine's brows furrowed in confusion and disbelief. "Are you
firing me?" She'd never been fired before. She'd never even been reprimanded.

"Don't be silly." Marion turned from her, pausing with her hand on the conference room door. "At
your level we don't fire, we ask for a resignation, which I'm not doing… yet."

Delphine didn't have time to respond as the door clicked closed. Strangely, there was an emptiness
inside her where despair should have been. She took pride in her professional life, and such a
blow should have been unbearable. Instead, she felt nothing…. Except maybe a slight relief.

She shed no tears as she got into her car. Why would she cry for such a heartless company? There
was so much good to be done and maybe this washer sign to do it.

After all, it left her time to stop at her favorite ice cream shop.

Yeah… ice cream. Maybe some cake…

Or an ice cream cake, she decided as she made her selection.

Yeah. There was no way she could feel bad about her job when there was ice cream cake, she
thought as she set her prize on the kitchen counter.

Meeeooowwwww

"You can't have this, Mr. P." Delphine commented as she licked her lips, slicing a bit of the cake.
She didn't normally enjoy sweets, but sometime in the past few months, she'd been craving more
sweets than ever.

Cookies.

Ice Cream.

Cake.

It all called to her when previously she'd prefered to stick with salads and less sugar-packed foods.
She was about to take a bite when she looked down, realizing she was still in her work clothes.
"Well… we have to fix that." She commented, tucking the cake and plate in the freezer away from
Mr. P and the danger of defrosting.



A knock on the door stopped her on the way to the bedroom and she detoured to answer it,
smiling at the man who held a clipboard.

"Delivery for a Delphine C?"

Raising her eyebrows in surprise, Delphine leaned against the frame of the door. "Oui, that's me."

The man lifted a small handheld device. "Special delivery. Sign on the line please." He signalled
to someone in the driveway. "Where do you want me to stack them?"

"Stack?" Delphine asked in confusion.

"Yeah there are… a few boxes."

Delphine shrugged nonchalantly. "Just… put it inside the door, I'll be right back." She smiled,
continuing her journey to the bedroom.

The good thing about Spring was that she could put on shorts and a tshirt and it wouldn't be
strange. Instead, she sighed in relief as she pulled her hair up into a messy bun, rolling up her
sleeves before heading out… not expecting to walk right into a stack of red boxes.

"What the…" She looked around the room, stacks of boxes littering every space possible. There
had to be around a hundred boxes, maybe more. She ducked around a stack, finding a slightly
shorter one with an envelope attached to it, her name in elegant script across the front.

Her hands shaking suddenly, she unfolded the letter, a chill suddenly going down her back as she
read it.

Dear Santa… Delphine,

Here's the list I promised you. Don't forget to check it twice.

I hope you haven't driven yourself mad thinking you hallucinate it all.

-Cosima

"What…" Reaching for the cover of one of the boxes, it slipped right off and she picked up the
first of what had to be a few thousand sheets of paper, each with names scribed from top to
bottom, each with a pair of boxes to check.

Naughty or Nice.

Check it twice.

Delphine dropped the sheet as if it had burned her, stepping away from the box and running into
another stack, barely reacting in time as it threatened to topple over. Just moments later, she was
standing in her bathroom, staring at her reflection… or rather the chain clasped around her neck.

The silver sparkled in the light and she watched as her reflection lifted the pendant between her
fingers, one finger reaching out to spin the disc. Her eyes moved from her reflection to the pendant
in her hand, watching as the tree appeared.

She didn't know what she was expecting, but after a minute, when there was no flash of light or
burst of sparkles, she let the pendant fall back against her chest, a soft sigh slipping from her lips.
What was she expecting? A necklace didn't have the power to summon people, let alone brunette
elves with pointed teeth and wrinkled nosed. She shook her head, returning to the kitchen. At least



there was always cake, she thought as she stepped through the door, stopping suddenly.

"Dude… this is amazing." The short brunette commented as she closed her mouth around another
mouthful of cake and ice cream, her feet kicking from where she was sitting on the counter. Again
she was wearing leggings and a sweater dress, but her dreads had switched from streaks of red
and green to silver and gold.

"Cosima…" Delphine's hand came up to cover her mouth. It's not that she wasn't happy to see the
brunette, in fact she was… more than she expected she would be, but the woman's presence could
only mean one thing.

It hadn't been a dream.

"Why don't we have ice cream at the North Pole? I'm going to have to look into that." Setting her
dish in the sink, Cosima jumped down, landing with a tiny hop. "So… Mademoiselle Claus. You
called?"

Was she planning on telling the truth? Would she tell Cosima that she had spun the pendant just to
see if it would work… Would she have to explain that she had written the whole experience off as
a delusion?

"Boxes…" The word came out stunted and sudden. "The boxes."

"Oh the list." Cosima rocked on her heels with a grin. "Good, you got it."

Delphine followed her as the woman moved to the hallway, taking in the stacks of boxes. "There
used to be a lot more names but… kids just aren't believing in Santa like they used to." She shook
her head as she carefully lifted a cover.

"What is all this and what am I supposed to do with it?"

"You know, I'm not sure if you are being serious, or you just want me to sing to you again."
Cosima joked, lifting up the sheet of paper. "Look, it's simple. You just look at a name, mark it as
naughty or nice, repeat for the whole list, and set it in the other box."

"What?" Delphine lifted her own paper. "How am I supposed to know that?" She asked in
confusion.

"You just...do." Cosima shrugged. "It's like this. I'm going to say a name and you say naughty or
nice." She was rewarded with a sceptical look. "Aaron Aaronson."

"Nice." Delphine spoke in surprise. She didn't know where that had come from, just that she had
known instantly.

"Aaron Aaronsyn"

"Naughty."

"Abraham Abaro"

"Nice." Delphine winced with each word that slipped out, answering the brunette in turn.

"See. It's easy. You can do this." Cosima grinned, setting the paper down again.

"Am I really supposed to go through all these names?"

Cosima nodded. "It's not that hard really. It goes by pretty quickly." With a mischievous grin, she



Cosima nodded. "It's not that hard really. It goes by pretty quickly." With a mischievous grin, she
leaned a little closer to Delphine. "I can stay and help if you want... It's always more interesting
with a friend aaaaannnnnd…" The brunette seemed to pull a small container out of nowhere,
miniature wrapped squares barely visible through the plastic. "...my own special elvish delight
brownies."

Elvish delight. She vaguely remembered the brunette mentioning it before. "Do I even want to
know what that is?"

"Yes." Cosima's grin spread wider. "And I brought some of Alison's Yuletide Cheer to wash it
down."

And that was how, a few hours later, they somehow ended up sprawled across the couch,
Delphine draped over one side, Cosima with her head resting on Delphine's thighs.

"Azia Delegrante" Cosima spoke in a laughing tone, her tongue pressing against the back of her
teeth.

"Nice." Delphine commented,her fingers twirling a single dread. The drink and brownies had
settled nicely in her system, a cloud of sweet bliss having settled over her.

"Man there are a lot of naughty kids this year." Cosima commented, marking the list.

"Do they really get coal?"

"No way." Cosima laughed at that. "Talk about a waste of natural resources. No they get
underwear."

Her eyebrows sitting up, Delphine couldn't help laughing at that.

Cosima had been a delight to spend the time with, mixing names with jokes and comments,
keeping it from becoming a truly boring night.

"We should take a break. Your voice is starting to sound scratchy." Delphine commented, tugging
on a dread.

"Just one more name." Cosima grinned, setting the paper aside and pushing herself up to her
knees facing the blonde. "Cosima, Head Elf."

It was on the tip of her tongue. Delphine was barely able to keep it back. Of course the brunette
had been nothing but nice in her 1500 years of life, but she could sense the defiance behind the
question, Cosima chewing on her bottom lip.

She was supposed to be Santa Claus… and Santa Claus never lied… or did he?

"Naughty." The word held a disturbing taste, like she knew the lie was there, but watching the
emotions travel across Cosima's face from shocked, to surprised, to understanding, then to
mischievous, it was all completely worth it.

"You're not supposed to lie, Santa." Cosima chidded in a conspiring whisper.

It had to be the Elvish Delight, Delphine thought as her eyes fell to the woman's mouth, tracing
each wrinkle in the pink lips. It had to be the Yuletide Cheer. It had to be a million other reasons
than the fact that she was feeling a strange attraction to the elf.

'You're not gay.' Her brain tried to tell her, yet, there was a magnetism that pulled her in,
summoning something inside her she never knew existed.



"Well… actually." Cosima inched just a little closer, seemingly oblivious to the storm waging
inside the blonde's mind. "I can think of at least one reason I'd be on the naughty list."

Swallowing audibly, Delphine's eyes tracked back and forth between the dark hazel eyes and soft
lips. "What's that?"

There was no hesitation in the elve's movement as she pushed a loose blonde curl behind
Delphine's ear. "I have apparently developed some strange attachment to my boss."

Unfortunately, as it would be, Delphine wasn't exactly sure of the chain of command when it
came to elves, and so she pulled back just slightly, her brows furrowed in confusion. "Who is your
boss?" As foreign as the attraction was, she had been certain it wasn't one sided.

Chuckling, Cosima covered her eyes in embarrassment, only peeking between her fingers when
she managed to control herself. "You are, Delphine."

"Oh." Was all Delphine could manage, her cheeks flushing a dark crimson. "Well…" after that,
she wasn't sure where to go with the conversation.

"Did I just freak you out?" Cosima herself could feel the shift away from playfulness and more
towards the awkward. "I did didn't I?"

"No… no you didn't. I just…" Delphine felt her embarrassment magnify. "I've just never…"

"Kissed an elf before?" Cosima joked, shifting closer once more. "That's ok… I've never kissed a
human before. We can talk about it if you want… our we could…" her words were cut off by soft
lips, a hand coming up to cup her cheek.

Delphine smiled against the brunette's lips, feeling the warmth spread through her as she pulled
her closer, returning the kiss easily. Cosima lips were softer than any she'd kissed and tasted of
chocolate and peppermint.

When Cosima pulled away, her eyes fluttering open, she grinned.

Delphine felt the heat in her blood as she bit her bottom lip. She hadn't expected that, the instant
need that settled in her gut, a steady lure that pulled her in the direction of the brunette.

"Well… that didn't suck."

A giggle bubbled up from inside Delphine and she found herself mirroring the woman's grin. "No
it didn't."

"We should…" Cosima was having a difficult time concentrating, exhaling steadily as she picked
up the forgotten sheet. "We should get back to doing the list."

"Ok…" Delphine gave her a confused look, unsure of what that meant. Surely she hadn't been
wrong in kissing the elf. As new as it was to her, she knew a good kiss when she came across
one.

"Don't take that the wrong way…" Cosima gave her a warm look when she saw the war behind
light hazel eyes. "I just… I can imagine that kissing you is something I can totally lose myself in,
and we need to get through like a few hundred million names so…"

Delphine felt a flood of relief, completely understanding. "Ok."

"List now… kissing later…" Cosima spun around and retook her position, her head resting on the



blondes thighs.

"You know…" Delphine commented, her fingers twirling a soft dread. "You were about to take a
break…"

Her eyebrows raising, Cosima pursed her lips, looking at the list and then back to Delphine. "I
was wasn't I?"

"Yeah you were." Delphine commented, already leaning forward.

"I could use a break." Her hand was already on the back of Delphine's neck, pulling her down
until their lips met. They had a few minutes to spare.



Santa Claus is Coming...

Chapter 4

"Naughty." Delphine spoke around a mouthful of chocolate chip cookie, her gaze locked on the
brunette's petite form that was sitting on the kitchen counter. With dark hazel eyes firmly planted
on the list, Delphine was allowed the opportunity to let her eyes drift over the dips and curves of
the woman's body without embarrassment.

Two months. The brunette had been coming over for 2 months now, inciting a need to get through
the list as quickly as possible. They hadn't gone very far beyond heated kisses and lingering
caresses, but Delphine was ok with that...sort of. After all… millions of kids depended in her
focusing on this one simple task.

"Nancy Tavares."

"Nice" Licking the chocolate from her fingers, she tried to ignore the magnetic pull that was
related to the elf's presence. She was so tempted to pull the brunette to her, to press her lips against
the smile that always seemed to grace her features. It was more than just a temptation. It was a
nagging desire, a need that settled in her core whenever the short woman appeared.

Despite having never been attracted to women, she wasn't ignorant of the desire she felt, nor did
she feel the need to partake in some sort of self loathing shower where she sat in the corner and
cried for such deviant thoughts, but she was nervous. Would she be a suitable lover? How would
she stack against 1500 years of whoever the elf had crossed paths with in the past. Would she be
enough?

The need she felt, however, overrode any such trepidation. It was a carnal desire that left her
beyond frustrated every night the brunette disappeared. She craved the woman's touch like
nothing she'd ever craved before and she had begun to depend on these long days.

It had been so easy, forgetting about work… or her lack of work, so simple, casting aside all
responsibility, enjoying every day with the brunette. Getting to know each other while making
their way through the alphabet one name at a time.

With millions of names to get through, Cosima had been determined to keep them on track. She
was motivated, to say the least, making sure they wasted no time. "Nancy Tavayan"

It had been a struggle, an uphill battle she would never be able to win. Unable to resist much
longer, Delphine stepped up to the brunette, invading her space so as to get noticed by the focused
brunette. "Nice."

Cosima looked up in surprise, not expecting Delphine to have moved closer, their bodies just
inches away as hand landed on the counter on either side of her. "Hey." There was a look in
Delphine's eyes that she had grown very familiar with the past two months, one that sent a thrill
down her spine.

"Hey." Delphine plucked the list from the woman's hands, getting no argument as she set it aside,
her hips sliding between Cosima's knees. "I think we need a break." There was no doubt what she
wanted to do on a break.

"Didn't we just take a break like an hour ago?" Even as she spoke she was resting her arms on
Delphine's shoulders, a grin on her lips. It's not that she wasn't interested. She was. Her whole



body was keenly aware of the blonde's proximity, but they had a job to do.

"We did." Pressing forward, Delphine's lips met Cosima's in a soft exchange, a heat and depth
growing as the seconds passed and Delphine was wrapping an arm around the elf's waist, pulling
her to the edge of the counter and flush against her own body.

It was Cosima who broke off the kiss, her nose brushing against the tip of Delphine's. "You… are
so addictive. I'm afraid that if we don't stop now, I'll never want to stop." her hands came up to
cup once-pale cheeks that had flushed from excitement. "This is dangerous, Delphine." Her voice
was a hesitant whisper, her lips ghosting over Delphine's in a kiss. "We have so much to do."

"I know what I want to do." Delphine's voice was thick, laced with the desire that coursed
through her blood.

"I do too, but…" Cosima groaned as lips moved down the length of her neck. "Gah… you're
making it really hard to... "

With a smirk, Delphine sat back up, applying one more nip to the brunette's lips. "But you're
right… we should get back to the list." She strategically took a step back only to have the brunette
pull her back.

"Don't you dare." Cosima crushed her lips against Delphine's, the point of no return having come
sooner than she thought as she knew there was no way she could survive the day without the feel
of pale skin beneath her fingers. "We can take one day off." She mumbled against the blonde's
mouth, allowing the woman to pull her off the counter. She hadn't intended on giving in. She
knew the importance of the list and getting it done as soon as possible would help the others back
home with gift production, but the blonde's desire was compounding with her own, doing no less
than driving her mad.

Delphine had begun pulling her towards the couch, anticipation and hormones driving her to
hurry, but Cosima broke the kiss, a mischievous look on her face as she instead slipped her hand
into Delphine's, pulling her towards the bedroom. If they were going to do this, they were going to
be comfortable.

Delphine didn't complain. Her feet piloted her forward willingly, her arm capturing the brunette
around the waist as soon as they stopped. As Cosima had worried, Delphine had grown quite
addicted to the soft kisses they shared, finding it increasingly difficult to break away.

"I'm pretty sure this is…" Cosima started, her hands slipping under Delphine's shirt and inching it
up over the blonde's head. "...probably against some sort of rules…" Despite her words, she was
determined to strip away the barrier between them.

"There are rules?" Delphine asked incredulously, her hands tugging up the brunette's dress. In the
Summer months, the woman had taken to wearing thinner layers of dresses, abandoning the
leggings altogether.

"Aren't there always?"

When a heated tongue tasted the skin of Delphine's throat, a soft groan emerged. "But… I'm in
charge, non?"

"I dunno." Cosima's fingers found the buttons of Delphine's shorts. "Are you?"

There was a taunting look in dark eyes and Delphine groaned, shedding the rest of her clothes as
she gave into the gravity of Cosima's pull.



There was nothing awkward, Delphine concluded, as she was pressed into the sheets, the smaller
form settling over her, lips traveling over her skin. There was only a gentle exploration, two forms
tangling together into one being.

Ok, maybe there was just a touch of awkwardness as it took her a minute to find their rhythm, the
gentle beat in which their bodies slid together, a knowing thigh pressing against her core.

"So beautiful." Cosima whispered against a breast, short nails leaving rose tinted welts down her
back.

Delphine was captivated by the enthralled look in the dark hazel eyes, the way soft lips caressed
her own body in reverence as hands slid down her body. "Merde." As fingers slipped into the
heated depths of her want, she gasped in surprise, not expecting the overwhelming sensations that
took her breath away.

Cosima nuzzled the hollow of her throat. "Is this too much?"

"Non." Delphine shook her head wildly. "C'est bon." She whimpered, her hand caressing the
woman's cheek, tracing soft lips with a thumb. "Tu es belle." She was finding it difficult to
develop coherent thoughts, fingers pressing into her and robbing her of her ability to speak.

It took an alarming short time for her world to spill over, for desire to consume her completely and
send her toppling into ecstasy. Her breath was robbed from her as a merciless wave of pleasure
ripped through her body and she was hugging Cosima to her, her face buried in the woman's neck
as her breath came in ragged sobs.

"You are so beautiful." Cosima peppered kisses over heated flesh, enjoying the sight of a heaving
chest and trembling skin. "Are you alright?"

Delphine groaned, turning to pin the brunette to the bed. "I think… I'm more than alright."
Brushing her lips over Cosima's, she grinned. "But I think I should do a little exploring of my
own."

Cosima chuckled, finding her hands pinned over her head. "As you wish, Santa." She
commented, getting a narrow-eyed look from the blonde.

"Zayne Zyles."

Delphine quickly turned the heat on before diving back into bed, getting back under the covers
where she found a warm body waiting for her. "Nice." She commented as she wrapped her arms
around the woman's bare waist.

There was a scribble of a pen and a rustle of paper as Delphine waited patiently for the next name,
her thumb idly tracing circles around a bare belly button.

"Ok." Cosima set the sheet of paper down and slipped down under the covers, pressing her nose
against Delphine's. There was a delighted surprise in the light hazel eyes and she couldn't help
grinning widely. "That was the last one."

"What?" Delphine blinked. How many months had they been working on the list? Summer had
come and gone, Autumn bringing a chill with it that drove them under covers. "That was the last
one?"

"Yes." Cosima chuckled, running her hand through the wild blonde curls.



"I can't believe it." Pulling the brunette to her, Delphine tangled her legs with Cosima's, a comfort
she'd gained over the past months of close intimacy. "We should celebrate." She let her hand
travel down the sleek form, slipping between their bodies.

A soft groan spilled from Cosima's lips as she used all her strength to roll over, pinning the blonde
beneath her. "I know of a good way to celebrate." Her hips settling between strong thighs.

"Oh yeah."

"Come back to the North Pole with me."

"What?" Delphine blinked, trying to concentrate on the words when soft lips moved over her
clavicle.

Cosima smiled. "It's almost that time for you to prepare anyway." She whispered against soft skin.
"I'm going to be needed more at home now that the list is completed."

Despite all the time they had put into the list, it was hard for Delphine to wrap her mind around the
inevitability of her being the new Santa Claus. Was she really going to deliver presents to all the
children in the world? Was that even possible? When it was just she and Cosima, it was easy to
pretend that they were in a bubble, where the names were just lines on a list and nothing more.

It was easy to pretend she wasn't crazy when there was a non-existent mythological creature
crawling down her body, a tongue dipping into her navel.

At that moment, she knew there was anything she would do for this. What were a few hundred
million children when it meant she could keep this magical creature in her life? "Yes."

Looking up from where her lips were pressed against a smooth hip, Cosima grinned. "Yes?"

"Oui."

Cosima smirked, her finger slipping through slick heat, hearing a soft whimper in response.
"Really?"

"But only if you stop teasing." Delphine gasped, her hand tangling in soft dreads and pulling the
woman to her core.

"As you wish, Santa." Cosima commented, obeying the command with vigor.
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"Test… test. Santa can you hear me?"

Delphine winced, pulling the edge of the hat away from her ear. "Yes… yes I can hear you."

"Right… maybe answer a little faster, yeah?" The snappy voice came over the speaker.

Rolling her eyes, Delphine looked at herself in the mirror, the red suit having adjusted to fit her
form, the warmth radiating through her.

"You look so hot." Cosima entered the room, holding a tray, a cup Alison had provided balanced
neatly in the center of it.

Delphine gave her a doubtful look, tugging on the sash that held her coat closed. "I look
ridiculous."

"No you don't." Cosima chuckled, offering her the cup. "Some liquid courage, courtesy of
Alison." She waited until Delphine took a sip before nodding. "Good girl."

"I wish you could come with me." Delphine protested, setting the cup aside before slipping her
feet into calf-high boots, pulling the laces tight.

"I know, but you know I'm needed here. Head Elf, remember?"

With an exhale of air, Delphine rested her elbows on her knees, looking up at the elf who was
watching her. "I can always demote you."

"Oh really?" Cosima crossed the room, allowing the woman to pull her onto a red lap. "Keep that
up and you're going to be on the naughty list, Santa."

Unable to resist, Delphine brushed her lips along the length of her jaw. "I'm the one who decides
who's naughty or nice, remember?" her voice came out a bare whisper as she traced the edge of a
pointed ear with her tongue, hearing the soft sigh rise from her lover's throat.

"Oi," A voice sounded from outside, a fist pounding on the door, "you two shagging in there? It's
time to get the show on the road."

Cosima groaned. "Sarah is such a pain."

"Speaking of Sarah… why do you two and Alison look so much alike?" Delphine asked
curiously as the woman slid off her lap and she stood.

Raising an eyebrow, Cosima gave her a serious look. "That's pretty racist, Delphine. Not all elves
look the same."

"What… I... "

Cosima laughed. "It was a joke. They're my sisters, like actual blood relation." She clarified,



realizing the blonde wasn't used to the dynamic of thinking of everyone here as a sibling. "Our
poor mother ended up with five of us in one go." She ran her hands down the blonde's front,
smoothing down the soft material.

The last few months they had shared together with Delphine permanently at the North Pole had
only brought them closer together as they learned not just the rhythm of each other's bodies, but
also the flow of their daily lives. Delphine had learned as much about the duties and magic of
Santa Claus and Cosima had been there step by step, helping.

"Let's go!" The voice shouted through the door. When the door finally opened, revealing
Delphine and Cosima, Sarah huffed in frustration. "About time. I've already got the squad hooked
up and millions of children are waiting while you're getting your rocks off.

Delphine looked down as Cosima's hand slipped into her own, fingers intertwining as she was
pulled towards the sled, the painted surface shining and beautiful. She felt an anxiety fill her soul
as she took a seat on the waxed surface, her now-gloved hands closing around the reigns.

"You'll do perfectly." Cosima whispered, brushing her lips against Delphine's gently and stepping
away.

Delphine swallowed with a nod just before the platform began to rise.

There wasn't as much fear this time, Delphine decided as the reindeer pulled the sleigh into the air.
She had gone on a few test runs in the past month, learning to control the creatures, but in all those
times Cosima had joined her. Of course her first run alone, millions of children were depending on
her. Luckily, the reindeer seemed to have some clue as to what they were doing as they headed
through the night with purpose, the travel ending in a blink of an eye as she landed softly on a
rooftop.

She eyed the sack that was filled with presents before she chewed her bottom lip, looking over the
chimney. Sanity told her she would never fit down the chute, but she felt herself losing control of
her body, gravity seeming to disappear as she was lifted off the ground and began to float towards
the opening.

She found herself in a home cast in darkness, the only light emitting from a tree glowing in a
corner. With a huff, she dropped the sack on the ground. She pulled out the first present, the
strangest sensation telling her that a doll was in the box, the name of a 6 year old girl who had
been exceptionally studious all year long on the colorful label.

Tucking it under the decorated branches, she reached in her bag for another. Each delicately
wrapped package came with it's own story and she continued to unload the bag until it was empty.

She was drawn to the plate near the fireplace, biting her bottom lip as the sweet scent of chocolate
rose to her.

She was barely done chewing before she felt herself being pulled towards and back up the
chimney, landing easily on the roof. Dropping the sack in the sleigh, she watched as the material
bubbled up suddenly, presents filling the bag magically as she took a seat and the sleigh began to
move.

Hours later, setting the bag on the ground, Delphine ran a hand over her brow, attempting to wipe
away a bead of sweat that wasn't really there. She'd lost count long ago how many houses she'd
been to, how many trees she'd loaded with gifts and surprises.

This one was no different. Reaching into the bag, she pulled out a present and tucked it under the



tree. Maggie Kamanuwai. The girl was just over 6 and already starting to develope into a kind and
generous girl, well deserving of the toys she'd asked for.

How she knew that, Delphine had given up trying to find out. No ordinary human should have
been able to visit as many homes as she had. No ordinary human should be able to slide down and
up chimneys.

Graeme Kamanuwai. Delphine snorted as she shoved the present under the tree, knowing it was
filled with underwear. Her brother, on the other hand, was always sneaking into the neighbor's
yard to steal fruit.

Slinging the now-empty sack over her shoulder, she liberated a cookie from the customary plate
before heading to the chimney and feeling herself lifted up the length of it. Despite the small size
of the shoot, magically no wall actually touched her, leaving the suit pristine and perfect.

Must be some sort of magic Alison had applied.

With a heavy sigh, Delphine dropped the bag into the sleigh before falling into the seat herself. As
magic as what they did was, hitting millions of homes in one night, she still felt every minute of it.
She was exhausted. On the horizon, she could see the sky beginning to lighten, the dark midnight
blue beginning to brighten to a purple.

"Good job, Santa." Cosima came over the speaker as the sleight took off. "Time to get your sexy
self home."

It was a delightful surprise to hear the brunette, considering that Sarah had been the one available
to answer any questions. "Merci, ma cheri." Delphine sighed, relaxing as much as she could in the
sleigh. Her fear was still there despite everyone's reassurances that she wouldn't fall. She felt an
ache in her entirety from traveling up and down chimneys, lugging presents around. She was able
to enjoy the scenery as everything went by, city lights disappearing, turning into white covered
wilderness and finally to an expanse of pure white.

The sled was touching down before she knew it and she stretched slightly as, like the year before,
the platform lit up beneath her and she was sinking into a scene that had become the familiar sight
of home. She had expected to see Cosima there, as she had the first time she descended into the
room full of elves and toys, but the brunette was nowhere to be seen.

"Cosima… where are you?" Delphine spoke into the mic, getting no response.

"Oi! Come on, Santa." The brunette that would look similar to her lover if not for her lack of
dreads and glasses as well as her lack of Cosima's smile, was waving her forward. "Let's go, let's
go. The sooner you get out of there the sooner we can party."

"Thank you Sarah." Delphine smiled as the woman unhooked the reindeer. "Where is Cosima?"

"Not helping, obviously."

"Don't mind, Sarah. She just broke up with Cal in the woodshop." Alison whispered as she
offered Delphine a drink in exchange for the bright red hat. "Cosima is running a bit late and will
be meeting you in your room."

Blinking in surprise, Delphine took a sip of the Yuletide Cheer, the heat slipping down her throat
easily. "Thank you Alison." Taking the cup with her, she made her way down the familiar
hallways, nearly jumping when a small form popped in front of her, the familiar jingle of a bell
catching her off guard.



Meeeeooooowwww.

"'Allo, Mr. P." She reached down to quickly scratch behind his skull before he dashed off in
another direction. "Goodbye then…" The cat had seemed to enjoy the change of location, often
being offered treats and toys from the elves. She shook her head, taking another sip of her drink
before finding her bedroom, slipping through the door without incident. One step in and she
stopped, the stein halfway to her lips as her eyes fell on the bed, or rather the bare form that laid
upon the covers, watching her. "Cosima…" A smile slipped across her lips, watching as the
brunette pressed herself out of the bed, heading towards her.

"Welcome home, Santa." Cosima grinned, taking the cup from Delphine and setting it aside.
"Tired?" Her fingers untied the red sash that held the coat closed, easily peeling the coat away and
draping it over a chair.

"I was…" Delphine stepped out of the pants, waiting for Cosima set the pants with the coat before
pulling the woman to her. "... but for some reason, I am feeling renewed." The second their lips
met, she felt her body melt into the elf's, her hands cupping the woman's cheeks.

"Good." Cosima whispered against the blonde's lips, pulling her towards the bed. "Come on,
Santa. Time for you to get your present."
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