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“Things need to change in this place,” I say to Quipp, my most devoted elf lover as she slides her hand between my legs and begins to stroke my futa elf cock to hardness.

“I thought things would change when he died, but Mrs C is just as bad as him. At least in the old days, we were artisans. We carved their wooden toys and they loved them. Now we assemble games consoles and smartwatches and are nothing more than slave labor.”

Quipp stops stroking my cock. “Please stop,” she implores. “If anyone hears such words you will be sent to the tinsel mines with the ogres and trolls.”

She is right, of course. We did not come here so that I could vent my frustrations with working conditions at the North Pole.

We are both naked in a nest of hay in the loft of one of the reindeer sheds. 

I kiss Quipp. “Okay, no more talking.”

I stand and Quipp gets on her knees before me. My cock is growing hard as she looks up at me. I stroke her soft features. 

“Do you want me to fuck your pretty mouth?” I ask.

Quipp opens her mouth in answer and starts to lick my expanding cock from base to tip.

Quipp is sweet and simple and scared of the powers that be. I am not. I had hoped for change once Mrs C took charge but that was just a foolish illusion. If there is to be change there must be an elf rebellion and I am the one to lead it. But these thoughts are for another time and other ears than my sweet Quipp as she slowly inches my ten-inch cock into her perfect mouth.

Soon my cock bulges in her mouth and she starts to bob up and down the shaft. She looks up at me, her eyes are full of adoration. I let out a low moan as she slides up and down, her tongue lapping at the soft skin of my cock.

Once she finds the required rhythm she slides her hand between my legs and I feel two delicate fingers pushing inside my wet cunt. I thrust my hips to meet them and they drive deeper.

Quipp’s eyes widen as her other hand moves between her legs and she finds her own beat of pleasure.

The magic ring of sex is now complete. I stroke her dark hair as she moans against my cock as her fingers find her center. We build and build, swaying in the loft as the North Pole sleeps around us. My troubled thoughts are lost for the moment. This is pure joy and release. Quipp’s fingers slam into my cunt. Her eyes are misted with lust. I feel the current of connection between us. 

A shudder passes through me. I feel the claws of orgasm begin to dig into my skin. I could come in minutes but I need more than to see my pretty elf lover’s mouth dripping with my spunk, I need to come inside her. I need to feel the warmth of her welcoming cunt as my cock explodes.

I tap her head. She knows this signal and withdraws and my throbbing cock pops out of her mouth. She gasps and grins at me. “You taste so sweet,” she whispers and then she turns and is on all fours before me. She gives her tight, little ass a playful wiggle.
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