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I SAW MOMMY SUBMITTING TO SANTA CLAUS

 by
Lindsey Flinch Bedder

 


It’s late at night and I’m
sitting in the living room. My eyes are on the fireplace. I’m a mix
of nerves and excitement. My mother’s silk nightie brushes my body
with cool kisses.

Two a.m. on the dot: I hear
jingle bells on the roof.

I check my
lipstick.

I somewhat regret learning
the family secret.

* * *

I have eight needy
siblings. Yeah, we’re a big family for this day and age. Yet my
mother is stay-at-home and my father is a part-time lawyer at a
non-profit housing agency. I’ve dated bartenders who made more
money. So how did we manage? Most of my life I never wondered about
it.

This year Mother gave me
the answer. She pulled me into her boudoir—what she called her
‘composition room’—and shoved a cookie in my hand.

“Sandrine,” she said, “is
your hymen intact?”

“I really hope you just
said hymnal.”

“Funny, dear. Is your
cherry ‘old and busted?’ Or is it ‘the new hotness?’”

“Ugh. Don’t do
that.”

“Are you a virgin or not?
Don’t drag this out, I only have three cookies.”

I blushed. “I’ve been
active for three years. You bought me birth
control.”

“That was precaution, not
permission. I saw how the boys looked at you.” Something glinted in
her eyes. “Still, those pills are some money! I’m glad they’re not
going to waste.”

“If that’s all you wanted
to know…” I said without much hope.

“Do you make your lovers
happy?”

“Mother!”

She needed to ask about my
love-life because I kept it a state secret. I never risked bringing
boys home—and not for the reason you probably think. When Mother
walked through the room, my boyfriends wafted after her like
bruised flower petals. Ask our neighbors, ask the UPS delivery man.
Mother was old—forty-something—but she was unearthly
sexy.

“I’m pregnant,” she said,
just as I bit into the cookie. I spat all over her sexy
face.

“You deserved that. What
are you doing getting pregnant still?”

She mumbled an answer into
her coffee cup, something that shifted blame to my
father.

“Mother, is this about my
tuition?”

“No, but that’s a good
lead-in.” She put another cookie in my hand. “Your father makes a
middle-class income on a good month. You have eight siblings with
ridiculously expensive needs. I have this room which is just for
putting on make-up and perfume. How do we manage it?”

The neighborhood assumed
she had family money from her Romanian family. They thought she was
an aristocrat, she was that much more glamorous than her
American friends. She blew out other women like candles.

“We kids always thought
you were a prostitute.”

Mother laughed. “Sure, why
not? But now I’m pregnant and I can’t perform. The family needs to
put your vagina into service.”

“…Mommy?”

* * *

In our family we do what
Mother tells us. She has eyes like that Afghani girl on the
National Geographic cover: You can’t tear your gaze away. Father
calls them her “crazy eyes” as he backs out of the room.

Evidence suggests I’ve
inherited those. Some of my male professors are
very…suggestible…when I hold their gaze.

Jingle-jingle.

The tap of cloven hooves on
the roof.

My crazy eyes flick up. The
flat plaster ceiling reveals nothing. It’s a closed
face.

A rain of soot in the
fireplace.

Soon. Soon.
Soon…

* * *

When I was four years old,
I saw something that made no sense to me. After my talk with
Mother, that childhood memory unpacked in my mind with crystal
clarity.

I saw Mommy submitting to
Santa Claus.

Underneath the mistletoe at
night.

She always stayed up late
on Christmas Eve for some reason, and I wanted to know what she
saw. So I crept down the stairs and peeped into the living
room.

Thick, lustrous bunches of
mistletoe bestrewed the room. Real damn candles burned on the
Christmas tree (is that a Romanian thing?). A large wine carafe,
now at its dregs, rested sideways on the table. Mother’s wine glass
lay shattered on the floor. She couldn’t tolerate a mess, so I
noticed that first.

Then movement caught my
eye.

Mother stood by the bright
tree. The room was dim but she glowed like a street sign in the
headlights. Her heavy breasts shook under her négligée. Her chin
tilted to the ceiling.

Something large and
indistinct chewed on her neck. It ran a limb down her back and
cupped her ass.

It had her in a monster’s
embrace.

It slid another limb—a hand
or paw—down her stomach to between her legs. Mother
gasped.

“You leave Mommy alone,
Santa!” I cried.

The creature jolted, and
dropped Mother to the Persian rug. It must have been standing on
its hind legs because it dropped to all fours and gave a
bleat.

An animal? An
animal!

I screamed.

The animal bolted into the
bookcase and caused an avalanche of shelves, soccer trophies, and
school photos.

I screamed again. The
creature rebounded across the room—taking flight! Beautiful swan
wings unfurled and beat once. Then it hit the ceiling by the
opposite door and honked to the ground.

“For fuck’s sake,” Mother
hissed.

A dazed little man sat up
out of the jumble of feathers, wings, and falling
curtains.

“Interruptio!” he
said, with a voice like a garden gnome. He glanced longingly at my
mother and said, “Fără tine nu e nici o magie.”

She shrugged. She’d just
been attacked by a goat-swan-gnome, but to my four-year-old self
she seemed more worried than outraged.

Still sitting, the little
man kicked himself in a circle to view me. He smiled and said
something like “schoon.” It wasn’t my mother’s language.

He tapped the polished wood
floor between his legs and a white marble appeared under his
fingers. A giant pearl, as it turned out. It rolled across the
floor. By the time it touched my toe and I looked up again, the
little man was gone.

The family had no Christmas
presents that year.

It was worse than no
presents. The family truly suffered. That spring, father lost his
job and we almost lost the house. A car hit my brother Silvio: He
still has a dent in his skull the shape of the two-horned Mazda
logo.

We held on to the house
tooth and nail. We held yard sales and took money from our
grudging, suspicious neighbors.

Next Christmas Eve, Mother
locked all of us kids in our rooms.

* * *

Now I was eighteen. It was
my turn.

I would have been tremulous
and excited, except Mother had closed me into the living room with
something like dread on her face.

“Learn all you can,
Sandrine, dear heart!” she whispered, her voice shaking. “Learn
quickly.”

The scrabbling on the roof
ceased.

I heard: Tick, tick,
tick.

A pearl bounced in the
fireplace and rolled into the brickwork.

Like the coin that slows
but never stops rolling, the pearl followed gravity through the
hearth. It found a deep groove between the bricks, rolled forward,
and dropped to the hardwood floor at my toes.

In the radiance from the
candles on the Christmas tree, it glowed like a girl in a Vermeer
painting. It was cloudy—a tiny storm-covered Venus. I wondered what
the clouds concealed.

When I looked up, he
was there.

No little man this
time.

I saw the smirk first. Then
the tousled hair and the broad shoulders topping the
inverted-triangle body of a Classic Greek statue. I leapt to
“Greek” because of his toga. Its loose-woven cloth revealed how his
torso narrowed into his hips. The swell of his ass was so muscular
and defined that, by itself, it replaced some of my nerves with
curiosity.

“Thou’rt trembling and
afeard,” he snickered.

Fuck you, I’m not.
Mother had told me to show no fear, and to keep my mouth fresh. So
I stared and casually put a sprig of mint in my mouth. Or I would
have, if I hadn’t been so trembling and afeard. The sprig
went up my nose and I sneezed it out.

Somewhere, Cleopatra rolled
her eyes.

“Thou wert that wee lass!”
he said in recognition. Suddenly he was kneeling beside me. “But
nae little ne longer.”

He clasped me with knowing
strength, his fingers familiar with how every muscle went. I went
still like a rabbit you pick off the ground: Not from fear or
resignation, but from the hope you won’t be harmed if you’re
compliant.

The spaghetti strap of
Mother’s nightie slid from my shoulder. I didn’t mind. I took a
breath and didn’t correct it. Instead, I studied him through
slitted eyes. I tried to learn him.

Strong cheekbones. Wide-set
green Macedonian eyes. Thick curly hair. A man balanced on the edge
of Asia Minor, from a race of warriors. He had the thin polish of
civilization, Persian and Greek both, and it seemed to hold
something in check that was just as unkempt and intriguing as his
hair.

Sun-bronzed face. Thick
lips.

Lips drawing
nearer…

His mouth touched the tip
of my breast. I gasped.

“Shanti,” he
breathed on my nipple.

His hand on the back of my
neck was powerful but gentle. He let my head fall back and my body
followed. I opened like a book under him.

He leaned over me and
nibbled at first, but boys are boys. Soon he buried his face in my
cleavage, soaking up my warmth.

I took a liberty, touched
him in return. He didn’t object. Though I was a human woman and he
was…something else, he bent to the gentle pressure of my
hand.

I slid my hand up his side
and ran my fingers through his hair. He smelled like a spice
market. I wrapped an arm around his shoulders. He was powerful but
I moved him effortlessly.

This was what Mother had
wanted to know: Had I had sex, and did I know men?

Yes, I knew men.
This creature reacted like a man. He was a man. Whether it’s
a sweaty high school boy in a Honda Element, or a demigod in a
candle-lit room, men respond the same. His lips on my body were
demanding, but he acquiesced wherever my hands went. He wanted to
bend me and be bent. His need pulsed like campfire heat.

He was almost too beautiful
to behold. I half-closed my eyes.

His lips finally met
mine.

Fire.

I temporarily forgot to
learn about him, but he learned me, and that helped me learn
myself. I will never forget the ‘me’ he found: Taut stomach; lean,
powerful thighs; an invitation of an ass. My breasts, which I’d
always considered ungainly, were pure luxury in how they shifted
across my torso.

I held his face to mine in
case he tried to get away. His tongue brushed mine—flavors of
tamarind and anise. I was already on fire, but now he caught fire
too and slipped his hand between my legs. I had no thought in my
mind. I opened to him and his fingers curled in my wetness. I
groaned into his mouth.

The rough linen of his toga
sparkled against my hyper-sensitive breasts. It was too much, so I
pushed it off his shoulder and brought us skin to skin. I snaked my
other hand between his thighs. His manhood filled my palm, hot and
solid.

“Mîndro,” he
murmured.

Mîndro was what my
mother called us girls: Beauty.

My mother isn’t an exiled
Romanian aristocrat like everybody thinks, but she’s not putting on
airs. She is intrinsically splendid, all of us are. We are from an
ancient and furtive people: The Romani.

The language I secretly
learned through folk songs and poetry is the Kalderaš
Romani, the gypsy dialect of Romania. We inherited these words
from the ancient Macedonian potpourri. We are Greek and something
more, but we now hide what we once were because the world never
forgave us for Alexander.

I turned this knowledge
toward the creature in my arms. I said, “Lăsaţi-mă să vă aflaţi
mai multe despre.” Let me learn about you.

His green eyes
widened.

He lifted me over his knee,
freeing my leg so I could straighten against him. We landed
together again, face to face, breast to breast, belly to belly. His
manhood rested on my belly like a hot spear. I whined out
loud.

“Wewe kufanya mimi njaa
kuishi,” he said. “Comprenez-vous? Nió̱tho̱ ton kósmo
osfyïkí̱ chó̱ra sas.”

That sounded like three
languages to me. No, I don’t comprenez-moi,
mister.

He pivoted onto my chaise
and reclined with me above him. He was glossy and delicious in the
candle-light. After a moment of savoring my weight on his chest, he
arched his back and dragged his cock down my stomach. His shaft
split my nether lips and rested against my clit,
humming.

My universe melted down to
that one pressure against my mound. I focused preternaturally on
that sensation, and gasped when he lifted my hips. I knew what was
next—

His cock sprang straight
between my legs. For a teetering moment, it was me, my opening, and
my body weight pressing down on his cock. He held me aloft in his
iron-banded arms until I writhed and moaned.

He still didn’t
release me. I peeked at him and found him staring at my mindless
fear-need-arousal with a knowing smirk.

That ticked me off a
little: I’m not a burlesque show and you’re not sitting in the
audience. You’re with me or against me, boy, it doesn’t matter if
you’re magic and immortal. If you smirk at me, it’s a
challenge.

I attacked on all fronts,
swamping him in sensation: My breasts slipped against his chest and
my soft inner thighs flexed against his hips. The whole hot weight
of my body throbbed in his hands. I clawed his shoulders and
attacked his mouth with mine.

My fingernails, my damp hot
lips, and my ‘crazy eyes’ did what they usually do to men: They
knocked him stupid. He stopped teasing, he had to, he was so
outnumbered.

His grip relented and
gravity took over. I poured down his cock—

—And filled with a pillar
of fire. Pleasure washed through me, like slipping into a hot bath.
My ass met his thighs and I was as deep as I could be.

My vision flickered. Oh
hell no! I’m not passing out. I made myself fierce and forced
my eyes to stay open. I found the strength to meet his eyes,
impetuous young thing that I was.

I wanted even more speed so
I went still above my Greek god and let him do the moving. The
shape of his cock became less distinct the wilder we grew. I
couldn’t tell where he left off and I began.

I only knew that each
thrust brought a new blossoming of pleasure. His cock became the
nucleus inside a cloud of sensation. The cloud spread between us.
Pleasure touched every sense, like the scent of some Greek flower
infiltrating a meadow.

A warning sang through
me. Flowers…

I was
living-breathing-feeling the power of the demigod underneath me.
With our shared connection, I could imagine anything and fetch it
tangibly into my mind.

So I fetched the subtle
scent of the Greek flower. It was possible due to the magic I drew
off my lover. The scent materialized. The more pleasure my lover
gave me, the more the scent tempted recognition.

Finally I remembered:
Wolf’s-bane. My mother still called it Wolf-slayer, her
transcription of a Romani word that had come to us through ancient
Greek. I knew that word.

“Lykoktonon.” I
said.

My lover
reacted.

He lifted me off his
cock—the whole length—and held me by the waist. I trembled in fear
at the sudden change, but no, I was safe. His eyes were fevered but
admiring.

“Lykoktonon!” I
urged.

He released me and I sank
back onto him. His lips parted with a cry. That mouth was mine: I
leaned down and kissed it.

I laughed with
victory.

I had his name.

I could summon Lykoktonon
each winter solstice. I could make a lover’s demands. My personal
incubus. He would never go back to my mother—and she had to have
known this. She had been terrified that I wouldn’t learn his name
in time to take control…

“Sandrine,” he said.
“Eu dau acest lucru pentru tine.” I give this to
you.

His cock unleashed. It
turned unbreakably hard inside me, and then flooded my womb with
warmth. I climaxed like a supernova. His cock was the entirety of
my universe, it kept me tethered to him while I was deprived of
sense and speech.

He was still thrusting when
I kissed him again. I don’t know where I found the presence of
mind, because my orgasm was still going, or perhaps starting again.
I couldn’t tell. I rocked against him, wanting to dredge every erg
of energy from his softening cock. Finally he broke off and slid
out from under me.

“Lykoktonon, voi număra
ore până la întoarcerea ta,” I said. Something about marking
time till we met again. The Kalderaš Romani phrased like
music, and I knew a lot of folk songs.

His hands washed down my
body. I was too exhausted to react but inside I was dancing. He
planted a kiss on my mound with his mouth.

“Sleep,” he said. His
voice was different again. It was the wind outside the
windows.

I took a last peek at my
lover but he was gone.

The room was back to
normal, except for a new pile of gifts under the tree. The plate of
cookies was empty. I wrapped myself in a blanket my mother had left
folded by the chaise, and fell asleep.

 


 








 


HEATING UP JACK FROST

By Ellen Dominick

 


“Be safe.”

That was the last thing
Holly heard from her mom before the storm hit.

It seemed like a good idea
at the time. Sure, all of the weather channels said the storm was
coming, but Holly was sure she could out-drive it. She would make
it to her mom’s just in time for the holidays, squeeze her curves
into a tight party dress, and drink a few cups of eggnog. It would
be better than being single and watching reruns of perfect couples
giving each other presents for a month. At least that’s what she
told herself.

 Instead, the snow was blinding. Holly could barely see the
road in front of her, and the weather was getting worse with every
second. Soon there was nothing but white, and Holly wasn’t even
sure if she was driving on the road. She clutched the steering
wheel until her knuckles turned bright white.

Just when she thought she
was getting the hang of driving blind, the car started to skid. The
road had turned to ice and the car swung around, throwing Holly
like a rag doll. It seemed like it would never stop, but it did.
Holly’s car crashed. She felt herself thrown against the car door,
bruising her arm, but basically okay.

When Holly tried to restart
the car, she had no luck. What was she supposed to do now? She
looked out of her window, and thought she could just barely make
out a little brown house in the distance. It was a long shot, but
Holly decided to go for it.

She opened the car door and
made her way to what looked like safety. But the storm was colder
than Holly thought, and soon it became difficult to walk. She
slipped, scraping the side of her leg on a rock. But she kept on
going. The next time she fell, she wasn’t so lucky. Her body was
worn and tired. All she saw was darkness.

The next time that Holly
opened her eyes, she wasn’t in the snow. She was in a warm bed. She
blinked slowly, trying to get a look at her surroundings. On a
small table next to her were a small white flower and a steaming
cup of cinnamon scented tea.

Holly smiled at the spicy
scent and reached to grab it. The soft, downy comforter slid
against her bare skin as she turned. Then she froze.

“What!?” she screamed.
“Why am I naked?!”

Her gaze zipped across the
room until she spotted a tall, pale skinned man. Holly wrapped
herself tightly in the comforter and inched away from
him.

“Who are you? What do you
want?” She took a breath and then screamed again, “And why am I
naked?”

The man’s face was calm.
Actually, Holly could swear that she could see a smile playing at
the corners of his lips. He turned to her as he spoke.

“I’m Jack,” he said as his
gaze met Holly’s.

For a moment, she was
shocked by the bright blue of his eyes. They almost seemed
unnatural.

“I don’t want anything.
And you are naked because your clothes were wet and they needed to
dry or you would get sick. I don’t tend to keep women’s clothing
around so...”

Jack smirked and gestured
to the fireplace where Holly’s clothes were drying.

“I promise. I’ve been a
complete gentleman.”

“Thank you,” Holly mumbled
under her breath. Then she remembered her manners. “I’m Holly, by
the way.”

“Honestly, Holly,
you’re lucky I found you. You were so cold your skin was turning
blue.” Jack peeled off his long sweater, revealing his rippling
muscles and light skin.

It wasn’t until then that
Holly realized his hair was silvery and nearly transparent in some
places. Who has hair like that?

Jack pushed the sweater
towards her.

“Here, if you’re
uncomfortable, this will keep you warm.”

Holly reached out to take
the sweater and felt a jolt of cold as she grazed his
fingertips.

“Thanks.”

Jack turned around, looking
away as Holly pulled his sweater over her naked breasts. As soon as
it was on, she felt surrounded in his scent. It clung to the soft
fibers of the knit fabric, almost like he was holding her in his
arms.

With the top on, Holly
turned around to see Jack cleaning the little shack. His back was
to her, and she looked at his broad, strong shoulders. As she
watched him, she was struck by something. He didn’t shiver at all.
Even in the sweater, Holly was still freezing.

“Aren’t you cold?” she
asked.

Jack turned around,
smirking at her again.

“Don’t worry about me,
I’ll be fine. You’re the one I’m worried about.”

Then he turned back to what
he was doing.

Holly slumped back into the
bed. She thought back over the events that she could remember.
Things hadn’t exactly turned out the way she wanted them to. But,
hey, she’s being taken care of by a hunky hero. How bad could
that be?

She remembered being scared
about him seeing her naked, but now she felt a different sensation.
Holly normally kept her curves under wraps, but Jack had seen them
on full display. Imagining his eyes on her skin, she felt a hot
blush come over her. Her pussy clenched and Holly squeezed her
thighs together. Now was not the right time to get wet, was
it?

Holly tried not to think
about the growing wetness between her legs, but it was hard. Then
all of her daydreams were interrupted by his cold hand on her
forehead.

She jumped, looking up at
Jack with wide eyes. He looked down, shrugging his
shoulders.

“Yeah, I know. Cold
hands,” he said. “Just checking to see if you have a
fever.”

Even though it chilled her,
the touch of his hand was gentle.

“You’re looking good. Now
let’s check that scratch.”

Holly had totally forgotten
about the scratch she had gotten earlier. Her cheeks blushed as she
realized it went all the way up her thigh, and she still wasn’t
wearing any panties. Jack pulled up the comforter to look at
it.

The scrape was large, red,
and angry looking. Holly tried to stretch Jacks sweater as far as
it could go, but she knew he probably could still see her pussy
underneath. Maybe, just maybe, he wouldn’t notice?

He ran his finger down the
length of Holly’s scrape with his finger, applying ointment as he
went along. It was so sensitive that Holly jumped again from the
sudden cold on her injury. Jack looked up at her.

“Sorry. Like I said, cold
hands.”

Holly grabbed his hand,
pressing it against her thigh.

“No,” she said. “I
like it.”

She couldn’t believe she
was doing it, but Holly opened her legs, showing Jack her wet
pussy. Holly wanted to feel his cool touch all over her body. Her
stomach clenched when she realized how strange it was to say this
to a perfect stranger. But the hungry look in Jack’s blue eyes and
the bulge in his pants told her how he felt about it.

Jack climbed into the bed.
He reached over to Holly and pulled his sweater off of her, cupping
her breasts as his hands moved over her body. Holly shivered at the
sudden coolness all over her body. Already, her nipples were tight
and hard.

“I’ve wanted to do this
since the moment I saw you naked,” Jack whispered into Holly’s ear.
“It was all I could do just to keep my dick in my
pants.”

He took Holly’s hand and
pressed it against his crotch. She could feel his big, hard dick
pressing against the fabric. It was bigger than she had expected,
and the thought of it filling her up made her pussy even
wetter.

Holly unbuttoned Jack’s
pants, ripping them off of him. His dick sprung out as soon as it
was released. She ran her hand over it, feeling the veins and
Jack’s hardness. It pulsed in her palm.

She lay back on the bed,
pulling Jack on top of her. Holly just wanted to feel him inside of
her, but instead he pressed his hard dick against her clit. He
rubbed back and forth, getting his cock slippery with Holly’s
juices and making her even crazier for his dick.

Jack kissed the side of her
neck. He trailed his lips across her skin, giving her goosebumps
everywhere he touched. Holly arched her back, pressing herself
against Jack. Between his soft, slow kisses and his dick against
her clit, she was sure she couldn’t stand any more
teasing.

Holly dug her fingers into
the muscles of Jack’s shoulders.

“Fuck me,” she
said.

Jack only smiled, kissed
her lips, and trailed more kisses down body. He took one of her
nipples in his mouth and sucked on it. His tongue flicked it and
sent tingles all over Holly’s body. She moaned and could see her
hot breath in the air.

Holly raised her hips,
trying to force him into her, but Jack held his ground. He wagged
his finger, smirking.

“Not yet,” he
said.

He moved to the other
nipple, but instead of just sucking, he pulled at the nipple with
his lips. He stretched and played with it, shocking Holly with
little jolts of pain. She squirmed underneath him. The pain turned
to pleasure and Holly groaned in response. Her body was so hot that
she didn’t even notice the cold air now.

Jack kissed his way down
Holly’s stomach. When he moved to her thighs, he held her still to
stop her squirming. By now, Holly couldn’t stop the gyrating of her
hips. Every nerve in her body wanted to feel Jack’s cock thrusting
inside of her. The touch of his lips on her thighs just made her
want him more.

When he was done with her
thighs, Jack opened Holly’s legs wide. He lowered his head between
them and started to lap at her hot pussy. She grabbed at his hair,
filling her fists with it and pulling. When his tongue flicked over
the hard little nub of her pussy, Holly couldn’t hold it
anymore.

Her head rolled back, her
legs draped over Jack’s shoulders. Her entire body shuddered. She
felt like she was on fire, and her skin was slick with sweat. The
orgasm exploded in her body, making her pussy clench uncontrollably
against Jack’s wet tongue. Holly screamed into the chilly
air.

When it was over, Holly lay
back on the bed. Her breath came quickly, almost like she was
panting for breath. When she calmed down, Jack touched her again.
He trailed his fingers all over her body and she was surprised just
how quickly she became wet. Holly knew what she wanted, and she was
going to get it this time.

Jack slipped his finger
into Holly’s pussy. It slid in and out with ease, but she wanted
something much larger inside of her.

“Ready?” Jack asked. His
fingers continued to play with Holly’s pussy.

“Yes,” she
said.

“Ready for what? I want to
hear you say it.”

“For your
dick.”

Jack took his wet finger
and pushed it between Holly’s lips, making her taste herself. She
sucked his finger clean as he pulled it out.

“What? I couldn’t hear
you,” he said, with that ever-present smirk.

“I’m ready for you to fuck
me with your dick!” Holly said. She felt like she was screaming,
and her cheeks burned.

“Good girl,” Jack
said.

He spread Holly’s legs
wide, positioned himself, and dove in. Jack’s dick completely
filled up Holly’s pussy from the very first moment. She gasped as
she felt him stretch her wide. His cock felt hot, cold, and
deliciously hard inside of her. Jack stayed like that for a moment,
letting her feel him, before he started to thrust.

At first, Jack pulled out
slowly so that Holly felt every little bump and muscle of his dick
sliding out of her pussy. Then he gathered up speed until he was
slamming into her so hard that he was grinding against her clit
with each stroke. Holly grabbed Jack’s hips, pulling him close so
that his cock was buried deep inside her.

Holly had never felt so
full. Her body was covered in sweat, despite the chilly air. The
coolness of Jack’s touch as his hands roamed all over her skin was
a welcome relief from how hot she felt. She looked up at him, only
to see those piercing blue eyes staring back at her. His teeth were
bared. He looked hungry for her pussy.

When Holly felt her pussy
tighten around Jack’s dick, she knew she would come soon. All of
her sensations started to intensify. Soon, there was nothing she
was feeling except for Jack’s cool hands, the taste of his lips on
hers, and the thrusting of his cock in and out of her
body.

She arched her back, and
moaned deeply. Holly couldn’t control herself anymore. Then it was
as if Jack could tell she was close to coming. His pace got more
frantic, moving harder and faster with each stroke. His hands dug
deep into the soft flesh of her thighs.

Jack leaned over Holly’s
body, kissing her neck. He whispered to her.

“Come for me,
baby.”

That was just enough to
push Holly over the edge again. She screamed, the sound filling the
whole room. Her pussy clenched tight around Jack’s dick. She
squeezed him until his cum spilled into her, hot and white. He
groaned as he came, like he had been waiting forever for the
release.

The two of them collapsed
in a tangle of sweaty arms and legs as they came down from their
orgasms. Jack held Holly close, kissing her face while she caught
her breath. He was still inside of her. When her heart calmed down,
Holly snuggled deeper into Jack’s embrace. She fell asleep, still
naked, in his strong arms.

The next morning, Holly
woke up from a restful sleep. She felt better than she had in ages.
Even her scrape didn’t hurt. When she turned over, the spot next to
her on the bed was cold. Holly jumped up.

“Jack?” she
yelled.

When there was no answer,
she yelled again.

“Jack!?”

Clutching the blanket to
her, Holly jumped out of bed. She looked around the cottage, but he
was nowhere to be found. Did he go out in the snow? Is he all
right? A million thoughts raced in Holly’s mind.

Then she saw
them.

All of the windows in the
cottage were covered in frost. The thin ice was so beautiful that
it looked like lace that had been painted on. In the middle of each
window was a simple heart. Holly stumbled back onto the bed, her
heart dropping.

But one thing brought a
smile to her lips. The delicate little rose made out of ice on the
bedside table. She picked it up, watching it melt from the heat of
her fingertips. On the table was one more note.

“Love, Jack
Frost.”

 


 








 


 CANDY CANES

by Antoinette M—

 


If Tonya heard one more
Christmas song (the Chipmunks were particularly shrill), saw one
more goddamn blinking light (sometimes she thought about feigning
epilepsy in order to express her opinion with a seizure), drove
past one more inflatable Santa Claus (it was a good thing she
didn’t keep scissors in her car), she was going to murder someone.
An idle threat. Even her friends made fun of her, knowing how much
she hated Christmas, and how she always put her shopping off to the
last minute, forcing herself out into the crowds.

This year she was smart
though—she bought everything online and had it shipped to her
parent’s house so it was waiting for her when she came back from
college. She thought that would make things better, but it hadn’t.
All her high school friends had wanted to go out drinking, which
meant doing Christmas themed shots, listening to Christmas music in
the cab ride home while all the twinkling lights spun around
her.

For once she felt like
drinking. Her old high school crush, Derek, was back home and newly
single. To her shame, she still couldn’t work up the nerve to talk
to him.

Back in high school, she’d
been the nerdy girl—into Dungeons and Dragons, with stringy hair in
her face and big thick glasses. She’d kept the glasses and the
gaming, but ditched the bad fashion sense. Well, more like she’d
been dragged kicking and screaming to Urban Outfitters by her
friends, but why split hairs? It came as a shock to her when she
looked in the mirror and realized, she was hot. Too bad she hadn’t
dressed like this in high school; she might have stood a chance
with her crush.

Derek was everything you
expected him to be: star athlete, top in his class, and so sweet
you couldn’t hate him. She still thought about the day in her
sophomore year when a bully had slammed her schoolwork out of her
hands, scattering books and papers everywhere. With his sadistic
timing, he’d done it just as the popular crowd had floated by in
their varsity jackets and 24-carat smiles.

No one deigned to see her,
sniffling back tears, except Derek. He’d rested his firm warm hand
on her shoulder and turned his smile to her, beaming sunshine into
her faltering heart. He’d stooped with her to pick up her papers
and did his best to try to remember her name, Sonya,
right?

She didn’t have the courage
to correct him, or even to speak. She’d given him a grateful smile
and bobbed her head. After that, her friends had called her Sonya
for the rest of the year. Even some of her teachers had started to
screw up her name, much to her chagrin.

But could she blame them?
She was the quiet girl that blended into the carpet. Christ, her
own parents forgot about her, despite the fact that she was sitting
at the dinner table with them. They had conversations about her as
she arranged her peas and potatoes into galaxies.

Tonight was another night
at The Hole in the Bottle. She girded her loins for some horrible
concoction that included Jägermeister and entirely too much sugar.
Her heart sped when she saw Derek sharing a pitcher with his
friends, still cool, still with that chiseled Superman profile and
panty-wetting laugh. She tried not to picture him without his
clothes—all hard muscle and eagerness—and utterly
failed.

“Gin and tonic,” she said
to the bartender, who looked too young to be pouring drinks. Was
she really feeling old at twenty-two?

She snuck a glance at
Derek, and it seemed to her, that for a moment, he held her gaze.
It wasn’t possible. She was imagining things.

Tonya shook her head and
squeezed her lime into her drink.

“It’s Tonya, right? Not
Sonya.”

Thank god she’d already
swallowed or she’d be spraying the bar in G&T.

Her jaw dropped in
disbelief, but there he was, all blue eyes and blond hair, Mr.
America himself.

“Yeah,” was the only thing
she could think to say. After all, OMG I’ve had the hugest crush
on you, like, FOREVER, and I can’t believe you’re talking to
me, probably wouldn’t go down well, or sound like
her.

“You know, I remember you
from school,” he said. “What’re you drinking?”

He remembered her? “Gin,”
she said.

He arched a brow at her.
She knew that move. It used to make the girls pass out.

“Gin and tonic.
You?”

“Ah, good old Yuengling.
Guess you don’t remember me. I was just another popular guy to
you.”

This time she did spit her
drink, thankfully back into her glass and unnoticed since he was
looking away. “Not remember you?” She left everything else unsaid,
but the way his face lit up, he’d heard. “You were nice to
everyone. Even if the other popular kids picked on someone, you
were nice.”

He still had that gold, and
it shone from his smile, all over her. “I didn’t notice you that
much until that day in the hall, and after that I felt bad for
getting your name wrong. You always seemed so shy, like you didn’t
have many friends. I thought it had to have bothered
you.”

She snorted, both at his
assumption that she didn’t have any friends, and that she’d been
bothered by him not knowing her name. “Shit, no, I was just excited
for you talk to me. And I had friends—they were just quiet like
me.”

His face flushed red.
“Sorry, guess that was stupid for me to assume.” He took a big gulp
and Tonya had the startling realization that he was nervous. “So,
computer science?” he said as a way to pick up the dangling thread
of conversation.

Now it was her turn to
blush, because she had no idea what Derek was studying in school,
besides football. Actually, she didn’t even know that. “Yeah, I
like it. I like the other kids in my program a lot, and for fun I
take art classes. This is going to shock you, but I get along
pretty well with the art geeks too. You wouldn’t think I didn’t
have any friends now,” she said in a rush. For a second she
wondered if Derek would just smile at her, dumbfounded, but he
looked like she’d just given him a Christmas present.

“I take art classes too.
Double major in graphic design and communications. I hang out
around the English students and do a little freelance stuff, making
covers for self-published stories and stuff. It’s a lot of fun,
even if half of time it’s for some ridiculous erotica, like
Sleeping Beauty is Hung.”

Tonya let out an unladylike
snort. “Please tell me that’s a real title.”

With a sad smile, Derek
nodded. “It is a real title.”

A mischievous grin spread
over her face. I’m hot, I can do this, she told herself.
Tonya twisted her body to face him and put her hand on his arm,
making sure she had his full attention. “Did you read
it?”

His face went beet red, and
his eyes, which had been staring dreamily into hers, dropped. “It
wasn’t as bad as you’d think,” he mumbled.

She squeezed his arm and
laughed. “That’s awesome.”

“I want the covers to be
good, so I read them,” he mumbled, this time with a trace of a
smirk about his lips.

“Wait, you read them
all?”

He nodded, and almost
looked grave.

“The next time something
shitty happens, I’m going to think of you reading Sleeping
Beauty is Hung—”

“Or Demon Sex Doll:
Part Three.”

For a moment, she wondered
if he was flirting, but then decided she had to be insane. “Or, and
I’m assuming the three is very important?”

He nodded again, this time
with a full blown smirk.

“Demon Sex Doll: Part
Three and know that somewhere, all is right and wonderful in
the world.” The best part was she really could picture it, his
earnest contemplation of cocks and nipples, his Boy Scout will to
make the best smut cover he could.

She was so busy imagining
him, she didn’t notice him slide closer. She almost jumped when he
took her hand.

“Hey, want to get out of
here?” he asked.

Tonya was at a loss for
words, so she just nodded. In the back of her mind, she knew she
should wait for her friends, but then again, all of her friends
would totally understand if she wandered off with Derek in a daze.
He threw a twenty on the bar and they left.

He had the same beat-up
Honda from high school. Always the gentleman, he opened the door
for her. All of it was so surreal, she had trouble focusing on what
he was saying. They pulled into the driveway, and he put his finger
to his lips. Somehow, a giggle escaped her at the thought of
sneaking into his high school bedroom.

He turned on that smile
again. “You know, I’ve kind of been carrying a torch for you, since
that day in high school.” He touched her cheek. “It was your eyes,
brown and warm and soft.”

She opened her mouth to
tell him how she felt the same way, but he was leaning close and
she knew what happened next—he kissed her. His lips were softer
than she’d expected, the kiss gentle. She still couldn’t believe
it: he liked her? He’d liked her all these years. She didn’t know
how to tell him what that felt like.… How she wanted to melt into a
puddle of sugar plum fairies. If she woke up and found out that
this had all been a wonderful dream, it would still be the best
Christmas ever. Fumbling with words, Tonya used her mouth to say
how much he meant to her. She combed her fingers through his hair
and caressed his lips with hers. He moaned, and she slipped her
tongue past his lips, tasting him. His hand slid from her cheek to
her neck, urging her closer.

They were both breathless
when they drew apart.

“C’mon, let’s go make out
in my room, like we should have done ages ago,” Derek
said.

“Oh, if I’d known, I would
have come over in a trench coat with a bow on my head.” At that
thought she squirmed in the seat, painfully aware of the moisture
seeping between her thighs.

He laughed. “Okay, no more
jokes until we’re safely in the basement.” They held hands as they
snuck past his parents, passed out in front of the TV.

His room was everything
she’d expected and more—sexy women in bikinis and football posters.
There was a drum kit in the corner, and the walls were lined with
egg crate.

“Nice,” she said, taking
in the full 360° view, which is why she missed him pulling off his
shirt. “Oh my,” was the only thing she could think to say when
confronted with his molded chest and to-drool-for abs, complete
with a little trail of hair leading to her Christmas
gift.

And then she was in those
strong arms, pressed against the soft foam, his mouth hot and
moving over hers. The room spun and she couldn’t focus on anything
but his incredible skin under her hands as she stroked his
shoulders.

He pulled away from her,
and his intent gaze made her shiver. “We don’t have to…” He held
her hips, as if that was all he could think of. “You know, go all
the way.”

“Oh, fuck being a good
girl. Christ, I’ve had a crush on you since then too.”

He shone a sunbeam straight
at her with his smile and then they were stripping and stumbling
toward the bed. As each expanse of skin was revealed, their hands
were drawn to it, exploring each other, storing away memories for
later.

Firm, hot, soft skin, and
then he was pressing her under him and she felt like she was hot
chocolate and Derek the whipped cream. She was stripped down to her
bra and panties, and Derek to his silky boxers.

His hardness pressed into
her belly. She worked one arm under her to unhook her bra. Derek
trailed wet kisses down her throat to her collarbone and finally to
her breasts. He licked the soft flesh, the valley between,
everywhere but her aching hard nipples. She clutched his hair,
trying to pull his head where she wanted it.

Derek laughed, each breath
a warm puff on her skin. “I’m going to enjoy this,” he told
her.

Enjoy this
apparently meant torture her. Well, Tonya wouldn’t stand for it. If
he could tease, she could tease too. She began to respond to each
caress like it was making her crazy (okay, it was making her
crazy), squirming beneath him and rubbing her pussy against his
leg. Derek rocked into her, and finally his mouth closed over her
nipple.

Tonya arched beneath him as
he set his teeth against her nipple. Pleasure was filling her,
white gold flashes that thumped in her chest. She gripped his ass,
urging his hips to move faster, loving the silk sliding against her
skin.

He kissed her other nipple,
her ribs, her belly. When he got to her hips, he started to tug at
her panties. Tonya lifted up her ass and he slid them off. She
shivered. She would have felt embarrassed, exposed, if it weren’t
for his heated gaze, his face set in an expression of lust and
wonder.

He nudged her legs apart
and bent down between her thighs. Before he tasted her, he caught
her eyes. She smiled at him and nodded.

He moaned as his tongue met
her skin. It sent a vibration through her core. He urged her leg
around his shoulders, his hot tongue moving over her. Tonya
couldn’t keep still. She gripped his hair and undulated her hips.
Another moan and she was fucking his face. She didn’t care if he
couldn’t breathe, all she wanted was more of that heat, that
pleasure, moving in and through her.

Derek gulped down some air
before diving back in.

Pressure built up in her
core, swelling with each lick of his tongue. Her orgasm burst
through her, a string of twinkling lights firing in her nerves. She
cried out as the pleasure lit up her body—her fingers, her toes,
the back of her skull. Derek rested his cheek on her thigh,
watching her twitch with the aftershocks.

“Think you’re ready for
more?” he asked, sliding a finger through her wet folds.

Tonya grinned and thought,
Fair’s fair. “Yeah,” she said and pushed him onto his back.
She pulled off his boxers and tried not to giggle at the red and
white candy canes.

He must have seen her
smirk, because he said, “What? It’s Christmas.”

It was the last thing he
said for a while because she was stroking his cock. It was hard and
eager, a little dewdrop of moisture already at the tip. She
smoothed it over the pink crown and Derek was pushing up into her
hand. He hissed when she licked a broad stroke from his root to
tip. She teased the delicate ridge of the crown, the leaking slit,
while she stroked his shaft with her tight fist. Derek responded by
squirming, his breath coming in little pants. He gave a happy gasp
when she touched his balls, a gentle caress.

He shook when she pressed
him into her mouth. Her wet lips went up and down and his hands
fluttered around her shoulders, landing quick and light. She drew
circles around him with her tongue and he was bucking into her
mouth. When she started to rub him on her swollen lips he pushed
her away.

“You’re going to make me
come,” he said, “and…” His gaze flicked to the drawer of his
nightstand.

Tonya grinned and opened it
to fetch the condoms. They both had eager smiles on their faces as
she gently ripped open the wrapper. She did exactly what Zach, the
friend she lost her virginity to, showed her: a little lube inside
to ease it on, squeeze the tip, roll it down carefully.

“You’re pretty good at
this,” Derek said and she blushed.

“Yeah.” She couldn’t think
of anything else to say that wasn’t super awkward.

Derek touched her face and
drew her down for a kiss. “I think it’s hot,” he said and took the
lube from her, slicking it over his cock.

She let go a breath she
hadn’t realized she’d been holding. He held his cock for her while
she straddled his hips.

“Is this position good?”
he asked and she nodded.

“It’s my favorite.” She
rubbed his cock on her clit before easing him inside her. He filled
her core and it was so good, she rested on him for a minute. She
rocked her hips, moving him inside her.

With a groan, he grabbed
her hips and urged her up and down. Each time he slid out she
canted her hips forward, and as she thrust him into her, she arched
her back. He didn’t say anything to her, just stared up at her with
wide eyes and an open mouth.

She moved faster and
faster, and another orgasm grew and grew. The bed slammed into the
wall and he rubbed her nipples as she rode him harder. He lifted
beneath her, meeting each of her strokes. Tonya leaned down over
him to taste the salt on his neck, feel his pulse
pounding.

He snaked his hand between
their bodies to touch her clit. One caress and she was coming on
him, her core gripping his cock, urging him to his own orgasm. He
held her hips still as he thrust into her, and she could feel him
twitching inside her.

They fell beside each
other, covered in sweat and breathing heavy.

“Best. Christmas. Ever,”
Derek panted and kissed her.

 


 



 


 


COMING TO TOWN

 By
Scarlet Cox

 


I’m making a
list.

 


Jon woke with a start and
sat upright in the darkness. His breath was ragged, and he felt the
clammy sheen of sweat on his forehead.

He’d heard a sound, he
could swear.

Swallowing, he tried to
slow his breathing, and strained to listen.

Tink.

“Fuck,” he whispered. He
swept the sheets away and slipped from his bed as quietly as he
could. His flesh trembled in a mixture of fear and the touch of
cool air against his sweat-slicked skin.

He regretted sleeping
naked. Whoever was in his apartment was going to get an
eyeful.

The soft, flickering glow
of multi-colored lights was all he had to see by. He had a tree out
in the lounge, lit by cheap fairy lights and badly decorated with
ratty tinsel. He wasn’t much of a Christmas kind of guy.

It wasn’t that he hated the
holidays. Jon simply had no-one to share them with. Christmas was a
sore reminder that another year had passed without him making any
lasting connections, and without his mom forgiving him for coming
out. But he put the tree up, he hung the lights, and he left the
cookies and milk by the window because he didn’t have a
fireplace.

He was twenty-three years
old.

Jon’s fingers delved
through his bedside drawer, but in the dim light he was forced to
rely on touch. There had to be something useful in there,
right?

His touch skittered over a
vibrator. A butt plug. A half-used tube of lubricant. Free-range
packets of condoms. He cursed again. Why didn’t he have a gun in
there? Or even a knife?

He felt soft leather
wrapped around a hard shaft, and his hand closed around it. It was
the only thing in there remotely weapon-like.

A naked man with a
nine-tailed flogger was going to face an unknown invader by the
light of the Christmas tree.

 


I’m checking it
twice.

 


Jon used the edge of his
bed to guide himself toward the bedroom door. The small knots at
the end of the flogger’s tails were swishing against his calf;
tickling him softly and making him wish he wasn’t the one holding
it.

It wasn’t fair.

He bit his lip and couldn’t
help but trail the tails over his skin, cheeks flushing hotly. His
groin was throbbing, the adrenaline and the leather conspiring
against him.

Well, now he had a third
problem.

He really, really hoped
that his intruder—if he even had one—would be so terrified by a
naked, flogger-wielding guy with a semi that they’d just run
screaming into the night.

Jon crept toward the door
and reached for the handle. He turned it slowly and peeked out
through the sliver of light he opened up.

Initially, he saw nothing.
He had to pull the door further, risk more of his head, to catch
the outline of the man on his couch.

Jon’s breathing halted
altogether.

 


I’m gonna find
out

 


The stranger was obscenely
handsome. He had sharply chiseled cheekbones and sensuous lips; a
strong jaw and wavy white hair that reached his shoulders. He was
around Jon’s own age, and he wore a three-piece suit with—somewhat
absurdly—a plush Santa hat. It was too dark to tell the color of
his suit or eyes.

He smiled languidly up at
Jon.

“Jonathan Harris,” he
purred, his voice deep and rich. “You’ve been very, very
naughty.”

Jon let out the most
unmanly sound he’d ever made, which reminded him to breathe, and he
stared at the stranger.

“Who the hell are
you?”

Those perfect lips twitched
with amusement. “Call me Chris.”

“How did you get in
here?”

Chris glanced to the closed
window, then gestured to it.

Jon hesitated before
tearing his gaze off the man who—by his mere presence alone—was
causing Jon’s semi to turn into a slowly throbbing hard-on. He
stared at the window, but it was as he left it.

No, wait.

No.

The glass of milk was
empty. The cookies were gone.

“That’s…” Jon’s eyes
narrowed. “You’re crazy…”

Chris drew a smartphone
from his inner jacket pocket and thumbed at it, easing to his feet.
“No,” he stated. “I have the right address. I have the right man. I
am never wrong, Jon.” He stepped forward.

The closer he came, the
more Jon was overwhelmed by the sheer power of his presence. He
radiated masculinity, control, danger. He moved like a tiger,
muscles shifting beneath his finely tailored suit, every motion
precise.

It wasn’t possible for
anyone to be so flawless, so irresistible, surely?

Strong, soft fingers
trailed down Jon’s arm, tips sliding over the underside of his
wrist. Jon shuddered and leaned helplessly into the stranger’s
body.

It felt hard. His muscles
were like steel cords under the soft silken texture of his
suit.

Chris’s fingers closed
around the handle of the flogger and teased it free from Jon’s
weakening grip.

“What do you want?” Jon
whimpered.

“I’m going to fuck you,”
Chris said, lips moving against Jon’s ear. “I’m going to use this
flogger on your soft, juicy ass, and then I’m going to fill you
with my spunk and watch it dribble out of you and run down your
thighs.”

Jon opened his mouth. He
wanted to protest, to tell this stranger that he couldn’t,
wouldn’t allow himself to be used by just anyone, but his
objection clung inside his throat as Chris’s other hand wrapped
around his cock and squeezed.

His touch was electric,
sending jolts through Jon’s body and bringing his shaft to full
thickness. There was a vibrancy in the air between them, and it
weakened Jon, sapped his strength and gave it freely to the
beautiful man with the snow-white hair.

“Who are you?” Jon
whispered, clinging at the lapels of his jacket to stay on his
feet.

“You know who I am,” Chris
stated, firmly stroking Jon’s length.

Jon gasped, burying his
face against Chris’s broad shoulder. The man smelled of cinnamon
and apples, cloves and freshly-turned snow. His scent was soft and
delicious, subtle and mouth-watering.

“You can’t be,” he
mumbled. “It’s not possible.”

Chris laughed and took a
step back, releasing Jon’s prick and hefting the flogger. “Bend
over, Jon.”

Jon froze with indecision,
trying to weigh up his options.

“What if I say no?” he
croaked.

“Then perhaps you aren’t
so naughty after all.” Chris’s fingers loosened on the flogger’s
handle, and it dangled from his hand in a forlorn
manner.

Jon bit his lip. He
breathed, “You’re gonna find out,” and turned away, bending
over.

 


Who’s naughty or
nice.

 


He placed his hands against
the top of the couch and straightened his legs, feet parting so
that he was stable.

This couldn’t be happening,
right? It was a dream. A weird, eggnog-fuelled Christmas
dream.

He heard his own flogger
swish faintly through the air, and the leather tails patted against
his buttocks, causing his skin to tingle gently.

“I told you that I am
never wrong,” Chris said, sounding a little smug. “I knew that you
were naughty.”

Jon’s breath hitched, and
he felt Chris’s warm hand stroke tenderly across each ass cheek.
The tails of the flogger caressed up and down his spine, knots
dragging lightly behind and giving definition to the edges of the
sensation.

“Oh,” he whispered. His
cock pulsed languidly, stiffening further.

His whole body was
suffusing with warmth. Chris’s palm was smooth and sure, and his
fingers occasionally squeezed Jon’s ass or trailed briefly across
his taint. The leather was warming from prolonged contact with his
skin, and Chris traced the tails between Jon’s shoulders and in a
lazy zigzag along his back before dragging it over his rump. He
allowed the strips to tip over the edges of Jon’s body, and Jon
shuddered when he felt them dangle down the insides of his thighs,
skittering like butterflies along his sensitive skin.

He felt his sweat as it
prickled to the surface of his skin, and his shaft thrummed softly
as precum oozed itself from his slit.

“Ohhh.” He lowered
his head.

Leather breezed faintly
over his balls and up over his taint, tickling his delicate pucker.
Jon sucked in air, then bit his lip.

Chris’s hand lifted away,
and the flogger swished again. This time the contact stung faintly,
and Chris’s precision made Jon whimper with pleasure. He’d never
found anyone who could do this the way he wanted it, but Chris’s
control was exact, and he was in no hurry.

The strokes began to come
regularly, beating a slow and steady rhythm against Jon’s ass
cheeks. Chris would work on one cheek, each swing just as careful
and light as the last; then he would switch to the other cheek
while the first tingled in its flourishing warmth as the blood
surged to the upper layers of his skin. The strain in his limbs
began to show itself; he felt his muscles quivering softly, and he
had to start concentrating on holding himself still.

The flogger paused, and
Chris’s hand dawdled across Jon’s skin, heating the stings further
and making Jon release his lip with a low moan.

Chris’s touch lifted away.
The flogger swooshed. It bit Jon’s skin like fire crackling at
coals, and he cried out softly. The sting remained, eating at his
buttock, but the tails were already landing again, twisting the
sting into something rounder and deeper.

Blow after blow, bite after
bite, Jon’s ass began to burn with the tender pain. Sweat trickled
down his forehead and into his hair. His thighs shuddered and his
knees knocked against the couch cushion. Through it all, his cock
twitched and pulsed, blissfully eager. As he glanced down toward
it, he caught a long strand of pre-cum dangling its way toward the
cushion, and watched it touch down, wetting the cloth and sinking
into it.

Chris’s hand came in when
the flogging paused, fanning the flames with little more than a
flattened palm pressing against each cheek. Jon’s knees buckled,
and he began to sag against the couch.

Chris wasn’t stopping
there.

Jon wasn’t sure when he
began to cry out. The light, knotted tails were bringing delicious,
searing agony now, snapping against his heated skin and sinking
their teeth into his flesh. Tears prickled his eyes, and he sobbed
faintly, turning his head to bite the couch and stuff his mouth
with the cushioned back.

It didn’t occur to him to
ask Chris to stop.

He was pleading, begging
into the material, muffled and incomprehensible, but not for Chris
to stop.

The inferno consumed his
cheeks and flickered down the backs of his thighs. It warmed his
hole and gripped his nuts tight. It curled around his rod, taunting
and teasing it. His whole body was becoming flushed, while the
tears streamed down his cheeks.

The last blows were the
worst, and they were the best.

They ceased, leaving him
with the lustful torture that gripped his ass and wasn’t letting
go. And then he felt heat slide between his cheeks and penetrate
his shuddering hole.

 


Santa Claus is
coming

 


Jon’s insides milked
Chris’s thick, juicy cock as though they’d been starved of cum. He
squirmed and pushed back, eagerly taking the invading meat in,
keening deeply as it buried further inside him than his vibrator
had ever been. His cheeks met the velour of Chris’s pants, and even
the soft material felt like sandpaper against his tormented skin.
He wailed into the cushion.

The pressure increased as
Chris leaned over him, and Jon felt one strong arm loop around his
body. The other slid up his back and fingers forced their way into
his hair, gripping tight and yanking his head up away from the
cushion.

“Tell me you want it,”
Chris snarled.

“Nnghhh!” Jon couldn’t
swallow; his head was held too far back, and his throat felt
vulnerable and exposed. “I want it.”

Chris pinched his nipples,
and Jon screamed out.

“What do you
want?”

“Your spunk,” Jon pleaded.
“Please, please, you said you’d cum in me… I want it…
Please!”

Chris’s hips jerked back,
then rammed against his burning cheeks, stabbing fresh pain through
them and tightening his asshole around the monster assaulting his
insides. The fucking came hard and fast, and Jon felt his orgasm
build so quickly he barely had time to shout his
warning.

“I’m…I’m!”

 

His nuts squeezed tight,
jetting his cum into the cushions as waves of delirium crashed
through him. His channel pulsed and throbbed, greedily sucking on
Chris’s rod, and while Jon’s cum was still spurting out he felt
Chris’s fuck stick thicken and jerk inside him.

The cream splashed inside
him in hot gobbets. There wasn’t room for it and Chris’s
dick, so it began to ooze out of Jon’s ass, tickling delightfully
as it dribbled down to his balls, his thighs.

Chris’s fingers slid out of
Jon’s hair, and Jon’s head fell helplessly against the cushion. He
felt Chris’s hands squeeze his ass-cheeks before the meat inside
him slowly withdrew, and Jon collapsed onto the couch, his knees on
the floor.

“Next year, leave me
oatmeal cookies.”

“Yessir,” Jon
whimpered.

“Merry
Christmas.”

“Thank you,
sir.”

 


To town.

 


 



 


 


NEW YEAR’S WITH MY NEIGHBOR

 By Vivian Wood

 


Tonight would be a night
that Jackson would never forget, Gemma thought. Seated at her large
vanity table, Gemma leaned forward to examine her reflection.
Flawless ivory skin, a long tumble of curls red as a flame, huge
blue eyes the color of sapphires and rimmed in thick, silky
lashes…yes, Gemma had outdone herself today. Not that she’d done
too much, she thought; a little powder to cover the freckles
that dusted her nose, a bit of kohl and mascara to enhance her
eyes, and the barest touch of peachy blush.

It was cheating, a little,
but she had lived here for two years—long enough to know what her
neighbor liked. Biting her lip, Gemma felt a little shame at how
she’d watched Jackson come and go. Gemma came to her own defense;
it wasn’t really her fault that she knew when Jackson came and
went. She lived in a two-story building, with her own little studio
apartment on the first floor and Jackson’s larger apartment just up
the stairs.

Every time he thundered
down the stairs, heading out to work or social engagements, Gemma
was the first to know. And since Gemma stayed up into the wee hours
of the night, writing new software and compiling her code, she also
knew when he came home. Usually she tried to give Jackson a modicum
of privacy, seeing as how he’d rented this place to her for such a
great price and had been such a good landlord.

When he brought company
home, though…Gemma couldn’t resist. If she heard a woman’s voice
outside, coupled with Jackson’s keys opening the door to the
entryway, she was drawn to the scene like a paperclip to an
electromagnet. Usually she settled for just checking her door’s
peep hole, watching as Jackson would escort the lucky lady
upstairs. Sometimes, though, she was unable to resist parting the
blinds and watching the duo outside. Seeing Jackson open the car
door for the woman, offer her a hand, pull her close for a kiss
before whispering something in her ear that would inevitably make
her laugh…

Jackson had a pretty
standard method, Gemma thought. Smirking, she shook her head at her
own thoughts. For a good-looking single guy in his early thirties,
Jackson didn’t bring all that many women home. Gemma certainly
shouldn’t be judging him, especially when she was standing on the
other side of the door wishing desperately that she were the one
he’d picked up at a bar and had chosen to seduce. Gemma certainly
couldn’t blame the women, either…she’d have fallen into his arms
with the slightest bit of flirting on his part.

Jackson was, to put it
mildly, fucking hot. Dark brown hair and hazel eyes, a
combination Gemma had never considered before but now found playing
in her every fantasy.

He was tall, definitely
over six feet. Gemma herself was five foot six, and anytime he’d
come into her apartment to fix anything she’d marveled at his
height compared to her own. He was pleasingly broad and muscular,
his body maintained by running regularly and hitting the gym. Gemma
was ashamed to admit that she liked seeing him leave in workout
clothes, because that meant he’d come back all dirty and sweaty
and…rawr.

Still, he didn’t overdo it.
His chest and arms were smoothly muscled without being too bulky,
and his hips were all sinew. When Jackson mowed the lawn in the
summer, it was the highlight of Gemma’s month. The second he got
hot enough to take his shirt off, Gemma was glued to the window
while trying to remain innocuous. She’d raise the blinds just a bit
and settle into the overstuffed chair that faced the window,
pretending to read a book that might as well have been upside down
for all she saw of the contents.

Even thinking about it now,
she was getting excited. Pathetic, really. Gemma sighed. She
supposed she couldn’t help her hormones. She was hot for landlord,
and the tension had built and built until…

Until last
night.

* * *

Gemma had come home from
her twice-weekly Pilates class and grocery store trip to find
Jackson in the front entryway, a toolbox open and at the ready as
he plied a screwdriver to the doorknob. Gemma had to hop over
numerous pieces of the doorknob plus a bunch of tools that were
scattered around.

“Hey, Gemma. Sorry about
this,” Jackson said, pausing to wave a hand at the mess he’d
made.

“No, no problem at all,”
she said, feeling a bit awkward. For all her watching, she didn’t
actually talk to Jackson much.

“Are you, um…changing the
locks?” Gemma asked, setting down her grocery bags outside her
door.

“Just the front door,” he
said. Digging in the pocket of his jeans, he produced a key. “A
precaution, mostly. I saw this girl a few times, and it went south.
One of my keys is missing… I just don’t want to take a chance, you
know?”

“Ah,” Gemma said. “Um.
Okay.”

Jackson stopped, looking up
at her.

“You have nothing to worry
about, Gemma. I promise,” he said, his hazel eyes searing into her
own. Gemma could feel herself flush at the intensity of his gaze,
feel heat rising in her body as response.

“Okay,” she found herself
saying. “I’m not worried. I trust you.”

Jackson’s gaze sharpened,
pinning her uncomfortably for a long moment. Finally he looked
away, leaving Gemma feeling as if she’d been plunged into an icy
river. She wanted that look back, needed to say
something.

“Do you, um…” she started,
floundering. Jackson looked up again, and she grasped wildly for
something to say.

“Do you have plans for New
Year’s Eve?” she blurted out.

“New Year’s Eve,” Jackson
repeated, sounding thoughtful.

“It’s tomorrow. Tomorrow
night,” Gemma said. She could have smacked herself for sounding so
insipid.

“Is it? I guess I hadn’t
thought of it. So, no,” he replied.

“No…” she
echoed.

“No, I don’t have plans,”
he said, giving her an odd look. “Do you?”

“No! I mean…no, I’m just
going to make myself some dinner and probably have a glass of
champagne at midnight,” Gemma said, pointing to the foil-wrapped
wine bottle poking out of her forgotten grocery bag.

“That does sound good,”
Jackson said. Turning back to the lock, he continued. “You should
go up on the roof and watch the fireworks.”

“I didn’t know you could
get up there,” Gemma said, turning to look up the
stairwell.

“Well, you have to climb
out a window from my apartment,” Jackson admitted with a smile.
“Perks of being the homeowner, I guess.”

Gemma swallowed. She didn’t
know if Jackson was inviting her upstairs, but she should take the
opportunity. It might not come again.

“Will you show me?” she
asked, her words abrupt and a bit too loud. She winced at the
obvious nervousness in her voice. “Tomorrow night, I mean. I
could—I could bring the champagne, and we could both have a glass.
To celebrate. The new year.”

Shut it down, girl.
Gemma had to physically clamp her lips shut to stop the words from
pouring out. She was definitely coming across as being super crazy
right now.

Jackson looked up at her
again, seeming to weigh her words.

“Or not,” Gemma rushed in,
the words flowing again. “It’s no big deal—”

“I’d love to,” Jackson
said, stopping her.

“Okay,” Gemma said, her
blush increasing until she thought she might die on the spot. “I
should…groceries.”

Turning she unlocked her
door and scooped up her grocery bags.

“Gemma,” Jackson said as
she headed inside.

Turning back, she found him
giving her that same intense expression and her knees nearly went
out.

“Yes?” she
asked.

“Tomorrow night. It’s a
date,” he said, before dropping his gaze and turning back to his
project.

“Okay!” she squeaked. She
couldn’t get the door closed fast enough, accidentally slamming it
and dropping her groceries all over the floor.

Jesus. If he looked
at every woman that way, it was a wonder he didn’t have a hundred
psycho ex-flings trying to steal his damned house keys.

* * *

11:45.
Showtime.

Gemma looked in the mirror
one more time, smoothing the skirt of her dress. She’d chosen a
very feminine mini dress, pale pink silk with cap sleeves and a hem
that barely reached to mid-thigh. Unsure of Jackson’s inclinations,
she’d opted for a sexy red lace bra and matching panties…just in
case. He probably just wanted to show her the fireworks, but you
never knew.

Gemma picked up her white
peacoat and the picnic basket that she’d used to stow the champagne
bottle and two glasses. She left her apartment, steeling herself at
the bottom of the stairs. Gathering all her resolve, she headed
upstairs.

* * *

A soft knock sounded at the
door, startling Jackson from his thoughts. He rolled his eyes at
himself, refusing to let his obsession make him a rude host. He
caught a last glance in the mirror above the couch, wondering if
his gray button-up was too formal. After all, Gemma was only coming
upstairs for a glass of champagne and a peek at the rooftop. No
matter that he wanted…

Sighing, Jackson went to
the door. When he opened it, he thought his eyes might fall out of
his head.

“Gemma! Come in,” he said,
trying to keep it cool. Gemma gave him a soft half-smile, drawing
his attention to her full lips. As she entered the apartment, he
couldn’t help but ogle her. Her body was slim and tight, so small
next to his own. Delicate.

Her breasts were on full
display, pushed up high to match her low-cut dress. Her legs, long
columns of cream perfection, seemed endless. He stared at her bare
thighs, thinking of the thousand times he’d imagined touching her
there, pushing her thighs wide for his pleasure…he’d come more
times than he could count without making it any further in his
fantasy.

“I brought the champagne,”
Gemma said, studying him. Jackson realized he’d stared for a second
too long, and hastened to shut the door.

“Anything good?” he asked,
clearing his throat and crossing his arms, then uncrossing them
again. Shit, he was fidgeting.

He barely heard her reply,
absorbed in the way her face brightened when she started talking
about the wine. When she went silent again, he pointed to the
living room window.

“Should we go out?” he
asked. He didn’t know how to handle Gemma being in his apartment.
He’d thought of taking her here, on the couch, on the floor,
against the kitchen island…yeah. He needed some cold
air.

“Sure,” she said. “Lead
the way.”

He pushed the window sash
up and propped it open, savoring the rush of icy wind on his face
and chest. Turning to her, he took the basket and set it
outside.

“You’ll have to climb up,”
he said apologetically. “Let me give you a hand.”

Gemma slid her hand into
his, warm and soft and feminine. She gave the window an uncertain
look, then shrugged. As she stepped up, Jackson grabbed her waist
and boosted her along. He felt her go still for the barest second,
and then she was moving out of his reach.

Jackson swallowed. Gemma
disapproved of him, he was pretty sure. She always seemed to be
awkward with him, judging and finding him somehow lacking. Not that
he was perfect, but…a couple of times she’d stumbled upon him
bringing home a date, and the look on her face made it clear that
he was failing some test. He’d wanted to ask her out the day she’d
moved in, but he’d felt like it was too creepy because he was her
landlord. And then she’d seemed repulsed by him, so he’d never
gotten up the balls to do it.

When she’d asked to come
over tonight, he thought he must be dreaming.

But here she was, taking a
seat on the ledge of the apartment’s roof.

She opened her basket and
popped the cork, giving him a brief look before turning her gaze
out over the city.

“What time is it?” she
asked.

Sitting down next to her
and accepting a glass, Jackson checked his watch.

“Just a couple of
minutes,” he said. Looking up, he was surprised to see her slide
over to sit a little closer. She grabbed her coat and slid it
on.

“You must be cold. I
didn’t think of it,” Jackson apologized.

Gemma flashed him a smile,
giving him a glimpse of the matching dimples on each
cheek.

“You can make it up to
me,” she said, taking a sip of her champagne.

“Oh yeah? How?” he asked,
liking this teasing side of Gemma. Before this, they’d only ever
been awkward together.

“Is it midnight yet?” she
asked, demurring.

He looked at his
watch.

“Thirty seconds,” he
said.

“You can make it up to
me,” she said again. “By being my first kiss of the new
year.”

Jackson’s eyes snapped up
from his watch, shocked. She bit her lip, blushing
furiously.

“Unless you don’t want
to,” she said, unsure.

Jackson was so surprised
that he actually laughed. Her face started to crumple with
disappointment. Jackson set his glass down, moving closer and
cupping her face. He could see the soft puff of her breath, frozen
in the air between them. The next second his lips were brushing
across hers, so soft and lush and warm. She responded immediately,
opening her lips on a sigh. Emboldened, Jackson pressed his lips
more firmly to hers.

Suddenly they were moving,
heedless of their precarious perch. Gemma’s arms went up around his
neck as he pulled her into his lap, unable to suppress a moan when
the round heat of her ass settled over his lap. Then his hands were
on her back, her waist, her hips. She made a soft noise and pressed
against him, rolling her hips. Her tongue found his, and he
deepened the kiss for a moment before breaking away in favor of
kissing her jaw, her neck. His hand came up to squeeze her breast,
unerringly finding her erect nipple with his thumb.

Jackson turned, his hands
dropping to her thighs and settling her to straddle his lap. Her
heat burned his cock through his jeans, and he swore he could smell
the musk of her excitement. He slid his palm up the outside of her
thigh, then inward to brush his fingertips over her panties. She
was unshaven, which he loved, and hot and damp. He pulled at her
panties, giving a frustrated groan when they didn’t simply melt
away at his touch. She shifted in his lap, and he pushed the flimsy
material aside.

“Jackson,” she said,
grabbing his hand.

He could have died in that
moment, so close to what he’d obsessed over for two years. He could
have cried.

“Jackson,” she said again.
“Can we go inside? To your bed?”

He’d probably never moved
so fast in his life. He picked Gemma up and threw her over his
shoulder, getting her inside and onto his bed within the same
minute. They slowed long enough to undress, Jackson cursing the
fact that he’d barely seen those red panties for half a minute.
That was a year’s worth of fantasy material in his
world.

But then he had Gemma on
her back on the bed, her breasts and thighs bare to him and
beckoning his touch. Jackson was too impatient to do more than
caress and kiss each breast once, promising himself he’d come back
for seconds…later. Gemma squirmed under his touch,
moaning.

“Touch me,” she
begged.

Jackson lay next to her,
spreading her thighs. He slid his fingers down over her damp curls,
sighing with pleasure when his fingers touched her pussy. So hot
and wet, and pulsing with the same need he felt. He explored her,
finding first her entrance and then her clit. On the second she
cried out with want, and he began to circle her clit with his
fingers.

Her hand found his thigh as
he pleasured her, and when she took his cock in her hand he thought
he would come all over her just like that.

“Are you going to fuck me,
Jackson?” she asked, bold now.

“I’ve waited…” he managed,
grabbing her hand to stop her from making him come too
soon.

“Waited?” she asked, her
voice heavy as if drugged.

“Not anymore,” he
promised. “Turn over.”

Gemma rolled over onto her
stomach. Jackson pulled her up onto all fours, spreading her legs.
Squeezing her ass, he took a deep breath to steady himself. In his
fantasies he would have come right now, shooting all over her
ass.

Grabbing his cock, he
pressed the tip to the hot ring of muscle. She squeezed
reflexively, and suddenly he couldn’t wait anymore.

Jackson pushed deep into
her pussy, gritting his teeth against the feeling of her tight
walls pushing back against his invasion. Gemma cried out, and
Jackson grabbed her hips. Wild with the feel of her, he pumped hard
into her again and again, the sound of her cries something he could
never have dreamt up. She drove him, and he drove his cock into her
relentlessly, pounding until she called out.

“Fuck! Jackson!” she
cried, her climax so forceful Jackson could feel her pulse around
him.

He felt the deep drag of
his own finish coming, felt his balls tighten and his cock twitch.
He pumped a few more times, fighting against the contractions of
her orgasm. Suddenly he started to come, and he pulled free from
her body.

With a roar, he grabbed his
cock and started coming in great spurts. He came for so long it
seemed eternal, so hard that it almost hurt at the end.

Finally he collapsed next
to Gemma, unable to breathe or think. It was a long time before he
realized she was chuckling, drunk on the aftershocks of her
climax.

“What’s so funny?” he
asked, pulling her close and tucking her in against his
body.

“It’s just-I think we
missed midnight,” she giggled.

“So we did,” he said,
trying and failing to keep from laughing.

“Happy New Year, Jackson,”
Gemma said, snuggling close to him.

Jackson could have jumped
up and run a thousand marathons at that exact moment, fought a
million wars. He felt alive, and superhuman, like caged
lightning.

There was nothing in the
world, just now, that could have moved him from the side of the
woman he’d pined for since the day he’d laid eyes on her. Jackson
closed his eyes, pulling her close and wondering at the turn his
life had taken tonight.

“Happy New Year,
Gemma.”

 


 








 


A NEW YEAR’S SHOWER

 By William Cooper

 


Snow flitted down as I
practically carried Johnny up the path to the house. Soft flakes
landed on the few areas of bare skin and melted instantly. Though
the temperature stood below zero and I should’ve been freezing, the
icy breeze helped quell the heat that raced through my body from
the alcohol.

I hadn’t drunk nearly as
much as Johnny, but I was still a good bit tipsy. Our ride had
driven off almost as soon as we’d gotten out of the car, leaving me
to stumble to the house with Johnny draped over me.

I glanced over at him to
see him watching me intently, a goofy smile on his face. I rolled
my eyes and continued. I could only imagine the thoughts going
through his alcohol-addled brain.

“When’d you get so
strong?” Johnny asked, his words slurred and his breath reeking of
so much alcohol I could’ve gotten drunk from talking to
him.

“I’ve been helping your
drunk ass home since I was sixteen. When do you think?”

Though he had been only
eighteen at the time, Johnny made a habit of getting wasted on the
weekends and calling for me to come pick him. And, being the
dutiful step-brother I was, I always went and got him without
complaint. He’d have done it for me, after all, at least that’s
what I always told myself.

“You must think I’m some
kinda fuck up, huh?”

Where had that come from?
Though I wished he wouldn’t get shit-faced so often, I’d never said
anything to him. I didn’t have any right to chastise him. God knew
Mom and Dad did that enough. Thankfully they wouldn’t be home to
give us disapproving looks this time. “No, I don’t think you’re a
fuck up.”

I hauled Johnny up the
steps to the porch, then fished in my pocket for my keys. Once I’d
gotten us inside and locked the door behind me, I stood staring at
the steps up to our bedrooms. This was the part of bringing his
drunk ass home that I always dreaded.

Darkness enveloped the
interior of the house, but I knew every crevice of it. Johnny and I
both grew up here. And even though we were both away at school most
of the year, this was still our home. I’d gotten much better at
navigating with Johnny draped over me, but I still never looked
forward to going up the creaky steps.

Johnny must’ve sensed my
annoyance, since he slipped out of my grip and headed for the steps
himself. “I can do it.”

I raised my eyebrow and
crossed my arms. I knew better than to argue with him when he was
drunk. He was stubborn when sober. After a few drinks, he became
worse than a donkey. Plus, it would be quite amusing to watch him
attempt to climb the stairs.

He made it up a grand total
of three steps before falling flat on his face. I stifled back a
laugh and went over to help him up. He didn’t say anything as I put
his arm over my shoulders and helped him the rest of the way up the
steps and into his bedroom.

We’d barely set foot into
his bedroom when he announced that he needed a shower. I rolled my
eyes at him. “You’ll fall flat on your ass if you try and shower.
Just wait ‘til morning.”

Johnny shook his head and
walked over to his dresser. “Then I’ll take a bath. I smell like
cigarettes and booze and puke.”

I didn’t bother mentioning
that he was the cause of those putrid smells. The first time I’d
helped him home, I’d almost gagged from the stench. I have no idea
how he dealt with it, though I imagine the alcohol had something to
do with it. I couldn’t blame him for not wanting to go to bed like
that.

I sighed and glanced over
at the clock. It was only a little after two, earlier than I’d
expected. Johnny usually stayed out partying until almost sunrise
lately. Tomorrow, well today technically, was New Year’s Day so it
wasn’t like I needed to be awake early. Classes didn’t start for
another week.

“Fine, I’ll get a shower
with you and make sure you don’t break your neck.”

I had no idea why I’d
volunteered to help him. Johnny and I hadn’t showered together
since we were kids, though we’d seen each other naked plenty of
times. A hot shower would feel pretty good though. And like Johnny,
I wasn’t thrilled about going to sleep smelling of ass, even if I
didn’t smell as bad as he did.

By the time I’d gotten a
fresh pair of boxers from my room, Johnny had already stumbled into
the bathroom. He fiddled with the knobs while I got two towels out
of the closet.

I rolled my eyes as he
continued adjusting the temperature before I nudged him out of the
way. If I let him adjust the temperature, I’d either burn to death
under a lava stream or turn into a Popsicle from the arctic waters
the shower would produce.

Once the water reached an
acceptable temperature, I stripped off my clothes and tossed them
into the wash basket in the corner. Johnny attempted to do the
same, but ended up getting tangled in his shirt until I walked over
and helped him.

Sometimes, helping Johnny
out resembled taking care of a two-year-old. Today looked like one
of those times. I had to help him up to bed, help him shower, and
even help him get his damn clothes off. At least a toddler would be
cute and cuddly. Johnny left the cute stage of his life many years
ago. I wouldn’t have minded cuddling the lean hunk he’d become, but
there wasn’t much chance of that ever happening.

I’d given up on my teenage
wank fantasies years ago.

After helping Johnny strip
bare, I got into the shower. He followed, leaning on me to keep
from falling flat on his face. At least we had a rubber shower mat
on the floor of the tub so it wasn’t too slippery.

Johnny was able to wash
himself, without many issues. A few times he lost his balance and
I’d have to help him, but for the most part he did fine.

I, on the other hand, was
going nuts. Even though I thought I’d left behind my teenage
fantasies of having sex with Johnny, seeing him naked and
glistening under the shower’s spray, sent my brain spiraling back
to those primitive years. I almost wished Johnny was too drunk to
wash himself just so I would get a chance to run my hands over the
sculpted muscles that were his pride and joy.

The two of us made small
talk while we washed, which helped make things a lot less awkward.
I wasn’t sure whether Johnny kept talking because he knew I needed
the distraction or if he was just in a talkative mood.

As he rinsed the last bit
of shampoo from his hair, Johnny looked down at his cock, then back
up at me. He continued to glance back and forth between the two, a
grin on his face. At some point during the shower, his cock rose to
its full, stiff length. “You should help me out,” he said, his
words still slurred.

I rolled my eyes and gently
smacked the side of his head. “Shut up and finish
washing.”

“You’re not going to do it
for me?” He extended his bottom lip in a mock pout.

God did I want to. I wanted
to drop to my knees and lick every inch of it. I wanted to take it
in my mouth and give him the best pleasure he’d ever experienced
before. I wanted to be more than just his step-brother, more than
just the guy who always made sure he got home safe after endless
nights of partying.

Johnny must have noticed
the lust in my eyes. His playful expression vanished. When his gaze
lowered, his eyes widened. He stared at my own cock, which I knew
was equally hard as his at this point. There was no covering it, no
hiding the fact that he excited me.

“Fuck, bro.” His words
came out slow and precise. The slur he’d spoken with before
disappeared, almost as if it never existed. He was fully conscious
now, fully aware that his younger brother was turned on. It didn’t
matter that we weren’t related by blood; to Johnny, I’d always been
his brother.

I closed my eyes and took a
deep breath, waiting for him to yell at me, to tell me how
disgusting I was. But it never came. Instead, I nearly jumped out
of my skin when Johnny wrapped his hand around my hard shaft and
stroked it.

I opened my eyes, staring
at Johnny in shock. What the fuck was he doing? Why was he jerking
me off instead of yelling at me?

He had a stupid grin on his
face, like he’d won the lottery. He reached out with his other hand
fondled my balls. “Guess I’m not the only perv in the family. Can’t
believe how much you’ve grown.”

His hands on my cock sent
shivers through my body. Holy shit. Having Johnny touch my cock and
balls was borderline unbelievable. And he seemed to be enjoying it
almost as much as I was. Even though I’d fantasized about it, I’d
never considered it might happen.

I licked my lips and looked
down at his cock. It still stood, tall and proud, with a drop of
precum running down the shaft. I reached out toward it, careful and
slow, waiting for Johnny to tell me to stop, but he never did. As I
wrapped my fingers around Johnny’s cock, it pulsed beneath my
touch. Red hot, the throbbing member practically begged for
attention.

I was doing it. I had his
cock in my hand. His dick wasn’t much different from my own, only a
little thicker and a little longer. But, at the same time, it was
completely different. It was his cock, the man I’d dreamed
of being with. Until now, I never thought those dreams would ever
come true, so I’d moved on, pushing those fantasies
aside.

But now that I had his cock
in my hand, I knew I wanted this more than anything in the world.
He was what I wanted. It was why I’d watched out for him
through the years. I hadn’t felt so protective of him because he
was my brother. It was because I loved him, no, I was in love with
him.

“Can I suck it?” I stared
at his cock as I asked the question, afraid to look into his eyes
in case he rejected me.

Johnny let out a breath and
his cock throbbed. He moved his hips back and forth slightly,
trying to get me to stroke him faster. He released his grip on my
own cock and moaned out the words, “Yeah, suck it.”

I didn’t need to be told
twice. I dropped to my knees, still stroking his cock. I stuck out
my tongue and licked along the head, tasting the precum that waited
there.

Johnny gasped at the touch
almost immediately. Then he threaded his fingers through my hair
and gently guided my head toward his crotch, not so subtly
suggesting to me to keep going.

I didn’t want to disappoint
him, so I took his entire member into my mouth at once, making him
gasp again. All that practice with different guys over the past few
years paid off. There was no trouble taking him in my mouth, no
awkward gagging or teeth scraping.

Johnny’s moans filled the
entire room, drowning out the sound of the shower still running. He
moved his hips faster and faster, his fingers gripping my head with
more force. He was on the edge. Probably hadn’t come all day and
was now dying to empty his balls. Most nights at the parties, he
disappeared for a bit with a girl or two, but I hadn’t noticed that
today.

When he grunted out, “Fuck,
I’m coming,” I was more than ready to swallow his load. His cock
pulsed and throbbed in my mouth as shot after shot of cum flooded
out down my throat. As he continued to come, I fondled his balls,
trying to milk out every last drop. I didn’t stop until Johnny
gently pushed me away, gasping for air.

He took my hands and helped
me stand. Then he pulled me against him and wrapped his arms around
my waist. “Fuck that was amazing, bro. You’re amazing,” he
whispered in my ear.

My face flamed at his
praise. He’d never been shy about complimenting me growing up, but
having him congratulate me on a blowjob was so much different than
congratulating me on getting into college. It was so much more
fulfilling.

Once he’d caught his
breath, Johnny broke the hug. He still had a huge grin on his face,
which helped put me at ease. At least he hadn’t freaked out once
the fog of horniness cleared away. “My turn?”

I must’ve looked like a
deer in headlights when he asked that, since he let out a laugh.
“What, you didn’t think I wanted to return the favor?” When I shook
my head, he continued. “Well I do. Is that okay?”

I nodded, my voice not
working. He wanted to suck my cock? I wasn’t sure what was better,
the fact that I’d swallowed a load of his cum or that he was about
to do the same for me.

When Johnny dropped to his
knees and grasped my cock, fire shot through my body. His breath
drifted over my shaft, hot and fast, as he milked it. Fuck, I never
wanted this to stop. If I had died right then, I’d have died a
happy man.

But when Johnny dove in and
took my entire cock into his mouth, I thought I would die from
pleasure. The way he took the entire length, how he ran his tongue
around the shaft as he bobbed up and down, and the way he hummed
slightly in the back of his throat, told me this wasn’t his first
time. He’d been with men before, sucked other guys’
cocks.

Part of me was turned on. I
pictured him on his knees, servicing different guys, and nearly
shot my load right then and there. But the other part of me was
jealous beyond belief. I’d come to terms with him being with women
long ago; they had things I didn’t and never would. If he wanted
women, there was nothing I could do about that.

But the thought of him with
other guys angered me slightly. I wanted to be the only guy he was
with, wanted to be the only one he touched and was touched by. He
was mine and no one else’s. If I had my way, he’d never be
with anyone else again, man or woman.

When Johnny took my cock
from his mouth and sucked on my nuts, all thoughts of him with
other people fled my mind. My mind emptied, focusing only on the
intense pleasure his mouth produced. He gave head so much better
than any other guy I’d been with, though the fact that it was
Johnny sucking me may have colored my perception
slightly.

When he took my dick into
his mouth again, I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer. I
grasped his head and gently held it in place. Despite how much I
loved his tongue on my balls, I wasn’t letting him back off again.
I wanted this. No, I needed this.

I closed my eyes and thrust
my hips in rhythm with his sucking. I tried thinking of everything
I could to distract me from coming. I wanted this to last, wanted
him to keep blowing me forever. But no matter what I thought of,
nothing could distract me for long. The next thing I knew, that
familiar pressure built up in my balls, sending a tingle throughout
my entire body. There was no stopping it.

“Coming, I’m coming,” I
managed to stammer out. My voice mingled with moans, so I had no
idea whether Johnny understood what I said.

Every muscle in my body
seemed to contract at the same time. My moans echoed throughout the
bathroom, bouncing off the tiles. If anyone had been home, they’d
have heard me easily. Blinding pleasure replaced the slight tingle
and stars appeared before my eyes as my cock pulsed.

Johnny stopped sucking, but
held my cock firmly in place deep in his throat as my cum flooded
out. Each movement of his throat sent another spark through my
body. By the time he’d swallowed every drop, I almost fell to the
floor. I’d never experienced an orgasm that exhausting.

He didn’t need to be told
when to back off, but as soon as I felt myself becoming too
sensitive, he released my cock and stood up, immediately pulling me
into his arms. “Was it good?”

I nodded, my voice unable
to function properly yet. Good was an understatement. Amazing was a
more apt description.

“Good, then let’s get out.
The water’s starting to turn icy.”

I didn’t even notice that
the hot water had been all but used up. But now that Johnny
mentioned it, and my mind cleared, I became all too aware of the
cool water that rained down.

Once we were dry, Johnny
pulled me to him again. This time, instead of just hugging me, he
pressed his lips to mine for a quick kiss. His face was a bright
red when he broke the kiss. “Sorry. I hope that was
okay.”

“We just sucked each other
off. A kiss is no big deal at this point,” I said with a grin. I
wrapped my arms around his waist. It felt right, standing there
holding each other with nothing between us. “Will this ever happen
again?”

“Do you want it to?” I
nodded, not trusting my voice. “I do too. I have for a
while.”

“Really? Why didn’t you
say anything?” It was almost out of the realm of possibility for
Johnny to have been wanting this. He’d never shown the least bit of
interest in me sexually. I’d always imagined, to him, I was simply
his younger brother. Not to mention, I’d always believed him to be
one hundred percent straight.

But Johnny nodded. “Yeah.
It’s one of the reasons I always went out and drank so much. I
wanted to forget those thoughts. You were my little brother. Even
if we aren’t blood brothers, it was still my responsibility to look
after you, not lust after you. I felt guilty for being attracted to
you.”

I guess we weren’t so
different. Except while I suppressed my desires and told myself it
was only a childish fantasy, Johnny had felt guilty over his
feelings. I wished he had said something to me sooner, but I
couldn’t blame him. I hadn’t said anything either.

I leaned in and gave him
another quick kiss. “You don’t have to feel guilty.
Ever.”

Johnny smiled. He was quiet
for a moment, then whispered, “Happy New Year,” to me.

“Happy New Year. Now let’s
go to your room.”

I’d waited long enough. Now
I was going to make the most of our time together.

 


 








 


MISTLETOE AND CURVES

 By Veronica Hardy

 


Jenny shifted her weight
from one leg to the other and pushed back a strand of dark mahogany
hair while she waited for the President and CEO to take the stage.
Every year at Christmas it was the same thing, a party with free
food, alcohol, and implied mandatory attendance. All so that the
board of executives could pat themselves on the back for another
year of bloated profits at the expense of the laborers. And were
they ever invited? Of course not, just upper management was ever in
attendance. Like Jenny.

Phillip Seymour was
crotchety old man who took his time doing what he damn well
pleased, so it was no surprise to the young creative director that
he would leisurely make his way to give the talk that everyone
wanted just to get over with. She was white knuckling her punch,
waiting just like everyone else. Trying not to look as impatient as
she felt.

“This is always the most
annoying part, isn’t it? Waiting for his majesty to get up from his
throne and address the serfs.” A handsome man with a chiseled jaw
leaned towards her, a smile on his face. His muscular stature and
youthful face was betrayed by his jet black hair that boasted a
small patch of gray at either temple. She couldn’t place who he
was, but he did seem familiar so she gave him a weak smile and
turned her attention back towards the stage.

“Ah, a loyal subject, I
see. Well, forgive me, milady. I just want to skip the pleasantries
and get to the potent eggnog.” He kept chattering away at her while
she tried her best to ignore him. She wasn’t used to such friendly
banter at work, especially from someone so handsome, so despite her
best efforts a grin crept across her face.

“I see that my efforts
have awarded me with milady’s attention, I shalln’t waste it. Is
that right? Shalln’t? Shall not? Well, whatever. In any case. Do
you want to listen to this old windbag talk or would you rather
help me find where they keep the booze stocked?” His grin was
impish as he winked at her.

She couldn’t believe his
nerve, so she let him know. “How do you put your pants on in the
morning? Surely fitting them over your balls is a difficult
task.”

“True. Very true. But that
is why they pay me the big bucks. To have the big balls. Are you
coming or not?” He seemed too confident for her not to know who he
was; he had to be in charge of something.

Jenny thought for a moment
and then nodded. She really didn’t want to hear Mr. Seymour give
the same exact speech for the fourth year in a row. Not to mention,
she was interested to see what else this mysterious coworker had in
store. He was way too handsome to be interested in her
romantically, his muscular stature just looked out of place
compared to her lush, rounded curves. He was definitely a fitness
junkie. So why, out of all of the people there, did he feel the
need to pull her aside and ask her to go out, alone with him?
Especially when alcohol was abundant at the end of a
table.

He grabbed her hand and
pulled her away from the crowd of people, most of them looking
directly at the man, but avoiding her gaze. She couldn’t blame
them, he was seriously hot. Now that she got a better look at him
she was even more impressed. His ass, so tight in his pants, teased
her, as he led her away from the crowd of people. They left the
social hall of the hotel and continued down the hallway, towards
what she presumed was the stock room.

Jenny could see the snow
clinging to the windows. It was just starting to stick but she knew
that when it came time to drive home in the morning, the roads
would be plowed. Tonight, though, it would be far too dangerous to
go out.

Which is why the hotel had
been booked. They had thought of everything in way of showing them
a good time. Which was precisely what Jenny was going to
have.

“Come on, I have supreme
confidence that the company stock is right here, through the
kitchen.”

“I don’t even know your
name,” she admitted as she followed him through the double doors
that led her into the kitchen and through to the back pantry. Sure
enough, cases of alcohol were there with Seymour Inc. written right
on them.

“Bryce.” Her eyes
constricted. She now remembered where she had seen his face before.
At her hiring committee and just after her promotion. She was
looking at the back side of Bryce Seymour. Heir to the
enterprise.

Bryce grabbed a bottle of
scotch, the kind that these employees wouldn’t be seeing but that
the executives would be privy to later in the evening, and poured
each of them a glass. He seemed to know exactly where everything
was, the alcohol, the glasses. Like he had planned this.

“I know yours, Jenny. I
have been watching you for quite some time. Fought to get you hired
even.” Bryce pulled her into him, his arm firm around her back as
he pressed her body to his. She could feel his desire rock solid on
her belly as he whispered to her.

She was stunned, so stunned
she didn’t push him away or pull him closer. She was unable to do
anything at all. Why would someone like him be looking at her? She
could name at least ten women in the firm that were more beautiful,
had just as much talent and a better body.

“Why me?” she asked as he
placed his hands firmly on her hips. She wasn’t fishing for a
compliment, she truly didn’t understand what was going on, why he
would even look at her.

“Because you are talented,
more so than even you realize. You could be more than just the
assistant director over Creative. You could be a Vice President
over the entire creative operation, but you don’t know it. You just
push people to do their best. You are feisty. And beautiful.” Bryce
Seymour’s tone was just like she heard over a conference call
whenever he was being honest but forceful in what he wanted for the
company, so she knew exactly how sincere he was being. His dark
eyes sparkled as he tilted her face up towards him and regarded her
for a moment.

Jenny’s heart fluttered: he
knew her, respected her. One day he would run the entire company
and he thought she was talented. She had a good job there, for
sure, but she wanted to climb the ladder as quickly as possible. He
believed she could do it. She pressed her chest into his, her
supple, full breasts against his rock hard muscles.

Bryce understood the
message she was sending and reciprocated by swooping down upon her
lips. His kiss was soft but firm as he molded her lips to his.
There was a power in his kiss that she had never felt in another
man. One that radiated authority. He was going to have her, she
knew in that moment, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.
Not that she wanted to.

Jenny surrendered herself
to him, her lips soft and pliant against his as he forced them open
and invaded her with his tongue. At the same moment he reached over
and unbuttoned her blouse, each button coming undone with a swift
pop before he moved to the next. When it was finally open he
pushed into her blouse and around her back, unsnapping her bra and
pulling both the bra and the blouse off one after the other. She
was topless before him, clinging to him as he deepened their kiss.
Jenny wrapped her arms around his neck, her hand threading through
the hair on the nape of his neck, holding tight as he slipped his
hand around her pert breast. He felt warm against her body as she
clung to him. It was a nice hotel, but historic and that meant that
there were nooks and crannies that let in the air, creating a draft
that left goose bumps all over her body.

“You feel amazing,” Bryce
whispered as his thumb found her stiff peak and brushed it, sending
chills up her spine.

He kissed along her jaw
line and down to her neck before he picked her up like she was
nothing and placed her firmly on the counter. Jenny grabbed his
shirt and yanked it off, revealing the handsome, chiseled muscles
underneath. Her hands ghosted over him before she looked up into
his eyes.

“I am going to take you
right here, Jenny. Against this counter.” His voice was rich and
velvety as he reached up into her skirt. There was no doubt in her
mind that he meant exactly what he said

She wanted this. So when he
reached up and pulled her panties off from underneath her skirt she
wasn’t surprised at how dripping wet her pussy was. She could feel
her creamy juices coating her pussy, waiting for him to touch her,
to delve inside of her.

Bryce didn’t waste any
time, he bent down and stuck his head up her skirt, forcing her
legs open, kissing her wet flesh before running his tongue up the
entirety of her. She fought back a high pitched scream that
somebody would surely have heard and instead allowed a soft moan to
escape her lips. His tongue hot against her sex, she almost jumped
when he pushed his finger into her, and lapped at her while he
pushed into her pussy. He was tight against her walls, pressing
against her as he thrust in and out of her. She was so close, she
could feel the tendrils of pleasure wrapping around her as he
continued to lick her. Only a little bit more and she would be
pulled into it.

But he stopped
cold.

“Oh no, Jenny. You are
going to come with me,” Bryce growled as he withdrew from her and
unbuttoned his pants, sliding them down so that he could access her
aching, dripping womanhood. After a moment she heard the subtle rip
of foil as he put a condom on. Jenny enclosed her hand around it,
stroking the shaft a few times before he grabbed her arm and
stopped her.

“I need to be inside of
you. Now.”

He plunged into her, his
girth filling her in such a way that she gasped out, trying to make
sense of it. He was thick, thicker than she had ever experienced as
he pushed into her, his cock raging inside of her body. She loved
the way it felt against her innermost walls as it delved into her
deepness. She shuddered as he pressed all the way into her, his
balls slamming against her, hitting her in just the right way to
elicit a moan that was louder than she expected.

He pounded into her again,
rough and hard, almost like a punishment for her transgression as
he gripped her hips and thrust into her, over and over. She felt
like a rag doll, sliding on the counter with each movement, her
body at his mercy. It was delicious. Her limbs started to tremble
as she reached up and grabbed his shoulders, getting leverage to
move and buck against him, increasing her pleasure. It wasn’t long
before her body was out of her control, writhing and shaking as she
felt that explosion of pleasure wash over her. It forced her to
move in ways she never thought she could, creating a truly
magnificent scene.

She wasn’t the only one
experiencing the pleasure of orgasm. Her body was strong and
forceful as she milked every last drop from his cock, making him
come with her. Bryce was more controlled in his release, his moans
low and soft as he pushed his last forceful thrusts into
her.

“I told you that you would
come with me. You put on a good show.” Bryce slid out of her and
pulled his pants up, zipping them and looking her over longingly
before pulling down her skirt and helping her off the
counter.

“I’m glad I could please.”
She grabbed her clothing and started reassembling her outfit,
putting on a piece at a time and saving her panties for
last.

“If anything, you have
left me wanting for more.” Bryce kissed her hard on the lips. He
wanted more of her, she could tell, but not right now.

Somehow she found the
prospect more exciting than her options at the company.

Jenny brushed her hair back
with her hands and put it up in a neat bun, using only her
reflection in the metal refrigerator door to guide her. When she
was satisfied she pulled down her skirt a bit and straightened
herself. She felt good, like a woman of accomplishment.

“You look
stunning.”

“Why thank
you.”

Bryce led her back to the
party, where the guests were finally starting to mingle, the
procession of long, boring talks over with. He smiled as he put his
hand on the small of her back and guided her over to the punch
table, getting her a glass and leaning close.

“It seems we missed all
the pleasantries. Oh well, I’m sure we had more fun.”

She just smiled and looked
around the room, trying to find someone familiar.

“Jenny! There you are! I
have been looking everywhere for you,” Roger Steadman called out,
waving to her as he approached. As the Creative Director he was
seemingly always looking for her, trying to get her to work and
make decisions for him, even in the middle of parties. Over the
last couple of years at the position she had gotten used to it,
doing her work and some of his. But Bryce was right, she didn’t
have to. She could be so much more, to the company, to
Bryce.

“I see you have met young
Mr. Seymour. It is an honor to finally see you at one of these
things, Bryce. How are you?” Roger shook his hand and smiled as he
looked at the two of them.

“Doing as well as ever,
Roger. Especially after having the pleasure of meeting such
promising young potential.

Roger shifted uncomfortably
and then looked up, pointing and drawing attention away from
him.

“Oh, look at that!
Standing under mistletoe. You know how the tradition goes. Give her
a kiss.” Roger was always one for silly traditions, black cats, and
cracks and all that. So she wasn’t surprised.

Bryce’s eyes gleamed as he
looked up and then down at Jenny, a smirk on his face.

“If it is for tradition,
then I must.” Bryce leaned down and placed a chaste kiss on her
lips. It was warm and sweet, and held a note of the passion that
they had shared earlier.

“Allow me to steal Ms.
Cromwell away, will you? Creative has been looking for her all
evening.” Although Roger asked politely, it was more of a demand
than a question.

“Absolutely,” Bryce turned
to her, “I hope that I will be seeing a lot more of you, Ms.
Cromwell. Both in and out of the office.”

“You can count on it.” She
wouldn’t let a man like that go, especially one that made her feel
so damn naughty.

 


 








 


 HANUKKAH
GLOW

by Kelly Anne Scott

 


Leaves blew in with Ian
Brewer, wind-swept and crisp, tumbling onto the café’s linoleum
floor.

“Close the door!” someone
yelled. Then they noticed who was there.

“Oh Ian, it’s just you,”
said Polly, before adding more dishes to the already towering stack
of lopsided plates positioned on her forearm. Passing over a family
of four eating breakfast in a red booth, she snatched a nearly
empty coffee cup from the edge of their table despite the father’s
bewildered face.

Other diners could be
intimidated by Polly’s no-nonsense attitude, well developed after
three decades of hard work in a New York City restaurant. She had
put her name on the big blinking sign at the door—the café was
hers—and that bestowed her with the right to set the atmosphere
inside. And there were few things Polly hated more than cold
Nor’easter weather chilling the café, cooling down her pies, or the
rude customers who loved complaining about it.

But Ian had never been one
of the latter. He hung his coat up on the wire coat rack by the
door and brushed his black boots against the bristles of the floor
mat, shaking off any snow flurries that might have accumulated on
his six block walk to Polly’s.

The sidewalks had begun to
glisten this morning, a thin film of moisture covering the
pavement. Fallen leaves, some still beautifully red and yellow
colored, lay crumpled and pushed to the sides of the street,
markers that the fall season was fast disappearing into winter.
Last night and this morning, the local news anchors had been abuzz
with talks of an impending storm.

The weatherman had advised
staying in over the weekend, telling viewers to enjoy the holidays
with their family from the safety of their homes. “Put a fire on,”
he’d said. “Don’t leave home unless you need to.” But to Ian that
had meant going to Polly’s.

Settling into a small booth
by the window was his morning ritual, and the familiar sight of
Polly’s mismatched salt and pepper shakers felt as much to him like
home as his own quite empty apartment.

For years he’d been coming
here with his family, where pancakes and thick maple syrup had
awaited a young Ian and his older sister every Sunday morning.
Other families had gone to church, but the Brewers more naturally
gathered around food and laminated menus.

When Jennifer had moved
away to Washington state, for college and then work, Ian had
continued to meet his parents at Polly’s on breaks during high
school, while studying for college midterms and finals, and then
whenever he needed a break from the demands of a Columbia law
school student’s schedule.

In the last few years,
there had been more memorable trips to Polly’s. The first dinner
Ian and his father had had without Ian’s mother, the two sitting
for hours by the wide window drinking coffee. And a last hearty
lunch before Ian had helped his dad move into a retirement and
nursing home fifty miles outside the city.

“Hi, Ian,” said a sweet
voice, interrupting his perusal of the menu and the memories he
associated with it. “What can I get you today?”

Ian looked up and his eyes
met those of Polly’s newest waitress.

“Do you want pancakes like
usual today, or are you feeling a bit more adventurous?” She
waggled her eyebrows playfully at him, tapping her pen on her
waitress’s notepad.

Ian coughed but Lindsey
regarded him attentively.

“Because Aunt Polly has a
great blueberry waffles special today. I tried it this morning when
I came in and it was delicious.”

She smiled, her cheeks so
pretty and pink in the warmth of the café. Her blue eyes wide and
inviting.

“I’ll even throw in some
whipped cream, on the house.”

How could anyone say no to
that?

“I’d love to,” Ian
replied. “If you recommend it.”

“I do!” said Lindsey,
jotting down his order. “I’ll get you some orange juice too.” Then
she tipped her notepad up against her chest, swiveled, and walked
off.

Ian watched her visit a
couple of nearby tables, his eyes following her form with something
akin to obsession. Lindsey hadn’t been working at Polly’s for long,
maybe only six months, but Ian had become completely taken with her
from the moment he’d seen her.

Much like today, he’d
caught sight of her round little bottom, shuffling through the
restaurant, stretching out over tables to refill customers’ water
glasses and clear their places. Now that it was cold outside, she
covered her nice lean legs in black opaque tights and a black
skirt. Her yellow Polly’s apron outlined small breasts at her front
and formed a buttercup yellow bow right above her
backside.

Jesus Christ. It was
the kind of sweet little body men dreamed of. And with Lindsey’s
kind demeanor and natural helpfulness, it was no wonder that a new
crop of regulars—all men of course—had begun to form in her section
over the last few months.

Ian had been there too, and
though he indignantly considered himself a true Polly’s
regular, he had to admit that his motivation to visit the café
every day had changed since he’d met Lindsey.

At first they’d talked
about the weather, how much they both loved the summer in New York
City. But soon they’d shared little bits of their lives over the
meals Lindsey had delivered. Like that Ian worked at a nearby
environmental law firm, where he was trying to make partner and
finalize a water project in Brooklyn. And that Lindsey was here
studying Philosophy at NYU, having gotten permission from her
parents to move from their home in Maine to New York, where at
least she had an aunt to look after her and provide her with a
part-time job.

“Do you miss them?” Ian
had asked one day, cupping a recently filled mug of hot black
coffee. “Your parents?”

“Oh yes.” Her face was
youthfully expressive. “I mean, in a way. I have four younger
brothers, so I’ve always been really involved with taking care of
them. But at some point I just told myself I had to leave…see the
big city. You know, experience life for myself.”

Ian had nodded, wondering
how much of life she’d seen so far and whether he could maneuver
his own to somehow touch hers.

“Do I seem naive?” Lindsey
had asked. “To a native New Yorker?”

Ian had laughed. “I love
the city. Would never want to live anywhere else.” He smiled. “And
just wait until it’s winter. There’s nothing more beautiful than
the skyline in snowfall.”

Lindsey had nodded before
being torn away to help another customer, another man trying not so
innocently to glean information from the young waitress.

And Ian wasn’t the only one
aware of Lindsey’s effect on men. Her aunt, always moving at a high
speed across all parts of the restaurant, could still sometimes be
seen eying her sweet niece and the substantial tips she gleefully
picked up to share with the busboys and cooks. Polly was worried
about Lindsey, but at least at the café, she could make sure
nothing funny happened to the girl.

Concerned himself about
being another one of those suitors, Ian struggled with his
attraction. He’d tried to stay away from Polly’s some days, and
instead focus on dates he had with women he’d met at the firm or
through friends. He’d tried to remind himself that a girl like
Lindsey had too much life in her to get tangled up with an older
man who was married to his job and still lost over his mother’s
death. What could he possibly offer a bright and stunningly
beautiful girl like her?

Yet it was impossible to
stay away. Polly’s was his home, and moments with Lindsey had
increasingly become the best part of each day. Lying in bed at
night, his mind would swirl with images of her smiles and her
flirtatious little winks when she would catch him walking through
the door.

Returning now with a big
plate of blueberry waffles under a mountain of whipped cream, Polly
approached the table and Ian straightened. He leaned back as she
placed the plate in front of him, turning it until the waffles were
presented perfectly. A glass of fresh orange juice completed the
arrangement.

“This looks great,
Lindsey,” Ian said, feeling that familiar pull inside him when she
rewarded him with a big smile.

“I made sure Mario made a
fresh batch of juice for you.”

“I don’t know how I’ll be
able to eat all this,” Ian remarked in wonder.

“Oh you’ll need it if
you’re going to brave the storm coming. I’m hoping we’ll get our
first snowfall today!” She shifted on her feet, standing close to
the table.

Ian could smell the light
fruitiness of her perfume, mixed with the sweet doughy smell of the
waffles.

“Oh, did the heat start
working in your apartment again?” Ian asked, remembering a remark
she’d made yesterday.

“No,” Lindsey crinkled her
eyebrows. “I talked to the landlord like you suggested, but he said
it could take three to five days because of Hanukkah and now
Thanksgiving weekend.”

Ian frowned. “You can’t
live without heat for a weekend. Not with the Nor’easter coming
though.”

“I know. Aunt Polly said I
can stay at her place this weekend, since I’m working anyway. You
know we always do a big dinner for Thanksgiving here.”

“I know,” Ian said, “I’ll
be there. Always have been.”

Lindsey smiled and moved to
walk away. Then she turned back.

“Polly said she needs to
pick up some extra supplies before the storm, so it will just be me
and Mario here tonight.”

Ian waited.

“You should come for
dinner after work. It’s the first night of Hanukkah tonight, so
I’ll light the candles here. It will be fun.”

She looked nervous and Ian
couldn’t believe his luck.

“I’ll be here,” he said,
but their mirrored smiles said everything.

* * *

Stormy pale skies blanketed
the city as Ian left work, rushing in his haste to beat the weather
and get to Polly’s.

Passing under the familiar
neon sign, Ian looked around.

“Ian. Second time today,”
Polly remarked, as she twisted a striped scarf around her neck and
zipped up her thick jacket.

“Yeah,” Ian said, almost
bashfully. “Can’t seem to stay away.”

Polly nodded and moved to
leave. But as Ian began to undress, she turned back, her finger in
his face.

“You be careful with her.
She’s young and impressionable and I’ll kill anyone who does
anything to hurt her.”

Polly’s face was serious,
pushed up close to his chest. Caught unaware, Ian was tempted to
pretend he didn’t know what she was talking about. But he
couldn’t.

“I won’t hurt
her.”

“You’ve been like a son to
me all these years. I’ve seen you grow up into a good man.” Polly
clapped his much bigger shoulder without hesitation. “It’s only
because I’ve seen how good you were with your mum and dad that I’m
letting this happen.”

Ian nodded.

“I’m glad she picked a
good one at least,” Polly said, before opening the door and
slipping into the cold wind.

Picked a good one? Ian
pondered. Me?

The café was nearly empty,
with Lindsey nowhere in sight. But Ian saw a small bronze Menorah,
the Jewish candlestick holder, on the bar counter with brightly
colored candles laid beside it.

Settling at a bar stool,
Ian shifted a bit and smoothed his hair back out of his
eyes.

“Ian! Hi!” Lindsey said,
coming out with two mugs of something warm and sweet
smelling.

Placing one in front of
him, Lindsey explained. “It’s coffee and Kahlua. My roommate gave
me a bottle for Hanukkah.”

They were going to drink
together, alone in this nearly empty café? Images of them making
the most of the warm space in an impending storm flickered through
his mind, igniting his body without need of alcohol.

“Looks delicious,” he
said, but his eyes were on Lindsey, who had the presence to blush
deeply.

Slowly, watching each other
and pondering what might come, they drank.

“My roommate’s Jewish,”
Lindsey offered, after a moment. “And she told me how to celebrate
Hanukkah.”

She smiled nervously. “Hope
I don’t mess this up.”

Lindsey took a blue candle
and lit it with a nearby match, sending up a small flame between
them.

She placed it in the center
of the nine candlestick holders then fumbled with lighting the
second.

“Here.” Ian reached for
the candle in her hands. “I know what to do.”

The sun had set and the
café was dim. Rain and wind howled behind the windows and door,
though the restaurant was still, empty, and quiet.

“You light the second
candle with the first.” Ian demonstrated. The flame of the second
candle sparked and sputtered between them.

“And you say a blessing
here to celebrate a miracle,” he murmured, looking at the open face
and soft lips of the young woman across from him.

“Do you know one?” she
whispered.

Ian paused.

“Yes,” he said, lowering
the candle to the Menorah and his lips to Lindsey’s.

A soft sigh escaped their
kiss. Ian’s bigger, firmer lips drew against Lindsey’s. Softly,
then more insistently.

Her tongue snuck out and
escaped, teasingly, into his mouth.

With heat churning inside
him—need pushing at his body full force—Ian cupped the back of her
head from across the counter and kept her lips firmly in place
while his tongue met hers, plundering her mouth with unreserved
force.

Lindsey’s sighs became
short and needy. Her hands squeezed at his shoulders.

Ian couldn’t stand to have
anything between them anymore. With focused strength, Ian lifted
Lindsey by her sides until she was atop the counter.

The flicker of the candles
and the steam from their drinks illuminated her form as Ian slid
her swiftly over the bar and onto his lap, where Lindsey naturally
parted her legs to straddle him on the bar stool.

As snow fell outside on the
darkened streets, anyone walking by could see a waitress and a
customer illuminated within. Their bodies pressed up against each
other, the man’s kisses trailing a hot path down the woman’s
neck.

But the storm had started
and the last of the passersby were concerned with rushing home.
Polly had escaped the storm and gone home, having texted Lindsey,
whose phone was far away now.

Ian and Lindsey were only
focused on each other.

Ian’s hands couldn’t help
but follow his mouth, as he skimmed them hotly down Lindsey’s
clothed breasts and narrow waist. Lindsey dug into Ian’s lap,
reveling at the feeling of his cock pushed hard up against
her.

“Ian,” she whispered in
his ear desperately. “I’ve waited for you for a long
time.”

“For this?” Ian broke his
lips away from the neckline of her apron, which he’d maddeningly
pushed down to reveal some of the supple skin of her pale
breasts.

“Yes,” Lindsey moaned,
bucking into him more. “I like you—” She dipped her head back as
Ian pushed the apron down lower, smoothing his big hands over her,
feeling the weight of her breasts in his eager hand.

“…I want you,” she said,
“Please…”

Desperate now to see her
and have her, Ian flung his head around to see where he was, where
they were. But the middle of a lit storefront with a cook somewhere
in a closed off kitchen was nowhere he should fuck her.

“Lindsey,” Ian’s voice
cracked, maddened with desire and the wild and pleasured conviction
that no matter what, he would find a way to have her
tonight.

Gathering her up in his
arms, so small and perfect and light, Ian carried her to the door.
He threw his wide jacket around her, bundled her to him, and then
pushed out into the freezing cold night.

Leaning so as to protect
her from the elements, Ian nearly sprang the six blocks to his
apartment. He fumbled with his keys then ran them up the stairs to
his apartment door, finally, mercifully springing it
open.

Inside his apartment, Ian
unwrapped Lindsey from his jacket and arms. The coat fell to the
ground, a small spinning top falling from the front
pocket.

Now curled on his lap on
the floor, Lindsey looked towards the little dreidel that had
stopped spinning beside them. A Hebrew symbol was printed on its
upturned side.

“Gimel,” Ian
whispered. “It means all. I take everything. I win.”

He looked down into her
big, blue eyes, then took her mouth.

Protected from the winter,
from the cold and the loneliness that had characterized winters
past, Ian slowly undressed Lindsey on the hard floor.

When they were both naked,
he pushed his cock deep inside her, letting her body and the floor
take the deep pounding of his hips.

Their mouths met hungrily.
Their hair, sweaty and wild. Their breathing steamed.

And when Ian leaned down to
lick Lindsey’s nipples, she came desperately against him, crying
out into his darkened apartment.

And when Ian came inside
her, he leaned his head down to kiss her lips and collapsed against
her beautiful naked body. Blessedly his.

And when they came to, they
spent the rest of the holiday weekend giving each other everything
that had once been missing from their lives.
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