
    
      
        
      

    





  	
        
            
            'It's Christmas time
There's no need to be afraid
At Christmas time
We let in light, and we banish shade'*
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Chapter One
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The beach was not nearly so deserted usually at this hour. A few weary sunbathers lingered, and up the coast a little ways you could see a group of local girls engaged in their daily game of volleyball, a sport which to me would always be the sexiest sport of all.

The daily descent of the sun was beginning to slip quietly and gently into the night and succumb readily to dusk. For the first and only time today, the sky was distinguished from the blue-green of the water as the daily phenomenon of nightfall crept upon it. There were streaks of pink, purple, and red-orange making their way across the horizon as the fiery ball of the sun appeared to slowly drown in the rich waters and became muted. 

Barely touched by its beauty I turned away from the sunset. I had been in Vitoria for five years now, and although I had tried to assimilate myself into the culture I feared I would always have the sleek healthy appearance of a rich American in a foreign land. I had known poverty in the states and been what the government would have certified as poor, but my arrival in Vitoria at the age of 23 had taught me that the way I had lived was leaps and bounds beyond the poverty of the masses in this country. Still, it's beauty and the spirituality of its people had me loving it from the first moment I stepped off of the airplane.

It was two days before Christmas and as my feet traced the steps to our house I found myself reminiscing and reliving the past. As I walked I saw that someone had put up a Christmas tree and for the first time it was lighted. Even after all these years of spending holidays here I found the appearance of a Christmas tree quite odd. The northern fir all luminescent with lights and decorations seemed out of place in the heat, as if someone had put it up as a lark in June, trying for what they thought might be nonconformist. I walked along the mosaic sidewalk that smacked of old Portuguese l influences and thought.

I couldn't fool my body into my daydream, but my mind wandered back to a time when I had lived in New York. I knew it was slightly neurotic the way I was constantly reliving the past but knowing did not cause me to stop. Instead, it was reason for worry, I had thought that I wouldn't start reliving the past until I was middle aged. Especially the first time Marta and I met. Hardly an auspicious beginning...  

***
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"...IT'S ALL SET, BETH." 

"What's all set?" Rita and I worked together as housekeepers at the Holiday Inn in the Bronx, she had this irritating habit of starting conversations in the middle, leaving me to guess what the hell she was talking about. 

"What we talked about the other night. You know, the prostitute thing." 

I had a vague memory of some chat about whores, but it had been well into the second bottle of wine. 

"Refresh my memory." 

"Beth, I think your head must be full of sweetie mice. Don't you ever remember anything?"

That Irish expression again. Sweetie mice indeed! 

"Something about whores, something about..." And then I remembered. She had challenged me; I had been moaning my need for extra money and she wagered me I wouldn't have sex with another woman for money. She saw the expression on my face. 

"Ah! So, you DO remember! Good girl. So, are you still up for it?" 

"Up for what?" She was beginning to irritate me. If it kept on, I would flare up, all Irish and full of rage, and then we would have a row, which, thank goodness, always ended up with a torrid love session in her queen-size bed. 

"Listen," she said, using her schoolmarm's voice which she knew I detested, "I have arranged for you to visit a woman who is prepared to pay you for sex, ok?" 

"What woman? Where? When?" 

She smiled. "Well, at least you didn't say no! She's a woman visiting the town from Vitoria on business. I think her family owns a winery or something like that. Anyway, she's staying at the Holiday Inn and is expecting you on Friday evening." 

"This coming Friday??? That's tomorrow!" 

"Yes, dearest, so you'd better get yourself ready! Seven o'clock in the Rosebud Bar for drinky poos, then dinner, then...." Wisely, she left the sentence unfinished. 

"No way!" I said emphatically. "No way!"  

At five minutes to seven the following evening, I walked into the Rosebud Bar, wearing - I swear, it's true! - a "little black number" with the usual tasteful accessories, and, daringly, a pair of fuck-me shoes that I had borrowed from Rita on the way home from work. There were only a few people in the bar, mostly couples, but my eye was drawn to a woman sitting alone at the bar. 

She hadn't seen me yet. She was younger than I expected early to mid-twenties, I guessed, but well put together. Shortish black hair, streaked with blonde, it looked very illustrious. A flared pleated skirt, dark grey, with white blouse and jacket, hm, very formal, very businesswoman, very unsexy. I approached the bar and took the seat next to her. 

She turned. "Are you Beth?" she asked, her voice not what I had expected. Her English was flawless without any trace of an accent.

"Yes. You must be Marta." 

A handshake, firm grip holding mine just a fraction longer than was decent. 

"What a day! Would you like a drink."

Conversation was not difficult, because she did most of the talking, mostly about her working for her father’s company, and the stupidity of the men she had to deal with. We went through to the restaurant, walking with her arm slipped through mine. Just friendly, though. Good food, lots of wine, and again more chat about her work and the tribulations of having to sell Brazilian Wine in New York. And then, without warning, she took my hand, pulled it below the table and directed it between her thighs. Then she pulled it up to her crotch. 

"That's for you, dear," she said, her voice suddenly harsher. I froze. It's amazing what you can conceal under a flared pleated skirt, and this was no mean little strap on, this was a seriously big girl-cock. Until this moment, I had almost forgotten that I was playing the role of the lesbian whore selling her body to some rich and horny Brazilian dyke. She leaned across and whispered in my ear: 

"And I really want to fuck you, Beth. Hard." Then she smiled and released my hand. "Sweet?" "Wh-what?" I felt the flood of wild thoughts and notions, or sweetie mice in my head again. 

"Would you like a sweet? A tiramisu, perhaps?" 

I can't remember the tiramisu or the coffee or the liqueurs that followed. My whole being was focused on the prospect of being fucked by that enormous cock that she had between her legs. But I knew it was too late to escape, to get out of this situation that Rita had inveigled me into. Bitch. 

I really don't like remembering the "bedroom scene. She undressed me, then stripped off herself. Smashing figure even for one so young, but that cock sticking out from her crotch was just incongruous. 

To my surprise, she began very tenderly, kisses, love bites, licks, she worked my body from my eyelids to my toes slowly down and slowly all the way up again. Then she turned me over and scratched her nails down my back over my butt and down my calves and back again. I have to admit that it was all very pleasurable. Not bad if you get paid for it too, I thought. 

I felt her fingers exploring my "little love hole", but lovingly. I was getting aroused, and she knew it. Play with my little love hole and I am yours! 

"Now, darling," she said hoarsely, "time for you to get to know my lovely joystick." Joystick? "My cock, darling. It's just for you." 

With that, she pushed it between my lips. What's the point, I thought, of sucking on an artificial penis? But she seemed to get off that way, and I realised that making it wet with my saliva was not a bad idea, although, to be honest, by this time, my pussy was just about as hot and as wet as you could ask for. OK, I know, maybe I was a whore, but she had really worked on me, and I was roused as hell now. 

"Mmm, my little Beth likes Marta's joystick, right?" I continued sucking. "Answer me!" she snapped. "Answer me, whore! Tell me you like my cock!" 

Wow, that was like a slap across the face.

"Yes, I like it." 

"YOU LIKE WHAT?? Say it!" 

"I like your cock, Marta." 

"Tell me what you want, you little slut!" 

I thought quickly. "I want it in me, Marta. I want you to fuck me!" 

"That's good little whore, that's my girl!" 

She laid me on the bed, face down and pushed a pillow under my hips. My ass felt very exposed and vulnerable. 

"Mmmm, sweet butt," she murmured, "just what Marta loves. A sweet butt." Her voice was thick with lust now. 

By the time I realised what she was after, it was too late. With her hands gripping my hips tightly, she drove the huge dildo between my asscheeks and pushed mercilessly against my little love hole. Thank god she had lubricated it, or she would have torn me apart. 

I felt her cock stretch my anal sphincter painfully, and I yelped. 

"There, there, dearest, it's only pain," she murmured. 

Another thrust. This time, I felt the knob of her girlcock breach the defenses of my sphincter and sink inches into me. At that point she held completely still, giving me time to get my breath back. It became obvious Marta was a domme, and she saw me as her submissive. She was paying for that part.  

"Mmmm, methinks my little whore likes it!" she said, with just the edge of a sneer in her voice. "You want more? You want Marta's joystick deep in your ass?" I remained silent. Which was a mistake. "TELL ME, BITCH!" she screamed. "Tell me you want it!" 

"I want you to fuck me in the ass. I want it deep inside me." My voice was emotionless.

"Say it with feeling, whore!" 

"Please! I beg you! Marta! Please fuck me HARD in my ass! I want it so bad!" And, my god, she did. 
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Chapter Two
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This was the first time I had been fucked this way, and I discovered, to my amazement, that I liked it. Not at first, but as she worked her rubber cock inside me, I found myself becoming more and more aroused. I slid a hand between my legs and started to masturbate in rhythm to her thrusting. 

It felt good. I wanted her to go on, I never wanted this to stop. I peaked, though Marta was unaware of it at first, and then I rode the wave, cumming again as her cock and my fingers combined to send me off the Richter scale. 

"Oh my! You DO like it, don't you, dear?" she said, but this time her voice was different, friendly, admiring almost. 

After that, I can remember waking up next to her sometime later. It must have been in the early hours. She was snoring softly. I extricated myself from her arm, which had lain heavily across me, dressed, quietly slipped out of the apartment and got a taxi home. Next morning, Rita couldn't wait to hear all the gory details of my night as a whore. 

I tried to keep it brief, I really didn't want to relive it, even though in the end I had quite enjoyed it. 

"Wow, you seem to have been a real whore, Beth. Well done you!" 

"Thanks, bitch," I said, but without rancor. “Tell me the truth, did you know that chick was domme?” 

"By the way, how much did she pay you?" Rita quickly asked me changing the subject.

Shit! I had never thought to ask Marta about money. Fine whore I would make! But I did get her private phone number. I called two days later, she answered on the first ring, and we met again same hotel and what started off as an awful first meeting ended as an enduring romance. 

The sweetie mice flooded my brain again dissolving the memories of me and Marta, and now I was wishing for snow, black ice, down coats and the discomfort of a broken radiator in a little tiny apartment with Last Christmas blaring from a clock radio, and a table top tree winking away in the night.

I would perhaps have talked to my psychiatrist about this issue had it not been so very personal. The reason I was reminiscing and pining so for the days before I became a bestselling mystery author and before Marta had become a household name was because I missed what we'd had then.

Marta worked it so she could stay in the US instead of commuting back and forth. We moved in together and she asked me to marry her. That is when she had the big falling out with her family, especially her father, in ended with him firing her from her sales position and she had to look for work now also. With her youth and beauty, she was able to find acting jobs, soaps, TV series work but nothing permanent. 

***
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IN THE FIRST MONTHS of our "marriage" I had loved to lie in bed on Sunday mornings watching Marta slumber. In those days she had loved to sleep until at least eleven. I on the other hand have always been restless and compelled to rise early, fearing that in my slumber life might be passing me by. I would lay in bed and watch her sleep at times dozing back into dreams myself. I couldn't believe she had agreed to spend the rest of her life with me, just that fact alone kept a smile on my face.

She would rise late, and we would eat a breakfast of whatever was in the house. Generally, it wasn't much unless she had gotten a good acting spot and therefore a good check. My check always went to pay rent and some utilities. Marta was an actress, well a struggling one anyway. In the meantime, she waited tables. I was a writer for an up and coming gay and lesbian magazine simply called Out. The pay was good enough and besides that they were the only magazine hiring or at least the only one willing to hire me. So, there we were.

For the two years of our union, we had struggled and at times it was a miracle that we had made ends meet, but we had done it. Sometimes we'd had to rob Peter to pay Paul, but the important bills were always paid. I was still at Out although my real passion was a novel that I was writing on the side. Still, I was practical, and I knew I had to do what would pay the bills. Right about the time I finished the book, Marta landed a job with a video production company that specialized in fetish videos for MFX a Brazilian Erotic video production company. She said she knew somebody that knew somebody.  

We would both laugh until tears ran down our face at the lines her character had to speak but on the videos she was the epitome of professionalism, and she played the role as if it were a Spielberg movie

When Marta came home one night, she brought home the most recent lesbian fetish video she made. She put the disk in the player and the scene that launched was Marta and another woman standing in the middle of a living room nose to nose, both wearing only G-strings.

“This girl Tasha,” Marta chimed in, “is a real good actress; her name is really Trudi. She sells her pain when in a hold, and she sells her ecstasy during orgasms. In these series of videos I go by the name Nina and Trudi is known as Tasha ” describing the actress that was her opponent. 

“We are in a sexfight contest. 15-minute time limit, It actually took us two hours to film. It was a lot of fun to make. We were to try to force our opponent to orgasm as many times as possible in a 15-minute time frame.”

As the video started, it showed a normal living room probably in an apartment. A 10’x10’ foam mat lay in the middle of the room. Four girls in tiny bikinis were sitting on the sofa and one of two easy chairs. Next I saw Marta and a redheaded girl walk onto the mat from off camera. Both girls looked at the camera, Marta stepped forward and gave her name, age and weight. The redhead immediately followed suit. Then from off camera a female voice yelled “Fight Girls.”

Like a cyclone Nina had Tasha on her back and quickly covered her body she removed the blonde’s G-string. Tasha's body shuddered and jerked as Nina had her opponent locked in 69, Nina’s tongue worked over Tasha’s quivering clit. Nina alternated her tongue and her fingers to maximize the arousal of the 26-year-old redhead. Her plump cheeks rippled just a little from the oral contact, calling the cameraman's attention to the pink pucker and shaved slit peeking from her slightly-spread lithe legs.

Tasha, in her first sexfight, moaned with sexual excitement before a groan that started deep in her belly and finally echoed around the room. The cameraman scrambled around the corner of the room, then the next, shooting from an angle below Tasha’s left hip. Nina's pink pussy lips worked, suckling her labia, as her fingers pinched and squeezed the turgid nub of Tasha's clitoris. Finally, another grunt from Tasha this time announcing her orgasm and the first fall to Nina. 

With languid fluidity the attractive, nude, part time actress, and my wife, rolled off the taller, heavier Tasha, and smiled at the swiftness of her victory in the first fall. She stood up the victor, displaying gorgeous 5ft 5, 36C 26 33 size 8 body which was all-natural. 

“You are not only a loser, but you’re ugly too.” Nina taunted.

We both burst out laughing at her first real lines in the video.

Poor Tasha, who entered the match super aroused for her first sexfight had been forced to cum in just 1 minute 56 seconds by Nina in a humiliating one-sided introduction to sexfighting.

In the second fall, the wrestlers could do anything sexually and Tasha took Nina in the doggie position from behind, ripped off her G-string, and her tongue soon had the woman’s cunt dripping love juice before she changed to fingering the widespread kneeling Nina.  Tasha paused a moment, the tip of her tongue dragging across Nina's puckered ring – the camera zoomed in as Tasha's lips parted, and viscous juices ran down her tongue and made a little river coursing down Nina's earthen-colored thighs. 

Within two minutes the Brazilian’s full, heavy, natural tits were heaving and swaying and her body and head jerked to the tune of Tasha's fingers. Drool was dribbling from her open mouth, and she was responding so much that Tasha estimated it would be less than a minute before she came. 

“But Tasha wanted more. She knew time was on her side and wanted to humiliate me and show off.” Marta explained the plotline to me.

"You fucking said I wasn't sexy", she hissed and rammed two of her juice covered stiffened fingers into Nina's ass.

Again, we both nearly rolled off the couch laughing hysterically. Then Marta straighten up and said, “Here’s my best scene. Watch Beth.”

"Eiiiiiighhhhhhhh awwwwwwwghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh." The unprepared, Nina screamed as the extended fingers drove home. 

Quickly Tasha inserted her thumb and then stretched her backdoor opening making room for all five digits. Two more minutes later she was fisting Nina's ass, and another minute later she had her other hand inside the thick-lipped cunt of her opponent. 

The cameraman went back around the two bodies to catch a perfect angle of Tasha's fist sliding in and out of Nina's round, muscled cheeks. A twinge through the Brazilian announced Tasha's fingers had hooked Nina’s G-spot, and her thumb parted the manicured dark bush guarding Nina's meaty lips and disappeared between them.

Lying on her back between Nina's legs she lifted her head up to eat her clit as she fisted Nina's ass while giving a hand job to her fisting forearm through the separating membrane with the hand inside her cunt.

Nina was aroused, hurting, being eaten, double fucked and humiliated simultaneously. She was in a near orgasmic frenzy and Tasha could see her hands digging into the foam mat. I could see that either my wife was tremendous actress, or she was under severe duress. Maybe both, but neither of us was laughing now.  

Her anal ring contracted around Tasha's wrist each time a wave of arousal washed over her body as Tasha took her to higher and higher levels by taking her clit between her teeth and lashing it with her tongue, before laying off enough to prolong her control and dominance. 

She kept arousing then backtracking on my dear skewered Marta until her hyper-sensitive bud could take no more and she screamed like a banshee and collapsed as she came after 9 minutes 50 seconds of unrestrained sexual arousal. The falls were now tied up and the third fall would decide the winner.
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Chapter Three
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To start the last fall, Nina had Tasha begin in the doggie position from behind, just the way she had started the last fall.

Tasha waited confidently. She only had to last 3 min 14 secs to win. "Give me some pleasure before you lose, bitch, and then get ready to be fucked raw." This time I didn’t laugh because it sounded like she really meant it.

Nina reached for Tasha's ass cheeks, and her fingers caressed her taut, beautiful globes. 

Here, Marta paused the video to add some color commentary, “Tasha has a perfectly shaped ass, well rounded and firm, the other women at the studio see plenty of it with a tiny thong buried in the crack as she parades around before all her videos.”

Nina kissed her flesh and teased her by circling her crack as Tasha squirmed under her and tried to move her butt away so that Nina wouldn't touch her most sensitive part. The redhead tensed – Nina tensed, and the cameraman shifted a few steps, showing a side view of the two. Steely ropes of muscle slithered under Nina’ arms and shapely legs.

Nina's lips met the parting of Tasha's butt cheeks and planted kisses down her crack and were rewarded with a deep moan. She parted the redheaded woman's ass with her hands and revealed her sacred, dark opening. The tight, round, crinkled muscle was inviting and waiting. 

She extended her tongue, and the tip touched Tasha's wrinkled hole for the first time, and within seconds Nina was exciting Tasha as her tongue was eagerly lapping at her brown ring. Nina pulled her cheeks further apart and the tiny hole opened a bit allowing her to push her tongue in and rim her ass properly.

Tasha howled and let out a low moan. Nina pushed a little deeper and the moaning became more intense. Nina's tongue was darting into her anal opening as she tried to drill her asshole with her tongue. Pulling her cheeks apart as much as possible Nina opened Tasha's backdoor further and ate out her ass in the truest sense of the word. 

The cameraman got the perfect angle from the edge of the mat, looking up between Tasha's legs just as Tasha pushed her ass back into Nina's face attempting to accept her tongue deeper into her hole. 

Nina drove her tongue home for all it was worth. She could sense that Tasha was on her way to a big climax but 1 min 38 had passed and Nina worried there was not enough time, no matter how aroused Tasha was becoming.

Next Nina probed her tight anus with her right forefinger. She felt no resistance. In fact, Tasha willingly accepted and even pushed back at the invader. The first digit of her fingers forced past her tight sphincter muscle and Nina pushed harder until three fingers were completely inside her pooper. 

Nina could feel Tasha's ass muscles squeezing her fingers and as she fucked her fingers in and out causing Tasha to go crazy, and her hole loosened up even further. Tasha pushed her ass back causing her pussy to open obscenely. The pressure on her asshole sent spasms through her body and when Nina worked another finger into it, she went berserk, and her body jerked and twitched. But 2 mins 19 had passed and she hadn't cum.

Suddenly Nina's middle finger and ring finger went into Tasha's stretched-open, dripping-wet pussy. Caught off guard by this second invasion she was unable to stop Nina from pushing the two fingers as deep as possible into her cunt and wailed when Nina crooked her fingers and, by luck, immediately found her G spot, latched on to it and started working on it. 

Tasha lost all control and had a screaming body-jerking orgasm. With one last spasm, her body went limp, and she moaned in despair and panted heavily, then collapsed prone on the mat. Nina stopped her movement, her fingers still deep inside Tasha’s body. It had taken just 3 minutes and 15 seconds.

Both claimed victory. Tasha screamed in triumph that she had outlasted the 3 minutes and 14 seconds necessary to win. Nina screamed, "Bitch, you started cumming at least 5 seconds before that and I left you lying on the floor drowning in a pool of your cum."

Nina’s words were that last spoken, as the camera faded out. We had been watching the video out of the corner of our eyes during the last scene, as we explored every inch of our bodies. Marta didn’t even turn the DVD off, rather she dragged me into the bedroom. “I bet we both beat the record for quick orgasms.” I said as she pulled me down the hall.

***
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THE PORN WORK WAS ERRATIC, sometimes weeks would go by without a call, and the Soap gig paid regularly. As such things go she stayed on the Soap for only six months before the character was killed off in a horrible boating accident, of course the body was never found so there was always the hope that she would be recast, but no such luck. 

Two or three months after her role on the Soap ended she was advised by her agent to go to a casting audition for a movie. Apparently the wife of the producer was a die-hard fan of Marta's Soap and had requested that she be invited to try out. Nearly everyone had taken her as a joke because she had only a few commercials and a daytime drama as background, but after the first audition no one had been laughing. 

The rest as they say is history. I was genuinely happy for her, why wouldn't I be when I loved her so? And the sleezy porn flicks were behind her. For me things were going less great, every publishing house I'd sent my work to had sent me rejection letters. I literally felt that with each rejection my heart was being ripped out. Nobody wanted a first-time author especially in the mystery category. Apparently this genre required a steady fan base and as an unknown I was too risky; I spent my time sulking although I was already working on my next novel. This one wasn't a mystery instead it was a bodice ripper with barely any content and predictable results. This book only took a few months to pen, instead of the year and a half I'd spent slaving over research and forensic science books for my first novel.

I'd sent it to the romance peddlers under the pen name Summer Cummings. Barely anyone got the joke, but the book was published. The book in my mind felt like some sort of cosmic joke, I was laughing all the way to the bank with the royalties' check.

Eventually I had enough money to self-publish and print my books. Selling them hadn't been a problem, once I got an up-and-coming actress who also happened to be my wife to endorse them. After I had an underground "cult" following publishing houses had been falling all over themselves trying to pick me up.

At the time struggling hadn't seemed quite so quaint as it did in retrospect, but at least I'd had Marta to struggle with and that made it bearable. Now we were both living our dreams, but the togetherness was gone. Sure, we lived in the same house, hell we even shared a bed but the bond that had once been the strongest thing in my life seemed weak and frail. I couldn't put my finger on what exactly made me feel at once too comfortable and quite uncomfortable with the woman I had loved for eight years.

Marta had wanted, no needed to move to Vitoria to care for her ailing father dying too young from skin cancer. Years of working bare back in the tropical sun in the vineyards without the protection of SPF had proved to be his demise.

She had put her flourishing career on hold to care for a man she barely knew; not coming with her had not even been an option in my mind. After we'd gotten here we had both fallen in love with the landscape as well as the people. We had decided to stay on even after the death of Marta's father. The reasons were far less superficial than a liking for the tropical atmosphere, in support of the, Landless Rural Workers Movement, or the MST Marta had chosen to live on the land that her father owned. By doing so she could ensure that the land would be used to contribute to the advancement of the local economy. Instead of being used for crops that would be used only for export. In such cases where export was the main goal the economy took a beating, since the sale of the crops would benefit only the owners of the land on which the crops grew (which would be foreign corporations).

The gesture at the time seemed like a small step toward equality had actually proved to be the first block to the building an empire. In five years, we had used our money to buy adjoining land and obscure plots in outer lying areas. Only a small percentage of the crops were used for export, which more than paid for the upkeep of the land and farming. The rest was used internally. Sure, we could have made much more money exporting all of the crops, but money wasn't the issue, really. Together the property we owned supported the economy of at least three small villages and our capital and land gains grew with each year. Our plan was to divide the land and "rent" it at reasonable prices. We still wanted to maintain ownership to make sure the land didn't fall into the hands of foreign corporations a piece at a time.

Everything should have been going well and on the surface it even seemed to be, but when we touched I couldn't feel the spark I'd once known and Marta would stiffen as my hands brushed over her, causing me to draw back. The look in her eyes was like she half expected me to continue, mixed with a vague sort of disgust. The look hurt me more than her refusal, I'd never had to take what had been given so freely before and I sure as hell wasn't going to force her.

I couldn't understand what was happening was it me? Or was it her? Walking through the front door I entered our house. Everything was too bright and too warm and too cheery. I could feel the sweat starting between my breasts and near my hairline. I wondered why I hadn't been sweating so outside. Or perhaps I had and just failed to notice. I could see Marta sitting in a white robe on the couch in the living room. I paused to watch her, Her once dark hair had been streaked with honey blonde and lightened a bit, it fell around her face in untamed waves. Cascading past her shoulders and stopping just under her breasts. I loved to run my hands through that hair from root to tips, or I used to anyway. Her skin was dark from the sun, contradicting her ethnicity, and her eyes were hazel the exact same color as honey.

She must have felt my eyes on her because she looked up, from the magazine she had been reading. "Hey baby where have you been?"

"I was taking a walk."

"Oh."
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Chapter Four
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She went back to reading as I walked down the hall. There was a time when my brown eyes alone would have pulled her off the couch and into my arms. By the time I got to our room I was crying. Marta followed much later and when she entered I was under the thin sheet pretending to be asleep. She dropped her robe to the ground and the sheets rustled faintly as she slipped into bed completely naked. I turned to face her running my fingers over her hip to cradle her against me. Her body stiffened, I could somehow tell it was the kind of stiffness that came with an unwanted touch and not the type that came with sexual arousal. I don't know why I constantly sought this rejection; I had perhaps hoped with the holidays upon us things would be different. I pulled my hands away got up. Without a word between us I rose and left our room going down the hall to one of the many guestrooms. I stood in front of the full-length mirror examining myself, I was still pretty enough, at least I thought I was. I was as thin as I'd ever been although my breasts were a little too full for my frame they were still firm, my stomach was flat, and my peaches and cream skin was unflawed still. My blonde hair was a little unruly, but such had been the case since my childhood

For the first time I let it come to my mind that this was the beginning of the end for us. I wondered if there was someone else, but I knew there wasn't. Marta was honest to a fault. She would never take up with someone else while we were still together. Somehow I wished there were someone else because it would have been so much easier to blame the situation on someone else than to realize it was the two of us. Or worse yet maybe it was me.

She was away a lot and at first I had traveled with her, when her career took off again, but more and more now I had begun to stay home. It was easier to pretend things were fine with her so far away. I couldn't stand the coldness that filled the space between us. I missed her all the time now though even when she was home, even when she was in our bed. I cried myself to sleep as I had for countless nights and hoped tomorrow would bring change.

When I woke the next morning she was sitting in an armchair across from the bed. She was curled up like a sleeping child wrapped in the sheet that she must have brought with her. In the eight years we'd been lovers we had never slept apart when we were in the same house. I smiled and I wanted to wake her and tell her to get in the bed, but I couldn't bear the rejection that might have resulted. Instead, I lay awake as I had done in the beginning and watched her. When she stirred I closed my eyes regulating my breathing as though I were asleep, she reached out and touched my face. I had a feeling she knew I wasn't sleeping but she didn't say a word, she just turned and swept quietly from the room. I wanted to cry again; it seemed like I'd cried more in the past few months than I had in all my 28 years.

On Christmas Eve we were to attend a party, I didn't really want to go but I couldn't bear the thought of spending Christmas Eve alone. Marta wore a yellow dress cut almost to the point of indecency in the back and dipping low in the front. The ties around the neck seemed precarious at best and with the flick of a hand could be undone. Her hair was swept into a simple elegant knot at the base of her neck. The contrast of the yellow material on her tanned skin made my heart skip a beat. She looked beautiful and elegant though not at all like the girl I had married. My dress was a simple white sleeveless affair that stopped mid-thigh. I felt awkward in it. Since I had begun to worry so much over our relationship I had turned my plate down, more and more. My already lean frame had become at least in my eyes too thin, not so thin as to be gaunt but thin enough to go from wearing a size seven to a size four. In the car Marta slipped her hand into mine and for a moment my heart soared. I looked at her for a moment studying her profile before speaking.

"You look beautiful."

She smiled briefly "You do too."

Her words seemed more reflexive than genuine, but her fingers tightened in mine, and she turned and looked into my eyes. I wanted very badly to kiss her, but the car had stopped in front of the lavish villa where the party was to be held and before the driver could round the car to open the door she was out. I nearly tumbled onto the mosaic driveway because I had been leaning toward her. I regained my balance and stepped out trying to arrange my face into a cordial carefree mask, I wondered if anyone would notice that my heart was breaking. Inside of the party I located her with my eyes and spent the whole of the evening watching her and drinking more than I should have. The house was air conditioned and the CD of American Christmas carols that was playing seemed out of place in the roomful of people dressed for tropical weather. At one point during the evening quite by accident I suppose we found ourselves standing beneath the entrance of the dining room where a light dinner had been served. The hostess of the party, an American socialite who visited Vitoria to escape the cold Manhattan winters pointed above our heads. "You're under the mistletoe." It seemed I would finally have my kiss; Marta leaned forward hesitantly and brushed a kiss across my lips and leaned back tossing the hostess a smile. Marta had never been chaste with public displays of affection, nor had she been ashamed of our sexuality and her brief kiss felt more like an insult than a victory. I would have much preferred a slap across the face, at least then my indignation wouldn't have seemed so petty.

When the woman departed I told Marta that I was going home and would send the car back for her. She shrugged and said a cold goodbye.

At home I stripped off the dress tossing it to the floor, before taking a shower. The heat and the alcohol I'd consumed made me tired, but I couldn't sleep. Instead, I sat on the couch in the living room waiting for her return; I sat there for hours staring into space even daydreaming couldn't sooth the ache that started in my heart. When she opened the door I felt relived, just to see her I realized I had half expected her not to return. My fears were inexplicable but overwhelming just the same. She went into the bedroom without giving me a second glance, I pretended to myself that maybe she hadn't seen me, that would have been easier to believe if she hadn't looked right at me and walked away.

I followed after her, needing to be near her although the fact that she didn't have the same need was tearing me up. She had already removed her dress and donned a robe by the time I got there. She was at present removing the hairpins that had held her chignon all night. Her hair cascaded down her back as I sat on the end of the bed watching her. She was pulling the silver hairbrush I had gotten her years ago roughly through her hair. I was hypnotized by the waves in her hair straightening then snapping back once the brush left them.

The words slipped from my lips although I hadn't meant them to. I wasn't ready for what the words could bring, but it was too late.

"We need to talk."

She stopped brushing her hair and stood there with her back to me although I could see her eyes in the reflection of the mirror. She met my eyes for a brief moment in the glass, and then without warning she threw the brush at the image of the two of us. I was stunned Marta had a temper, but she had never been one to have tantrums. I was trying to understand why she was so upset but nothing came to mind. She whirled around to face me, hands on her hips. "Is there someone else?" Again, I was stunned, and my surprise caused me to stammer.

"I don't...What? No.."

She dropped her arms looking defeated.

"I knew it. Damn it." She was screaming but the anger was gone, or at least dormant as she started to cry. I stood closing the space between us. I wanted to shake some sense into her, but I just rested my hands on her shoulders and searched her eyes.

"Why would you think that?" She didn't say a word, so I continued. "In the past eight years have I ever given you a reason to doubt me? Have you ever tasted anyone but you on my lips?"

"Don't be vulgar."

"There's absolutely nothing vulgar about what I do to you."

"Fine then if it's not someone else what the hell is it Beth? Are you and I through? Do you not love me anymore?"

I hadn't thought I could be anymore shocked than I had been a moment ago, but clearly I was wrong.

"Of course I love you Marta, more than anything, but you can hardly stand the sight of me. You never want me to touch you anymore. I feel like a goddamn voyeur if I accidentally see you naked... "

I had more to say but she cut me off.

"I'm not your sex object. I may have played one before, but don't you get it? I want more than sex; you never want to talk anymore or hold hands or do anything all you want is sex. I want someone who wants to know how my day was or what I think, I'm a sex object to half of Hollywood and secretly to most of the porn industry,  I thought I meant more to you.":

"Baby you mean everything to me but.."

"But what?"

"I don't know, I thought maybe you were tired of something or me. I don't talk to you because I don't know how anymore. You seemed so distant so removed and I was so afraid that if we talked, really talked you would tell me it was over."

I was crying too, I wanted to hug her, but I wasn't sure if the physical contact would be acceptable. Marta solved the problem by hugging me. Her lips were near my ear and still her voice was almost inaudible.

"We've been so stupid." 

"Yes." I agreed.

"I love you Beth"

"I love you too."
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Chapter Five
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We stood there holding one another for what could have been hours. I was far too content with the woman in my arms to notice how much time passed. When she pulled away from me I immediately missed the warmth of her body.

She dropped her robe and for the first time in months I didn't feel the need to look away when she saw that I was staring. I wanted to touch her as casually as I had in the past and claim her for just a while but in light of her revelation I was so unsure. She sat at the foot of the bed and returned my stare. "Come here."

I walked over and stood in front of her waiting. She embraced me resting her head on my breast. I ran my fingers through her hair

"I'm so sorry baby."

"Me too."

I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. She leaned back suddenly throwing me off balance and pulling me on top of her. I felt her legs lock around my hips and the look in her eyes told me what would come next.

When she pulled me towards her lips I resisted. I saw the question in her eyes, and as much as I wanted her I spoke the traitorous words that could end in another sexless night.

"We don't have to do this tonight baby."

"I want to, and besides its morning, merry Christmas."

"Are you sure?"

She guided my hand between our bodies after unlocking her thighs slightly. I could feel her heat and wetness under my hand.

"Surer than I've ever been."

I got the feeling she was talking about more than just love making. She pulled my lips to hers as she slipped her fingers into my slick sex. I moaned against her lips as her fingers traced a beautiful and familiar path over my clit. Her fingers slipped easily into me as her thumb rolled over my clit. I could feel the walls of my pussy convulse around her fingers as I spent myself on her hand.

"Now, Marta, I am coming for that pussy." I said once Marta was breathing normally again.

"Ooh, my twat awaits, Beth!" my lover moaned. She writhed on her back.

I crawled onto the bed and knelt between her legs. I threw my right over her left and lowered my cunt, my bent left leg sliding beneath her right. I shuddered as I planted my shaved pussy right on hers.

I gasped at the kiss of our vulvas. Labia rubbed on labia. My clit savored the plumpness of her twat. The heat was just so delightful. She was as wet as I felt. This was so wonderful. I would have such a huge orgasm grinding on her.

I undulated my hips. I stirred them around her cunt, grinding my twat into hers. She gasped as I did that. My clit slid through her folds, feeling the texture of her snatch. She lightly bit my nipple, and  sparks burst from the sizzling contact.

"Oh, my fucking god!" I moaned at that, my eyes widening in delight. "Wow, that's good."

"Right?" Marta moaned. "Ooh, that felt just incredible. Yes, yes, let's grind our cunts together."

"Uh-huh," I moaned, my hips wiggling from side to side. I smeared my cunt against her twat, loving the feeling of her juices soaking against mine. "Wow, that's hot."

"So hot," she moaned as I did the work. Her hand rubbed at my right leg while my breasts bounced. "God, this is so hot."

"Make love to my pussy!"

"I am!" I gasped, loving the silky texture of grinding my twat in slow circles on her cunt. Pleasure swept through my body, leaving me moaning in delight.

It was incredible to grind my cunt against her vulva. It was so fantastic to experience this intimate and lascivious delight. She had such an amazing pussy. She had such a juicy and wondrous cunt. I savored every moment of it.

The heat of her pussy melted against my cunt. The pleasure rippled through my body. This heat rushed through as I grounded my twat against hers. She moaned, her breasts jiggling. My tits heaved as I rubbed my clit into her twat.

It was such an incredible delight.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Marta moaned as our clits brushed. "This is so hot. Ooh, Beth, you're amazing."

"I am," I moaned. This was just amazing. I savored every second of it as my pussy grinding on her. The pleasure swelled in me. I rose towards my orgasm. "Oh, god, I am going to cum on your pussy.

"Yes, yes, let's let our juices flood each other," she moaned. "That'll be so hot."

Every moment brought me closer and closer to cumming. I knew I would have such a huge orgasm. A big climax on Marta’s cunt. It would be incredible. I couldn't wait for that heat to shoot through me. I ached for it.

"Yes, yes, yes," she gasped. "Beth! I'm going to cum on your pussy. Your twat is just amazing. Isn't this awesome?"

I trembled, grinding my twat on her cunt. My pleasure was about to burst through me. It was so amazing sliding my clit across her pussy. Our clits kissed again.

I gasped at the burst of pleasures. My head threw back. My tits heaved as my orgasm burst through me. My cunt convulsed. Juices gushed out of my cunt and bathed her twat. I flooded her vulva with my passion.

"You're cumming on my pussy!" she gasped in pure lust.

"I am!" I moaned, the waves of delight surging through me. I shuddered, bucking through all this bliss.

"Oh, god, that's so hot!" Again, she gasped in passion. "Beth, you're the best!"

She humped against me. Then I felt her juices gushing against my pussy. It was so hot. We were both cumming. Both bursting with delight. It was so delicious to cum with her. It was so wild. My eyes widened with delight as I trembled through my orgasm.

She trembled as she came, her big breasts waggling like Jell-o. My mind drowned beneath the rapture of cumming on Marta’s pussy. I savored this tribbing. I loved it so much. I shuddered and fell back onto the bed.

"Oh, god, that's so good," I moaned, stretching out my arms over my head. "I love this so much. This is just the best!"

"Right," She moaned. "That was amazing, Beth."

Soon, our much-needed rejuvenation period was over, I slipped closer and began kissing her smooth neck and nibbling her collarbone. The taste of her sweat made me feel drunk as I kissed the place between her breasts before sucking one nipple and then the other. My fingers were inside of her although I kept them still, comfortable just to have them there. She flexed her muscles around me and begged with her lips in the sweetest voice I'd ever heard, and I put my hand in motion again bringing her to the edge, I removed my fingers and knelt on the bed between her thighs.

Her sex was spread before me slick, wet, and ready. I pressed my lips against her letting my tongue enter her and taste her core. Her hips thrust up as she exploded in my mouth. I kept my lips on her sucking, licking, and nibbling. She let me take her to the height of passion again and again with my mouth and fingers. 

When she pulled my head back sometime later I smiled.

"Had enough?"

She returned the smile, but her tone told me she was dead serious.

"I'll never have enough of you."

She took my hand, not caring that it was wet and sticky and pulled, signaling for me to get up. We lay side by side and she put our intertwined hands to her lips and licked them clean. Then she pulled my hand to her mouth and licked my fingers one by one sucking them between her lips. She was looking into my eyes as her mouth touched my palm and she nipped me with her teeth. she released my hand, and her fingers traced a path from my shoulder to my hip. She slipped her hand around to cup my ass. I gasped as her fingers entered my pussy from behind, moaning her name and pushing back against her hand. She bit my left nipple hard enough to make me wince and twirled the other nipple between her fingers. My hands were in her hair, and I pulled her closer. When I was spent her fingers rested inside of me, and I muttered the name of Jesus although it had nothing at all to do with the international celebration that was his birthday. Marta pulled her fingers from me cleaning them with her tongue. Neither of us had slept and by now the sun was creeping over the horizon.

She leaped out of bed like a child grabbing my hand She picked up her robe she bounded out of the room wanting to open presents. I followed laughing as I tied the new robe I'd grabbed from the door. The other one had been markedly wet from our very early morning activities.

I couldn't have been happier. The gifts were beautiful and extravagant but the reason for the happiness had nothing to do with them and everything to do with the woman across from me.

The living room floor was covered with Christmas bows and shredded Christmas paper. We were on the floor sitting across from each other. The Tiffany platinum and diamond bracelet I'd gotten her winked in the morning light. We laughed because we had picked almost the exact same bracelets for one another although mine had been purchased in the United States.

She smiled at me happily. "I think you missed a present". 

I cast my eyes around puzzled. Everything had been unwrapped. I looked at her as she picked up a bright red satin Christmas bow and placed it on her head. She then crawled across the floor as I laughed. Her lips were right in front of mine now. 

"Aren't you going to open it. "

Taking her chin in my hand I looked into her sparkling eyes, and I nodded.

"How did you know, this is exactly what I wanted all along."

" Merry Christmas Beth."

I was still smiling when our lips touched. Smiling, crying, and thanking God all at once. Who knew Christmas could really bring miracles? 

Then Marta began to sing an old Christmas song from the 80s 

‘It's Christmas time

There's no need to be afraid

At Christmas time

We let in light, and we banish shade’*

*Band Aid

END 
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        Attending a Christmas party, she had misgivings about in the first place and forced all night to keep her dance partner's hand in the proper place, Holly Barry was just about to blow a gasket when a former high school football star tries to get her to dance one more time. But before things got out of hand Noel Hernandez steps up and asks to dance with Holly first.
Not wishing to get into an argument with the company's top salesperson, the one-time jock retreats with his tail between his legs. Holly is surprised how easily the attractive Latina handled the obnoxious guy. She asks Noel why he seemed so timid around her and Noel explained that since they were standing under the mistletoe, she asked the rebuffed suitor for a kiss. Then she went on to reveal that it's no secret that Noel does not like men.
Surprised at Noel's outing herself such a matter-of-fact manner, her interest rises and decides to find out more about the thirty something Latina beauty, that doesn't like guys. The conversation takes on a more suggestive tone, and eventually Noel asks Holly for a kiss under the mistletoe. Following several moments of soul searching, Holly says yes and thus transformed the once dull party into the most memorable evening of Holly's entire life.
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	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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