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		GOOD KING WENCESLAS

		

	
		CHAPTER ONE

		

		THE NIGHT VISITOR

		

		I am not so sure how long I stood in the snow. But gradually the fat flakes that were falling through the oak tree brought me to my senses. I seemed to have forgotten the rules for this whole friendship and anything else ship. It is an awkward place for a 40 something year old to be in.

		Yes, me the eccentric extrovert who most people thought was pretty together is actually very unsure of herself often. I was even flustered about buying 'which' Christmas Gifts for 'what' person. No doubt about it, this was a serious problem that needed to be resolved. The holidays were already here, and I am floundering with decisions.

		New people new friends and all the self-conscious things that I thought I had left in my teens have returned. Too many years of being with the same person had somehow blunted me. But hell I was more than ready. Too long alone without contact of people whom I could call family

		. I decided that I had chilled enough outside shopping last minute as always, and a good hot bath would do me good. The warmth and comfort of my paradise enveloped me as I stepped into the sacred space I call home. Warm colors, no new things, all well-worn and loved and lived in.

		Beady black eyes from my black lab stared at me accusingly as if to say "You are mad, not even I go out in this weather!"

		The water was semi pooling round my feet and I eased off the old hiking boots and padded to the bathroom. I lit a pine scented candle just because I can, some apple cinnamon incense followed as my bath ran. Sweet senses for me. I thought it would be best if I left the clothes in the shower as they were so soaked. And I peeled my underwear off as the last to join the soaking pile. I love to wear pretty things under my clothes. Even if I have my old jeans and an awful plaid shirt I would have a bra that would accentuate my lovelies and a g string to match. One of my vices...

		I eased myself into the steam and sank with a sigh. Angel's dancing eyes and warm smile filled my vision again. So beautiful in a very sexy intellectual way. Someone once asked me what it is that draws me to my lovers and I invariably say their minds. Yes -- sharp wit, clever with words and a solid sense of the Here, Now. I need this to balance me as I am a dreamer who needs to be grounded. And here I am sooo hungry for everything. My libido is a raging one, never mind the longing I have to have someone at my side.

		My mind began wandering to Angel's beautiful body, and my hands found my nipples. Tweaking and pulling so that the ache began to spread warmly through me. I imagined her beautiful first kiss, my knees weakening as she explored my mouth with her tongue.

		Her hands daringly finding their way to my breasts as I kissed my way down her neck inhaling her perfume deeply. I know that I would be moaning by now. I eased my hand down to my wetness needing relief so badly. And slid into my folds filling myself deeply and easing out again to tease my clit. This was going to need two hands.

		I spread my thighs on either side of my tub and slid my left hand to find my G spot and shuddered as I connected, my right hands fingers finding my clit. I needed to come badly, wetness easing out, my clit so filled and my inner desire so full.

		I circled my clit faster and my G spot, I could feel myself clamping down on my fingers and I groaned as I shuddered to a climax. My breathing slowed down as I relaxed in the bath and still wondering if I had blown it by being my usual forward self.

		After my holiday self-pleasuring bath I put on my robe, blew out the candle and walked into my bedroom and turned off the lights. I was exhausted, from shopping and just a bit from my much needed climax.

		I was sleeping in my warm bed when I heard it. This loud noise like something fell through the roof. I quickly threw on a robe over my naked body and headed into the living room. There, in the middle of the room, was a dark figure. Yeah, like I still believe in Santa.

		I had my bat in hand as I flipped on the lights. Both of us screamed. I looked the figure up and down, it was actually dressed in a Santa costume. The intruder put fingers to their lips to silence me as the figure walked towards me. Something about the figure turned me on... I couldn't put my finger on it though. But I soon knew I had nothing to fear from this intruder.

		I dismissed it as I looked deep into those eyes. They were so incredibly sexy. Then before I knew it I was on the floor, my eyes being blindfolded. I went to scream again and decided against it.

		I was stood up and we walked for a little while. Then I felt warm hands running up and down my body, they were so soft, like silk. I smiled in spite of myself as next the hands untied my robe.

		The intruder leaned down and kissed my neckline, my cheeks. They must have removed the beard, the feeling so warm against my skin. Again the hands were running down my body, and fingers circling my nipples, then came the lips... Uhhh oh I loved that feeling! Like little balls of electricity shooting through me. As they sucked more I arched my back, I wanted this person inside me so badly.

		I whispered to the intruder and pleaded, "Be gentle with me."

		They didn't listen. Instead things became even more aggressive. 'Santa looked to be is five foot ten. I'm only 5 foot four and am petite. Next I could sense that 'Santa' was just hovered over me and started licking my ear.

		I couldn't believe it, but I got so wet.

		I was overpowered physically and then the tongue in my ear changed my scream of rage into a purr of pleasure.

		Needless to say, I was helpless and the figure could tell it could have its way with me. Then on its knees this intruder just started mouthing my pussy and I just groaned, "Uugggghhhhhhh," in pleasure.

		. Standing up, I heard what sounded like clothes coming off, the suit and then the under garments. I could smell the sexual arousal in the room, and I was told, "I'm going to eat your pussy."

		When I said nothing my hands were taken and put on my breasts. As I kneaded myself. I let my hand trail down the warm skin of the back of the person about to service my body. Coming to my thighs, they were parted giving greater access to the diner, then began the licking of my slit. Then my legs were pushed farther apart and my pussy was tilted for oral access, I was up and open.

		The truth was that the tongue could not be described as thick. But as it pressed gently into me I could clearly feel the extraordinary length of it. It was into my folds, and then, probed deeply into me, almost to my cervix. Then it poked around my vaginal walls. No, not a thick tongue but lethal in length and the visitor reveled in the power of it.

		Drawn by the power of it, I lifted my knees. Trance like, I reached between my legs and ran my hands over the back of the head still covered with the Santa wig. Cupping the head I moved it closer, I knew that my parted pussy lips we're glistening with the wetness I was producing.

		The visitor's mouth moved forward and took my invitation. I was licked over every inch of my pussy. It started at the bottom of my slit, licking lightly at first, then probing deeply.

		I heard myself whisper, "Yes," as my legs opened wider.

		As the tongue lapped at my nectar, I raised my legs and put my foot on the edge of the coffee table. This opened me wider and lifted my butt slightly in the air. The hint was taken, and the tongue moved across my 'taint, to which I responded by putting my hands tighter behind that head and pushing the face lower.

		I felt hot breath on my little rosebud and then I couldn't believe it, that unrelenting tongue started to lick. I'd never been licked like that.

		I moaned, "OH my god yesssssss. Eat me," as I felt hands on the backs of my thighs, pulling me even closer as the tongue started to probe deeper.

		Lifting my feet off the coffee table, I placed my calf on a shoulder. My intent was to keep the visitor from pulling away. I wiggled, twisted, and moaned, "Uugggghhhhhhh," for a while, as the probing continued with the tongue.

		Then I started moving my hips in a slow forward and backward motion that brought the tongue back to my pussy, which, I could feel, was now seeping moisture at the bottom. When it got there, I moaned, "Oh, yes," and grabbed the hair at the back of the head with both hands.

		It again started to explore my pussy with the tongue. I really took control of what was going on by tugging the hair and moving my hips to get attention right where I wanted it.

		Changing from hunching and pulling the face tightly to my clit, to making long front to back strokes that had the visitor licking me from stem to stern and back. All the time, I was making little noises of pleasure.

		After several minutes of this, I pulled the face to my clit. Pressing myself against the tongue and started to grind. Then I gasped in a powerful orgasm.

		After I came I was turned around and bent over the coffee table. Then a face shoved itself up my ass and licked me until I came again. But I wasn't yet fulfilled. I wanted something inside more than the serpentine tongue.

		In me anyway that was possible, EVERYWAY to be more accurate! Then there was a short pause. I heard the russling of a belt or leather, and tingle of metal swishing in the air. Then the body was on top of me again, a hard cock lying in the lips of my wet pussy. It felt a little different, must be using a condom I thought.

		"Please... oh please..." I wanted it so much and then it was inside me, the cock driving in and out of my cunt.

		It was soooo good. In and out...Oh how I wanted to taste this mysterious intruder. I moaned in pleasure as the pace quickened.

		The visitor positions me on my hands and knees, on the carpeted floor. I can feel the remaining heat from the dying fireplace, bright orange as it smolders in the dark of the room. Hand eases my front down so my head is on the carpet now.

		The cheeks of my ass are like big, beautiful melons, and in a vulnerable position, they are widely-spread, exposing my raw, gaping pooper to the visitor's lascivious gaze. The mysterious visitor kneels and moves quickly into position, grasping and spreading my pillowy cheeks even wider.

		Glancing over my shoulder in alarm, I realize I can't see for the blindfold. I know that I am in for a session of rough anal sex, and resign myself to my fate; the visitor takes careful aim at my glistening target., I shiver a bit as the greasy, bloated crown of the prick slides into the crevice between my cheeks to press against the undefended and thoroughly violated opening of my most private orifice.

		"OOOoooooahhhh!" I groan pitifully; as unsurprisingly, the penetration is none too gentle.. It is amazing. Utterly disgusting. Yet incredibly gratifying sensations possess me as the oily, massive dong slides deep and skewers me like a pig on a spit. I can't help but snivel softly as my poor anus repeatedly tries to close and clench about its girth, and repeatedly fails. The thing is so THICK, so terribly UN-YIELDING; solid and un-compromising.

		All that I can do is allow the intruder to use me as they will.. Each of the hard, rapid thrusts pushes the big dick deeper into my stretched and under-siege rectum. I am sure the brutal buggery will never end. In my own defense, I pushed back against the hard-pounding ass-stretcher, my asshole burns terribly as it is pried even further open, stretched beyond its capacity.

		I cry out, but my plaintive wail is muffled by the hand over my mouth. Each gut-wrenching stroke brings more pain, yet at the same time, INCREASES my over-stuffed pleasure. I grunt and moan with each thrust; my quivering asshole struggles desperately, valiantly, to accommodate the 13" rubber weapon.

		Thankfully, the visitor takes pity on me and sliding one hand onto my wet inner left thigh, and masturbates me skillfully, manipulating the hard, sensitive bud of my over-heated pussy, never missing a stroke while I shudder through another mind-bending orgasm. The visitor slick with my own spend, gives a final, hip-swiveling thrust of the horse-cock, then yanks it out of my aching ass, with another loud PLOP! Then more rapid fire farts.

		"Uh UH... YES Mmmmm, oh yes..." I couldn't contain myself, as lips sucked on my breasts I came once again, arching my back and screaming. "UHHHHHH oh yesses. I. ummm cumming uuhhhhhhhhhh...."

		As this body fell on top of mine, the lips kissing me, I smiled. Then the tongue traced down my body to MY cunt and the tongue went into action. Lapping up my cum, I sighed in sheer pleasure.

		Then it was back up to my lips and cum kissed me, mixing it around our mouths using our tongues. As we swallowed the last bit of it she finally took off my blindfold.

		I was shocked to see Angel lying on top of me, a strap on around her hips. Angel looked at me and said, "Merry Christmas baby."

		I leaned over and kissed her, "I don't think there is a better way to say it!"

		

		END

		

		###

		

	
		CHAPTER TWO

		

		CLOSING ON CHRISTMAS EVE

		

		Working until close was, on Christmas Eve, probably the worst shift, in my own opinion. I never liked the walk home in the dark. Usually when I was scheduled to work until 6 when my store closed I dreaded it and today was no different; until four o'clock when I walked in to see Belle just arriving too

		Belle was the nicest and prettiest girl in the store and an assistant manager; coincidentally I had a tiny crush on her. A few weeks ago she had hurt her foot and was limping; I tried to flirt with her lightly by calling her "gimpy" and laughing at her jokingly.

		Unfortunately, a week later I hurt my knee pretty badly during my volleyball championship and had a severe limp and she didn't joke at all. In fact she even helped me out and was very nice about it; this made her even more attractive in my mind.

		I work in the front as a cashier at the grocery store and when you work the closing shift it is just one cashier and the manager; so it would be Belle and I until the very end. Usually when I was scheduled to work closing I tried to get everything done as early as possible because I like to leave early and get on to my real life. But tonight I had a plan; I was going to take my time and wait with Belle.

		The shift dragged on finally it was 6:00 and I had fifteen minutes to try and start something. I finished cleaning my station and went to the customer service desk and asked if she needed help.

		"You're sweet, but I think I'm almost done," she said as my heart kind of sank and I felt like giving up. Until she said, "You want a ride home? I drove today and I know you're knee is still sore."

		I nodded and we joked around in the almost empty grocery store. She finished up a bit early and we headed out at around ten after six.

		"Do you have plans tonight, you know being Christmas Eve and all? Or do you want to hang out and get some coffee or something?"

		Of course I wanted to get coffee with Belle but I didn't want to seem too eager. I checked my phone and said, "I've got some time."

		I was trying to be nonchalant and I think she could tell because she giggled at me. We rolled into Starbucks and we each headed to the washrooms to change out of the bellybutton high black pants and green checkered polo shirts we had to wear.

		There was only one bathroom free and she insisted I go first. I changed into a pair of black leggings and a sweatshirt. She wasn't finished and I waited by the cash register for her. Out she came in tight white, calf length yoga pants and a tight revealing red Christmas-ee V-neck long sleeve t-shirt. I turned away to hide the drool that had formed around my mouth, immediately images of me fucking her brains out came into mind, I pushed them out of my mind quickly and regained my composure.

		She ordered pumpkin latte and I did too, it showed that I was steady in my opinion. We sat by the fireplace in the corner and we got to talking. She asked about my ex and she clearly assumed it was a man.

		"Why did he break up with you?" She asked.

		"Well she had a change of heart and she said her feelings change. I really think she picked Christmas time, so she wouldn't have to buy me a gift."

		I spoke slowly watching her reactions. Could it have been relief? I don't know.

		"Yes sorry I should have warned you that you asked a dyke out for coffee." I said with a chuckle.

		She didn't seem too surprised but she also didn't give any hints to her own orientation. It was at that point that I decided it was a fruitless conquest and I just resigned myself to just flirt lightly. Coffee continued with light conversation and we got to know about each other. It was nice I thought to sit and talk to this girl I worked with.

		New girls always seemed like a book you can't put down. We were comfortable just talking and I thought that would satisfy me, for now. It ended all too soon, Starbucks had to close, Christmas and all, and we had to leave. But she invited me to stay the night at her house; she had recently moved into a new apartment and missed the company of a full house.

		We pit stopped at my place to grab somethings I needed for the night and the next morning, I called my parents and let them know where I was going, and that I would see them in the morning to spend Christmas together, and we were off.

		Her place was nice and empty because her roommate hadn't finished moving yet. I had figured I would be staying on the couch considering I had just come out to her and all. But I was wrong, she wanted me to stay in her bed with her; it was a king with lots of room and space.

		She had jersey sheets and it felt like I was sleeping in a big t-shirt. I slept in a tight shirt and booty shorts and to my surprise she slept in underwear and a revealing tank top. I realized it was going to be difficult to keep my hands off this amazing girl. She pulled her brown hair out of the pony tail and let it cascade around her shoulders and I took the liberty of taking a shower and letting my long brown hair get soaked.

		As I dried my hair, she went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth. Instinctively, I went for the left of the bed because that's my side.

		"That's my side, but I suppose we can share," she said and I could have sworn she was teasing me. She crawled in beside me and we turned on the TV from of her bed. Late night TV is always the best. We settled on some Stephen Colbert, and after a while she rolled to look at me.

		"Yeah?" I said while looking at her from the corner of my eye.

		"What is it like to kiss a girl?" she asked.

		I couldn't believe what I was hearing and I felt my heart beat faster, there were so many ways for me to manipulate this situation. I figured she was just curious.

		"Well, for one it's softer," I settled on the more general answer; the safest answer.

		She then wanted to know if it was like the same as with guys; like if you kissed a girl the same way or if there was a "different way". It was hilarious because she was being serious.

		"Of course it's the same as you kiss a guy," I laughed as I answered.

		I looked at her full on, and her eyes were looking into mine with a steady and decisive manner. Of course at that very moment she had an eye lash on her cheek bone and I couldn't resist. I reached my hand over and lightly picked it off and asked her to make a wish. Instead she grabbed my face and brought my face really close to hers and she kissed me. It was soft and sweet.

		"I've never kissed a guy like that before," was all she said.

		Instinctively my face inched forward; I had to recover quickly. But it was too late, she saw the subtle movement and she kissed me again. In seconds I was on top of her. In between kisses she said, "I'm so glad we went out for coffee." We both laughed.

		After about ten minutes we stopped kissing and I straddled her. Looking down at her, she looked so delicious and it hurt to think that I had to take things slow when I'd been fantasizing about bending her over and making her scream my name for about months. I was about to climb off of her when she clamped down on my thighs. I had hoped she wouldn't touch my thighs. That's the one spot on my body that just drives me wild.

		"What would you like doll?" That was all I could muster under that thigh grab.

		She realized the affect that her hands had on me and she started to stroke her fingers along my inner thigh. As hard as I fought back a slow moan escaped my lips. My hand flew up to cover my mouth I was so embarrassed; she was trying to give me a hint that I was to take charge and it took me a while to realize it. She put her hands on my hips and bit her lip, that's when I knew that this wonderful woman under me was mine for the taking.

		Once that clicked in my mind, I knew exactly what to do. Breaking in a straight girl is the ultimate for me because I knew that what I had to offer was better than that of all the twenty one year old guys in all of Canada. Not to sound cocky or anything.

		I leaned in for a kiss but moved up and kissed the tip of her nose instead. She just lay there looking at me. I kept going because her hands were clenched around my hips with anticipation and I knew she was just dying for more. I kissed from her ear down her jaw bone and I kissed her chin up to her lips. This kiss was better than the first, I kissed her top lip and used my tongue to trace the tiny opening of her mouth, and she squeezed and moaned while I did that.

		Then I restarted at her other ear and repeated except this time I spent more time on her luscious lower lip. Before I could tease some more her hands found the back of my head and she kissed me. It was a committed kiss and I could tell from the slight rocking underneath my hips that she was primed and ready to go. We kissed for a while but I could tell she was getting antsy. She started getting fidgety underneath me and I knew what I had to do.

		First to go was the tiny tank and as I suspected, she had no bra on and her nipples were alert and perky. It was as good as a "please lick me". I kissed along her collar bone and her hands found my hair and she started to pull. And I liked it rough and she was pulling quite hard. To put her in her place I gave her a hickey on her collar bone and I gave her a little bite on my way down to her nipple. She let out a squeal of pleasure.

		I licked between her ample breasts her toes curled and I knew that I had found a hot spot. I paid specific attention to the area of the breast near her cleavage she was going buck wild underneath me. I kissed down her ribcage and she was pushing into me. I kissed down the side of her stomach.

		Most women kiss right down the middle making it obvious where they are heading. I liked going down the side because it is off the beaten path. She was starting to soak through her underwear; black cotton panties growing darker with her sweet juices. My desire to taste and feel her wetness on my fingers was almost unbearable. I had to get there and I had to get there fast.

		I shimmied down off her hips and she spread her legs quite quickly. She lifted her ass in the air to aid in my task of taking her underwear off. I decided using my mouth would be an easy way to explore her lower body orally and take her panties off. As I kissed up her leg which she had bent in anticipation of what was to come. I could barely contain myself when I saw her cleanly shaven pussy dripping for me. One of her hands was up in her hair tugging away impatiently and the other was clenched around her thigh. I licked up her thigh nibbling as I went.

		Right before I dove into the soft folds of her most intimate parts, I looked up into her eyes and asked if she was ready.

		"Stop teasing silly and get to it," was her response.

		I had to obey there was such strain in her voice I could practically hear her about to explode. But I had to get mine as well; I teased her by licking her outer lips with the very tip of my tongue. Letting her get used to the feel of my mouth on her, slowly I parted the outer lips and lightly flicked her inner ones. I hadn't even gotten to her clit or her entrance and she was shivering slightly.

		I licked around her using only the tip of my tongue and then suddenly I licked up her juices and dove right in. Her whole body clenched and her back arched. I paused a moment to view what a magnificent sight she was. She was biting so hard at her bottom lip I had to just go and kiss her.

		Belle really seemed to like the way she tasted because she couldn't get enough of my tongue. In the middle of a passionate kiss with her tongue in my mouth I slide two fingers inside her. Her soft moaning was muffled by my mouth and her nails dug into my back. She was really starting to turn me on. She was clawing through my shirt when she decided she had had enough and she tore it off of me.

		I kissed up to her ear again as I was pumping quickly in and out of her and nibbled on her ear lobe. I felt her nails in the flesh of my back and she screamed out loud. Her whole body shuddered and she went limp.

		I extracted my fingers and went to lick her clean. Just as I finished she half opened her eyes with a lazy smile on her face. I lay down beside her and she just sighed and reached into a drawer and pulled out a joint. We smoked and went to sleep. She nestled into the crook of my neck and fell asleep while sucking at my neck.

		Needless to say the Christmas Eve Closing became my favorite shift, if I was supposed to close with Belle again. I can honestly say that I quite enjoy closing up shop, as long as the boss takes me home for Christmas.

		

		END

		

		###

		

	
		CHAPTER THREE

		

		CHRISTMAS SEDUCTION

		

		You stand alone in the empty hotel room, staring down at the perfume-coated note couriered to you just yesterday.

		"I can no longer stand the suspense... come to room 514 of the Intercontinental Hotel tomorrow, 6pm".

		The note is signed simply "Me", with a heart next to it.

		While this seemed like a great idea at the time, you are now tingling with nerves, your stomach decidedly in knots from the uncertainty. This has been a fantasy for so long, but do you even wish to fulfill it? You have dressed for the occasion... after a quick shower following work you dressed in a cute short black skirt, and a red Christmas blouse with a snow man, made with very thin fabric. You take in the surroundings of the room... to the back at the hotel, it is away from the street, and hence quite tranquil.

		The bed is already turned down (rather presumptuous, you think), and a bottle of champagne sits chilling in a cooler next to the bed. As your nerves take a turn for the worse, you turn around and decide it's time to leave... you're not ready for this, not yet. Just as your hand grabs the doorknob, though, you hear a key enter from the other side of the door, and the knob turns to open the door in your hand.

		You suck in your breath as I swing the door open, a quizzical look on my face... I am obviously puzzled to see you standing right there. This look soon disappears, and it is now my turn to suck in my breath, and swallow nervously.

		"My God, that picture you sent me doesn't do you justice." My eyes follow you from head to toe... "I mean you're gorgeous... really beautiful... really!"

		You are flattered by how taken aback I am by your stunning looks, and your cheeks blush a deep red. As I gingerly move past you, into the room, I put my purse down on the coffee table. You take in my evening dress... long, blonde hair pinned up, and a knee-length off-white cotton dress that shows off the remains of my summer tan. You remain speechless, as I again approach you... this time less shyly, and give you a big hug...

		"It is so amazing to meet you...." I say smiling... "I never imagined this day would come! We need a drink."

		I grab you by the hand, and lead you into the room onto the couch. As I take out the champagne, I turn on the TV, and leave the channel resting on Hallmark Channel, showing just a fireplace with kittens frolicking, for background noise. You take me in as I wrestle with the cork on the bottle, covering it with a cloth before finally popping it so it doesn't fly across the room.

		I pour some champagne in two classes, and then mix in some cassis from a bottle I brought with me... explaining that this is a Kir Royale, a French aperitif. You smile whimsically as you take the glass, realizing that your chance to elude this encounter has well past.

		I settle in on the couch next to you, and we begin to chat. The alcohol eases both of our nerves, and soon we are chatting like long lost friends, about everything from men, to shopping, to this really old Christmas carol we are listening to on Hallmark. As we talk, we instinctively move closer to each other, until soon our knees are pressed against each other, and I have flung my arm behind you, to rest it along with sofa.

		Before either of us realize, our glass is finished. Another one, then two follows, and we are starting to get quite dizzy... Soon, we realize the clock on the bedside table reads 9pm. You bolt up, mentioning something about having to meet some friends for Christmas drinks. The disappointment is evident in my face as I follow you to the door. You look so hot, I could eat you from head to toe...

		"I thought you were curious about what it's like to be with another woman?" I ask, with a sly smile.

		"Yeah..." you stammer, "but not tonight... I'm kinda nervous... after all, I've got to meet some friends..."

		I keep approaching you, until you are cornered between the door and the wall. I stand but an inch from you, so you can feel my breath on your face as I talk.

		"You already told me that... I don't really care about them though..." my voice trails off, as I run a finger up your bare arm, sending shivers down your spine.

		"Ever since I walked in the room, I've been imagining what a great kisser you are... You're not going to leave without letting me find out?"

		My lips ever so slowly approach yours, as you grunt... "Ung Ung..."

		As my lips press against your soft, full lips, you close your eyes, relishing the sensation of kissing a girl for the first time. You can taste the berry scent of my lipstick on your lips, and my lust overdrive is very evident in my eyes.

		"That was..." you begin, but I mash my mouth over yours hard, causing you to shriek with surprise.

		You can feel my tongue pushing against your lips, literally begging to be sucked into your mouth. Overcome with desire, and almost as if by natural instinct developed by years of kissing men, your lips part, allowing my tongue to flood your mouth, seeking out your tongue. My hands move up to cup your face, as our tongues battle back and forth. I decide at this point that there is no way you are leaving this room tonight, even if I have to tie you to the bed!

		I pull away from you, relishing the shocked but turned on look on your face. I slowly lick my lips, as my hands reach out to push down the straps of each side of your blouse. Your eyes follow my movements, as if watching a movie in slow motion. You can hardly believe that this is happening to you, and is not some figment of your fantasy.

		I pull down on the blouse, so your rather large breasts pop out over top. As I pull in to kiss you again, my hands begin to massage your voluminous breasts very softly. I don't go for your nipple right away... rather, I rub the under part of the breast, as if weighing it in my hands, and then softly trail my fingers over your nipples, on the way to massage and touch the upper part of your breast.

		I remove my mouth from yours, our faces wet from each other's saliva built up by our passionate kissing. I move my mouth down to your neck, softly kissing and licking along the sensitive neck bone, eliciting a soft moan from your mouth. My mouth trails down further, licking my way down your chest, in between your breasts. I look up at you, and your eyes are closed, clearly enjoying the passion of your first time.

		My mouth just inches from your hard, protruding nipple, I mischievously ask you about that date with your friends. You open your mouth to reply, but I close my hot mouth over your sensitive nipple, twirling my tongue around it, as my other free hand massages your other breast, and softly tweaks the nipple.

		You bite your lip with an "unnnngghhhh...." I alternate between each delicious breast, enjoying its fullness as I softly suck and bite your nipples.

		You are overwhelmed by the sensations you are experiencing, and rip off your blouse to allow me full access... you grab my blond hair in one hand, twisting it and pulling me harder into your obviously sensitive breasts. I realize that my mascara is running, but I couldn't care less.

		.. Your legs start to buckle, and you feel like you might fall down in your passionate state. You spring back to consciousness, as my hands swiftly pull down the little black skirt you are wearing, revealing the flimsiest of red silk panties... obviously dampened by your arousal. I begin to kiss my way down your belly, stopping to run my tongue in and around your belly button... you are ticklish, and this makes your squirm. As I begin to pull down your wet, dripping panties, you become very self-conscious, as if you fear being totally naked in front of me makes you a dyke or something. Your left hand moves down to stop me....

		"Please no, not that...."

		This seems so silly to me, as looking at your lust-induced facial expression, it is so obvious you want me. Rather, I humor you, and instead put my face between your legs, to lick you through your wet, almost see through panties. You gasp, and loudly moan ... "Ahhhhhh...... ", as you feel my tongue working away on your pussy lips through the flimsy fabric.

		I reach up and grab around your hips, as if determined not to let you escape and run out that door, just inches away. Your knees begin to buckle, and you exclaim "oh!" as I guide you down into a kneeling position, sitting on my face as I lie beneath you. My saliva is making the fabric even more see through, and I can see your clit protruding through it... obviously aroused. I clamp my mouth over it, and suck hard, causing you to cry out and fall forward onto your elbows.

		Now only your ass is on my face, and it seems like you are fucking my face, grinding your hips back and forth, and squirming on the hotel room floor. I can tell that all I have to do is insert a couple fingers into you to make you cum. Instead, I decide to tease you. I pull away from you, and sit up in the other corner of the hallway. You sit down also, with an obviously confused, and very frustrated look on your face.

		I lick my lips, as I peel off my dress, very slowly. You marvel at my breasts, much smaller than yours, but with nipples protruding out at least an inch. I kick my dress off, and then slowly ease my panties down around my ankles. You can see that I have shaved my pussy into a neat little airstrip.

		I lie down on my back in the hallway. You notice that we can hear footsteps outside the door, mere feet away. People laughing, going out for dinner. If only they had an idea of the carnal lust unravelling on the other side of the door.

		I motion for you to position yourself again, sitting on my face. You're dying to cum, so you gladly oblige. You're surprised, however, when I reach up with my two hands, grab you by the head, and begin to guide your face towards my wet, glistening pussy.

		"Wait.... no! I'm not ready for that!" you protest.

		I keep pulling your head down, until I can clamp it in between my knees. Meanwhile, my tongue reaches out and flicks at your clit, causing you emit another frustrated groan.

		"If you want to cum, you better start licking me too..." I command.

		You sigh with great frustration. My tongue again flicks your clit..

		. "God... I want to make you cum..."

		The need to orgasm is too great, and you decide to abandon your inhibitions. Tentatively, you move your head down until your mouth is inches from my wet pussy. 'What will it taste like', you wonder? 'Will I like it? What will I do to her?'

		Finally, you feel my mouth clamp over your clit, and suck it hard. One hand pulls your head down to guide it to my pussy, as the other begins to massage your butt cheeks. You stick your tongue out, and softly run it along my pussy lips. You are amazed by how nice it tastes... not like everyone said it tastes like.

		You duplicate what I am doing to you, and clamp your mouth over my clit, as your tongue playfully dances across it. Our bodies begin heaving together in passion, loud moans and groans as we mash ourselves together in a passionate 69.

		No, you are not the most experienced lover, but your enthusiasm more than compensates. I feel myself going over the edge, and wrap my legs tightly around your head to hold it in place as I fuck it hard. As I begin to insert two fingers into your pussy, you scream loud into my pussy and begin to cum.

		"... Unnnngghhhh... Ohhhhh..... Ahhhhhh!' We scream in unison as a powerful orgasm sweeps through our bodies simultaneously.

		You fall off of me, almost limp from the heat of the moment. As we curl up together, I lean over and lick my juices off your face, like a little cat. We then kiss deeply and passionately, our breasts mashing together. We don't move from the floor for another hour, spent by our lovemaking.

		Not bad for your first time. Merry Christmas!

		

		END

		

		###

		

	
		CHAPTER FOUR

		

		GIFTS OF GOLD FOR CHRISTMAS

		

		Merry always knew when the woman was coming. She could hear the staccato rhythm of her heels on the wood floor, the cadenced rustle of her stockings as she walked by. Sitting in her cubicle at work, Merry always found an excuse to glimpse, watch and gaze as the goddess in a business suit walked down the hall.

		Her name was Ms. Snow and she was drop-dead gorgeous. Her hair was long, wavy and raven black. She stood at least 5'10" and had a fabulous bosom and lovely rear that sashayed so sweetly when she walked by. Today, she wore a deep red blouse under her business suit and a single strand of pearls around her neck. And always, always, she wore high heels, which gave her already beautiful figure even more of an allure.

		Merry could do nothing but watch and fantasize about the woman of her dreams. Sometimes, while sitting in her work cubicle, her mind would drift and she would imagine Ms. Snow leaning up against a table, the hem of her skirt riding up, revealing rich creamy thighs wrapped in silk stockings. As her pulse began to race, Merry's fantasy would grow stronger. She pictured herself walking up to Ms. Snow and, without saying a word, beginning to unbutton her blouse, parting the textured material to reveal two beautiful breasts resting in a lacy silk bra, nipples clearly visible against the material, a cleavage that seemed to beckon Merry down into the mysterious darkness that lay hidden below.

		By this time, Merry would be wet between her legs. Unable to stop herself, she would begin to rub herself furtively, urging the pleasure and fantasy onward, to reach a crescendo before the phone rang or someone stepped in her cubicle. Soon the glowing sensation hit its climax, just as Merry imagined herself kissing Ms. Snow passionately, tasting her lipstick, her mouth, and her breath. "Oh God," thought Merry. "What I would do to experience that!"

		Christmas Eve, towards closing, Merry was working late, when she heard the familiar click of Ms. Snow's high heels on the floor. Like Pavlov's bell, Merry immediately felt her body become aroused and her mind began to fill with familiar sensual thoughts. Merry listened to the clicking and swishing sound as the woman of her dreams walked by and soon felt her hand slip beneath her skirt where, panty-less, she was able to touch her source of pleasure and revel in her fantasy.

		So wrapped up in her guilty pleasure that Merry failed to hear the oncoming clicks of Ms. Snow as she returned back down the hall. Unaware, and sure she was alone, Merry slipped deeper into her masturbatory pleasure, leaning back in her chair, spreading her legs wide apart and letting go with soft moans in her voice.

		Suddenly, the sound of someone clearing their throat, brought Merry's fantasy to a crashing halt. She yanked down her skirt and turned her crimson face to see Ms. Snow towering like an Amazon in the doorway.

		"I-I-I'm sorry to interrupt," stuttered Snow, also turning red with embarrassment, as it began to sink in just what poor Merry was doing. "I need some help in the conference room. Are you free?"

		At that moment, Merry wished she could have crawled into a hole and died, but acting on reflexes, she jumped up out of her chair and said, "Sure Ms. Snow. I can help."

		The two women didn't say another word, but walked down the hall, Ms. Snow heels clicking loudly, Merry's flat-soled shoes only tapping softly on the floor. It was dark outside and the curtains were drawn in the room. Ms. Snow began to explain to Merry what she needed to get done, but as soon as the two women made eye contact, it was clear that both were not thinking of work.

		Ms. Snow's eyes were blazing, lit up by what she had just witnessed in the cubicle. Merry, for the first time, found herself standing within inches of the object of her desire. For the first time, she could see clearly the color of Ms. Snow's eyes, her clear rosy skin, and could smell the aroma of her body.

		Merry heard words and saw Ms. Snow's mouth move, but heard nothing. And then, like from a scene in a romance novel, the tall dark woman, leaned over and kissed the young, nubile girl. Merry swooned as she felt Snow's warm lips caress hers, tasted her crimson lipstick and felt the woman's long, wet tongue probe her mouth.

		Merry responded, pressing her body against the tall, warm frame of her seducer, wrapping her arms around her waist and clung tightly as the kiss continued.

		"My God, you make me so hot!" exclaimed Ms. Snow.

		Flabbergasted to hear the woman of her dreams speak so passionately for her, Merry could only sigh as Ms. Snow kissed and licked her neck. Nearly panting, the young woman put her shaking hands on Ms. Snow's legs and began to pull up her skirt. She was dying to see what she had been fantasizing about. The skirt rose to reveal two beautiful legs, wrapped in silk stockings that ended in lace at thigh level, held up by a garter belt. There were no panties.

		Merry pressed her hand between Ms. Snow's thighs and felt her animal warmth. A groan came from deep within the woman's throat, as Merry softly stroked the warm skin right up to the curling pubic hairs.

		Ms. Snow let Merry touch her some more, but then stopped her.

		"No. Don't get me too hot yet. I want to take you first," she said.

		Merry was still shaking as she stood passively while Snow disrobed her. In a minute, Merry was naked and lying on the thick pile carpet. She watched as Ms. Snow then slowly removed her own clothes. First the blouse, then the bra and finally the tight skirt, leaving the garter stockings and high heels on. The young woman thought she was going to pass out from having this towering goddess with the voluptuous body, kneeling before her.

		Ms. Snow leaned over and sucked greedily on Merry's hardened nipples and then pressed her tongue into the cleft between her bosoms and drew a liquid line of saliva down across her belly to the top of her mound. Merry moaned loudly as she felt the tongue dance around her inner thighs before gently brushing the lips of her sex

		. Within seconds, the flickering tongue began to set off explosions of pleasure inside Merry's body. She felt her thighs shake with convulsions as the orgasm began to rip through her.

		"Oh God! Oh! Oh! Oh! Jesus, Mary and Joseph Yes," groaned Merry frantically.

		As the glowing sensation from her orgasm began to subside, Ms. Snow straddled Merry's midsection. She lifted her pelvis slightly and began to brush the tips of her pubic hair and the lips of her sex back and forth across Merry's stomach. It was a relaxing, but very stimulating sensation, heightened by the strange, blazing look in Ms. Snow's eyes. The woman was breathing heavily, her face turning red with excitement as she gazed deep into Merry's own eyes.

		And then Snow closed her eyes and began to shudder, her face grimaced, followed by a look of supreme relaxation. At the same moment, Merry felt a warm wet sensation. She raised her head and looked down. From Ms. Snow's pussy lips came a thin golden stream of liquid. Merry watched in amazement as Snow continued to half-squat over her body, wetting her abdomen. She had the most sublime look on her face as she groaned with great pleasure.

		Never in Merry's life had anyone done anything so outrageous to her before. She was speechless and yet...how incredibly sexual, she thought. To share her womanly essence with her like that. Merry felt the warm, golden spray splash on her body and trickle down between her legs and thighs. As Snow finished, Merry reached up and grabbed her lover, pulling her down so she lay in her own liquid that pooled on Merry's stomach. As their flesh pressed together, it became wet and slippery.

		Merry kissed Snow hard and rolled her over, so that now she was on top and her Amazon goddess was beneath her. She slid down to her loins and pushed her legs apart. There, clinging to her soft curly pubic hairs were some golden droplets. Merry eagerly licked them and then licked Snow's inflamed pussy. There was a sweet and sour flavor that Merry had never tasted before.

		"Oh, please fuck me with your tongue, your fingers," begged Snow, now besotted with lust.

		Merry quickly thrust her hot tongue deep into Snow's sexual folds and drank all liquid and tasted all aromas. She licked and stroked Snow until she was in a state of orgiastic frenzy. Repeatedly, her back arched and she groaned deeply inside as climax after climax rippled through her body.

		"Yes, yes! Oh Jesus! Oh Fuck! You're sooo good! Don't stop," she moaned over and over.

		But finally, Merry did stop. But the lovemaking did not end. Just as Snow had baptized her, now it was Merry's turn to spray her new lover. Merry squatted over Snow's crotch and let go a torrent of golden nectar. And Snow half-laughed, half-cried as she thrust her hands under Merry's pelvis, wetting them and rubbing the golden juice all over her body.

		"You'll never be the same," Ms. Snow whispered hoarsely as Merry finished up.

		"I know," said Merry with a smile as she lay back down on top of her lover, feeling the wetness glow against their skin.

		

		END

		

		###

		

	
		CHAPTER FIVE

		

		CAROL OF THE BELLS

		

		She had been alone now for too long and the endless Christmas holidays empty and miserable without a partner seem to amass themselves. Sure she got invited out to functions, but it was always a group thing and they too eventually paired off. It was funny, when she remembered so much of her youth had been cavorting with so many damned beautiful woman, it was just impossible that no one noticed her now.

		She wore her hair as short as a woman of her age might. The graying of her temples didn't hide the fact that she was older than most of the woman in the clubs, and she was almost sure that the thin spidery wrinkles at her eyes also belied the youthfulness of her spirit.

		She had just turned forty four and her best friend Holly had thrown a Christmas slash birthday party, since they occurred so close together, down at the local watering hole. There she met with all of the friends from the group and a smattering of new faces.

		One face that caught her eye belonged to a woman whose head was shaved and sported a rather large silver ring in her left ear. She wore bright red lipstick and Carol was sure the silver ringed woman was staring at her.

		Each time she turned away, she could feel the eyes of the other woman boring into her head and each time she would turn back, the woman was there smiling. It was one of those seductive smiles that pulls you away from anything else in the room, but Carol was resistant. She thought to herself that any woman who looked so bold surely wouldn't be interested in an older graying lesbian

		. Holly came up behind Carol and put her arms and around her neck and wished her a Merry Christmas and then remarked about the silver ringed woman across the room who was obviously staring at Carol

		. At first Carol tried to smooth it away saying Holly was being silly, but then when the woman waved to Carol and starting coming her way, Carol became like a giddy school girl. She asked Holly what she should talk about. She was nervous.

		Holly told her not to sweat it and just act "normal," and with that she left. Carol felt like she was standing in the middle of a great room surrounded by complete strangers and a warrior was coming to her.

		.. The silver ringed woman was tall and when she walked, it appeared that her long legs were taking great strides, poetic and fluid in nature. Her arms were well muscled and the closer she got, Carol could make out the black outline of some tribal tattoo on her left arm.

		Carol felt suddenly out of place. She had no strange piercings, no tattoos, didn't even wear lipstick, let alone bright red, but then the silver ringed woman touched her arm and introduced herself as Star. Carol at once became calmer.

		She introduced herself and suggested that Star come and sit on the terrace where it was quieter. They grabbed their jackets and a bottle of champagne and made it to an umbrella table. Star took a powerful swig from the bottle and offered it to Carol as she wiped the falling drops from her perfect mouth.

		Carol took the bottle from her and brought it to her lips. Her mouth closed over the bottle and she suddenly tasted the perfume from Star's' lips. She took her time as she drank and then passed the bottle back to Star.

		They talked about their mutual friends and things they both had done in their lives that brought them to this place.

		Star shared with Carol that though she worked for a brokerage firm Monday through Friday, on the weekends she painted. It had been her passion for many years and she just recently started showing.

		Carol shared that she worked for a day care center in the city, and then she laughed and said that on the weekends she liked to pose for artists. They both laughed and from somewhere deep inside of Carol she wondered where that boldness came from, it was so unlike her.

		When they finished the bottle, Star asked Carol to dance. At first she protested saying she did not know the dances of today and Star said she just let her body move, not to feel ashamed.

		Carol took a deep breath and said okay and followed Star back inside to the dance floor. It was there that their fingers first touched. It was there that Star pulled Carol to her and it was there in the middle of the room with faces all around that Carol smelled the scent of this woman.

		She did not hear the women's voices, she did not see them at all. All she saw was this silver ringed woman who spun her around the room, who twirled her, who dipped, who pulled her up so close.

		It was there in the middle of the room when she felt Star's' lips on her neck. It was there that the chills began and never stopped. It was there she heard her own voice saying 'come with me.' And it was there she became on fire, bold and free.

		They left without a word to the group, made their way up the old back stairs that led to Carol's apartment, and once inside, it was there that their lips first touched.

		Star kissed Carol's eyes and then her nose. She made little cooing noises as she kissed and nibbled her way across Carol's chest.

		Carol felt alive and on fire, more charged than she had been in ages. She felt a glow return to her body, she felt an aching from deep within. She felt her hands tearing at the silver ringed woman's clothing. Unabashed and feral, she was like a beast newly formed.

		Star helped her by stepping out of her black leather pants and pulling the tank top off. Carol watched as Star's small pert breasts sprang to life, and she found herself stooping to take each nipple into her mouth, letting her tongue roll over each one. She heard Star's 'oohs' and 'ahhs' and still she played with her breasts.

		Carol felt as Star's hands tore at her denim pants, almost ripping the zipper off its track. Carol stepped from them and kicked them aside.

		Star pulled back and took a deep breath and said, "I've got to paint you. Now!"

		Carol's mouth almost dropped open. She did not know what to make of this, here they had gotten to this riveted sexual place and this woman was pulling back, it just wasn't kosher.

		Star saw the hurt look on Carol's face and put her fingers to Carol's lips and said, "Oh no, you have it all wrong. I want very much to make love with you, but first I need to paint you. I have watched you all evening, since you first arrived and I knew right away, I wanted to paint you," and with that Star kissed Carol very hard.

		So many emotions were running through Carol at this point. It's true she wanted this woman, but was she settling for this woman because it had been so long, or was she going to let this woman paint her because she did want sex after all, or was this just part of the dating scene now. Maybe the painting would be erotic after all.

		"So, where will you paint me? I don't see that you have any paint with you, or even a canvas?"

		"We would have to go to my loft, near the Mission District, okay?"

		Carol hesitated but only for a second and then thought to herself, what did she have to lose? They both put their clothing back on. Star had a Spanish motor scooter that looked a lot like the Vespa of the '60s. It was fun for Carol to sit so close to this silver ringed woman and ride through town while everyone who saw them was envious of their freedom.

		Star sub-let a loft in an old industrial building halfway between India Basin and Mission Rock. Most of the tenants were artists of varying degree. The entranceway had a metal sculpture depicting seals with wings. Star led her to a 4th floor studio. The walls were done black with bright chartreuse stripes. There were large picture windows that lined one wall of the flat and a well-lit area whose floor was lined with parchment paper. A huge Christmas tree adorned the far corner of the loft. Artistically decorated, reflecting Star's unique taste.

		"Shall I be nude for this sitting Star?" Carol asked as she started to strip.

		She noticed her nipples were taut and large for this spontaneous outing. She had never thought of herself as one who had casual sex, but here she was waiting for this silver ringed woman to take her.

		"You may be whatever you wish, whatever is most comfortable for you," and she smiled so big, that Carol felt it rain inside of her.

		"I want to be nude," and she walked over to the chair, and then walked on to the futon on the opposite wall and laid herself down. She laid on her side with one leg up over the back of the chaise, and the other leg supporting her. With her left hand she tweaked her nipple over and over getting Star's attention. "Will this be OK Star?"

		"OH Baby, this is just perfect," she said as she licked her lips and readied a canvas.

		And while Star worked, Carol took great pleasure in fondling herself, sometimes coming so close to actual orgasm, but then she would stop and start again. She could see the way Star squirmed each time she reached a pinnacle and she would smile and stop and start again.

		It was two hours that had passed. Two hours that Carol played with herself. Two hours that Carol's fingers worked in and out of her own pussy, and when she could wait no more, she abruptly got up off the lounge and came near to Star who was just putting the finishing touches on her work.

		Carol came and sat on Star's lap facing her. Star's hands were in her lap and when Carol sat down, Star's fingers drew up inside of Carol.

		And Carol came down hard on those fingers, then raised up off of those fingers and came down harder again on those fingers.

		Star bit Carol's lower lip and kissed her mouth and pushed with all of her might up into this woman. She felt as Carol's body contracted and rained in her hands. She felt as Carol rocked near perfection on her lap.

		When she was through, Carol turned and looked at the painting. Though it was abstract, Carol could still make out the lines of her body. There on the canvas was a beautiful woman. At first Carol thought that Star had somehow transformed her, but the more she looked at the painting she realized that she was in fact beautiful.

		Star had just made her see herself more clearly.

		"So do you like it Carol?'

		"Star, it is the most profound work of art I have yet to view! Thank you so much"

		"It is my pleasure Carol. I was hoping that since you are here, you might stay awhile with me?"

		"I would love to", and with that Carol stood up and led Star to the bedroom on the other side of the loft, and there under the glow of the Christmas tree lights that shown throughout the loft down by Mission Bay, Carol found the self she had been missing all those years.

		

		END
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