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Naughty Christmas Wish Come True

The scent of malted barley, thick and earthy, mingled with the sharp, clean fragrance of fresh-cut pine needles and a symphony of deliciously warm spices—cinnamon, certainly, and perhaps the rich, sweet notes of cloves—clinging to the very air in the Overdrive Brewery. It was a festive perfume, a tangible holiday atmosphere that settled over Ernest like a favorite, well-worn blanket, comforting and familiar. For a full, agonizingly slow year, he had been counting down the days, the hours, the minutes to this exact moment. It wasn’t just for the annual Christmas party, a legendary affair that felt like a town-wide reunion, drawing out even the most reclusive residents. It was for the shimmering, intoxicating possibility that the night represented. The possibility of Penny.

Penny Atkins.

The name itself was a delicate, haunting melody that played on a constant loop in the private concert hall of his mind. She was the freelance graphic designer who had orchestrated the brewery’s rebranding last spring, transforming their dated, clunky labels into miniature works of art that were now almost as celebrated as the beer they adorned. Ernest, as one of the head brewers, had been a mandated presence in those creative meetings. He’d sat directly across a polished oak table from her, ostensibly there to provide expert consultation on the finer points of hop iconography and the subtle psychological impact of different typeface choices. In reality, he’d been engaged in a far more intensive study. He’d been memorizing the way a single, rebellious strand of light brown hair would escape her messy bun to fall across the high curve of her cheek, the fierce intelligence that sparked like flint in her vibrant green eyes when she passionately defended a design choice, and the easy, uninhibited laugh that bubbled up from her chest and made him feel, for a dizzying moment, like he’d just tasted the best beer of his life.

He’d been utterly, hopelessly, irrevocably sunk from the very first day. The moment she’d walked into the sterile, quiet boardroom with her portfolio case and a smile that could power a small city, he was lost.

But he was Ernest. Quiet, steady, predictable, Ernest. He was the guy who communicated more effectively with strains of yeast and complex fermentation schedules than he did with witty banter or charming compliments. His natural habitat was a world of gleaming stainless-steel tanks, the hiss of CO2, and the sacred precision of temperature readings. It was a world of comfortable, unassuming flannels and steel-toed work boots that bore the scuffs and stains of his craft. Penny, by contrast, was a whirlwind of vibrant color, boundless creativity, and an effortless confidence that seemed to radiate from her very pores.

She would arrive at their meetings draped in brightly patterned scarves that looked like they belonged in a museum, wearing stylish boots he couldn’t possibly name but knew, with an instinctual certainty, were the pinnacle of fashion. Her laptop was a travelogue of her personality, covered in a collage of stickers from art museums across the country and indie bands he’d never even heard of. They were inhabitants of different universes, and the silent, gaping chasm between his world of grain and her world of graphics felt miles wide and utterly insurmountable.

So he had maintained his distance, a carefully constructed wall of professional politeness behind which he nursed a silent, aching crush that had become his most constant and painful companion. It was a low, persistent hum beneath the surface of his daily life. He found himself living for the brief, sunlit moments when she would stop by the brewery to have a growler filled. During those encounters, he would engage in stilted, awkward small talk about grain bills and mash temperatures, his voice feeling thick and foreign in his own throat, all while his heart hammered a frantic, terrified rhythm against his ribs, a drum solo of pure panic. He had long since memorized her favorite beer, the crisply bitter, citrus-forward West Coast IPA, and he felt a ridiculous, disproportionate surge of proprietary pride every single time she ordered it, as if her choice were somehow a validation of his own existence.

Tonight, though, was different. Tonight, the very air was thick with a palpable, crackling magic. The entire brewery, usually so industrial and functional, had been transformed. It was draped in what must have been miles of twinkling white string lights, their collective radiance casting a soft, golden glow over the familiar, towering fermentation tanks, turning their cold steel into something warm and inviting. A massive, astonishingly fragrant fir tree stood sentinel in a far corner, its sturdy branches heavy with a glittering collection of ornaments accumulated over years of these parties. And at the far end of the sprawling tasting room, set up in a cozy nook near the roaring fireplace, was the true source of the frantic, fluttering hope that had taken flight in Ernest’s chest: Mrs. Claus’s Christmas Wish table.

It was more than just a party gimmick; it was a cherished town institution. For a ten-dollar donation to the local children’s charity, the woman whom everyone in town affectionately called Mrs. Claus, a jolly, silver-haired retiree named Shirley who bore an almost uncanny resemblance to the genuine article, would meticulously handwrite your deepest, most fervent Christmas wish onto a small, rolled scroll. She would then tie it with a crimson ribbon to a classic peppermint candy cane. The wishes, as steadfast town lore dictated, were 100% guaranteed to come true. Logically, Ernest knew it was silly. It was a charming, childish fantasy built on coincidence and holiday spirit.

Yet, every single year, incredible stories would circulate through the town’s grapevine with the speed of wildfire. Someone had wished for a promotion and, against all odds, had gotten it the very next week. Someone else had wished desperately to find their lost dog, and the beloved pet had miraculously turned up on their porch on Christmas morning, shivering but safe. It was all superstition and confirmation bias, he knew, but when wrapped in the undeniable warmth of holiday cheer and the collective belief of a community, it felt undeniably, powerfully real.

Ernest had been circling the table for the better part of an hour, a pint of the seasonal winter warmer sweating profusely in his clammy hand, the glass cool and slick against his skin. From a safe distance, he’d watched a dozen different people approach the table. He’d seen them lean in, whispering their secret wishes into Shirley’s waiting ear, their faces a mixture of earnest hope and slight embarrassment. He’d watched as they walked away, candy cane in hand, their expressions transformed by a hopeful, private smile. He could do it. He should do it. He tried to rationalize the risk. What was the absolute worst that could happen? She’d say no. She’d give him a kind, pitying look and gently let him down. His life would continue, exactly the same as it was before, only with the dull, corrosive ache of confirmed rejection added to the familiar mix of his silent longing. But then, the other thought, the terrifying, brilliant one, pushed its way through the fog of his anxiety: what if she said yes?

The thought was a physical shock, both terrifying and wildly exhilarating, a jolt of pure adrenaline that made his breath catch.

He took a long, desperate swallow of his beer, but the rich, spiced ale did little to soothe the frantic swarm of butterflies that were staging a full-scale riot in his stomach. His gaze, as it so often did in any crowded room, began its habitual, sweeping search for her. And then, his heart stopped. He saw her.

She was standing near the pop-up bar they’d erected by the canning line, caught in a constellation of her friends, her head tilted as she listened to one of them speak. And she looked… celestial. The word simply appeared in his head, unbidden but entirely, breathtakingly accurate. She was wearing a dress the color of a deep emerald forest at twilight, the soft velvet material clinging to her curves in a way that made Ernest’s mouth go instantly dry, his tongue feeling thick and useless.

The dress was sleeveless, showcasing the elegant, delicate line of her shoulders and the smooth skin of her arms. It ended just above her knees, revealing a pair of long, shapely legs that seemed to go on forever. Her light brown hair, usually thrown up in a practical knot, was styled tonight in soft, cascading waves that perfectly framed her face. And then, she laughed at something a friend said, throwing her head back just slightly. The thousands of string lights overhead caught in the strands of her hair, creating a momentary, shimmering halo around her head.

That was it.

That was the sign he had been subconsciously waiting for. It was a divine intervention delivered via twinkle lights. If he didn’t do this right now, he was condemning himself to another year of living in the drab, colorless, monochrome world of ‘what if’. Another year of silent agony.

Leaving his half-finished beer on the polished top of a nearby barrel without a second thought, Ernest made a beeline for the wish table. His steps, which had been so hesitant just moments before, were suddenly firm and purposeful. The tight, painful knot of indecision that had been coiled in his gut for an hour, for a year, really, began to loosen, replaced by a thrumming, vibrating, nervous energy that felt like raw power.

“Well, hello there, Ernest,” Shirley greeted him as he arrived, her kind eyes twinkling with knowing amusement over the top of her half-moon spectacles. “Finally decided to test out the magic this year, have we?”

A hot flush crawled up Ernest’s neck, spreading across his cheeks. He fumbled for his wallet, his fingers clumsy and stiff, and pulled out a crisp twenty-dollar bill. “Keep the change, Shirley. It’s for the kids.”

“Always so generous, you are,” she clucked warmly, tucking the bill into a small cash box. She selected a fresh, creamy slip of parchment and dipped her antique-looking fountain pen into a small, deep pot of crimson ink. The pen scratched softly against the paper as she poised it to write. “Alright now, my boy. Tell me. What’s the deepest, truest desire of your heart?”

He leaned in close, the scent of her lavender perfume mixing with the brewery’s festive smells. His voice, when it came out, was barely a whisper, a low, private confession that felt both utterly ridiculous and profoundly hopeful all at once. “I wish… I wish for one date with Penny Atkins.”

Shirley’s smile widened, transforming into something knowing, gentle, and deeply kind. She didn’t say a word, didn’t offer a platitude or a joke. She just gave a small, conspiratorial nod and meticulously wrote his wish in her elegant, looping script. The crimson ink stood out starkly against the pale parchment, a declaration in blood-red. With a practiced, nimble flick of her fingers, she rolled the tiny scroll, tied it securely with the bright red ribbon, and affixed it to the curved hook of a red-and-white striped candy cane. She passed it across the table to him, her warm, wrinkled hand patting his as he took it.

“Merry Christmas, dear boy,” she said softly, her voice a comforting murmur. “Now you go get your girl.”

Ernest’s heart felt like it was going to beat its way right out of his chest, a frantic bird trying to escape its cage. The candy cane felt both impossibly heavy, weighted with all his hopes and fears, and ridiculously flimsy, a fragile token of a childish fantasy. He quickly tucked it behind his back, the cool, curved end of the candy pressing into the damp palm of his hand, a secret talisman against his impending failure. He began the long, perilous walk across the brewery floor, each step feeling like a minor battle against the overwhelming urge to turn and run, to retreat back into the safety of his silent admiration. The festive cacophony of the party, once so warm and inviting, seemed to fade into a dull, distant roar. The music, the clinking glasses, the rising and falling tides of chatter all blurred into a background hum. The world narrowed until all he could see, all that mattered, was Penny.

She was still at the drinks table, but she was facing away from him now as she ordered another round for her friends. The lush green velvet of her dress shifted and shimmered as she moved, catching the light in a hundred different ways. He could see the delicate, winged shape of her shoulder blades, the gentle, graceful curve of her spine beneath the soft fabric. He was suddenly struck by an insane, overwhelming urge to place his hand right in the center of her back, to run his palm down the entire length of her spine. He swallowed hard, a dry, difficult motion, forcing the reckless thought away. He came to a stop just a foot behind her, his entire body buzzing.

He stood there for a beat, maybe two, maybe an eternity, utterly frozen in place. His courage, which had felt so potent and unassailable just moments ago at Shirley’s table, had completely evaporated, leaving him feeling clammy, exposed, and utterly mute. Say something, you idiot. Just say her name. Say anything.

“Merry Christmas,” he finally managed to rasp, his voice coming out a little huskier, a little rougher around the edges than he’d intended. With a hand that trembled visibly, he extended the candy cane toward her, holding it in the space between them like a peace offering.

Penny turned, her expression shifting in a beautiful, rapid sequence from mild, polite curiosity to a soft, surprised gasp as her eyes landed on the candy cane with its tell-tale red ribbon and tiny scroll. A slow, breathtaking smile spread across her face, lighting up her features from within and making her green eyes sparkle like the lights on the enormous fir tree.

“Oh, a Christmas wish!” she exclaimed, her voice laced with a delighted, almost childish glee that made Ernest’s own terrified heart ache with affection. She looked past his shoulder, her gaze flickering to the small, warmly lit table set up at the far end of the brewery, where Shirley was already leaning in to hear the whispered wish of another hopeful soul. One of the very best parts of the Overdrive Brewery’s annual Christmas party was the fact that people could pay a small fee to have Mrs. Claus herself write down their most heartfelt Christmas wish on a candy cane. It was a beloved tradition, a foundational cornerstone of the town’s entire holiday season. And since all of the money went to a local children’s charity, the wishes, of course, were magically, absolutely, 100% guaranteed to come true.

It was pure Christmas magic. And the tangible proof of it was right here, suspended in the air in Ernest’s outstretched, trembling hand, meant for her.

Penny felt a giddy, bubbling excitement rise in her chest, a feeling like fizzy champagne coursing through her veins. She had been nursing her own secret, silent, and seemingly hopeless crush on Ernest for months. It had started in those branding meetings, watching him from across the table. She loved his quiet, unshakeable strength, the way he would suddenly become so animated and fiercely passionate when he talked about the intricacies of the brewing process, his hands gesturing emphatically as he explained the subtle nuances of different yeast strains.

She especially loved the subtle, almost imperceptible flex of his powerful forearms when he was lifting a heavy keg, an unconscious display of raw, practical strength that made her feel a ridiculous, fluttery warmth deep in her belly. She loved the shy, crooked smile that would sometimes grace his lips when he thought no one was looking, a private moment of contentment she felt privileged to have witnessed. She’d been hoping, praying he’d be here tonight, and she’d been subtly trying to catch his eye all evening, sending out what she hoped were obvious signals, all to no avail. But this… this was so much more than she could have ever dared to hope for.

Her fingers, which suddenly felt clumsy and disconnected from her brain, brushed against his as she reached out to take the candy cane. The brief, unintended contact sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity straight up her arm, a static shock of possibility. Holding her breath, she carefully, reverently, untied the delicate red ribbon and unrolled the tiny, fragile scroll. Her eyes, wide with anticipation, scanned the elegant, crimson script, the words seeming to glow on the page.

I wish for one date with Penny Atkins.

The air rushed out of her lungs in a soft, audible whoosh. Her face softened, all the giddy, sparkling excitement melting away into something deeper, warmer, more profound. It wasn’t a wish for a new car, or a big promotion, or world peace. It was a wish for her. Simple, direct, and, she knew, incredibly, terrifyingly brave for a man like him. She lifted her gaze from the scroll, her green eyes staring up into Ernest’s anxious, waiting blue ones. He looked utterly terrified, standing there stiffly in his well-fitted suit, a rare and deeply, deeply appreciated departure from his usual flannel uniform, his handsome, scruffy jaw clenched tight with nerves. And in that precise moment, she was suddenly and completely overcome with the strongest, most undeniable, and most startling desire to kiss his handsome, nervous, scruffy face.

“Just a date?” she asked, her voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur that was meant only for him, a stark and deliberate contrast to her earlier bright exclamation. The question was a test. It was an invitation. It was a challenge, thrown down right here on the scuffed concrete floor of the brewery, to see if his definition of a ‘date’ could possibly align with the sudden, wild, and deliciously inappropriate fantasies that a single, simple wish had just unleashed inside of her.

Ernest swallowed nervously, the movement visible as a sharp, convulsive bob of his Adam’s apple. He was completely and utterly taken off guard, his brain still struggling to process the monumental fact that she hadn’t laughed, or rolled her eyes, or politely declined. He had mentally rehearsed a dozen different excruciating scenarios in his head on the walk over, and not a single one of them had involved the smoky, promising, dare-I-say-seductive look that was currently smoldering in her eyes. He opened his mouth, intending to say something, what, he had absolutely no idea, but he never got the chance.

Penny closed the small, electrically charged distance between them in a single, decisive step. She rose up on her toes, bringing her face level with his, and pressed her lips to his.

The first contact was soft, a brief, hesitant, questioning pressure. But for Ernest, it was a cataclysm. The world tilted violently on its axis. The floor fell away beneath his feet. Her lips were even softer, even more plush than he had spent countless nights imagining, and they tasted faintly of cranberries and the botanical bite of gin from her festive cocktail. He felt the unfamiliar, pleasant scratch of his own five o’clock shadow against her delicate, smooth skin, and a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated shock washed over him, momentarily short-circuiting his entire nervous system. Then, as his stunned mind rebooted and caught up to the unbelievable reality of the situation, he responded. His own lips, clumsy at first, began to move against hers, a tentative answer to her bold question.

Penny felt the subtle but undeniable shift in him, the precise moment his paralyzing surprise gave way to active, eager reciprocation. A thrill, sharp and potent as a shot of whiskey, shot through her. Emboldened, she deepened the kiss, letting out a soft, contented sigh into his mouth. His hands, which had been hanging uselessly and awkwardly at his sides, came up to rest on her waist, his touch hesitant at first, as if he were afraid she might shatter. The feel of his large, warm palms through the thin velvet of her dress, branding her skin beneath, was enough to make her knees feel weak and unreliable.

She pulled back slowly, reluctantly, her lips still tingling, her breath catching in her throat. His eyes were wide, dazed, his blue irises dark and cloudy with a potent mixture of residual shock and burgeoning, undisguised desire.

“What is your definition of a date?” she asked again, her voice a husky whisper that seemed to caress the air between them, her fingers now toying with the notched lapel of his suit jacket, tracing the line of the fabric.

When Ernest was standing in front of the Christmas wishes table, fumbling to articulate his deepest, most secret longing to a woman dressed as a beloved yuletide figure, he certainly hadn’t expected that the night would end with Penny Atkins’s hand firmly and possessively clasped in his, leading him away from the pulsing, joyous heart of the party. She navigated the dense throng of people with a determined grace, a sly, secret smile playing on her lips that was just for him. They passed friends who offered curious, questioning looks and raised eyebrows, but Penny just gave a small, enigmatic wave and kept moving, pulling him along in her irresistible wake. She led him down a short, dimly lit hallway he rarely used, one lined with unmarked doors to storage closets and administrative offices. The thumping bass of the Christmas music grew more muffled and distant with each step they took, replaced by the sound of their own footsteps and the frantic beat of his heart.

She tried one door, found it locked, then a second. The third one opened with a quiet click into the profound darkness of a single-stall, unisex bathroom. She pulled him inside, and the heavy door clicked shut behind them, plunging them into near-total silence and an intimacy that was instantly overwhelming. The distinct, metallic sound of the lock turning echoed loudly in the small, enclosed space, a sound of finality and of exquisite promise.

Instantly, before his eyes could even adjust to the dim light filtering under the door, she was pressing him up against the cool, painted wood of the locked door, her body flush against his, a perfect, electrifying fit. Her high heels, which added a good four inches to her height, made Penny nearly the same height as Ernest, allowing her to meet his gaze directly, without tilting her head. The air in the small room was cool and smelled faintly of industrial cleaner and sharp citrus, a sterile, antiseptic scent that was a jarring but thrilling contrast to the palpable heat blooming between their bodies.

“This,” she murmured, her voice thick and heavy with intent, her green eyes locked on his, dark and serious now, “is my definition.”

And then she kissed him. This kiss was nothing like the first one out in the noisy brewery. There was no hesitation, no gentle questioning. This was a kiss of pure, undiluted, elemental want. It was deep and intense, her lips claiming his with a possessive, devouring hunger that sent a shockwave of pure lust straight to his groin. She slipped her tongue between his lips, a bold, sweeping exploration that he met with a desperate urgency of his own. He groaned into her mouth, a low, guttural sound of complete surrender that seemed to come from the very depths of his being. His inhibitions, so carefully and painstakingly constructed over months of silent, aching pining, crumbled to dust in an instant.

His big hands, no longer hesitant or tentative, roamed freely over the plush, sensuous velvet of her dress. They traced the elegant curve of her back, memorized the subtle dip of her waist, before settling decisively on the full, firm curve of her ass. He squeezed, pulling her even tighter against him, his body moving on pure instinct as he ground his hips forward. He could feel the solid, insistent ridge of his erection pressing against her stomach through the layers of their clothing, a desperate, needy, and undeniable proclamation of just how much he wanted her.

“Are you sure we should do this here?” he managed to ask, his voice rough and breathless when they finally, reluctantly, broke apart for air. A small, rational part of his brain was screaming at him about the sheer, unadulterated insanity of it all, they were at a company Christmas party, for God’s sake. Anyone could knock on the door at any second. But the rest of him, the vast, overwhelming majority of his being, simply didn’t care.

His heart was pounding a frantic, dangerously loud beat in his ears, a drum solo of pure adrenaline and raw, unbridled lust. Penny bit her bottom lip, her eyes alight with a dangerous, exhilarating gleam that he found utterly intoxicating. The thrill of the risk was a visible charge in her, a potent, irresistible aphrodisiac.

“This place has a million bathrooms,” she said, her voice low and reassuring, though it trembled slightly with her own barely contained excitement. “The line is probably a mile long for the main ones by now. I’m sure it’s fine.”

Ernest’s nerves, frayed and buzzing like live wires just moments ago, were somehow quelled by Penny’s intoxicating, infectious confidence. She was the one in control here, the one driving this crazy, wonderful train, and he was more than happy, more than willing, to let her be. He looked at her, really looked at her, at the high flush coloring her cheeks, the beautiful, kiss-bruised disarray of her lipstick, the unadulterated, raw desire shining in her eyes, and knew with a bone-deep certainty that he would follow her anywhere.

In one quick, decisive motion, fueled by a sudden surge of a year’s worth of pent-up longing, he bent his knees, hooked a strong arm under her thighs, and lifted her off the ground. She let out a surprised, delighted squeak, her arms automatically wrapping around his neck for balance, her legs instinctively encircling his waist. He carried her the few short steps across the room to the wide, granite vanity that ran along the opposite wall, sitting her gently on top of the cool, smooth stone. The sudden change in height put her above him, her knees now bracketing his hips, her dress riding up her thighs. The position was intensely intimate, undeniably powerful.

“Do you have any idea how long I’ve been waiting for this?” Penny said, her voice breathy and raw with emotion. She’d fantasized about this exact scenario, about him, more times than she could count. About his quiet strength, his controlled intensity finally being unleashed, directed solely at her.

Ernest didn’t answer with words. He was too busy kissing the soft, sensitive skin of the side of her neck, his mouth hot and open against her. He worked his way slowly, deliberately, from the exquisitely sensitive spot just below her earlobe, down the long, elegant column of her throat, his scruff rasping deliciously against her skin, sending shivers cascading down her spine. He couldn’t believe this was real. He simply could not believe that his feelings were not only reciprocated but that this vibrant, beautiful, incredible woman wanted him with the same desperate, all-consuming intensity that he felt for her. He wished, with a sudden, sharp pang of regret, that he had said something sooner, wished he hadn’t wasted so many months living in the gray shadows of silent admiration. He pushed his hips forward again, nestling the hard ridge of his erection into the soft, warm junction of her thighs, and felt her instinctively squeeze her legs around him, a silent, eager encouragement.

He pulled back, his eyes dark and heavy-lidded with desire. With a reverence that made her breath catch in her throat, he pushed her legs open and slowly, deliberately, dropped to his knees before her on the cold, unforgiving tile floor. The gesture was one of pure worship, an act of supplication, and it sent a tremor of pure, unadulterated pleasure through Penny’s entire body.

As if in a trance, she grabbed the hem of her velvet dress with both hands and pulled it up, bunching the expensive, luxurious fabric around her waist, completely unconcerned with anything but the man kneeling in adoration before her.

“You know,” she breathed, fighting to keep her voice even as she watched him watch her, a dizzying, intoxicating feedback loop of desire, “you look really, really good in a suit.”

In response, Ernest reached forward and hooked his thumbs into the delicate waistband of Penny’s barely-there thong. It was just a tiny scrap of black lace that did little to hide anything. He tugged it down her thighs, over her calves, and let it fall in a careless puddle on the floor by his knees. His gaze drank her in, a parched man finding an oasis. She was soft and mostly shaved, except for a perfect, neat patch of light brown hair at the top of her mound. Her cunt was flushed a deep, rosy pink, her inner lips plump and dewy with her arousal. She was beautiful. Perfect. More perfect than he had ever imagined.

Penny’s thighs were shaking with a potent mixture of keen anticipation and raw, thrilling vulnerability as Ernest began to kiss them. His mouth left a trail of fire on her inner skin, each touch a brand. His hands came up to hold her legs apart, his large palms warm and steady against the trembling muscles, grounding her. He kissed his way methodically upward, inch by agonizing, delicious inch, until his face was buried in the soft triangle of her hair. He breathed her in deeply, inhaling a scent that was purely, intoxicatingly her, musky, sweet, and utterly arresting.

When he finally dove in, pressing his hot, wet mouth to the very center of her, the contact was so sudden and so overwhelmingly intense that it made Penny let out a cry so loud she had to instinctively clasp a hand over her lips to muffle it. He tongued her slit first, a long, slow, deliberate lap from bottom to top, learning her taste, mapping her arousing geography. He breathed her in again, his hot breath ghosting over her wet, exquisitely sensitive skin, before finally moving his keen attention up to her clit, which was already a hard, aching, expectant pearl.

Behind her hand, which was pressed so hard against her mouth that her knuckles had turned white, Penny let out a loud, primal, animalistic groan. Ernest began to draw slow, lazy, deliberate circles around her clit with the tip of his tongue, the pressure firm and knowing and absolutely perfect. He seemed to know, with an almost psychic intuition, exactly what she needed without her having to say a single word.

“Fuck… Ernest,” she panted in between sharp, ragged gasps, her hips starting to buck weakly, involuntarily, against his mouth. “Oh god… that feels so, so good.” Her words trailed off into a strangled, helpless moan as he slipped two long fingers in between the slick, swollen lips of her pussy. He slid them inside her effortlessly, moving them back and forth in a steady, rhythmic cadence while his tongue continued its relentless, merciless assault on her clit.

The added sensation of him filling her, stretching her from the inside, only escalated Penny’s pleasure, pushing her relentlessly toward a fever pitch. Her world narrowed to a pinpoint, reduced to nothing but the feeling of his mouth and his fingers, a dual, overwhelming assault on her senses that was sending her spinning into a vortex of pure sensation. She felt more on the verge, more completely and totally consumed by pleasure than she had ever been in her entire life.

The orgasm, when it finally hit, was a tidal wave. It started deep in her belly, a tight, painful coil of tension that finally snapped, sending a searing wave of white-hot, blinding pleasure crashing through her entire body. She screamed against her hand, the sound muffled but still guttural, and was distantly grateful for the loud, thumping bass of “Jingle Bell Rock” that was vibrating through the walls from outside the bathroom. Her entire body trembled violently, taken over by the powerful, surging orgasm that made her back arch off the counter and her toes curl painfully inside her heels.

Ernest’s eyes, dark and filled with a fierce, unwavering concentration, wandered up from his work to watch Penny’s face as she came apart for him. Her beautiful features were twisted and contorted in a mask of pure, uninhibited ecstasy, her brows furrowed in concentration, her eyes squeezed tightly shut. She had never, in his opinion, looked sexier. He continued to lick and finger her through the powerful, rolling contractions of her climax, milking every last drop of pleasure from her peak until her violent shudders finally began to subside into soft, lingering tremors.

“Holy shit,” was all Penny could manage to say when Ernest finally withdrew his hand and mouth, leaving her tingling and slick and feeling utterly boneless on the cold granite vanity. Her legs felt like jelly, and she could barely hold herself up. “That felt…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. There were no words in the English language adequate to describe what had just happened to her.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Ernest said, his voice a low, rough, satisfied rumble. He rose to his feet and leaned in to give her a deep, possessive kiss. Penny could taste herself on him, a salty, musky flavor that was shockingly intimate and incredibly, powerfully arousing. The taste of her own climax on his tongue sent a fresh, sharp wave of heat coiling low in her belly.

Not wasting a single second, she reached for him. Quickly, her fingers, still trembling slightly from the force of her orgasm, fumbled with the button and zipper of his tailored suit trousers. She pushed the expensive fabric down his hips and noticed immediately that he was already straining painfully against the thin confines of his boxer briefs, impressively, beautifully hard. She pulled out his cock, freeing him into the cool air of the bathroom. It was thick and long, with a proud, flared head that was already glistening with a generous drop of pre-cum. She took him in her hands, her palms feeling small against his impressive length, and began to stroke him, her two hands working in a smooth, practiced tandem.

They kissed deeply as she twisted his heavy shaft gently, massaging him with her soft palms, her gaze dropping to watch her own hands on his cock. He was beautiful, all glorious, hard, powerful male. The sight of it, the feel of him hot and rigid and alive in her grip, was almost as overwhelming as the earth-shattering orgasm she had just experienced.

Penny shuddered as she heard Ernest’s low, rumbling growls vibrate from the back of his throat, the sound a physical, tangible thing against her lips.

“I want you,” he said quietly, pulling away from the kiss just enough to press his forehead against hers. His eyes were closed, his breathing labored and ragged. “Penny, I need to be inside you. Now.”

Penny swallowed, her own body humming in fervent agreement. Outside, a familiar, cheerful chorus of jingle bells had suddenly erupted throughout the brewery, the sound somehow both profoundly profane and absolutely perfect in this stolen, sacred moment. She looked deep into his eyes, saw the raw, desperate need there mirroring her own, and nodded, her throat too tight to speak.

“I want you too,” she finally whispered.

Ernest adjusted his position, standing squarely between her open, waiting legs. He lined the thick, slick head of his cock up with the entrance to her pussy and dragged it slowly across her wet folds a few times, a deliberate, torturous tease from her still-throbbing clit down to her perineum. She was soaking wet, utterly drenched for him, and he loved the soft, squelching sound her pussy made as he played with her.

“It’s not very Christmassy to tease,” said Penny playfully, her voice coming out husky and strained. She bit her lower lip as she looked up at him through her lashes, a siren perched on a granite countertop in a brewery bathroom.

A slow, wolfish smile crept up Ernest’s face, a smile she’d never seen from him before and one she knew, with absolute certainty, she would never forget. “Isn’t it?”

Then, slowly, deliberately, he pushed his cock inside of her.

Penny’s entire face disintegrated into an expression of sheer, unadulterated bliss. The feeling of him entering her, stretching her open, was monumental. He was so incredibly thick, so much bigger than she had dared to imagine. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way that was poised on the exquisite knife’s edge between intense pleasure and the sweetest pain. Her eyebrows bunched together, and her mouth fell open, emitting no sound except for a few ragged, helpless, hitching breaths. Her fingers dug into the cold granite countertop on either side of her, her knuckles turning stark white.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” said Ernest, his own voice breathless and strained with the effort of his control. He’d only pushed in halfway, wanting to savor the excruciatingly perfect moment, wanting to feel every single inch of her clenching around him like a velvet fist. “And so fucking wet.”

Penny couldn’t reply. She couldn’t form the words to tell him that it was all thanks to him, that he had just given her the best, most earth-shattering, soul-altering orgasm of her entire life just minutes before. She was speechless, unable to catch her breath, hopelessly caught in the overwhelming, mind-bending sensation of being filled so perfectly by him.

Ernest finally bucked his hips with a powerful surge, plunging the rest of the way into her wet, welcoming hole. The glorious, deep, profound connection made them both groan in ragged unison. He loved this angle. He loved being able to look down and watch his thick, straining cock disappear entirely inside of her, the dark, coarse hair at his base pressing against her lighter, neater patch. He pulled out slowly, almost all the way to the tip, before thrusting back in again and again, establishing a deep, hypnotic rhythm.

She was so incredibly drenched for him, it was a miracle. Every time he pulled out from her, his cock was coated in a glistening, silvery wetness. Sometimes thin, glistening strings of her slickness would stretch between them for a half-second before snapping. The sight was primal, depraved, and it drove him absolutely mad with lust.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

A sharp, impatient rap on the bathroom door, followed by a muffled, irritable voice from the hallway. “Hello? Is someone in there?”

The unwelcome sound shattered the fragile, incandescent bubble of their private world. Ernest froze instantly, mid-thrust, his entire body going rigid inside her. Both of them whipped their heads around to look at the door, their eyes wide with a shared cocktail of raw panic and illicit, electric thrill.

“Shit!” Penny hissed under her breath, but then an uncontrollable bubble of laughter escaped her. She broke into a fit of quiet, breathless, excited giggles, her shoulders shaking with suppressed mirth. The sheer, utter absurdity of the situation, the undeniable risk of it all, suddenly struck her as hilarious. Ernest looked down at her, a disbelieving, incredulous smile spreading across his own face as he shook his head slowly.

“Alright,” he whispered, his voice low and urgent, his hips starting to move again, this time with a new, frantic purpose. “We’ve got to hurry.”

“Hey, that’s all you,” Penny grinned up at him, her eyes sparkling with pure, unadulterated mischief.

Ernest’s eyebrow shot up toward his hairline. A low, appreciative chuckle rumbled deep in his chest. “Oh, I see.” He reached out, his hands gripping the cold, hard edge of the sink on either side of her to give himself better leverage and more power. And then he started to slam into Penny’s pussy.

There was no more slowness, no more teasing, no more savoring. This was raw, frantic, desperate fucking. Penny hadn’t been expecting it to feel so incredible, so overwhelming. His big, hard cock stretched her out completely as it pummeled against her G-spot at an increasing, punishing, glorious pace. The sounds were louder now, more reckless, the wet, slapping smack of their bodies connecting, her sharp, rhythmic gasps, his low, animalistic grunts, the slight, protesting groan of the vanity under their combined weight and furious movement. Penny could barely keep herself upright, clinging to his broad, powerful shoulders as Ernest fucked her with a wild, desperate energy he hadn’t known he possessed. He was holding absolutely nothing back, and she was shocked, utterly floored, when she felt another orgasm begin to build with breathtaking, impossible speed. It was too much, too soon, too wonderfully, beautifully intense.

Her muscles deep inside her tightened around his cock like a vise, and just as she hit the crest of the climax, a blinding, splintering, white-hot wave of pure pleasure, she felt Ernest’s cock start to throb powerfully, uncontrollably, deep inside her.

“Yes, Penny,” he groaned, his voice a raw, ragged thing torn from the very back of his throat as he came undone. “Fuck.”

She felt the warm, copious gush of his cum flooding her womb right as she was coming down from her own dizzying peak, the twin climaxes colliding in a chaotic, messy, perfect explosion of pure sensation. He let out a deep, shuddering exhale as the last drop of his seed flooded her pussy. He stayed deep inside of her for only a second more, his whole body trembling with the powerful aftershocks of his release, before his cock began to soften.

Withdrawing from her slick, throbbing cunt, he quickly and quietly adjusted his clothes, his hands shaking slightly. He thought briefly, with a renewed flash of panic, about the line of people that might be waiting impatiently outside the bathroom door, and he wondered what they’d say or think when he finally emerged from the bathroom with Penny, flushed and disheveled and undeniably satisfied, in tow.

Penny sat up, her legs still feeling unsteady and weak. She glanced at their shared reflection in the large, mercilessly clear mirror above the sink. Her hair was a wild mess, her lipstick was long gone, and her face was flushed with a vibrant, unmistakable post-coital glow. She looked thoroughly, comprehensively fucked and utterly, incandescently happy. She ran a hand through her hair, trying to tame the wildest strands, then hopped off the vanity and retrieved her discarded thong, pulling the damp lace up with a small grimace.

“Your panties are going to be wet for the rest of the Christmas party,” said Ernest, his voice filled with a delicious mixture of apology and unabashed pride.

Penny just smiled as she smoothed down the wrinkled velvet of her dress. She hopped off the sink, her heels clicking softly on the tile floor as her feet found solid ground.

“As if we’re going to stay here much longer.”

He looked at her, confused for a moment. Penny closed the small distance between them, wrapped her arms around his neck, and gave him a soft, lingering kiss, a sweet promise. With her face only an inch from his, her green eyes full of a future he had, until an hour ago, thought was impossible, she said, “We’ve got to go on our date, right?”

A look of pure, unadulterated understanding and then boundless joy crossed Ernest’s face. The wish. The date. This wasn’t just a frantic, illicit, once-in-a-lifetime hookup in a bathroom. This was the beginning of something real.

“Christmas wishes really do come true,” he said, a genuine, heart-stoppingly handsome smile finally reaching his eyes, erasing all traces of his former anxiety. He took her hand, his large fingers lacing confidently through hers. He unlocked the door and led them out of their small, secret sanctuary and back into the party, where the music pulsed, the laughter swelled, and the thousands of string lights seemed to burn brighter and more beautifully than ever before.
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My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.
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Coleen F. Brennan


Also by Coleen F. Brennan

[image: Frost & Flame Holidays]

Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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