
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

[image: Image 2]

QUEENS UP

by

Andrea Dale

In this erotic lesbian short story that’s a fan favorite, Josephine’s father has lost the family ranch—and Josephine’s hand in marriage—in a poker game gone bad. 

Josephine plots to win everything back by disguising herself as a man to compete in a high-stakes poker game herself…and her secret lover, Margaret, intends to make sure no one suspects Josephine’s deception. Includes BONUS

story “Frozen.” 

QUEENS UP and FROZEN

Andrea Dale

[image: Image 3]

Electronic edition published 2012 by Soul’s Road Press Copyright © Andrea Dale. All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction, in whole or in part in any form, without written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embedded in critical articles and reviews. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

“Queens Up” originally appeared in LAMBDA Literary Award Winner Lesbian Cowboys: Erotic Adventures (Cleis Press, 2009) and republished in Best Lesbian Romance 2010 (Cleis Press, 2010). 

“Frozen” was originally appeared in Dyke the Halls (Cleis Press, 2003), and was reprinted in Lambda Literary Award finalist Best Lesbian Erotica 2005 (Cleis Press, 2005) and Best Lesbian Bondage Erotica (Cleis Press, 2007) Inquiries should be addressed to

Soul’s Road Press

info@soulsroadpress.com

http://www.soulsroadpress.com

Cover art © DNF-Style / Bigstockphoto.com. Logo by Design by Trapdoor. 

 Discover other titles by this author on Smashwords.com Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Cover

Queens Up

 Bonus Story: Frozen

About the Author and Links

Copyright Information

Start Reading

QUEENS UP

It was my daddy who taught me to play poker. 

He was a good father as fathers go, I suppose, especially considering my mother died when I was four and he had his hands full raising me. He was also a very good teacher, and I was hustling the ranch hands before some of them realized the ragged moppet who dogged their heels was not, in fact, of the male persuasion. 

(Took them a right long while, too, considering how I’d been so modest about peeing in front of ‘em.)

I tended towards wearing men’s clothes even as I grew older, because it was much easier roping cattle in breeches than a skirt, and skirts were just nuisances anyway, not to mention stockings and petticoats, and besides, there was no one around to properly lace me into a corset. 

Even my childhood playmate Margaret Compton didn’t know when we were children, which is why when we grew older things grew a mite complicated. 

Because I had a crush on her, you see. 

In the end, though, it worked out fine, because sweet Margaret Compton wasn’t about to go getting any crushes on men, either, and when she found out my secret, well, we then had a delicious secret to share, just between us two. If you understand my meaning. 

But I was talking about my daddy. 

For all he was a good man at heart, the problem was simple. There was one other thing that he was good at, and that was drinking. So as you might guess, for all his good teaching of the cards, my father wasn’t a very good poker player at all. 

Which is how he came to lose our family’s ranch to one Mister Samuel Owens. 

By the time this happened, I’d been running the ranch for years, not that anyone outside knew that. Wasn’t proper for a woman to be making such decisions—

what did a pretty thing know about cattle and budgets and weather patterns and ordering men around? So my daddy was the figurehead, the one who went to the bank and the auctions (on mornings after I’d hidden his bottles so his head would be clear). Me, I balanced the books and wrote up orders for supplies and, yes, bossed the men around, but by that time they knew I was capable and cared enough about the ranch to keep our secret safe. 

God took pity on me the next morning when Samuel came out the ranch to take a good, long appraising look at his new ownings (not that I knew the reason for his visit as yet): I wasn’t riding out on the back forty or forking hay off a wagon. 

Instead, I was inside catching up on some business correspondence for my daddy to sign when he woke up from last night’s binge, and Margaret had time to run in and let me know company was approaching. 

I’d have to play hostess while someone roused Daddy and stuck his head under the pump to shock some soberness into him. 

Margaret was more versed in the intricacies of women’s clothing than I, so she rushed about gathering skirts and boots with tiny buttons and whatever else I’d need to shoehorn myself into. 

At that point in our relationship, we had to keep things pretty quiet, so Margaret slept in the servants’ quarters and our trysts were rare, stolen moments. Her own daddy had died coming up on two years ago, and I’d promised him that we’d take care of Margaret as if she were one of my own. (And she was my own—she had my heart, and I hers.) By outside appearances, she was our maid and cook, and when the occasional hand took a fancy to courting her, she smiled and gently eased his attentions aside. 

My point being, when I looked up from shucking my shirt and trousers, I shouldn’t have been surprised by the look in her eyes. 

Hunger. Need. Lust. 

The same sensations flared through me, ignited a fire in my belly—and below. 

Aware of my own foolishness, I still couldn’t help but step towards her, take her face in my hands, kiss her. 

Every time I kissed her was heaven, but it had been far too long since we’d been able to be together, and so the sweet heat of her mouth was a desperate homecoming. I want to devour her, be devoured by her. Her tongue danced with mine and all I could think of was how her tongue felt in the hollow of my shoulder, on the hard peak of my breast, at the juncture between my thighs. 

I moaned, and she answered, and I wound my fingers into the honey-colored upsweep of her soft hair and kissed her as if I were making love to her. Because right now this was the only moment I had, and if I didn’t have time to strip her and lay her down beside me and love her properly, I could at least do this. 

But it couldn’t be that way, and it couldn’t go on forever. 

Her whimper as I pulled away almost drove me to my knees, because her desperation and desire mirrored my own. I was hot and wet and quivering on the edge, and all I’d done was kiss her. 

If her hands hadn’t been full of my dress and petticoats and stockings—if she’d stroked between my legs—I would have known the oblivion I craved. 

No time. I kissed her on the tip of her pert nose, whispered my love and apologies, and one reason I love her is that she understands the tightrope balance I must walk. 

It was excruciating to feel her hands on me and have them be putting clothes on me, not stripping them off of me. Every tug that tightened my corset lacings was like a step closer to the gallows. Oh, how I ached to be naked in her arms, breasts pressed to breasts, fingertips chasing over skin and raising gooseflesh and desire. 

Later. I promised us both that. 

*

My father was being fetched, and Samuel Owens awaited me in the parlor. 

“Why, Miss Josephine, you are quite a sight today,” Samuel said, rising with his hand in his hand to greet me. Oh, he might have said the right words, acted all solicitous and proper, but his eyes revealed his true thoughts. His gaze raked over me, greedy and lascivious, a disgusting parody of the way Margaret had

stared in awe at my figure just a few moments ago. 

Oily, I thought. Oily Owens, that’s what they called him behind his back and I could see why. 

“And a good day to you, Mr. Owens,” I said, my smile as sweet as I could manage, and him the no wiser for it. “What brings you out here this fine day?” 

His eyebrows shot up. “Your daddy didn’t tell you?” 

Now I felt like I’d been sitting under the water pump. Oh, Daddy, what have you done now? 

“I haven’t spoken to my father yet today,” I said. “He’s been…” 

I couldn’t say “indisposed,” because I guessed Samuel Owens had been witness to my daddy’s drinking the night before. 

“…occupied,” I finished. 

Samuel wasn’t a good enough actor to suppress a snort of derision, although he seemed to catch himself enough to bite back whatever it was his first instinct to say. 

“Well, now, I hope he’s not too occupied to see me,” he said. “We have some business to attend to, your father and I. You might want to fetch him, Miss Josephine, and hear what needs to be said, as it involves you.” 

At first I couldn’t imagine what business Samuel might have with my father (since I knew first-hand what-all business was to be had regarding the workings of the ranch), much less how it could involve me. 

But I’m not stupid, and the sick gnawing that had started in my chest that had nothing to do with the tightness of my corset. 

When Daddy wouldn’t meet my eye as we sat down at the kitchen table, I knew something was very, very wrong. Much worse than just another dreadful night at the card table. 

“Jo—Josephine,” Daddy said. “I had a run of bad luck with the cards last

night…” 

And I knew, with a head-spinning certainty, what he’d done. 

I would not—would not—faint like a simpering girl. No matter how hard it was to draw in a full breath in this damnable contraption. 

“Now, Miss Josephine,” Samuel broke in, “I’m not a hard-hearted man. I know we can come to an equitable agreement that keeps your family’s ranch intact.” 

I was certain his heart was as hard as another part of him, given the way he couldn’t keep his eyes off the swell of my breasts, but I held my tongue. 

It came as no real surprise that the ranch wasn’t really what Samuel had sought to win in that game. What my daddy had thoughtlessly tossed into the pot, believing his hand was the unbeatable one, was me. My hand—in marriage. 

Well, of course I gathered what dignity I could and politely told Mr. Samuel Owens that we appreciated his offer greatly, but that my hand was not available at this time, and wasn’t there some other way we could resolve this issue to our mutual satisfaction? 

The fact was simple: No, there was not. 

He said the words quietly, outwardly calm, but the way his face flushed and his hat shook in his hands made it clear he was reining in his anger. 

Seeing as we were all in the middle of calving season, he said, he’d give me two weeks to think over his offer. At the end of those two weeks, if my answer was the same as it was now, then we would have three days to remove ourselves and our belongings from the premises, or Samuel would see to it that the sheriff did so. 

Then he stood, jammed his hat back on his head, and walked out of the house, his footsteps slamming down on the floorboard of the porch as if he were marking the house as his with his boot heels. 

*

We did not have the money to buy the ranch back from Samuel. 

We did not have anywhere to go, any real means of income, without the ranch. 

Oh, we could go work on someone else’s ranch—if I had to scrub floors, I was perfectly capable of doing so—but my father’s health wouldn’t allow for riding the range or baling hay, and I couldn’t support him on a maid’s salary. 

There was whoring, of course, but if I was going to do that, I might as well marry Samuel and keep the ranch in the family. 

My father, bless him, never said a word about that, never spoke once about that arrangement being the only thing that could save us. I saw it in his eyes, when he thought I wasn’t looking. But he never said it aloud, and I loved him for that. 

We were four days from our deadline, with no miracle in sight, and Margaret had been quietly packing up my mother’s bone china when my father wasn’t around (I had already been through her jewelry, estimating how much I could get for it and how long we could live on that money), when a chance—just a fleeting chance—presented itself. 

One of the hands happened to mention the rumor of a poker game in Haldern City. A high-stakes game, with men coming from all over the territory to participate. 

The type of game Samuel Owens wouldn’t be able to pass up. 

My plan was plumb crazy—I don’t deny that for one second. Given what was at stake, through, crazy was all we had left. 

I took a loan out against the ranch. Samuel had the deed in his hands, but hadn’t told the bank that yet, and the banker was my mother’s cousin once removed. 

If I lost the game, I’d no doubt be seeing the next few years from the inside of a jail cell, but I had no choice. 

My breasts were thankfully small; bound properly, they wouldn’t be obvious. 

But Margaret still fretted, and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t share her worries. 

Passing myself off as a boy when I was ten years old was different than twenty, even with a hat low over my brow and a fake mustache that in daylight looked like the runt of the litter had chosen my lip to expire on. 

The only likely person to recognize me would be Samuel, who didn’t know me in anything but flounces and bows. 

The hardest part was my hair. Margaret wept as she sliced the scissors through it, as the long black locks littered the floor. I hadn’t thought I’d care, but the sight of my shorn head in the mirror was disturbing, unreal. 

How I’d explain it away after the game was something I just didn’t have time to concern myself with now. 

I was more worried that my father would want to go to Haldern City himself, but the loss of the ranch had broken his spirit. He had nothing left to gamble away. 

*

The thing with plans is sometimes you get so caught up in them that you don’t realize someone else is making plans, too. 

My sweet, cunning Margaret intended to make sure no one suspected my name wasn’t Joseph. 

I’d been lying for so long to keep the ranch running that it came easily to me. 

Still, one gentleman kept asking “Now, what parts did you say you were come from?” (I’d mentioned a city far enough away that none of them knew it well, but I still couldn’t slip up on any details) and another muttered “Awfully skinny looking fellow” to his acquaintance. 

I knew my face was too smooth. I knew my voice hovered on the high side of tenor. 

If I was found out, there was no telling what they’d do. All I knew is that I’d be in a world of hurt—if I made it out of there at all—and the ranch would be lost forever. 

To say I was tense during the first hand was an understatement, which is why, even with the decent cards I had, I bowed out early. I needed to focus, to concentrate, to gauge my opponents. My father had given me a few tips about Samuel (none of which I figured I could actually count on), but the rest of the men were unknown to me. Two more I knew from town, but not well enough to judge them now. 

I could do this. All I had to do was read my cards, read my opponents, not get greedy. Focus on Samuel, push him until he had no choice but to ante up more than he ever planned to. 

“Why, Joseph, there you are!” 

I knew that voice. But it couldn’t be…

Tarted up with rouge and paint, her curves cinched into a tiny corset, her breasts nearly spilling out over the low-cut ruffles, Margaret was near to unrecognizable to me. She’d dyed her hair a shocking red, and the beauty spot on her cheek looked as though she’d had it since she was a squalling babe. 

I stole a quick glance at Samuel, frantically trying to recall if he’d ever met her and, if he had, would he be likely to remember her face and know her. 

But he was as mesmerized as the rest of them. 

The rest of us, I should say, because I could barely keep my eyes off of her. She was beautiful in her gaudiness, no more beautiful than she always was to me, but in a different way now. 

Her fearlessness and ingenuity had a lot to do with that. 

The man who kept asking where I was from—Ed was his name—actually stood and touched his forehead. “Greetings, ma’am,” he said, with that touch of irony all men have when greeting saloon girls, “and who might you be?” 

Her laugh tinkled musically. “Why, I’m Joseph’s good luck charm, or so he says. 

He never plays a game without me.” She leaned forward, just a little, and the men all leaned forward, just a little, hoping for a glimpse of more secret flesh. 

“Now, if my presence is bothering you-all, I’d be happy to wait outside.” 

They swallowed, they twitched, they considered. It wasn’t as if we didn’t have other such girls in the room, freshening our drinks, singing a song or two. There was always the chance, though, that Margaret and I could have some sort of cheating scam set up. 

Samuel, of all people, spoke first. “I say let her stay,” he said. “She’ll no doubt distract poor Joseph here more than any of us, and that’s money in our pockets!” 

The others whooped and agreed. 

They whooped even louder when Margaret bent over me and angled for a kiss, which I was more than happy to oblige. 

She made my head spin and my skin shiver, and for a moment she was the entirety of my world. It was only the knowledge that I had to win back the ranch so that I could give her a home, a home with me, that pulled me back to the stink and sweat and clamor of the room. 

Because they expected me to, I slapped her bottom lightly and told her to get me whiskey. With a saucy grin, she asked if any of the other gentlemen needed a refilling of their refreshments, which caused the other girls to scowl when several of my opponents took Margaret up on her offer. 

Ed dealt the next hand. It was hell focusing on the cards and not on Margaret’s fine bottom. Thankfully I wasn’t the only one who was distracted. 

I felt a little bit more confident with this hand. I was getting to know the other players, and thanks to Margaret, I wasn’t as worried at being found out. 

Cards were examined. Odds were considered. Bets were made. 

Margaret came back and distributed drinks. I took a cautious sip of mine (it would be too obvious if I completely ignored it). Oh, smart girl! She’d watered it down. 

To solidify our relationship, and to the hoots and comments of the men, she settled down on my knee. 

She smelled sweet—some sort of lavender powder she dusted on—and I knew she tasted even sweeter. Too long since I’d tasted that honeyed sweetness. 

If I’d had male parts, I’d’ve been drilling through her petticoats right about now. 

My thighs were sweaty and itchy in my woolen trousers, but my pearl was slick and throbbing. I couldn’t resist letting my hand slide up the boning along Margaret’s waist to rest on the curve of her breast. Beneath the ruffles, I knew I could find her sensitive peak. There was so much temptation to lose myself in her…but we both had to deny ourselves pleasure, to struggle with arousal and

desire. 

No matter what the outcome of the game would be, I whispered her a promise: Tonight. Tonight would be ours. 

*

My daddy always said that playing poker was a right bit more interesting than the telling of it afterwards, so I won’t burden you with the details. I suspect you know if the game had gone badly, I wouldn’t be relating this tale. 

Suffice to say I got Samuel Owens where I wanted him: Out of money, out of sense, and full of desperate pride. He threw the deed to my family’s ranch into the pot with a comment about how the ranch wasn’t as important to him as the prize he’d still get to keep. Margaret froze on my lap, but I kept my mind on the cards. 

Even if I lost tonight, Samuel would never have me. It was as simple as that. 

My hand wasn’t the best at the table, I was sure of that. But my daddy had taught me well, and maybe being a woman made it easier for me to read the men sitting around me—or made it easier for me to keep them from reading me. A woman’s best weapon is her ability to keep a secret. 

I lay down my cards, and took back my destiny. 

*

Where Margaret had gotten the money to secure a room at the hotel, I’ll never know. I didn’t care. Giddy on success and relief, I could only follow her. 

The men who watched us go were jealous, and they had every reason to be. 

She snuck a flask of whiskey up to our room, and we drank it and giggled like schoolgirls. Still, though, my hands shook as I held the deed in my hands. 

“I should go home,” I said. “He’ll want to know what transpired.” 

Margaret rested a cool, long-fingered hand over mine, and I knew she understood. But I went on. 

“Likely as not, though, he’ll have drowned his worries in that last bottle he thinks I haven’t found.” I turned to Margaret, sitting on the bed beside me, and took her face in my hands. “We can be back tomorrow before he wakes up, and still have tonight.” 

Finally, I could kiss her again, in just the way I wanted to. Not rushed, not pretending. Just the two of us, and all the time in the world. 

I’d been needing her so badly and for so long, that the touch of her soft lips to mine was nearly enough to send me flying. Neither of us wanted tender or slow, though, for a moment later our teeth knocked together in our shared eagerness to kiss harder, closer, now. 

Margaret was always beautiful to me, whether wearing her oldest dress, sweat beading her brow as she pounded the laundry; wearing trousers to join me when I rode out to inspect the back forty; or naked and rumpled in my bed. Now, though, I have to admit a certain baseness in that I found her astonishingly alluring in the short skirt and all-but-baring corset. 

I couldn’t help but snake my hand beneath the ruffles, gasping with delight when I found I’d been right: her nipple truly hadn’t been restrained by the corset. 

Instead, it had hovered, barely covered by fabric, so close to my face all night long. 

Then it was her turn to gasp—and my turn to thrill all the way down through my belly—as I rolled that tender nubbin between my fingers. 

No more waiting. I pulled the fabric down, exposing the curves of her breasts above the tight line of the corset, and feasted on her rosy peaks, suckling and nipping until I swear the boning in her corset was the only thing keeping her upright. 

That is, until I nudged her to lay back on the bed. 

I worked my way beneath her skirts with the tenacity and skill of a prospector, and what I found was worth far more than gold to me. 

She was sleek and open to me, tasting of honey and rainwater and promises. My only regret was that I couldn’t see her face as I kissed her most intimate parts, as I slipped two fingers inside her. I could imagine, though, and I could hear her cry

out as she spasmed around me, my sweet Margaret. 

It was easy enough to get my shirt off, and she had me spinning in circles to release me from the wrapped cloth that bound my breasts. Men’s clothes being as simple as they were, we had the luxury of undressing me completely before she paused, just for a moment, to stare at me with all the desire and love a woman could. 

I’d so missed the feel of her mouth on me, kissing me everywhere, kisses and licks and nips until my body was on fire for her. Her own need sated for now, she felt she had more time to linger, and she laughed when I told her plainly that she would drive me mad before she was done. 

With no corset to hold me, I was boneless and quivering by the time she pressed a kiss against my hipbone, then brushed her hair against that same spot as she kissed me lower still. 

Then there was nothing else in the world but Margaret and me. 

My daddy had taught me to trust the cards and trust myself, not anything or anyone else. Still, when I’d bluffed my way through and laid down my winning hand that night, I’d felt a certain sense of destiny: Two pair, queens up. 

*

 Author’s Note: I confess this is one of my favorite stories to read aloud. I think I do a passable Western accent, and people seem to laugh in all the right places. 

 Unfortunately, it’s too long to do at most readings, so I always have to stop at

 “My sweet, cunning Margaret intended to make sure no one suspected my name wasn’t Joseph” and then tell people they’ll have to buy the book to read the rest. 

 I know, I’m terribly wicked…. I hope you enjoyed this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! 

*

FROZEN

Becca wanted to get a tree on December first. 

I tried to talk her out of it, but she was having none of that. Her father had a tree farm in the mountains, she said, and when she was a kid she’d always been the one to pick out their family tree. Now, he continued to give her one for free—

and she wanted to beat the rush and get the absolute best one possible. 

I, on the other hand, wasn’t even sure if I’d still be around on the twenty-fifth. I went with her, because I couldn’t resist that adorable uptilted nose and the dimple on her left cheek, but I made no promises otherwise. 

It had snowed on and off since early November, and the world was white and eerily silent except for the sound of our boots crunching through the frozen cover. Beneath the tall pines, all lined up stately and proud, the snow cover was thinner, and occasionally I scuffed up enough to see the brown needles and dirt beneath. 

“It’s not normal,” I said for what seemed like the hundredth time. “This white stuff falling from the sky at regular intervals. You should be able to visit winter, and then go home.” 

Becca laughed and kissed my cheek, her lips warm against the flesh that was reddened by the cold. “Oh, you California girl, you,” she said. “How can it be the holidays without snow?” 

It was a familiar argument, with no underlying malice or anger. We were just from very different places, and teased it other about it. 

A few moments later I realized we’d left the carefully planted rows of trees and had headed on a slight incline, through birches and firs and other trees I couldn’t quite identify, all more jumbled together. I pointed out our misdirection. 

“Oh, I know,” she said. “We never get our own tree from the farm proper. My dad owns acres and acres here, and it’s our tradition that we get our tree from

farther back.” 

I bit back a sigh, wistfully imagining a steaming cup of hot chocolate laced with crème de menthe. Shoving my hands in my pockets, I followed Becca deeper into the wintry woods. 

It wasn’t much of a problem following her, actually, because I could focus on her sweet ass, contained in a pair of tight jeans (with silk long underwear beneath, I happened to know, having been involved in making it difficult for her to keep them on earlier today). Right now, there wasn’t anything I wanted more to be in a nice warm bed with her, my hands cupping that tight bottom as I buried my head between her thighs and made her wail as she came. I loved the sweet taste of her slippery folds, like cinnamon, and how they turned so dark when she was aroused, fiery red like the rest of her. Afterwards I’d kiss away the orgasmic flush from her delicate breasts, only to be unable to resist taking one of her pert nipples in my mouth, and then we’d be starting all over again…

The trees thinned as we walked, and Becca paused to let me catch up, slipping her hand into mine. The intimacy of the action, despite the layers of knitted wool between our fingers, touched me. We’d been dating for seven months now, living together for two-and-a-half, and yet I was still surprised by the tenderness. I felt guilty, too—after Lindy’s death, I didn’t think I’d ever open up to anyone like that again. 

I hadn’t intended to move in with Becca, exactly, but the lease ran out on the apartment I was subletting and Becca had a spare room. Not that I ever slept in it, mind you—we set up the other room as a studio for me and an office for her. 

I’d fled California when Lindy died after four years of living and loving together. I immersed myself in grad school in Minneapolis, as different a place as I could find, and that’s where I’d met Becca. 

We’d started out talking about architecture, and tumbled into bed not long after that. When she was through stunning me with her energy and inventiveness and I’d caught my breath, we went right back to talking…and then right back into screwing again. 

I never stopped missing Lindy, but when I was tangled and sweaty with Becca, the pain lessened. She had that effect on me—perhaps because she was so unreserved, so delightfully free. 

I made Becca no promises, knowing she deserved more than I could give her. 

But when I tried to tell her that, Becca would shake her head, brushing her silken red hair across my face, and tell me that our time together was all that mattered. 

“We’re only given a certain amount of time on this earth,” she’d say. “Use every moment wisely, to the greatest extent that you can.” 

I was afraid Becca would fall in love with me, and I’d have to leave. But right now, I was trying to live in the moment. Even if it was a very chilly one. 

We came to a clearing, a circle of trees with the snow untouched in the center. 

“So beautiful,” Becca breathed. “So pure.” 

“It is pretty,” I agreed reluctantly. “Pristine. Like we’re the first people to come here.” 

She kissed me again, this time on the lips, her tongue caressing. Then she pulled back, and I saw a mischievous glint in her eyes. 

“Snow angels!” she shouted, her voice startling a cardinal into a flutter of crimson. She grabbed my hand again and dragged me into the center of the clearing. Flinging herself down on her back, she waved her arms and legs frantically. 

“Are you having a seizure?” I asked dubiously. 

She laughed as she sat up. Carefully she stood and took a big step away from where she’d been lying. I could see the outline of her form in the snow, and suddenly I understood what she’d meant. 

“You try it,” she said, dusting the snow from her legs. 

“I don’t know,” I said. “Looks cold. And wet. How come snow’s never wet in the movies? You see people walking with the snow falling around them, sticking to their heads and shoulders, but when they go inside, they’re dry, and there’re no puddles on the floor…” 

Becca laughed again and pushed me, not quite hard enough to make me fall down. Suddenly catching her playful mood, I nudged her back. She shoved me

again, and I started to lose my balance. I grabbed her as I tipped, and she landed atop me, face inches from mine. 

Now neither of us were laughing. Becca kissed me until my toes started to tingle (or maybe that was from the cold)? Her mouth was hot, her tongue a frenzy of motion. I was almost forgetting where we were when she jumped up and trotted over to stand beneath one of the trees, a twenty-foot pine with sporadic branches for the first six feet from the ground. She curled her mitten-clad fingers at me, beckoning. I struggled to my feet and followed. 

“I didn’t want you to get too wet there in the snow,” she said. “Turn around.” I did, and she brushed me off, her hands particularly clingy around my upper thighs. The kissing and rolling around hadn’t made just my toes tingly, I had to admit. The moist warmth growing in my cunt was a nice contrast to the clear, cold day. 

Becca finished her ministrations and turned me, walking me a step backwards until I was pressed against the tree. “Put your hands up,” she said, “and grab hold of that branch above your head.” I did, wondering what she had in mind. I felt like a sacrificial virgin. She slipped off her mittens and shoved them in her pocket, then unzipped my down vest. 

“Hey!” I protested, reaching down to stop her. She grabbed my hands and pulled them above my head. 

“Hold on to the branch,” she instructed. “Unless you want me to use that scarf to tie your wrists up there?” 

A dull ache spread out from my pussy. We’d talked about trying some light bondage, but hadn’t gotten around to it yet, although it intrigued us both. Now, though, wasn’t the time I wanted to try. Suddenly I just wanted to do what Becca told me to do. 

“Okay, I promise to be good,” I whispered. “I’m at your mercy.” 

Her grin was appreciative and wicked, all at the same time. I knew I was in for it, and boy was I looking forward to it. 

“You’re crazy, you know that?” I said as she parted my vest and slid her hands beneath my sweater. “What if someone sees us?” 

“Nobody ever comes up here,” she said. Her hands moved higher, finding my nipples, already budded hard beneath my own silk turtleneck. My body throbbed. “It’s private land.” 

I didn’t make another protest, but she added, “I’m just trying to help you live in the moment.” 

To be honest, I couldn’t think much past the maddening feel of her fingers massaging my breasts through the slippery soft silk. She pushed my sweater up and suckled one of my nipples through the silk. When she pulled away, my nips contracted harder, reacting to the cold air and the moisture. 

I needed to feel her lips on my flesh, with no fabric barrier between. 

Becca knelt before me and tugged the undershirt out of my waistband. My stomach contracted against the rush of air. She nuzzled her cold nose into my belly, and I yelped softly. She laughed, her breath warm against my skin. 

Goosebumps skittered across my flesh, but I didn’t want her to stop. 

When she stood to reach my nipples, I saw a flash of white in her hand, and before I could register what it was, she pressed the snow to my breast. 

I howled in surprise and nearly let go of the branch. My nipple was so hard it hurt, but a moment later her mouth was on it, hot and sucking hard, and my knees would have buckled if I hadn’t been holding on. She repeated the process on my other breast, and again on the first, back and forth, back and forth, until heat and cold became a single burning sensation. I was so close to coming, just from the breast play. My cunt was shivering with tiny spasms that weren’t quite orgasms, and the moans coming from my mouth were noises I didn’t think I’d ever made before. 

“Please…” 

Becca pulled my jeans and underwear down below my knees, as far as they’d go before getting caught by the tops of my boots. Frigid air blew across my thighs, but my cunt was still scalding. 

“Close your eyes.” Becca’s voice was thick with lust. 

I did what she told me to do. I felt her hand stray between my legs, and using the

branch for support, I bent my knees to give her access, since I could spreadn’t my entangled feet. 

She found that I was wet to my inner thighs. Her caress was too light for me to come, but it held the promise of enduring pleasure. Becca’s petiteness extended to her hands, and sometimes, if I was wet enough, she could reach completely inside of me. 

I was wet enough now—I was sure of it. But she toyed with my folds, which I imagined were steaming as they came into contact with the winter air. 

“Open your mouth.” 

I expected Becca to bring her hand to my mouth, to slide in her fingers that would be sweet and pungent and slick with my juices. 

Instead something hard passed my lips. Hard and cold and long and thick and shaped like…

My eyes flew open. Becca’s green eyes had gone nearly black with excitement, but she managed a tremor of a smile as she slid the icicle back out of my mouth. 

Her other hand was still between my legs, driving most coherent thought from my head. 

Still, I knew what she was going to do with that natural, frozen dildo. 

My mittened hands clung to the branch above me as she drove it inside of me. It wasn’t cold, but burning hot, and oh, so slick, like the glass dildo I’d once owned. I screamed as I clenched and came, bucking my hips as the world whirled in a kaleidoscope of cardinal red and snow white. 

I melted. 

I slid down the trunk, not caring if my down vest tore against the rough bark. 

Becca dropped to her knees next to me, helped me raise my hips so she could slide my jeans back up so I wasn’t sitting bare-assed in the snow. 

“You’re so freakin’ hot,” she said, her voice hoarse, “that you completely melted the icicle. Damn.” 

I couldn’t answer. Couldn’t speak. My body started to shake from the sobs I couldn’t keep down. I wasn’t making any noise, but the tears were on my cheeks, and Becca began kissing them off. 

“What’s wrong, love?” she asked, her voice now tinged with concern. 

I managed to form words. “I let go of the branch.” 

I know she didn’t mean to laugh. For what it’s worth, I did know she wasn’t laughing at me, and I took no offense. Instead I buried my face into her shoulder, glad she wasn’t angry. 

“Sweetness, what matters is that you trusted me for that long,” she said, rocking me back and forth. “You held on a lot longer than I expected. And there was never, ever any penalty for letting go.” 

*

Christmas Eve. I sat on the floor, my back against the sofa, my head tilted back to watch the psychedelic play of blinking colored lights against the ceiling. 

Yes, I was still with Becca, about to celebrate with her one of the biggest, most emotional holidays of the year. Fact was, something had snapped in me, that day in the woods. Or, more rightly put, something had thawed. 

I still missed Lindy, and loved her dearly. But she was gone. I had to move on. 

Becca had showed me how to trust again. 

Before we’d left the clearing that day, Becca had pulled a long, bright red nylon cord out of her pack and wrapped it around the trunk of the tree where we’d just made love. I asked her what she was doing. 

“This will tell my dad what tree we want,” she said. “He knows where this clearing is; we used to picnic here when I was a kid.” 

I stared at her, wondering if the lust had fried her brain, too. “But it’s twenty feet tall.” 

Becca led me to the center of the clearing, near the indentations where we’d lain, 

and put her arms around me. “Look up,” she said, and I did. “The top of the tree is perfect,” she said. 

And she was right: the top of the tree, especially about seven feet or so, was a flawless conical shape, like a storybook Christmas tree. 

“We never take the trees from down below,” she said. “We always pick a taller one, and then Dad uses the rest of it for firewood.” She grinned mischievously, wiggling her body against mine. “Besides, don’t you want that reminder sitting in our living room every day for the rest of the month? I think it’ll be…quite inspirational.” 

She’d been right about that, too. Let’s just say we’d been creating our own erotic Twelve Days of Christmas. 

Now Becca came into the living room, bearing a tray with milk and sugar cookies. She was wearing a Santa hat, with a button pinned to it that displayed a piece of greenery and the words “Mistletoe: Kiss Below”. 

So I did. For a good long time. 

*
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