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Everyone told Sam marrying an older woman was going to be tough. He hadn’t figured it would be because of what happened this Christmas. Sam’s life was at an awkward stage. With his stepson now off at college, his wife had rejoined the workforce. It is not that he cared if his wife was working, but the fact was in a short time back in the workforce, she was doing better than he ever had. Even that didn’t bother him. What really bothered him was when his wife was called off on work related travel for Christmas. That seemed funny right from the start.

Her out of town left Sam with the task of dealing with her son, Chris. It’s not that Sam and his stepson don’t get along, it’s just that spending the holidays with the stepson of a woman fifteen years older than you meant, you were closer to his age than hers. They should have gotten along better. They did, but not in a father-son relationship way. Probably because they were so close in age. Now without his mother around for the holidays, his homecoming felt a touch awkward.

Things weren’t getting less awkward when Chris arrived back from college a changed man. Chris has experienced a gender role awakening in college and Sam had no idea it happened. Suddenly being home alone with Chris never felt so uncomfortable.

Things sure weren’t made better due to the fact Chris now looked just like a younger version of Sam’s wife. It’s a version Sam never got a chance to know because they didn’t hook up until long after those teenage years. Not that he’d be attracted to Chris. Nah, he wasn’t that kind of a man, right? But what if his wife was cheating on him, and Chris was interested in comforting him through it?

This holiday season Sam just might get an unexpected trim for his tree to help make his holiday season jolly and gay.


Chapter 1

“It doesn’t seem fair,” lamented Sam.

“We both knew the dangers going in,” his wife, Pat, replied.

She was correct. He knew there would be dangers from his wife returning to the workforce. When his stepson Chris went away to college, Pat had decided to go back to work. She had spent eighteen years raising her son and she wanted a new challenge. After all, she was only forty, and a little extra jingle in their pockets sounded nice to Sam at the time. He couldn’t have ordered her to stay home anyway so thinking about the money felt practical. Plus, she deserved a career too, so he acquiesced to her wishes for a career willingly.

The problem was she had turned out to have been too darn employable. She landed a great job easy as pie, been promoted once already, and was now moving and shaking with the bigwigs. She was more important at her firm than Sam would ever be at his. With all her extra responsibility at her new job came the potential for risk. The risk was now baring its ugly head at a bad time.

It wasn’t becoming second fiddle on the salary chart that bothered him. It was this risk. The risk came in the form of travel. After five years together, it felt funny to now be apart all the time. Now Sam had too much free time alone and not much to do with it.

Sam said, “I don't mind them asking you to travel all the time, but to be asked to fly to Cleveland over the holidays is too much for them to ask of you.”

“Actually, it’s an honor. Plus, everyone else has kids. I’m the only available senior management to have the time to go,” she explained.

“You have a kid too.”

“A nineteen-year-old doesn’t count, Love.”

“I guess that I could go with you.”

“To Cleveland in the winter?”

“Well, it isn’t all bad there. They got … ah …”

“Look, Chris is arriving home tomorrow so you can’t come even if you wanted to, which we both know you don’t.”

Sam said, “You said it yourself, your stepson, Chris, hardly counts. He’s nineteen now. He’s an adult. He doesn’t need me looking after him.”

“I was hoping he’d look after you.”

“Very funny.”

“Besides, someone needs to pick him up at the airport,” Pat replied.

“He can call an Uber.”

“Sam!”

“Why is it that he is your son when you need me to fork over money for his college tuition, and my stepson when he needs an inconvenient task like picking up at the airport?” asked Sam.

“It is hardly an inconvenient task to me.”

“But he will be home for Christmas, and you won’t be here. You haven’t seen him since the summer. Perhaps you should cancel your trip,” pointed out Sam.

“And he’ll spend his whole time at home with his friends. He’s nineteen, Sam, he doesn’t need me like he used to. Besides, a boy that age needs his father. Since his biological father is now a crack whore in New Orleans for all we know, you’ll have to do. Take him to a ball game, go ice fishing, you know, do some guy stuff this Christmas. It will be a blast.”

“I don’t know. lt always feels funny without you there. It feels like . . .”

“Two kids playing mischief together?”

“Well, yeah.”

“Because you’re twenty-five and he's nineteen.”

“Exactly.”

“The perils of marrying an older woman, Sam.” She kissed Sam on the cheek. She added, “I’m late. I got another unpleasant task for you. Take me to the airport.”

It was going to be funny with just Chris and him home for the holidays. Not that they didn’t hit it off. It was just that Pat was their main connection. Without his mom here, it would be more like two guys hanging out, than a family reunion. It just didn’t feel like the Christmas season enough for Sam’s tastes.

He could see the thrill of the job in his wife’s eyes, though. Christmas meant nothing to her compared to getting ahead at work. Sam guessed it made sense. Christmas was really just for the young kids, right? He should just get over it and feel happy for Pat.

Sam grabbed his keys. He said, “Let’s go.”


Chapter 2

Sam’s phone buzzed. He dug in his pocket for it. He had a text message from his wife. He read it, don’t forget to pick up Chris.

He slapped his forehead. He’d been sitting in traffic for three hours already. That was a part of the fun of driving to the airport during this time of year. Here he was killing his whole day picking up her son, and she thought he was so pudding brained that he had forgotten to do it. He had half a mind to turn around and go home.

Of course, marriages worked because men learned to eat the nagging from their wives. He shoved his phone in his pocket. Forget about it, he thought. Plus, he was almost at the terminal so giving up now would be a Pyrrhic victory. Particularly, since he’d end up paying for Chris’s Uber ride anyway if he did turn around. Sam turned into the arrival pick up lane. The curb parking was wall to wall cars. He waited for an Uber driver and pulled in. The cops were here in force eyeing cars with eager eyes. You were only allowed to pick up at the curb. No parking was allowed. That meant he could linger at the curb only so long. Come on, Chris, don’t be late. Sam didn’t need a ticket this holiday season.

As he waited, Sam texted his wife back. He text, Chris who? Let her worry a little that he had forgotten. That was the price she would have to pay for leaving him for a business meeting in Cleveland.

The passenger door opened. A strawberry blonde with long braided pigtails climbed in. She was young, stacked, and wearing a V-cut shirt that allowed you to appreciate how stacked she was. She was wearing a backpack which she plunked down over Sam’s seat. Then she said to Sam, “It’s mobbed here, let’s split.”

She was just about the most attractive thing Sam ever had in his front seat. He wished he had her in the backseat. Of course, he was a happily married man so that would never be. He was a faithful dog too. His friends had joked at his wedding about his marriage saying it wouldn’t last. Five years later, they were still wrong.

The attractive blonde crossed her legs. She was showing a lot of leg. Sure, Sam was a faithful dog, but even a dog will grind a stranger’s leg if given a chance. Luckily, the traffic cop would never allow a chance here, so Sam shook off the temptation. Sam cleared his throat. He said, “I’m not your Lift driver. I’m only here to pick up my stepson. Clearly, you’re not him.”

“Quit your fooling around, Sam. Let’s go, go, go.”

Sam was a touch confused. She knew his name. Maybe she was one of Chris’s high school friends. He forgot that Chris was old enough to have female friends that were attractive in a legal way. He’d been so interested in this young woman’s cleavage and legs that he hadn’t yet properly looked at her face. Not that he blamed himself. Still, he was strictly a looker these days. Him and Pat were a happy couple; completely happy no matter how far the distance between them was. Although, they were not as sexually active these days as they were when they first met. It would be nice to be that active again, just like the good old days. Sam shook off the thought. Happily married, Sam, don’t forget that fact!

He examined the young woman’s face. Nope, he didn’t know her from Adam. Still, there was something about her. She looked like, and this seemed crazy, a younger version of Pat. Only her fashion was modern, and her figure was so well toned. How dare this young nubile-beautiful temptress just wander into his car while he was at his most vulnerable state, alone for the holidays!

Sam asked, “Are you ... Chris’s cousin or something? You see, he didn’t tell me he was bringing someone else home.”

She waved a hand in front of Sam’s face. She said, “Cousin? Hello, I’m Chris. Your stepson, Chris. You’re acting like you’ve never seen me before. Hurry up, Sam, I see a cop starting to eye the car so let’s go.”

“Chris? But you’re so much … ah … bigger than before. In the chest area and the long hair … I thought you were an attractive young girl.”

Chris batted her eyes at Sam. She replied, “You think I’m attractive.”

“No! I mean … no.”

Sam drove off from the curb in a ripe state of confusion. She said she was Chris. But Chris is a boy! Okay, Chris was a boy the last time Sam saw him. It had only been a few months. What the hell happened! How did Pat’s boy become this seductive girl?

Sam slammed on the breaks. He was so preoccupied with Chris’s new look that he nearly ran a red light. He heard giggling from the passenger seat. He quickly studied this new Chris again. She must be Chris. Who else could pull off looking so much like Pat? Well, like Pat used to look. Of course, Sam didn’t know Pat in those days. She married right out of high school and had Chris while in college. She was divorced and finishing her MBA degree when she bumped into Sam at a chance meeting. You know how those chance meetings go; Oh, aren’t you so-and-so’s friend. Yeah, I remember you. That was now all years ago. In all that time Sam never strayed once. Not that Sam’s eyes didn’t wander occasionally. He was a man after all. It was just that Sam did nothing more than wander his eyes. It just occurred to him how much his eyes had wandered all over Chris. Suddenly Sam felt weird. He had popped a bit of a boner and hoped Chris didn’t notice.

Sam asked, “What’s with the giggles?”

“You, you’re acting so funny,” replied Chris.

“Can you blame me? You look good … I mean different. But a good difference. Does your mom know?”

“She must suspect,” replied Chris.

“What makes you think that?” asked Sam.

“Remember the three thousand you sent me for a car?” asked Chris.

“Yes?”

Chris cupped his ample bosom. He said, “I bought these with it instead. I used the credit card so she must know, right? Are you mad?”

“Mad? No, they’re wonderful. I mean, it’s wonderful.”

“The lights are green.”

Sam looked up to see the light had changed. Not only the light had changed. Chris had changed. He was no longer Pat’s little man. He was Pat’s little girl. Only she was not so little. Sam started down the road.

It struck him in a flash, Pat knew. That dirty dog! Her business trip wasn’t just an innocent and inconvenient event. She’d left Sam to confront Chris! Nah, that couldn’t be true. Pat would never do that intentionally. Still unintentionally she had left him alone to deal with this. Sam asked, “Are you sure that your mother knows?”

“No, I’m not sure, but I suspect. If not, then I bet she’ll be surprised when she sees me.”

Sam replied, “She won’t be seeing you. She’s in Cleveland for the holidays.”

“What!”

“I know, but you can’t blame her. Her job is really soaring and how was she supposed to know you’d change so much in just one semester. She figured missing out wouldn’t be such a big deal.”

Chris asked, “So mom’s job is really cooking?”

“Yup.”

“Good, mom always worried she wasted her degree raising me instead of working. I’m glad she’s a late bloomer career wise. I’m a bit of a late bloomer too. Didn’t really find myself until now.”

“So, you think this is really you?” asked Sam.

“Yes, do you have a problem with that?”

“No. I think it’s great that you found the real you. That’s what parents are supposed to say in this situation, right? It’s just that in my day … well, a guy could get … never mind. It doesn’t matter.”

Chris replied, “Good, because it’s just you and me for the holidays it appears. I’m very vulnerable right now. I feel so very emotional, you know, at times. It would be so hard for me to handle all my feelings alone. I could use a friend to lend a helping hand. I hope you can handle it from time to time for me.”

Sam’s eyes wandered up her long bare legs. They stop at her crotch. She wanted him to handle it. His boner was rubbing on his pants. Sam, you shouldn’t even think about it. You dirty dog.

“It! Handle what again?” asked Sam.

“My new me, of course. It’s not always easy emotionally to handle even for me. I could use your support. What else could I have wanted you to handle?”

“Oh thank God, I thought for a second you wanted me to handle … you know what, skip it.”

"Sam, you’re so funny when you’re nervous. Some might say you look cute even.”

“My cute days are over,” said Sam.

“You’re only twenty-five. Why, we’re nearly the same age.”

Sam cleared his throat. “Yes, let’s not dwell on that fact.” He hoped it sounded convincing. He then concentrated completely on the road so as to avoid an accident.


Chapter 3

Sam sat in bed pretending to read his book. The phrase, it’s just you and me for the holidays, echoed in his head. It wasn’t true. It wasn’t Chris and him home for the holidays together. That old Chris he used to take fishing was gone. In his place was this sexy nineteen-year-old version of Chris. Okay, Chris was totally not sexy or attractive to Sam, but … Sam couldn’t think of the appropriate word to finish that thought. The only thing he knew for sure was that Pat would never have left him alone with a strange sexy teenage girl for the holidays. She trusted Sam, but not that much. Of course, Chris was hardly a stranger. The word hard stuck in his mind. Chris probably couldn’t even get hard anymore. Not that it mattered if he … she could. Pronouns, never did they feel more important than now.

What mattered was that it was still Chris under all the clothes, makeup, and tits. It was the same old Chris, he told himself. And yet, somehow it all felt dirty. He felt like a dirty old man being home alone with her. Mostly because he’d like to feel dirtier. Yeah, it must be because he found Chris attractive that he felt dirty. Nah, that can’t be it. He liked women. The problem was, he liked women like Pat and Chris was a younger sexier version of Pat. Sam put his book down. Stop thinking about it at all. This was all crazy thinking.

He supported Chris. He knew Chris must have had a hard decision to make and she had made it. Now it was up to Sam to look past Chris’s new hot body and give her emotional support she needed. Lots of hot and wet emotional support. Sam slapped his face. He couldn’t even pretend to act noble with his thoughts. Jeepers, he had it bad.

“I could use an eggnog,” Sam declared. There was no one else in the room with him. Talking to yourself is one of the clearest signs you’re going crazy, right? But he wasn’t the crazy one. After all he wasn’t the one that decided to become a woman. He stopped himself. That was bigotry talking and he hated himself more for having thought it.

He got out of bed. The eggnog idea didn’t seem so bad. Particularly, if he added extra vodka to that drink. Indeed, eggnog tastes like shit so he might as well go all vodka. He put on his bathrobe and headed downstairs.

The wet bar was in the living room. It was right next to the fireplace. Once Sam hit the bottom of the stairs it occurred to him the lights were still on downstairs. There were Christmas carols playing as well. Sam went to investigate. He walked into the living room. He found a roaring fire inside his fireplace. Chris was in front of that fire. She was sprawled on the plush throw-rug. She was wearing one of Sam’s button-down shirts, a pair of red panties, and thigh-high red tube socks. Sam’s eyes followed those long legs of Chris’s right up to her obvious thigh-gap. All this made Sam want that drink even more.

Sam crept over to the wet bar hoping not to attract Chris’s attention. Unfortunately, his best creeping days were behind him. He stepped on a string of Christmas lights. Luckily, they were plastic so none of them shattered, but it still hurt. He yelped. Then he glanced over in Chris’s direction. His stepson was staring back at him with eyes so close to Pat’s eyes it was eerie.

Sam muttered, “Sorry, I was trying not to disturb you.”

Chris replied, “Care for some trim?”

“What?”

“You know trim for your tree,” added Chris.

Sam broke out in a cold sweat. The top buttons on Chris’s shirt were undone. From Sam’s vantage point, Sam got a pretty spectacular view of Chris’s new found cleavage. It was starting to become apparent to Sam that no matter how much he fought it, he very much wanted Chris’s trim. Oh yeah, Sam’s tree could use some teenage trim after years of banging Pat’s old, tired trim. Only Chris didn’t have any trim to give his tree, or did he? Was that even possible? The fact Sam was willing to find out frightened him more than just a little. He needed that drink fast. Yes, one stiff one to wash these dirty thoughts from his head.

Sam exclaimed, “I could use a stiff one.”

“Excuse me, but does a stiff one really help put trim on a tree?” asked Chris.

Ah, one stiff drink, not stiff one, Sam; keep your thoughts clean. Sam replied, “That was known to be how it worked in my day.”

“In that case, I’ll pour us a few glasses out. I know you must be missing my mom so I’d love to do anything I can to make this holiday extra-gay for you to make up for your loneliness,” said Chris.

Sam swallowed hard. That announcement wasn’t exactly good news. Chris  moved toward the wet bar. Sam retreated in his step. A gay holiday was the last thing he wanted no matter how much Chris looked like a younger, hotter version of his wife.

“I’m not really into that,” added Sam.

“Poor baby, you’re all sad because momma isn’t here to bring cheerful gay yuletide spirits to us. Just relax. Chris is here to give your tree all the trim it needs.”

“Really that’s not necessary. I mean, I wouldn’t want to burden you.”

Chris poured out the eggnog. He pointed to the bare Christmas tree in the corner. She said, “It’s not a burden. I love decorating Christmas trees. You know, giving the old tree a trim.”

Sam exhaled. He replied, “Oh that kind of tree trimming. Thank God.”

“Thank God?”

“I mean, good job.”

“But I haven’t even started yet.”

Sam replied, “It’s the thought that counts.” He said that as he watched Chris stir the vodka into the eggnog with a pickled olive on a toothpick. When she was done stirring, she sucked out the pimiento. She sure had a good set of lungs on her, thought Sam.

Sam dabbed the sweat from his forehead. Then he opened his robe. He said, “I think it’s getting a touch hot in here.”

Chris replied, “Really? I found it a touch chilly. That’s why I started the fire. My nips were really poking out. See?” Chris pulled her shirt tight. She didn’t have a bra underneath.

Sam said, “Now that you mention it, I noticed your nips. Err … I noticed it was nippy in here. I think I better sit down.” Sam sat down on the couch. He immediately shot back up on his feet and started rubbing his butt.

Chris asked, “Are you okay?”

Sam grumbled, “No! I just sat on an ornament. I nearly had a ball go right up my ass.”

“Ouch, I know how that feels. Here, have a drink to ease your pain.”

Chris brought the eggnog over. Chris being half a foot shorter than Sam. That gave Sam plenty of opportunity for him to peer down her shirt. Being a gentleman Sam naturally did his best not to look. Although, he did confirm the hardness of her nipples again. Sam took the glass of eggnog from her hand. He drank it down without hesitation.

Sam said, “Thanks I needed that. It’s really nice to have you boned for the holidays, Chris. Err … home, I meant home. Not sure where the word bone came from. Must have been thinking about the … ah … dog.”

“You and mom have a dog now?” asked Chris.

“Well no, but I was thinking about giving you one for Christmas ... a dog that is.”

“That would be nice. To be given one for Christmas, that is. I enjoy a nice big one any time of year, but on Christmas day it would really help drive home the holiday spirit deep into me.”

“You don’t say.”

“I do say it and mean it. A pet really brings holiday spirit along with it.”

“Petting does do that, doesn’t it.”

Chris paused before replying. She replied, “I don’t think I can have a dog at school, though.”

Sam eyed his empty glass. He frowned. Damn, he needed another drink. He was babbling like an idiot. He better get away from Chris before he did something he regretted or would deeply regret after enjoying doing it. He replied, “Forget about the dog then. And let’s finish decorating tomorrow, huh?”

“Are you feeling alright, Sam? You’re acting a little funny.”

“Acting funny? No, I feel great. You should feel me … feel like me. Then you’d know how great I feel.” Sam let out a little nervous laugh.

“I still think there’s something …”

Sam interrupted, “Okay, I am a touch on the not up and up. It must be something I want to eat … didn’t eat. It must be something I shouldn’t want to eat. I probably should sleep on it. Ah, you know what, skip it. The whole concept of eating has me just sick to my stomach.”

“Drinking on an empty stomach will do that.”

“Right,” agreed Sam.

Chris asked, “So, you’re completely not at all worried about me being the woman I always felt I was?”

Sam fake laughed again. He replied, “Nah, don’t worry your sexy little head about me worrying about it. I think it’s great. What I mean by great is that I think you’re normal and not some hot and sexy teenage psycho serial killer.”

“I see. You know, Sam, I think you’re being awfully sweet.”

“I am?”

“A lot of people in your situation would have thought having their stepson come home a trans-woman was wrong or immoral. Whereas you are making this holiday super happy and gay for me. It’s super nice of you.” Chris played with Sam’s hair as she said that. She then added, “I got a fantastic idea!”

“Can it wait until tomorrow?” replied Sam.

“Sure, in fact it can wait until Christmas. You were talking about giving me one and since mom isn’t here; wouldn’t it be great if we used her absence to give each other one on Christmas day.”

“Let’s not do anything hasty.”

Chris replied, “It doesn’t have to be expensive or even store bought.”

“Store bought?”

“The present.”

Sam said, “Oh, give each other one, as in a present.”

“Sure, what did you think I meant?”

Sam took a step closer to the door. “I thought … it doesn’t matter. Great talk tonight, Chris. Enjoy being gay while trimming your tree. I’ll see you in the morning. And don’t worry, I’ll think about giving you a real hard one on Christmas day. I mean, I’ll think really hard about what I’m giving you on Christmas day. It won’t be my dog . . . A dog, but something fantastic all the same.”

“I hope it won’t be too big,” said Chris.

“Does size matter?”

“I got to fit it in my backpack for the flight back, silly.”

“Oh right.”


Chapter 4

Sam woke in the middle of the night. He was having a bad dream or at least he was behaving rather badly in his last dream. It was silly to dream about things like that. Honestly what had gotten into Chris? That wasn’t really the question. Sam knew perfectly well what had gotten into Chris. He had just dreamed about putting those types of things into Chris himself. No, the question was why this sudden change in Chris? He’d always been a good boy. Indeed, he’d been so good, he’d been an altar boy at church. Then again maybe that explained it. There must have been signs. Why hadn’t Sam seen them? It must be because Chris and him weren’t in a real parent-son relationship. Nah, Chris was more like a swapping spit buddy than a son. That thought gave Sam some more bad ideas.

Sam reminded himself to stop thinking about it. It wasn’t a disease or a fad. It was just Chris being the real her. These days that type of stuff didn’t stay in the closet. It didn’t even stay in San Francisco. It was everywhere these days. It was considered normal. It was normal. Only it was a bit strange too. Chris hadn’t even told them about it. Didn’t he trust his parents? Sure, Sam was handling this gender thing just fine, but what about Pat? Pat’s little man was now a well-endowed woman. Could she handle that fact?

He should call Pat. She needed to know. Then again it should be Chris that told her. Worse still, what if Sam told her and Chris came back for spring break into veganism instead of becoming a woman. Was that possible? Kids these days bounced around from thing to thing. Maybe a lot of them tried out gender bending. It might be fun to try it. Well, if Sam were younger that is. He was well past experimenting at his age.

All this thinking was going nowhere. Sam needed to understand it. Yes, if only he got it then he’d be cured of his desires and curiosity. But how exactly was Sam going to understand it. Maybe there were videos. Yeah, maybe there were TED talks on it. More likely, TED was now called TERRY and she talks about it.

Sam searched on his phone. He got a lot of hits both images and videos. Chris wasn’t the only sexy gender bender out there. More temptation wasn’t what he needed. Watching digital porn and getting more turned on didn’t seem like a great idea. Still he needed to understand this phenomenon.

His eyes fell on his wife’s closet. She was gone. By now, Chris was asleep. No one would know, no one. It felt like the only way to scratch that itch. Maybe he was still young enough for a little experimenting. There was only one way to know.

Sam got out of bed. He opened his wife’s closet. It’s not like he never touched Pat’s clothes before. He had done his wife’s laundry plenty of times. There was a difference between washing and imagining your stepson dressed in your wife’s clothes. Suddenly her clothes felt more luxurious. He hit her panty drawer. He took out a pair. It was stretch cotton with a hint of lace. They were pink. Sam rubbed his hands on them. They felt provocative to the touch. Ah, but how they felt when on Chris, that was the real question.

He snatched them up and left the closet. He walked into the bathroom. He examined himself in the mirror. What are you doing?

Saving his marriage was the idea. It felt more noble than his actions really were. Fantasy, it helped keep the marriage going, right? Was he going to or not going to do it? Save the marriage, just a little fantasy, he told himself.

He hurried back to the closet. He went to toss the panties back in their drawer. He paused. Then again, maybe it was better to work himself a little. It would relieve the tension. It couldn’t hurt any. Yeah, it couldn’t hurt to jerk off in Pat's panties. Just a little fantasy, it saved marriages.

He dropped his bed pants and wrapped those panties around his erect manhood. He began to stroke his cock. He was proud of himself. He was rock hard without using the little blue pills. Imagine that. Tossing his own dick was fun. It seemed more fun if he rubbed it out with something beside his hand. He loved jerking himself off with that lovely pair of panties. The only thing better would be Chris jerking him with her panties. She looked so much like Pat. She was his type of woman.

Okay, he was into it. Indeed, he was getting a little too far into it. If he were anymore into it, poor Pat was going to have a drawer filled with soiled panties. Pat soon did have a pair of soiled panties because Sam popped. He spilled his load over those panties. He soaked them. It had been a long time since he dropped that big a load.

He was starting to come down from his orgasm. What had he just done? There was something fun about this. He wanted more. He still desired Chris, but only a little. It was just fantasy. For Sam it was a naughty few orgasmic moments.

Sam tossed the panties into the hamper and headed back to sleep. Sam, you learned a lot tonight. Fantasy is just as good as the real thing. There was no harm, no foul. No one would know his desires.

Sam went to bed. A wave of exhaustion struck him. He closed his eyes. He hoped dreams of sugar plum fairies and candy canes would be dancing in his head. Instead, though, he got the feeling a different kind of fairy might be bringing another type of long, tasty stick for him to suck on in his dreams. He was starting to feel okay with that. It was only fantasy, only fantasy.


Chapter 5

Sam hated to go to the mall during the holidays. The only thing he hated more was the New England Patriots. Unfortunately, the Patriots were the game of the week this Sunday, so Sam decided to go shopping instead of watching them. They always won so what was the point of watching them? Sam liked a struggle. He loved watching athletic men in tight uniforms smacking each other around. You know, competition. It was competition that brought out the real manliness in men. There was nothing more competitive than watching one group of men have their will with another group of men. He imagined it for a second. He turned on the car AC. Suddenly it felt hot in the car. He changed his mind, suddenly watching strong men force those weaker men into submission wasn’t entertaining. Nope, he didn’t like that at all.

He got out of the house to stop thinking about Chris. Plus, he did have that gift to buy Chris for Christmas. Thinking about the gift would be a welcome relief. He needed a gift so he could give him one come that fateful holiday morning. He pulled the car into the mall parking lot. He circled the parking lot hoping to find a spot. Obviously, he wasn’t the only one sick of the NFL jamming the Patriots down your throat during the holidays. There must be better things to jam down a person’s throat, thought Sam. Sam paused his thinking. He checked the car AC. He turned it on full. His experimentation last night had done nothing to ease his dirty new cravings. Really, his curiosity to experiment was worse than ever.

Despite this being the season of Christian generosity, you’d hardly find a lick of that spirit in a mall parking lot. Sam spotted a car’s brake lights go on ahead of him. Finally, Sam had an opportunity at a parking spot. He hovered in anticipation. He craned his neck around hoping another fucker didn’t see it too and would cut him off before he got it. If you wanted good cheer and brotherhood of man at Christmas time, then you didn’t try parking at the mall because here at the mall it was every man for themselves.

Sam got lucky. The car backed out in a way that cut off a leech eyeing that same spot. Sam snuck in and parked. The other car serenaded Sam with honks of anger and then flipped him the bird. Fuck them, Sam hadn’t done anything wrong. He had seen it first. That was the code of the parking lot; first come, first served.

He had opened the car door to get out when his cell phone went off. He checked it. He’d set an alarm to remind himself to call Pat. When she was on travel, they had a schedule of when to talk so as to not interrupt her working. He sat back in his car. A few drivers eyed him thinking he might be leaving since he’d gotten back in his car. He ignored them and dialed up Pat on his cell phone. The question of the day was, should he bring up Chris’s change?

The other end answered. “Hello, who is this?” The voice that spoke wasn’t associated with Pam. It was a male voice.

Sam put his cell phone down and checked the number. He’d called Pat’s number correctly. Who was this strange man answering the phone then? He was determined to find out.

Sam replied, “Is Pat there?”

“She’s in the shower. Can she call you back?” replied the man.

The shower! It was eleven in the morning. Pat was in the shower and a strange man was answering her phone. Suddenly this business trip that was so important that Pat was missing her son’s return from college felt funny. Funny in a bad way for Sam wasn’t laughing. Fantasy was one thing, this was reality! It wasn’t just that she left Sam to deal with her gender bending son, she was with another man!

Sam replied, “Could I leave a message with you?”

“A message for Pat?”

“Yes, it’s very important that she gets it.”

“Is it about the deal?”

“Sure,” said Sam.

“Can it wait until after the holidays? Pat doesn’t like to talk business during the break. Christmas is all about spending time with your loved ones. You know how it is, right?”

Sam replied, “I got a feeling I do. Don’t worry about telling her I called. I’ll be in touch with her after the holidays.”

Sam hung up. It’s a good thing Pat never set up caller ID on her phone. That guy just made a huge mistake answering that phone. Shit, he couldn’t believe it. Pat was fucking some guy behind his back. Nah, he was imagining the worst-case scenario. Maybe Pat spilled coffee on herself and was taking a rush shower. That guy was her secretary.

His phone buzzed. He read the text, busy in a huge meeting. No time to talk today. Pat.

Okay, in order to send that text, she must have just stepped out of the shower. She did that while a strange guy was in her room. Her message was a lie. There was no huge meeting ever held in a shower. Jeepers, she was fucking someone behind his back. Someone dumb enough to answer her phone without checking first to know if the number belonged to her husband. How many more of these trips of hers were really secret sex getaways? Was it one guy or were there many office studs she was banging?

Sam was mad. Mad enough to … well, he was mad enough to think about cheating too. Sam suddenly had competition and it was bringing out the manliness in him. Yah, Pat wanted to compete, and so Sam would play ball so to speak or with some balls if possible. But was Chris willing to give it a go? He needed to get Chris a great present. Bribing your stepson in hopes of him letting you rotate his tires, so to speak, sounded sick. And yet, Sam wanted to give it a go. Now it wasn’t just curiosity and fantasy. Now it was steamy revenge sex.

“You’re in too deep, Sam. You got urges now you never had before. Heck, you never knew you could have. If Chris gives you an opening, you gotta try it.”

A car honked its horn. He looked to see cars were waiting in hopes he was leaving his spot. They wanted an opening too. Sam wasn't giving it to them. He wasn’t going anywhere. Not without a great gift to give Chris. He also wasn’t going to keep talking to himself out loud like a nut does.


Chapter 6

The mall was blaring Simply Having A Wonderful Christmas Time over its PA system. Sam hardly noticed it getting him into the season’s spirit unless that spirit was pointless commercialism. Still, it might be the only Christmas song played over the mall loudspeakers that was enhanced by the process. Sam walked the mall searching for the perfect gift. In order to find the right gift, he needed the correct store. He needed a gift that said, hey Chris I think you’re fine so fine in fact I was considering burying my bone in you. Of course, the gift couldn’t be that obvious. He needed a gift that made a play for that thirsty ass, but not call out that he was making a play for that ass. That was going to be a tough gift to find.

He walked by Dick’s sporting goods. Would some sporting goods from Dick’s put Chris in the right mood? Not likely, given the only goods Chris probably liked sporting these days would be dick itself. It was a shame as sporting goods were one of the few things Sam was good at buying.

Sam moved on. He passed the scented candle store. Now there was an idea. His aunt loved candles. Indeed, from Sam’s experience all bitches liked scented candles. Some people say that a scented candle was the one thing a crack-whore could sell her crack to buy. Sam assumed that it was a crack scented candle that the whore wanted, but still a man couldn’t deny the pull candles had on women. From witchcraft, to mood lighting candles had thousands of uses to women. The strong desire for them sure seemed to ring true as the store was jam packed with females. Sam squeezed through the crowd to get inside.

A woman dressed in a skirt that was so short that it felt inappropriate on a stripper came over to Sam. She asked him, “Care for a sniff?”

Sam checked his ears for wax. He looked over her long legs. He wouldn’t mind a sniff now that she mentioned it. He replied, “Come again?”

“Do you want to smell my candle?”

“Oh right, your candle. What’s the scent?” asked Sam.

“Cherry, of course. We have other scents, but I find most ladies love to pop open one of our fresh cherries time and time again. You could say every time is the first time with our cherry candles. Trust me, your woman will love these candles.”

Sam said, “I’m looking for a candle for my stepson.”

“I see.” She picked up a few long cock sized candles. Sam could smell the cherry radiating from them. She squeezed her thumb and pointer finger together. She rode the cherry candle through them. She said, “If your stepson is spending the holidays alone or even with someone else, these long-stemmed candles will do nicely for any occasion, if you know what I mean.”

“I think I get the picture,” replied Sam.

Now he understood why his aunt liked candles so much. He never thought of that before, and he hoped to never think of it again. He decided scented candles were really something you only gave your aunt, or more to the point, something your aunt gave herself. No, they really wouldn’t work as a gift for Chris. After all he wanted Chris to light his hot wick and not spend time alone popping a candle’s cherry.

“I’ll have to think about it,” said Sam.

The clerk knew a non-sale when she heard it. She replied, “Suit yourself.” She then quickly found another man to seduce into trying her wares.

He left the store still in search of that perfect gift. He passed by countless clothing stores. Clothes were too hard to buy for someone else. He’d be dressing Chris as he wanted her dressed and not as Chris wanted to dress. Did they both want the same thing? He didn’t know. No, he needed something else. He needed something romantic, but not desperate. After all, if Chris wasn’t into trying it then Pat must never know of Sam’s secret craving. It felt unfair as Sam now knew Pat’s secret.

He saw a jewelry store. Diamonds were supposed to be a girl’s best friend. That sounded like a safe yet slightly sexy gift. Sam went in. He wasn’t one that shopped much for this type of thing. Pat bought her own stuff. How hard could it be to buy jewelry? He examined one of the cases. There were rings, bracelets, broaches, necklaces, charms, bubbles, etc. In short, there were far too many choices. This was going to be hard.

A rather beefy looking salesclerk spotted Sam eyeing the case. He came up to him and asked, “Can I interest you in a stud.”

Sam replied, “Nah, I’m not really ready for that type of thing.”

“A pity, our diamond studs are half off during the holidays,” explained the clerk.

“Oh, earrings. I thought you were … skip it.” Those earrings did look good. The question was, if Chris’s ears were pierced. Sam tried to remember noticing. Chris’s ears were too far down the list of areas on Chris’s body that Sam was thinking about piercing to have noticed if they were pierced. Nope, he couldn’t remember. Sam continued, “I’m not sure earrings are just right. Perhaps you could recommend something else?”

The clerk asked, “Is this a gift?”

“Yeah.”

“For a wife or a friend?”

Sam replied, “Neither really. It’s for a boy.” The clerk raised his eyebrow. Sam cleared his throat. He quickly said, “A boy friend … well, not a boyfriend as in my boyfriend. No, he’s just a friend that happens to be a boy. I mean it’s her boy friend really. Her being my wife. He’s with us … me, for the holidays. Come to think of it, he’s not her boy friend either so much as he’s her son. She is friendly with him, though. I am too. And he is sort of a she these days. So now that I think of it, she is more a girl friend that isn’t a girlfriend. But she’s a good friend to me. Not as good as I’d like her to be, though. Which is why I’m here. I’d like to give her one this Christmas while her mother is away and I’m looking for that special something that will help her know how much I wanted to give her that one.”

“Don’t worry, Sir, I see perfectly now. I’ll have you know that we don’t judge here. We only sell jewelry so there’s no need to be so nervous.”

“I’m not nervous! I just didn’t want you to have the wrong impression about my intentions. A man can give a stepson one without it meaning anything, right?”

The clerk replied, “Trust me. I think I got the right impression. And might I suggest you skip the jewelry. It will lead to questions from jealous wives. I’m speaking from experience on that. Try instead a less question inducing gift. If I were you, I’d try a nice silk scarf. From my experience it might be just what is called for in your situation.”

Sam replied, “A silk scarf, huh? Isn’t that a bit queer?

The clerk raised an eyebrow. He replied, “So.”

“Point well taken.”

The clerk said, “There’s a scarf store just down the walkway. It is owned by a very good friend of mine, so run along.”

Sam didn’t need to think twice. He knew an expert’s voice when he heard it. He hurried out of the store. A scarf, now that sounded very non-committal. He liked the idea. The clerk was correct. A diamond stud might raise red flags with Pat. Now a nice winter scarf was so practical a gift it would slip right in under the radar. If it allowed Sam to slip one in as well, all the better. Yes, she’d never question it.

He found the scarf store soon enough. He went inside. The salesclerk was looking busy arranging scarves in a display case.

Sam asked the salesclerk, “Do you have something thick and long to keep that special someone warm at night.”

The clerk immediately closed his drawer. He looked at Sam and smiled. He said, “Have I ever, but I don’t like to brag.”

“Come again?”

The clerk replied, “Just a little joke of mine or a big joke as in my case. Forget it. I believe you mean that you wish to buy a scarf?”

Sam nodded. “Something not too … you know, silky. It’s for a special someone that can’t appear to be too special.”

“Ah, Sir. I understand. Would this special someone of yours be a female someone or a male someone?”

“It’s a bit hard to say,” replied Sam.

“I know, it is a hard question to answer, but your non-answer does help me to understand things better. Still, we would hate to check out the goods and discover we’ve gotten the gender all wrong, right?”

Sam replied, “I can see how that would be awkward. Let me state then that I’m buying a gift for my former stepson. Not that he’s dead, just that he’s . . . ah . . . different now.”

“Then a male gift is what you’ll be needing ...”

Sam interrupted, “Not exactly, because he likes to dress in seductive women’s clothes now. I mean, not seductive to me. I don’t like seeing them. Certainly, I don’t like to see these clothes on her at all. Not that I fantasize about her nude either.  I’d rather ...”

“Say no more, Sir. I got the perfect gift for you. Let me just say the word ascot.”

“No, I haven’t got it yet, but here’s to hoping this gift will move things along in that direction,” replied Sam.

The clerk coughed. Then the clerk pulled a silk scarf out. He explained, “I meant, how about a nice stylish ascot scarf?”

“Oh, I thought when you said ascot, you were questioning if I got her ass yet.”

“Yes, think nothing of it as it is a common mistake I can assure you. Might I just say that we sell male and female ascots. They tend to be gender neutral in a very non-committal way. While they are lovely and silky, they can be very subtle. I find them the perfect gift for those hoping for a commitment, but not begging for it.”

Sam ran his fingers through it. It was silky smooth. He said, “This might just work.”

“Trust me, I’ve had one work for me more than once,” added the clerk.

“They liked it?”

“I’ve heard no complaints yet.”

Sam replied, “I’ll take it then.”

“Care to gift wrap it?”

“I don’t know …”

“I find you should always consider wrapping, particularly that first gift. My mom always recommended double bagging it in fact.”

Sam replied, “I guess that’s a good idea.”


Chapter 7

Sam snuck into the house. He didn’t want to be seen. At first glance, the coast was clear. He quickly went upstairs. Still no signs of Chris which was good. He went into his bedroom and then over to his dresser. He opened the underwear drawer. It was the safest place to hide anything, particularly from Chris since he was hardly interested in men’s underwear these days. Sam lifted some Y-fronts and put the gift under them. Then he closed the drawer. He had his gift in the house undetected. Now all he needed was for night to fall so he could stick it under the tree.

He wanted to slip in a quick nap before that, but he had one unpleasant task to perform. He took out his cell phone and dialed up his wife’s number. It was an unpleasant task, but it needed to be done. She never answered. He tapped his foot waiting. A few minutes later a text arrived. It read, I’m out on an important business dinner. Hope things are going well. Enjoy your Christmas eve.

Sam text back, I hope things are well with you too.

A few minutes later she text back, Things are great. This trip has lead to big things in tight places. Really getting ahead. Relax and enjoy the holidays too.

Well, that was practically confirmation and permission at the same time. Permission to try his luck that is. Whoever had an important business dinner on Christmas eve? No one. Tight places, yeah right in her dreams. She was fucking someone. It sort of turned him on to know it. Men wanted his wife, but it was his ring on her finger. Yah, that was a turn on. Everyone wants a hot wife. Of course, not everyone wants their hot wife getting side action. Well, unless they were interested in side action too. This Christmas she was basically saying go ahead. It was the best gift she could give him. The anger was gone. The excitement at the prospect of cheating himself without guilt filled its place. Oh, but the only woman he really wanted was Pat in his heart. Luckily, Chris was a near exact match now. But would Chris like the gift enough? Maybe it was for the best if he didn’t. It was Sam’s conscience speaking just then. That little bastard always prevented men from getting laid.

“Sam, are you home? Dinner is ready!” shouted Chris.

Dinner? Sam hadn’t counted on dinner. Chris had made dinner for him. How nice. It meant something. It meant he was thinking of Sam. They always said the way to a man’s heart was through his stomach. Although when in a pinch, a hand job worked too.

Sam hurried downstairs for Christmas eve dinner. The dining table was set for two. Chris had used the silverware and fine China. The stuff reserved only for special occasions. That perked Sam up even more.

Sam said, “The table looks perfect.”

Chris came out of the kitchen. He said, “It’s not done yet. I just found mom’s candles. Cherry scented.” Chris paused to sniff one. He frowned. He added, “The package said cherry scented, but it doesn’t smell like cherries. It smells like …”

“It doesn’t matter,” interrupted Sam.

Chris said, “I wonder where it’s been?”

Sam and Chris awkwardly looked at each other. Sam replied, “It probably isn’t worth thinking about.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” Chris placed the candles into the silver holder on the table. He said, “Here, light the candles while I duck back into the kitchen and get out of this apron and then grab the food.”

Chris left. Sam searched for a pack of matches. He found one in the last place he looked. He went through five matches until one lit. He lit the candles. He went over to the dimmer switch. He turned down the lights. The only thing missing was romantic music. Sam took out his phone. He hit the music app. Holiday music seemed the most appropriate to play. Blue Christmas began to play. It seemed fitting seeing that Pat was gone and if things didn’t go well between him and Chris, Sam would certainly have blue balls this Christmas.

Chris came out of the kitchen wearing a green stretch sweater with a deep V-cut, matching green mini-skirt, and green tube socks. He was carrying a delivery pizza box. She said, “I’m not much of a cook so I got us a pizza.”

“What kind?” asked Sam.

“Meat lovers.”

“My favorite. There’s just something about meat that I love. I can’t get enough of it.”

“Me too,” said Chris.

There was an awkward silence between the two of them. It lasted a few seconds. Then Chris put the box on the table. He sat down. He exclaimed, “I almost forgot.” He took out a headband with plastic mistletoe on a spring attached to it. “I almost forgot my little fun touch. Without it I’d feel my costume was half naked.”

“Yes well, we wouldn’t want that, would we?” replied Sam.

Another awkward silence fell between them. Then Chris started dishing out a slice of pizza for each plate.

She asked, “You were gone most of the day. Where were you?”

“I just went out …” Sam paused. He couldn’t give away the fact he went shopping. He didn’t want Chris to guess at his gift. He had to think of a good lie. He added, “Oh, I just went to the bar to watch the guys slap the old pigskin around all day.”

Chris replied, “I’ve been to those type of bars. Did you catch any football while you were at it?” Sam froze. Chris laughed. “I was only kidding.”

Sam mopped the sweat from his brow with a napkin. He said, “Of course, you were. How about you? What did you do all day?”

Chris replied, “I went out with a few old high school friends. I hadn’t seen them since graduation.”

“That must have been nice.”

Chris shrugged. He replied, “Not really. It was a touch disappointing in the end.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, not one of them was surprised at the new me. They were all like, we knew you were that way already. I didn’t realize I was that flaming in high school. I just sucked a few of their dicks, but nothing super flaming. The only comments I got were on my dress. It’s my slutty elf costume. I wore it for Halloween. I thought it made a great Christmas double dip. Do you like it?”

Sam replied, “Isn’t it a bit … ah, too slutty for the holidays.”

“Halloween is a holiday and it fit right in then.”

“Point taken.”

“I’m glad you’re able to take my point. That is to say, you’re very understanding. You really make things go down easy for me.”

Sam said, “Let’s not get to jabbering so much that we forget to eat. The pizza that is. Not your point. Which I’m sure is lovely, but not really suitable for the dinner table.”

Chris replied, “Has anyone told you before that you’re a riot when you get nervous.”

“No. I mean, I’m not nervous. It’s just that I’m excited to be giving you one tomorrow … a present that is.”

Chris asked, “What did you get me?”

Drat, Sam, you brought up the one thing you didn’t want to bring up. Chris was right. He was nervous. “It’s a surprise.”

Chris clapped his hand. “Goodie. I love surprises. I’m giving you a surprise too.”

Sam replied, “You really don’t need to.”

“Nope, we agreed the other night and so I am.”

“I just hope you didn’t spend too much money.”

“Trust me, it’s expensive, but at the same time very affordable. I think you’re worth it.”

Sam replied, “Thanks, Chris. That’s nice of you to say.”

Chris asked, “Think nothing of it. Now how’s your meat?”

“Ready to eat.” Sam paused and remembered the pizza. I added, “The pizza that is.”

“Naturally. Should we leave a slice out for Santa?”

Sam asked, “Is Santa a meat lover too?”

Chris replied, “I sure hope so as I find a good piece of meat on Christmas eve beats milk and cookies any day.”

Sam said, “I guess I’ll put a slice out then.”

Sam reached for the pizza box as Chris reached for one too. Their hands met.

Sam said, “Oops.”

Chris said, “Sam, you’re standing under the mistletoe.” Sam looked up. The mistletoe on Chris’s headband was over him. Chris added, “You don’t have too.”

Sam replied, “It’s a tradition, right?”

“Right!”

“Maybe just a little pecker on the cheeks … ah, peck on the cheek.”

“That would be lovely,” replied Chris. Chris closed his eyes in anticipation. He said, “I’m waiting.”

Sam hovered inches from him. Should he? It was terrible timing to get cold feet now. Chris was so young. He was so fresh. But in a way, he knew so much more than Sam. He chickened out. He kissed the air near Chris’s cheek.

Chris sighed. “Is that all?”

“Well, you know … it is only Christmas eve.”

Chris said, “I’ll take that as a rain check.”

Sam changed the subject. He scooped up a slice. He said, “And now to leave a piece out for Santa by the fireplace.”


Chapter 8

Sam was haunted all night. It wasn’t the ghost of Christmas past or future bothering him. It was this Christmas that was eating a hole in his gut. He had Chris waiting for a kiss at dinner and he blew it. The it in this case being not the it he wanted blown in that situation either. Chris had been leading him on. He was begging for it. It was obvious. He wanted a kiss, and you passed it up. Sam hated himself.

No, that was wrong! Sam was married to Chris’s mom. It was practically immoral. He was his stepfather. He’d done the right thing. He did the honorable thing. He’d stayed true to Pat. Ah, but Pat wasn’t true to him. He was sure of that. And Chris being his stepson wasn’t really a thing. Chris was an adult. He was an adult. They could if they wanted too. Nope, he’d blown it.

But Chris was so young. He wouldn’t want a married man like Sam. Even if he did, he’d want an experienced man. Sam had nothing to give there. He was straight as an arrow his whole life. Still Chris was a woman. It wasn’t really going gay, now was it? No, Sam this is all in your head. Chris didn’t want you at dinner. He was ashamed of himself over a fantasy.

The clock on the wall ticked. It was past midnight. Sam got out of bed. He crept over to the dresser. He took out the present. He owed Chris one no matter what.

He headed down to the tree. He tucked Chris’s present under the tree. Well, the deed was done. It was time to head back to bed. Sam noticed that last slice of pizza on a white plate over the fireplace. Next to it was a glass of eggnog. Good ole Chris, he knew just what Santa needed.

Sam sipped the nogg. It was just like Sam liked it; plenty of vodka, with just a hint of eggnog. Sam took a stiff drink from the glass. It burned in his stomach. It was time to put that fire out. He bit into the pizza. It was just how Sam liked it as well. Chris sure knew his meats. This pizza had sausage that just exploded in your mouth with flavor. Sam couldn’t help but smile.

“Enjoying my meat, Santa?”

“I sure am, Chris,” replied Sam. Chris! Sam spun around to see Chris in the doorway. She was dressed similar to the night before. She had on a white button-down shirt. The top few buttons were undone. Underneath were just green panties, tube socks, and nothing else. On his head was that mistletoe.

Chris pointed and said, “I see Santa left a gift under the tree. Can I open it, please?”

“It’s not Christmas yet.”

“I think that if you check the clock, you’ll see that it is,” replied Chris.

Sam knew she was right. Sam shrugged. “Oh, I suppose.”

Chris went over to the tree. She bent over and picked up his present. Sam got a great view of Chris’s panty covered ass because the panties Chris was wearing were practically glued on.

Chris shook the box. She said, “I love checking out a present while it’s still wrapped.”

Sam replied, “I know what you mean.”

Chris stood up. She asked, "So, can I guess what’s inside." Sam nodded his head. She slowly took off the wrapping paper. She opened the box. She shrieked with joy. She took out the scarf and placed it around her neck. She said, “It’s wonderful!”

“It’s an ascot,” explained Sam.

“More like an ass get because I’m gonna get a lot of ass dressed in this. Are you ready for your present?” asked Chris.

Sam replied, “I am, but I don’t see another package under the tree.”

“My mistake. One moment, please.” Chris unbuttoned her shirt. Then she took it off. Then she laid down under the tree. She said, “Care to unwrap the rest.”

“I … can’t. You see, your mother …”

“Fucks a lot of guys behind your back. She has been doing it your whole marriage.”

Sam exclaimed, “You know!”

“Why do you think my dad left her? I think it’s cute the way you pretended not to notice just to keep tapping her ass. Just like you’ve been playing innocent the past few days pretending you don’t want me. Well, have me Sam because I’m yours for the taking.”

“I’m not sure I know how.”

Chris explained, “It’s just like riding a bike, Sam. Once you’ve rode one, you’ve rode them all. There’s nothing to be worried about.” She stood up. She played with the scarf around her neck. “It really goes well with my bare breasts, don’t you think?”

“They’re wonderful.”

“And they’re yours all Christmas day.”

Chris approached Sam until that mistletoe hung over Sam’s head. Sam gave in. It was a seasonal tradition. Although, he was going to kiss Chris right now plant on her head or not. Sam reached behind Chris’s head. He pulled Chris’s head back. Then he leaned in and kissed her on her waiting lips.

Sam’s lips didn’t stay long on Chris’s before they went exploring. Just like Santa visited every girl and boy in one night, Sam was planning on visiting every inch of Chris in one night. He’d definitely be checking Chris’s gifts to find out which were naughty, and which were oh so nice.

Sam’s tongue started exploring in the downward direction. He latched his lips to Chris’s left nipple. He played with it with his tongue. As his tongue worked, Sam’s hands squeezed Chris’s buttocks.

Chris put his hand on Sam’s head forcing it lower. Chris was nearly completely smooth sans a little happy trail. Sam’s tongue was eager to hike on that trail. There was no telling where it would lead, but Sam suspected it would be a long hard hike. He gave Chris’s ass a hard spank. Then he yanked down her panties.

Chris’s candy cane was on display now. Sam never thought of eating another man’s cane, but Chris was no man. She was all woman, more or less. In this case more, a lot more. Sam dived in. He licked that stick from balls to head. Then he jammed that rod so far down his throat it mixed with the eggnog. That was okay, because nothing stirred eggnog better than a rock-hard candy cane.

“I rubbed some peppermint scent on it for you. I hope you like it,” said Chris.

“Mph-ngg.”

Chris replied, “Don’t talk with your mouth full.”

It was good advice. Sam took that rod out of his mouth. He gave Chris a wink. He said, “I never tasted one better.”

“Do you want to try something better?” asked Chris.

Sam nodded his head. He was all for foreplay, but he’d been itching for a couple days now so he didn’t need much more scratching to feel satisfied.

Sam asked, “I always liked something better.”

“Good, because you’re about to get the best.”

Sam replied, “I wouldn’t expect any less for Christmas.”

“Get ready to go to the Island of misfit boys.”

“You mean toys.”

“On my island all the best girls are sporting boy toys,” explained Chris. Chris kicked his legs out of her fallen panties. She bent over and picked them up. “Open up your mouth.”

Sam asked, “Why?”

As Sam opened his mouth to ask, Chris shoved her panties in. She then spun Sam around. She said, “These night clothes are strictly old fashioned. We can’t have that.”

She tugged Sam’s bottoms down. Then she guided Sam down onto the floor until he was lying face down on that plush rug that lay in front of the fireplace.

Chris explained, “It’s a fitting place to be as this Christmas is about to get even hotter.”

Chris tossed a log in the fireplace. She turned the gas on. Then she lit the fire. 

Sam pulled the panties from his mouth and said, “Let’s move to the couch. I’m so close to the fire that I might get my bare ass burned.”

“Yes, that’s the general idea.”

Sam replied, “Come again?”

“I haven’t even cum the first time yet,” said Chris. Then Chris poured eggnog all over Sam’s bare ass. She got down on all fours to lap up the drink. As her tongue worked, the nogg oozed into Sam’s crevice. He'd never had a rim job before. His pink anal lips were so sensitive. They slowly gave in and let Chris’s to tongue explore deeper and deeper.

Sam said, “Not that I’m not enjoying the rim job, it’s just that I’m starting to get the silly notion you’re going to bang me instead of me banging you.”

“What’s so silly about that?”

“I’m the man and you’re the woman,” replied Sam.

“Oh Sam, you need to free your mind of such simple ideas. There’s more to sex than just men, and women. Remember that one Christmas you bought me a super soaker?”

“Yeah?”

“This is going to be nearly the same thing.”

Sam felt Chris’s yuletide spirit explore his anal rim. Then he felt his ass spread apart. Chris’s cock worked its way inside him. The eggnog was the perfect lube. When Chris had said she was giving him one for the holidays, he never dreamed she meant to really give him one. Boy did she ever give him one. His ass must have wanted it. It put up barely a fight before he felt Chris's balls slap his own. Sam winced. It was his first prostate massage. It took a few ins and outs of Chris’s cock for his prostate to appreciate it.

“Is this the best present you ever got?” asked Chris.

“It’s certainly the biggest.”

“Are you getting merry yet?”

“Very merry,” replied Sam.

“Are you feeling gay?”

“Very gay.”

“Are you feeling the spirit of Christmas deep inside you?”

“Very deep inside me.”

“Do you want me to give you my figgy pudding?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want it right now?”

“Yes.”

“Yell out, give me your figgy pudding.”

Sam yelled, “Give me your figgy pudding.”

“Gladly,” replied Chris. Sam felt that hot load of Chris’s pump into his rear end. Chris delivered it deep and then pulled out. She said, “You know Sam, at Christmas they say it is better to give than receive. You want to find out how true that is?”

Chris pulled out. The fantastic sensation of the massage was over. However, Sam’s erection was so over due to release that he didn’t want to find out. He needed to find out. He said, “I’m well past ready.”

Chris said, "Sit down on the couch."

Sam did as he was told. His dick was standing erect. It hadn’t been this ready for pussy in years. It would be getting the rarest of Christmas treats. The warm cozy snuggle from a tempting trap’s anal snapper. He held his dick firm as Chris straddled his lap. Chris eased himself down on Sam’s rod. Chris’s honey pot was as nice as his mother’s and so much younger and tighter.

Chris began to ride up and down. Their thighs slapped together. Sam could feel Chris’s essence start to ooze from his rectum. It was dripping down over Sam’s thirsty balls. Sam was hoping to return the favor. It wouldn’t be long.

Chris asked, “Am I better?”

“Better?”

“Than my mother?”

Sam replied, “Yes, you’re so good.”

Chris pranced on Sam's cock. He asked, “Could you stand it?”

“Stand what?”

“If this was only a onetime thing?”

“No, I couldn’t stand it. I couldn’t face you again knowing how good you make me feel and not be able to feel that pleasure ever again.”

Chris begged, “Cum inside me. Make me yours.”

Chris leaned in. Their lips embraced. Chris gyrated her hips. She ground down on his shaft. Sam thrust upward. Finally, it burst from him on command. He was seduced. He was Chris’s now. This was a Christmas present way too precious to ever give up.

Chris came off him. She laid seductively back on the rug. Sam joined her. They embraced and kissed a few times.

“Whatever will we think to do to top this come Boxing Day?” asked Chris.

Sam replied, “Once you discover a perfect Christmas lover like you, who would ever want box again?”
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