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The air smelled like an arctic glacier as wicked winds blew harsh blizzard snow across the tops of the thick pine forest. Noel, slender and smooth with glittering blue eyes and thin red hair styled in a playfully short boy-cut, skipped down the pinewood pathway. On her back she carried a large burlap bag dyed a pretty shade of red and topped with white-fox fur trim. Her red coat, more ornamental than practical, boasted an open front displaying her soft cleavage encased in a similar fox-fur trim below which a series of ornately decorated gold buttons held the coat closed. Her black leather pants, masterfully tailored to her precise dimensions, hugged tight against her legs and rounded buttocks.

She whistled a light and joyful tune as she pranced along the pathway occasionally taking up roost on a tree stump along the way to put on an impromptu dance number for no one in particular. She sniffed at the air with an appreciative smile which gleamed broadly across her face as the familiar smells of chestnuts roasting over an open fire, festive candles of red wax, and warm human blood pumping through a man’s veins filled her nostrils. Other places had their “Kris Kringle,” ‘Father Christmas,” or “Santa” but the tiny village of Catelnou, nestled along the forests of the Pyrenees, had their very own mythical figure in Noel and, unlike Santa, Noel was very much so real. Also, unlike Santa, Noel participated in all the holidays and sacred feast days. The villagers knew that the moment Noel appeared, the fun would begin.

She sang her way up to the Jacques household and gave the door a playful little tap with her knuckles. Fire cracked within and movement could be heard. The door burst open, and a heavy-set old woman dressed in a coarse linen dress covered with a multitude of stained and burnt aprons appeared.

“Noel!” the woman cried in excitement. Her grey curls shook as she wrapped warm, fat arms around Noel. “Young Alice, so good to see you.” Noel replied as she returned the hug. “Come, let us not waste too much of your precious heat. Invite me into your home.” Noel implored. “Of course, of course, come in our most welcome visitor.” Alice turned around and cried out into the bright, pine-wood house “Children, Noel is here!” Squeals of delight emanated from every corner of the house as about five ruddy-faced little children burst into the kitchen. A little slower behind them, stepped in a muscular young man with dark, thoughtful eyes. He too was technically a child of Alice’s, but as the oldest was much too dignified to go squealing and running towards Noel. Despite his lack of response, he felt quite happy to see Noel as his eyes wandered along the soft, plunging neckline of her winter coat.

Noel plopped her red-dyed and fur-lined sack on the old wooden table just off to the side from where Alice had been rolling out ginger-spice cookies.

“Noel, Noel!” squealed little Mary, as she tossed her tiny body up into the arms of a powerful predator. Noel grabbed onto her and squeezed her lightly saying, “did you doubt that I would come?” Mary leaned back and said, “not for a second. I knew you would come Noel. Because last year was night of all-saints at our house and this year means Christmas feast and I told Jean you would be here, but he said you might not come this year…” Noel looked sharply at a young boy whose eyes turned sheepish as she chastised, “Jean, you thought I would not come?” Jean whimpered lightly, “I’m sorry, Noel. I thought you would go to the Olivier house for Christmas this year.”

Noel reached down with one hand and scuffled his hair lightly saying, “well, fear not little one, I have come, and I bear gifts.” She opened her sack and began pulling out wooden toys of balls, dolls, trinkets made of gears and gadgets and distributed these amongst the gathered children. She reached deeper into her sack and removed smoked ham, milled flour, and dried herbs to give to Alice for the household. The gifts were accepted with glee and soon the kitchen itself seemed abuzz with joy and excitement. Noel practically giggled as she watched the children playing with the toys that she had given them. She looked up and saw the oldest soon watching from his place leaning against the wall.

“Marc, is that you?” Noel called out. Despite his attempts to act calm and collected, Marc could not resist a broad smile as he replied, “you remember my name?”

Noel nodded brightly as she replied “your name I remember, but your height I do not. Were you not a full-head shorter last year?” She turned laughingly towards Alice asking “what have you been feeding this boy? He is now the height of a man.” Alice replied “indeed, young Marc has grown up quite a bit. Marc, don’t be a stranger. Come greet Noel.”

Marc stepped in close to her. He tried not to stare, but Noel noticed his eyes flicker down to the cleavage she presented from between the fox-fur lining of her coat. She smiled lightly “grown man indeed.” She pulled him in for a hug. She enjoyed the warm feel of hugging this young man who now stood taller than herself. He hugged her gingerly, holding his distance a bit from her. She whispered in his ear “you can hug against me, it’s fine.” She felt him shift bringing his body up close to her. A warm, thick, bulge in his pants brushed up against her hip. Marc tried to pull it back, but Noel pulled him in close letting it press up against her. She released the hug and gave Marc a knowing, flirtatious look so that he would know that she knew it was there, and that she didn’t mind it being so hard.

Noel licked her lips lightly before saying, “well, I suppose you’re too old for a soldier doll. I do, however, have something else for you.” She reached in her bag and pulled out an elegant, velvet and fur-lined hat. The hat appeared more akin to the kind of apparel for a well-to-do gentleman of Paris than for a farming boy in a remote village.

“Oh, Noel!” Alice gasped in shock as Noel handed the hat over to Marc.

His eyes went wide as he reviewed it, “it’s quite handsome.” He remarked.

“Well, put it on.” Noel insisted.

Marc slipped the hat on over his head. “Look, Jean, Marc is a gentleman now!” called out Mary from her corner playing with her doll. Noel giggled and said “Alice, you might as well start baking a wedding cake. No girl of the village could resist a solicitation for marriage from your son now.”

Marc blushed awkwardly and removed the hat.

Noel then reached into the sack one last time and withdrew a small wooden box saying to Alice “where is Raoul?” Alice’s face dropped and she replied, “he is in the drawing room, but he is not well.” Noel’s face turned to one of shock and fear as she said, “not well, dear Alice, you should have told me that first. I must see him at once.”

Raoul sat coughing in an overstuffed cloth-covered chair. A roaring fire in front of him drove away the cold and dark casting sharp, flickering shadows across the room. He grunted and groaned as his grey hair and tiny, wire spectacles shook with every cough. “Raoul!” Noel called out as she and Alice entered along having left the children to their trinkets and toys. “Noel! Uh…chu…” Raoul’s sentence devolved into a series of coughs.

Noel quickly placed her hand across his forehead saying, “he bears no fever, have you given him herbal bitters?” Alice nodded saying “indeed, his tea bore some chamomile this afternoon.” Noel knelt down in front of Raoul asking, “have you been frequenting the night airs? Injured by a horse?” Raoul shook his head saying, “no, no, nothing like that. It’s much worse than those common ailments.”

Noel implored, “then speak, what is it that ails you?”

Raoul sighed and said, “old age.”

Noel blinked in surprise and said, “but, you cannot be old. You were only born a few years ago…” she began tapping her fingers in a counting motion for a moment with her lips twisted up thoughtfully. Raoul placed a wrinkled old hand across her thin lithe ones and looked deep into her gleaming eyes with his own, aged eyes. Alice moved in and hugged him from the side as he said, “I’m an old man now, Noel.” Noel frowned at this. Raoul patted her hands saying “I fear how hard this must be on you. For us the decades drag by like a snail across a log, but for you, we live, grow old, and die in the merest blink of an eye.”

Noel replied thoughtfully saying, “I have learned not to consider the thin time of that blink, but the excellent beauty I behold within it.”

Raoul smiled and said, “which is why you are here, giving trinkets to tiny children who will grow old and wither before your eyes like daisies in the spring.”

Noel rose to her feet saying, “indeed. But now I fear you may not be able to pay me for my kindness as you have done in the past. I cannot take you with me tonight. Your body could not handle it.”

Raoul closed his eyes and replied softly, “Marc may go.”

Alice protested, “Marc? He is but a child.”

Raoul harumphed and said, “he is same age as I when I was first taken by Noel.”

Noel replied, “Marc appears to me grown enough for the task, but the final decision is up to you.” She placed a hand over her heart as she continued “you know that for a long time now that I have been a woman of honor. I never enter unless invited. I never steal that which I may purchase. If you will give me your Marc…” she held up the wooden box and continued “then he shall have my favor.”

“Take him.” Raoul said.

“Are you sure?” Alice asked.

“He will be fine. He is a strong boy.” Raoul replied. 

“And he’ll soon be a man.” Alice muttered sadly.

“Jealousy is a poor color for a woman to wear.” Noel replied darkly, staring directly at Alice.

Alice hung her head and said, “please don’t be offended by my remark.” She continued with a sullen tone in her voice saying, “I should release my delusion of him virginal on marriage.” Noel stepped in close to Allice and placed a calming hand on her shoulder saying, “you know the arrangement. You give the men of the village to me for the space of a night, and then I release them back unto you women of the village for use as husbands for the rest of the days of the year. It’s more than fair.”

“Of course, Noel, and I could scarcely deny you your right especially since you have been so kind to our family all these years.”

Noel smiled and said, “good, I take Marc tonight and I return him tomorrow along with some medicine for Raoul.”

“No medicine can help me.” Raoul grumbled.

“It is not for debate. I return with medicine henceforth tomorrow. Before my eye blinks on the end of your life, I wish to see you at least one more time at next year’s feast of St. Beatrix.”

Marc’s large, somber eyes stared deeply at Noel as Alice helped him into heavy coats to cover his body. For her part, Noel fastened up her sack with a flirty little smile back at Marc. Marc said in a low tone to his mother, “not to sound ungrateful, but I don’t understand why I’m going to spend the night in Noel’s castle.”

Alice replied, “You are old enough to become a man of the village.” He frowned at this cryptic response. Typically, a night at the castle was a right reserved for his father. It would be a smash of a party which would leave him exhausted the following day. Alice gave Marc a sad smile and whispered, “do precisely whatever Noel tells you to do with absolutely no hesitation, you understand?”

Marc replied, “not really.”

Alice gave him a kiss on the forehead and said, “I doubt any young man does.”

Marc trudged slowly through the drifting snow while Noel pranced along. Sometimes she would run ahead of him to dance on a stump, other times she would linger behind to blow snowflakes off the edge of a pine tree.

“You know you don’t have to act that way now. My little sisters and brothers can’t see you anymore.” Marc called out.

“The secret of happiness is to find joy in the world around you no matter what it may be.” Noel replied. Marc trudged a little further looking down at his boots cutting difficult trails through the heavy snow. Suddenly a flash of red exploded along the top of his vision, and he snapped to attention to see Noel standing in front of him. She must have undone a button on her coat as the fox-fur lining hugged her cleavage a little less tightly revealing more of her breasts. She smiled at him broadly and said, “Cheer up, Marc. I used to be sad too. For about eleven hundred years I felt nothing but anguish and misery then, one day, I just stopped. I decided the only thing worse than being immortal was being both immortal and miserable. I stopped being sad and made changes in my life to live with honor and survive in an ecologically sustainable manner.”

“Huh?” The sixteenth century teenager said in reply.

Noel cocked her head and said, “There was a time in my life I would routinely hunt down, kill, and consume humans.”
 

Marc looked at her nervously as his eyes went wide. The very thought of the spirit of the holidays themselves as a murderer seemed such a foreign concept that he could not even perceive it.

Marc relaxed as he said “Hold on. You’re jesting with me, just like the tricks you play on All-Hallows eve. You couldn’t, Noel. You’re the holiday woman, the spirit of fun and joy. I looked forward to your visits every day when I was a child.”

“Now, yes, but I used to hunt humans regularly. Back then I was irresponsible with my resources which forced me to move around a lot. However, that was such an exciting time because hunting felt fantastic. In fact, I feel like a hunt right now.” She said with a bright gleam in her eye.

Marc shivered lightly. Despite her jolly demeanor, sensual beauty, and warm patronage, he knew Noel was not truly human in the normal sense of the word.

“Indulge me in a little hunt, Marc. You’re strong and fast. The wind is brutal and cold, so the elements favor your success.”

Before he could reply, she placed a hand on his shoulder and said with a playful look in her eyes, “I’ll give you a one-hundred count head start to go off into the woods and hide somewhere. This is not some child’s hide-and-seek game. Feel free to move, flee, fight, you may even fashion weapons to attack me with, if you like, though take care not to harm yourself too badly in your struggles. If it takes me more than five seconds to pin you to the ground, I’ll hold your hand on the way back to my castle. If it takes me ten seconds, you get a kiss from my lips. Survive my hunt a whole fifteen seconds, and I’ll let you wear my jacket back to the castle over the top of your coat while I continue the walk…” She licked her lips as she continued “topless.”

Before Marc could reply, Noel began offloading her pack and setting it next to a tree stump.

“Noel, I don’t think this is a very good idea.” Marc protested with his mouth despite the hardness growing in his pants at the stakes of their playful little ‘hunt.’ 

In reply, Noel placed her lithe little hand over her eyes and began counting “One, two, three… you better run Marc, I would be most disappointed if you’re still just standing there staring at me like an idiot when I reach one hundred… four, five…”

Marc realized that the hunt was going to happen whether he participated or not, so he hastily trotted off into the forest leaving Noel’s counting behind him.  He dove through a snowbank and past an underbrush as he ran between the trees lining the mountainside praying that Noel’s castle would have a roaring fire for him to sit in front of once they got there. He needed something to counter this foolish abuse of the chill. He felt confident that Noel would surely take more than fifteen seconds to simply reach him, much less capture him, however he kept running wanting to secure fast against her bet. The idea of striking the spirit of the holidays with a weapon made his stomach churn, and yet she had given him explicit permission to do so, and it could perhaps buy him a little time.

As he ran, he broke off the snow-weighted branch of a nearby tree and quickly pruned away the nettles forming a pine-smelling staff. Marc cast his eyes back and realized to his horror that he had left a clear set of footprints directly to his location. Whatever advantage Noel may have predicted for him in the weather clearly had been a lie as no man could hide from the trekking of his own feet. Marc carefully stepped backwards into his own prints for several yards and then took off in another direction. He did this a few more times to leave a confusing series of splits in his tracks. His breath frosted in the bitter air as he dove through underbrush and canopy of the forest with his tree branch in hand. Clear as a bell ringing through the night sky, Noel’s voice seemed to float through the very ice in the air itself “One hundred, sweet Marc, Ready or not, here I come.”

An incredible crashing sound emanated from the woods behind Marc as the trees split along some unseen fault line. Dark clouds formed and divided overhead along the snow-weighted pines. Marc watched this for a second in awe before realizing that these events were in fact Noel chasing after him, in her own spirit way, and he must give flight should he even hope to press out the five seconds needed to hold her hand on the way back to her castle.

Marc panted and huffed as he stumbled awkwardly through the wood. He considered how, if he did not know that it was simply Noel, he would be terrified beyond reason at what was happening. He saw no sign of her body and yet the branches swayed unnaturally as trees bent over under the force of something which was not wind. The snow on the ground exploded into a linear path leading directly towards him and Marc spun to face it. He could not see anyone there, but he swung his staff as hard as he could roughly in the direction of where the snow explosion predicted something to be. A heavy crack emanated as the staff firmly struck something hard. Despite being a fresh, springy branch pulled from a sapling tree, the rod shattered instantly in his hands the moment it made contact.

He raised his hands to defend himself, but before he could even make fists the world spun upside down and he lay on his back in the snow. Over him he saw Noel with a wild look in her eyes. She held her mouth wide-open in a wicked sneer from which long, sharp canines extended. Marc never paid much mind to Noel’s teeth, “elf-teeth” as his mom had called them, but now he realized they truly could be powerful weapons in between the right set of lips. Noel held him firm for a moment as he struggled vainly against her grasp. Despite his best efforts she expertly held him pinned against the snow. She knelt in close, and her face softened as she relaxed her mouth from snarl to pout. She planted a slow and sensual kiss on his lips. To Marc’s surprise, Noel’s lips tasted sweet, like toffee or some other treat. He kissed her back with more gusto as she continued her kiss him.

She released the kiss and gave him a smile saying “that was fun. Especially the part when you hit me with the branch. It is rare for anyone to even succeed in landing a blow at all.” She sat up, still straddling his midsection as she said, “I’ll give you a five-second bonus for that.” She slowly undid her gilded buttons sliding the red coat open across her slender, pale body. Her skin seemed to glisten in the moonlight casting an eerie contrast against the dark as her soft, supple breasts swung out free from beneath the jacket as she removed it.

Marc’s eyes went wide. He had to focus his lips on not letting him drool at the beauty before him. Noel chuckled and grabbed hold of his hands pulling them to her breasts saying “go ahead, play with them. I don’t want you to think that all this running and puffing through the forest was for nothing. You gave me a nice bit of sporting fun for the evening.” Marc felt her cold skin warm slightly at his touch as her soft flesh melded under his fingers. Her firm little nipples rubbed delicately against his palm sending tremors of sensual curiosity through the young lad’s mind. For her part, Noel arched her back and breathed deep into the magical night air. It always felt nice to break in a young man and she knew that she was only getting started. She enjoyed the warm sensation of his hands across her breasts almost as much as she enjoyed the sexual worship that he was clearly bestowing on her. She imagined all the times he had awoken to coins in his stockings or a wooden doll under their tree and now he was just realizing that he could pleasure the mystical being which bestowed such blessings.

Marc shivered and his fingers cramped slightly against her breast. No matter how badly he wanted her, the bitter north winds bit at his knuckles painfully. Noel grabbed his hands in her own but knew she could not warm them. She said “Come, to my castle, you have given me sport. Now, I have a nice warm fire and a delicious feast planned for the night.” 

The massive stone castle rose dramatically into the bleary night sky. Behind it, jagged arcs of the mountains cut into the sky giving it a sinister, tooth-like appearance. Marc recoiled lightly at the sight of it remembering once, as a little child, he had followed Noel back to the castle only for her to chastise him as being rude for following her. She had threatened him to receive a lump of coal for his next solstice present and he vowed to never annoy her again. Now he approached the same castle holding Noel’s hand in his own with her jacket spread across his shoulders and her beautiful soft breasts dancing in the frigid breeze. He still felt like a small child, in a way, as she gently pressed her lithe hand against an iron plate on the massive oak door and it swung open easily for her. Marc gasped. The interior of the castle appeared like something out of his dreams. Elegant tapestries woven not only of finest linens but even of gold and silver strands spoke of brave deeds and ancient tales from the past. Behind these, the walls themselves lay adorned with Roman fresca paintings depicting nude gods and goddesses. Mounted heads of animals, both common deer and wolf as well as ancient beasts the likes of which Marc had never seen before adorned the walls. Ivory and marble statues sat scattered about the place with golden jewels casually cast over their necks as if they needed further ornamentation. Noel led him towards an adjoining living room. The heat poured out of this room thanks to a massive fire which burned within the fireplace. In front of this sat a wide bed, incongruously placed right in the middle of what would normally be a sitting parlor of sorts. Even more oddly, it sat flanked by two oak and down-stuffed sofas. Across the floor lay a broad Persian rug of intricate weave and ornate symbology. Marc felt as if every artifact in the entire world resided within Noel’s grand castle.

Despite the beauty around them, Noel kept her attention on him.

“Warm yourself and leave your jackets over there next to the fire.” Noel instructed Marc and he happily did as such letting the fire drive the chill away from his frigid bones. She disappeared momentarily before returning with an elegant silver tray. She sat it down on a small wooden table next to the sofa and Marc’s eyes widened as he beheld it contained a multitude of cured meats, fruit preserves, cooked vegetables, and herb-crusted flat-breads along with a sizeable goblet of wine. “Have something to eat. I need you strong and healthy for what is to come later.”

“What is that?” Marc asked as he took a bite of smoked venison.

Noel took up a perch next to him on the sofa and folded her legs under her. Somehow, she looked just as natural wearing nothing more than leather pants as she had looked earlier wearing a Santa jacket and sprinkling trinkets on toddlers. She stared at Marc carefully as he ate and she replied, “I’m hungry.”

“Oh, sorry, you must think me a pig.” March apologized as he shifted the table so that it sat between them. He gestured towards it saying, “thank you so much for sharing your food with me, but surely you can join me.”

“I cannot.” Noel replied with a hint of sadness in her voice.

She gestured towards the food saying, “don’t be shy. Go ahead and enjoy. I do so enjoy watching others eat.”
 

“Really?” Marc asked as he washed down a mouthful of flatbread with a drink of wine.

Noel giggled lightly, “it used to make me jealous. I was so angry at you people being able to eat any common plant or animal you stumble across with nary a care, beyond whether it possessed poison or not. That was back when I was sad. After I decided to become happy, I found that I enjoyed watching humans eat. Sometimes, I pretend that I can do the same, chewing solid food and swallowing it down to my stomach with no ill effects.”

“I never thought of a spirit eating food before.” Marc replied.

Noel smiled at him and said, “there are many things which will happen tonight that you never thought of a spirit doing.”
 

“Like what?” Marc asked.

Noel continued, “you think of me as a spirit, something magical and ethereal, but this spirit has needs. Some of which are rather crude, others of which are rather elegant. Your family has given your body over to me tonight to use for my needs in exchange for my patronage, protection, and aid. For me, of course, this is merely responsible management of resources. For you, however, it means a long night lay ahead of you.”

Marc blinked and asked, “are you saying you want to ‘hunt’ me again or something?”

Noel giggled “no, that was just a little game to pass the time on the way back to my castle. Speaking of which, are you quite satisfied with the prize you won?” She shimmied her chest slightly at this. 

Marc felt at a loss for words, so he merely said, “they’re beautiful.”

Noel licked her lips and said, “would you like some more.”

Marc clenched his jaw nervously and stammered.

Noel leaned in close to him saying, “Marc, you don’t have to be afraid. I’m Noel.”

He looked away shyly.

She gently grabbed his chin and directed his face towards hers. She said, “I’m not some girl from the village whose ill-tempered father will black your eye for annoying her. Nor am I some church-going woman who will gossip about your naughty behavior. I’m no human girl at all. So how about you take a nice long look at my breasts and tell old Noel what you really want for your Christmas gift tonight.”

“It is only in dreams that I can imagine what I want is even possible.” Marc replied.

Noel cocked an eyebrow and said, “then shut your eyes and start dreaming.” She leaned in close to him and planted a kiss across his lips. Now free from the snow and cold Marc could taste her more fully and the deliciousness of that kiss could not be denied. It had been no mistake, her very mouth itself tasted better than everything he had consumed on the silver tray. He felt her shift gently and he opened his eyes.

She now stood before him with the roaring fire at her back. Noel stared down at him with her face intent as she untied the leather lacings holding up her pants and let them slide over her supple buttocks and smooth thighs. Nary a hair stood on her pale, smooth skin giving her a magical appearance. Marc’s eyes could not help but trail down along the soft little ‘v’ of her crotch coming to rest on her most mysterious of womanly holes. He blushed lightly as he beheld it and tried looking away deferentially.

Noel grabbed his face once again and forced him to look at her, “I have no husband for no man of the village can claim me as his wife. For three-hundred-and-sixty-four days of the year, I give you men of the village over to the women for use as husbands. For special, holiday nights, however, I take a man home with me for my pleasure. Tonight, that man is you.”

“I haven’t ever…” Marc stammered.

Noel smiled and chuckled saying “Yes, yes, sweet virgin-boy. Don’t worry, just do as I say, and you’ll be fine. First, stick out your tongue.”

Marc felt confused but he obeyed, feeling rather foolish sticking out his tongue at a powerful and naked spirit. It felt naughty and rude.

“Hmm… nice.” Noel mused. She spread her legs apart saying, “you kissed the lips of my mouth now kiss the lips of my womanhood.”

She reached down and continued, “I will not force you to pretend to know what you are doing. Move your tongue back and forth along here. Pay no mind to whatever moans or screams I may give. Those sounds only mean that I am enjoying what you are doing. If anything, do your best to make me scream even louder.”

Marc’s stomach churned at the thought of what she commanded him to do and yet, at the same time, his mind thrilled at it. He would now have the chance to not only see the naked body of beautiful Noel, but to experience it fully in touch and taste. He truly did not feel worthy to participate in such an invitation to tend to the sexual desires of a god-like creature. Still, she requested it and he could not deny her.

With slow reverence, Marc placed his coarse hands on either side of Noel’s elegant hips. They somehow seemed wider apart than he expected them to be, but he knew this only to be seeing the proportions of a woman up-close. He slowly dipped his head down in between her legs. He found her lower lips with his own and foun[J1]d they easily parted providing a wet and sensuous ripple of flesh behind. Dutifully, he caressed this ripple with his tongue as Noel moaned. To his surprise, her womanhood tasted like peppermint candy canes.

He felt her lithe hand reach down from above and twist thin fingers in too his hair as she muttered “good boy. Keep licking. That feels wonderful.”

For her part, Noel closed her eyes and let the experience rush through her. Dutiful as a humble pet, the sweet and young Marc massaged her soft clit with the tip of his tongue. What he lacked in expertise, he made up for in desire as she could sense the near worshipful attitude he had towards her body. Her mind did wander to a long time ago. She remembered warning away some little boy from her castle. She remembered how the tiny brat stamped his foot and demanded to have Noel for his wife, only to be frightened away with some minor display of a few of her power. Noel smiled as she tried to remember if it was Marc Jacques or perhaps Frederique, his great-grandfather, who had done such a thing. She decided it didn’t matter whether it was the man with his head between her legs or some great ancestor of his. It simply felt nice to be worshipped by the men of the Jacques family.  Her mind began to wander to other things of the past, but she stopped it knowing such thoughts would bring sorrow the likes of which could ruin her present. She focused her thoughts on the incredible, red-hot feeling of Marc’s face pressed into her crotch and the delicious, sensual pleasantries his tongue worked on her womanhood.

Marc continued, slowly becoming aware that Noel shivered with each of his lapping presses. Eventually, she even began to whimper all the while whispering, “good boy” and other affirmations. After a few minutes, she gasped and pushed him away saying, “Oh, my hungry boy, slow down. We have all night. This is just meant to be an appetizer.”

“You’re strangely delicious.” Marc said to her as he stared up between the soft mounds of her breast to behold her face peering back down at him. She smiled and said “thanks. Since you’re a virgin, I suppose I should warn you against expecting the same flavor from the girls in the village. You will soon find that sex with me is a bit different from that with any human girl.”

“You’re skin feels so cool and yet so soft.” Marc muttered as he ran his hands up and down her hips.

Her eyes flashed as she said, “and to me every part of you feels as if it is blazing with fire. I can smell your hot blood pulsing through the very veins of your sinew. Even your fingers, still chilled from the snow outside, flow with heat and life the likes of which I yearn to have within me.”

Marc’s eyes widened as his cock grew unbearably hard within his pants. Noel shivered slightly and continued, “However, I need to exercise patience.” She looked down and caressed her hand alongside his head smoothing down his hair a bit as she said, “I have you for this one night and I’m going to make the most of it.”

She licked her lips lightly as she continued, “between the two of us, you’re wearing way too much clothing. Would you agree that this is unfair?”

“Absolutely.” Marc replied.

With the kind of rush that one would expect from such an eager young man, Marc began pulling at his shirt, but Noel stopped him with a giggle saying, “oh Marc, when you get to be my age you learn to appreciate the journey more than the destination.”

She grabbed his hands and held them still as she stepped back saying, “I want to watch you reveal your body to me slowly. I want to enjoy the rousing mystery of your flesh slowly coming to my view bit-by-bit.”

Marc squinted at her asking, “what?”

He scoffed and continued, “That almost sounds like you want me to strip dance for you the way I’ve heard that the women in Parisian cat-houses will do?”

Noel cocked an eyebrow and replied, “you are in my castle to serve my pleasure so… yes. Dance for me like one of your French girls.”

“I was joking.” Marc protested.
 

Noel replied, “I’m not.”

She delicately stepped her way over to a strange device sitting on a pedestal near a lined bookshelf. It seemed an odd mishmash of rotors, springs, and gears. She wound a spring-loaded key on its side saying, “no girl can dance without her music.”

“I’m not a girl.”

Noel stared back at him with a coy smile on her face.

He rolled his eyes saying, “I have no ‘seven scarves’ to remove, nor do I have feathery fans to fluff a supple body with. I don’t even have a supple body.”

“You still have feet, do you not? Listen to the music. For now, just move to its rhythm.”

The music played an exotic, ancient tune that Marc had never heard before. It sounded like the kind of music which would be played on a double flute in Mesopotamia and yet somehow had been transcribed into the cogs and pins of an infinitely more modern music player.

Marc’s mother’s words came to his mind. No matter how insane or weird Noel’s requests were, he had to oblige. Too scared to look, Marc closed his eyes and began to shift and move in slow, rhythmic pulse. He danced with no particular style and Marc felt certain he was failing miserably at this. He was just about to give up when Noel called out, “good, keep going.”

He involved his arms waving his hands first to the left and then to the right as he went. He opened his eyes to see what Noel thought and saw her sitting on one of the sofa’s cross-legged with a wry smile on her face. She bit lightly at her lower lip as her hand sunk down to her crotch and began slowly massaging her own womanhood. Marc wondered if this meant her fingers would soon taste like peppermint as well.

The music continued and soon sounded familiar as Marc recognized the same section again. Clearly, whatever mechanism the player possessed had reached its end and looped around to repeat itself.

“Slowly raise your shirt. Don’t rip it off like some tired farm-boy. Pass it over you smooth and slow the way a fish passes through the water. Don’t let it leave your body until the music has looped over itself.”

Dutifully, Marc began raising his shirt. This busied his arms. However, he kept his hips and torso pulsing to the beat. Feeling braver than before, he began to dance with his feet as well moving slyly in a small circle around the space in front of the fireplace which served as the impromptu stage. With each rotation, he lifted his shirt a little more timing his lifts to the music such that by the time it reached the end of the loop he had lifted it fully from his body.

Noel liked what she saw. Long days of hard farm-life had honed his muscles and strengthened his frame.  She murmured in excitation, but a gleeful smile crossed her face.

“Throw your shirt to me.” Noel commanded and Marc tossed it underhanded to her. She giggled at this saying, “oh, you are sexy.” She sniffed at the shirt briefly before saying, “next take your pants. This is different. Only one part here is sexy. I want you to slowly reveal every gorgeous inch of your hardened cock over your waistband slowly so that you make it fully mine to see by the end of the music.”

Marc shivered and his heart pounded loudly. Some part of him felt indignant at how Noel casually commanded him around, as if he was some slave that only did as he was told. Another part of him secretly enjoyed it, though he started to get the feeling as to why his father had never told him precisely ‘what’ occurred during his night-time parties with Noel. Marc felt grateful that only Noel herself would get to witness his humiliating act.

His conflict must have registered on his face as Noel called out, “Sweet Marc, when faced with something difficult focus on the part of it you like and enjoy. Deep down inside, there is most certainly a part of you that wants to show your cock to me, right?”

Marc could give no voice to his feeling, so he nodded silently. Noel continued, “Focus on that part. Listen to that desire however tame it, control it. Do you feel it?”

Marc closed his eyes, and his body began to be moving to the rhythm. He began to run his thumbs along the waist of his pants just above his coarse, leather belt.

Noel let her lithe little fingers play along her womanhood serving up little twinges of pleasure along their subtle paths.

“Good. Control yourself and control the situation. Don’t rush. Tease at revealing your cock to me with no intention to do so. Focus on building up my desire.”

Marc began loosening his belt letting the clasp fall open as he gyrated his hips to the music. He kept his eyes shut.

“Look at me.” Noel called out.

Marc opened his eyes and saw a vampire jacking off while staring at him. She drew his gaze inward with her eyes.

“Like a fine wine, a sweet virgin boy is to be sipped, not gulped. But it is to you to make sure I only get a sip. Keep your eyes on my face. Torture… me with-” She gasped as the words caught in her throat. She slowed down the pace of her own pleasuring fingers as she continued “Control my desire. Tease it. Play with my desire like it was a toy I had given you. Make me froth at the mouth like a mad dog and beg to see your cock before you give it away.”

Marc watched Noel’s reaction as he continued his dance. From time-to-time, he would dip his waist band of his pants down a little across one hip or the other. Still, he kept the angle just steep enough that Noel could not see his manhood. Rather she could only see the pleasant little treasure trail which flowed like a small creek of soft hairs from his chest down across his abdomen and before dipping underneath to the hidden places where his family jewels were kept.

Noel began to shiver and quake under the force of her own clitoral stimulation while she fantasized about the things she would soon get from this boy. She felt confident that his first cum will fly from his cock with only a few pulses, but such a sturdy lad would surely be able to produce more than that. She also felt that keen desire to submit her own body to him. It somehow made her feel more human, more connected to them, in a way to let a man take her body and use it for his own pleasure. She would get to lay still and pretend for a few moments that she was a human woman living in a village surrounded by friends and neighbors. She would fantasize about depending on a strong man for her livelihood. This simple fantasy brough infinite ecstasy to the lonely and immortal vampire’s heart such that she yearned to experience that fantasy with Marc.

She just had to see his cock first.

Noel kept her mouth shut as her fingers played because the next words out of it would be commanding Marc to take off his pants and she could not let herself do such a thing as he would most certainly obey, thus ruining every bit of the mystery of desire. Noel tensed as the very base of his shaft flashed briefly into view with the rest of his manhood still hiding behind those damn pants. Her heart desired to race forward and rip the pants off Marc and her body felt split in twain as she forced herself to hold her position with delicate fingers playing along her clitoris as she watched his dance. To truly accept submission to Marc, she had to defer to him the moment at which he would choose to reveal his cock to her. She would submit her desire to the mystery of letting the uncontrolled human chose when she would receive her gratification.

For his part, Marc did his absolute best to tease Noel by briefly showing her flashing glimpses of one part or another without fully revealing his manhood to her. He could see this was having the desired effect, as moans came to her mouth and her body tensed and bucked as she began losing control of her muscles under the sexual pulses passing through her body.

Marc caught a glimpse of his shadow cast against the sidewall by the flickering fire behind him and he got an idea. He spun around in time to the music and pulled the front of his pants off letting his cock fly up and out freely. With his back turned to her, Noel could not see his cock, but rather only the silhouette of his manhood cast against the wall. He heard her whimper at this as he continued to gyrate and dance letting his cock spring about happily as it tends to do on a man whose ready for sex.

Marc gingerly slid his pants back up just enough to cover the bottom third of his cock and turned back around sashaying lightly to where Noel sat. She uncrossed her legs and sat forward still rubbing her clit with her fingers as he danced with his cock mere inches in front of her face and yet still partially hidden by cloth. The music began to slow as whatever spring-mechanism Noel had activated began to run its last course. Marc slowed his dance too, matching the tempo of the ritardo of the music. As the last notes chimed, he dropped his pants completely revealing himself to Noel.

He expected her to smile, maybe chastise him for dropping too soon or compliment him on his dancing. He wondered if she would gently reach out to caress his cock with her fingers.

None of that happened.

Instead, Marc screamed in terror as she snapped forward and clamped her mouth down around his cock like a dog grabbing at a bone. Marc didn’t dare try to step backwards or pull away feeling terrified that he would watch the bloody pulp of where his cock used to be fall away from her mouth.

No pain came from his cock, and he looked down at her wide-eyed in shock realizing she had only wrapped her mouth around his cock, expertly centering it between her sharp teeth so as to not harm the delicate flesh of his manhood.

Marc blew out a breath of relief and panted a few times as he said “oh, I was scared you were going to bite it off.”

He could somehow since Noel smiling and she shook lightly as she seemed to giggle.

“You’re… not going to bite my cock off, are you?” Marc asked trepidatiously. He felt his cock slide side-to-side within her mouth as she shook her head gently. He then felt her sensuous tongue begin undulating along the bottom of his head gently spreading pleasure as it went. The sensation made him feel weak in the knees as he groaned. 

Noel rose gently and pushed him to her side making Marc fall upon the couch in place while she never broke her hold on his cock. He whimpered as she continued plying away at him with her lips and tongue. He grew ever firmer in her mouth, and she released him only to say, “Let it go.” She kissed his tip gently before saying “I want the first cum you give to a woman to be my drink tonight.”

She then dove onto it once more pulsing her head back and forth while massaging him with her tongue. It didn’t take long in his already excited state. Mark moaned loudly and his legs shook violently as a sharp explosion of ecstasy broke out from within Marc and filled through his entire body. His testicles drained their salty juices into Noel’s mouth. For her part, she backed off and only held onto the very tip of him sweetly suckling away his manly juices and gulping them down before remarking “delicious.”

Marc’s body felt like lead, as all his pent-up frustration and energy sapped away from him in that glorious moment. Noel would allow no slacking, however, as she took up perch upon the couch with her legs spread wide saying “come now, be a good boy and give me a taste.”

Marc half-collapsed onto her naked legs and began lapping once again at the desirous hole between them. Already primed and horny, Noel proved to be infinitely more sensitive than she had been before and even after only a few licks she moaned and writhed in pleasure. She grabbed his hair and pulled his head up from her pussy saying “enough. Let me ride that beautiful cock of yours over to the bed.”

Marc stood up and Noel playfully jumped spread-legged onto him while grabbing around his shoulders with her arms and holding his waist between her knees. Marc grabbed her buttocks and helped her line up her soft body for penetration. A feeling like some rushing of beautiful waters overcame him as he firmly thrust his way into her womanhood leaving her skewered in position atop him as they became two people sharing one set of legs. She bounced up and down flexing her body as she went making the walk from the couch over to the bed incredibly difficult. Marc staggered weakly over to the bed with Noel sprawled on top of him as such and collapsed over with her beneath him onto the bed.

“Don’t stop. Plow my lithe body as if I were a village girl you had just made into a wife.”  Noel pleaded.

Marc began thrusting and she felt the delicious sensation of his hot, throbbing cock pressing into her and then retreating a bit. The incredibly slick feeling of his cock sliding smoothly along in her vaginal canal blended with the delicious little sensations of the upper part of the base of it grazing her clit bringing forth a spreading warmth from her abdomen. The heat of his body and blood was beyond her wildest imaginations, and yet existed in her memories of prior times with other men. Still, every time with every man, the same feeling returns to her, and she relaxed her legs open imagining what it would be like to be one of the village girls breeding with her husband. Noel imagined the fear of being pregnant blended with the ecstatic joy and pride in having accomplished such a thing. She imagined the love shared with a husband who would care for her and her baby. Although Marc counted it to the efforts of his thrusting, it was mainly these imagined thoughts by Noel which drove her to scream in orgasm beneath him.

It took every ounce of her waning will-power to grip her arms firmly across his back and yet not drive her fingers through the delicate skin or snap his rib-bones. Noel quivered and bucked then heard Marc groan and felt him grow large inside of her before releasing his precious seed deep within her womb where, sadly, it could do nothing at all for no man had ever managed to impregnate Noel before.

For a moment, they simply lay there together as a jumble of torso’s, arms, legs, heads, and bodies. Marc rested his head on Noel’s upper shoulder with his nose occasionally receiving faint tickles from her frisky red hair. Noel likewise received tiny little giggly feelings springing from her nipples as they brushed delicately against Marc’s chest hair with every breath he took. She wrapped her legs around him and crossed her ankles behind him over his buttocks holding his body down and close to her own.

“Good boy.” She whispered into his ear.

He arched his back and rose on his arms a bit and looked down at her. A sad look crossed her eyes.

“What’s wrong?” Marc asked.

“We have to end this evening.” Noel replied.

“Really?”

Noel nodded sadly saying, “for what its worth, I had a really good time. Everything from hunting you to seeing you dance to drinking your cum, it was wonderful to play with my food for a while.”

“Your food?” Marc asked.

Noel sighed sadly.

“You plan to kill me?” Mark asked incredulously. He tried to back out of her and get away, but she kept her ankles locked behind his buttocks holding him in place.

“Not any more than I killed your father or your ancestors.” Noel replied.

She looked up at him and said, “I only drink what I need and nothing more. I only drink from the healthy and strong, people who can survive losing a bit of blood.”

“But then… will I become a vampire like you?” Marc asked.

Noel chuckled saying, “if that were the case, I would have a lot more immortal friends in my life. Sadly, no. You will go on to die an old man in less than a century, same as all humans do. I’ll see you again, of course, at the next holiday when jolly old Noel comes for a visit. Of course, I want to make sure you’ve had plenty of time to heal which is why I rotate between the various families of the village for whose holiday I attend. Do you now understand what I mean by ecologically sustainable?”

Marc nodded.

Noel smiled saying “good boy.”

She released her grip and Marc stood back up. She rose to her feet and gently grabbed his slick, sex-smelling cock between her fingers. With her other hand she grabbed a set of candles and stepped off into the darkened castle leading him along as she said, “come with me, sweet Marc.”

He followed the naked vampire holding his cock out of the living room and into a large, well-lit kitchen. Elegantly carved oak-wood cabinetry extended across the walls. It boasted a sizeable oven along with a deep wash-basin sink. He followed her as she brought his cock to the cabinetry next to the washbasin and lay it upon the smoothed and lacquered finished countertop. A sinking suspicion that she might pull out a knife and filet it in front of him rushed through his mind. However, she grabbed a pitcher of water and a bowl. She pressed the bowl underneath his cock and he winced at the cold sensation as she let it drop into the bottom of it.

She poured warm water from the pitcher over his cock and massaged it in the swirling waters briefly making him grow firm again.

“Why are you washing me there?” Marc asked.

Noel ran her finger along the top of his member gently pressing her way along the prominent vein bulging through the skin. She playfully pressed it down with her thumb and then released it watching the vein swell back up again. Finding itself once more the center of attention, Marc’s member began to fill with hot blood as it grew hard.

“The first step to good food preparation is cleanliness.”

“But I thought vampires bite people on the neck.”

Noel smiled saying, “Only when we plan to kill. A puncture wound to the jugular is fatal. I’m rather fond of you so I’ll get blood a different way.”

She pulled his cock out and wiped it with a hand towel saying, “nice and clean. Come, over to my table.”

“Why on the table?” Marc asked still feeling a bit confused about what was going to happen.

Noel giggled saying, “I’m not a savage animal. I eat at the dinner table like anyone else. Now, be a good morsel of food and hop up on my table so that I may devour you.”

Marc hesitated, feeling a bit scared. He started to withdraw back. Noel looked a bit insulted saying, “Marc, every single man in your village has been my lover in bed and my food on the table.” She stepped in close to him. Her naked flesh titillated against him as she looked up into his soft brown eyes with her own piercing blue ones as she said “please don’t make me take you by force. You’ve been so sweet up to this point and I want to have a civil ending to our evening together.”

“You’re not going to kill me.”

“I swear.


“And you’re not going to… well… emasculate me?” 

“You’re here because I did no such thing to your father. You’ll have a puncture wound, yes, but one that heals quickly enough for you to be pleasuring the girls of the village after a few weeks of rest. Now are you going to keep asking stupid questions, or will you be good food and lay quietly on my table?”

Marc knew he had no choice in the manner. Even if he tried to flee, Noel would use her powers to overtake him and, likely, his outcome would be much worse. Quietly, Marc climbed up onto the oaken table feeling the polished wood beneath him as he rolled over onto his back. Compared to the bed and the couch, this felt most uncomfortable against his back. He also had a sinking feeling in his gut. He felt vulnerable and exposed. He glanced over at Noel and felt oddly comforted by the fact that fun-loving old Noel was the one to be with him in this moment of fear and trepidation.

He looked up at the ceiling observing that directly over-head, a six-armed silver candelabra swung gently from a chain brightly illuminating the room. The ceiling itself bore a fresco which depicted a beautiful, wood-land scene. In the foreground sat two nude figures, one male and one female. At first glance, it seemed they were kissing with her leaning over him as he leaned back against a knobby hill outcropping into the valley in which they reclined. As Marc looked closer at it, their lips were not touching, rather she had her mouth over his neck as his back flexed outward in an unnatural posture indicating he was in distress. A few drips of crimson blood trickled down from his neck as the girl with short red hair in the picture drank away at her feast.

Mark felt soft fingers take hold of his cock and he whimpered in terror.

“Shhh….” Noel said to him.

He looked down to see her standing alongside the table. With one hand she lightly massaged his cock working up the blood within it once more. With the other, she reached up and caressed the side of his head running her fingers through his hair one final time. She smiled at him saying, “goodnight Marc. I had a wonderful evening.”

Before he could react, she flipped her hand over his mouth to cover away his screams as she plunged her mouth back down onto his cock. Pain shot through his groin as he felt sharp teeth dig deep into the top of his cock. As soon as the pain came, it seemed to flee away from him. Not really flee, in the traditional sense of the word but rather morph and change into an altogether baffling sensation. Some weird mix of a tickling sensation, sexual pleasure, and agony played along his cock and all three sensations were worked upon him by the simple suckling of Noel’s mouth. Marc could feel periodic twinges of pain between sucks as Noel gulped down the blood which poured out from his wounded penis.  Still, the provocative undulations of Noel’s tongue against the bottom of the head of his cock made the twinges of pain feel almost pleasurable in a sexual sense. Dumb to the injury it had sustained, Marc’s body kept flowing the finest vintage of sweet-red blood straight to his manhood and directly into Noel’s hungry mouth.

Marc’s eyes began to fade and the world around him closed to darkness as he stared up at the fresco a final time feeling a strange kindred spirit with the man of the painting. Both had found themselves succumbing to Noel and turned into mere vessels of her food, simple bottles of blood she could pry open and drink at her pleasure. The difference, however, lay in the fact that Marc would survive this ordeal while the man in the picture had none such the luck. These final thoughts of submission to Noel floated through Marc’s brain as he slowly lost consciousness.

Strange sounds emanated from some nearby room as Marc’s head pounded loudly in pain. His eyes slowly fluttered open as he stared up at the ceiling again. The fresco had disappeared. In its place sat the old familiar ceiling of his own bedroom. He heard the squeals of his little siblings playing with the toys Noel had brough them. On his nightstand sat a small wooden box. He opened it gently revealing a golden heart-shaped locket accented with purple jewels. Through fumbling and weak fingers, Marc triggered the latch and opened the locket revealing a tiny portrait of Noel on one side and a carved inscription on the other side which said:

“Your blood is my food.

Your body is my pleasure.

When next holiday comes,

Give it to me in measure.”

Marc closed the locket and leaned his head back against his pillow. Despite the sharp pain in his penis and the anemic pulse throbbing through his veins, he looked forward to seeing Noel again the next time the holidays came around.
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