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        What you can expect:

        **An over the top alpha hero

        **Always safe, swoony, no cheating

        **A happily ever after age-gap, holiday romance with all the feels

        **Super sexy times with a jealous possessive stalking hero

        **Smart heroine who can take care of herself…but maybe

        it would be nice to have someone take care of her for a change.
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        * * *

      

      It’s been years since there was any holiday spirit in Bria Driscoll’s life. For this curvy, budding fashion designer, December 25th is just another day come and gone.

      

      With the holidays behind her, it’s back to work and her first order of business is to take the measurements of one enormous, sexy Russian named Mr. Martel Kozlov. When this burly loner takes one look at Bria, he knows he’s found his own personal sugar plum.

      

      He’s willing to drop some serious cash if the young beauty from the formal wear shop will agree to win him at a charity bachelor auction the next night. Bria could sure use the money, so it’s game on. But, before the bidding can begin, things heat up faster than a couple of roasted chestnuts.

      

      Can Bria believe that her happy ending could be delivered at the speed of Santa’s sleigh, even if it is two weeks overdue?  Or will she and Martel’s Russian Christmas miracle be over before it has a chance to begin…?

      

      Author’s Note:  Russian Christmas is January 7th! When this pull-no-punches heroine measures this over-the-top alpha’s inseam, she gets a look at one very large holiday package.  These two may be from different sides of the tracks but that doesn’t stop this obsessed older hero from claiming his sweet, young prize. This is insta-love on steroids, always safe, no cheating ever and a happily ever after guaranteed.
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      Martel

      

      I’m on my second shot of Stoli and if I don’t get away from my mother soon, I’m going to start chugging straight from the Baccarat carafe.

      “Roan, please.” She gives my best friend her most imploring smile. “Tell him.”

      “You need a new suit.”  Roan tosses back his own amber liquid shot from a crystal highball glass and gives me an amused look.

      “Why are you even here?”  I snap at Roan who snort-chuckles and shrugs toward my mother.

      “He’s a regular Jolly Old St Nick.” He walks over to the bar and pours himself another finger of scotch.

      “And you’re a regular—"

      My mother interrupts. “He’s here because I invited him, Martel. Otherwise you were going to check into your hotel and God knows when I’d see you. We have twelve bedrooms for goodness sake. And a guest house.  You could stay out there.”  My mother implores.  “If it wasn’t for your Grandfather living here, we’d never see you. Holidays, weddings and funerals…”

      “I hope you’ll come for my funeral.”  Roan smirks, stepping from the bar to take a seat on the royal-blue velvet sofa next to my mother, who is tapping away on her phone.  She’s wearing her classic two-piece Chanel suit, with three layers of pearls and her makeup and hair looking straight out of the salon, as usual.

      “I may cause you to have a funeral sooner than you’d like.”  I grit out at my friend, clearing my throat as I look around the living room where I grew up.

      As it is every year, the entire twelve thousand square feet of this preposterous home is professionally decorated for Christmas with red and white everything everywhere and so many twinkling white lights I’m about to have a seizure.

      It’s January 5th, and for most people Christmas is over.  Not for us. Both sides of my family are Russian, third generation here in the U.S. but in our world, January 7th is the day of the celebration, not December 25th like it is for most everyone else.

      The headache that started as soon as I packed my truck to head here now feels like spikes driving into my temples. The unfortunate thing is, I like Christmas.  For the bulk of my youth, we spent traditional Russian Christmas Eve and Christmas morning at my maternal grandparents’ house in Townley, PA.

      I own the house now, that’s how much I loved it there.  I bought it from my Grandfather ten years ago after my grandmother died and his Parkinson’s advanced to the point he couldn’t live alone.  Soon after, my mother didn’t think two single men could take care of themselves and she moved her father to our family home, then hired a team of caregivers and nurses to be sure she wouldn’t have to do any of the dirty work herself.

      Well-meaning, if a little cold, but that’s my mother.

      “You’re always so contrary.” My mother puts her phone down and folds her perfectly manicured hands in her lap.  “Besides, Roan has already agreed.”

      I dart my eyes between them, and I already know I’m not going to like the answer to my next question.  “Agreed to what?”

      Roan sniffs as he and my mother exchange a glance.  “The charity event tomorrow. That’s why you need a new suit.”

      The Russian tea cakes my family’s cook brought out just a minute ago are beginning to smell pretty fishy.

      “Event?” I already know I’ve been duped.

      “For the Parkinson’s Association.”  Roan raises his eyebrows, giving me a knowing look raising his glass to me. “Hard to say no to that.”

      I run my hand through my hair and grip the back of my neck on the way down.  As if on cue, there’s the sound of footsteps from behind me and I turn to see my Grandfather being wheeled into the living room by Emily, one of his aides.

      “Little birdie told me you’d landed back in the nest.”  He holds out a quivering hand and I hop up and make my way toward him.

      “Grandpa. You’re looking more like Hugh Hefner every day.”  I stand back and give him an admiring look. “Where are the bunnies?”  I lean over to look behind him as Emily grins.

      “He wore them out.”  His caregiver leans down to whisper in his ear. “Some things get better with age.” She squeezes his shoulders and gives me a wink.

      “Sure.”  My grandfather rolls his eyes.  “I had my one bunny. That was all I ever wanted or needed.”

      The house my grandfather built, where I now live, was simple compared to this stone-walled monstrosity. He built the solid Sears Craftsman House by himself, with the help of a few friends and family, back when he was in his early twenties.  A few years later, he married my grandmother and it’s also where my mother grew up, but you’d be hard pressed to get her to admit that to most of her current circle.

      She always wanted a different life. A tall, thin, Russian beauty, her focus was on her physical appeal, which the genetic Gods conspired to give to her in abundance.  That led to her winning local pageants, but also a few bigger titles.  She won Miss Pittsburg, and that led to a whirlwind romance with my father. When they got together, his family already owned Countrywide Insurance, one of the largest insurance companies in the country.

      They weren’t always so legit, but by the time my father was in his twenties, he was a second generation immigrant and the family had given up most of the bootlegging, enforcement and darker sides of their underground businesses and traded up for the more acceptable sort of American dream. They started in the steel mills of Philadelphia, then other legitimate businesses followed creating an empire of sorts among the Kozlov’s who arrived here in American with little more than a bag of tattered clothes and a drive to succeed.

      It was the fairy tale my mother always wanted.

      Enter her first and only child, arriving just a short eight months from the date of their wedding. What my parents lacked in love for each other, they made up for in a fierce drive for acceptance into the upper class so their roots of poverty could be forever forgotten.

      I came into the world hell-bent on not following in the family footsteps of three-piece suits and board meetings.  Country clubs and golf.

      Expectations and bullshit.

      Instead, after college—which I completed as a favor to my grandparents more than anything—I took a job at a local machine shop and learned to weld.

      Turns out, I fucking loved it.

      I thought my mother was going to have a breakdown.  Her only son, heir to a national insurance and investment conglomerate and a fortune into the hundreds of millions, working manual labor?  Isn’t that what her parents and grandparents left, to come here to American and make it big?

      I was supposed to want the Mercedes. The cigar and vodka lunches at the downtown steakhouse.  The invitations to the upper-crust events of polite society that make us feel like we belong. What was I doing as a welder?

      Doesn’t matter that I’ve made myself into a success on my own terms.  I own my business. I have close to a hundred employees. Since I have almost zero social life, I’ve made investing my side gig and if I so chose, I could have all the trappings of what my parents view as success, I just don’t see the point.

      Still, the scandal of it all nearly drove my parents mad.

      “Your grandfather is going to be the guest of honor.”  My mother goes for the jugular.  “Would be such a shame if his one and only grandson, home for Christmas, didn’t even come to the event honoring him.”

      Roan gives me an amused, sympathetic look, raising an eyebrow on a tight smile.  He and I are not blood related, but we’ve been mistaken for brothers more times than I can count.  The only big difference between us now is my face is covered with a thick brown beard in contrast to his two-day scruff.

      I rub my forehead, knowing I’ve been bamboozled.

      But there’s no way I’d bring any shame to my grandfather.  He’s the one that taught me the values that led me to my life now.  Because of him I know how to bait a hook, work a hard day’s labor, fix a carburetor and be proud of my accomplishments, even if they don’t stand up to someone else’s expectations.

      He also taught me to treat women with respect.  How waiting for the right one to come along can pay off in spades.  I didn’t always believe him, but as time went on my doubt faded away. Unfortunately, inching toward my fortieth birthday, I’m coming to believe the right one may not be in the cards for me.

      Years ago I dated here and there.  Thinking if I just gave it time that feeling my grandfather always told me about would suddenly, magically appear.  Didn’t happen.  I cared for some of them.  I liked them.  Didn’t wish them ill.

      But, that thing?  Nyet, and at least for me, without that, year after year my interest in looking for hidden treasure became less and less.

      So, I work.  Hard.  I also weld for the art of it.  I do a few big weekend juried art shows each summer.  Takes me months to create some of my largest sculptures and I have commissions coming in every week, no matter how high I raise my prices.  I’ve taken a different road, but it’s made all the difference for me.

      My bank account is in solid shape, even if I’ve turned down my father’s offer to come work at Countrywide, and by so doing, I would be rewarded with a trust fund that could support a small city.

      It’s coercion at its finest, but I’m not playing my parents’ game. I’m my own man and no one can take that away from me.

      “Fine.”  I concede to the event.  “I’m doing it for you, old man.”  I jerk my head toward my grandfather.  “Only, you better be wearing a suit too.  Otherwise, I’m sporting silk pajamas and a robe. I may even start smoking a pipe…”

      I pull at my beard as Roan and my grandfather chuckle, but before I can enjoy the moment, my mother is back on task.

      “Very well, it’s settled.  Mauricio is waiting for you at the shop.”

      Mauricio is an old friend of the family who has a custom tailor and formalwear shop in town.  It’s very high end.  He does the suits and his wife does the gowns and women’s formal dresses.  He’s taken care of my family as far back as I can remember.

      “Now?”  I grouse toward my mother, who comes over and runs her hands down my arms.

      “Yes, now.”  She smiles, the lines around her red lips a bit deeper than I remember. Her blonde hair, swept up into a tight bun, glimmers with gray now. “You should look at some other things while you’re there.  I swear you were wearing this same shirt last time you were here. Just bill it to our account.  Whatever you want.”  The disdain in her voice is thinly veiled but I know there’s strings attached to everything she offers so there will be no billing anything to the family tab.

      “Flannel is in this year,” my grandfather chimes in, nodding toward us. He’s lost weight, his skin is dry and gray, and as much as I dislike my family home, I need to find a way to spend more time with him.  “It’s all the rage.  Think I saw a picture of Warren Buffet on the cover of Forbes dressed like a lumberjack.  All he needed was Martel’s beard.”

      “Dad,” my mother quips, shaking her head.  “Don’t encourage him.”  My mother waves her hand and makes her way toward the archway leading to the main hall.  “We will see you back here by eight sharp for dinner. And speaking of dinner, I need to go check on preparations.  They never quite make the Marlenka to my standards. If you don’t stay on top of your staff every second…”  Her voice fades as she disappears toward the kitchen and I stuff my hands into my jeans’ pockets and look at my grandfather, who gives me a sympathetic smile.

      “You’re going to be fine.” He gives me a wave. “I appreciate you agreeing to come to the event, if that helps at all.”  He coughs as Emily comes over and hands him a tissue, but he shoos her off and finishes.  “I tried to get her to tell you about it sooner.  But, you know your mother.  She thinks she knows best.”

      “It’s fine. I’ll be there with bells on.” I nod.

      He and I have more in common than I do with my own father, who right now is on a business trip in New York courting a merger with some other insurance company hell-bent on squashing the little guy whenever the opportunity presents itself.

      My grandfather who was a supervisor at one of the steel mills my father’s family owned, may not have had the financial success that my own father has, but he had the kind of success that most will never have.

      He and my grandmother made a life for themselves that revolved around love, laughter and loyalty, even in the hard times.  And, as he would always say, a generous amount of vodka, which my grandmother always said cured just about everything.

      I’ve never had much drive for financial over-abundance, which made me a bit of an outcast in the private schools and country clubs where I grew up.  I was a loner anyway, Roan is one of my few friends left from around here, probably my only friend besides the ones I have back in Townley, none of which—to my knowledge at least—have trust funds.

      It’s become my home, but I’ve always felt like I was waiting to belong to something.  I don’t fit here and don’t quite fit there.  Doesn’t help that I spend most of my time at work, and although my parents will never understand, it’s given me a sense of purpose.

      Still, thinking about my grandparents, as much as I’d never admit it to my friends, what’s missing is my person.  The one.

      Emily a sturdy Russian woman a decade my senior comes back into the room with my grandfather’s oxygen, her light green scrubs decorated with little unicorns.  “We should go back up.  A little nap so you can have dinner later and not fall face first into your Solyanka.”

      My grandfather gives her a wave but looks my way. “Sucks getting old.” Then he points at me. “Don’t forget to live first.  You never know how much time you’re wasting waiting.”

      Emily wheels him back toward the wing where my grandfather has his own suite of rooms and Roan and I head to the front door.

      Once outside, I punch him in the shoulder. “You could have given me a heads-up, dick.”

      He shrugs as we step toward our vehicles in the early evening chill. “She blindsided me when I got here.  Told me she wanted me to surprise you when you got here. She’s got skills, man.  What can I say? Besides, your grandfather…”  He tips his head back toward the house.  “There was no way out of it…”

      He pauses, looking down then back up his hand covering a crooked smile.

      “What?  What’s the dumb-ass look on your face?”

      “She didn’t tell you everything.”

      “You better start talking.”

      “It’s a charity auction.”  The tone in his voice tells me it’s not that simple.

      “Okay, so I’ll bid on something.”

      “A bachelor auction.  And you,” he pokes a finger into my chest, then jerks it back, his thumb pointing toward himself, “and me, are on the auction block. She’s had us both signed up for months.”

      No fucking way.
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        * * *

      

      By the time I get to Mauricio’s, I’m ready to tear the steering wheel off my truck.

      Bachelor auction?

      My mother knows that would piss me the fuck off but I’ll do nearly anything for my Grandfather so I grit my teeth, pull my truck into a spot next to a beat up old horrible-green Taurus parked way over the parking line, throw my pick up into park and stomp into the shop, where I see Mauricio and his wife, Irina, smiling at me.

      “Martel!”  Irina throws her hands up and heads my way, hugging me like she has since I came here the first time for my first suit when I was just a kid.  “It’s so good to see you.”  She runs her hands down my shoulders.  “You look tired.  Are you hungry? You look hungry.  I made some pirozhki—”

      “No.”  I give her a smile.  They are both sweet people, remind me of my grandparents in a lot of ways. “I’m fine.  Have to be back to dinner with mom by eight.”

      Mauricio only stands to my chest, and his hair over the years has receded until only a few strands cover the shine of his head, but he’s always impeccably dressed in a three-piece suit, pocket watch and antique filigree tailor scissors, on a black ribbon around his neck.

      Irina’s dark hair, now swirled with silver, is always spun on top of her head in a tight bun, and she makes Mauricio look six feet tall.  She’s in a perfectly fitting suit sort of dress, sturdy black heels and an apron that jumped straight off the pages of a 1950’s Sears catalog.

      She designs and sews custom dresses, especially wedding dresses, and anyone who’s anyone around here in the country club circuit makes sure as soon as the engagement ring is on, they have an appointment to have their wedding dress created by Irina.

      “Sure, sure.  She called, told us you were on your way.  We need to get your measurements. You’ve gotten bigger since we saw you last. I think the kids these days call it thick.”  There’s a jolly twinkle in her eye as Mauricio waves me to the little measuring platform in front of a three-way mirror, as Irina narrows her eyes at me.  “Why are you not married yet, Martel?  So handsome, you’re a good man.  You’re getting old. You need a wife.”

      “And a shave.”  Mauricio grabs his clean-shaven chin on a smile and another wink, as Irina gives him a playful swat with a finger to her lips, telling him to shush.

      He returns her swat with one of his own, straight to her backside, making her cheeks turn pink and there’s an empty feeling in my chest as she continues to bemoan my continued bachelorhood, and extolling all the merits and comforts of finding me a wife and making babies.

      I know she means well, but she’s been telling me the same thing since I was in college.  If they had their way, I’d be married with twelve kids by now.

      What they don’t know is, I would too.  But seems like that’s just not in the cards for me and I’ve made my peace with that.

      “One second.”  Mauricio leans toward the red curtains separating the front of the store from the back. “We have a new employee. If you don’t mind, they will do your measuring.”

      “Sure.”  I heave a sigh.  I don’t care.

      Until I hear him call for the trainee.

      “Bria!  Come, come.  The customer is here.  Bring your tape measure and notepad.”

      Mauricio winks at me again and I see him look over at Irina, who has a devious look in her eyes.

      I curl my fingers into fists at my sides, ready for what, I’m not sure.

      But, when I see her walk out from the center of the hanging red fabric, there’s a solid boom in my chest and for a second, I forget to breathe.

      The knockout blonde comes out and already my cock, which has for all practical purposes been on sabbatical for years, starts to stretch and come to life.

      Her dark eyes catch on mine for just one eternal moment, before she looks down.

      She’s wearing an off-white pleated skirt that settles just above her knees, with matching off-white tights and black patent leather low pumps.  Her fuzzy white sweater dips into a low V on her chest and the hint of her cleavage I see has my mouth watering, and all I can think is, she looks like a snowflake.

      One of a kind.

      Perfect.

      I want her to melt on my tongue.

      Damn, this girl could walk a runway anywhere in the world.

      But I’d rather she walk a private runway in my bedroom.

      “Okay.”  Mauricio claps his hands together and looks at me, then nods at the exotic, blonde beauty that has me wishing I had worn compression underwear.  “Let’s start with his inseam, shall we?”

      Dead.
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      Bria

      

      “Now, remember, you need to ask him the question...”  I hear Mauricio’s voice from behind as I lower myself to my knees in front of the client and try to take an even breath.

      I look up to see my boss nod in encouragement, the tips of my ears on fire as I try to find my voice—usually not a problem. In fact, this morning both my best friend and my father within the span of an hour told me if I could turn talking into cash, a lot of our problems would be solved.

      My friend was joking.  My father was not.

      “Do you dress right or left?” I grit out the words as I look up his pantleg.  The answer is already clear, because it’s filling the top of his jeans in front of my face. And I swear, I see it throbbing.

      Something like a growl comes from above, but I feel the world is spinning around me.  Blood rushes in my ears as I push my hair back and feel my nipples tingle. When Mauricio told me a long-time, valued client was coming in, I expected someone that looked like a Republican senator.

      What I got was a man standing there like a bearded, sturdy Oak tree.

      “Left.”  The lumberhunk grunts out his answer, sending a zing through my body. “Way left.”

      This isn’t my first measurement session with a man.  I know what way left means.  It’s never effected  me before. But right now I feel like I’m about to burst into flames.

      What is happening?

      When I walked out from the backroom, there he was. Not just big, enormous. Thick, hard, chiseled. But that wasn’t what hit me first.

      It was his eyes. As blue as the spring sky breaking out beneath dark brows pulled tight as if to warn anyone close by to keep their distance and mind their tongue.

      There’s a warmth between my legs and a flutter in my belly as I clench my inner muscles, trying to quell the growing tension threatening to burst free and have me flopping on the floor like a fish.

      Get it together, Bria. You need this job.

      I tug at the hem of my skirt as I take my place on the floor beside the stranger with the mountain-man beard and the Big Foot sized everything.

      He’s looking down at me like a bear planning his next meal.  I’ve only worked here a week, but in this part of town at least, he’s an anomaly.  He’s flannel and jeans and chest hair, with no semblance of order to his beard.

      It’s wild.

      Like he’s driving me.

      He’s wearing a white t-shirt under his unbuttoned red checked shirt, and his torso is so large I don’t think I could wrap my arms all the way around. He’s older, but the perfect sort of older. Like he knows things about life that I don’t.  Like his years give him a wisdom that would keep me safe, cherished, like a little girl feels from her father.

      Well, like she should feel from her father.

      But it’s not just his upper body that is large.  My eyes fix on the front of his jeans again and that little flutter in my belly leaps up my throat and comes out of my mouth in a little squeak.

      “Now.” Mauricio does his little signature clap when he’s pleased. “I’ll leave you to finish his measurements while I go and choose a few suits for Mr. Martel to try.”

      God, please, don’t leave me alone with him.

      “Fine.” Bearded-sex-man answers toward Mauricio, but even that single word spreads a chill over my skin. “Black or gray.  No pinstripes.  Simple.”

      I know my face must be Santa-suit red as I pick up my measuring tape and try to keep my hands from shaking uncontrollably.

      “If you could just spread your feet a little more…”  I say, looking at his worn leather boots then up at him with a tense half-smile.  “Please?”

      He looks down at me with a mixture of curiosity and confusion.  His thick beard circles full lips and his face isn’t conventionally handsome or symmetrical.  To the contrary, his nose is a bit crooked and his forehead hints at some lingering caveman DNA.  His hands look like they know hard work, and the contrast of it all in this high-end formalwear shop, where the elite of Oakland Hills are tended to like royalty, is making me dizzy.

      His eyes linger on mine, a brilliant lapis sort of blue like I’ve never seen, as he takes a sidestep with his right foot to give me better access to…his inseam.

      God help me.

      The front of his jeans are drawn tight down his leg in contrast to the way they give ample room everywhere else.

      I do my best to hold onto the measuring tape as I bring the end up to where I need to start the measurement, but instead of confidently and quickly taking the measurement I drop the tape, staring at the clear outline of his dick hanging…

      Way down.

      I’m no prude, but experience with dicks is not on my resume.  Watching my parents put the ‘D’ in dysfunctional marriage maybe had something to do with my disinterest in the opposite sex—or anything resembling a relationship.

      Having the distinct honor of being the first girl in middle school to blossom and the inevitable gross catcalls and mooing sounds from the boys in the hallways didn’t help.  I went from the awkward, geeky outcast to sudden popularity.  At least with the boys.

      When I realized it was all a sick joke they had come up with to see who could get under my shirt first, well let’s just say it left the taste of something like shit in my mouth.

      To make matters worse, my best friend Alice convinced me to take my usual beige sort of no-color hair to a brilliant platinum last week when I was feeling my usual let down as Christmas day came and went in my house with no acknowledgement from my father.  She said it was her gift to me and I have to say I’m still trying to get used to the new me.

      I reach down and pick up my tape, taking a long shaking breath, and place it at the top of his inseam, dragging my knuckles down the softness of what I know are his balls, then over the harder landscape of the growing length of his dick down the leg of his jeans.

      “You enjoying yourself?”  His voice from above nearly sends me over the edge.

      “Sure,” I reply, writing down the measurement on my pad of paper then looking up at the hunk of man meat that has me rethinking all my objections to giving up my V-card.  “Are you?”

      “Way more than I thought I would.”

      There’s another low rumble like growl coming from him as I stand and stretch the tape down his arms, then around his waist, drawing in a breath of his deep masculine scent that has a direct connection to my clit.

      He snaps his tongue along his front teeth, eyeing me up and down, and I notice the way his fingertips twitch when I bend over to make a note on my measurement pad, and his eyes get a generous view of my chest.

      I’m teasing him and I’m not sure why.  I’ve never felt so emboldened before.  Maybe it’s the new hair, I’m feeling very Anna Nicole Smith pre-drug addiction, more like her Guess jeans era.  For the first time I understand what my roommate, Alice—stage name Cherrie—tells me about the thrill of the tease.

      She’s a stripper, making money to pay for her pre-med classes. She’s constantly trying to recruit me as well, but I have not just two left feet, but two left feet and the rhythm of a someone receiving shock treatment. It is not that I look down on her job, quite the contrary.  I just know that breaking my neck on the first day would not lead to the goal of paying for design school. Whereas here, the worst that could happen is I stick myself with a pin several times a day.

      With each measurement, I do my best Elle Woods inspired bend and snap…bending over to pick up a pin or my notepad, knowing his eyes are on me, and feeling that rush that Alice talks about when you have a customer in the palm of your hand.

      But now that I have him, I have no idea what to do with him.

      I finish up the measurements, listening to his every breath, doing my best not to drool or stare blankly at the obvious erection that now looks wildly uncomfortable straining against the fabric.

      “So…”  Mauricio strides in, hanging three suits on the hooks on the wall and breaking the tension for a moment.  I turn on my toe, flipping my hair, imitating a few of the moves Alice taught me, arch my back, stick out my rear, high stepping and—

      “Bria!”  Mauricio and Irina yelp in unison as the hunk with a hard-on steps forward, catching me in mid-fall before my face centers into the crotch of a mannequin wearing an Armani suit.

      Arms as hard as burled wood wrap around my waist, stabilizing me while I scrape around to find what’s left of my dignity.

      His warm breath is near my ear and as crazy as it sounds, I swear I can feel his heartbeat in his bulging biceps.

      “You’ve got some moves. You’re teasing me.” He whispers and I realize for the first time in my life, I want a man.

      This man.

      “I’m so sorry, Mr. Kozlov. Please, Bria is still learning.”  Irina comes around in a fluster to untangle me and I right myself, avoiding his eyes.  “She’s a good girl.”  Irina gives me a soft smile.  “Bria, go in the back and bring Mr. Kozlov an espresso and a vodka.”

      “Sure.”  I run my hands down the front of my skirt as I break back through the red curtains.

      On the other side, I slump down into a chair behind a sewing machine and grab the top of my head, resting my elbows on my knees, still trying to make sense of what just happened.

      Once I can stand, I work my way to the back kitchen of the shop, which is filled with the scent of pastry and roasting meat from the dumplings that Irina made in between appointments today.  The business is really a large old converted Victorian house where the original kitchen space remains.

      I twist the controls on the espresso machine and listen to the whirring sound, then take in the scent of the rich coffee, squeezing my legs together in a vain attempt to stop the low throb that seems intent on overriding my more practical senses.  I reach into the freezer and pour a shot of chilled vodka from the tall bottle with Russian lettering, thinking maybe I should do a quick shot myself.

      By the time I get back to the front room where Martel is standing, arms crossed, I’ve managed to return my heart rate to near normal.

      It doesn’t last.

      When I hand Martel the little white porcelain cup it looks doll-sized in his hands, his eyes have turned wild and Irina and Mauricio look amused.

      He tosses back the steaming, highly caffeinated liquid, as my bosses offer me a tense smile then disappear behind the red curtain shushing each other as they go.

      The gigantic Russian stares silently at me as I hold the shot glass.  He takes it from my shaking hand and brings it to his perfect lips, sucking the vodka down in one quick motion then handing the glass back to me.

      “I need you to do something for me.”  He looks me up and down, drawing a long breath.

      “What?  Remeasure you?”

      He shakes his head. “No. We’re going to help each other.”

      “Help you? With what and why?”  I narrow my eyes at him. As hard as it is to look right into those eyes, I’m finding it nearly impossible not to.

      “Because it’s in your best interest.”  His answer rumbles from his chest and a spike of fear races through me. “And I’m not taking no for an answer.”

      I stick my bottom lip out, the swirl of terror and lust turns into a tornado inside me, but before I can figure out what to say next he runs the backs of his fingers up my chest, moving upward, tingling the flesh on my neck until he’s pinching my chin.

      He grits his teeth then finishes.  “Besides, tomorrow is my Christmas Eve, and you wouldn’t want to ruin that for me Snowflake, would you?”

      “No, but…Christmas was two weeks ago.”

      “For many, da, yes.” His accent hangs on the words more so that it has before now. “Russian Christmas is January seventh and I know what I want under my tree.”

      Heat spreads from my face downward and explodes in white twinkling lights between my legs.

      “What’s that?”  I gulp as his fingers stay firmly planted, gripping my chin.

      “I’m about to tell you…”
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      Martel

      

      “Are you serious?”  Her wide, doe eyes have a fire behind them, but all I can think about is how she felt when I reached out and grabbed her as she stumbled.

      Soft.

      Warm.

      Perfect.

      One of my hands grazed her tit as I held her, and fuck, if my cock wasn’t an out of control bastard before that it took some iron willpower not to coat the inside of my jeans with my cum.

      When she stumbled, as little danger as there truly was to her, a flash of protectiveness stabbed me in the heart.  The thought of her being hurt had my blood running hot and even though it was just a mannequin, I wanted to kill that fucker for almost touching her.

      An inanimate object, for Christ’s sake.

      I grind and twist my palms together in front of us, trying to find my center of control. I’ve explained my proposal to her and now I just need to close the deal.

      “Yes. Dead serious. Ten thousand dollars for one evening.  All you have to do is show up and bid on me until you win…I’ll give you the money for the bidding.  Just make sure you win.”

      “A bachelor auction?”  She scratches her cheek on a squinted eye and she’s fucking stunning.  Pink cheeks, long ice blonde hair sweeping over her forehead and dark eyes that have me lost already, except she’s so fucking young. Too young for a fuck like me.

      “Yes.  It’s for charity and I’m doing it for my grandfather.” I shake my head, the need to explain my mother and my family more than I want to get into right now.

      I bite down on the inside of my cheek as I try to push the thought away of mounting her sweet pussy on my face as she juices into my mouth.  Grinding and moaning as I dig my fingertips into her round ass cheeks.

      “You want to pay me to have a date with you?  Isn’t that illegal?”

      “Nyet.” I grunt out.  Something primitive is taking over as I speak with her. “No, not unless I pay you to fuck me. Or, you pay me…either way.”  The vulgarity makes her startle, but I finish.  “Never mind, just win the date and you get paid.”

      I will fuck you, somehow, someday, is what I want to add, but from the trepidation on her face I get myself under some control.

      Mauricio and Irina, I love them, but they care too much about everyone.  As soon as they sent Bria back to get me my espresso/vodka combo, they were going on about how she’s saving up to go to design school while taking care of her not-so-disabled, disabled father, how she lives on Pines Avenue, which is more than just a low rent area.

      It’s dangerous.

      It pissed me the fuck off, hearing that her own father, was not treating her like a damn princess.

      They went on, good old gated community gossip, and told me there was talk about a few of the girls from my former high school that were going to be at the auction.   One of them hell-bent on making sure she won the bid for me.  One in particular I’d rather stick needles under my fingernails than spend a second on a date with her. Charity or not.

      The way Bria is chewing on her lip is driving me crazy, but there’s one thing my father taught me about business and making deals. At some point in the negotiations, everything is on the table and there will be an uncomfortable silence.

      The first one to talk, loses.

      Except in this instance, as long as she agrees to my proposal, we’re both going to win.

      I’ve never wanted like someone like this.  It’s insanity and Christmas magic all at the same time.

      “Okay.”  She finally mouths ad I feel like I’ve been holding my breath for ten years. “Formal? Or, what should I wear? I mean, I have formal. I have pretty much everything. I know you couldn’t know, but I’m a clothing designer, I have plenty of formal dresses, or evening wear, or…”  She rambles on for another minute or more and I feel like I live a lifetimes inside each word.  Her sweet, lilty voice plays me like Yo-Yo Ma and I love that she is comfortable enough to talk until she’s breathless.

      I want to make her breathless in so many ways.

      When she finally comes up for air, I strain against the smile that pulls at my lips but when she presses her fingers to her forehead on a sigh, looking at me with a flush of embarrassment, I just want to kiss her so fucking bad.

      “I tend to ramble. Sorry.”

      “No, never be sorry for talking.  I loved every word. You should talk all the time.”

      She swallows hard, blinking a few times, and I look at her neck as a fantasy flashes in my head of my red teeth marks and the sight of my hands bound there as she stares up at me, my cock buried deep in her tight cunt as she gasps…

      “So?”  She’s giving me a strange look and I realize I was lost in my thoughts and missed something.

      “Sorry, I was listening but—”

      “Formal or just evening wear?”

      “Either.  Whichever makes you more comfortable.”

      “Where is this event?”

      I give her the address and time, and realize I don’t want to wait until tomorrow evening to see her again.  I don’t think I can wait until tomorrow evening to see her again.  Which both confuses and frustrates me.

      I think about how Irina was chiding me about not being married and how I never had a good answer.

      Now I know.

      It’s not something you can describe.  This feeling I have around this girl I’ve known less than thirty minutes.  Fuck, I don’t even know if she has a boyfriend.  A husband.

      Christ almighty.

      What if men aren’t her jam?  I can see myself eliminating a boyfriend, even a husband if necessary, but if she’s just not wired for my XY chromosomes, what the fuck am I going to do about that?

      “Fine. So, how is this all going to work?”

      “Work?” I answer, still half-crazed with the thoughts that she could have someone else in her life, male or female.

      She’s fidgeting, looking uncomfortable, and all I can think of is gathering her hair in my hands and kissing her luscious pink lips.

      “The money.  How do I bid and whatever. Like, cash or what?”

      “I’ll give you cash and a card tomorrow.”  I reach over and take her pen and little pad of paper where she’s scribbled my measurements and write down my cell number.  “Message me when you arrive.  I’ll come out and meet you.”

      I hand it back to her and let my fingers brush hers. As I do, that deep percussion booms again in my chest at the contact.  My heart pounds and the Christmas carols that have been playing inside my head since she walked into the room fade behind the rushing of my blood in my ears.

      “Well, I should get back—” She tips her head toward the back room, but I can’t live another second not knowing.

      “Do you have a boyfriend?”  I blurt out as her deep brown eyes snap wide, then I add. “Or a girlfriend?  Or…fuck it, anyone?”

      A tight smile curls her lips and there’s a seductive gleam in her eye.  “And what if there is?  This is just a business arrangement, right?”

      Fuck no, it’s not.

      The thought of another man with his hands on her has a violent surge of blood rushing through my veins.

      I can’t help it.  I’m overwhelmed with the possessive sense this girl is mine.  All mine. And I’m losing control of myself in a way I’ve never experienced before.

      “Answer my questions first.  Don’t answer a question with a question.  It’s naughty. Are you naughty?”

      “Maybe.”  She glides her tongue over her bottom lip on that pout that makes me want to bend her over and fuck her right here. “But, no. I’m quite unencumbered by any romantic sort of relationship.”

      “Good,” I grit out before I can stop myself.

      She tips her head back, looking at the ceiling for a moment, before meeting my eyes.  “It’s nice to know there’s a second Christmas.  Since I didn’t really have a first.”  She finishes the last words more wistful, almost like she’s saying them to herself.

      “Your family does not celebrate?”

      Her lips tug down and I regret asking because her smile is gone.  “Not so much.  We don’t really even do anything anymore.  It’s just me and my dad and…well…”  She blows out a long breath like she’s trying to reset the mood.  “I really do love Christmas. I just don’t get to love it as much as I’d like.”

      “We will work on that.”

      “Maybe.”  She crinkles her nose, turns and sashays into the back room, twitching her ass as she goes.

      I’m left standing there with my heart pounding and my cock nearly breaking in half, hard as fucking steel uncomfortably locked in place down my pant leg.

      Get your shit together, man.

      I think this is it.  That feeling I’ve been waiting for my entire life.

      Now, I have to figure out what the fuck to do about it.
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      Bria

      

      “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”  I stare into the mirror at Alice, who is standing behind me with a curling iron, twirling my hair on the hot barrel.

      “I can’t either.”  She smiles.  “But I’m fucking stoked that you are. Ten grand?  Damn, girl. It’s about time you did something daring.  I can’t seem to talk you into stripping…”

      “Yeah, you remember when you got me to put on your acrylic stilts?  How did that go?”

      She giggles and starts on another piece of my hair.  “We were close to an ER visit.”

      A flash of heat bursts on my cheeks remembering how Martel caught me as I tripped and nearly fell face first into the mannequin.  His hand brushed my chest and it felt like all the air in the room disappeared.

      “Right,” I reply as Alice finishes up the last few curls on the front of my hair then puts down the curling iron and starts teasing the roots. “There isn’t enough insurance in the world that would let a strip club give me the stage.”

      Alice and I have been friends since the second grade.  We bonded over those horrible pink snack cakes called Snoballs and protecting each other from Audrina Templeton, who for some reason made us the center of her destructive focus from the time we entered Mrs. Rubinstein’s class that September.

      We were both from what everyone in this town calls ‘The Pines’, which is Pines Avenue and the surrounding area known for trailer parks and low rent duplexes, along with subsidized apartment buildings.

      There are more liquor stores than grocery stores these days.  But, when we grew up, it wasn’t a war zone, it was working class, and to us it was just home.

      “I’d give you lessons,” Alice goes on. “I told you that bunches of times.  You could make so much more money.”  She tips her head toward the window where the sun is already down, and the early winter evening has taken over the sky.  “And, you get to sleep in.”

      Alice’s work has paid for her pre-med as well as room and board at Marygrove College about an hour from here.  She’s staying with me for her winter break, but her classes start in a few days and I don’t begrudge her the path she’s chosen for her college funding.  She’s smart, and she’s gorgeous, with that perfect blend of a flat stomach centered between her natural double D’s and a rear end that makes most grown men cry.  Her cocoa colored hair hangs in perfect rinlets and curls down her back and I’ve never seen eyes like hers before. They are a greenish-blue like a some tropical lagoon and I’m pretty sure she could hypnotize someone with just a look if she wanted.

      My eyes are brown, wide, but nothing special. My body stores some extra fluff all over year round, but I gave up the self-loathing years ago.  I am what I am, I feel good and the number on the scale can’t continue to determine my self-worth or my mood.

      I love that Alice is chasing her dreams on her own terms and envy snaps at me whenever I think of my own dreams of design school, which seem more out of reach every day.

      Except, if all goes as planned, I’ll have ten grand that may just jump start my dreams after all.

      The alarm I set on my phone goes off and my stomach flips.

      “I gotta get dressed.”

      I take one more look in the mirror, barely recognizing myself.

      Another side advantage to working as a stripper, is Alice has some mad skills with hair and makeup, and if I didn’t know better I’d swear I was looking at myself through some glam IG filter, not at the mirror over my dresser.  It’s not that I’m an au naturel gal all the time, but when Alice gets ahold of a face, it’s makeup art at its finest.

      As I move to my bed where my dress for the evening is waiting, my father’s voice bellows through the bedroom door.

      “Bria!” He sounds pissed, which is how he sounds the majority of the time. “I need to talk to you.”

      Alice shakes her head on a sneer, hissing, “Don’t give him any more money.”

      I flick my eyes to the door and clear my throat.  “Coming,” I yell, then look at my friend, putting my finger to my mouth.

      “He just got his disability check last week.” She grits out shaking her head, frustration clenching her jaw.

      “I know,” I answer in a hushed tone, waving at her to keep her voice down, but she gives me an eye roll as I open the bedroom door and head down the hall to the den where he spends most of his time.

      Looking inside, it’s a disaster. I cleaned in here yesterday, but already there are empty beer cans, two empty whiskey bottles and a mess of pizza boxes and take-out containers.  The scent of sour alcohol and sadness wrap around me like a heavy fog as he spins in his wheelchair and his watery red eyes focus on me.

      For a second, he stares, and I wrap my arms around my waist as my stomach knots.  “What do you need?  I’m on my way out.”

      “On your way out?  You taking up with Alice then? All painted up like a working girl. And your hair. I hate it. I hate that color. It’s cheap.”

      “I have a charity event.  What did you need to talk to me about?”

      “I need twenty bucks.  I need to pay for a prescription.”

      “I refilled everything for you already…”

      “It’s a new prescription.  None of your business.  I just need the money.”  His frail body is lost inside the cotton pajama bottoms and tattered blue robe he wears almost every day, even though I’ve bought decent-fitting clothes for him from the thrift store down the street.

      Sometimes, I believe he likes living this way.  Playing the victim. Soaking up pity like it somehow legitimizes his self-destruction.

      I start to tell him no, but the argument that would ensue would sap any of the positive energy I have going into this evening, so I walk back to the bedroom, give Alice a look, letting her know I don’t need her chastising me right now, and get a twenty dollar bill from my purse.

      When I return and hand it to my dad, he doesn’t thank me.  Instead, he narrows his eyes on a sniff.

      “Charity event. What charity event?”

      “It’s the annual Parkinson’s Fundraiser at Meadowbrook Hall.”

      “Meadowbrook Hall?”  He scoffs on a snort. “How did you get invited to Meadowbrook Hall?”

      I shrug.  “Someone from work invited me.  It’s a fundraiser and it’s always decorated so beautifully for Christmas. It should be fun.”

      “Christmas is over,” he huffs, knowing full well the well-known event hall and hotel will still be dressed to the nines for the holidays.

      I look around the cheerless room. There is no sign of Christmas here or anywhere in the house.  My father forbids any decorations, so Alice and I put up a small fiber-optic tree in my bedroom and some cranberry and popcorn garland we made ourselves draped everywhere with twinkling white lights.  She wanted to take it down after New Year’s but I didn’t.  Truthfully, I’d leave it up all year if I had my way.

      It’s my own little Christmas act of defiance, and as long as we keep our door closed, he pretends he doesn’t notice. Alice’s parents were killed in a car accident the summer after we graduated from high school, and although she has a sister that doesn’t live far, she spends a lot of her weekends and holiday breaks here with me.

      She hates that I’m here alone with my father and I know her staying here is more for me than for her.

      “You’re going to wear one of your homemade dresses?”  He coughs.  “You’re just like your mother.  Trying to fit in where you don’t belong. She never could just be happy with what we had.  Always wanted more.  See how that all turned out for us.”

      He rolls his wheelchair toward his recliner and fishes in the cushion, pulling out a pint bottle of the cheapest whiskey the corner liquor stores sell and takes a drink.

      My mother’s been gone over four years now.  She left on Christmas Eve, telling me she would get settled and I could come live with her.  That never happened.

      She lives in Florida now with her new husband, who is what my father refers to as her golden ticket.  Thirty years older with a heart problem and a thick wallet.  I’ve heard from her less and less as time’s gone on.  Her new husband doesn’t have much use for me, and from what I can tell, Mom is more of a pet than a wife.

      But sometimes money is more important than family.  At least that’s what she’s taught me in the last few years.  I felt like things were pretty good growing up.  I mean, we were on the high side of poor but there were no big fights between them.

      My dad worked in a warehouse for one of the local machine shops.  No drinking, no big drama.  Just this underlying disappointment my mother always seemed to have with the fact that she married a working man, whose general aspirations ended at getting overtime and a vacation at a lake cabin for a week every summer.

      “Come on.”  Alice comes into the den, breaking the tense silence with my father.  “You need to get dressed or you’ll be late.  And you’re not going to be late.”  She glares at my dad, who rolls his eyes and turns back toward the TV, punching the remote and blaring the volume on a World Series of Poker.

      I think he’s afraid of Alice. She doesn’t give him an inch.

      I pay most of the expenses here, outside of the house itself which has been paid off since before Mom left thank goodness or homelessness could be a real possibility. I do my best to take care of my father, even though I know in my heart he’s not as disabled as he plays.  His back injury started after the divorce, but when it’s time to hustle to the liquor store or a local poker game, he is miraculously cured.

      The new job at Mauricio’s pays almost double what I was making at the fabric store, and both Mauricio and Irina promised that if things worked out I might even be allowed to sell some of my own designs there sometime in the future.

      It’s not much, but it’s a start, and right now I’ll take whatever I can get.

      Alice takes my hand and we work our way back to our bedroom without another word.

      Inside, she helps me into my dress and shoes, and does some final touches on my hair and makeup, before spinning me around and taking a picture with her phone.

      “Gorgeous.  If you’re not careful, you’re going to have the whole lot of them throwing money at you to win them all.”  She opens her mouth on a dramatic silent laugh. Her legs go up to her shoulders and her long wavy brown hair is almost to her waist. She really could be a model and I guess, in her own way she is. When she recovers, she shrugs and looks at me again.  “But, really, you are just so extra. Don’t ever forget that, okay?”

      My phone buzzes with my second alarm and a bolt of panic cuts through me.  I turn toward Alice, my throat tight and my mouth dry.

      I look toward the full-length mirror, the red, strapless formal dress I designed earlier this year suddenly looking out of place.

      Homemade.

      “Maybe this is a mistake.” My shoulders fall as I exhale, picking at an errant stitch on the ruched neckline, then tug at the fabric around my hips.

      Alice is the perfect blend of curves and straightaways.  Me, on the other hand, I’ve got twenty more pounds and six fewer inches to stretch it over.  I know it’s just business, Martel Kozlov is helping me, and I guess in some way I’m not sure how I’m helping him.

      I’ve never much loathed my looks or my body as I’ve gotten older, but for the most part I’m just at the ho-hum end of average I suppose, and a guy like Martel pushes the needle into the red on the sexy scale.

      “Don’t let your father’s bullshit insecurities taint your evening.” Alice’s voice is cheerful.  “You look fucking killer, and you’re going to own that high-society ballroom. Hold your head high, bid on that hunk of Russian man-meat like you da boss.”

      “I envy your confidence.”  I run a hand up my neck, trying to brush away the red blotches forming already.

      “Listen, look at this dress.”  She cocks her hip out and crosses her arms.  “How the hell would I know how to make something like this?  You look like you should be on the cover of Vogue. So, own it. Work it.  Fake it ‘til you make it, girl.  It’s all in here.”  She steps over and taps me on the forehead.  “And in here.”  Her finger lowers to my sternum.  “Now, get the hell out of here before I put on my best Cherrie Starr pink wig, acrylic stilettos, schoolgirl outfit and usher your ass into Meadowbrook Hall myself.”

      We hug and say our goodbyes, and I scoot out the front door, not bothering with a goodbye to my dad, who is on the phone placing a bet as I scurry by the den door.
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        * * *

      

      Meadowbrook Hall is like a dream.

      From the moment I pull my 1998 mint-green Ford Taurus, with a taped-up broken taillight and flickering ‘Check Engine’ warning, in through the stone pillars and steel gates, I might as well be in the north pole.  Lights are wrapped around every tree, with candy canes as tall as a man lining the driveway.

      There’s a gingerbread house almost as big as the house where I live on the lawn to the left of the entry, and a full size Santa’s sleigh with life-like reindeer on the roof.

      The hall itself was built as a home in the 1800s by the founder of Woods Steel and Manufacturing, and I remember taking field trips here in elementary school and feeling like kings and queens lived here.  It’s been expanded to an event hall with an attached high-end hotel, two restaurants and a bar, and it’s the place that everyone wants to be for any special occasion or lifetime event.

      It’s like Christmas personified as I slow my car past a sign indicating guest parking one way and valet the other.

      As I try to decide which way to turn, I pull out my phone and the piece of paper with Martel’s number scrawled across it.  Even his handwriting is sexy.  Raw, messy, but deliberate at the same time.  I type in his number and the message and hit send.

      Me:  I’m here.  Parking. Will be inside in a minute or two.

      I set my phone back down and my stomach does a somersault.  Snow covers the pavement and I know my experience with five-inch heels is marginal at best, so considering the long walk from the parking lot to the entry, I turn toward the valet sign.

      Tonight, I’m not going to be embarrassed about anything. Like Alice/Cherrie said, fake it ‘til you make it.

      I pull up in front of a black-suited young man about my age, who races around to the driver’s side of the car just as the engine makes a loud clunking sound, followed by a little backfire, causing other guests lingering outside to turn and stare, but I hold my head high.

      “Ma’am.”  The valet opens my door and I step out.  “Here’s your valet ticket. I hope you enjoy your evening.”

      “Thank you.”  He holds my hand for a long moment as I get my feet on the wet ground and pull my black shawl around my shoulders. “Hey,” I lean towards him on a low voice.  “The locks don’t work, so don’t worry about locking it up.”

      He nods with an understanding look, then adds, “You look beautiful, if you don’t mind me saying…”

      “I mind.”  A voice from behind me booms and I twist my head to see Martel standing there, shooting daggers at the poor valet driver.

      “I’m sorry Mr. Kozlov.”  The valet releases my hand, disappearing inside my car and slowly pulling away.

      “You didn’t need to be rude to him.”

      “He didn’t need to touch you.  Or look at you like you were a possibility.”

      Martel steals my breath away, even through my low hum of anger.  My pulse speeds and warmth wraps around me even as the chill of the winter breeze spins snowflakes though the air.

      “I decide who’s a possibility,” I counter as he stares me down, scratching his bearded cheeks with his knuckles, his eyes drifting down my body and back up.  My body tingles like his gaze is a physical touch, and the hairs on the back of my neck raise.

      “Sure. Keep thinking that,” he grunts, reaching for my hand.  “Let’s go inside. It’s cold. I want to be sure to get things organized and you settled before the circus starts.”

      As we walk inside, Martel glares at everyone, his hand slipping to the small of my back, guiding me next to him, and I have the strangest sense of being a prized possession.

      I shouldn’t like it.

      But I do.

      I’ll need to keep reminding myself this is just business.

      Because it’s feeling an awful lot like something else.
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      Martel

      

      This girl…I knew she was different from the moment I saw her at the Mauricio’s.

      I knew she’d done something to me when I left the hotel last night at midnight, after making sure I got her full name from Irina before I left the shop. I then spent an hour on my laptop after getting back to my room from dinner with my mother and grandfather looking up anything and everything I could about her.

      Including her address.

      By 12:30 am I was sitting outside her house.  The late model, mint-green sedan I’d seen parked at Mauricio’s told me I was in the right place.  Impossible there were two cars that horrible in the world let alone in the same metro area. My dick was already hard when I pulled up, but my anger was rising that she lived in that neighborhood.

      The house next to hers is burned out, and even at that time of night there were small groups of people standing on the corner or walking in the street. Graffiti covered the walls and windows of empty small businesses, while most of the windows in the houses were barred or boarded up.

      Still, that anger didn’t stop my stalking ass from watching her with night vision binoculars I borrowed from my father’s hunting gear. He gets some sick thrill from killing exotic, and sometimes endangered, animals.  I don’t get it.  I think they should drop him in the middle of the savannah naked and see what hunts him sometimes.  That would be sport.

      When I raised the binoculars, I checked each window until I found her. She was in her bedroom, alone, thank Christ, because if I’d pulled up and there was some other dude in her room, there would have been bloodshed.

      Instead, I positioned myself in the car at an angle so I could see inside.  She was wearing a silk robe that brushed just under her round ass cheeks, showing off a skimpy fucking pair of panties as she went through her closet, then checked her phone as she laid on her bed.

      There were twinkling lights and a little Christmas tree lit up inside her room, but through the other windows of the house I saw nothing that indicated any holiday cheer and a sadness clutched around my chest.  I wondered what the rest of her life was like.  If she had family that cared for her.  Friends that checked on her.

      I shook my head, realizing it didn’t matter. From now on, I’d be the one that cared for her. That checked on her.  That made sure she was treated the way she should be.

      I fought the urge to jack off as long as I could. That is, until she lost the robe, standing there wearing just her panties and a matching little camisole thing, then walked over and locked the door of her bedroom.

      Fuck, was she making sure she was safe?

      Is she scared of something in her own house?

      The rage swept through me like wildfire until I realized maybe it wasn’t that sort of fear that had her securing herself in her room.

      It was privacy.

      The binoculars gave everything a soft, green, otherworldly glow, but that didn’t stop me from seeing exactly what was about to happen.  My dick ached and my balls pulsed as she climbed onto her bed, wiggled down her panties and grabbed a pillow.

      Fuck, from there I was gone.  I want this girl.  Mind, body, spirit, but for that moment I knew I’d take what I could get, which was watching her as she curled up the pillow and climbed on top, straddling it.

      Her hips began to flex…front to back, back to front…her arms locked and braced on the bed in front of her. She threw her head back, mouth open, and started rocking, faster, faster…her hips now moving in a little circle as I reached down and fought an angry battle with my pants, getting my cock released with one hand as I held the binoculars in place, unwilling to miss a single second of my own personal sex show.

      Once I set my dick free, the head was already slick and dripping with pre-cum as I imagined this magnificent girl riding me.  I was jealous of a fucking pillow, but for the moment, outside of breaking into her house and kidnapping her, which for a moment seemed perfectly acceptable… But no, I gathered some control and fisted my cock in hard, clutching it with brutal strokes as I watched through the window.

      It didn’t take long before her head dropped, the frantic movements of her hips more intent, and then she dropped down onto the bedding, her little hands holding on as I grunted in my car, spurting a load of cum onto my hand, imagining I was delivering it straight into her sweet, hot pussy.

      That was bad enough, me watching her, jacking off in my car outside her window.

      Then, I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my handkerchief, wiped up my sticky release and got my still-hard cock back in my pants.

      What I did next crossed the line from stalker to psycho. I walked to her car, pulled the handle and it opened.  I made a mental note to be sure to tell her if she left her car unlocked again, I’d spank her sweet ass.

      Then, I decorated her steering wheel with my cum.  Wiping it in a full circle before I then rubbed it into the door handle of her car, and the buttons on her radio.  Still, that wasn’t enough.  I stuffed the handkerchief halfway into the lower heat vent below the dash, so when she turned her heat on my cum would be in the air around her.

      Breathing it in.

      All I can think of now, as I walk next to her, is that my cum is on her hands.  And if her fingers have touched her hair, her face…fuck, maybe her lips…she could have tasted me already and she has no idea. My scent is in her lungs.  I am already a part of her, and she doesn’t even know it yet.

      As if I couldn’t be more off the charts for this girl, she gets out of her car wearing this red fucking dress that makes me want to show her off one second, and the next I want to hide her behind the stone walls of a castle, for my eyes only from this day forth.

      There’s an insatiable need surging through me as I walk us into the venue. I see men glancing her way and I want to kill them all.  The women look too. Some clearly admiring, and they get a pass. But the ones that are sneering down their noses at someone they don’t recognize, someone more beautiful than any of them, make me want to hurt them as well.

      All my years of being alone and celibate now make sense.  I don’t know how many years it’s been since I had a date but I wish it was longer.  I wish all my firsts could be with her.

      The filthy thoughts rushing through my mind as I lead her toward a back hallway have my needy cock standing tall and my blood running hot.  I could push her up against the wall right here and make her mine.

      If I had my way, I’d duct tape her mouth shut and throw her in the backseat of my truck and drive her home.

      Not to her home on Pines Ave.

      Nope, that’s no longer her home.

      To my home, which in my crazed mind is from this moment forward going to be her home as well.

      If I needed to, I’d tie her to the bed, spread her legs and feast on her silky, wet pussy until she understood she belongs to me now.

      Jesus, I’m insane.

      I don’t even know her birthday, her favorite color or how she likes her steak cooked, but I swear I can see forever whenever I look at her.

      By the time we reach the end of the hall, I’ve got our lives planned out before I’ve even had the chance to kiss her.

      She turns my way when there is nowhere else to go and give me a smile.  “Your suit looks perfect.”

      “You look incredible.  That dress…”  I clear my throat, my fists balling at my sides as she looks down at herself.  “Should be illegal to look that good.”

      “Wow.” She snorts a little giggle.  “You use that line on all the girls you pay to bid on you at the bachelor auctions?”

      “This will be my first and last auction.  I’m only going through with it for my grandfather.”

      She looks nervous, her tongue flicking onto her lower lip, and I wonder again if she’s tasting me there.

      “Well, I’m sure you will bring top dollar…”

      My heart is about to ram through my chest. “As long as you get the winning bid, that’s all that matters.”

      “I’ll do my best, so how do I do the…”  She shrugs, pulling her lips to the side then lowering her voice.  “You know, the money.  I’m sorry, I hate to ask…”

      “No. Here.”  I reach into my inside jacket pocket and hand her an envelope.  “There’s ten grand in there, just as I promised.  That’s for you.  There’s also a debit card in there.  There’s plenty of money in that account for whatever the bid will be. It’s a business account, so it will just run through like a credit card.”

      Her eyes drop as she takes the envelope and puts it inside the little silver clutch purse she’s carrying. When she looks back up, her warm brown eyes sparkle and all I want to do is pull her into me and taste those cherry lips.

      “Okay. Happy we could help each other out.”

      The pulsing in my balls nearly doubles me over as she looks back down the hall to where the sound of the event is gaining momentum.

      “Guess I should go get registered. Or whatever it’s called.” She turns and steps away, and my hand darts out to grab her bare arm.

      “Wait.” I pull her into me, knowing she must feel my need.  “You feel that?”  I press my erection into her hip and listen to her shuttered gasp.  “Just so you know.  This isn’t just business. Not for me.”

      Her eyes snap wide as I watch her face switch between shock and understanding.  She makes no attempt to shrink back. In fact, she leans into me slightly and I know right now, I’m willing to do whatever it takes to make this girl mine.

      “Maybe it is for me,” she retorts with a seductive smirk, shifting her hips against me, raising the question of whether her words or her body is telling the truth.

      “You may be able to feel what you’re doing to me in that fucking sexy dress, but I bet under all those layers of red silk, there’s a wet pussy that would tell me I may be doing the same thing to you.”

      She shrugs as I lean down and drag my lips up her neck.  “Too bad you’ll never know.”

      “Don’t be so sure.”  I switch my lips for my teeth, listening to her breath hitch as I back her against the wall, drawing in her sweet, floral scent.

      I clutch the back of her neck with one hand, the other gripping at the length of her dress, drawing it upward until I feel the silky-smooth skin of her thigh, and her head falls back against the wall on a little choked yelp.

      I nudge her legs apart with my knee, my lips against her ear.  “I’m about to know…”  I slide my hand up, feeling the softness of her inner thighs as the sounds of the crowd grow.  I’ve got my back to the hall, making sure no one else can see what’s mine.

      I’m out of my mind, but I give her a moment…

      One.

      Two.

      Three.

      “Oh my God…”  Her words are a warm whisper against my cheek as I drag my knuckles against the strip of fabric between her legs, making her body jerk as one of her hands clutches at my upper arm.

      “Not just wet.  Soaked.  You are naughty and nice.  The perfect combination.”  I trade my knuckles for the tips of my fingers, finding that valley of her outer lips and pressing harder, rubbing until her breath is shaking and I shift back to see her face pink and her eyes dazed.

      I want to drag her out of here right now and put my mouth on the wetness that coats my fingers, but we do have business that awaits.  Hopefully, just knowing she’s drenched for me will be enough to carry me through the evening until I can convince her of what’s going to come next.

      I bring my lips to brush hers, dropping my hand from between her legs and pressing my fingers to her lips.

      “Open.”  She complies and I slip my fingers into her mouth, pulsing them in and out before exchanging their point position with my lips.

      I drift my tongue into her mouth, tasting her there, and nearly spill my cum in my pants before pulling back, standing her upright and kissing her forehead.

      “You ready?”  I ask as her breaths come in short bursts.

      “Yes. And no. But I’ve already taken your money, so a deal is a deal.”  She blinks, her eyes alive and confident as she twists her lips into a grin.

      “That’s my girl,” I finish, taking her hand and leading her down the hallway and into our future.
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      Bria

      

      I should be scared of Martel, but I’m not.

      He’s pushy.  Possessive.

      I shouldn’t like how he makes me feel.  But I do.

      I’ve never been so daring, letting him put his hand under my dress, touch me, make me taste myself…I’m not a helpless girl, but I’m not experienced either.

      In fact, I’m not experienced at all outside of a few kisses and some amateur over-the-clothes fumbling at a couple parties after graduation, which was at best awkward and at worst gag-inducing.

      But with Martel?  I can’t explain it, my heart and my ovaries feel like they’re running the show and I’m just along for the ride.

      And what a ride it could be if what I felt at the brush of his fingers on the outside of my panties is any indication.

      I fill out a little form at the check-in table as Martel has to go backstage and get ready for the auction.  I get my little numbered paddle to use for bidding and find an empty seat at one of the many round tables in front of the stage, with a runway extending off the front.  The Christmas decorations, draped on everything that doesn’t move, make me feel the holiday I thought I missed is still here and I feel content.  I don’t know anyone, most of these people live lives I’ve only read about in books or imagined from afar.  Yet, something about Martel makes me feel beautiful, like I belong.

      His unusual mixture of that beard, his otherworldly size, his gruff manner and yet a confidence as well as a perfectly-tailored suit, makes him wildly sexy.  I know so little about him, I shouldn’t be letting some near stranger put his hand up my dress.

      But, if I’m being honest, I wanted so much more than just his hand…

      The room fills and I settle in as the lights flash on and off and there’s an announcement the auction is about to begin.

      My palm is sweaty as I hold the little paddle with my number on it, waiting for my opportunity to bid.  I get the lay of the land as the first few bachelors are auctioned off to laughter and squealing yelps from what I imagine are friends and family in the crowd.

      A few bachelors later, my belly flips as Martel comes onto the stage.  I feel like he’s looking right at me, like we have some secret between us, and it only fuels the already out of control lust he’s awakened inside of me.

      The bidding begins and I flash my paddle high, getting the first bid and wondering for a moment if I’ll be the only one.

      Nope.

      As quick as lightning, a leggy, raven-haired woman that’s sitting at the table just in front and to the left, raises her paddle.  The auctioneer’s voice prattles on, taking another bid from somewhere behind me, another to the far right, then another from the Elvira lookalike in front of me before I can get back into the mix.

      I glance at Martel, whose eyes narrow, lips tight, urging me on, and I raise my paddle again.

      We are at ten thousand dollars in under thirty seconds, and I know Martel told me to bid until I win but there’s a tightness in my chest, unsure if he realized how much this was going to cost him.

      With the ten thousand he’s already given me, that’s twenty thousand dollars he’s spent on tonight. Just how much is he willing to throw away on a fake date with a girl from the wrong side of the tracks?

      There’s a flurry of bidding and I do what I think is right, trying to keep up until the contest falls to two bidders.

      Me and Elvira.

      My confusion and disorientation quickly turns to something else.

      Jealousy?

      Why is she so intent on winning this date?  Who is she?  Does he know her?

      My claws seem to be growing as I look at the side of her face, her jaw tight as I outbid her every time, wondering if she’s going to turn around to check out the competition, but she doesn’t.

      Twenty-eight thousand.

      I need to stop.  I’m sure Martel didn’t know it would go so high.  This is going to backfire.  I’ll end up paying it off until I’m ninety or something.

      He said win at all costs.

      The taste of my arousal still lingers on my lips and it fuels my conflicted need to win.  Not just because it’s what Martel wants, what he paid me to do, but because it’s what I want.

      What I need.

      Back and forth.  Back and forth, the auctioneer points to each of us as I see her cheeks flame red and her jaw clench tighter and tighter.

      How high will she go?  How long can this last?

      My heart is speeding, my throat tight and my mouth dry, but I will not back down.  I don’t know who she is, but if it takes a cat fight, I’m down.

      Fifty thousand.

      The auctioneer looks my way…I raise my paddle.

      His voice booms in the grand hall.  “Fifty thousand dollars to the lady. Can I get fifty-two?  Fifty-two, fifty-two anyone?”

      He nods toward the other woman, who starts to raise her paddle when…the older gentleman sitting to her right reaches over and pushes her arm down.

      “Daddy!” I hear her hiss.  “I want to win.”

      “That’s enough.”  He shakes his head, holding her paddle hand in place.  “My money.  My rules. You’re done.”

      I watch her pout and sniff, dropping her paddle to the floor and crossing her arms.

      “Once, twice…” The tuxedoed auctioneer waves his hand toward the crowd before knocking the wooden mallet on the podium.  “Sold.  The winner!  With the highest bid of the evening, fifty thousand dollars for Mr. Martel Kozlov!”

      The crowd erupts in applause, the people sitting around me nod in acknowledgment in my direction while they clap, and finally the woman with the jet-black hair turns around as a spotlight ignites above my head, showing the audience the winner.

      I shrug at her glare with a half-grin, but she rolls her eyes, snapping her tongue in her cheek, then pushes her chair back and stomps down the aisle and out of the hall.

      I win, I win, I win.  There’s a lot of gloating going on inside my head.

      Until…

      I realize, I don’t know what to do now.  I’ve won the date, but this was all supposed to be tit for tat.  You scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours.

      But, that was before the hallway.  Before the fingers and the lips and…

      I flush, excusing myself as I work my way down the row of seats and into the aisle, making my way in haste toward the ladies’ room.

      Once inside, I sequester myself in a stall, my heart racing, wondering how I got myself here.  All the confidence I managed earlier seems to fall away.  I’m out of my depth.  This morning, I was scraping together change to make sure I had enough gas to get here.

      Now, I’ve been paid ten grand to bid on a stranger and I’m not even sure what to do next.  All of a sudden, I don’t want the date.  I just want out.

      At least, that’s what I’m telling myself as I slink back toward the event hall, planning to pay my bid and disappear back into the night. After all, Martel told me I had to win the date, not go on the date…so technically, I’m still keeping my word.

      There’s a tightness in my center as I come around the corner and make my way toward the table where there’s a short line for bidders to settle up.

      As I approach, my throat tightens, and a cold chill covers me.  There at the table is Elvira, leaning down talking to an older woman with a perfectly-cut onyx-black bob and a sparkling-silver gown, both of them giving me the stink eye as I approach.

      When I get to the table, the woman who bid for Martel stands, her arms crossed again, eyeing me up and down as the older woman meets my eye.

      “You’re here to pay your bid?”  Her eyes are flat, her brows higher than should be possible as I step forward, retrieving the black debit card Martel gave me from my clutch.

      “Yes.  My bidder number was 43.  I won lot 12,” I answer, handing her the card. She takes it, her eyes not leaving my face.

      “Lot twelve!” The girl cackles.

      “And your name, dear?”  The woman’s voice hints at a forced friendliness.  Like she’s waiting to hear my name before she decides if she loves or hates me.

      “Bria Driscoll,” I answer, pressing my lips together as I look at the woman’s perfect red lipstick. She and the other girl have the most vivid green eyes, and the shape of their faces hint at a maternal connection.

      “May I see your invitation?”  She looks down at the card in her hand.

      Heat rises in my cheeks.  “Invitation?  I don’t have…”  My eyes dance between the two women.

      “I’ll need your invitation. As well, I’ll need the zip code associated with the card in order to put it through.”  The woman seems to have made her decision and it’s clear, she doesn’t love me.

      “I..I—” My eyes flick between them, then toward the people around me, who now all seem to be watching.

      “We should call security,” the girl standing behind her chirps, holding her lips in a thin smile.

      “You’re not calling security.”  A deep voice from my left makes me jump. “And you know you don’t need a fucking invitation or a zip code to run that card.”

      My mouth opens but no sound comes out as I glance between the three of them.  I came into this evening with my head held high and I intend to leave the same way.  With Martel standing next to me, I cinch my brows together and lean forward, connecting my eyes with the woman holding the card.

      “Just run it.  I believe the winning bid was fifty thousand dollars. There is no problem with that card.”  She gives me a hard stare but doesn’t move, so I slap my hand on the table.  “I said run it!”

      “Fine,” she bites back, swiping the card through the little machine in front of her.

      Emboldened by Martel standing next to me, there’s a flicker between my legs.  I remember how he pressed himself into my hip.  How his erection felt thick, pulsing like it had its own heartbeat.

      He pushed me, touching me like he had every right, and instead of shrinking, of pushing him away, I liked it.  There was a feeling of being taken, something I never believed I would enjoy, but when his hand connected with the outside of my panties?

      I melted.  I wanted more, when deep down, the more civilized part of me told me no.

      “Here you go.”  The woman hands the card back as Martel slips his arm around my waist, drawing another tense smile.

      “Shall we?”  Martel extends his free hand toward the open doors of the auction hall, where the bidding seems to have concluded and a band is beginning to play.  As we approach the doors, he stops, pulling me forward, taking a long look back at the table where eyes are still pinned to us.  “Don’t worry about them.”

      “I’m not worried about anyone,” I answer, looking up at him and realizing just how big he is.  His beard moves as he bites into his bottom lip.

      “Good, because it’s time to start our date.”

      Before I can answer, his lips are on my neck again and all the breath left in my lungs expels, my hands swoop up and around his shoulders.  The last thing I see as I feel his tongue trace up toward my ear is the two women at the table staring, as Martel’s free hand reaches around and grabs my ass.
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      Martel

      

      Jesus, she is perfection.

      Not just how she looks but the way she takes no shit.  Not from me.

      Or from fucking Tabitha and her royal bitch of a mother.

      Their inflated sense of self-importance took a hard knock from Bria, and pride swelled in my chest watching her smack her hand on the table.

      “Come with me.”  I grab her hand and pull her back into the ballroom where people are starting to dance and a long buffet table is now filled with food.  The scent of prime rib swirls in the air as Bria follows me between the round tables, as I nod at greetings as we go.

      “Where are we going?”  Her voice is unsure.

      “I want you to meet someone.”

      I tighten the possessive grip on her hand as my balls throb, feeling like they weigh ten pounds, hanging low between my legs.

      “Well.”  My mother gives Bria a puzzled look as we approach the table where she and my grandfather are seated with Roan standing behind her with a smirk.  “This is the winning bidder?”

      “Bria.”  I pull her closer next to me and extend my arm toward my grandfather.  “I want you to meet Mikhail Ostrovsky, my grandfather and the guest of honor for this evening’s event.”

      “Nice to meet you.”  She reaches out and takes his hand. “I saw your picture on the banner when I came inside. Guest of honor.”  She gives him a playful smile.

      “Pleasure is mine.”  He gives her a long look, then back to me. “Looks like there’s a little Christmas magic in the air.”

      “I’m Martel’s mother.”  My mother extends her hand.  “Sonya Kozlov.”

      She says her name like it’s carved into a monument somewhere.

      “Bria Driscoll.”  Bria extends her hand to my mother, who turns hers knuckles-up, with her gigantic wedding ring upward like Bria is supposed to kiss it.

      “I don’t believe I’ve heard of any Driscolls before.  Have you recently relocated here?  Do you have family?”

      Bria opens her mouth to answer but I release her hand and slip it around her waist, cutting my mother’s condescending interrogation short.  “I just wanted to introduce you to the winning bidder, Grandpa.  You’re the only reason I’m here.”  I give my mother a sour look but then Bria stiffens next to me and I hate that she’s uncomfortable. Only, a second later, when she starts to speak, I realize it’s not discomfort, it’s something else.

      “I’m sure you haven’t heard of my family.”  Her shoulders shift back and I swear she’s an inch taller next to me as she continues.  “My father worked at the Lincoln Park steel mill until a few years ago.  I live on Pines Ave.  I have since I was a little girl. I’m here for Martel.  He asked me to come.”

      My mother looks like she’s seen a ghost and my grandfather is grinning from ear to ear.

      “Looks like Christmas brought you a very special present this year.”  Roan chimes in as my grandfather gives me a wink.

      I look to Roan who gives me a quick salute, steps around the table and extends his hand to Bria.  “I’m Roan.”  He tips his head my way.  “Known this mess of maleficence since he was nine. He’s a lot of bark and some bite. But, I get the feeling you’ll be able to handle him.”

      “That’s enough.”  I look at my friend who smiles and steps back.  I take a deep breath, meeting my Grandfather’s eyes. “Enjoy the rest of your evening, Grandpa.”  I then shift my gaze to my mother, giving her a look that tells her she better behave.  “Mother.”  I nod as she settles back in her chair with a thin-lipped frown.  “Bria and I are starting our date. Tonight.”

      I don’t wait for a reply.  I guide her back through the hall and to the elevator.

      “Wait a second.”  She stalls, turning my way before the doors open. “What’s happening here?”

      “You won a date with me.  So, we’re on a date.”

      “Yeah, but I won the date.  So, don’t I get to decide when and where said date occurs?”

      I shake my head.  “Nope.”  The elevator doors open and I hustle her inside before anyone else can join us.  “I didn’t say anything about you making any decisions.”

      Her mouth is slightly open, a retort on the tip of her tongue, but I need something else.

      I back her into the wall of the elevator, take her hands in mine and press them above her head, holding them solidly in my grip, looking down at the brilliance of her beauty.  The small silver clutch in her left hand quivers and the sassy grin on her lips only makes my cock harder. The soft, ivory skin of her neck, that leads to the plump billow of her cleavage makes me want to tear the red fabric from her body.

      I grit my teeth to gain some control, and as much as I want to do everything filthy to her right here, right now, I need her lips.

      Her wide, dark eyes are innocent and seductive at the same time.  Her bombshell-blonde hair contrasting with them in an intoxicating mixture, just like her own version of naughty and nice, has me half in love with her already.

      She gasps as my lips crush to hers.  I hear little moans, and the way her body melts, the tension on her hands pulling down as I hold her steady from above, tells me our kiss is not just business.

      She tastes better than I could have imagined.  Not just sweet, that word isn’t enough.  It’s like candy and sex and the first rush of the most addictive drug ever known to man.

      As they say, the first hit is free.

      After that…an addict will do almost anything to get the next high.
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      Martel

      

      My cock is as thick and hard as it’s ever been as I taste her mouth.

      Her tongue winds with mine as more blood rushes into my dick.  I don’t remember any kisses before her, and I already know I want to be the only one that kisses her from now on.

      The one that kisses her forever.

      I press my hard-on forward, and instead of shrinking from it she pushes her thigh between my legs and I can’t help myself.  I start dry humping her hip in the elevator on a moan.  We make out like teenagers; her chest heaving as we rock into each other and I know I’m making a ruin of my boxers.

      Pre-cum is dripping down the head of my cock and my balls feel like they want to burst open, to fill her sweet cunt with a sticky, hot mess of my seed. Her name is already carved into every one of my sperm.

      “You make me so fucking hard,” I grunt as I pull back from our kiss, her hands still in my grip against the wall.  “You like that, don’t you? Torturing me like a naughty tease.”

      She pokes out her bottom lip on a little shrug, but there’s a lust in her eyes that only makes me more crazed.

      The elevator dings as we reach my floor and as much as I’d like to spread her on the floor right here and dive between her legs, I have plans in place for this evening and I want her to know she’s way fucking more than a piece of ass to me.

      And, hopefully, I’m more than that to her as well.  Because I’m ready to claim this goddess.  I want all of her for myself forever.

      It’s insane, but this is the very feeling I’ve dreamt of but was beginning to think wasn’t real.

      “I’ve never been in a hotel room before with someone.”  Her voice is breathless as she gives me a shy smile, wiping some of our mutual saliva from under her lip and I usher her down the hallway to my suite.

      “Never?”

      Alarm bells are going off inside my head.  I need to know what else she has and has not done with anyone before, but I don’t want to scare her with some bright light interrogation.

      “Stayed in a motel a couple times on trips with my parents.  But never stayed in a hotel, hotel.”

      I slip the key card into the door and it clicks open as I wave my hand for her to enter in front of me. The view from behind her is the eighth wonder of the world in my opinion.

      She’s five steps in before she sees the main open living area and the first stage of her surprise evening starts to unfold.

      “Oh my God.”  Her hand flutters to cover her mouth as she inches forward, setting her little clutch and shawl on a hallway table. “This is incredible.”

      After stalking her ass last night and masturbating watching her hump her pillow, I knew what I needed to do for tonight.  I called a number on one of those signs on the street corners that say ‘We Hang Christmas Lights’.

      It was fucking two AM before I got someone to pick up the phone, but as the old saying goes, money talks, and by nine AM this morning I had five guys and two women here in my suite, decorating it like it was the last fucking Christmas ever.

      There’s silver tinsel and white lights everywhere, a whole miniature Christmas village along one wall and twelve Christmas trees total.

      Twelve. Each one with decorations inspired by each day in the twelve days of Christmas song.

      There are all sizes and shapes, and even one in the God damn bathroom.  Wherever she looks, I want her to know it’s Christmas.  When she told me the night we met how much she loved the holiday, but for whatever reason she didn’t get to celebrate…I knew right there what I needed to do.

      “Are all the hotel rooms decorated like this for Christmas?”  She spins around, then walks toward the biggest tree in front of the window, touching the glass icicles and sugar-covered turtle doves that hang from every branch. “I mean, Christmas is over, so…”

      “Nope. And nope. Christmas is the seventh. Russian Christmas, which is what my family celebrates.  You haven't missed anything,” I answer, mesmerized, watching her drift around the room, her eyes wide with awe, and my heart feels like it’s breaking and mending all at the same time.

      “You did this?” Her eyebrows draw together, hopeful but unsure.

      “I helped.  It takes a village sometimes to make magic happen.”

      She takes a long look around the room, then her eyes connect with mine as I step toward her.  They glisten with tears and I know I can’t wait any longer to touch her. My heart is pounding and a hot lust rages in my veins.

      “I did this for you,” I whisper as I glide my hand to the back of her neck.

      “Why?”  She shakes her head and I bite into my bottom lip, taking her in.  She looks excited but confused, and I want her to never have to ask me again why I would do something to please her.

      To make her smile.

      To feel safe.

      Protected.

      Cherished.

      “Because I wanted you to know you are worth the effort.  If you decide to walk out of here tonight without even another kiss, I’d still do this for you.” Her wide, doe eyes sparkle as she rubs her pink lips together, then I lean down to her ear to finish.  “I’d follow you, of course.  I’d probably kidnap you, tie you to my bed, do all sorts of wonderful, filthy, horrible things to you until you couldn’t walk away ever again.”

      I feel her shiver as I slide my other hand up the back of her dress, pinching the zipper between my fingers and hearing the soft sound as I pull it down.  I feel her swallow as a soft moan catches in her throat.

      I’m not sure why she trusts me.  I could be anyone.  I could be some monster who enticed her with cash, then lured her here under false pretenses to brutalize and abuse her.  The thought should have me enraged, but instead the protective instinct she’s awakened inside of me only sets itself deeper into me.

      “I want to take care of you, Bria.  In so many ways.”

      “I’m not sure why, but I want you to.  Is that stupid?  I met you yesterday…” She swallows as her hand rests lightly on my shoulder while the other presses against my cheek, her fingers entwined in the thick length of my beard.  “And, to be honest, you look like a very well-dressed serial killer.”

      Her giggle only makes my hard-on harder as I let her dress fall to the floor, leaving her standing there in a pair of red and white, candy cane striped panties and black pumps.  She’s sexy beyond words and I want my mouth on every inch of her.

      “Holy shit,” I grit out, unable to keep the awe from my voice.  “You are beyond perfection.”

      She pulls her lips together in a tight smile.  “Curvy girls are in this year.”

      “I don’t care what’s in, I want in you.”  I look down at the swell of her bare tits, bringing one hand to cup the soft flesh as her hand leaves my cheek and she touches two fingers to my lips.

      I take a tit in each hand and lower my mouth to her deep-pink nipples, sucking one into my mouth as her body arches, her hands moving to tug at my hair.  I tongue the hardening flesh, feeling the little bumps grow tight around it, then move to the other, doing the same, adding a nip of my teeth which has her body twitching and her fingers tightening their grip.

      My balls pulse and ache and my erection feels like it’s going to rip right through the fabric keeping us from what we want more than anything in the world.

      She gasps as I bite harder, a shuddering whimper following as I bring my face back up, my hands full of her soft, ripe flesh as her eyelashes flutter.

      “That hurts,” she sings, then gives me that injured look on her killer sexy pout.

      I lower my mouth to hers, taking her bottom lip between my teeth, pulling out until she’s doing this little foot-stomping ouchie dance as she chants, “ow, ow, ow, ow, ow…”

      I release her lip, pinching it between my thumb and forefinger this time on a growl.  “No pouting.”

      Her eyes search mine.  “Sorry,” she whispers.

      “It’s okay. This time.  Next time, those red stripes on your panties just may be red stripes on your ass.”

      Her eyes flicker to life and I realize I’ve never had that inclination before.  Never have I thought of taking my hand to an ass, maybe the swipe of a belt with her laying over my lap.

      The image has my gut tight and my balls ready to heave, so for now I push it away because I’m greedy for more of her, and to my fucking delight, apparently she is for me as well.

      She drops her hand to where mine is still holding her lip, and at her touch I release. Her eyes soften again as she pushes my hand lower.

      “Touch me.”  Her cheeks ripen as red as the dress that lays in a mess at her feet.

      “I’m going to touch you, Snowflake.  With my fingers, my mouth and my thick cock.”

      Her chest rises on a deep breath as I drop my hand from hers, slipping it inside the lacy elastic just below her hips, and she adjusts her legs to give me better access.

      “Jesus, Bria.”  I close my eyes on a groan as my fingers slip between soaking, silky folds.  She’s my heaven and her wet softness already owns me in ways she could never understand.

      She moans as my fingers find her hard, little clit, and I go to town flicking and circling until her arms are around my neck and she’s hanging there like my own personal Christmas ornament.

      “You’re fucking soaking wet for me.  You are a naughty girl, aren’t you?  So wet for me.”  She whimpers in reply as I glide my palm back and forth, coating it with her slick nectar.

      I press the heel of my hand against her clit and grind down as my middle finger finds her opening and slips upward.

      Tight.

      So fucking tight.

      Like no one’s ever been here before.

      Thank you, baby Jesus, for what I think is going to be the greatest gift I’ve ever received.

      I look down to where her nipples are pressed against my suit jacket, and all I want is her naked against me.  My dick taking what’s mine and teaching her sweet little cunt who it’s going to serve for the rest of its life.

      “Anyone ever touched you before?”  I manage, my jaw muscles so tight I’m cracking my molars.

      She shakes her head and all my wishes come true.

      “No one.”

      She’s my own Christmas virgin.

      Virgin Bria.

      Only, the conception I’m going to give her won’t be done by the holy spirit.

      It will be from my holy cock.  Which she will worship with her mouth, pussy, hands, tits, and soon, her ass.

      I pulse my finger at her tight virgin hole, careful to save her innocence for my cock.  She’s moaning and grinding like a needy, dirty girl, and I drop my face down to her nipple, suckling hard and deep with one hand in her drenched pussy as I reach around and grab her ass with the other.

      She pulls my head forward as I draw deep and hard on the peak while my other hand toys with her innocent little opening.

      She’s heaving and gasping when I bring my face up, her eyes half-lidded with lust and my palm soaked with her arousal.

      “What do you want to ask Santa for?”  I growl as her eyes glaze over and my hand works down below. “An orgasm?  Is that what you’d like for Christmas?  Or, an orgasm and my big thick cock in this tight little hole?”

      I shift back, putting some space between us as I look down to watch my hand work inside her panties.  I finger her clit again and give it a little pinch.

      “Answer me,” I command, my voice hard and thick, with a need for her compliance growing like a beast inside of me.

      “Yes.  Both.”  Her head falls back.  “God, Martel.  That feels so good.”

      “I know it does.  Your pleasure is a gift.  To you and to me.  But, I’ll be the one to give it to you.  When I want, how I want, for as long as I want.  Do you understand, little girl?”

      My words have the desired effect.  Her fingers clutch my forearm as she rides my hand hard.  Her body starts to twitch, her moans turning to focused silence as her dark eyes close and she starts to quiver, telling me I’m hitting a good spot and fuck if I’m going to stop.

      “Right here?”  I press a little harder on her clit, keeping the rhythm the same as the slick, sloppy sounds of her juice tease my ears.  “You like that?  The way I’m touching you, sweet girl?”

      “Yes,” she manages as my own breath sticks in my throat, watching her tits jiggle and shake as the pleasure overtakes her.  “Oh, fuck.”  She hisses as her eyes fly open wide, connecting to mine in the perfect instant before her orgasm tears through her.

      “Fuck yes,” I half yell as her own screams feel like they’re ripping me wide open, all so she can have a direct map to the deepest parts of me.  The parts only she can know.  The parts only she could destroy.

      Her face twists in pleasure as the convulsions rack her body and her pussy pulses in my hand.  Her body floods my palm with her nectar and she drenches me, the cuff of my shirt and the floor below.

      I reach down with my free hand and give my cock a few calming strokes through my pants, but it’s no use.  All I can think about is getting all that sweet juice in my mouth and soon letting it drip down my balls.

      But, her pleasure overrides my own need.  Watching the bliss on her face is a joy I’ve never known.  She’s looking at me like a fucking God, and there’s no way I can live without that in my life.  I strum her cunt until she squeals and winces.  Her high-pitched protests giving me a sadistic pleasure.

      “Ow.”  Her high-pitched whimper only feeds whatever this monster is she’s awakened inside of me.  “It’s so sensitive. That’s enough. It hurts a little bit now…”

      “Does it?”  I tease.  “This hurts?”  I flick at her clit and she digs her fingernails into my wrist, trying in vain to pull it away.  “But, I’m not done.  I’ll tell you when it’s enough.”

      Her eyes latch to mine as another gush of her nectar coats my fingers and I can’t help the smile that spreads over my face.  I raise my eyebrows on a nod, letting her know who’s in charge right now.

      “Seems this little cunt isn’t done either,” I seethe, leaning down to give her a soft kiss as her body betrays her and she goes off again, her hands flailing around until they cling to my shoulders, her hips jerking as her legs give out and I wrap my arm around her waist, lifting her quivering body up onto the desk next to us.

      “Wait…”  She looks at me, her breath coming in gulps.  “What are you doing?”

      “What did I tell you earlier?  What I want, how I want, for as long as I want. You need to work on your memory.”

      I reach to her lush hips and jerk those soaking wet, candy cane panties down her legs as I fall to my knees.

      “You need to work on your—” she starts on a feline grin, but I reach up and grip the sides of her face, holding her mouth in place before she can finish.

      “Watch your mouth. Spread your legs.  Show me what you’ve kept for me.”

      She pauses for a beat before I tighten my grip on her face and her knees come apart, the first glimpse of her sweet pink virgin cunt making my heart thunder into my rib cage.

      Saliva pools in my mouth.  Her scent spreads deep into my DNA as my eyes memorize every delicate fold of bare flesh spread before me.

      “From now on, I’m going to shave you.  The way I like.  Do you understand?”

      She nods, even though I see confusion in her eyes. But I also see trust and that’s as addicting as the rest of her.

      Her slick juices are shimmering on her bare lips and her inner thighs as I stare and take her in. All of this, inside and out, is just for me.  I can’t wait any longer.

      I wrap my arms around the tops of her thighs and surge forward, taking her pussy in one long, slow lick with the flat of my tongue, nearly passing out from the pleasure of her flavor.

      Her pussy tastes as good as her kiss, but different.  Still sweet, a candy all its own, but with a primal undertone that tells me I’ve found my one.

      Pride rips through me as I lick and suck.  I stab my tongue at her opening, careful not to go too deep. That’s the job for my cock and my cock alone.

      I’m ravenous, eating her cunt like a starved man, working my tongue around her clit until she’s a shuddering mess and she starts to tear the hair from my head.

      She releases a string of curse words before starting to speak in tongues as she grinds her sopping-wet pussy against my face.  Her flavor flows over my tongue, making sharp pain shoot through my dick in a jealous rage as her orgasm takes her hard and fast, her legs spasming and slapping against the sides of my face, her flesh popping on my ears as her body twists and her screams sound like a symphony written just for me.

      I pull back, not because I want to stop—because I never want to stop—but I want to take her in.  Her orgasm still pulses through her as her eyes dance to mine.

      “You like my tongue on your pussy? You like how it feels?” I bend down, taking another quick lick, our eyes locked together. “Dirty little girl likes that, doesn’t she?”

      “Yes,” she mouths, her breath coming in bursts and gasps. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

      “That’s a good thing. If I thought you had, I’d have to find whoever touched you and kill them.” The words burst from me, resonating with a truth I can’t deny as my hand tugs the hair at the back of her head. “I’ll kill anyone that touches you, Snowflake. I’m sorry, but I will.”

      I slowly push my finger into her virgin opening, feeling the resistance there as her lips fall open and she holds her breath.

      “I want you,” she manages, like she’s telling me her deepest secret.  “I don’t know why this feels the way it does.  It’s crazy but…”

      “It’s not crazy.  It’s magic.”  I twirl my finger, watching her eyes flutter.  “And this pussy is mine now.  Soon, I’m going to stuff my fat cock inside you.  You know that, don’t you?  That’s my right, because your sweet, virgin cunt belongs to me.  I’ll touch you when I like.  Lick you.  Fuck you.  I don’t have to ask.  We clear?”

      Her eyes question but she nods as I stand, her gaze drifting down to the erection that is tenting the front of my dark trousers, a wet spot where the tip is straining to get at her.

      I run my hand down my beard, then take my jacket off.  My shirt.

      She watches me like prey being stalked by a predator.

      “You know what else I’m going to do?”

      She shakes her head, tossing her sexy mess of hair back and forth over her face.

      I pause, shocking myself at what I’m about to say.

      “I’m going to cum inside you.  I’m going to fill you with everything my balls can muster.  Then I’m going to do it again, and again, until you don’t even remember what it feels like to walk around without my cum dripping out of you. Without my scent on you so everyone knows you’re mine. Then you know what’s going to happen, don’t you?”

      “What?”  Her hungry eyes lock onto my hands as I slip my belt from the buckle.

      “You’re going to have my baby.  Then there’s no way I’ll ever let you go.”

      Just as I start to unzip my pants, there’s a knock on the door.  I want to ignore it but then I hear my mother’s voice.

      “Martel!  I’ve been calling you!  You need to come downstairs.  Something’s happened…”
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      Bria

      

      “I’m so sorry.”  Martel squeezes my fingers as worry and conflict twist his face.

      “It’s fine. Go, go.” I wave toward the front door where the EMS workers have just put his grandfather into the back of an ambulance.  “You need to be with him.”

      “It’s just like him to try to show off.”  Martel’s mother pulls her white fox fur around her shoulders. “He should know better.  He could have proposed the evening toast sitting down, for goodness sake.”

      She gives me the side eye, then fiddles with the enormous ruby ring on her right index finger.  When Martel went to the door of his suite in just his trousers, his mother knew who he was with, even though Martel had secured me in the bedroom of the suite so I would not be on display.

      “A man needs to be a man and he’s still a man.” He snaps at his mother. “Here.”  Martel reaches into his pocket and pulls out a valet ticket, jabbing it in her direction.  “Give this to the valet.  I’ll be right out. Have him bring around both of our cars.”

      With one last huff, she’s out the front door and Martel turns my way.

      “I’ll call you as soon as we know he’s going to be okay.  I want him to go get checked out, as a precaution.  He said his pride was hurt more than anything, but still…”

      “No, of course.  Get him checked over completely.  And don’t worry about our ‘date’ tomorrow.”  I put finger quotes around the word date, still not sure what just happened upstairs wasn’t just an offshoot of the ten grand I earned coming here tonight.

      Some crazed, breeding fantasy he has.  I’m sure he would have condom’d up if I’d let things go that far…

      “If he’s okay, our date is still on.”  Martel leans down and kisses the top of my head.  “You paid good money for all this.”  He stands tall, brushes his hands up and down the front of his torso.  “I plan on giving you your money’s worth and then some.”

      I shake my head on a smirk; my body still reeling from the orgasms and the wildness of the activities upstairs. The way he talked to me. The things he said.

      His tongue.

      Oh my god, this man’s tongue.

      “Okay, just go.  Take care of things.”

      “Yes, I’m sorry, Snowflake.  I’ll message you as soon as I know anything and you message me when you get home, okay?”

      With another kiss, the scent of me still all over his beard, Martel disappears out the front door.  I watch him walk, he goes to one of the valets, turns, pointing at me and tells him something with an intensity that has the poor kid looking like his life is being threatened.

      A second later, the valet is standing in front of me, looking scared to death.

      “Ma’am.  I need your valet ticket.”

      “Sure. What’s going on?”

      “That man…he paid the valet fee and the tip, but he said if I don’t make sure you get into your car safety, he’ll come looking for me.”
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      I stare up at the moon through my bedroom window, a wave of uncertainty making me shiver.  It’s past midnight and Martel’s been texting me nearly every fifteen minutes since he left the hotel.

      The good news is, his grandfather is fine.  Martel is still with him at his family’s home, making sure he’s getting settled in and resting comfortably.

      I’m tired but sleep doesn’t seem to be possible. Every time I close my eyes, all I see is Martel.

      All I hear is his voice.

      Alice is working so I don’t even have her as a sounding board and a distraction.  My father is still up, he has three of his friends over playing poker and every once in a while I hear one of them yell curse words or let out a hoot of excitement over what I assume is a winning hand.

      How could I have let things go so far with a man I barely know?

      How come it feels like I’m half in love with him already?

      Maybe it’s inexperience.  Maybe I’m just being swept up into something that really isn’t anything more than a quick fling.

      I’m thankful for the cock-block his grandfather’s fall provided, at least.  I could have given him everything and for all I really know, that ten grand wasn’t much more than a very generous escort fee.

      “Fuck,” I groan between clenched teeth, kicking my feet on the bed, deciding I need to stop this before it goes any farther.

      I reach to my nightstand and grab my phone, poking at the screen and pulling up the string of messages Martel has sent since he left the hotel.

      The last few make my heart skip a beat as doubt lingers, tightening my throat as I read.

      Martel:  Snowflake, I’m thinking of you every second.  I want you to get some rest and make sure you eat something.  We missed the dinner buffet and I’m worried you didn’t eat.  When I told you I wanted to take care of you, I meant it.  All of you.  I’ll message again soon.  Let me know how you’re doing.

      Fifteen minutes later…

      Martel:  Message me anytime. Call me anytime.

      Another fifteen minutes…

      Martel:  I hope you’re just asleep, Snowflake.  You aren’t answering me.  Are you okay?

      I start to reply, typing out words, erasing them, typing again, erasing again, before my stomach lets out a loud growl and the thought of a peanut butter and jelly sandwich with a big glass of milk sounds like the bit of comfort I could use right now.

      I grab my floor-length, lavender chenille robe and wrap myself in it, tying the belt tight and slipping the phone back onto my nightstand, anxiety knitting the muscles in my back into knots.

      With a cursory glance in the mirror on the back of my bedroom door, the glamour of the evening has faded.  The waves and curls my hair held at the beginning of the evening are gone.  My lips have reverted to their usual pale pink, and the expertly-applied eye makeup has lost the drama.

      Just like my mood. I know Martel said his own Christmas is the seventh, but deep down it feels like there’s no Christmas cheer for me.

      I clench my teeth as I walk into the living room, the scent of cigarette smoke and spilled beer reminding me of what Christmas usually smells like in this house.  It’s the same smell as the other three hundred and sixty-four days of the year.

      As I pass through the room, I see my father is asleep or passed out on the tattered brown sofa, with the television playing a poker tournament in the background. His friends ignore me as I pass, intent on their bets and their beer, and I’m thankful for small favors.  Being invisible is something I always thought of as a disadvantage but there are times it’s more my superpower.

      In the dark kitchen, I open the refrigerator and reach for the milk.  As I turn to set it on the counter, a shiver traces up my back and the scent of cigarette smoke wafts around me.

      “Hi.”  A male voice makes me jump as I spin around to find the tallest of the three guys. He was sitting at the table, wearing a sad, stained Santa hat when I walked by, and I thought he hadn’t noticed me. He’s been here before, but proper introductions were never made.

      “Hi,” I answer, keeping my voice flat.

      In the dim light from the refrigerator, his bulbous red nose, pock-marked with scars, looks sickly-pale.  An overgrown white beard, nicotine stained yellow around his mouth, frames lips that are wet with saliva. Either that or lip gloss.  Both those thoughts make my stomach sour as I take a step back, gripping the carton of milk.

      “You look cute in your robe. You changed your hair too…blondes have more fun, right?”

      His words come slow and strained, like his tongue is swelling from some anaphylactic shock, and his gray eyes are glazed. The creep factor hits the red zone when I see the left eye has an exploded blood vessel just below the cornea, but that’s not what alarms me the most.

      It’s the sick smile that exposes some much-needed dental work, and the hand that is now touching the side of my face, making me wince as I slap it away.

      “You thinking Santa needs some milk?  And coochie?”  He lets out a self-satisfied chuckle. “I mean cookies.”

      “I’m thinking you need to get yourself back in the other room.”  I step back again, but he steps forward as I bat his grasping hand away.

      “Awe, come on.  A little kiss under the mistletoe is all I want.”

      My stomach turns as he leans down, and I get ready to deliver a swift kick to his balls when his other hand darts out and grabs my wrist.

      The milk carton falls, hitting the faded green linoleum floor with a thud and spilling white liquid into a puddle around my feet.

      “Perfect,” I snap.  “What you’re going to get is a kick in the balls, and then a mop to clean this up.”

      I give zero fucks right now, and if he plays his cards right, I may just beat him to death with the mop handle. After he cleans up the mess.

      His eyes narrow on a sneer. “Wow, you’re a nasty thing aren’t you? I like nasty.”  His grip on my wrist tightens as I try to wrench it free, but his thick fingers are locked in place so it’s time for the kick in the balls I promised him.

      I jerk my foot back, tightening my muscles, ready to unleash the fury when the milk on the floor seeps under my balancing foot at the same time as asshole Santa jerks my arm toward him, and before I know it I’m slipping around and gravity takes hold.

      I scream as my head hits the hard floor, kicking and swearing as he stands over me smiling, and I realize my robe is wide open exposing my red and white striped panties.

      “Got what you deserved there, didn’t you? I’ll take a lick of that candy cane…”  He lets out a wet, coughing sort of laugh, but before I can land an upward kick into his sad man-sack, the backdoor crashes open, banging against the wall with the force of someone kicking it in.

      For a second, I’m sure it’s one of my father’s debt collectors.  They usually knock, but who knows, he could have upped the ante and we are now getting middle of the night in-person collection calls.

      But a second later, I make out Martel’s face, his massive frame bathed in the light from the open refrigerator.  He’s lost the suit he was wearing earlier and is back in jeans and a white t-shirt, covered by a tan, canvas sort of workman’s jacket, with a look on his face that tells me he’s not here to deliver gifts.  And I’m not sure if this is a Russian Christmas miracle or nightmare.

      All I hear are my own screams as I crab-crawl backwards until I’m out of the way of the fury being unleashed on sad Santa.  It doesn’t take long before the two other poker players and my father are in the mix, and for a minute I’m sure Martel will be pummeled going four against one.

      But I’m wrong.

      So very wrong.

      There’s crashing and grunting and the sound of punches landing as the party spills into the living room.  Bottles break, there are a couple loud thuds, then the sound of my father and some other guy pleading and begging like little girls.

      I scurry on my hands and knees around to the doorway and peek in to see the biggest guy’s face a barely recognizable, bloody swollen pulp. Another guy is face down laying perpendicular to the first while my father and a short, roundish guy with a bloody lip hold their hands up like they are in some old western bank robbery scene.

      I gasp at the sight, and Martel swings his head my way, blood splatters dotting his t-shirt and smeared over his knuckles.

      “Get your stuff.  We’re leaving,” he barks my way as my father gives me a questioning look.

      “Who is he?”  He nods toward Martel, who growls back, giving him a hard stare until he backs up.

      “He’s my date.”  I push up off the floor and get myself standing.  “I won him at an auction.”

      I step forward, emboldened by the destruction inflicted by Martel in the matter of a few minutes, and walk backwards down the hall to my room.

      My mind races.  How did he know where I lived?  Why would I want to leave with a man who just broke into my house in a homicidal rage?

      The answers don’t seem to matter, because a moment later I’m in my bedroom gathering up some belongings in a flurry.

      I stuff some clothes into a duffel, grab my purse and my phone from the nightstand, taking a quick look at the screen to see three more text messages from Martel and two missed calls since I went out to make myself a PB & J.

      The last message drenches my panties and makes my nipples poke out through the thin fabric of my tank top as I drop my robe onto my bed.

      Martel:  I’m on my way to your house.  I don’t know why you’re not answering me, but we’ll talk about that when I get there.  You can’t ignore me, Snowflake.  I’m not going away.  I’m coming to get you. So, ready or not, here I come.  In more ways than one…

      A couple minutes later, I’m down the hall, dressed, with a bag and my purse, my hair tied into a messy bun on my head and my favorite old Army jacket over my arm.

      “Ready?”  Martel hasn’t moved from where he stood, but my dad and short fat guy are now sitting on the sofa and the two guys on the floor are awake, but staying put, everyone’s eyes darting from Martel to me then back.

      “Yep. Ready,” I answer, still unsure what exactly I’m ready for. But for whatever reason, right now I don’t care.

      “If any of you ever even think of touching her again, I’ll kill you.”  Martel reaches for my hand and pulls me through the kitchen.

      As we’re slipping out the back door, I yell toward the living room, “Something happened to the back door.  Might want to get it looked at.  Bad neighborhood and all.”

      I’m giggling a little as Martel lifts me up and sets me into the seat of his pickup truck.

      “Buckle up,” he adds, then closes the door, and a minute later we are winding away from the house on our way.  But to where?

      “So,”  I start, twirling my little silver hoop earring with my fingers.  “Where is it we are going? Back to your hotel room?”

      “Nope.”  Martel reaches over and takes my hand, slipping his fingers between mine, then pulling it to his lips to kiss each knuckle before settling our hands on his thigh.  “My place.”

      “Your place?  So, you said your parents live a few minutes from Meadowbrook, but you were staying there in the hotel.  How far is your place?”

      “Forty minutes.  I want to take you there.  I need to take you there.”
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      She looks so perfect here.

      She’s exactly what’s been missing in my house.  A house that now, for the first time, truly feels like a home.

      She’s walking around like she did in the hotel room last night.  Looking at all the Christmas decorations.  Touching things.  And it’s all so simple, but it has all my fantasies racing around inside my head.

      I need this girl here, not just for the night but forever.  No fucking way am I ever allowing her to return to that house with her father.  Fucking waste of life.  I wanted to kill him most of all, for allowing her to live that way.  For not protecting her.

      But none of that matters now, because I’m in her life and that’s my job, and I take my work pretty fucking seriously.

      It’s closing in on 2 AM but I’m wired and pulled tight.  I don’t know if I’ll ever sleep again.  Both because I never want to let her out of my sight, but also because I’ve missed so much of her life and I can’t imagine not being alive and awake with her every second of every day, from this moment forward.

      “You sure do go all out for Christmas.”  She spins around the big pine that stands in the living room decorated with some of the little welded ornaments I make for myself and also sell in some of the shops in the nearby tourist town.

      She’s wearing red leggings and a white silk tank top, which I want to tear into a million pieces so I can get at those nipples that keep tormenting me through the thin fabric.

      Her arousal still lingers on my beard, but I need a fix.  I want her to know that what happened in the hotel room was it for me.  But, I also don’t want to scare the shit out of her either.  I’m keeping her either way, it’s just a matter of how quickly she can acclimate to the idea that she belongs to me now.

      She belongs here and I’m never letting her go.

      “What do you want for Christmas?” I ask as she pins her eyes to mine and my dick hardens.

      She shrugs.  “I quit wanting things for Christmas a long time ago. Besides, Christmas is over.”

      “Not in my world.  Remember.”

      “Sure. Yes, sorry I forgot.”

      I want to kill anyone that took away her joy, but right now what I want to do more is to bring it back.

      “I know what I want.”  I clear my throat and walk across the wood floor, and cup her soft cheeks in my rough palms.

      “Let me guess…”  She twists her lips back and forth like she’s thinking hard.  “A pony? No!  I’ve got it, Red Rider BB gun? No! A PS5?”

      “I want you, Bria. I can’t explain it, but I need you.”

      She shifts on her feet and from what I could see through her tight red stretch leggings, she’s not wearing any panties.

      “Martel,” she starts, her voice hinting at doubt.  “This is all crazy though.  Isn’t it?  I feel like some Alice in Wonderland tale and a late Hallmark Christmas movie had a love child and here we are.  I don’t even know how old you are.  If you like coffee or not.  Because, seriously, I don’t know if I could be with someone that doesn’t like coffee.  And waffles! What if you don’t even like waffles?”  She shakes her head and she’s playing, but she’s serious as well.

      “I’m thirty-nine.  I drink coffee from the time I wake up until I go to bed.  I have a waffle maker in the cabinet, it was my grandmother’s, but I’ve not had the stones to put it to use.  She made me waffles almost every morning, right here in that kitchen, whenever I would visit.  What else do you need to know? I’ll answer any question you have.  Just realize, I already can’t imagine life without you. And once you give all of yourself to me?  There’s no undoing this.”

      Her dark eyes search my face, and there’s a flicker within them, a sparkle of understanding.  “I feel like I’ve woken up from a coma.  Like, since I walked into work yesterday and you were standing there, everything before that moment doesn’t feel real. You know?”

      “Yes, Snowflake, I feel the same.”

      “And, I mean, I have things I want to do.  I want to go to design school.  I want to create and own my own shop someday.  I have dreams that you don’t even know about.  Maybe my dreams don’t work with your dreams.”

      “Your dreams are my dreams. I’m all in.  I’m going to take that sweet cherry you’ve saved for me, Bria, and you’ll be mine forever. Then, I’m going to spend the rest of my life making all your dreams come true.”

      “This is insane.”  She flutters her sexy lashes but what I don’t hear is her saying no, that she doesn’t want what I want and it’s time to seal this deal.  For a second I hold my breath when she steps back from me, and I wonder if she’s about to try to walk out, but as I watch her work her way toward the hallway, she reaches down and pulls the hem of her tank top up and over her head, looking at me over her shoulder.  “But, maybe a little crazy is just what I need in my life.”

      I bolt in her direction, scooping her teasing ass up and carrying her, caveman style, over my shoulder and only put her down when we are in my bedroom.

      I reach down and pull her leggings off, tearing them from her skin then standing there admiring her sweet, young flesh.

      Her arousal is dancing in the air around me and I need another taste of her before I claim all of her once and for all.

      “Turn around.  March your sweet ass over to that bed, get on it on your hands and knees, head down, ass up, then reach around and pull yourself apart for me.  I want to see everything you’ve saved just for me.”

      “You’re pretty bossy sometimes.”  Her eyes darken as her cheeks turn pink.

      I reach around and give her luscious ass a hard slap, making her stick out that bottom lip like she likes to do, and I answer her pout with another slap on the other ass cheek.

      “March.”  I flick my head toward the bed as she gives me a bratty poke of her tongue between her lips, but she spins and follows my instructions to the letter, making my erection throb painfully, but I need my mouth on her once more before my dick pops her cherry.

      Her ripe ass cheeks both have a red outline of my hand print, which only makes me more crazed.  Seeing my mark on her does something to me.  Something I never felt or imagined before yesterday.

      Now, I can’t imagine not waking up next to her with some evidence of my ownership on her lush body.

      I drag a little footstool over to the edge of the bed and take a seat, admiring the view for a long moment, watching as a drop of her sweet nectar slowly makes its way from her virgin opening, down through the pink silk of her folds, and I can’t hold off any longer.  I surge forward and plant my face onto her dripping pussy, listening to her whine and yelp as I lap, lick and flick my way to her first orgasm.

      She grinds her sweet, innocent cunt back onto my face as she spins into bliss. I don’t know how it’s possible, but she tastes even better that she did just hours ago.  I know in the deepest parts of me this girl is mine, and whether or not my family is going to accept her makes no difference to me.

      In my opinion, it’s my parents that are from the wrong side of the tracks.  Their main concerns in life are their bank accounts and their position in their plastic, self-serving society.

      They can never speak to me again if it comes to that.  I’ll bring my grandfather back here to live.  Build him his own handicapped accessible addition and let him live out the rest of his life watching me and Bria build ours, inspired by what he had with my grandmother for so many years.

      Nothing will keep us apart.  Nothing.

      I feast my way to a second orgasm from her.  Her virgin nectar soaks my beard and streams over my tongue, only making me more ravenous.

      She finally releases her ass cheeks, her hands flying out to grab at the bedding as I press the pad of my thumb to her puckered little asshole, tongue fucking her pussy, pushing her over the edge again. Only, this time her body convulses so violently, she collapses onto her side, panting and saying my name over and over like some sort of chant.

      I let her go like that for a moment while I strip myself, reaching down and calming my cock with a few strokes, spreading the slick pre-cum over the head as it pulses in my hand.  I need her inner walls wrapped around me and I can’t wait any longer.

      Her body is still shaking and she’s speaking in some other language when I grab her hips and set her sweet ass back up and into place, lining her slick, shimmering pussy up with the tip of my cock.

      I grip her hip with one hand and hold my cock with the other as her unfocused eyes catch mine for a moment, her head resting on the bedding as she licks her lips and her fingers splay, as if all of her is open and ready for what’s about to happen.

      Her slick honey is dripping and coating her thighs as I seat the tip of my dick at her opening, my legs shaking and my heart pounding, knowing I’m about to secure her in my life forever.

      “You’re going to be mine now.  You saved this just for me.”  I feel her opening pulse and cum is already seeping from my cock, desperate to plant my seed into her virgin womb, binding me to her for all eternity.

      “I want you,” she manages, her voice low and lusty.  Knowing I’m the only one that will ever have her like this makes my chest swell with pride.  I wasn’t sure I would ever feel like this, but now that I do, I’ll never be able to live without again.

      I push forward, controlling her hips with my hands, holding her steady.  My thick cock looks obscene, spreading her pink opening as she winces, her face turning into the bedding as her fingers curl around the bedspread.

      “God, ouch.”  Her voice is muffled by the bedding.  I hate that I’m hurting her, but I know once this part is over, the pleasure I intend to give her will far outweigh this bright spot of pain she will need to endure.

      “Hold on.  You’re so fucking tight, baby.  My dick’s going to tap out if you don’t release the choke hold…”

      Every muscle in my body is rock hard and wound tight as I do what I can to conquer her virgin resistance.

      “Just do it,” she whimpers, and I realize taking it slow may not be the best way.

      I take a deep breath, her body shaking as I dig my fingertips into her soft flesh, and drive forward on a growl so primal, I’d swear there’s a fucking grizzly in the bedroom.

      My cock tears through her virgin flesh, giving me what can only be given one time.

      I grunt hard breaths in and out as I work the rest of me inside her in rough thrusts, and my body is trembling as the tip of my dick hits the opening to her womb, making my balls seize up ready to deliver my seed directly into its new home.

      That thought only cements the fact that once my baby is growing inside her she’s mine in every way.  I’ll keep her forever, even if she tries to run, I’ll find her, drag her back and shackle her to me so she can never leave.

      The walls of her pussy are so tight around my cock I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to leave her either.  It’s like her own sort of bondage, and I grunt as I try to retreat only so I can pound into her again and again, until she’s dripping with me.

      “You like that fat cock filling up your tiny pussy?”  I ask, my lungs burning as I hold each breath, trying to make this moment last longer.  “Are you happy you saved this for me?”

      “Yes. Yes, yes…”  I’m not sure if she’s answering my questions or getting ready to cum, but either way, I am the happiest man on the planet right now.

      She’s pushing herself back into me, meeting my thrusts until the hard muscle of my pelvis hits the soft roundness of her ass cheeks.  My balls slap into her, her drenched folds dripping nectar everywhere.

      “This pussy is mine. I’ll take you whenever I need.  I’ll come inside you as I wish.”  Her moans grow as I angle my body forward, reaching under her chin to hold her throat, squeezing around her windpipe.  “Your life belongs to me now.”

      As I increase the tension, I hear the hiss of her strained breathing, her pussy pulsing and squeezing around my cock again until I can barely move.

      Still, that doesn’t stop me.  My hand on her throat, my dick buried to the hilt, has me nearing insanity.  I hammer in and out, giving her all of me as her tits sway under her body with each slapping, grunting thrust.

      Her throat moves under my palm as she strains to speak.  “I want you to cum inside me.”  Her choked words have my climax building, fighting, turning me into a rutting animal, hell-bent on breeding what’s mine.

      Her pussy sucks me in and out, milking me, pulling my release forward until I know I can’t wait much longer.

      “This cunt is going to be my cock sleeve forever.  My cum will be inside you every day.  It’s your purpose to take it, you understand?  This cock belongs to you now, just like you belong to me.”

      “Please!” she gasps as my heart speeds in my chest.  “I love you.” The last three words come out in a breath as though she’s not even sure what she’s said, but they hit me like a freight train, and I don’t hesitate to return them.

      “I love you, too.”  Her inner walls spasm and the sensations overwhelm me.

      She throws her head back on a scream of my name, her opening clutching at the base of my cock as I drive into her one last time and let myself go as her own orgasm rips through her.

      Her pussy is holding onto me for dear life and I never want to leave.  I’ve found my home as my cum fills her virgin womb, making her mine completely.

      Spasms rock my body as her own slick release coats my balls and drips onto the bedding below.

      I release her throat, running my hand down the center of her back as she gasps for air and I slowly pull out, letting my dick slip free as her body collapses in a ball on the bed.

      I turn her over and climb on top, knocking her legs apart with my knees as I go, then slip softly back inside her, my cock already greedy for more.  But this time, I want her eyes.

      Her kiss.

      The kiss.

      The one I’ve been waiting for my entire life.

      The kiss that tells me what I was beginning to doubt.

      I’ve found her.

      My one.

      I growl into her mouth as she lets out a little whimper. Her blonde hair is splayed around her head in waves. My dick slides inside as I kiss her softly, my hands wrapping under her quivering body, holding her tight.  Her nipples are hard against my chest and I’m already on the verge of spilling inside her again.

      “My grandfather told me once, I’d know when I found the one for me.  My soulmate.  Even if my brain didn’t know, my heart would.”

      “So, what is your heart telling you?”  Her doe eyes are half closed, searching my face for the answer, but I don’t make her wait.

      “It’s telling me I never have to look again.  You’re mine, and no one will take you from me.  You’re mine to love.  Mine to take care of.  Mine to use.  Just mine.”

      Her hips rise to meet my movements and our fucking turns to love making.  In perfect unison, we shift together like we have become one person, and I’ve never felt happier in my life.

      She falls off into another orgasm and I am right there with her.  I’ll never get enough of her, and if my grandfather was right, she’ll never get enough of me either.

      Thank you, Santa.  This is the Christmas gift I’ve always wanted.
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      Bria

      

      “You promise?”  I look at Martel, who is squeezing the steering wheel on his truck so tight I’m afraid he’s going to rip it right off the column.  “You said you wouldn’t hurt him.”

      He grunts on a half-hearted nod.

      “Okay then.”  I lean over and kiss the side of his face, his scratchy beard tickling my lips as he steps out of the truck and comes around to my side to open my door and help me step down.  “I just don’t want to leave things so messy.”

      We are in the driveway of my father’s house, and I’m hoping it’s just him right now. I know Alice isn’t there. I messaged her last night, before her shift at the club ended, and told her some of what had happened. At first her messages back to me were full of concern, that I shouldn’t be staying there in that house where nobody respected my boundaries, and I should come down to the club, that I’d be safe in the dressing room until she was done.

      Well, when I told her I wasn’t at home anyway, and not to worry, and explained what had happened with Martel, she was relieved. She said that since I wasn’t going to be there anyway, she’d just drop in, get some things and head over to her sister’s place.

      After we get things settled here, Martel wants to head to his parents’ place, which has me nervous as well.  Even though he keeps saying there’s nothing to worry about, I’m not so sure.

      I give a soft knock on the front door as we come inside.  I called my father this morning, but he didn’t answer. I left him a message saying we were coming by to try to make peace, even as Martel stood in the background fuming.

      I’m not so much scared about what might happen.  That my father or his friends might try to start something again with Martel.  I’m afraid if they do, if any of them looks at me cross-eyed, this time they could end up dead.

      When we walk in, Martel is in front of me, looking around, but the house is silent.  The living room is still a mess and the blood stains on the rug have darkened to a deep, purplish brown.

      “Dad?”  I call out as we step farther into the house, but there’s no answer.

      I look at Martel and shrug as he leads down the hall and I look into the kitchen to see the broken back door shoved into the frame, with a chair propped under the knob to keep it closed.

      I hear the rush of blood in my ears as I exhale and walk down the hall toward my bedroom.

      Martel puts his arm out in front of me with his finger to his lips just as I hear the sound of someone talking and the thump and thud of noises coming from my room.

      My heartbeat races as Martel steps forward, pushing me back, just as the door knob of my bedroom clicks and a black plastic garbage bag flies out the opening, hitting the opposite wall and coming to rest in the middle of the hallway.

      “Dad.”  I call out, my blood pressure rising as I start to get the gist of what’s going on.

      He pops his head out from the room, glaring. “I’m getting your stuff packed.  You can get it and get out.”

      Martel snaps his tongue on his teeth as I see his hands turn to fists at his sides, but I reach out and touch his shoulder, trying to keep him in check.

      “Dad, I’m sorry about last night, but—” I start, but Martel cuts me off.

      “She’s not fucking sorry and neither am I,” he barks, and for a second my father’s face twists in anger, but just as quickly he retreats into the bedroom.

      Martel is in the doorway, looking around, and I can see his body tense.  As I step behind him, I clench my teeth and there’s a clutch in my chest.

      The Christmas decorations Alice and I had up are in a pile on the floor.  My closet is open, with everything strewn on the bed and half shoved into bags.

      “What?”  My father barks at Martel.  “You going to play tough guy with me now?  You going to beat me down now? I’ll call the fucking cops like I should have last night…”

      “Dad,” I start, ready to play peacemaker, but Martel shoots me a look and I realize I don’t have much else to say.

      Martel runs his hand down my cheek and gently pinches my chin.  “Go wait in the living room.”  He nods back toward the front of the house, and my stomach churns, but I trust him, and doing things my way with my father all these years hasn’t delivered the results I’d hoped for. So maybe it’s time for me to let him realize there are consequences for his actions, and one of those is that I’m not going to give in to his demands anymore.

      “Bye.”  I give my father a quick smile as he sneers and smacks his cane on the little fiber optic Christmas tree on the floor.

      I’m three steps down the hall when I hear a choked yelp and Martel’s low voice.

      “You’re not a man.  You’re not a father.  You’re pathetic.”

      “Get out!”  My father’s voice shakes.

      “I’m going to get out.  But until you decide to apologize for not being the father you should have been to her, until you clean yourself up, you’re not welcome in our lives.  I’m the guardian at the gate now, and if you want in, there’s going to be a price.  And new rules.  If you ever make her cry again, ever put her in danger again, I’ll make sure no one ever finds what’s left of you.  We clear?”

      There’s silence, then a loud bang, and a guttural cough from my father.

      “We. Clear?” Martel’s voice is rolling thunder and I press my hands over my nose and mouth, hoping my father will just agree so we can finish this.

      “Clear,” my father coughs out. “Now get out!”

      “I’m getting.  Just know, if your daughter wasn’t standing in the other room, things would be very different.”

      With that, Martel comes back out of the bedroom, takes my hand and leads me out the door and into the truck.  As he gets into the driver’s side, I reach over and touch his arm.

      “Did you hit him?” I ask as he starts the truck.

      “I’m going to protect you, Bria.  That’s what you need to know. Every detail isn’t for you.”  He puts the truck in reverse, and I look out the window at my childhood home.

      I see it in a way I didn’t before now.  The gutters are falling off the front, the porch is crooked and the curtains in the front window are yellowed and torn.  The once-bright red shutters are a faded, sad pink, and I realize it’s been four years since my mother left, and two since I’ve had any contact with her.

      What I was holding onto there is gone.  Hope can be a deceptive seductress and maybe I needed the Band-Aid torn off in order to take a step into my own life instead of hanging onto the memory of what could have been.

      “I appreciate what you did.”  I give Martel’s arm a squeeze.  “Last night and today.  Thank you.”

      “Whatever is good for you, Snowflake, is what I’m going to do.  Sometimes, you might not like it, but in my heart it will always be for the best.  For you.  For us.  I promise you that.”

      “It might take me some time, but I do believe you.”

      “Good.  Now, we’re going to my parents’, then back home.”

      The way he says ‘home’ makes my heart jump.

      “They don’t expect you to stay for Christmas? Like, your family Christmas tomorrow?” I know they’ve spent their Christmas Eve and Day together since he was born.  He said his father even flew in early this morning to be sure to be here and from what Martel says, his father puts business before most everything so their Christmas is a big deal.

      “What they expect isn’t my priority anymore.”  He shrugs.  “Never really was, but now even more so.”  He pauses as he turns onto the main street, leaving The Pines and heading toward Oakland Hills where his parents live.  “Besides, I want to spend Christmas with us.  I want to start our traditions right now, today.  You’ve spent too many years waiting.  We’re done waiting.”

      Twenty minutes later, I’m a bundle of nerves as Martel punches in a security code and two enormous, wrought-iron gates swing open, revealing a tree-lined driveway that winds back to a Tudor-style house ten times the size of the little structure I called home for my twenty years.

      There’s pine garlands and white lights around the stone pillars of the front entry, and inside a bowed front window I see a giant tree lit up.  Light snow has started to fall, even as the sun peeks out from behind billowy white clouds, making everything shimmer with white.

      As Martel parks the truck, he turns my way, leans over and plants his lips on mine.  His hand sweeps to the back of my neck and that feeling of being cared for in a way I didn’t understand before him overwhelms me.

      When we break away, his eyes are on me and I swallow hard, looking up at a house that could be on the cover of Town & Country.

      “Why are we here, again?”  I ask, then clarify. “I mean, why am I here, again?”

      “Two reasons.  I want to let my family know I’ll be spending Christmas at my home with my girl. I want them to see us as us. Together.  And second, I have something to pick up.”

      He exits his side of the vehicle and a minute later we are inside the front door and I feel like I’ve been transported to some other world.  The marble floors are highlighted with hand-woven rugs in jewel tones, and crystal chandeliers hang above and in the center of both rooms that flank the entryway.

      Martel leads me down a long hallway until we are standing in a kitchen gleaming with stainless steel and carved, cherry cabinets above black, marble countertops.

      “Martel.”  His mother glances up from her seat at a long dining table in front of a wall of leaded-glass windows.  She gives me a cursory glance, then stands.  “We weren’t expecting you until later.  And, I wasn’t aware you would be bringing a guest.”

      “Where’s Dad?”  Martel squeezes my fingers.  “And Grandpa.”

      “Your father is in his study and your Grandfather is resting.”  She gives me another hard look, then addresses Martel.  “You know, last night I was told you were both quite rude to Tabitha and her mother.  I’ve had to apologize for you.  I’m sorry, young lady…I don’t know where you and Martel met, but whatever game you were playing last night was not funny.  Using his own debit card to pay for the auction.  It’s all quite embarrassing, Martel.”

      Martel shakes his head as my cheeks heat up.  “This isn’t a game, Mother.  And you’ll talk to Bria with respect, or not at all.  I came here as a courtesy, to let you know Bria and I will be spending Christmas at my place.”

      “Spending Christmas?”  A man’s voice comes from behind and I turn to see an enormous man in a pin-striped suit.  Bald headed, with a white goatee and a crystal glass full of clear liquid. He’s got the same blue eyes as Martel and although older, his general size and surly demeanor tell me this is his father.  “You know we always spend our traditional Christmas here.  Family only.”

      “Bria is my family.”

      “What?”  His mother squeals.  “What is this all about, Martel? What’s come over you? Maria told me, excuse me, Bria, but she told me your young lady told her she lived on Pines Ave.  I’m sorry, dear.  It’s just, is this some sort of scam?  Are you looking for money?”

      “She’s not looking for money.”  Another voice, softer, familiar, comes in from behind and I turn to see Martel’s Grandfather wheeling himself into the kitchen.

      “Father—” Martel’s mother starts, but the older man cuts her off with a stern glare.

      His grandfather comes closer, taking Martel’s hand.  “I knew it as soon as I saw you two together last night.”

      “Knew what?”  Martel’s father’s voice booms.  “What’s going on here?”

      “She’s the one.”  The old man’s eyes twinkle.  “I’d know that look anywhere.”

      “This is preposterous.”  His mother rolls her eyes.  “Martel, this is beneath you.  You belong next to your father, running the company.  It’s time you grew up, gave up whatever this chip is you have on your shoulder and stop playing the whole average-working-man game. Your father worked hard to provide us with this life. A life everyone envies. You’ve had your fun on the wrong side of the tracks but enough is enough.”

      His grandfather folds his hands over his lap and gives Martel a smile and a shrug.

      “If I wasn’t sure before I got here today that the path I’d taken was the right one for me, I know now. I have to thank you both.  Mom. Dad.  I hope you’ll be a part of our life.  Our life.  Bria and I, but that’s going to be up to you.  If you disrespect her ever again, we’re done.  Grandpa, you are welcome in our home anytime.  I’ll build you your own wing, you can come live with us.  But, right now, I’m taking Bria and giving her the Christmas she deserves. Grandpa, I’d like to pick up something from your room before I go, if that’s alright with you.”

      His grandfather gives him a knowing look on a nod.  “Be my guest.”

      With that, Martel is pulling me down the hall as I look over my shoulder at his parents, both standing wide-eyed, their mouths hanging open.  “Sorry.  I hope you have a Merry Christmas!”

      Martel leads me down a long hallway, then stands outside a doorway.  “One second and we’re going. Wait here.”

      He disappears inside the room and comes back out a minute later.  “What did you get?”

      “Just something between me and my grandfather.  Something he told me a long time ago I could have.  It’s just time.”

      As we head out the front door, the last thing I hear is the sound of his grandfather’s voice from down the hall.

      “Merry Christmas!  I’ll see you both soon!”
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      Martel

      

      This is what I’ve been missing on Christmas morning.

      Bria’s lips are wrapped around my cock as I lick her sweet pussy, mounted above my face.  It’s a mutual oral gift exchange, and I think we have just created another one of our own Christmas traditions.

      I work her right to the edge of her orgasm, feeling the vibrations of her moans on my cock, then ease back, teasing her as she whimpers in distress, her hand caressing my balls.

      I dive back in, my tongue slipping in and out of her drenched opening, then find her clit, working it until she’s a quivering mess of the sweetest sex juice I could have asked for.

      We’re on the thick rug in front of the fireplace, with the lights from the tree sparkling all over her magnificent body.

      Her mouth is heaven, just like the rest of her, and the head of my dick tickles her tonsils as I pinch her clit between my lips then come in for the kill.

      I flick and dance the tip of my tongue on her hard nub until she grabs the base of my dick with her hand and pops it out of her mouth on a loud moan.

      I drink down her cum as she rides my face and goes off hard.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck…”  She screams as her head falls onto my thighs, her body twisting as I draw out as much of her pleasure as I can before she’s panting and twitching over me.  I roll her onto her side, lift her top leg and sink into her, down to my balls.

      It’s a few thrusts as I finger her clit before she’s writhing again and I’m right there with her.  I let myself go, holding deep inside her while her pussy walls pulse and squeeze.

      “That cunt of yours wants every drop, doesn’t it?”

      “Mmmmm, yes,” she moans as I slip out of her and reach under the tree to where I’ve hidden the small box I got from my Grandfather’s room yesterday.

      “Bria.”  I kneel down in front of her, my dick still hard and dripping with my cum and her slick honey, as her eyes open and she focuses.

      “Yes?”

      “I meant what I said, that this is our home now.  I want you here.  But I want more.”

      “What else?  I don’t have much more to give you. I didn’t get you a gift. I don’t have much money. All I have is the few things I managed to grab the other night.”

      “You have something.”

      “Okay, anything.  Just tell me what you want.”

      I pull the small wooden box from behind my back and snap it open as she sits up on her knees on a gasp, her hands covering her mouth.  Inside the box is my grandmother’s wedding ring.  It’s a three carat ruby, surrounded by round-cut diamonds with a white-gold band that matches the filigree on the engagement ring.

      I hope she loves it, because it represents something I’ve wanted my whole life.  A love like I saw between my grandparents. A love that neither Bria nor I saw with our own parents, but with some magic on our side, we’re going to make for ourselves.

      “I want you to be my wife.  The mother of my children.  My forever.  My everything.  I want to start right now.  Marry me, Bria.  It’s the only thing I want.  Well, that’s not true.  I want to wake up next to you every morning, every Christmas, the December one and the January one, and every New Year from now until the end of time.  I want to make your dreams come true. What do you say?”

      She throws her arms around my neck, her lips on my ear.

      “You are the best Christmas present I’ve ever bought.  It’s crazy, but I guess a little crazy was just what I needed.  I say yes.  A thousand times, yes.”
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      Martel

      

      Six months later

      

      I’m dead-eyeing every dangling dick we pass as Bria walks beside me toward the entrance to The Lamont Creative Institute, where today is her first day of classes.

      Her belly is just starting to poke out, perfectly round, and as much as I’ve told myself I can do this, I don’t think I can.

      I stop at the front entry, squeezing her fingers with one hand while I pinch the bridge of my nose with the other, trying to keep from losing my shit.

      “Are you okay?”  Bria leans into me, then I look to see her giving a nervous smile to a few other students that are now staring at us.

      “No.”  I clench my jaw.  “I’m not okay.”  My throat tightens and my eyes begin to burn.  “I don’t think I can do this.”

      “You can.” She answers in a reassuring tone.  “We talked about it all.  I’ll be fine.  Nothing is going to happen to me.”

      “You don’t know that.  Anything could happen.  There could be a fire.  There could be some mean girls or some guy who decides to touch you. Fuck, no, I can’t…”

      Bria tugs my hand, walking me a few steps from the door where I’m sure she’s hoping I can get my man-shit together and not be such a spectacle.

      As we take a few steps to the left, I finally look up and see two guys coming out of the entry doors, and they glance first at me then their eyes stick for a second too long on Bria.

      “What the fuck are you looking at?”  I drop her hand and tense, ready to charge at them with the full force of my fury.

      “Get a grip, Grandpa,” they hiss back, and I lurch forward, chest out, fists at my sides, and watch them practically jump into the bushes.

      “Martel.”  Bria sighs, there’s a sadness in her voice and I swallow hard, trying to regain control as the two guys make a sharp right turn, giving me wary glances and heading in the opposite direction.  “It will get better. Let’s just get this one class out of the way.  You can do it. You want my dreams to come true, and this is one of my dreams.”

      She’s right, but that doesn’t seem to help right now when I think of leaving her here alone.  Making sure she was safe was one thing, but four months ago when that little plastic stick showed two pink lines?

      I’ve been a raging lunatic ever since.

      “Let’s go.”  I nod toward the door, draping my arm around her shoulders so no one misses the fact that she’s mine.  Holding hands is nice, but not everyone is observant enough to notice, so holding her next to me at least makes me feel better.

      For now.

      We work our way through the building until we find her classroom and my stomach is in knots when she turns my way, excitement on her face, as I battle my own lunacy at letting her walk away.

      “Okay! I’m so excited.”  She does this little jiggle-jump that has her tits bouncing, and I scan the area to make sure there’s no other guys enjoying the sight.  “I’ve got my phone, so I’ll message you when class is over.  Then I have a half hour and my Intro to Textiles class is just on the other side of this building.  I’ll message you when I get there.  Then, when that class is done, I’ll message again and you can come pick me up.”  She’s breathless from talking so fast, and I’m proud she’s accepted the fact that she needs to message or call me whenever she’s coming or going anywhere, and she’s got our plan from today down pat.

      But, plans change.

      “I’ll be right here.”  I jerk my head toward a bench on the opposite wall, outside of her classroom, and she lets out an exasperated sigh.

      “I’ll be fine.”

      “Yes. You will. And I’m going to make sure.  I’m going to look up their fire safety record and go to the security office for a face-to-face visit. I’m going to make sure—”

      “Stop. You’ve already looked up the fire safety record and you’ve already called the security office about a gazillion times and talked to them before you even let me enroll. Martel…”  I’m pushing her and her cheeks flush red.

      “Fine.  But I’ll be right here.  At least for today.  I can’t just let you go yet.”  I draw a deep breath through my nose, trying to calm myself.  “Maybe just this first week.  Or month. Then we’ll see…”

      She shakes her head but pushes up on her tiptoes and gives me a kiss.  “You are impossible.”

      I shrug, watching her spin and sashay into class the same way she did that day at Mauricio’s when she went through the red curtain into the back room, and I knew already I’d found what I’d been looking for.

      There’s been a lot of changes for us both the last six months.  The best one is we have not spent a day or night apart since I brought her home for our first Russian Christmas together.

      A couple days after, we went back to her father’s house and moved the rest of her stuff out, along with making sure her friend Alice got settled into her new place on campus. Luckily, her father hadn’t destroyed anything that belonged to either of them besides the Christmas decorations and so I let him live.

      For now.

      He’s been a pain the ass since, but I drew a thick line in the sand that he either got himself cleaned up, which I was more than willing to pay for, or he wasn’t welcome in our lives.  Since, he’s been up and down. Sober then not. Betting then not. And that slingshot of emotions for Bria isn’t healthy, so for now, it’s radio silence.

      I check in on him once a week in secret, showing up at the house and checking the general state of things.  I reiterate my offer to facilitate him getting the help he needs, and if he makes some different choices in his life, I will guardedly but slowly allow him access to his daughter again.

      We will see.  For now, Bria is at peace with the situation and her well-being, as well as the well-being of our baby, are priority one.  Her father is a grown man, making his own choices.

      The good news is, my parents have had some revelations of their own. After a rocky start, once I told them a grandbaby was on the way, they’ve come around.

      They treat Bria with respect, the relationship between her and my parents is friendly, and I’m hoping the next year will see more positive changes in us all.  My mother sees more and more how Bria and I remind her of her own parents and what is truly important in life.

      I built a huge addition on the house for my grandfather.  He’s not with us permanently, but a couple times a month he comes and stays for a few nights and I can see the joy in his eyes when he sees Bria and me together, which is the greatest gift I think I can give him at this point in his life.

      I spend the next hour on the phone, talking with Roan about a real estate deal we’ve put together, building some stellar low-income housing on Pines Avenue.  It will be a couple years in the making, but it will redevelop a huge portion of abandoned housing and commercial buildings into duplexes, single family housing, decent grocery stores and some new shopping areas.

      My machine shop is doing well, still growing, and almost all the welding I do now is just for my personal and art projects.  I’m in the office more than down on the shop floor and work is coming in faster than I can hire and train enough staff to handle the overflow.

      I’m not complaining, I just hate every minute I’m away from Bria and I have no fucking clue how I’m ever going to be away once the baby is here.

      She’s hell-bent on getting her design degree and I’m all in with her.  With everything I have going on, I could retire next year and keep us flush so I can spend every moment of the rest of my life with my family.

      We’ll see.  For right now, I’m just trying to get through her first class.

      Ten minutes later, the door to her classroom opens and my heart starts beating faster, waiting for her to appear.

      She’s smiling so big when she comes out, I think my chest is going to burst with pride.

      “Everything go okay?”  I try to keep my voice cheerful.

      “Great.  It’s going to be so fun.”

      “Good. I love seeing you smile.”

      “But it was the first day, so he let us out early.  I have an hour until my next class…soooooo…”  Her brown eyes sparkle as her teeth nip into her bottom lip, and my dick is already getting thick in my pants.

      God, I love this woman.

      “Follow me.”  I tuck her next to me, my arm around her shoulders, and guide her out into the parking lot to the new Suburban I just bought for her last week. I parked far away from any other cars because I didn’t want anyone dinging up my girl’s new ride.  I open the door, get her sweet ass into the second row of seats, then climb in behind her.

      I’ve got her skirt flipped up, and her on all fours, within ten seconds.  She turns around, grinning at me, wagging her ass. “I see now why the blacked-out windows were a good choice.”

      I reach down between us and release my ready cock, and sink into her without a word.  We both moan as her slick heat wraps around me.

      “I love you, Snowflake. You’re the best Christmas present ever.”

      “And you’re the best fifty-thousand dollars I ever spent.  Even if it wasn’t my money.”

      “It was always your money. You just didn’t know it yet.”

      I slam into her deep, making her cry out as her slick juice coats my balls.

      She’s mine.  She will always be mine.  And I am hers.

      Forever.
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      Bria

      

      Ten years later

      

      “We get to have two Christmases!  All our friends are so jealous…”  Sonya, our eldest, dances around the patio of our vacation home on the beach in Costa Rica, as I come out from the sliding doors to our bedroom in a new yellow polka dot bikini Martel bought for me for our December Christmas.

      Martel gives me a look and I know, even though my body has changed over the years, he finds me as sexy as ever.  My hips are wider, my boobs have given in to gravity a bit, but every time he grabs my ass he tells me it’s the finest on the planet and that’s all I need to hear.

      Roan and Alice had a destination wedding here in Costa Rica eight years ago, and Martel and I fell in love with the geography, the culture, the vibe and the people.  Two years ago, for our own Russian Christmas, we came back and he surprised me with this place.  It sits on forty-two lush acres, right on the ocean, with an open courtyard in the center of the house and enough bedrooms for our entire family, friends and then some to come and stay.

      We have monkeys and birds on the windowsills and sometimes inside, snatching fruit from the kitchen and making the kids squeal with delight.

      “Wishing for others to be jealous of what you have isn’t kind.”  Martel reaches over to put his hand on top of Sonya’s head.  “And you are a kind girl. You just need to choose your words better.”

      “Sorry, Papa.” She gives him a smile, her blonde hair moving in the breeze, and I admire what an amazing father he’s become.

      “Now, go watch your brothers.  Bring me back the best shells you can find.  No going in the water yet, not until me and Mommy are with you.”

      “Come nowwww,” she implores, pulling on his hand.

      “Give us a minute.  We’ll be right there.  Go.”

      She pouts but goes running down the sandy pathway through the palms, to the beach where her twin brothers, Mikhail and Randolph, are fighting over a stick.  They were born almost a year to the day after she was, and having three kids that close together almost killed us, but we wouldn’t have our life any other way.

      It was tough, keeping up with them, with Martel running the businesses and me going to school, but as a team we juggled it all.  He became an expert at diaper changes and getting them to sleep at night, and after a year he quit working every day because he said he couldn’t bear missing out on their lives.

      They learn and grow every day, and Martel sold the business last year, which gave us a nest egg that will last the rest of our lives.  He’s still invested in the real estate ventures with Roan, and the passive income from that is more than we can figure out how to spend every month anyway.

      I ended up starting my own bridal and formal dress design shop in Regentside, a growing affluent area about ten miles east of our home.  It’s not Milan or New York, but I don’t think that’s what I would have wanted now that I have Martel and our kids.

      I get to make my own hours, enjoy each design and see the joy in the faces of my clients.  Sometimes, bigger is not always better.

      Life is good.

      Better than good.

      It’s Christmas every day.

      “Come here.”  Martel’s voice is thick, and from the enormous bulge on the front of his shorts, I know what’s coming.

      No pun intended.

      It’s been ten years since I won him at the bachelor auction, but he’s as lustful for me as ever and I am for him as well.

      “On your knees.”  Martel positions himself behind the wall around the patio. Kneeling down, I’m out of sight, and so is the dripping erection Martel is holding to my lips. His cock is magnificent, thick and veined, and I take a moment to admire him before he presses the slick tip to my lips.  “Suck,” is all he says, and already my pussy is dripping.

      I love when he orders me around.

      My lips pop around the swollen head and he guides the length to the back of my throat.  I suck and lick, making him slick with saliva, and before long it’s the sound of gagging and grunting and I’m so turned on by the face fucking, I’m on the edge myself.

      “Finger your pussy,” he grunts from above, and I obediently slide my hand into the top elastic of my yellow bikini bottoms to find my clit, making me moan around him.  “That’s a good little girl.  Horny slut for me.”

      I can already taste his salty cum on my tongue, and it makes my center tense.  I slide my lips up and down until I feel his body go rigid as the helmet of his cock grows in my mouth.

      His hands are tangled in my hair as my fingers swirl on my clit.  He shoves himself into my throat, making me gag and choke, but he knows it’s what I want.

      It makes me cum every time.

      I go off, soaking my hand as I feel the base of Martel’s cock twitch and he holds himself deep on a lusty groan.

      “Fuck,” he grits out from above as my orgasm swirls inside of me, and the first hot, sticky jets of his release coat my throat.

      We come together in twitches and gasps, the ocean breeze cooling our skin, as content as I’ve ever been.

      Tomorrow is Russian Christmas, and later today my father, Martel’s parents, Roan and Alice are all flying in to spend the holiday here. We lost his grandfather eight months ago, but in his last moments, he found joy in knowing soon he would be with his own angel once again.

      So, we figured this year it was time for a new tradition. As much as we love our home back in Townley, one Christmas a year in the cold and snow is enough.  December 25th is for the snow and January 7th is for the sand.

      My father had a heart attack five years ago and that seemed to be the wake-up call he needed.  Martel paid for his treatment for alcohol, drugs and gambling addictions.  It’s not been an easy road, but it’s been worth the struggle.

      He’s become a father again, and better yet, a grandfather, and I don’t ever remember him so happy.

      With Martel’s help, I reached out to my mother just before Sonya was born, but not every part of life has a happy ending.  She was distant.  Made some excuse as to why she couldn’t talk longer, said her husband wasn’t well and she would be in touch soon.

      As expected, that didn’t happen, but as full of joy as the rest of my life is, I’m not angry.  I’m sorry she’s missing out on so much with us, but my focus is on my family, my career, and the people that make an effort to be in my life.

      Martel slips his cock from my lips and pulls me to my feet, my head still spinny from my climax.

      “Don’t swallow it all.”  He leans in.  “I love tasting myself on your mouth.”

      His lips take mine in a long, slow kiss.

      My husband is my rock.  My best friend.  My everything.

      Without him, my life would be incomplete.

      With him, every day is Christmas, and just as he promised, he is making all my dreams come true.
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        Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, with a little more plot and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place.

      

      

      

      
        
        She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing, she is probably laughing about some irony (like the fact that A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.
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        I have met so many amazing people since I started this wild journey.  

        To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

        fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

        time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

        put up with my particular kind of mania, I thank you.

        You guys remind me every day that when we support each other, everyone wins.

        xoxoxo

      

      

    

  

cover.jpeg
:/}Z

V(USSlAN's
' CHRISTMAS |
L 2N

DANI WYI\TTk





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





