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            Emma Silver
      

            December 1: 

Santa Claus is cumming to town
      

         

          
      

         Noëlle really didn’t feel like going shopping in December, joining the thousands of people who were desperately looking to buy their last Christmas gifts – just like she was. Why did she never learn? Every year she promised herself that she would buy all her Christmas gifts by the end of November so that she could spend the rest of December watching everyone else as they stressed to get everything ready in time for the holidays. In this scenario, all she would have to do would be to cheer people on and host a Christmas party or two. And yet here she was again. It was the last Saturday before Christmas, and it was her last chance to buy Christmas gifts for all her family.

         What if she could only find one gift that they would all enjoy? If she had liked her family a little bit less, she would have bought herself a trip abroad to somewhere sunny and warm and told everyone that her gift to them was not having to deal with her during the holidays. But unfortunately, she liked her family way too much to do something like that.

         Noëlle put on her coat – the coat that she had bought herself for Christmas – wrapped a scarf around her neck and slipped her feet into her warm boots before heading out into the cold. Just like every year, she knew that her procrastinated Christmas shopping would burn a big hole in her pocket as she approached the mall. Her plan was to take the escalator up to the top floor and work her way down through the mall – store by store. Hopefully, she would have her hands full of shopping bags by the time she reached the exit on the ground floor.

         ‘Ho, ho, ho’, chuckled a man dressed like Santa as she passed through the entrance doors. He was dressed in red and wore a fake beard that looked surprisingly realistic. Behind him there was an armchair for anyone who wanted to take a selfie with Santa Claus.

         ‘Hi there,’ laughed Noëlle when he tried to take her hand.

         ‘Have you been a good girl this year?’ he continued.

         ‘Not really.’ Noëlle probably hadn’t been worse than most people, but she thought to herself that she would put off her review of the year until she sat down to come up with New Year's resolutions for the next one. Then she realised that she had broken every single resolution that she had come up with last year.

         ‘Well, well… so you’ve been a bad girl?’ He gave her a stern look and waved his finger in her face before bursting out in contagious laughter.

         ‘Only when I had to be,’ Noëlle said and took a couple of steps towards the escalator.

         ‘Did you send your letter to Santa?’

         ‘No, I totally forgot about that this year.’

         ‘It’s not too late though.’

         ‘I think I might actually be a bit too late,’ she laughed. ‘That’s why I have to take care of all this by myself.’

         Noëlle turned her back to Santa and went on with her shopping. Although she knew that her mum and dad deserved more than what she had bought them, she felt pretty happy with herself when she headed for the entrance again two hours later.

         ‘Ho, ho, how did you do?’ Santa said.

         ‘Pretty good, as you can see. Now I just have to get all this stuff home.’

         ‘It’s your lucky day.’

         ‘Oh yeah? And why is that? Did I win free home delivery?’

         ‘Exactly! I finish my shift now, so I can help you get those bags home.’ He looked at her again through his thick glasses. Then he lifted up his beard and reviewed a wide smile and a charming dimple in his chin.

         ‘Lucky me,’ said Noëlle. ‘Do you want me to wait here while you change?’

         ‘What do you mean? This is me.’ He winked at her and reached for Noëlle’s shopping bags.

         Noëlle wasn’t going to argue. If Mr. Santa wanted to help her carry her bags home, she would gladly accept his offer. She had some mulled wine at home and last weekend she had even baked some ginger bread cookies – using her grandmother’s old recipe. She definitely deserved a break after all the shopping, and she was sure that her little helper would also be thirsty when they got back to her place.

         Her flat wasn’t very far away but it was on the top floor and the elevator had been broken for more than a week. She insisted on carrying half of the bags up the stairs but Santa was stubborn and before Noëlle had managed to convince him, they had arrived at her door.

         ‘Come on in,’ she said after she had opened the door and taken a step to the side.

         ‘Thanks!’ he said and stepped into the hallway.

         ‘My name is Noëlle,’ she said as she took her coat off. ‘Should I call you Santa, or do you have a name?’

         ‘Eric,’ he said and looked relieved when he could finally put the bags down.

         ‘Nice to meet you, Eric, and thanks for all the help. Can I offer you anything to drink? Some mulled wine?’

         ‘That would be lovely, thanks. Is it okay if I take some of these clothes off?’

         ‘Of course, feel free to take off that hat,’ Noëlle laughed. ‘Wait, let me help you.’ She walked up to him and he took off his hat and gave it to her. She put it on the hat rack. When she finally managed to get his beard off she was surprised. She had noticed his brown eyes before but she hadn’t expected a head full of curly, brown hair under the hat. His mouth was plump and it looked like he was smiling, even when he wasn’t. And he looked at her in a way that she definitely hadn’t noticed in the mall. His eyes radiated something that mirrored exactly what she was feeling.

         She didn’t even try to pull away when he kissed her. His lips were warm and sensual, shy and excited, careful and horny. Maybe he didn’t taste like Christmas, but he tasted of the same excitement that she always felt before the holiday season. When their tongues met, his tongue deep in her mouth and her tongue deep in his, she couldn’t contain herself any longer.

         Noëlle started undressing Santa, whose clothes were made out of peculiar materials but not very hard to get off. The coat was tied loosely with a belt around his waist and his trousers were held up by an elastic band. Eric had already kicked off his black boots and Noëlle pulled his trousers off together with his socks. Her hands wandered all over his body and she felt how strong his muscles were and how hot the walk from the mall had made him.

         ‘Maybe I should shower first?’ Eric said and looked embarrassed when he realised how sweaty his back was.

         ‘I don’t think so,’ Noëlle said. ‘Of course you can, if you want to. But I like you just like this, warm and worked up.’

         ‘I guess I can always shower after.’ He smiled, no longer embarrassed.

         ‘Exactly, you can shower while I heat up the mulled wine.’ She looked down at his boxer shorts. They were covered in Christmas trees and Santas. ‘I see you’re not the type who really commits to what he’s doing.’

         ‘Just wait and you’ll see for yourself.’ He kissed her again and slipped his hand in under her shirt, up over her belly button and towards her breasts.

         ‘I guess I’m kinda sweaty too,’ she said and pulled her shirt over her head before Eric could do anything about it.

         Eric massaged her breasts through the white lace bra – sensually and just hard enough to make Noëlle’s nipples stiffen.

         She put her hands on his ass and enjoyed how firm it felt under his cotton boxers as she hugged him close. His boner was nearly slipping out of his shorts and Noëlle was just about to free it when Eric unbuttoned her trousers and pulled them down over her ass. She managed to take them off along with her knickers while he unbuttoned her bra. Then she pulled his boxers down carefully without hurting the gnome inside of them.

         His erection pressed against her vulva. She pressed her breasts against him and tightened her grip around his buttocks. He responded by doing the same.

         ‘Do you have more rooms in this flat, or do you sleep in the hallway?’ Eric bent down and took one of her nipples in his mouth, then he sucked on it and nibbled it carefully.

         ‘Don’t you like it here?’ Noëlle asked. ‘I actually like that it’s not very big.’

         ‘You have a point, I like it. It’s cosy. But I was thinking that you might have something softer to lie on than the floor.’

         ‘Lie?’ Noëlle said and acted innocent.

         ‘Or kneel.’ Eric knelt on the floor and kissed her between her legs. He licked further and further in, all the way to her clitoris, and then he let the tip of his tongue circle around it. He tasted her until her knees trembled.

         ‘I have a bedroom too,’ Noëlle whispered. ‘Come on!’

         Eric stood up and followed her. She hadn’t made her bed before she left for the mall but she didn’t have time to apologise for it. Noëlle sat down in the bed and spread her legs. Eric kneeled in front of her and found her clit with his tongue again. He licked her deeper and deeper – drank her juices – while she moaned and buried her fingers in his hair to pull him closer, deeper. Santa Claus was doing well, he was very service-minded and helpful indeed. Soon she could feel her vagina contract and she knew that she was getting close to climax. Noëlle screamed out her orgasm and when she looked down on Eric’s wet mouth, it was smiling at her.

         ‘Get on all fours,’ Noëlle said. ‘Now it’s my turn.’

         ‘On all fours?’ asked Eric, probably thinking that she was going to get on her back underneath him, but he couldn’t have been more wrong. For now, at least.

         Instead, Noëlle got on her knees behind him and gripped his firm buttocks. They were covered in dark hair and the hair continued to grow into his crack. Noëlle loved hairy asses and she especially loved hairy cracks. Now it was her turn to lick Eric, to stick her tongue into his crack. The muskiness was wonderful, and licking Eric further and further in almost made her cum again. The tip of her tongue was eager to reach his anus, she wanted to taste him – wanted to feel his anus hug her tongue as she squeezed it in.

         Eric moaned and moved his hips back and forth, but not too fast for Noëlle to do what she wanted. He liked it. She could feel how much he liked what she was doing. She could hear how much he loved it. She spread his buttocks with her hands to reach all the way in and she licked him deeper and deeper, wondering how long he would be able to take it without cumming. Noëlle had a quick look at saw that Eric was holding his cock, without moving his hand. Still, she realised that it was time to do what he had first expected. She got on her back underneath him and let him eat her pussy again while she licked his perineum for a while before taking one of his balls in her mouth. She sucked hard and managed to fit the other testicle in her mouth too. She squeezed his balls against each other and sucked as Eric’s tongue was taking her closer and closer to another orgasm,

         Noëlle loved his asshole and balls, but now she couldn’t resist any longer. She moved down until her mouth was just underneath the head of his penis. She licked a drop of pre-cum from the big and swollen tip of his penis and then she took the whole, shiny head in her mouth. Damn, it felt good. He tasted so delicious and he filled her mouth completely. But she wanted more and pressed the shaft into her mouth until the head reached all the way down into her throat. She sucked his cock slowly and loved the sound of his sighing and moaning.

         Eric kept licking her. He had three fingers inside of her pussy now and they were pushing further and further in as his tongue played with her clitoris. Noëlle sucked Eric’s cock as hard as she dared, for as long as she dared, before she decided to take a break, just a short one. She got on her knees and told Eric to get on his back. When she straddled him a wide smile spread across his lips and when she guided his red head towards her pussy, he had to focus to hold back the orgasm. Noëlle adjusted the speed when she lowered herself down. She slowly let him penetrate her, past the G-spot, deeper and deeper, until she could feel his swollen testicles press against her ass.

         Then she sped up. She couldn’t wait any longer, she had to ride him, had to feel his hard cock reach all the way in. Eric’s hands were on her hips as she fucked him and he lifted up his ass to meet her movements. They moved together, fucked each other, harder and harder and harder.

         Noëlle sighed loudly when she came again and Eric let out a guttural moan when he came and emptied his sperm inside of her. Their whole bodies tensed up and they kept moving for a couple of seconds more before Noëlle collapsed on top of Eric.

         She didn’t know for how long they stayed like that, when she finally rolled off of him or who fell asleep first.

         When she woke up after a while, he was gone.

          
      

         Noëlle felt disappointed. She wasn’t sure what she had expected, to suddenly become Mrs. Claus? Not really! All the other adults in her family had settled down years ago and urged her to do the same. Maybe she had hoped that she wouldn’t have to show up alone for once.

         She glanced at her watch and realised that it was almost eight PM. She was starting to get hungry but didn’t feel like cooking. Maybe she had something in her freezer? They hadn’t even gotten to the mulled wine that she had promised him. Noëlle wondered what had been so important that he couldn’t stick around. Or maybe it was just a classic hit-and-run date where the guy left as soon as he had gotten his way. She was pretty sure that he hadn’t left because he was disappointed with how she had repaid him for helping her with her bags, but still…

         When the doorbell rang, Noëlle had just gotten out of the shower where she had noticed that Eric had at least had time to shower before he left. She wrapped a robe around herself and walked over to the door.

         ‘Have you had a lot of Christmas food this year?’ the Santa on the door step asked.

         ‘Not very much at all, actually,’ Noëlle said. ‘But I’m planning to – on Christmas Eve.’ Noëlle stepped aside and let Eric in. He carried two bags of food in his hands.

         ‘The thing is that I haven't had much Christmas food this year, and I don’t really think that I will eat much more either. So I thought I would take a chance and see if you wanted to eat some with me?’

         ‘What? You don’t have plans on Christmas Eve?” The thought was absurd to Noëlle, but she obviously understood that not everybody had a family to celebrate with.

         ‘Sure I do, but it doesn’t include much Christmas food. I work the lunch shift at the soup kitchen where we hand out a bunch of Christmas food to the homeless, so I’m normally pretty tired in the afternoon. I normally bring a ham sandwich home from lunch and eat it with a beer and a shot, then I fall asleep like a baby.’

         Eric’s Christmas plans didn’t surprise Noëlle. She wondered if he was even getting paid for his gig as a mall Santa, or if he had volunteered.

         ‘If I eat with you tonight, do you think I can convince you to come celebrate Christmas with me and my family after you are done with your lunch shift? We usually make gingerbread houses. Mostly the kids of course, but the adults take part too.’

         ‘I think I could do that,’ Eric said and followed Noëlle as she walked into the kitchen. ‘So, you have a kitchen too?’

         ‘Unfortunately, I’m no master chef. So your food delivery really saves the day.’

          
      

         After feasting on the Christmas food and desserts and having one too many shots, Noëlle felt like she needed help getting back to the bed. She hadn’t been this full in a long time and she knew she would have to spend a lot of time at the gym to pay for this and the food that she knew her dad was preparing for Christmas Eve.

         Eric rubbed his belly and sighed. ‘Tomorrow I won’t need to stuff my Santa costume with a pillow.’

         ‘And if you need a break, I can always cover for you,’ said Noëlle and rubbed her belly too.

         They supported each other and made a dramatic move to the sofa.

         ‘My, my, my Mrs. Claus, you have really cooked up a feast.’

         ‘Well, Mr. Claus, you were the one who brought all the food.’

         ‘Yes, you are right.’ Eric laughed. ‘So now maybe it is Mrs. Claus’s turn to bring me a little treat?’

         ‘Of course I will repay Santa for his generosity. But I’m not sure what he could want?’ Noëlle pretended to not notice Eric’s hands that were slowly moving from his belly to his crotch.

         ‘I think Mrs. Claus must be very tired from all the food, if she can’t figure out what I want. Come here!’

         Noëlle walked towards Eric and he placed a hand behind her neck. He pulled his pants down with the other hand, lifting his ass off the sofa slightly to be able to pull them all the way down to his ankles. He wasn’t sure if it was because of all the Christmas food or her company, but Eric was ready for more. Noëlle followed his lead and took his red, swollen cock in her mouth. She started to suck him slowly, she took the big head of his penis deep inside her mouth – sliding it against the roof of her mouth and down into her throat.

         His pre-cum tasted different. She wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or all the food, but she liked it. She wanted to taste more of him, wanted to feel his sperm in her mouth. Eric didn’t seem to mind that she kept sucking. On the contrary, his moans grew louder and louder. He stroked her head but left her in control of the pace. She took him deeper and sucked more intensely – but not too hard. The inside of her cheeks massaged his sensitive cock and she licked the little crack where the head met the banjo string. As Noëlle took him even deeper, Eric moved his hips slowly and met her movements as his buttocks slid back and forth against the sofa.

         Noëlle hadn’t expected yet another dessert, but she wouldn’t miss this one for the world. Eric moaned louder and louder and moved faster and faster. Now she sucked him hard. Now she wanted him to empty his sperm into her mouth. She wanted to taste him, needed to taste him. She felt how close he was so when he screamed out his orgasm, she was ready for his load and sucked and swallowed. She loved it.

         ‘There you go, Mrs. Claus. That wasn’t so hard now, was it?’ Eric laughed at her and pulled her up towards his face so that he could kiss her. ‘Wow, you taste delicious.’

         ‘It’s the finest Christmas brew’, Noëlle answered him. ‘I made it myself.’

         ‘You must have used very exclusive ingredients.’

         ‘Nothing but the best. Come here, Santa, let me show you how it’s made.’ Noëlle took off the red track pants that she had picked out to match Eric’s outfit. She had offered him a change of clothes but couldn’t find anything in his size. Also, the Santa outfit was really comfortable.

         She buried a hand in Eric’s curls and pulled him closer. It was obvious that he was curious about what she wanted to show him and he followed her instructions without hesitation. Noëlle flinched when she felt his tongue against her clitoris and when the tip of her tongue started playing with it, she started shaking. As he licked her pussy, she played with his hair and leaned back to let him do his thing. She was taken over by the pleasure and couldn’t wait for what was coming next, but she still savoured every moment and let the slightest movement turn her on – light her fire and her pussy – before the orgasm washed over her like a wave, just like it did every time.

         Noëlle moaned and then her whole body contracted as she came. Eric kept licking her, he drank her juices until she couldn't take it anymore. Now it was her turn to pull him up to her face and then they just sat there next to each other, catching their breaths.

         ‘If you want to, I can come with you and help out at the soup kitchen,’ she suggested. ‘Then we can get ready together and go to my parents’ house.’

         “Are you sure? Don’t you want to spend the whole day with your family?”

         ‘I’m sure it will be fine as long as we get there after lunch.’ Also, Noëlle thought to herself, Eric is just the gift that is missing under Christmas tree this year. Maybe now her family would finally be satisfied.

      
   


   
      
         
            My Lemon
      

            December 2: 

Winter Wedding
      

         

          
      

         As I run, the snow makes my thin cotton shoes soaking wet. I run and I laugh. I have made a complete fool out of myself, but at least now they have something to talk about. When I reach the edge of the forest, I sit down on a rock to catch my breath. I can feel the snow melting under me. It is making my dress wet, but I don’t care. I look back at the church from which I have just escaped – the church where the wedding party is still going on.

         They will be fine without me. It’s my friend’s wedding – not mine. It doesn’t make the situation less embarrassing, but I had no choice. I hope that she will be able to look back at this one day and laugh – just like I do – but it will probably take a while before Wilda can see that what I did was actually pretty funny. I did cause a scandal, after all.

          
      

         Wilda had been my best friend since school, and she had finally found Mr. Right.

         The man of her dreams was smart and kind, and the complete opposite to the men I would normally fall for, which in itself was an accomplishment. While we were still in school together, Wilda never had time to fall for someone before I had already slept with them.

         Wilda and Caspar came from the same little town up north and we always joked about the fact that they both had to move to the capital to meet each other. So, although they both wanted to live in the city, they had decided to get married back in their hometown. As the bride’s best friend, I had travelled up north about a week before the wedding to help out.

         It had been a grey, foggy and dark Monday morning when I boarded the train in the capital, but as the train travelled further north, the dullness of the city was replaced by white snow, blue skies and black tree trunks.

         When I stepped out of the train the air was fresh and I instantly felt calmer. This was something that I realised every time I left the capital, but as soon as I got back home, I always forgot about it and went back to wondering how people could ever want to live outside the city.

         Completely unaware of what was about to happen, I looked for Wilda until I spotted her in her little red car. She smiled at me and I walked towards her with open arms.

         ‘Welcome!’ she said and smiled as I hugged her.

         ‘So, this is where you guys come from?’

         ‘Well…’ she said and hesitated. She knew that I had already travelled for more than six hours and she was probably very aware of what my reaction would be when she gave me the news. ‘Actually, we need to drive for a bit to get there,’ she finally said. I rolled my eyes dramatically before I sighed and put my bags in the boot of the car.

         ‘But first we are trying on dresses,’ she said, after locking the car.

         We walked for a while to get from the train station to the wedding store, and I took the chance to ask her about the plan for the week.

         ‘Caspar and Felix have planned everything already, all we have to do is ride along, really.’

         I flinched when I heard a name I had never heard before. I thought I knew everyone in Wilda’s family. ‘Who is Felix?’

         ‘Caspar’s brother.’ She glanced at me. ‘Can you promise you won’t do anything stupid while you’re here?’

         ‘What do you mean?’ I said, although I knew exactly what she meant.

         ‘Just don’t do what you always do.’

         I acted offended. ‘Do you really think that I would sleep with anyone?’

         ‘Well, sometimes,’ she said teasingly.

         ‘I promise I won’t try to seduce anyone at your wedding. Okay?’

         She just laughed. At that point, I had no idea how hard it would be to keep that promise.

          
      

         We finished, and were about to meet Caspar and Felix at the town square. It was a lot colder here than in the capital and I urged Wilda to walk faster to get to the warm car. But when I saw the man next to Caspar, I completely froze.

         I found myself staring into the man’s dark and intense eyes. Felix had caught me off guard and when he presented himself and reached his hand out to me, I couldn’t remember my own name. The heat from his hand sent jolts of happiness throughout my body. It felt like I was filled with champagne.

         ‘Anja,’ I finally said awkwardly. I could hear how insecure I sounded. I was exhausted after the long trip and I was sure it showed on my face.

         He let go of my hand and Caspar hugged me. Felix was Caspar’s best man, which meant that he would be around for the rest of the week. My heart skipped a beat when I realised it, but then I forced myself to calm down.

         I reminded myself of what I had promised Wilda, but as soon as he looked at me again, I forgot. His eyes contained a joy that I had never seen in any man before. Even if Felix was a couple of years younger than the rest of us, it was clear that he was a man. He had stubble that was dark and trimmed to perfection. The contours underneath his white T-shirt told me that he took care of his body. It wasn’t ripped, but it would definitely get the job done.

         This stud could probably go for a while before getting tired, I thought to myself and bit my lip. I hadn’t promised Wilda that I wouldn’t fantasise, and I was sure Felix would visit me in my dreams later.

         I was so obsessed with this man’s appearance that I found it hard to focus on the conversation. But I did pick up on the fact that the four of us would have to drive for about one hour and thirty minutes to get home. Felix and I were probably going to end up in the back seat. I blushed just thinking about it.

         Wilda’s car was small and, just as I had thought, Caspar got into the front seat next to her. Somehow, the back seat made you want to lean in to get more room, and both me and Felix sat with one hand on the middle seat to keep our balance. Now and again, there was a bump in the road that made the old car jump. Every time it happened, our hands moved closer together. We didn’t look at each other, but the air between us was electric.

         One final bump closed the gap between our hands, and I felt that tingling sensation shoot through my body again. He kept talking with the couple in the front of the car as he slowly interlocked his little finger with mine. The movement was so slow that I wasn’t sure if I had imagined it at first. The microscopic movement sent a wave of excitement through my body.

         ‘I need to pick up the kids after this,’ Felix told his brother. I flinched. He had children. Plural. He was probably married. This wasn't good.

         I moved my hand away and looked out the window.

         ‘How does it work to be alone with them this week when you are helping us?’ Caspar asked.

         Alone? I realised that I might have judged him too quickly. He was a single dad. With a newfound respect for his appearance, I threw a glance his way. His profile was sharp against the sun that was slowly setting behind the snow-covered landscape.

         I reminded myself again that I could look but not touch, but I was pretty sure that my week in the countryside would be more fun than I had imagined.

          
      

         When Tuesday afternoon came, Wilda’s stress had rubbed off on me and I felt a sudden need to get away from her for a while. I put my boots on and stepped out on the front porch. The cold winter wind felt freezing against my naked arms. I rubbed them to try to get warm and suddenly I heard the door open and close behind me.

         ‘Did you have enough?’ My body reacted to Felix’s voice and a warm sensation spread in my diaphragm.

         ‘Well, kind of,’ I said and leaned against the railing, still with my back turned against him. I instantly regretted my move. The wooden railing was not dry as I had hoped, but covered in a thin layer of ice. I didn’t want to look stupid so I decided to fight the impulse to jump away and kept my arm against the ice. In a way, it cooled off my nerves.

         ‘I get that it’s stressful to plan a wedding,’ I continued. ‘I just wish that there was something more I could do to help. To get them to calm down a bit.

         Felix took a step closer to me. Although I had my back turned against him, I could sense where he was. As he took another step towards me, I could feel the heat of his body next to mine.

         He wrapped his coat closer around him. ‘Aren’t you cold?’

         ‘Yes,’ I laughed and glanced at him.

         ‘Do you want to go inside?’

         ‘Soon.’ I wanted to cool down a bit and I didn’t mind having Felix to myself for a while. Look but don’t touch, I reminded myself.

         ‘Maybe we could cook for them?’ he said after a while.

         ‘A romantic dinner for the two of them,’ I added. We started planning and our conversation quickly turned excited and secretive. Without telling anyone about our plans, we took the car and headed to the grocery store.

         We talked and talked about the upcoming dinner and soon enough, we were laughing and giggling in a vibrant conversation that made it feel completely natural to touch each other. It would have all felt very friendly if it weren’t for the looks he gave me, and if my body hadn’t reacted like it did every time he said my name.

         My body filled with a growing sense of frustration that was about to tear down all my resistance. He knew that I was looking at him, that I wanted him. It must have been obvious, but his smile and his beautiful eyes told me the same thing as they had told me a thousand times already.

          
      

         It was obvious as soon as we started working together in the kitchen that I had totally forgotten about my promise to Wilda. If I had been in the kitchen with anyone else, I would have found it too cramped. Now it was cosy. To be close to him excited me and his scent lit a fire in my body.

         While I was trimming the meat, far too busy to get out of the way, he tried to pass behind me. He placed a hand on my lower back and walked by, way closer than he had to. I felt his breath in the back of my neck and his hand lingered for a moment.

         Before he removed his hand, he let it slide down slightly, almost unnoticeably. If I hadn’t wanted him to touch me as much as I did, I could easily have thought that his discreet hand movement had been a mistake. But now I knew that he was implicitly asking me if it was okay that he touched my ass.

         All I wanted to do was to tell him to keep going. I gave him a shy smile in return before I realised what I was doing and turned my attention back to the food.

         Do not seduce the groom’s brother! This became my mantra the rest of the afternoon, but when we left the love birds to enjoy their romantic dinner, we found ourselves alone on the front porch again – in the dark this time.

         Felix started to laugh. ‘I think we forgot that we need to eat too.’ His laughter was contagious and made me laugh too. ‘Do you want to join me for dinner at my place?’

         Horrified by how much my body wanted to go with him, I forced myself to decline his offer. As I watched him shrug his shoulders, get into his car and leave, I couldn’t believe that I actually managed to stay true to my word this time. The fact that we probably wouldn’t have been alone at his place didn’t hit me until I got back to my room in the converted barn. He had kids and they were probably at his place, where else would they be?

         Hungry and frustrated, I lay down on my bed and closed my eyes. Memories from the day flashed before my eyes. Felix’s eyes, smile and scent. His laughter. His hand on my lower back, slowly sliding downwards. In my imagination, his hand kept moving down over my buttocks. He pinched my ass and the surprise and desire made me jump.

         My whole body was full of excitement and it felt like every cell turned into fizzy champagne.

         I turned towards him, suddenly with no clothes on. His gaze moved from my breasts to my stomach, and further down. His hands took over when his eyes weren’t enough. Gentle fingers over my skin, fingertips that made my nipples hard. Hands that explored the soft curves of my body. The fizzy champagne turned into soap bubbles that burst.

         My hands turned into his hands. They wandered up along my thighs until they found… my jeans that were in the way. Frustrated, I fought the zipper. I pulled my tight jeans down and, as I had been interrupted anyway, I decided to get my vibrator which I had placed next to me in the bed.

         Where was I?

         Felix’s hand on the insides of my thighs, gently fondling my swollen lips. All my pent-up horniness was released and my clitoris was a hard bud that screamed to be touched. The thought of his hands and his tongue filled me with pleasure.

         In my imagination, I undressed him and his body was perfect: no hair or unnecessary fat, but still not too fit. His rock-hard erection pulsated with desire when I closed my hand around it and guided it into the right place.

         My own touch combined with the fantasy and the vibrator that had now found its way inside of me made the fizzy champagne return with double strength. But this time it was something else, something deeper.

         His body against mine, his thrusts – deeper and deeper into me. His eyes, filled with desire.

         I didn’t want the fantasy to end but I knew my body too well and I knew it was impatient. I couldn’t stop the orgasm. Waves of pleasure washed over my body and the joyful, tickling feeling filled me and spread all the way to my fingertips.

         Shamelessly, I lay naked on top of the bed with the penis substitute still inside of me, panting and trying to catch my breath. That I had just given in to my desires would make the rest of the week so much harder to handle, but there and then, I did not care. I had found a way to get rid of the frustration and, as long as it worked, I would continue.

          
      

         For the rest of the week I would simply try to avoid Felix as much as possible, without telling Wilda why. I will not fall for the temptation, I tried to tell myself. At least not before the wedding. Two single people were attracted to each other, Wilda couldn’t possibly mind?

         On Thursday, Wilda and I had been sitting in the living room all day, making small bundles of cloth filled with rice, tied together with silk ribbons. My back was sore from sitting down all day and suddenly I heard what sounded like children laughing out on the courtyard.

         ‘That must be Felix’s kids,’ Wilda said happily. ‘Come on.’ She dragged me to the hallway and, after putting on thermal pants, a jacket, hat and gloves, I followed her outside and found Felix and Caspar in the middle of a snowball fight. They had created teams with the kids and it looked like they were having a great time. I gave Wilda a mischievous look before we both joined a team.

         I teamed up with Caspar and Felix’s daughter and together we built a wall that we could hide behind. While we were planning our attack, Wilda and Felix attacked us, with Felix’s son close behind.

         We laughed and tried to escape, but before I knew it, a snowball hit me hard in the side. The cold from the little ball made me shiver and I stopped to try to figure out who had thrown it. Just as I turned around, Felix put his arms around me and picked me up.

         I screamed and laughed but stopped abruptly when he threw me down in the freezing cold snow. I wasn’t sure if he actually lost his balance or if it was all his plan all along, but he ended up on top of me with his arms wrapped around me.

         We could still hear the war around us, but it was as if someone had turned the volume down. All I could hear was my own heartbeat and his breath. His face was so close to mine that our noses would rub against each other if I moved a millimetre.

         ‘I’m sorry, are you okay?’ he asked, but I knew what he really meant. The question, if this was okay, rang in my ears. I knew I should say no, but I couldn’t. Instead, I nodded and he smiled at me and gave me a quick kiss on the mouth before he got up again.

         It took me by surprise and shocked, I stayed on the ground. Memories from the day before washed over me like a tidal wave. The wave washed away all the walls that I had built up. Now, looking back on it, I know that was the moment I was lost, but there and then, I tried my best to tell myself that I was in control.

          
      

         That Friday, a couple of Wilda’s best childhood friends and I had planned a bachelorette party. The plan I had first made in the capital hadn’t worked out, as none of it was possible in the countryside. But I think the bride liked it anyway.

         First, we had given her a couple of maps that took her to important locations from her childhood. When we arrived at each location, one of her friends shared a memory connected to the place. The activity taught me quite a lot about Wilda, and we made her cry more than once.

         Since I didn’t have any stories connected to this town, I had been given the responsibility to arrange dinner. Maybe talking in front of an audience wasn’t my favourite thing, but it went okay after a couple of glasses of wine. I made the speech that I had really wanted to make during the reception dinner, but I knew it was better suited for the bachelorette party.

         Everyone was in a great mood after the speech and the slightly awkward vibe that had been there between me and the rest of the girls was gone. The evening was a success, but as the wedding was the day after the party, we decided to call it a night pretty early. The bride needed her beauty sleep.

         I called a taxi for me and Wilda, and, after I had helped her get into bed, I walked to my room in the other building. For a brief moment, I thought about the fact that Caspar’s bachelor party was probably still going on.

         When I had just brushed my teeth, I got a text message. It was from Felix.

         ‘Was it a successful night?’

         ‘Yes, very. And your night?’ I replied. He replied to my text before I had even put my phone down.

         ‘Yeah, I guess. It was a bit too lame for my taste.’

         ‘So no strippers, I assume?’

         ‘It’s not really Caspar’s cup of tea. But I really thought that you would arrange something like that.’

         ‘Not at the bachelorette party. The only stripping taking place today is the stripping I’m doing right now.’ I sent it before I had the chance to change my mind.

         ‘Can I see?’

         His reply sent a jolt of excitement through my body and the anticipation made me careless.

         I wish I could blame the alcohol, but the truth was that I wanted him badly.

         ‘I guess you better come over here if you want to see,’ I wrote and pressed send. I looked around the room, straightened out the bed and hid some dirty laundry.

         I heard a quiet knock on my door and I went to open it. His hair was a mess and his tie was untied around his neck. There had obviously been more drinks at the bachelor party than at the bachelorette party.

         ‘Hi,’ I breathed softly.

         ‘Hi yourself. Can I come in?’

         I opened the door slightly and told him to get in and sit down on the bed. It was the only place to sit in the room. He smiled at me and sat down. Then he looked at me and raised one of his eyebrows as if he had just asked me something. I closed the door behind him and bit my lip.

         ‘I was just going to bed. Do you want to join me?’

         ‘I would love to.’

         Everything felt so easy, so right.

         ‘But I can’t sleep in this.’ My voice was thick with desire and I ran my hands along my tight silk dress. When my hands reached my chest, I caressed my breasts lightly before my fingers wandered down to the hem of the dress.

         Felix swallowed and leaned back on the bed, holding himself up with his hands. The bulge in his pants told me that he wanted this just as much as I did.

         Incredibly slowly, I pulled the dress up along my legs until he caught a glimpse of my lace knickers.

         ‘I think you’ll have to help me with the zipper in the back.’

         He stood up right away and walked up behind me. He placed one hand on my hip and stroked me gently along my neck and shoulder with the other. I tilted my head to the side to give him better access to my neck. He kissed me all the way from my collarbone up to my ear and his lips felt electric on my skin.

         I listened as he stopped kissing me and pulled the zipper down. Then he used both his hands to pull my dress down.

         I let it all happen, completely overwhelmed by lust. I lived for this kind of intimacy and it had been over a week since a man touched me this way. My body was starved and craved more.

         When my dress fell to the floor, I turned to him. He was wearing way too many clothes. I grabbed his tie and pulled him closer until our lips collided. He tasted like alcohol and spicy food. His tongue knew exactly what to do to arouse me to the point where I thought I was going insane.

         I pulled away from him and started to unbutton his shirt. Restlessly, he helped me with the buttons and before we knew it, the shirt was on the floor – just like his trousers.

         His body didn’t look exactly as I fantasised, but it didn’t matter. He was really there and it was way more arousing than the perfect body I had made up in my mind. Felix devoured me with his gaze and the way he looked at me made me even more horny. But when he looked me in the eyes, I saw that he looked slightly hesitant.

         ‘What is it?’ I asked.

         ‘I don’t have a condom,’ he said, slightly embarrassed.

         ‘But I do.’ I threw myself on across the bed to get to the nightstand. I grabbed a package from the drawer and threw them on the bed. I left the nightstand drawer open and I could see how surprised he looked when he saw my vibrator. I refused to be ashamed.

         I turned my back to him and arched my back before I asked: ‘What?’

         ‘Nothing,’ he said and laughed. ‘It’s just that you are so incredibly sexy.’

         Then he threw himself on top of me and unbuttoned my bra. With half of his body weight on top of me, I felt his hard cock against my ass and enjoyed the sensation of his mouth kissing my neck again. His experienced hands massaged my breasts.

         When I could no longer stop myself from moaning, he let go of me and took off his underwear before his fingers gently worked their way up my legs to grab the top of my knickers. When he had pulled them down, I turned around and got on my back. He kneeled over me with his hard erection ready for whatever I wanted to do with it.

         I spread my legs and ran my fingertips along the inside of my thigh. ‘I want you,’ I whispered. He took hold of my knees and pulled me closer.

         I reached for a condom and gave it to him. He quickly put it on and guided his hips in between my legs.

         My hand around his cock made him gasp and then I helped him find my wet opening. When he penetrated me, we both moaned. The violent nature of the erotic action sent a heat wave through my body and I threw my legs around his waist.

         He reached deeper and deeper into me with each thrust, as if he demanded something from me that he knew he couldn’t get – although he had already gotten it all. He breathed more and more heavily and I knew that he was close.

         ‘Wait,’ I moaned and he stopped moving.

         He gave me a confused look. ‘Is anything wrong?’

         ‘No, I just… get on your back,’ I breathed.

         He did as I asked, and in order not to lose the built-up expectation he had already created within me, I quickly straddled him. My labia slid up and down along his erection and he closed his eyes with pleasure. My clitoris tingled from the touch and, when I had him inside of me again, I started to touch myself slowly.

         Felix put his hands on my ass and helped me find my rhythm as he pushed his cock as far into me as he could. We breathed together and when his hand wandered around my hip and replaced my own hand between my legs, my heavy breathing turned into moans.

         I had never met a man that so clearly knew what to do with my body, and I put my pleasure completely in his hands. I enjoyed every moment and after a while I wasn’t even sure if it was his cock or his fingers that felt the best. It all felt amazing and inside of me, the dam of heat and pleasure was about to burst.

         ‘Don’t stop. I’m cumming,’ I moaned and before I closed my eyes I saw the satisfied smile on his face. His fingers seemed to find yet another gear and pushed me over the edge. I screamed out my orgasm as Felix put his hands on my hips and pushed even further in.

         He turned me around until I was on my back. As the orgasm kept washing over me in waves, he lay on top of me and thrust his rock-hard erection into me over and over until he came too.

          
      

         We must have fallen asleep because it was light out when I woke up. My head was on his shoulder and it felt as if he was trying to get out of bed.

         ‘No way, you won’t get out of here that easy,’ I teased him and put my arms around him. He gave me a serious look that made me let go.

         ‘I have to go home,’ he said and sat up on the side of the bed.

         ‘But I’m not done with you.’

         He gave me a sleepy smile and closed his eyes. ‘This has been nice, but…’

         ‘No buts,’ I interrupted him and squeezed his shoulders from behind. I moved my hands over his chest and saw how my touch, together with my breasts pressing against his back, had the desired effect between his legs. He leaned his head back against my shoulder. I took it as a yes and let my hands continue down towards that cock that had already given me so much pleasure.

         ‘Are you sure you can’t stay?’ I moaned into his ear while I ran my hand up and down the smooth skin of his cock. I felt his erection grow in the palm of my hand.

         ‘Maybe just a little longer,’ he said.

         With a satisfied grin on my face I kept touching him until his erection was rock-hard again. Then I straddled him. I kissed him but didn’t let him enter me just yet.

         His hands became more and more demanding as they caressed my body and he pushed his hips up against my vagina. This time I didn’t even care to get a condom, I wanted to keep this man. His hands grabbed my buttocks and I lowered myself down over his erection. It felt so much nicer without a plastic barrier between us.

         With my hands on his shoulders, I moved my body up and down along his cock. He kissed my neck, massaged my breasts, pinched my nipples gently and lit the fire inside of me again.

         He thrust into me a couple times more and then I pulled away from him and crawled higher up in the bed. I didn’t make it very far before he grabbed me from behind and made me stop, standing on all fours with him behind me. Anticipation grew inside of me as he corrected my position and slid the head of his penis inside of me.

         ‘Don’t tease me,’ I moaned and he laughed.

         With one hand on my hip and the other hand on my clitoris, he slowly started to push himself into me. He pulled out just as slowly, and I was about to lose it completely. His fingers started moving faster and I bit the pillow to stop myself from screaming from pleasure.

         He thrust faster and faster until we reached the same state of ecstasy as earlier. When I came he pulled out and emptied his seed on my back.

         He started to apologise, which made me laugh. He obviously hadn’t realised what kind of a girl I was, but I would definitely show him.

          
      

         The next morning I helped Wilda, and there was no sign of Caspar or Felix. I had a hard time thinking about anything else than what had happened the night before. I couldn’t wait to meet him again. Thinking about the two of us standing in front of the altar together with the bride and groom later that day made me smile.

         When we arrived at the church and I spotted Felix, my stomach filled with butterflies as I tried to catch his eye. That’s when I realised something was wrong. He didn’t even look at me! I couldn’t figure out what it was that I had done wrong.

         Everything became clear after the ceremony when he walked over to a woman standing next to his kids. Then I understood. He put his arm around the woman’s waist and gave her a kiss and a warm smile. She corrected his hair in a way that told me that they were definitely a couple.

         I didn’t even get angry. Nothing good ever came from getting angry. Generally, I liked to create chaos instead of getting angry, and l felt like a church was the perfect venue for this. I couldn’t stop myself and I really hoped that Wilda would forgive me.

         When Felix let go of the woman, who was probably not only the mother of his children but also the love of his life, I walked up to them. He saw the disaster come his way, but he couldn’t stop me. When I reached him, I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him. His lips felt stiff under mine.

         ‘Thanks for last night,’ I said and turned my back to them. I could hear their argument escalating behind me and I smiled.

         A strange feeling of joy spread through my body and I walked faster. On my way out of the church I met Wilda’s confused gaze and the joy inside of me grew into a sudden urge to run. I needed to get rid of this adrenaline. I lifted my dress up so I wouldn’t fall and then I started running until I could no longer see or hear the other wedding guests. When I was sure nobody could hear me, I started to laugh.

         I’d had a great night, and Wilda would probably forgive me. Even if it would take her a few years. I could probably never come back to this town again. The town was simply too small to forget about something like this. But I was sure that what I had just done would make for a great story that would be told by the people living here for decades to come.
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         ‘Sophie? Are you ready for this?’ Adam looked at her. ‘You know you can say no if you…’

         ‘I’m ready. Otherwise I wouldn’t be lying on my back with you on top of me.’

         As Sophie uttered these words she threw a nervous glance at the door. She could hear the sound of the TV downstairs and how her family was preparing the party in the kitchen. It was December and today they would host a pre-Christmas party for her mother’s side of the family. In an hour or so the house would be filled with merry voices and the delicious scent of Christmas food and drinks. This wasn’t really the best time to decide to be intimate. But she just couldn’t wait any longer.

         Adam placed a finger under her chin and forced her to look at him. He gave her a mischievous smile.

         ‘It’s not the first time we are alone in your room. On your bed. With our bodies pressed against each other. Last time I licked you and fingered your tight pussy until you screamed my name. Now I want to be completely sure. Do you want to go all the way?’

         Sophie looked into his blue eyes, their faces close together. Boyfriend. The word still sounded so strange – and so right. She had noticed Adam since the first day in high school and she had always dreamt about being close to him. About meaning something to him. She wasn’t alone with these dreams. The first two years of high school, it felt like Adam had a new girl by his side every week. But during the last year he had noticed her.

         ‘I want you, but…’ Sophie said and sounded a bit hesitant.

         ‘But what?’ he was eager to find out.

         ‘I’m a bit worried that I will become just another girl that you’ve slept with.’

         Adam didn’t even let her finish before he shook his head. He sounded serious when he answered her: ‘Well, you’re not. I haven’t touched, flirted or even fantasised about anyone else these last three months. You are the first one that I have called my girlfriend. And you are the only one I want to be with. Why is that so hard to understand?’

         She raised an eyebrow. ‘You make it sound as if three months is an eternity.’

         ‘It is, now that I have you. I’m walking around with a constant boner and all I want is to fuck you senseless. But I’m waiting patiently, because I know that it will be worth it when you finally allow me to make you mine. And I won’t stop there. I want you in my bed for many – many – years to come.’

         Sophie blushed and couldn’t look into Adam’s eyes. It didn’t matter if he spoke to her, looked at her or touched her – he always had that effect on her. She couldn’t ignore the feelings she had for him. She was madly in love with this cocky, slightly obnoxious and wonderfully amazing guy. The anxiety Sophie felt didn’t really have anything to do with doubts about their relationship.

         ‘Now you are making that face again,’ Adam said. ‘What’s on your mind?’

         ‘I’m nervous,’ she admitted. ‘You know that I have never slept with anyone before. Can you like… distract me? Tell me something, anything, to lighten the mood.’

         That mischievous smile was back. ‘I can do that.’

         Adam closed the distance between them and kissed her softly. And then he kissed her again, and again. He placed little kisses from her mouth to her ear like a pearl necklace and Sophie bit her lip, holding back little moans of pleasure. They had barely started. She didn’t want to make him too cocky by moaning before he had even made it past her underwear.

         ‘Sophie,’ Adam whispered into her ear. ‘Did you know that chocolate contains phenethylamine, the same substance that is released in your brain when you have an orgasm?’

         ‘What?’ She frowned. ‘Are you serious?’

         ‘Of course. I would never lie about orgasms.’

         Adam’s hand wandered down her neck until it reached her breasts. His touch made Sophie gasp. She tried her hardest not to move, not to press her body against him. But she was still a little bit nervous.

         ‘Tell me more’, she begged.

         He kissed his way down the same path that his hand had just wandered and stopped at the edge of her red shirt.

         ‘Did you know that studies say that women get hornier by eating sugar? And that mango is said to have the same effect on men.’

         ‘Why are all your facts about sex and sweets?’ Sophie asked.

         ‘Because that is all I can think about right now. It’s almost Christmas. Tonight I’m The Gingerbread Man and you are the dough that I want to knead and taste.’ She couldn’t contain her laughter and Adam had a comment about it straight away. ‘Other studies say that laughter actually releases oxytocin, which gives you the same feeling as an…’

         ‘Wait. Let me guess,’ Sophie interrupted. ‘An orgasm?’

         ‘And it’s true, I can prove it. Every time I have started our date with a flirty joke, you have ended up cumming with my fingers inside of you.’

         Shit. He was right, even if humour wasn’t exactly the source of her desire and powerful lust. Adam was temptation embodied. Hockey practice four times a week had given him muscular shoulders, a wide chest and strong thighs and calves. His ass could only be described as pure perfection. And nobody could resist the sex appeal of his brown and messy hair. All this plus his blue eyes and that smile – that mischievous smile – and the image of Adam was complete.

         ‘Let us contribute to research,’ Adam continued playfully. ‘I have a hypothesis, and it requires some very meticulous field work that only you can help me with.’

         He pulled her shirt and her bra down in one sweeping movement. He squinted his eyes and they were full of admiration and desire.

         ‘Fuck, Sophie. You are perfect.’

         He took a breath, closed his lips around her already erect nipple and sucked greedily. She rewarded him with a loud moan. So much for the strategy of making him work really hard for her pleasure. She was already melting every time he touched her and they had only begun their foreplay. A distraction was her last hope.

         ‘What’s your hypothesis, Adam?’

         ‘My hypothesis is that The Gingerbread Man can teach you a recipe in a way that is so pleasureful that you will never forget it.’

         His words were a distraction, indeed. But she didn’t have time to reflect over them because before she knew it, he pulled her shirt up and kissed his way down to her bellybutton.

         ‘What is the first thing you do when you bake gingerbread cookies?’ he said with his mouth against her skin. ‘Think carefully. If you give me the wrong answer, the consequences will be serious.’

         His warm breath hovered above the lining of her jeans and sent a heatwave to the spot that longed for him the most. That was all it took to fill Sophie’s head with foggy anticipation.

         ‘Put some flour on the table, maybe?’ she said, although her answer sounded more like question. They were both hoping that she would give him the wrong answer, saying anything else would be a lie. This time they both got what they wanted.

         ‘You have to heat up the oven first,’ Adam corrected her. He pulled her jeans down and massaged her wet pussy through her underwear. ‘Heat is a crucial component in order to reach a good end result, don’t you think?’

         Two fingers found their way in under the edge of the lace. Instead of answering him, Sophie let out a moan of pleasure when his fingers found their way into her warm wetness. His fingertips felt like fire on her skin, just like his words.

         ‘Your punishment, my beautiful Sophie, is to spell my name. I won’t stop until you have succeeded.’

         ‘Stop what?’ she asked just as he rested his head between her legs and let his warm tongue follow the contour of her slit through the fabric. It was a tantalizing promise about what would happen if she gave him the wrong answer. ‘Your name? Just spell it?’ she said to be sure.

         ‘Exactly. Should be easy, right. Do you think you can do it, Sophie?’

         She couldn’t resist the challenge. Adam knew how to trigger the competitive side of her, whatever the situation. It was actually that ability that had made him notice her for the first time. One day when their school had held a running contest, they had ended up racing through the forest. Sophie had won. Adam had told her that he’d lost on purpose, that the view of her ass from behind was far too great to run past her. Now he challenged her again.

         ‘It’s easy,’ she said with confidence. ‘A… D… A…’

         He stopped her. ‘Have you already forgotten who I am tonight?’

         ‘Who you are…?’ she repeated. Then she realised what he wanted her to say. ‘The Gingerbread Man. The name is longer, but I still think I can do it. First comes G, then I, N, G…’

         Four letters in, Sophie gasped. Adam had pulled her panties to the side and his lips closed around her clitoris, sucking it gently. A finger slipped into her wet pussy.

         ‘Go on,’ he urged her.

         She bit her lip and continued: ‘E… R… B… Ahh!’

         Now two fingers entered her pussy and the sensation made her throw her head back into the pillow as she gripped the duvet.

         ‘Next letter, Sophie,’ he said and she could feel his triumphant smile against her skin. One of his biggest pleasures was to torture her in sexy games like these.

         ‘R… E… A…’ Sophie paused and had to take a deep breath when his tongue circled around her clitoris and he bent his fingers slightly inside of her. Further and further in. He filled her, but not enough. She wanted him.

         ‘D, M, A… N.’ Sophie forced herself to finish. ‘Are you happy now?’

         ‘And what does that spell?’

         ‘Gingerbread man!’ she screamed as Adam added a third finger and picked up the pace.

         He fucked her tight pussy, in and out, and licked the sensitive bundle of nerves between her legs. That was it. Sophie couldn’t take any more and screamed out her orgasm. Her body was out of her control. It cramped up in wonderful contractions while waves of tingling pleasure washed over her and she arched her back and pressed her hips towards the ceiling. It was a miracle that she hadn’t fallen out of the bed or that the people downstairs hadn’t heard her.

         Adam kissed the inside of her thighs. ‘Congratulations, you survived the punishment. Let us continue with the recipe.’

         ‘You’re crazy,’ Sophie said and tried to catch her breath. She laughed and then she suddenly became serious. ‘Adam, I really don’t care about how to bake gingerbread. I want you inside of me. Now. No more games.’

         She wasn’t nervous at all now. Sophie sat up, took his face in her hands and kissed him. The taste of her own juices on his tongue made her hornier than she had expected. Something primal came over her and she buried her fingers in the short, messy hair in his neck. She nibbled his lower lip and pressed her body against his to show him that she wanted him now.

         ‘Shit, Sophie. You drive me insane.’ They kissed one last time before they fell down on the bed. He repaid her by biting her ear gently and whispered: ‘When the oven is hot you have to knead the dough and make sure it is ready. What utensil do you use then?’

         Adam refused to let this game go. She decided to play along as she knew it was the quickest way to get what she wanted.

         ‘A rolling pin, Mr. Gingerbread Man.’

         He hummed approvingly. The sound of his voice gave her goosebumps. Her goosebumps turned into something completely different when Adam rubbed his erection against her already swollen and sensitive pussy. She felt slightly nervous again. He was big, and he felt way bigger than he ever had in her hand. The thought made her stiffen up a little and her grip around his arms tightened.

         ‘I promise I will be gentle,’ Adam said and kissed her on the forehead. ‘I would never hurt you.’

         Sophie couldn’t help smiling at him. Who did he think she was? She had fantasised about this moment for years – about being with him in the most intimate way possible.

         ‘Don’t hold back, Adam. This is my first time, and I want it to be amazing.’

         He locked eyes with her. His blue eyes had turned dark with desire.

         ‘As you wish. I will fuck you proper then,’ he said and kissed her with intensity and passion. Their tongues tasted each other at the same time as Adam kept grinding his erection against her until the head of his cock found her opening. He pushed his way into her without hesitating.

         Sophie broke free from the kiss and let out a sound that sounded like a scream and a moan at once. She felt a slightly painful and burning sensation as her body tried to adapt to Adam’s big cock, but the most prominent sensation was one of pure pleasure and happiness. He and she. Finally united.

         Adam slowly pulled out and then he thrust into her again, deeper than before.

         ‘Mmh… aah!’ Sophie whimpered as he pushed his cock in, almost all the way.

         Adam kissed her gently on along her neck before lifting himself up on his elbow, forcing her to look at him. ‘Does it hurt?’ Do you want me to stop?’

         ‘Fuck no’, she said quickly. ‘You promised to fuck me proper. Was that all talk?’

         That got him going. With his signature smile, the mischievous one, he kept kissing and nibbling on her neck. Her skin was turning pink but Sophie couldn’t care less. All she cared about was Adam’s fast movement. The way he thrust deeper into her and reached a spot that made her close her eyes and wonder if she was going insane.

         ‘Adam…’ she mumbled and didn’t know what else to say. She couldn’t form complete sentences or think complete thoughts. That’s how much he affected her.

         ‘This is what you wanted, Sophie. My cock in your tight pussy. Fuck. You feel so good, babe. I will never get enough if this.’

         Adam’s warm breath felt like silk against her neck while he pulled himself all the way out until all that was left inside of her was the head of his cock. Then he pushed himself all the way in again with a decisive thrust. Over and over again. Sophie reacted by moving her hips towards him, meeting his every thrust. He rewarded her initiative with a grunt.

         ‘More,’ she begged and dug her red nails into his shoulders.

         ‘Fuck, Sophie’, Adam cursed in response. He lifted his head and she saw how his eyes rolled back into his head before he closed his eyes in a grimace of raw pleasure.

         ‘Faster,’ was her last order.

         And he obeyed. He thrusted faster and faster a feeling started to build up inside of Sophie, it felt like she was free falling. Her grip around his shoulders wasn’t enough so she took a handful of the duvet in each fist and squeezed until her knuckles turned white. It wasn’t enough. She fell – dove – into darkness. At the same time, she felt like she was flying.

         Sophie wasn’t sure if she was moaning silently or screaming loudly, all that existed was the electric wave that spread throughout her body. And Adam. His face was all she could picture. How he closed his eyes harder, opened his mouth and said her name when he came inside of her. He had never been more beautiful as when the orgasm distorted his face in pure bliss. He was hers. Only hers, just as she was his.

         Adam collapsed on top of Sophie. They stayed like that for what felt like minutes. Sweaty and out of breath, but very satisfied. After a while he kissed her neck and rolled off her. He wrapped the duvet around them. They lay there, close together, chest against chest, and listened to each other’s heart beats. There was a pleasant silence in the room until Adam just had to open his mouth to say something. Sophie was hoping for a declaration of love. But that was definitely not what she got.

         ‘So, about my hypothesis. Would you say I was correct? Was it the best recipe you’ve ever learned?’

         This guy really couldn’t read a room. Normally, Sophie would have unleashed her rage and made sure that he never did something similar again. But this time she chose another strategy.

         ‘It was fine, maybe seven out of ten. But Adam, we need to talk. I’ve met someone else.’ His body stiffened and he looked down at her. Sophie continued. ‘He makes me laugh with his jokes and nothing compares to his soft lips, magical fingers and exquisite body. You and I can’t be together anymore. The Gingerbread Man has given me a sweet tooth.’

         ‘Fuck, babe,’ Adam said and let out a relieved sigh. ‘You almost gave me a heart attack. Don’t ever say that again.’

         ‘Why not?’

         He looked surprised. ‘Are you kidding?’

         She raised her eyebrows and he kept talking.

         ‘I’m crazy about you, Sophie. I can’t get enough. If you leave me… I mean, fuck. It can never happen and I don’t even want to think about it. So listen carefully,’ he said and placed a hand on her chin, forcing her to look him in the eyes. ‘I love you. And if you doubt it at all, I will convince you over and over again. The Gingerbread Man might be great at kneading dough, but I am a fucking master at it.’ Something hard pressed against Sophie’s stomach. ‘Again, already?’ she said, sounding surprised, but not upset, about his erection.

         ‘When it comes to you, I’m always ready.’

         He was smiling again and his eyes promised her a real treat. Sophie bit her lip and threw a glance at the clock. Her family wouldn’t be home for another two hours. Time was on their side. This time it was Adam’s turn to be tortured in the sweetest of all games.

         ‘Mr. Gingerbread Man,’ she said teasingly and straddled Adam’s hip. ‘I think it is time for me to teach you how to make frosting. Thick, white frosting to decorate your cakes with…’
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    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy An Erotic Christmas Calendar: A Collection of Short Stories.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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