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“Will you visit us for Christmas, Charlotte?”

“Yes, Master, of course I will, but it might not be for long.”

“Of course. You will want to see your friends and family during the holiday...”

She's silent, but nods, biting her lip.

*****
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“She’s called,” says James, “She’s coming next week, but only for the Friday evening.”

I bite back my disappointment. “So, she’s only here for a single night?”

“’Fraid so. That doesn’t mean we can’t make it a memorable night.”

“I suppose not. I’d have liked it to be longer though. We’ll barely have her off the train than we’ll be putting her back on it again.”

“So, we ensure that the evening we have with her is a good one....”

“No sharing her, though.... No passing her around? Not for a single night....”

He shakes his head. “No, not for one night.... I’ve booked the Lodge again.  I thought if we get it decked up for Christmas, she’d like that.” He cocks an eye at me. “I thought you’d like that too.”

Christmas tree.... Log fire.... Candles.... That big fur rug....

Yeah....

“Great idea.... Um, have you checked the weather forecast?”

“I have, yes. It’s talking about the possibility of snow over the next few days.”

“Is that in the City or up in the mountains?”

*****
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At the station, she’s there ahead of us, waiting by the entrance. The day is bright and cold, the sunshine clear and the sky that shade of unsullied blue you only get with the tang of winter in the air; a bite that snaps at the ankles and pinks up the cheeks....

“What on earth is she wearing?” chuckles James.

“She’s dressed up for the season, that’s for sure.... She looks fantastic....”

“Doesn’t she always,” he grins, “but I was expecting jeans and a tee-shirt....”

Charlotte is dressed in brilliant green trimmed with fur, her foxy hair in sharp contrast to the colour, along with jewellery and shoes in a similar contrasting shade. She could have stepped from the set of a nineteen-fifties Hollywood musical and looks like some sort of Christmas Elf, if Santa had the kind of helpers that gave him gritted teeth and a raging hard.

She smiles widely as I step out of the car, gathering her into my arms, my mouth open over hers, before I remember myself and step back to allow James a bit closer.

He, as ever in public, is more restrained, lifting her hand to his lips to kiss her fingers.

“Charlotte, it’s lovely to see you. Michael has talked about nothing else since your phone call last week.”

Then, holding her hands, he stands back to take a better look at her. “You look marvellous, Charlotte,” then, winking, “Good enough to eat.”

For such a beautiful woman, she still has the charm of a small child, looking as though she has seen the pile of presents under the Christmas tree for the first time.

“So where are we going?” she asks, her eyes sparkling, teeth white and bright. “What are we going to do?”

James flashes eyebrows at her. “Oh, don’t worry. We’re going to enjoy our evening together.”

“Where? What?” She’s all eagerness and Surprise Me....

His smile is wicked....

No wonder she’s fallen for him....

“I’ve booked the Lodge up in the mountains again,” he says, “But this time I’ve arranged that it will be decked up for Christmas when we get there.”

Her smile grows even broader, her green eyes brilliant in the sunshine. “Christmas tree?” she asks.

“Yup.” he grins, looking smug.

“Log fire? Candles?”

“Yup.”

“Mince pies and crackers?”

“Yes, and yes, and Michael has packed up a few treats into the back of the wagon here.” 

.... Just a few.... Lol!

As we turn to the car; a heavy-duty four-wheeled drive number, quite capable of travelling off-road, she looks it over. 

“That’s not your usual car, is it?” she says to James, “I don’t remember you driving a station wagon.”

“No, not usually, but the weather forecast isn’t all that good. I thought if we’re going up the mountains, we’d go in something with four-wheel drive and a decent engine, just in case the snow comes down.”

She looks up, scanning the azure sky and the sparkling sunshine, then seems to dismiss it, shrugs and turns to me instead.

“So, what are these ‘treats’ you have packed up.” She’s still grinning like she’s been told that Rudolph has been seen parked on the roof.

“Wait and see.” I’m feeling smug myself. Even with Charlotte’s Olympic appetite, the three of us are not going to be hungry for our one-night of....

..... togetherness....

But she doesn’t know that as well as ‘treats’ I have also packed hot drinks, blankets, snow chains, sandbags, shovels, a water supply, kindling....

.... I don’t trust the mountain weather.

James slaps his arms around himself. “Come on. Snow or not, it’s a bit brisk just standing here. Let’s get going.”

As we leave the City, our red-haired elf sandwiched between us, it feels easy, relaxed. She’s looking out, her lips curving just a little, her arm tucked into mine while James drives.

Does she know she’s doing that?

Then her head leans to rest against my shoulder....

.... yeah, she knows....

James, glances sideways at her, his mouth quirking, and looks away again saying nothing.

Doesn’t he get jealous when he sees that? This isn’t the Club....

We leave the City behind, turning off the main highway, and the winter countryside is a sparkling mosaic of frosted grass and sunlit trees, nude of leaves, but still statuesque and lovely in the clear daylight. In direct sunshine, all is green and bright, but away from the sun, the shaded earth lies white and crystalline.

Ahead of us lie the mountains, and beyond them, piling up, deep grey clouds tower, looming and growing. As we climb, gaining altitude, even in the sunlight the frost lies hard, not having thawed in the daylight. We leave oak and ash behind and instead, hoarfrost coats pine-trees, thick and white. And in places, snow stacks up against walls and tree-trunks, swept there by bitter winds, and now set crisp and hard.

The clouds move in, blotting out the sun and the day turns gloomy, snowflakes drifting down. It’s already cold enough for them to ‘stick’, and quickly the ground and the road ahead of us turns white. As the snow deepens, the car begins to slide. James drops off the gas then shifts into four-wheel-drive before accelerating again. The wheels have traction once more, but now the snow is coming hard and fast, in an ever-thickening fall that reduces visibility to almost zero. 

“Nearly there now,” he says, “It’s only about another five miles.”

Full on, the headlights do nothing but reflect back from the blanket of falling flakes. The wipers can no longer cope with the load, and ahead of us is nothing but a swirling white-out.

Charlotte does not look afraid....

.... and I don’t want her to be....

What do I say? Does she know how dangerous this is....?

“James....”

He’s already looking concerned, brow furrowed, peering forward into the white darkness for a road that is no longer there. And night is falling fast.

“I know. I know....” he says. “I’m sorry, Charlotte, but I think we should turn around. We’re so close now, but it’s becoming dangerous, and I’m not even sure I would see the turnoff to the Lodge. We could drive right past it in these conditions.”

She sounds unconcerned, but her arm still hooked through mine, I feel a tension to her that suggests her relaxed air is feigned.

“That’s alright,” she says, “there will be other times. We’ll stay in the City somewhere overnight. A hotel perhaps? We can still enjoy ourselves together.”

“That’s my Girl,” says James, smiling slantwise at her as he spins the wheel to turn about. 

But the car fails to turn. The wheels screech a protest as he revs, then stops. He tries reverse gear with no more result. The car, and we, are going nowhere.

The snow chains...?

Spades? Shovels? Sand under the wheels? Dig ourselves out?

Outside now is nothing but a chaos of snowflakes which skitter across the windscreen before whirling away into blackness. The temperature out there must be well below zero. And with the chill factor....

We have everything we need in the car but going outside is not to be thought of.

James’ eyes drop to Charlotte, then meet mine, but he keeps his tone light.

“Looks like we need some help,” he says, tapping at his phone. “Bob? Yes? It’s James here. We’re trying to get to you, but we’re stuck in the snow. I don’t think we can make it, but we can’t get out either. Any idea of what’s happening out there...?” 

As he listens, he holds my eyes, shaking his head all but invisibly. “Yes.... Yes? Oh, right.... Thanks anyway, Bob. Yes, we’ll stay in contact. No, we’re fine. We have plenty in the car to stay warm with; food, blankets and such.”

Still making light, “Well, folks, it looks as though we’re stuck here for the night. They’ll be clearing the track, but they can’t get through until daylight.”

All the while he speaks, he’s looking at her. “Charlotte, I’m so sorry. Michael and I had all sorts of plans for this evening, but it looks as though we’re scuppered by the weather. I think we’re going to be sleeping in the back of the wagon until the snow plough gets through in the morning.”

As though the loss of a fun night out was the worst of our problems....

... but his eyes meet mine, casting down to Charlotte. I nod slightly. He’s right. We don’t want her frightened.

She’s putting up a good show. “Have we got plenty of blankets and things?” she asks.

Thank God for forward planning....

“Oh yes, Charlotte,” I say. “Really, don’t worry. I packed plenty, just in case. We have everything we need; hot drinks, food, warm blankets. We’ll be fine.”

“Speaking of hot drinks,” says James. “Why don’t we all have some coffee? You brought coffee didn’t you, Michael?”

“Oh, yes. Coffee, chocolate and.... hot buttered rum.” 

Is alcohol a good idea....?

Mmmm... can’t do any harm. We’re not going anywhere.... and it’ll relax her, stop her getting scared....

“Well,” says Charlotte, with the air of one learning that the cavalry-in-blue are running a bit late, and she needs to keep the wagons in a tight circle for a while yet, “We’ve got the situation we’ve got. We’re not going anywhere. So, let’s enjoy it.”

Fuck me... she’s not scared at all....

James stares at her, wide-eyed. I think I’m doing the same.

“We have food and drinks to keep us going.” she continues, “Blankets.... there’s three of us. I bet we can think of a way of keeping warm, eh?” 

Unbelievably, she winks at us; James and I burst into laughter.

Babe, you’re a gem....

But our situation, whilst not desperate, needs to be dealt with. The temperature is still falling fast and, with the engine turned off, the cab is becoming icy. Already, our condensed breath on the windows is glazing over to filigreed tentacles of frost and my fingers are turning numb. Charlotte is rubbing her hands together, blowing through her fingers.

“Let’s get the blankets out and snuggle up together in the back,” she suggests.

I find the flasks of hot drinks among the provisions, leaving Charlotte to serve up in the cab, whilst James and I wrestle down the back seat, spreading out blankets to accommodate three.

“Most women would be scared useless. She’s no shrinking violet, is she....” I murmur.

He shakes his head, laughing under his freezing breath. “No, she’s not, but I think we already knew that.”

Between us, James and I arrange the back of the station-wagon into a comfortable space, with multiple layers against the freezing air. With three of us sitting under a kind of improvised yurt, thick fleece blankets above and below, sipping soup and hot rum, it’s actually quite festive, Charlotte grinning as she downs cold turkey and Christmas pudding; as usual in huge quantities. James, long in the body as he is, has to stoop a little, but Charlotte and I are quite comfortable. And with three sets of body heat warming the air, the frigid temperatures retreat to a more sensible level.

The car rocks and sways in the wind as the blizzard howls outside, and we have to drink carefully so as not to spill when the car shudders under unexpected gusts. Nonetheless, we are warm and cosy, and with the light cast by a small led lamp I packed, Charlotte’s grin, white-toothed against the darkness, is infectious....

.... who would have believed this could be fun...?

Eating and drinking done, we lie together under the heap of covers, still fully clothed. The hot drinks have worked their magic and we all glow with heat, Charlotte especially, lying sandwiched between me and James.

Again, James, tall as he is, cannot stretch out, but Charlotte and I can lie full length, she contoured back up against him as his hands ramble over her clothes, running over breasts and the flare of waist to hip.

She faces me, giving me the freedom to kiss her. We’re in no hurry. None of us is going anywhere or doing anything else tonight, so slowly, languidly, I explore her with my lips and tongue.

She tastes good and smells better. I’d thought she might not; perhaps with that sour scent that fear can bring, but there is nothing of that about her. Her perfume and flesh are sweet and warm. My lips on hers, and cupping her breast, she sighs into my mouth, a soft sound that speaks of dawning arousal.

I kiss her a little more deeply, probing with my tongue, but don’t press against her too hard, conscious of the rasp of my stubble on her pale skin....

.... I should have shaved....

.... no chance for that now....

It doesn’t seem to matter. Her breathing begins to deepen, and in the twilit darkness, over her shoulder, I catch the glint of the white of James’ eyes, his teeth as he smiles, softly, with warmth....

.... he never smiles like that if he thinks she can see him....

Charlotte rocks a little, her body arching as from behind, he hitches up her skirt. Then for a moment, her knees bend and there’s a tug....

.... that’s her panties gone too, then....

.... and the perfume of Charlotte’s arousal floods the air....

The atmosphere’s pretty close, with a couple of covers completely pulled over to enclose us against the frigid conditions outside. Charlotte’s aroma is growing stronger by the moment, and fuelled by soup and hot alcohol, I’m flushed under my clothes, my skin hot and moist. From the gleam of his face, I’d say James is the same....

.... she smells wet....

I slip an investigating hand between her thighs....

.... sopping already....

.... Some things never change.... lol...!

She’s slick and hot, but as I ease in with a hand to reach her clit, the blankets slip to one side and a piercing chill washes over us.

The air is crystalline with cold, stealing the breath and shocking the skin. Snatching at the covers, I pull them back over before the air bites at her; James at the same time tugging them down around us. In those brief seconds, the freeze has kissed her nipples to taut nubs; the skin crinkled and hard under my tongue as I suckle and mouth at her.

Whatever James is doing, she’s reacting, quivering and jerking; and as she raises one leg to rest on my hip, I realise he’s working to open her up at the back.

She’s juddering with anticipation and, as I slip fingers between her pussy lips to penetrate her, inside she trembles and quivers, hot juices flowing freely, wetting my palm. I work her a little more, massaging at her sweet spot. I want to take it slowly, spiral her gradually upwards, make her climax that much more intense, but James behind her, me to her fore, arousal is running away with her.

James holds her by the shoulders, pulling her in tight. She inhales deeply, snatching at the air, and I know that he’s penetrating her from behind. Gasping, she drops her head to my chest, her fingers clutching at me, nails biting my skin, making my cock twitch, eager also to find its home within her. And, as she rocks with his thrusting, she howls a song....

.... He’s spearing her hard, plunging in, and there’s an edge to her cries....

.... is he hurting you?

.... I think so.... but you still want it....

I nip at her clit, pinching hard, and she screams and convulses, her juices flooding, scalding over my skin....

.... Ah.... but I’ve got to get inside you soon....

Groaning, James drops his head, face pressed into the curve of her neck. With a rough huffing of breath, he grunts and judders, the vibration of his body passing through hers to mine.

For a moment he remains still, then reaching under her, lifts her already splayed leg further, giving me easier access. Passive, she makes no move, no resistance; simply letting him do as he wishes. But her eyes raise to mine, lips parted as she pants....

I can all but read her thoughts....

.... Fuck me....

.... hard....

One set of my fingers already inside her, I reach in further, more deeply, scraping at her g-spot, almost gouging into her flesh. With the other hand, I flick and pluck and rub at her clit, deliberately rough with her....

.... giving her what she wants....

Wailing and crying, bucking against me, she almost breaks away; but layered between the two of us and restrained by James, she’s going nowhere, and certainly, she’s not trying to escape her ecstatic torment.

Inside, her flesh ripples and pulses under my touch, outside she’s shaking and shivering, her climax coming fast upon her, her cries tempered by her gasps for air...

Then, a long breath, a shuddering pause and....

.... screaming and shrieking, she comes....

Her cunt clenches around me, pulsating and heated around my fingers as I continue delving into her flesh, working her from the inside. Her belly muscles ripple against me as I keep up my assault on her clit, tugging and plucking....

.... Ah, Babe.... I love doing this for you....

And as her orgasm begins to abate, I release her, angling myself to plunge in deep, spearing her as hard as I can. My cock’s rock hard and ready and, aroused as she is, slick as she is, she stretches deliciously as I sheath myself in her.

She feels tight and hot, and as I slam in, it’s got to be hurting her, but she’s still wailing against me, fingers tight into my flesh, pulling me in close; welcoming me in, and wanting more. And I’m only too happy to give it. All the tension that’s built up in me, in those weeks when I can’t see her, releases as I fuck her hard, as hard as I can, plunging into her again and again until.... in the pause before the storm.... the tension re-coils inside me, gathering momentum....

.... and at the final moment, snaps back as I shoot.... 

At the first volley, with a gasp and a grunt, I spill into her, then still riding high, I pump another load, and another, until.... spent.... panting.... the pulse pounding at my temples, I sag back, sated....

.... spent....

James stirs behind her, I think withdrawing, and helps her to ease her raised leg back into a more normal position.

Outside, the wind roars and rushes. There is the sporadic splattering of snowflakes slamming against metal, but in here, the three of us, it is warm and welcoming, and whatever the reality, it feels safe.

The scent of my mermaid-eyed treasure still clinging to my skin, as sleep takes me, I hear...

“Are you alright, Charlotte?”

“Yes, Master. I’m always alright with you.”

*****
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I wake to air cold enough to have frozen the hairs inside my nostrils.

That feels.... different....

Sniffing and rubbing at my nose, trying to still the itching, I blink open to see Charlotte, no longer lying between me and James, scrabbling at the windows, looking as close to panicked as I have ever seen her....

.... but I can see why....

The darkness gone, nonetheless, we are enfolded in a brilliant white-out with nothing to see outside but a blank brightness....

Fuck! Have we been buried...?

I shake James by the shoulder, roughly, knocking him into wakefulness, then as he wipes the sleep from his eyes, nod him to where Charlotte is scraping at the glass....

.... whimpering....

.... sheesh... she’s really scared....

Abruptly, under her fingers, on the glass, ice moves and thaws, scraping away under her nails, revealing a clear day beyond; azure skies and intense sunlight which beams brilliantly through the glass.

Can we get out?

The cold air gnaws, and sitting up, I rub and blow blood back into white fingers. Trying a door, at first, nothing happens....

.... frozen locks....

.... but then, setting my shoulder against the metal, with a heave and a shove, it grinds open, the hinges protesting at the maltreatment.

Peering out, the car is semi-buried. We will be able to escape, but it’s going to be a struggle....

A scatter of snow spills into the small gap, and beyond I see movement: a gaggle of people in brightly coloured hats, scarves and gloves, carrying shovels and buckets; and further down the road, bright yellow and huge, shoving drifts off the road as it drives forward....

“Get your clothes on, Charlotte.” I snap. “There’s a snow-plough and people out there.”

For all that the only thing she took off in the night were her panties, she’s struggling to find them in the disorder of the blankets, tugging them on and up, struggling in the confined space, but achieving respectability as a voice calls through....

“Hey there.... You folks okay?”

James casts an eye over Charlotte then, again fighting iced and seized metal, winds down a window.

“Hi there. Yes, we’re fine. We could just use a little help to get out.”

*****
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We had one night....

.... only one....

Our rescuers are the soul of hospitality; ‘Jeff’ taking us back to his hotel and insisting on stoking us all up with an enormous breakfast before releasing us back to the world.

James starts up the car engine, then leaves it running to warm through.

Flasks are thrust into my hand. “Refilled that coffee for you, just in case....”

“That's very good of you. Thanks for all your help.”

I’m sure you’d have done the same for us.” Jeff touches his forehead then strolls” away.

James glances around, “Charlotte?”

“Bathroom,” I reply, then stare into space, feeling glum.

James side-glances me. “What’s wrong?”

“We had one night....”

He looks up at the matchless blue sky, takes a deep breath and nods.

*****
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At the station, we help Charlotte out with her suitcase. She’s rather more practically dressed now, in jeans, boots and a warm pullover.

James kisses her on top of her head, to the casual observer, every inch the paternal friend, perhaps a favourite uncle. “See you soon I hope, Charlotte. Sorry it didn’t work out this time.”

“It wasn’t your fault, Master. And yes, of course, you will see me soon.”

.... Soon....

She turns to me. “You too, Michael. I’ll look forward to seeing you again soon.”

“Soon.... Yes, soon.” I say.

.... Why do you always have to go...?

Taking her in my arms, I see no reason why I have to behave with James’ restraint, and I kiss her deeply, taking what I can, while I can....

.... and I can’t bring myself to let her go....

There is a touch on my shoulder, James. “She has a train to catch, Michael.” But his voice is calm, almost gentle.

Charlotte interrupts him, “No, Master, it’s alright. I have a few minutes.” She pulls back a little from me, but not enough to break free, just enough to look up into my face. And she’s smiling at me

She touches my lips with a finger, traces the outline. “Yes, Michael, soon, I promise.” Her eyes are bright, her smile soft....

.... Do I see more than friendship there...?

.... or is that wishful thinking...?

“.... I need to visit my family now,” she continues, “but in the New Year perhaps? Before I go back to college?”

At her words, my blood surges, pulsing through me, hard enough to make the ends of my fingertips tingle....

I look back at James. “New Year?”

“Perfect!” he replies. “We’ll see you in a couple of weeks then, Charlotte.”

She nods, smiles, turns and walking away, vanishes into the hub-bub of the rail station.

James claps his hands together, blowing into them as he rubs them against the cold. “Well,” he says, “I call that a result.” He cocks an eye at me. “Happier now?”

“Aha. Mmm.... want to go find somewhere a bit warmer for a while?”

“Excellent idea....”

*****
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James
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“So, what are you doing over Christmas?” asks Michael.

“I’m going back over to Spain for a few days, to see my mother again.” I bite down on my words. No need to say more....

“Ah, that’s great. I did wonder.” His smile is sunny and enthusiastic; classic ‘Michael’.  “I was going to ask if you wanted to join us. There’ll be all my family. It gets a bit crowded, there being so many of us, but I thought you might like to muck in....  Still, if you’re seeing your own family....”

“I’ll be fine...”

No need to spoil his Christmas....

“She must be getting on a bit, your mother?”

“Yes, she’s in her nineties....”

“Well, I hope you have a great holiday.”

“Thanks.”

“I’ll be in touch for the New Year....” He knocks his drink back, slapping me on the shoulder.

“Yes, of course. When I hear from Charlotte, I’ll let you know.”

“That’s great. Merry Christmas, James. See you soon.” 

“You too.”

With a grin and a wave, he leaves. The door swings back and forth a couple of times, letting an arctic draught into the bar, so I shove it hard closed, down my own drink and order another.

*****
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In the ward, the air is thick, sweet with the scent of decay. Christmas jingles drift over the beds from a TV blarting in the background.

I sit there, beside the bed, as her breathing grows more and more shallow.

“Café, señor Alexanders?”

A nurse with a trolley stands by me, proffering a cup.

“Sí, gracias.”

As I take it, she glances at the monitors. "No se preocupe, señor. No hay dolor. La morfina elimina el dolor ".

I swallow hard, nodding. She’s right. My mother is deeply unconscious. There is no pain.

The nurse hesitates, then swishing the curtains aside, vanishes out to the ward again.

I’ve accepted the coffee, but I don’t really want it. Setting it to one side, I take her hand in mine, stroking the fingers with my thumb.....

.... Perhaps she can feel that I’m here....

The hand I'm holding is gnarled with age, the knuckles swollen where arthritis has gnawed; the skin sallow and veined in blue. 

As I sit, the movement of her chest becomes more and more slight; the heart monitor pings irregularly.

And as I watch and wait, the pinging stops, giving way to a final, unwavering whine.

Within seconds, the nurse steps in through the curtains, calling back over her shoulder, her voice urgent.... “Doctora.... Doctora Valdez....”

Almost immediately, a white-coated woman with a middle-aged face and a professional manner pulls back the curtain, looks at the monitors, briefly meets my eyes, then pulls out a stethoscope, moving the diaphragm over my mother’s chest.

After half a minute, she looks up again, talking with a thick accent. “I am sorry, señor. Your mother is gone.”

My throat is tight. I don’t try to speak. Both nurse and doctor step back through the curtains, giving me privacy.

I kiss her hand.  “Adiós mamá.”

Then for a while, I sit there, just holding the cooling fingers in mine. When I come back to the world, my coffee is long cold.

*****
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“Will you be staying?”  Alfredo asks me.

“No, I have work to do elsewhere.  I just wanted to be here for the funeral. I can’t do more now. The lawyers can handle everything else that’s needed.”

“Will you come back? We miss our pequeño Jaime here, you know.”

“I don’t think so, Alfredo. I’ve not been ‘Little Jamie’ for a long time.”

“But you will come back to see us? To visit us?”

“Yes, I will visit.”

*****
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The City
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Across the City, under threatening clouds, a lone figure stands, staring over a scene of desolation. 

Red-haired, wearing hard-worn walking boots, a stained rucksack sitting on mud by her feet, the figure gazes out. Shoulders sagging, her sea-green eyes survey an entire sector of the City; demolished, lying in ruins.

The wasteland of rubble and naked earth stretches for miles in all directions. For acre upon acre, nothing else remains; not a building standing, not even a night-watchman’s hut. The only mark of civilisation is a tall display board.... Haswell Corporation - City Development Project....

The pale-faced figure wanders haphazardly, seemingly lost. Kicking at cans and old bottles, she moves in aimless circles, while about her, cold, fat sleet-drops begin to splat down onto broken debris.

Glancing up at the looming clouds, with an air of finality, the figure heaves a sigh, slings the rucksack back over her shoulder and strides away. 

*****
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James
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Working my way through the queues into passport control; Wonder if that invite is still open?

It would be good to be with people....

I tap at my phone....

Hi U there? 

But there is no reply.

He's probably with his family, got his phone turned off....

....

*****
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Stepping off my flight, trying my mobile again, messaging out, the result is the same....

....

.... and again....

.... 

.... and again....

....

.... might as well find a hotel....

I book into The Imperial for a one-night stay, with an option on further nights if I need them, but even after several hours, when I check my mobile, there is no reply from Michael and no indication that the message has been seen.

Looks like that’s it for Christmas then....

The hotel is familiar and friendly. The staff know me of old and go out of their way to make me comfortable, adding an extra supply of logs by the fire in my suite, bringing me pots of coffee and biscuits; and when I order a brandy from room-service, the measure is unusually generous....

.... and I order another....

.... so, picking out a book to read from the hotel library, I take an armchair in my suite by the hearth....

.... after some while, I realise that I have turned a score of pages and have no idea what any of them said....

.... Sighing, I put the book to one side, turn off the side-light, and, sipping my brandy, in the dancing light of the flames, I sit and stare into the embers.

*****
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The City


[image: ]




The night is dark and sullen, moonless, and a chill sleet glazes the streets. Freezing mist casts a halo around the street-lamps.

A pale face, framed by a wash of red hair, stares out into the night, watching passing traffic which swooshes by, surfing through iced puddles to splash up over the kerb, while those passing step hastily back from the deluge of freezing water. 

A scatter of people huddled under umbrellas, laden with bags and brightly wrapped parcels, walk quickly by, on their way to home and parties, family and friends. 

Neon signs glare out into the dismal night and as the last of the shops close, tinny Christmas Carols rattle their last breath, to fall silent.

The face looks out at the world, observing, but not a part of it. Across the street, brightly lit Christmas trees adorn apartment windows glowing with warmth and welcome. Through windows, TV screens can be seen with flickering images of Fred Astaire and Danny Kaye dressed in red and white, while others display choirs singing in gloried vaulting halls of stone.

A large hotel across the street, its sign, ‘The Imperial’, is dressed with fairy lights, and a twenty-foot Santa climbs to its roof. It seems semi-occupied; some room lights brightly lit, other darkened.

As the pale figure stares out, one room-light glimmers, then flickers into the night, but eventually, goes dark.

*****
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My phone rings.

I check the screen and my heart dances.

Keep it casual....

.... but sound pleased to hear from her....

“Charlotte, lovely to hear from you. Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas, Master. It’s lovely to hear you too. I hope you’ve had a nice Christmas?”

“Of course, I have. Don’t we all have a good time at Christmas? Are you still visiting us for New Year?”

“I’d like to, Master, if that’s still alright with you and Michael?”

“Of course, it’s alright... Just bear with me while I find a pen and paper.... What day are you coming? Which train? I’ll come and collect you from the station.”

“Oh, you don't need to pick me up, Master. I'm already in the City.”

“Oh? Staying with friends for the holiday, I suppose?”

She hesitates, “Something like that, yes. Are you in a hotel somewhere, Master?”

“Yes, I’m at the Imperial. I’ve been staying here in the City over Christmas.”

“The Imperial?” She sounds rattled.

Why should that unsettle her?

“Are you alright, Charlotte? You sound upset.”

But after a pause, her voice sounds much more normal. “Yes, I’m fine, Master. I just didn’t realise you were here all Christmas. I thought you were travelling away.”

“Well, I was, but my plans changed.... Anyway, where should I meet you?”

“I’ll come to you, Master. I’m not far away. I’ll meet you in the lobby downstairs. When is a good day for you?”

“Any time you like, Charlotte. I’m here all the while. I have no other plans until into the New Year.”

“I can come right now if that’s alright with you. Is Michael with you?”

“Not at the moment, no. He’s with his family for Christmas and I’ve not been able to get hold of him. But don’t worry. I’m sure he’ll be in touch.... er.... you wouldn’t mind it being just you and me for a day or so, would you? Until he’s back in touch?”

“Not at all, Master. I’d love to spend some time with you.”

“In that case, get here as soon as you are ready. Send me a message when you’re five minutes away and I’ll come down.”

“I’m five minutes away now, Master....”

*****
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I check my phone again.... still nothing from Michael, but regardless, I tap in....

..... She’s here....

.... and still, there is no reply.

Wonder if he’s lost his phone....

How do I play this?

By ear, I suppose....

In the lobby, she’s there, all smiles; dressed in jeans and tee-shirt with a rucksack slung over one shoulder. She wears no make-up, her hair in a pony-tail....

.... You look tired....

Ah.... Jade-Eyes, it’s good to see you....

.... And to me, she is the most beautiful sight in the world.

Don’t go OTT....

“Charlotte.... it’s lovely to see you.”  I touch her shoulder, kissing her lightly on the cheek.

She leans into my touch. “Master, it’s good to be here.”

Close to, looking more closely at her....

.... have you been sleeping properly...? 

“You look as though you’ve been travelling a-while, Charlotte.”

“I told you, Master. I wanted to see a few different people.”

*****
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“Master, when do you think we will be seeing Michael?”

“When I can get in touch with him, or he gets in touch with me.”

“Do you know where he is?”

“With a pile of relatives, I believe. I gather there’s rather a lot of them, so he’s probably got his hands full entertaining old aunties...”

Charlotte looks a little blue....

.... Bingo!

.... you’re missing him Green-Eyes....

.... but until he gets here, you’re mine....

*****

[image: ]


“You look as though you’ve been on the move, Charlotte. Why don’t you have a soak in the bath?”

She heaves a sigh, her smile wan. “Yes, I’d like that, Master.”

What’s upsetting you?

“Leave your clothes in the laundry basket. I’ll get them cleaned up for you.... and something to eat perhaps? Are you hungry?”

The smile looks a little more solid. “Yes, Master, I’m very hungry actually.”

“Would you like to go out to dinner?”

“Um.... I’d rather stay here if that’s alright with you?”

“Of course it is. Go have your bath and I’ll order something for, say, an hour’s time? Then you can have a good hot soak.”

“That would be lovely, thank you, Master.”

*****
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I order a large meal, far more than I normally would, but I know what my Jade-Eyes’ appetite is like, and she looks as though she needs something solid inside her.

After her bath, a white belt tying a bath-robe around her, finger-combing her long red hair, she pads through to the lounge and sits by my feet, resting her head against my knee.

“Charlotte, is everything alright?”

“It is now that I’m with you, Master....”

Ah... Jade....

“Come on, sit up and eat. You’ll feel better when you’ve had a meal.”

There’s clearly something bothering her....

.... but is anything gained by trying to force it from her? If she doesn’t want to talk about it?

.... probably not....

.... behave as if you’ve not noticed anything....

After eating, she does indeed seem much better, becoming more animated. I keep her wine glass topped up and cast around for conversation to get her laughing....

.... could do with a laugh myself....

.... where’s Michael? It’s so much easier with him around....

Still, after an hour or so, we’re chatting happily and she’s laughing at my jokes. The smile back in her eyes, my mind begins to drift in other directions....

Leaning against the door frame, arms folded, I wait for her to notice, and to see what she does.

She looks up at me, from where she is sitting on the rug by the fire, flushes, bites her bottom lip, then moves to unbelt her robe.

“Slowly,” I say. But I smile, trying to take any sting out of my words.

She flushes more deeply, looking at me from under her lashes. In most women, it would look like deliberate coyness, very unappealing; but in Charlotte, it’s clearly genuine. I kick myself inside, remind myself that for all the roller-coaster of our ‘adventures’, she’s still so much younger than I am....

.... and she wants to please....

She kneels up, unties the belt slowly, allows the robe to fall open. And now I can see the valley of her cleavage, the slight curve of her stomach, the whiteness of her skin, offset by the brilliant red at her head and loins....

My cock stirs....

.... on your knees for me, your green-eyes looking up, your mouth open to take me....

She looks down at the floor, then up again, to look me in the eye. Sliding the robe back from her shoulders, she allows it to fall to the floor.

I allow myself a few seconds, simply to enjoy the sight of her; naked, narrow-waisted, heavy breasted, her long hair, just air dried from her bath, a wild falling tumble of red....

.... so beautiful....

After a few seconds, she begins to look uncomfortable....

.... she thinks she’s doing something wrong....

.... so, I smile, eye-pointing her to the bedroom door....

On the bed, she lies back, arms over her head, curving and stretching, displaying herself to me. And again, I indulge myself; a minute or so to simply watch her....

....  and to make her wait....

.... the pleasures of anticipation....

.... then I unknot my tie, open my top button.

Sitting beside her, tie in hands, “Will you obey me, or do I restrain you?”

“I’ll obey you, Master.”

.... Master....

I kiss her, softly. “Good girl,” I whisper, and taking her hands, pressing them down against the pillow, I curve her fingers around the bars of the headboard, curling my fingers closed around hers to emphasise the point.

And as I press her to obedience, I brush my lips past hers once more, soft and warm....

Dominate and seduce....

It’s what she wants....

.... Better perhaps then, that Michael's not here.... on this occasion....

.... Not to forget his words though.... He’s been right about her all the way....

Standing back once more, I undo cuffs, strip off my shirt and shoes. All the while she watches me, her eyes flicking between my hands and my face.

And I find myself thinking of the last time we were alone together like this, the first night we met, when I took her virginity....

.... She was afraid of me then....

.... but not now....

I unbelt and unzip, folding my clothes to lay them on a chair.

As I straddle her, her eyes follow me still. She’s panting slightly as she looks at my erection then up into my face.

“Open your mouth,” I say, nudging at her lips, and obediently she stretches her jaws, wrapping her lips around the soft skin of my cockhead.

Jade, you look amazing like that....

Revelling in the sight of my shaft penetrating her beautiful face, nonetheless, I want to pleasure her. I want her to come for me....

.... my mouth wrapped around your gushing pussy while you scream for me....

It’s a little awkward, but my cock still pushing between her lips, I reach back to test her. Slipping fingers between her thighs, I splay her pussy lips, spreading her a little open. Her skin and curls are warm and wet in the palm of my hand and as I slide a fingertip against her entrance, she quivers.

Unstraddling her, I lie almost alongside her, my weight lightly on her, keeping her pinned, and my erection slightly pressed against her thigh.

Able to reach her more easily now, I push a finger inside her, then another and another, spreading my fingers to stretch her as her inner muscles strain and shiver against me....

She moans, her hands coming down around my neck and shoulders. Immediately I exit, remove her arms from me, taking her by the wrists....

“Am I your Master?”

Her great green eyes widen as, silently, she nods.

“Then do as you're told.” but again, I keep my voice gentle, a smile in my words....

I eye-point her hands back at the bed bars. She nods again, slipping her hands back up to grip the bars.

“Now, close your eyes....”

As her lids close, I kiss her again, very gently, and her lips part as she whimpers into my open mouth....

“.... and open your legs....”

.... I want you....

..... but on my terms....

.... and I want your Submission....

Her thighs wide-parted, now I penetrate her again with my fingers, her warm and fluid pussy pulsing around me as I play her. My face close by hers, her breath shudders warm on my skin as I spiral into her flesh....

.... ravish her senses....

.... make her ask....

Her fists are clenching, the knuckles white as I work her inside. And as I nibble at the soft skin of her neck and collarbone, she begins to tremble.

“Master....”

“Not yet....”

.... not until I’m ready....

.... and that won’t be until you beg me....

I thrust a little with my hand, not hard, but enough to ramp up her arousal further, then hooking fingers upwards, massage her g-spot.

She squeals and bucks, her hands coming free again, and I pull out of her....

“What did I say about your hands? Are you going to obey me or not?”

She drops back flat on the bed, quaking and shuddering, but nods and once more takes hold of the bars.

“I could cuff or tie you, but I shouldn’t have to, should I?”

Eyes closed, she shakes her head.

“I’m glad we understand one another. Now.... do you want me to continue?”

She nods.

“I didn’t hear you. Do you want me to continue?”

“Yes, Master, please....”

I want you to submit....

And I want you to want to submit....

“And what do you want me to do?”

Her mouth works, as though she’s having trouble finding the words. Very gently, I circle her clit, hard and erect, with a fingertip, and she yelps and bucks, but this time her hands stay gripping the bars.

“Good girl. That’s better. Now, what do you want me to do?”

I continue my slow spirals of her clit, her hips straining wide, her muscles taut as I do so. A sheen of perspiration glazes the slight curve of her belly, and the flush of arousal over her breasts is blooming up her neck.

“I... I want....”

“Mmmm?”

“.... I want you inside me, Master.”

“That’s good to know. In a while, I will be. But right now....”

I drop my mouth over a breast, teething at the nipple, enjoying the crinkling hardness as it nubs in my mouth. Then, moving to the other nipple, feeling it too pebble between my lips, I slide fingers inside her once more, harder now, to scrape at her sweet spot as she wails beside me, her pussy flooding hot over my hand.
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