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“Is that all for me?” she asked.

Nathan moved the skirt from off his face and looked upwards as Diane licked at the stringy pre-cum on her fingers.

“You taste sweet,” she said, sucking on her digits and looking down into his eyes.

Nathan’s mouth was still attached to Diane’s pussy.  He kissed it and watched her eyelids flutter.

“You’re gonna make me come doing that,” she purred.

Nathan wanted that.  He doubled his efforts, moaning into Diane’s pussy as she started to cry back at him.

“That’s good,” she said.  “That’s it!  That’s it!”

He slipped his tongue through her flesh like it was a credit-card reader.  Nathan started to target Diane’s stiff clit, realizing how much it delighted her.

“There!” cried Diane.  “Right there!”

She closed her eyes and squeezed her tits between her biceps.  Her whole body trembled as she started to cum, and Nathan felt her heat on his chin.

Diane’s cum flowed out of her.  When Nathan next moved down and opened his mouth, he felt it fill with Diane’s warm, sticky juices.

Nathan swallowed and gasped, tonguing at the wet, engorged flesh that sat above him.

“I’m so swollen,” cooed Diane, and she started to rub at her clit.

She moved up off Nathan and he took the mistletoe off his head and put it back on his cock.

Diane yanked at the front of her dress and the stitching cracked.  Her big breasts burst out, their erect nipples pointing down at Nathan as he lay there in wonderment.

“Oh, Mrs. Arnold,” he whimpered.  “Merry Christmas.”

Diane smirked down.  She bit her lip and looked over her tits at Nathan.

“You like my big tits?” she asked.

Nathan nodded.

“You want to suck on my big tits?”

Again, he nodded.

Diane moved them down onto his mouth and Nathan clasped over the nipple, sucking and noticing how stiff they were.

Diane continued to grind, dry humping against Nathan’s cock.  It sandwiched against the smooth velvet of her dress.  Nathan breathed deep as it caressed him, not wanting to bolt up the side of Diane’s outfit.

“Good boy,” she said, watching his lips clasp over her nipples.

Diane giggled and rubbed her tits across his face, then she pulled her skirt up until it was around her midriff.

She took her breasts from Nathan’s mouth and showed him her pussy.  Her black panties were pushed to one side, and her cute little triangle was on display.  Nathan stared at it.  It looked so cute.

“I want your cock,” Diane said, and she sat Nathan’s dick upright.

“Sit on it, Mrs. Arnold,” he hushed.  “Please.”

“You want Mrs. Arnold’s tight pussy hugging your cock?”

“Yes!”

“Will I be your first?”

“Yes!”

“Fuck, that turns me on,” Diane said.  “Just knowing I’m the first one to take you!  Knowing that no-one else has had that rich, virulent cum up inside them!”

Nathan’s cock flexed at her naughty words.  Diane felt it throb.

“Don’t you go cumming just yet,” she said.

Nathan closed his eyes tight, fighting against the sensation.

Diane didn’t move.  She squeezed and stared.  Cum seeped from the top of Nathan’s cock.

“Don’t,” she teased, smiling.
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Diane Arnold whirred around her Christmas party in her short, red, velvet dress, ensuring all her guests were catered for.  Her husband Gerald regaled a group in the kitchen with tales of Christmas shopping gone wrong, while her young adult lodger Nathan drank with his friends in the den.

Diane liked to keep moving at Christmas, but not solely for the purposes of pleasing her guests.  She knew a secret about herself that only reared its head every Christmas, and it made the holiday season a precarious one to navigate.

At their first Christmas gathering years ago they’d banned mistletoe.  Diane told everyone she was allergic to the festive plant.  Her husband had joked that he didn’t want anyone kissing his wife and everyone had laughed.

Diane’s laugh at the time was tinged with ginger nervousness.  She knew just how accurate her husband’s gag had been.

Nathan’s friends, however, were less privy to the household rules.  Logan had snuck a few leaves into the house, and he was now playfully teasing their friend Natalie by holding it above his crotch.

Nathan shook his head as he laughed.  He was at a time in his life where he was constantly horny, and Natalie was a girl he’d often been fond of.

He watched Logan toy with her.  Logan was the kind of guy who was naturally flirtatious with every woman.  He just had that confidence somehow, and Nathan envied it.

“Are we all okay for drinks in here?” asked Diane, scanning the group.

“Yes thank, Mrs. Arnold,” Logan said.  He stood up and approached.  “You sure know how to throw a party.”

“Is everyone enjoying themselves?” Diane asked, always keen to please.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” Logan asked, putting a hand on Diane’s hip.

“I’m happy if you’re happy,” she smiled.

“Who couldn’t be happy looking at this Christmas fox?” Logan laughed.

Nathan watched him carefully.  Diane was blushing from the attention.

“If everyone’s good, I’ll leave you all to it,” she said, spinning away.

“Oh, one more thing, Mrs. Arnold,” Logan said.

“What is it?” Diane asked, turning back.

Her eyes spread wide, at first in horror and then in lust as she saw the mistletoe being raised above Logan’s head.

“Christmas kiss?” Logan asked.

Nathan’s frown arrived immediately.  His face turned to horror as he watched Mrs. Arnold lunge at Logan and give him a deep kiss.

The room turned to see the sight and several of the group swooned and whistled.  Logan dropped the mistletoe as his body lost all its functions.  You don’t just get to kiss Diane Arnold like that, and he couldn’t quite believe what was happening.

Diane took her lips off him and pulled away.  She touched her mouth and seemed surprised at herself.  As the crowd laughed, she found her composure with a giggle.

“I don’t know what came over me,” she said, and she turned to rush away before her face became as crimson as her dress.

Logan could barely pick his jaw up from off the floor.  He faced to the group and soaked up the laughter, then he saw the look of annoyance painted on Nathan’s face.

“She kissed me,” he said, holding up his hands.  “That had nothing to do with me.”

“It was like she was possessed,” laughed Natalie.

Nathan tried to calm himself with a few sips of his drink.  Gradually his friends moved on, but Nathan couldn’t shake the image.  Natalie was right, it was as though the mistletoe held some kind of power over her.

When he felt it was the right time, Nathan got up from his seat and approached Logan.

“Can you give me the mistletoe, please?” he asked.  “Mrs. Arnold doesn’t want that stuff in the house.”

“I can see why!” laughed Logan.

Nathan put a hand on his shoulder and squeezed it.  He stared down at Logan and tried to hide his anger from the rest of the party.

“Give me the mistletoe,” he asserted.

“Fine,” Logan said, reaching into his pocket and handing it over.  “But she kissed me.”

Logan turned away and put himself into a conversation with Natalie as Nathan walked from the room to find Mrs. Arnold.

Diane was busy cutting the cake on the dining-room table where she’d laid out a spread of food.

“What was that all about?” Nathan asked.

“What?” Diane said, concentrating on the cake portions.

“The kiss.  With Logan.  Shit, Mrs. Arnold, of all people.”

“We said no mistletoe!” she snapped.

Nathan recoiled.  “You didn’t have to kiss him.”

“I did.  You don’t understand.”

“It’s like he just whipped it out and put it above his head”—Nathan removed the mistletoe and put it above his eyebrows—“and you just leapt—”

Suddenly Mrs. Arnold’s tongue was in his mouth and wrestling with his own.  Nathan was glued to the spot as his mother kissed him more passionately than anyone had in all his life.  He finally found his thoughts and took the mistletoe down, at which point Diane pulled back and touched her lips.

“I’m sorry,” she said.  “It’s just ... we said no mistletoe!”

Nathan was realizing now that the mistletoe seemed to hold a certain power.

“Go back and enjoy your friends,” Diane said, shakily cutting the cake now.  “Please, Nathan.”

He left the room, thankful that no-one was around to witness what had just happened.  He hadn’t exactly been speedy at declining the kiss.  In fact, Nathan had very much enjoyed it.  He started to imagine a woman just like Mrs. Arnold, but a woman that wasn’t over twice his age.  Was it really so different?

Nathan put the mistletoe in his room for safekeeping.  With no more of the plant left at the party, the rest of the night was largely uneventful.

Logan made another pass at Diane, but without the mistletoe his childish advances were easily batted away.

Diane felt ashamed.  After so long without seeing any mistletoe, she’d kidded herself into thinking that it no longer held its powers.

But tonight had changed things completely, and the festive plant still had the potency to draw out her inner slut.  Both Logan and Nathan had no idea how close they were to a much more intimate and impassioned encounter.  Had the mistletoe been raised much longer, Diane’s insatiable, bimbo persona would have come to the fore and who knows what would happen then.

Diane could barely trust herself when she was under the mistletoe’s spell.  It seemed to draw out her innermost desires, no matter how unconventional or naughty they were.  If she’d ever had a sexual thought about the wielder in the past, the mistletoe could draw it out and exploit it.  Diane didn’t stand a chance.

Nathan knew none of this, and after the party he decided to hatch a plan to discover just what the mistletoe could do to Mrs. Arnold.

“That was some party, huh?” Diane said, walking into Nathan’s bedroom, still wearing her red velvet skirt and black tights.  She hadn’t taken her boots off all evening.

Nathan was sitting on his bed, messaging his friend group on his phone.  Logan and Diane were the butt of more than a few jokes.
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