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Minerva had to admit that her son
Nickny was the best thing that had ever happened to her, unlike his
father, who had left them with nothing more than a name for her
son, and a life to rebuild. It had been tough going, but they had
made it, and Minerva had only recently been feeling like she needed
to take some time for herself. Nickny was her life these days, but
there was still something missing. She didn’t need a man to look
after the two of them, but she could sure use one to take care of
the one thing she really couldn’t do for herself; at least not in
quite the same way.

She’d gotten herself a new toy for
Christmas every year for a while, but there was nothing that could
replace the feel of a real cock. She laughed aloud as she
considered writing Santa, and asking him for just that. It was a
comical idea, dredged up by the evening’s activity, which had
mostly involved helping Nickny write his annual letter to the jolly
fat elf. As she turned in to bed, she was still thinking about it,
and before long, she reached for her current favorite among her
battery operated boyfriends and began what she thought would be a
thorough frigging of her now very damp sex.

Unfortunately, before even her first
climax, she was interrupted in a way that startled the mood right
out of her. Just outside her window, she heard a grunt and then a
crash, and then a silence that was just as startling as the
commotion. She knew she should call the police, but she wondered if
someone had perhaps been hurt, and needed help right away. It was
cold and snowing outside, and wasn’t the sort of night to be left
bleeding in the snow. Looking out her window, she spotted the cause
of the noise straight away, and the sheer novelty of it drove her
to investigate further. Lying in the snow in the tiny lawn section
between her house and the next was a man in a Santa
suit.

Wrapping her robe about her, and
slipping into her shoes, she went outside, thinking that perhaps
this was all a dream, but sure enough the man was still there in a
pile of deep snow. It was fairly clear from the way he lay in the
pile that he had fallen there, and she approached him slowly,
wondering how badly he must be hurt not to get up. When shaking him
didn’t get a response, but she had found a pulse, she decided that
rolling him over was the safest thing, for he would surely freeze
quickly if he continued to lie with his face in the snow. As she
turned him over, she recognized the man under the face Santa beard
as her neighbor. What he was doing here, unconscious in a Santa
suit, at this time she could not deduce, but he needed help. It
didn’t hurt that she had always found him rather cute, and thought
that being his hero might get him to take notice.

It was a struggle, but it was only a
few feet to her back door, and she drug him into the kitchen and
went to get some warm blankets. She decided she would call for an
ambulance once she made him as comfortable as possible, but when
she returned to the room, she noticed something that propriety said
she needed to take care of first. His fly was open and his cock was
hanging out. Even limp, it was an impressive bit of manhood, and
she thought that it might save him embarrassment and teasing if she
just tucked it back in for him. Placing his head on a pillow, she
reached down and took hold of it, realizing as she did that it must
have been out even as he lay in the snow, for it was ice cold. “I
can’t let that get frostbite!” she thought.

Holding it gently but firmly, she began
to rub it, trying to create warmth, and snickering to herself at
the same time. She hoped he would remember nothing of this, as it
would no doubt be traumatizing to his male ego to have her giggling
quietly and stroking his cock, even if it was for a good cause. She
had never felt one so cold, and she was getting worried about it
despite her mirth, when it began to rise. She could not believe it
could be what she thought must be a very uncomfortable temperature
and still become erect.

He was huge, she decided after a few
more moments, his now fully erect member more than sufficient to
fill both of her hands. It was still so very cold, and the
absurdity of the entire situation was giving her a sense of the
surreal. With a snort of derision, she leaned over him, and without
giving it another thought, swallowed the head of his cock. This
brought the first thing resembling a conscious response from him as
he moaned slightly. She knew she should be terrified of him
awakening to find her sucking his cock, without knowing how he felt
about that, but he tasted so wonderful, and filled her mouth so
well, she could not get enough of the spongy organ and worked to
take it deeper and deeper into her throat.

His cock was very warm now, and
throbbing, but Minerva just kept sucking him. She had developed a
taste for the warm seed of a man years before, and it had been so
long since she had enjoyed the salty goodness that his precum which
was flowing freely was like a drug to her, and she wanted to not
miss a drop. A few minutes later, she got her wish, and he grunted
deeply, his hips bucking as he gushed into her throat. Minerva
pulled back enough to let his warm ejaculate spray out across her
tongue, and savored the delicious baste.

It was only a moment before she
realized that she had just sucked her unconscious neighbors cock
and swallowed his cum without even knowing his name. Startled at
her own cravenness, she looked up at his face and was horrified to
see him looking back at her. Rising quickly, she pulled her mouth
from his manhood, and tried to formulate words without any coherent
idea of what to say at all.

“I…I…I am sorry” he said
after a moments pause.

She could not imagine that he had
anything to apologize for, but his slightly slow speech made her
think he might have done more damage than merely knocking himself
out, and she began think perhaps something more had happened to
him. “It’s ok, I didn’t want you to get frostbite” she said,
absently reaching out and touching his cock again before yanking
her hand away guiltily.

“Window…couldn’t
help…myself” he said in a jerky fashion, his face flushing as he
averted his eyes, which made him wince.

Minerva was sure now that his injuries
needed medical care, and rose to go the phone. The paramedics
arrived in short order, and Minerva had already woken her other
neighbor, an elderly woman to come and watch over Nickny while she
went to the ER with him. She didn’t know anything about him, and
had no way to know how to contact any family, or even if he had
any.

Once at the ER, she explained finding
him in the snow, and after a rather hasty examination, the doctor
pronounced his prognosis. “He’s going to need to be monitored
overnight. Does anyone live with him?”

“No, I don’t think so”
Minerva responded.

“Well, we could admit him,
but if someone else could stay with him and keep him up until
tomorrow afternoon at least, it would save him the trouble and the
expense” the doctor said.

 

“I can keep him at my place”
she said, feeling even guiltier after having taken advantage of the
man while he was in need of medical care.

With that the doctor released him, and
Minerva caught them a cab back to
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