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Grasping the stem of the glass holding her third serving of champagne, Yasmina made her way across her living room toward the welcoming embrace of the couch. The slick surface of the lacquered hardwood floor threatened to undo her balance, but she moved as carefully as her fuzzy pink socks would allow. Finally, she settled her pajama clad ass into the soft depths of the cushion, and sighed. 

Damn. I shoulda brought the bottle with me. There was no way she was taking another hike to the kitchen for a refill. 

"Fair enough; I've probably already had enough." She spoke the words aloud, as if she weren't home alone on a chilly December night. Even as she tipped the glass again, letting more of the ice cold, bubbly liquid slide down her throat, she could feel the warmth of tipsiness settling within.

It was less than two weeks before the holiday, and to say she wasn't in the spirit would be an understatement. She had a lot of power in her position as SVP for a mid-sized cosmetics company, and lived pretty comfortably from a financial and social standpoint. But as much as she loved being the single, rich auntie to her adorable twin nieces, this time of year seemed to bring out her salty side. Maybe it was all the ads from jewelry stores, trying to convince people to drop a few stacks on an engagement ring. Or maybe it was the cold weather and the knowledge that nothing warmed her up quite as well as body heat. Whatever it was, she was craving the nearness of a partner something fierce. Not for life, just for a spell.

Her hip vibrated, and she squinted, momentarily confused. Remembering her phone was in the pocket of her red plaid pajama bottoms, she slipped the device out and placed it face up on her thigh. Setting her glass on the coffee table, she swiped the screen.

Her brow hitched when she saw the text from Ky on her screen. Silently, she read the message.

[How are you? I've been thinking about you...a lot.]

Sucking her lower lip, she thought about how she should respond, if at all. She was knee deep into a bottle of bubbly and didn't know if she could access her best judgement at the moment. 

She stared at the phone for a few seconds, unsure of how to proceed. While she deliberated, the phone buzzed again, another message popping up.

[Cold nights like this, I can't help but remember how well you keep me warm.]

She drew in a shaky breath. Good sense be damned. 

Picking up the phone, she tapped out a reply.

[I'm good, thanks. But I'd be even better if you came over to keep me company.] Tapping send, she dropped the phone on the cushion next to her and whistled. Welp.

A few seconds later, Ky replied. Yasmina tilted her head to read the words on her screen.

[So you sending the SOS? Bc I got a sworn duty and all.]

Giggling at the silly firefighter humor, Yasmina sent back three flame emojis.

[Say less. I'll be there in twenty minutes.]

A squeal left her throat, and a moment later, Yasmina downed the rest of the champagne in one swig. On her feet again, she deposited the glass in her sink and left the kitchen, this time headed for her bedroom.

She needed to get ready for her visitor, because heaven forbid the sexiest, dick-slanginist stud she knew should find her in worn pajamas and fuzzy socks. No, that simply wouldn't do.

As she gathered her things for a quick shower, she passed through her closet, lingering a moment by the section where she kept her lingerie.

Ky doesn't pull up often. But when she does, I gotta be on point. 
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Ky couldn't remember ever having packed up her shit as quickly as she had when Yasmina invited her over. Honestly, she hadn't expected much when she'd texted; sometimes it took Yasmina hours to reply. The moment she knew she had an opportunity to experience that magnificent, curvy golden body, though, Ky was dashing through her house like a madwoman.

She hit the road about ten minutes after the last text, grateful that they lived in the same small, sleepy ass town. It meant that she didn't have to be at the fire station again until late tomorrow, giving her a free night to do whatever she wanted... and she couldn't think of a better way to spend a winter evening than with Yasmina.

The softly falling snow barely blanketed the ground, meaning the roads weren't slippery enough to hinder her progress. 

When she arrived on Yasmina's doorstep, the red backpack slung over her shoulder, Ky rang the doorbell and waited. 

A beat later, Yasmina's shapely figure appeared in the doorway. Silhouetted by the warm yellow light from inside, she looked like a fancy dessert in her light pink satin robe. The garment, edged with soft fur that matched the fabric, grazed the floor, pooling around her feet. "Hey, you."

Ky grinned. "Hey." Not bothering to hide the desire in her gaze, she added, "I like the robe, shawty."

She giggled. "If you like this, you'll love what's underneath." She paused, her gaze traveling up and down as she took in Ky's fit. "Red sweats with white trim, red sack...it's giving holiday cheer and whatnot."

"Call me Daddy Claus, baby." Ky chuckled, shifting her weight just slightly to the right.

Crooking her finger, Yasmina winked and took a step back. "Come on in."

A moment later, Ky crossed the threshold and her host closed and locked the door behind them. She walked over to the sofa, and had dropped her backpack before she noticed the half-consumed champagne bottle and empty flute chilling on the coffee table. Pivoting, she inclined her head toward her robe-clad lover. "Yasmina, you started celebrating without me?" She placed a hand over her chest, feigning injury. "How you wound me, beautiful lady."

Rolling her eyes, Yasmina closed the distance between them and playfully jabbed her in the bicep. "Oh, hush, Ky. I saw the error of my ways...that's why I reached out." Opening her fist, she grazed the palm of her hand over Ky's shoulder. "I couldn't truly turn up without you here, Big Papa."

Ky swallowed, feeling the warmth that flooded her blood in response to Yasmina's soft, saccharine voice calling her that nickname. Capturing Yasmina's chin in her hand, she heard the sharp inhale just before their lips met. A heated moment later, she broke the seal. "Girl, don't play with me. I'll have you bent over the back of this fuckin' sofa."

Yasmina's smile was knowing and sultry. "Are you threatening me with a good time?"  

Ky couldn't stop her tongue from darting out and swiping across her lower lip. "There go that smart little mouth."

Her smile morphing flawlessly into a mock pout, Yasmina leaned closer. "If I'm being bad, maybe you should give me a stern spanking, Papa."

"We'll see if you're still talking spicy in a few minutes." Her pulse racing, Ky yanked down the zipper of her hoodie, snatching it off and tossing it to the floor. Her arms bared by the white wife beater she wore, she gently but firmly grasped Yasmina's wrist and tugged her until Yasmina's curvy form was positioned between the back of the overstuffed sofa and her own body.

Running her open palm up from the small of Yasmina's back to the space between her shoulder blades, Ky wordlessly commanded her. Yasmina obeyed, immediately lowering her upper body until she was bent over the sofa' s backrest. 

A smile stretched Ky's lips as she viewed the scene of submission before her, and she took a moment to raise the back of the pink robe. She sucked in a breath at the sight of Yasmina's full, naked ass. As she grasped the soft, yielding flesh, feeling the pulsing of her own clit, Ky growled at the sight of the sparkly pink jewel nestled between Yasmina's cheeks. "Shit, Yasmina."

"I told you you'd like it, Papa." Her words were breathy and barely audible, potentially due to her position and the fact that she was speaking into the cushions.

Ky circled both palms over Yasmina's juicy ass for a few moments, enjoying the familiar feel of it beneath her hands. Then, she dropped her hands to her sides, took a deep breath, and raised her right hand. A heartbeat later, she slapped Yasmina's ass.

"Ah!" Yasmina yelped, the sound a mixture of pain and pleasure.

Another slap followed, then another, and another. 

"Yes, Daddy..." Yasmina purred as she leaned forward, wiggling her ass in the air, begging for more. "Don't stop."

"I couldn't if I wanted to...you're so fucking sexy..."Ky tempered each strike, moving with intention, varying location and pressure just slightly each time. She knew exactly what Yasmina liked, and more importantly, what she needed to get her right. 

Yasmina continued to moan and purr, her back arched as her body reacted to each strike. Ky couldn't remember the last time she'd been so turned on. The sight of Yasmina's upturned ass and the gem-tipped butt plug peeking from between her cheeks, the sound of her response, the feel of her ripe flesh and the magnificent aroma of expensive perfume mixed with Yasmina's pussy juice drove Ky ever closer to madness. 

With one final slap, Ky moved her hand to slowly grasp the ponytail at the base of Yasmina's neck. "I gotta have you, baby girl. You ready for me?"

Without changing her position, Yasmina announced, "Yes. Please fuck me, Daddy."

Ky smiled as she reached past Yasmina for her bag, and unzipped it. Time to drop of this gift.
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