
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Christmas comes but once a year, but this year, once might be one time too many...

	 

	 

	After six years of excuses for why she can’t get home for Christmas, the excuses run out and Griselda has no choice but to attend.

	For Griselda, tormented by the thought of a father obsessed with making money, a mother who is always tipsy, an arrogant older brother and her other siblings she just gets on with, the only bright light is seeing her eighty-something-year-old grandfather once again.

	The relatives are not much better with crude innuendoes, wandering hands, and obnoxious children. When big brother arrives home with the most erotic and exotic woman of mystery, questions need answers. Not to be outdone, young brother arrives home declaring his love for the mother of his children, and younger sister brings home her love from the office, leaving Griselda feeling like the old maid. The biggest shock of all is when Gramps announces his pending marriage to his twenty-something-year-old nurse, leaving his sons in an uproar and the house in a state of fragile good cheer.

	The arrival of the celebrant brings further discord but brightens up Griselda’s day. The day of the wedding, old wounds and secrets begin to leak out, turning the celebrations into deliberation as a hen’s party reveals more than just gossip. The aftermath sends Griselda into a frenzy as she vents her anger on one and all. A Christmas all the family will remember—though not with good tidings...
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	The lid of the suitcase fell, the abundance of packed clothes and presents preventing it from closing. I glared at the partly opened suitcase for a moment before turning and dropping my rump against the lid and grunting as I exerted downward pressure, clipping the catches before sliding off and turning to look at my handiwork, satisfied. “Take that!” I gasped, pleased the packing was finished, before noticing I’d missed the pantsuit lying alongside the suitcase. “Bugger. I’ll be tossing you in loose,” I told it, used to talking to myself or any inanimate object which took my fancy about the apartment. It was possibly another omen I should have taken notice of.

	I sat down on the bed. “I’m not sure I want to do this.” I shook my head. It had been six years since I’d been home. As if that wasn’t bad enough, it was Christmas in a week, which meant the family and all the relatives would be there—another reason I’d hesitated to return. My mother had written every year requesting my presence for Christmas, but I’d always managed to come up with a successful excuse as to why I couldn’t attend. This year... I’d run out of excuses.

	I was born Griselda Jane Foster, the second of four children born to Lucas and Hillary Foster, and heiress to a small fortune, if ever my parents should decide to quit living. Where the name Griselda had come from, I wasn’t sure, but it had dogged me for years. I preferred Jane, but Griselda was always there to haunt me. Gristle or even Grizzly were names I’d put up with, depending on my mood. And moody I could be, depending on the situation. I had even been known to be quite the bitch if encountered on one of my better days. I stand five feet four inches in my bare feet, and if modesty allows, I feel my figure is slightly above average, but my few lovers had never complained. At twenty-five, I was still waiting for my Mr. Right, but then, so were my other siblings.

	I have an older and a younger brother, as well as a younger sister, although there was only a year or so between each of us. As happens with a lot of siblings we didn’t always get on, and I found I was happier living away—far away—from home. My older brother, Clint, I loved to refer to as Clit, because he was, at times, a small and useless prick, especially when things were not exactly smooth between us. He worked in the money world of banking, somewhere in the Far East, though I wasn’t sure what he did since he could never handle his own money and was constantly borrowing money from Mother. He was the older brother most girls dreamed about, strong, well built, good looking, and able to come to their aid if they should ever be in need of help, although with me, it was usually you got yourself into this mess, you’d better get yourself out. Some help—some brother! Another disaster to look forward to.

	The rest of my immediate family, Father, Mother, Carmel, my younger sister, and Denis, my younger brother, had probably not changed since I uprooted and left home, though the one I looked forward to meeting most was Grandpa Foster.

	He was the only surviving grandparent, around eighty years old, partially deaf and blind, but could still find his way through a maze and could listen in to the most private of conversations without giving a clue he was being attentive. He lived in a granny flat at the back of the house with his live-in nurse. Not a consummated arrangement, I was sure, but that wouldn’t have stopped the old bugger from trying. At times I did pity his nurse, but she seemed capable of handling him and his moods.

	And it wouldn’t be Christmas without the relatives, of course. Those hangers-on who arrived at lunch, wanting to know all the latest gossip about you—then talked about you behind your back. Lecherous old uncles, obnoxious cousins—I guess everyone has them, but ours are the worst. Just thinking about that was enough to start me unpacking.

	I’d left all of them behind six years ago when I transferred upstate, much to Father’s disapproval. In my mind, it was the right move. I was studying architecture, but dropped out, opting instead to settle on drafting. Since then, I’d been happy, outgoing, getting on with my life, although snaring a partner was becoming more of a grind than a pleasure. My love life was in tatters, not because of my name, but because I was just unlucky in love. This year alone, I’d had real possibilities, and all of them were on the scrapheap within three months of our meeting, with no further prospects in sight. It was the main reason I’d run out of excuses for going home.

	In desperation, I had thought of writing to Santa to see if he could help out. After all, it wasn’t that much I was asking for, merely a handsome hunk of male, slightly taller than me, well-built and well hung, definitely over-sexed, but my previous letters had been ignored, so I felt it was probably a waste of time. I would have to face the family horde and be on my best behaviour—or best I could be.

	So here I was, alone, no excuses and packed ready to leave, wishing some disaster would befall me and force me to stay, but so far, the world had not obliged.

	“Someone up there hates me,” I said, looking up at the ceiling. “Oh, well.” I stood up and glanced about the room. The walls and ceiling were refusing to cave in, leaving me little option but to pick up the port, the pantsuit I’d forgotten to pack, and go to my car. I had done all I could...

	I stood at the door of the apartment and pitifully stared into the room. “And a Merry Christmas to you, too,” I yelled, then slammed the door.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Home was just as I remembered. The long paved driveway with the manicured lawns and trees that were neatly planted alongside, leading to the two-story granite block mansion which sat imposingly at the end of the drive. The ten prime acres the house was situated on may have seemed impressive to most people, but to those who lived there, it was merely home. Ten bedrooms and twelve bathrooms and any number of other rooms which didn’t include the servant’s quarters, but it did spell opulent success for the owners.

	I drove steadily along the drive—the mansion looming closer—still contemplating turning around and going back to my apartment, but I was here now, so I might as well offer Season’s Greetings. I stopped opposite the large double timber entrance doors, then got out, taking a deep breath. Opening the rear door of the car, I picked up my port and lifted it out, then dragged it along the drive and up the steps, stopping at the doors to push the chime button.

	A moment later, the door opened, and the head butler, trustworthy Giles, looked unexcitedly toward me.

	“Yes?” he asked with a dead-pan expression on his face.

	“It hasn’t been that long,” I said with a grin. “Have I changed that much in six years, Giles?”

	He squinted as though unsure who he was looking at.

	“A bottle of scotch for your silence,” I reminded him. Many a time that bottle of scotch had saved my bacon and given me a secure alibi, with no one doubting Giles’ word.

	The expression changed and a smile lit across his face. “Miss Griselda.”

	“None other. Are they all at home?”

	“By all, I take it you mean the immediate family?”

	“Why? Have the others turned up, already?” I’d hoped to have some time with the family before the free-loaders showed up.

	“Your mother and sister are at home. Your father is still working and should be home by dinner. Master Clint is flying in from overseas tonight, and Master Denis should be home at any time. He blows in and out like the wind,” he added, opening the door wider and watching as I dragged my suitcase inside before shutting the door. “I’ll have your luggage taken to your room.”

	“Thanks. Where will I find Mother?”

	He looked at the watch on his wrist. “It’s close to happy hour, so at a guess, I’d say the sitting room.”

	There was probably no reason to guess, as Mother spent most of her time in the sitting room, reading and drinking. Besides, any hour was happy hour. My father had put in a bar exclusively for her use and company on those long days when he was absent. The sitting room had, at one time, been the library, but the room was so large and none of the family were big book readers. However they were big drinkers, so the room was renovated and put to better use.

	I wandered through the mansion, noticing new paintings on the walls as well as new furniture in some of the rooms, but other than that, not a lot had changed.

	“Well, look what the snow blew in,” Mother called, looking up as I entered the room.

	“What snow?” I asked, going to my mother, who was sitting in a chair, relaxed and holding a champagne glass in her hand. I gave her a kiss on the cheek.

	“Isn’t it snowing?” Her brow creased. “They said it would be a white Christmas.”

	“Who said?” I asked, having driven through the night. Although it had been cold, there had been no sign of sleet or snow.

	My mother seemed distracted and looked blankly at me. “Are you here for Christmas?”

	“You did invite me.”

	“I invite you every year, but you’re always too busy to come,” she replied.

	I sensed either a touch of frost or sarcasm in her voice.

	“Not this year. I’m here for at least five days,” I said proudly, then added, “Unless something better comes my way.” I said it just to be irritating.

	“What could possibly be better than Christmas around here?” Mother smirked. She then paused. “Drink?”

	“I’ll get it,” I offered, going to the bar and finding what liquor I preferred, then mixed my own drink to my liking. “So... what’s new, Mother?” I asked, coming from the bar and settling down in a chair opposite hers.

	“How long is it since you’ve been home?”

	“About six years, now.”

	“I thought it was longer,” she commented, putting her drink down and topping it up from a bottle beside the chair. Grinning, she said, “Saves me getting up.”

	“Good move,” I agreed.

	“Are you married yet?”

	It was a question I knew she couldn’t resist.

	“No.”

	“How old are you now?”

	“Not that age matters, but twenty-five.”

	“It does, you know. Why, if I was to have you now, do you know how old I’d be by the time you reached twenty-five?”

	“No. You’d better tell me,” I replied, not interested in doing the maths or talking about marriage.

	Mother looked stunned for a moment. “Old,” she answered, looking fairly sure.

	“Carmel at home?” I asked, considering we were running out of topics to talk about, already.

	“Is she?” Mother answered with some uncertainty.

	“Is she in her room?”

	“I don’t know. I haven’t seen her. How is your drink?”

	“Mine’s fine, but yours might need a top up. I’ll go and see little sister,” I said standing up and taking a sip of my drink before depositing the glass on the bar. “You don’t mind me leaving you alone?”

	“I’ve been alone for years, Griselda, but I have company.” She raised her glass as I left the room.

	It was a short walk from there to the curved staircase that led to the second floor, which contained all the bedrooms. When we were younger, I shared a bedroom with Carmel, mainly for company, but as we became teenagers, we needed our space and we each took a bedroom of our own. The boys had done the same, taking the bedrooms closest to the parents because boys are insecure and frighten easily. Everyone knows that.

	Carmel was the misfit of the family who was now studying Law. Not that there was anything wrong with that. Since she was the wild one, we all considered she would need a lawyer to keep her out of prison before she got too old. When I left home, she was developing rapidly—making me jealous, although I could never tell her that. She was a loner, not wanting to join in with the games, preferring her own company most of the time.

	I reached Carmel’s door and knocked, then entered the room to find her lying on the bed in only a bra and panties, reading.

	She looked up quickly, folding the book, looking for somewhere to hide it, then realised who it was. “Fuck, Grisle. Have you ever heard of knocking?”

	“I did. You were obviously engrossed in what you were reading. What is it?” I asked, sitting down on the bed near her. She had changed since I’d left. I suppose a lot can happen in six years, although I didn’t feel I’d changed that much, physically. She seemed taller than I remembered, and her hair was shorter and darker, but that could have been out of a bottle. Her breasts were bursting to escape the bra, and her figure was fuller and more striking than I could recall. I was still jealous.

	“Something I brought home from work. Confiscated material.”

	She passed the book to me, and no matter what page I opened, there were pornographic pictures in vivid colour.

	“I’m surprised you’ve come home. Didn’t you have anything better to do?”

	“Unfortunately, no! All my prospects found someone better than me. I thought coming home might cheer me up.”

	“You poor dear. You’ve been gone too long. This place is depressing. Don’t you remember?”

	“I must have had a brain freeze.” I turned the book, trying to see which way the picture looked more realistic. “I was talking with Mother.”

	“How is she?” Carmel craned her neck to see what I was staring at.

	“Pissed. Haven’t you seen her today?”

	“What for? She’s pissed every day. I’m on holidays, so I don’t want to be troubled with family.”

	“Why do you stay here, then?”

	“Why not? I don’t pay board, and where else would I find all this?” She looked about the room.

	She was right, of course. The room with the adjoining ensuite was nearly as big as my apartment, and servants were on call day and night to bring you a sandwich when you were feeling hungry.

	“Seen Father?” I asked, finally putting the book down, having decided what the couple in the picture were doing was physically impossible.

	“He’ll show up around dinner time. He still gets up around sparrow fart and goes off and arrives home in time for dinner, except on club nights when he doesn’t get home at all sometimes. Nothing’s changed,” Carmel said as though bored with life.

	“What about Clint and Denis?”

	She shrugged. “What’s to know? Clint is flying in from overseas, Hong Kong, I think, but who would know with him, and Denis is ready to step into Father’s boots, whenever he drops dead.”

	My eyes looked upwards to the heavens, blocked only by the ornate ceiling panels and roof, while my thoughts were miles away in my apartment, thinking how I should have stayed. Any excuse would have done. A simple case of pneumonia would have ensured a quiet Christmas, but no, I had to do the right thing and like Carmel, probably be bored to death. “Well, let’s hope the New Year hurries up so I can get back home. No other news that’s likely to have me frothing at the mouth?”

	“I’m not sure how you mean that, but you do know Uncle Elliott and Aunty Maud are coming?” she asked, a little distraught and disgusted.

	Aunty Maud is my mother’s sister, a year or two younger, but quite outspoken and bawdy. She was opinionated about everything, although sex was the topic she most preferred, whether crudely or as innuendo, but her language was usually too course for dinner conversation.

	Her husband, Uncle Elliott, was, one could say, not to be trusted. When I was younger, he always wanted me or Carmel to sit on his knee while he played Santa as his hand skirted and flirted under our dresses. As I grew older, that hand kept creeping further along my thigh until I realized that Uncle had more on his mind than just being friendly. Oddly enough, Maud and Elliott never had children of their own, although they seemed genuinely interested in all their nephews and nieces.

	“When are they arriving?

	“Should be by tomorrow, along with the rest of the family, so the whole gang will be here, and you can see what you’ve missed over all the years. You might be surprised.” Carmel smirked.

	“I can hardly wait.” I got up and moved toward the door. “I’ll go to my room and unpack. If you want to come along and talk for a while, later...”

	Carmel lifted her book and grinned. “After I’ve finished salivating over these, I might—if I can’t find anything better to do.”

	“Finding anything better in this place might be difficult,” I muttered as I closed the door and walked to my room. Nothing had changed since I’d left, though it had been kept clean and dusted, the bedspread the same, and even the photo of Ron, my college sweetheart, still sat in the frame on the bedside table.

	I sat down on the bed and picked up the frame and looked at my first true love—freckle-faced, red hair with blotchy skin—and wondered what I saw in him then. I smiled, remembering. We were both firsttimers—he, overly anxious, and me, nervous and unsure, but we were both deeply in love, or so we thought. It was the second date, the first being exploratory—kissing and fondling, finding our way in unexplored anatomies. He had his father’s car, and we were supposed to be at the drive-in but had decided on a more romantic and serene place in which to commit that sinful act.

	Diamond Lake was a picturesque area frequented by bathers in the summer and the odd angler at other times. It was always a great place for the romantics, with a number of secluded parking spots where a couple could park and be undisturbed for hours. Ron had planned it all, and as I was a willing participant, I’d allowed myself to be drawn into his lecherous scheme.

	The car was immaculate, his father’s pride and joy. Leather seats lay back while the hood retracted at the touch of a button, revealing the moon and stars above. Ron parked at a point overlooking the water, the full moon sending a shimmering of light across the lake, making it sparkle, even at night. The tall pines swayed gently in the warm summer breeze, and the sound of a hooting owl told us we were not alone.

	It was agreed we would take our time, savour the moment and relish the ritual, but it had been my experience, although limited as it was, that men have a tendency to overreact when they see something that takes their fancy. It was a clumsy start, with Ron reaching over to kiss me and getting his shirt hooked on the gear lever on the center console, nearly tearing it in his haste. If there was one thing about Ron, it was his kissing. He had it down to a fine and enjoyable art, and as our lips closed over each other’s, his hands became overly active on my body.

	At first, the encounter was warm and loving, but the longer the kiss lasted the more fervent he became. I felt compelled to halt his passionate advance, suggesting we both undress, fearing a torn dress or worse after the shirt incident. I had barely finished the sentence before he was naked and sitting on his seat watching as I slowly and meticulously removed each garment I wore. I saw him lick his lips more than once, and as I removed my bra, he was there to catch any fallout I might sustain. His hands were warm and smooth as they fondled gently, and I removed my last stitch of clothing, tossing the panties carelessly over the back.

	We had reached that place where it was now or never, and for a split second, his hand left my breast and pressed a button which reclined the seat, sending me backward, slowly but surely. The night sky looked lovely, then Ron was over me, our lips connecting once again as our legs and bodies shuffled for some comfortable position. I found the dashboard comfortable for my feet while Ron slipped between my legs, the stiffness that had been most prominent since we undressed poking me in places it was not meant to poke.

	“Take your time,” I whispered, unsure if I should help, although what we were about to do we were both novices at.

	“I can’t seem to find it,” Ron grumbled, poking away.

	“Have you got protection?” I asked, thinking that might be the cause.

	“Darn. I forgot,” he replied sitting up and opening the glove compartment and feeling about, finally taking out a sealed pack and tearing it open. “Have you used one of these before?” he asked.

	I stared at him blankly, having discussed my limited sex life with him earlier. “No—have you?”

	“Only for filling up as water bombs,” he replied, sitting back and attempting to slip the condom over his penis. “I don’t think I can get it all the way down.” He groaned. “It’s tight.”

	“Isn’t it supposed to be?” I asked. “Didn’t you ask someone?”

	“They’re Dad’s. I didn’t think he’d mind if I borrowed a few. And besides, what can he say? He keeps them in his car. Mum doesn’t know.”

	He grinned, giving one last attempt to slide the condom further before giving up, then returning over me. Oddly it didn’t seem to matter. The more he poked and shoved, the worse things got.

	“What’s the matter with the damned thing?” he growled; his frustration apparent.

	I was not sure if he meant his penis or my vagina, but I considered my part was in good working order even if his part was having problems.

	He lay on me, pushing his feet against the dashboard, determined to force an entry or make a new one.

	I groaned. This was not as I expected, and I wasn’t sure what more I could do. The romance books I’d read made it sound so simple and easy. I spread my legs wide, until one fell from the dash, between the steering wheel and the console. Then I did my best to pick it up, searching for anything I might find traction with, and did, steadily lifting, pushing.

	Then a lurch...

	“What was that?” Ron asked as he stopped for a moment.

	“What?” I asked, still unable to raise my leg to the dash.

	“We’re moving!” he cried out.

	“How?” I yelled back, trying to sit up, but unable to with him on me, but from what I could see, the stars and the moon were definitely slipping by.

	Ron was right. We were moving, and neither of us was in a position to stop the car from running down the incline to the lake and making an ungracious dive into the warm waters. By the time we untangled ourselves, the car was floating, slowly sinking into the lake, and we barely had enough time to gather our clothes and scamper to shore before it made a gurgling sound and completely submerged. It was a very dampening experience for a couple of obvious reasons, and one I would never forget.

	As for Ron, that was his last rendezvous with me. He was not allowed to see me again after that, his father citing me as a bad influence and an expensive slut, although that wasn’t said to my face. But Ron did as his father asked, and so my first true love ended as abruptly as his father’s pride and joy, which was a total write off by the time they dragged it from the water. Needless to say, after that, I received a lot of unflattering remarks and obtained a reputation I knew I could never live up to—but that’s life. Sometime after that, I moved away to start a new life, in a new town, with an untarnished reputation.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	There was a knock at the door, and I heard Giles’ voice call out, “Dinner is served in five minutes.”

	I slid off the bed, my unpacking done and my thoughts and memories set to rest, while the hunger pangs were just starting to bite. There was nothing formal in the dress code that I knew, so I made my way down the curved stairway to the dining room, where Mother was already seated.

	“Just you and me?” I asked, seating myself opposite her.

	“Your father will be here, and Carmel. Denis is usually late, and I believe Clint is on his way from the airport and should be here shortly,” Mother replied without too much thought.

	“Any word on when Uncle Elliot and Herb and their lot are turning up?” I asked, starting to play with the cutlery, looking for something to keep me amused.

	“Stop that!” Mother snapped. “You were taught better than that.”

	She was right of course, but, oh gosh, it was good to be home.

	“I hope you’re not going to behave like that when Herb and his family are here. Your father would be annoyed.”

	Father’s brother, Uncle Herb was—or had been—a doctor and was the most down to earth and happiest of all the family relatives. His wife, Aunty Ethel, had been a nurse, and they had two spoiled brats, Chrissie and Niles, now in their late teens, but probably just as obnoxious as they had been all those
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