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Comfort Morgan licked her lips at the exotic dancer clad in a Santa hat, white silk shirt and matching red pants and thought he looked like a sculpted, six-foot-two candy cane. She felt her face flush as the man unbuttoned his shirt to the pounding beat of Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer. 

He finished unbuttoning his shirt to deafening claps and stomps and Comfort gaped as the exotic dancer twirled it overhead before flinging it out into the audience to land right on top of her head. Her ears burned as whoops and shouts of “Take it all off, baby!” rose up around her at fevered pitch. 

She didn’t even have the wherewithal to reach up and remove the article of clothing before it began to slide down her face and into her lap to give her a better view of the half-naked man bumping and grinding his lean hips on stage no more than several feet away from her.
This was just too mortifying to be believed and was not the sort of thirtieth birthday celebration she envisioned for herself when she woke up this morning to get ready for work at the library. A quiet night at home in her favorite easy chair with some rum raisin ice cream and a slice of her homemade carrot cake in her belly and one of her erotic romances for company instead of the boisterous, estrous shouts of too-horny-for-their-own-good matrons and single career women out on the town bursting her ear drums. 
Why had she let her friends talk her into coming to this place? She should have fought harder to stay in. She knew with Carol and Jillian at the helm she would be in for a wild and crazy ride that was probably more than she could handle. But nooooo, she had to give in to her friends’ sales pitches—“C’mon! Live a little.”; “You’re too young to be such a stick-in-the-mud.”; “What are you? A nun?” But the clincher had been Carol’s “Neville wouldn’t want you living half a life just because he’s gone.”
If they only knew what Neville wanted. 

Comfort thought back to one of their last Christmases together before his death when her husband had brought up the idea of a bringing a third party into their bed. She was surprised when he told her he didn’t want to bring another woman into their bed, but another man. He wanted to see her pleased by another man, he’d said, it was his biggest fantasy. That she considered it shocked her more than his bravery in bringing it up, but then Neville had always been bold and unorthodox. These and his artist’s sensibility were the things that had first attracted her to him. 
She gazed up just as the dancer took a flying leap off the stage, gracefully landing amidst the women clamoring for a feel and some up-close-and-personal attention. 

But clad in a just a pair of red pants that contrasted against his smooth ivory-toned skin, the dancer made a beeline for her. 
Comfort blinked at the realization just as the second man came out onto the stage, gyrating to the hip-hop strains of Run-D.M.C's Christmas in Hollis. He was an exact mirror image of the first dancer!

Carol had said that the main attraction was a set of twins and Comfort had seen the billboards, but she hadn’t believed that there could be two male creatures so gorgeous. 
"Double your, pleasure, double your fun, baby! Woot, woot!" Carol stood and screamed through her cupped hands then waved her arms in the air. 

Comfort had a second to glance up and over her shoulder to see that her best friend since grade school wasn't just waving her arms in the air, but she was circling a twenty dollar bill over Comfort's head and singling her out for the twins' attention. "What are you doing?"

"Helping you get your swerve on, girl. Hey boys, there's a birthday girl over here!”
Ohmigod, she was just going to shrivel up and die from embarrassment. It was one thing to discuss a threesome in the privacy and comfort of her bedroom with her husband, but quite another to act it out in front of a hundred screaming women. "Will you sit down and stop," Comfort ground out through her teeth. 
But it was too late. The first twin was already on her, the second quickly following after stripping off his shirt and flinging it into the crowd as his brother had before him. 

Before she could say Doublemint twins, the two men had surrounded her, the first one gyrating his hips in front of her, taking her hands and pulling her resisting form up out of her chair. 
Comfort tried to keep her seat, but it was either make more of a scene fending him off or go along with the program and hope that the torture would be over soon. 
So she found herself standing nose to heated smooth chest, not feeling as tortured as she was turned on. Crap. She wanted to bury her face against him and hide, but realized the act wouldn’t just be to use him as a shield as it would be to better ensconce herself amidst the teasingly pleasant scent of musk and sandalwood. The tangy aroma wafted to her like an undeniable aphrodisiac of which she couldn’t resist taking a deep whiff. “Oh!” Comfort gasped as the second dancer pressed against her back.
Was that an erection she felt nudging just above her ass? Weren’t these guys supposed to be flaccid when they performed, nothing that could be misconstrued as a show of favoritism or emotion except a smile maybe and nothing to indicate that they were anything but professionals. This was a job for them, after all, wasn’t it? The questions didn’t matter since she had a feeling that even soft these guys had an impressive package.
And when she lifted her head and ventured a glance the look in the first twins’ mesmerizing green eyes said that there was nothing professional about his attention. It may have started out that way but it wasn’t just a job to him anymore. This was personal—so very personal that Comfort found herself racking her brain to remember whether or not she had met or knew the twins from somewhere else, somewhere else where they had on more clothes!
The roars and hoots of the crowd slowly dwindled until the other women and their noise were just a fly buzzing on the periphery of Comfort’s awareness. There was just her and the two men rocking to and fro in the middle of the floor. 

Comfort bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning, just barely stopped herself from melting in the first dancer’s embrace as he wrapped his arms around her. 
He pressed his big hands against her back then glided them down her green-to-match-his-eyes satin dress before cupping her ass. The rest of his body quickly followed him down, shimmying and shaking until he was on his haunches in front of her, face poised at her crotch, breath tickling her center through the suddenly insubstantial material of her dress. He licked his full, sensual lips and gazed up at her, the twinkle in his eyes beneath the strobe lights of the hall a haunting, irresistible challenge. 
Back-door twin slid his hands around her waist, just barely grazing the underside of her sensitive breasts as he rocked against her to the beat of the music, the feel of his hard cock making her nipples hard and her pussy muscles clench with anticipation. 

Not knowing what else to do with her hands, she put them on twin number one’s shoulders to steady herself. Her heart thundered in her ears at the idea of how quickly she had gotten lost between these two young men—surely they couldn’t be more than twenty-one or –two—lost in the thrill of her own desire and their erotic antics. She marveled at the idea of how easy it was to get lost—to hunger, to need, to want.
Front twin slowly stood, making sure the front of his body and all its hard-muscled planes skimmed the soft, rounded curves of her body all the way up until he leaned close to whisper in her ear. “I’m Noel.”

“I’m Christian.”

Oh God, this couldn’t be happening. “Let me guess: Christmas babies.”

She felt Noel’s grin against her skin as he nuzzled her neck. “Maybe we can celebrate together.”

“With both of you?” she spluttered.
“My brother and I do everything together,” Christian murmured before taking her earlobe between his teeth to nibble and then sucked it into his mouth to soothe the bite. She felt the tell-tale trickle of wetness in her panties, sure that the two of them could smell her arousal. 
She and Neville had only begun their search for a suitable candidate before his death, but Comfort couldn’t help thinking that had they met Noel and Christian, they might have had a foursome instead of a threesome. But that was six years ago when she had been young, intrepid—at least more intrepid than she was now—and in love and willing to try almost anything her husband suggested. She had become a little mousy wallflower since Neville’s death. 

She shuddered between the twins, body tingling, all her senses on overload. It was so tempting to agree, to go off with them and celebrate her birthday and theirs. That was all it would be, some place public, at least to start. She couldn’t speak for anything after. She’d just met them after all. And of course she’d never in her wildest dreams or relatively tame past of a couple of same-sex kisses in college considered a threesome with anyone other than her husband.
The idea was tempting—tempting and unnerving. 

Could she do something so decadent without Neville to back her up?
Comfort trembled again as if from a sudden chill and the noise of the crowd around her gradually seeped back into her consciousness. 

Noel and Christian separated from her as if on cue, dancing their way back up to the stage. 

“Ya’ll make a good trio,” Carol whispered in her ear. “I certainly wouldn’t turn them away if I saw them under my tree Christmas morn.”
Comfort chuckled, ears burning. “It’s impossible.”
“From the way they were looking at you I’d say it was very possible. It’s up to you, girlfriend.” Jillian smiled before turning toward the stage. “Time for the best part, girls.” 

Comfort and Carol both turned their attention to the stage where Noel faced the audience and Christian had his back to the audience. 
It’s up to you, girlfriend.

The words echoed in her head—she was actually entertaining this madness!—as she watched the twins simultaneously clasp the waistband of their break-away pants and strip them off to the decided sexual frenzy of their audience. 

Comfort admired the lean muscles of their long legs. Her gaze traveled from their legs to their hard bulges—and she knew from personal experience how hard—to the smooth ridges of their cut abs and further until she was, like the rest of the female contingent present, salivating over their hard-muscled pecs. 
Noel and Christian both faced the stage now and did a slow bump and grind in synch and to the decided delight of their avid audience, the hall erupting with a deafening roar. 
Noel thrust out an arm to point at her and wink. Happy Birthday, he mouthed before making his way back down the stage trailing his brother. 
Women stuffed bills of all denominations into the twins’ G-strings as they circulated the room and gave the women a show. It was easy to see why they were favorites and popular at the club and why Carol and Jillian thought these particular men could pull her out of her doldrums and back to the land of the living. They were dynamic with a blatant, untamed sexuality that should have been illegal. They smelled good, they looked good and they had, for whatever reasons, made a lonely mousy widow their target for the night.

Comfort licked her lips, wondering if they would taste just as good as they looked and smelled, suddenly jealous as she watched the other women pawing their tight, well-rounded asses and fondling their cocks. 
Pulse racing, she pushed her way through the crowd that was surrounding Noel and Christian, Carol and Jillian among them. Comfort stood between the twins and hooked an arm through theirs. Carol gave her a big approving smile, mouthed, You go, girl while Jillian gave her an enthusiastic thumb’s up. 

Comfort led the twins back to the stage, a seductive swivel to her hips that only a woman desired by two young sexy hunks she fully intended to bed could accomplish.  

She felt the heat of the twins’ questioning gazes on the sides of her head and grinned through her nervousness before turning her glance on each to see them grinning too. 

Noel leaned close, his warm breath sending shivers down her spine. “You decided to collect your birthday present?” he murmured.
“Birthday and Christmas.” 

Christian said, “It’ll be our pleasure to deliver.”
“I’m counting on it being my pleasure too.”

