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Christmas in the Sack



 



Contains: MF, MFF, anal, oral, impregnation kink, cheating, the best title since my collection Ginger Bred. Christmas in the Sack, people. The sack. Get it? Ahhh, you get it.



 



Vineport always looked beautiful in the snow, cold and clean with a promise of the holidays to come. This was the first real snowfall of the season, the flakes fat and falling heavy. It wouldn’t stick until that night when the temperatures dropped, but more than a few noses were pressed to the light rail car’s glass that morning. Unfortunately, Lucy Fasteau couldn’t find it in her heart to appreciate the beauty, not when she was smacking the everloving piss out of the guy who groped her ass in a huddle of people.



“You… stupid… asshole!” she said, hitting his ear, his head, his arm with her heel.



“Get him, honey,” a woman said, then sneezed hard to the groan of everyone trying to keep their distance.



The guy Lucy hit shielded his head as best he could in the tight space. “That was my ear, you crazy bitch!”



“And that was my ass you grabbed, dumbfuck!”



“Okay, okay, I’m getting off here, Jesus, stop!”



Lucy kept right on whacking him until the train came to a halt. He tried to hustle out of there as fast as he could, but Lucy pushed through the crowd right behind him. As he started down the stairs, she put a heel to his ass, shoving him out the door. He tripped and sprawled on his face. The twenty or so onlookers cheered, and when the train pulled away, Lucy had a very satisfactory view as the man stood up, his bulbous nose gushing crimson.



Ah, Mondays in the city.



* * *



Voracious Designs took up the third floor of a small office building downtown, a five-block walk from the light rail stop. Along the way, Lucy grabbed a coffee and a bagel loaded with peanut butter and granola, her treat to herself every week she stuck with her diet. Her hard work paid off magnificently. She shed twelve pounds over the warmer months and had even added a little “what’s up” factor to her ass, definitely her best feature in her opinion along with just about every guy she ever dated.



Just inside the building, her phone rang. She dug it out and glanced at the caller ID as she headed for the elevator bank. Her sister, Kendall. She answered with a mouthful of bagel. “Hello?”



“Catch you sleeping?” Kendall asked.



“Eating. Bagel.”



“A bagel? Can you afford the carbs?”



Lucy fought the urge to hang up. Like their mother, Kendall was damn near a supermodel, with wild curves and a naturally pouty face. She was also a royal pain about Lucy’s eating habits and nitpicked her exercise plan constantly.



“Yes, Kendall.”



“Don’t be pissy. I’m just looking out for you.”



You’re being a judgmental bitch.



“I’m just about to go up in an elevator. I’ll lose reception in a second.” A bald-faced lie, but Kendall wouldn’t know any better.



“Are you coming home for Christmas?”



Ugh, their mother hounded Lucy with the same question the week before. “I have no idea. It’s real busy this time of year.” Another lie.



“Sure. I get it. The only reason I ask, I bumped into Parker yesterday. He asked about you.”



Lucy nearly fumbled her bagel as she lifted it to her lips. Parker was her high school boyfriend. No. He was more than that. He was the one who got away. If he asked her to stay there in Sacktown, she would have. Christ, at eighteen, she would have jumped into shark-infested waters with a bloody steak tied to each arm if he asked her to do it. With his smoky brown eyes and his easy smile – not to mention his ass in his jeans – he was straight-up witchcraft walking. But Lucy had a great opportunity to go to college in Vineport, and Parker wanted to stay in Sacktown, so they split up, her with tears in her eyes, him with promises they’d see each other again. That was seven years ago, and Lucy still thought of him often.



“He’s married,” Lucy said.



“Apparently not. He and Donna got a divorce.”



Lucy took a massive bite of her bagel, staring blankly at the elevators. “Hm,” she grunted noncommittally.



“Oh, you’re definitely interested, aren’t you?”



“Ith hith utt thtill ute?”



“I couldn’t understand that.”



Lucy swallowed and nearly choked. She took a sip of the too-hot coffee and hissed when it scalded her tongue. Finally, she sputtered, “Is his butt still cute?”



“Yeah. Hair’s kind of shaggy.”



Shit. Lucy liked shaggy hair. Well, a little shaggy. Not sheepdog shaggy. Sexy surfer boy shaggy. “I’ll think about it.”



“Yeah you will. Come home.”



“You guys could always come here.”



Right. Her family showed zero interest in coming to Vineport. They liked rural. Lucy hated rural.



“Uh huh,” Kendall said. They said their goodbyes, and Lucy headed up to work, sticking her tongue out and trying to see how bad the burn was. Mr. Abbott, her boss, stepped off the elevator as she was making faces and gave her an odd look.



“Burnt my tongue,” she said.



“Happens to the best of us,” he said.



* * *



As she spent the day tinkering with a big client’s website, Lucy thought about home. Sacktown was a nothing little town with maybe seven or eight thousand people. Its one claim to fame was that supermodel and actress Heather Mills once broke down there and posted pictures of her food at a local restaurant up on social media. The place, formerly known simply as Rog’s, as in Roger’s, changed its name as soon as possible to The Mills, and kept framed photographs of the model’s posts up on a wall.



It was the sort of town where cows outnumbered the people, and it wasn’t even close. There were four gas stations, an ungodly number of bars, and nearly as many churches. Nowhere for a young woman with stars in her eyes and dreams of an office of her own overlooking a city park. Nowhere for anyone who bored easily of the country life.



If it wasn’t for familial obligations, Lucy doubted she would go back there. She moved to Vineport for the job – high five figures to start, low six guaranteed within a year. To a small-town girl, that seemed like a fortune and on paper, it rivaled her father’s take-home from his sporting goods store, something she was proud of.



But the reality was that a low six-figure job in Vineport, especially if Lucy wanted to stay in the city itself, was barely middle class. Hell, with rent forever skyrocketing, she considered herself lucky to live where she did, with two roommates and a kitchen so small two people couldn’t get around in it at the same time. In truth, if her family had decided to come to Vineport to visit over the holidays, she had no idea what she would have done. The living space wasn’t big enough for guests, and her mother would spend the next three months questioning every facet of Lucy’s life. Ugh.



Lucy was great at her job, with a keen eye for both coding and visual design. Over the last couple years, other she put out feelers to other website design companies and had even been courted by a few unsolicited. Great jobs, too, ones that offered remote work she could do from anywhere she lived, but the problem was, she would take a huge cut in pay. Of course, rent out in the sticks was a lot cheaper and the cheaper cost of living would mean she would save more money in the long-term, but she did not want to wind up another woman scurrying away from the city.



Complicating the whole issue of whether or not to return home for Christmas was her family. Her sister Kendall was a pain in the ass but Lucy loved her anyways. Lucy’s relationship with her father was largely indifferent. She knew he would have preferred boys instead of daughters, but for the most part, he was too busy with the grind of life to have played much of a role in her own.



Her mother? Now that was a different story. Annie, the matriarch of the Fasteau family, was and forever would be one of the most beautiful women in Sacktown, with proof she loved to brag about at any given moment, having won countless statewide pageants as a child and a teenager. Kendall was her favorite daughter, as the two of them were obsessed with the beauty, fitness, and modeling world. Lucy, despite her more girl-next-door good looks, was almost an affront to Annie Fasteau. She couldn’t stand that her daughter thought so little of primping and preening.



Well, at least there would be one bright spot to end Lucy’s day. One of her roommates, Conall, was going to help her haul out her old mattress and box frame. The bed currently resided against her window, blocking out what little light filtered through the expanse of buildings around them. That cheered her up, and she headed home that evening with a smile on her face.



The building was a nice one once and still bore a lot of things she liked. In the spring and fall, it was pleasant sitting out on the concrete balustrades and listening to old Jude upstairs plunking on his piano or talking to Mrs. Estevez about her cats and her latest recipe finds online.



The interior lobby was painted an unfortunate brownish-orange so dark it felt like she could be stabbed at any moment, but the little mailboxes were ornate and decorative, a nice touch. The community room on that floor was always in use, usually by the Pinter family. The Hungarians would loudly and boisterously cheer on just about any sports they could find, and set up in the communal room around laptops and tablets to watch games. Judging from the cheers coming from the room as Lucy neared, it must have been a good day for their team, whichever one they felt like rooting on that particular week.



Mrs. Pinter rushed out. “Lucy, Lucy! We have so much food! You must have a bite.”



Lucy smiled. “Hi, Mrs. Pinter.”



“Look at you! You’re starving!”



She was. Damn. “Oh, no, I’m not, really. I’ve been dieting.”



“You? You slim beautiful thing, you don’t need to diet. Come in, have a bite.”



Mrs. Pinder took her arm and pulled her towards the communal room. It was no secret she was aiming to set Lucy up with their youngest son Arthur. He wasn’t an entirely unpleasant prospect. Arthur was awkward but handsome in a boyish way, and he just made manager at the electronics store he worked at. If he ever worked up the courage to ask her out, she’d probably say yes.



He was sitting on a couch with one of his countless brothers, all of whom lived close by or in the building itself, as did Arthur. He rose, smiling apologetically, as his mother scolded one of them to move and let Lucy take his seat – next to Arthur, of course.



“Let me get you a bite,” Mrs. Pinter said, only letting Lucy’s arm go when they were standing right in front of her son. There would be bruises, she thought with some amusement.



“Please, just a little to go,” Lucy said. “Conall and I have some work to do.”



Mrs. Pinter gave her an unreadable gesture with her hand. Arthur, beside her, said, “I’m so sorry. She’s very hardheaded.”



Lucy chuckled. “I know how that goes. At least your mother wants you to eat. Mine would be eyeing me with every bite I took.”



“Ouch.”



They made small talk as Mrs. Pinter cut Lucy off an enormous slice of a party sub and added some deviled eggs, which she knew Lucy loved. Lucy begged off watching the game, and Arthur, at the behest of his mother, saw her to the elevator bank. He apologized again, looked like he might say something else, then wished her a good night.



Lucy ate the sandwich on the way up the elevator, holding the paper plate right under her chin. When the doors opened on her floor, her neighbor Mrs. Willoughby was standing there waiting. She huffed with the indignity of seeing a hungry woman, and Lucy cheerfully ticked her middle finger off under the plate as she moved around the old woman.



She finished off the sandwich in the hallway, regretting it almost immediately. She’d need to do some serious exercising that night to work off the slab of meat and bread she just demolished, but oh well. Totally worth it. Inwardly she could hear her mother match Mrs. Willoughby’s disapproving sigh and grinned as she licked her fingers.



However, her grin fell away when she discovered the apartment was empty. No Conall. He worked nights as an EMT but was often called in early. Of course, he might just be out grabbing dinner or something, but Lucy had the sinking feeling she wasn’t going to be that lucky.



Oh well. Another day without sunshine. She headed for the bathroom and stripped down to take a shower. As she was rinsing off, someone knocked. Lucy turned off the shower and stepped out to holler, “Who is it?”



“Brendan and a friend.”



“Give me a minute.”



Oh God, Brendan. Conall’s brother was nothing if not trouble. Like Conall, he was tall, broad-shouldered, and handsome, and on the surface, they both were easygoing and charming. Brendan’s dark curly hair hung down nearly to his cheeks, his smile had the cutest fucking dimples, and his eyes could easily shift from blazing intensity to warm and dizzying. All of that made him dangerously attractive. The fact that he was also a complete and total asshole was such a disappointment.



Jenny, Lucy’s other roommate and Conall’s long-time girlfriend, once said to Lucy about Brendan, “I don’t think he’s evil. But if you told me the devil swapped Conall’s real brother out for Brendan to cause some chaos, I’d believe it.” It was, Lucy thought, as perfect a summation of Brendan as she ever heard.



But his appearance that night couldn’t have been a coincidence. Conall must have sent his brother to help when he couldn’t. When Conall was at work or out, Brendan wasn’t the drop-in-and-say-hi type unless there was free food or a pretty girl to latch onto. That probably meant he and his friend were there to haul the bed. She could bear his company if it meant actual sunshine in her bedroom again.



When she was presentable, she hurried to the door and let them in. Brendan was, as ever, dressed in cargo pants about twenty years out of style and a form-fitting tee shirt she had to admit emphasized his defined muscles just the right way. His friend was an older gentleman, graying at the temples and the beard, with a piercing through his nose.



“Heya, Loose,” Brendan said.



“Please tell me you’re here to help with the bed.”



“If you have an itch I can help scratch it,” Brendan said. Lucy started to close the door on him, but he held a hand out and stopped it. “Yeah, we’re here for the mattress and the box frame.”



“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” Lucy said, opening the door wider. To his friend, she said, “You’re not a serial killer, I hope.”



“His coworker.”



“Right,” Brendan said. “Abe, Lucy, Lucy, Abe.”



“Abraham,” the man said, shaking his head but smiling anyways.



“He’s the worst, isn’t he?” Lucy asked.



“Oh, absolutely.”



She showed them where the mattress and box spring were. The two men grabbed the mattress first. Lucy held the door for them and ran down the hall to call the elevator. There wasn’t room for all three and the mattress, so she waited back at her apartment. Brendan and his friend reappeared a few minutes later, got the box spring, and repeated the process. When the elevator came back up, only Brendan was on it.



“Your friend left?” Lucy asked. She had a pair of twenties in her pockets for the guys.



“Yeah. Batting practice with his kid.”



“In November?” Brendan shrugged and Lucy moved out of the way to let him back into the apartment against her better judgment. “I had a twenty for him.”



“Give it to me. I’ll make sure he gets it.”



“Riiiiight,” Lucy said.



Brendan scoffed. “Lucy! I’m hurt! You think I’d rip off a friend?”



“Yes, absolutely, uh huh.”



“Ah, okay, yeah, I would. Don’t worry about Abe. He owed me a favor for helping him move too. This was him paying me back.” He looked around. “You need anything else? Light bulb changed? Lingerie you need someone to help you put on? Or take off?”



Lucy laughed despite herself. “No, I’m good. I really do appreciate it. That’s been annoying me for a while.”



“No problem.” She dug out the twenty and held it out. Brendan reached for it, then a grin spread slowly across his face. “Ya know, you could keep the cash. I take payment in thongs.”



“Oh my God, you are such an…” asshole, Lucy almost said, but she did have several thongs that really needed to be taken out of circulation. “Hang on.”



“You’re serious?” he asked. “Shit, you got anything lacy?”



“You’ll take what I give you and you’ll like it.”



He held up his hands defensively, and she went for her room. In her closet was a small dresser. She ignored the first and second drawers, her work day and date day underwear respectively, and went for the third drawer, which could reasonably be called her laundry day drawer. In it, among some briefs and a couple wire bras from hell, were a trio of older thongs. Cute when they were new, but now frayed at the edges. The black one was the sexiest of the trio, but this was Brendan, so she went for a wider blue instead.



She came back out twirling it around one finger. Brendan was digging through the kitchen cupboards. “Here,” she said, and tossed the thong to him when he looked.



Brendan snatched it out of midair and grinned. “Well, look at that, I came out ahead.”



“Sit down, you goof. I just ate but I could cook a pizza if you want to watch a movie or something.”



“Perfect. I score your panties and I get dinner. It’s like a real date.”



“You wish. Find a movie. I’ll get the pizza started.”



The truth was, it was Conall and Jenny’s pizza, the good kind, with the self-rising crust. Lucy felt little guilt about raiding her roommates’ food, especially since she did the bulk of the cooking. Besides, it was Brendan. Conall would understand. Jenny would probably murder her, but eh.



She started the pizza, then sat as far from Brendan as she could given the diminutive size of the couch. He tried to put a hand on her knee, almost like a reflex, but she smacked him in the junk and he got the hint. The movie was a paint-by-numbers sci-fi action thing, with such a huge exposition dump at the beginning that Lucy immediately checked out. Why would anyone, she thought, need to tell their wife, “Hey, remember when we met at that party fifteen years ago? You were eighteen, I was twenty?” Did his wife suffer a brain injury? Why wouldn’t she remember?



But Brendan seemed into it, so she tried not to nod off. Her phone rang a few minutes before the pizza was done. Her mother. Greaaaaat.



At Brendan’s questioning look, Lucy muttered, “My mom.” He snatched the phone out of her hands and she yelped, “Brendan!”



He answered. “Why hello, Lucy’s mom.” Lucy shoved over, trying to grab the phone from his hand. Her mom spoke, and Brendan grinned. “I’m Conall’s brother, Brendan. She’s right here. We have a little bit of a hot date going tonight.”



“Oh you bastard,” Lucy growled under her breath. But… on the other hand, maybe this would get her mom off her ass for a while about not dating anyone. Despite it being 2022, Annie Fasteau still fervently believed that a woman needed a man in her life.



“Dinner and a movie,” Brendan said. “This was a spur-of-the-moment thing or I’d be cooking for her.”



Lucy edged closer just in time to hear her mother say, “…making for you?”



“Frozen pizza. Supreme, I think.”



Lucy winced the moment he said it. Her mother laughed in disbelief. “Frozen pizza? And she wants to keep you around?”



Just about then, the timer went off. Lucy stood and tried not to kick anything on her way to the kitchen. Brendan’s conversation trailed her as she yanked open the oven door and pulled out the pizza with a pair of oven mitts. Snarling to herself, she didn’t so much slice the thing as gut it with wild strokes of the cutter. When she came back out, Brendan had hung up, and was browsing through her phone.



“No nudes?”



She snatched the phone from him and whapped his head. “You’ve never once cooked for any woman in your entire history of dating.”



“That’s not true,” he said, then considered it. “Sure, it’s been… three years, but still.”



“Now my mom is going to be bugging me nonstop about you and us.”



“Ooh, there’s an us?”



“Not if you had a billion dollars hanging out of your zipper.”



“She wanted me to come home with you for Christmas.”



“Ugh,” Lucy said, sinking low on the couch.



“Says I can stay right there in the house with you.”



“Uggggggh. Eat your pizza. Go home.”



* * *



The idea to actually bring Brendan home didn’t take root for a couple weeks.



Lucy’s mother hounded her night and day for details on her new relationship, especially once she tracked pictures of him down on Bottlegenie. A few times, Lucy thought about telling the truth, but not since Parker had her mother shown any interest in her dating life, except to tell her she needed a man. Talking about Brendan meant her mom wasn’t nagging Lucy about her job, her apartment, her diet, her life in general. Why Annie, an otherwise progressive woman, believed that having a man was the most telling sign of success Lucy had no idea, but she did, and so long as she thought Brendan was in Lucy’s life, she assumed her daughter was, at least for the moment, doing well for herself.



Brendan was happy to go along with the lie, especially since Lucy took him out once a week on a “date” to keep up appearances. It was always his pick – usually dinner or once the movies, where he shoved down so much popcorn watching superheroes duke it out he was sick afterward. Lucy endured it all with as much good grace as she could muster, all for the sake of a few selfies as proof of her phony relationship.



As nice as the reprieve was, she might have “broken up” with Brendan sometime around Thanksgiving if her mother didn’t call one day and plant an acorn inside her mind.



“Bring him home,” Annie said, not for the first time. She was really pushing to meet Brendan, and Lucy had no idea why, except maybe her mother suspected the truth and wanted to verify things for herself.



“Mom…” Lucy said.



“Think about it this way. You’d be making Parker jealous, bringing someone like that home.”



That stopped Lucy. She thought about taking Brendan out for drinks one night and Parker somewhere down the bar, watching with uncontrolled jealousy. Ohhhh yes. That could be good.



“But you better jump on it quick,” Annie said. “Tickets are only going to jump in price.”



“I’ll think about it,” Lucy said. “No promises.”



But the idea stuck, and she called up Brendan to see if he was around. Unlike Conall, he lived in the suburbs but he was in the city that evening at an indoor golf simulator place. She wasn’t familiar with it, but it wasn’t far by bus and light rail, so she made him a promise of nachos and grabbed her keys to meet him there.



It took half an hour, and by the time she got there, Brendan and his friends were on the fifteenth digital hole. Brendan waved at her and she joined them. He wrapped his arm around Lucy and introduced her as the “babe.” She grabbed his club and whacked his foot for that.



There was a bar with a limited menu, so while the guys finished up, she had an overpriced beer and a bag of pretzels. When they were done, Brendan and two of his friends passed over a twenty to the winner, and he told them he’d see them later. He joined Lucy at the bar and ordered beer and nachos, on her.



“What’s up?’ he asked around a mouthful of chips and cheese.



“What are you doing for Christmas?”



He finished chewing and washed it down with a drink of beer. “Drink, play games, probably go to my parents’ place for dinner. Why?”



“Not going skiing with Conall and Jenny?” Her roommates were excited about a weeklong trip to Denver, something they’d been planning for nearly a year.



“Conall and I don’t road-trip well together,” Brendan said. That checked out. Conall mentioned the same thing, something about a disastrous trip into Canada together when they were younger that wound up with the pair of them spending the night in jail after getting in a fight with each other.



“Want to come to Sacktown with me?”



His grin was slow and knowing. “Ahhh, your mom.”



“My mom,” Lucy agreed. “She’s been telling me to bring you home. Then today she said something interesting. Bringing you there might make my ex jealous.”



“Ooh, I like where this is going. Real Christmas movie vibes.”



“Ugh,” Lucy said. “But you’re not wrong. So how about it? We fly down a couple days early, stay through Christmas, fly back as soon as we can?”



He swiped a few chips through the thick sludge of cheese, thought about it, and pointed them at her. “I have demands.”



“What?”



“You’re paying for my ticket.”



She grimaced. “It’s a beautiful town and-”



“Non-negotiable. Otherwise I don’t go.”



“Not first class.”



“Business then.”



“Fine,” Lucy said. “What else?”



“Just one other thing,” he said, stuffing his face. “I get to fuck you anytime, anywhere I want to, all throughout the vacation.”



Lucy stood up. “Have a good Christmas, Brendan. Go to hell.”



“In your pussy or your ass.” She started to walk away, middle finger raised. “Fine,” he called after her. “Just once but I still pick when and where.”



Lucy kept going, but reached the door and thought about it. Just once. That might be tolerable. Brendan had a reputation for being a bastard, but his exes did say the sex was phenomenal. And it wasn’t like she hated anal. She loved it.



Besides… Parker. He was worth the price. And what about the expression on her mom’s face knowing Brendan was real, or the satisfaction of seeing Kendall try to compare her wet noodle husband Matt to him?



Brendan crunched more chips behind her and loudly slurped his beer. She knew he’d be grinning before she even turned around.



She was right.



* * *



Brendan liked to float wherever life wanted to pull him. Rarely was there ever an opportunity to have fun or do something new or weird hat he wasn’t up for trying at least once. It was why he went through girlfriends so fast and swapped jobs with a frequency that alarmed his brother and his parents.



Going with Lucy to Sacktown was a foregone conclusion. He would have caved in another week even if she hadn’t agreed to sex as repayment. That she had was awesome, but he would have gone just to go, to see a new town and meet new people. He had a nose for adventure and this reeked of it.



But the fact that he now got to fuck his brother’s hot roommate? That was gravy on the mashed potatoes. His gravy. Her mashed potatoes.



Conall and his girlfriend Jenny drove them to the airport. Brendan liked Jenny, but then again, Conall had always picked good ones. Safe women. Nice women. Brendan’s list of exes included an honest-to-God arsonist and another whose three months in jail for assault turned into two years when she beat her public defender with his own briefcase after her sentencing. But wow, both of them had been absolutely fantastic in bed.



“Last chance to back out of this,” Conall warned Lucy as they neared the terminal.



“I’m committed now,” she said. “I back out, I’m going to have to change my name and my phone number or I’d never hear the end of it from Mom.”



“I’ll treat her right,” Brendan said, fingering the bulge in his jeans pocket and fighting to maintain a look of angelic innocence.



The airport was predictably slammed with holiday travelers, so they were let off at the curb. Lucy was so tense she looked like she might scream at anyone at any given time. Brendan gave her a winning smile, then led the way to check their luggage.



Security was his only concern about the flight. If he got in line with a female security agent, he’d probably have to ditch the container in his pocket. But a man, the right man… yeah, there was his guy. A chubby, weasel-faced dude with a patchy beard was pushing people through as fast as he could, stealing glances at the hottest women. Brendan got in his line as Lucy stood in the next, both of them already pulling off their shoes. When it was his turn, Brendan emptied his pockets. The man squinted at the container with the twenty wrapped around it with a rubber band, then at Brendan. Brendan told him what it was in a low whisper and what it was for, and just as he thought, the man grinned and pocketed the twenty, leaving the bottle behind.



Lucy waited for Brendan on the other side. “Still got thirty minutes,” she said.



“Cinnamon bun? My treat.”



She eyed him suspiciously. “Okay… but why are you being this nice today?”



“Getting in some practice before I have to play up the good boyfriend.”



The lie appeased her and she smiled tentatively. “Thanks, Brendan.”



“Don’t thank me yet,” he said, trying to hold back his glee.



They split a peppermint white chocolate cinnamon roll and a bottle of water, bringing both to their gate. Brendan struck up a conversation with the gate clerk, a little cutie maybe a hundred pounds soaking wet, but she had the most exquisite eyes and smile. Brendan tried to get a number out of her but she playfully avoided his advances and he gave up the game.



“Swing and a miss,” Lucy said when he returned to her.



“Ah, I got a few smiles out of her. That’s a win in my book.”



“Good attitude,” she said, then frowned. “You are being really, really decent.”



“I’m a decent guy.”



“Uh huh,” she said.



Boarding was slow. When their section was called, they joined the throng and Brendan gave the gate clerk one last wink. When she took his ticket, she returned it with a scrap of paper alongside it. Turned out he got that number after all.



Feeling pretty good about that, he boarded with Lucy, watching carefully at who was sitting near both the small bathrooms in their section. He figured his best options were the two men in dress shirts and matching slacks up front, or an older couple near the back. The two guys, he thought, were probably business associates, and maybe the type who got bored with it and wanted some entertainment. The problem wasn’t with them, but the bathroom’s placement. The whole section of the plane would see Lucy and Brendan sneak in there for what he had planned. That was a problem. On the other hand, the couple near the back gave off a playful vibe, both of them maybe in their sixties, the woman laughing at something the man said, him with a sparkle to his eyes. Maybe Brendan was wrong, but they seemed like the adventurous type. And the bathroom would be far more private back there.



The couple, Brendan decided.



He stowed his bag overhead and told Lucy, “Be right back. Going to run and use the bathroom.”



“I told you to go before we… urrrrrgh,” she muttered, and waved at him dismissively as she tugged out a paperback from her bag.



Brendan headed for the back of the plane, stopping now and then for people loading up their bags or doing the airplane seat shuffle. He dug out his wallet and pulled two crisp hundred dollar bills, palming them so no one could see.



The older woman looked up at him as he approached, still smiling. “Ooh, he’s a handsome one,” she said loudly to her companion.



Brendan chuckled. “And you’re a beauty yourself. If it wasn’t for your husband, I’d love to chase where that necklace leads.” She gasped and tittered, and the man made a mock stern face. Brendan looked backwards down the aisle, then at the couple, and said much more quietly, “I have a favor to ask. A big one. My girlfriend and I, we’re hoping to get up to some fun on this flight. But where we’re seated, it’s not going to be easy.” He flashed them the hundreds. “I would make it worth your while to switch seats with us.”



They looked at each other with that same mirth as earlier. “Deal,” the man said.



Brendan held out the hundreds and the man made them disappear. Brendan headed back for Lucy, and leaned in to whisper into her ear, “Get up. We’re swapping seats.”



“What? Why?”



“Because you’re paying up on this flight.”



She didn’t get it at first, then her eyes got huge. “Here?” she hissed.



“Anytime was the deal,” Brendan said. “Unless you want me to tell your mom and your ex how desperate you are, that you had to bring a ringer boyfriend.”



“Oh, you’re such a…” She was nearly shouting, and stopped herself with a deep breath. Lucy lunged to her feet and Brendan grabbed their bags out of the overhead compartment. By then, the older couple were moving up the aisle.



When they passed, the woman patted Brendan on the butt and the man said, “Have fun.”



“I’m going to kill you,” Lucy muttered to Brendan.



“Just think of the warm nights ahead of you wrapped up in Jim Bob’s loving arms.”



“Parker.”



“I don’t care.”



They took their new seats, buckled in, and waited through the usual preflight chatter from the pilot. Brendan slid off his sweater and laid it across his lap. The plane took off and Lucy watched with slitted eyes as he reached under it, unzipped, and slowly began to play with himself.



“Want to help?” he asked. He leaned in closer and murmured, “The more excited you get me, the faster I’ll pop when we get in there.”



She sighed irritably but glanced around and licked her palm a few times. Then, slowly, she reached under the sweater and found his waiting cock. Her eyes widened. He grinned and leaned back, getting comfortable as her small hand explored his length. Her hand came back out and she licked it again.



“Got something that will help with that,” Brendan said, and reached into his pocket for the lube he snuck past the security checkpoint.



“What… lu-?” she started to say, then thought better of it and dug out her phone. Furiously, she tapped out, “What the FUCK?”



He took the phone from her and typed back, “Anytime. Any hole. Our deal.”



“Asshole!”



“Yes,” he said, and she punched his hip.



If Lucy truly hadn’t been into the idea, Brendan would have let it go. But furious as she was, her cheeks blooming, she still uncapped the lube and greased up her fingers. With a huff, she slid the hand back under the sweater and began to stroke him again. Though her motions were mechanical and her grip like she was trying to strangle his cock, Brendan enjoyed the feel of his brother’s roommate’s hand enveloping him. The thrum of the airplane didn’t hurt either, like a massage.



“Bastard,” she muttered under her breath.



He put a hand on her thigh. “Yeah,” he breathed back. “Now… do I get you off too, or…?”



She hesitated, but then slowly tugged the sweater closer to her, just far enough they were both somewhat covered. Anyone who looked closely would doubtless see their hands moving, but at a glance, it afforded them some modesty.



Brendan grinned and moved his hand under her skirt. Her thick leggings got in the way and she raised up just high enough they could tug them down with some effort. She kneed the seat of the man ahead of her and muttered an apology. Brendan slid a finger across her pussy. No panties.



He leaned over and breathed into her ear, “Someone got themselves a wax. For Jim Bob… or me?”



She sucked in a breath as his fingers teased her pussy lips, then twisted her head and spoke as softly as him. “Let’s get this straight. This doesn’t end in the two of us becoming a thing. I’m doing this once with you, so make it count.”



“Once inside that ass is all I want from you, Loose.”



She glared at him but her hand around his cock stroked faster. Her breath caught when he brushed her clit with his thumb. She might have gasped but the sound was lost to the whine of the engines as the plane rose. People all around settled in, their attention anywhere but on the pair in the rear of the section getting each other off.



The plane eventually leveled out, and both Lucy and Brendan froze when the seatbelt warning signs pinged off. A man and a woman in two separate rows stood up, the man gesturing for the woman to go on ahead to the bathroom. Lucy’s hand slid away from Brendan’s cock, resting on his hip, but he kept right in fingering her, his motions subtle but obvious to anyone who looked long enough. When the woman disappeared into the bathroom, Lucy elbowed him. Brendan ignored her and kept going. Fuck, she was tight, and crazy responsive too. Her thighs tried to come back together every time he thrust his fingers into her, then spread again as he pulled back. And holy shit, was she wet.



The door opened and the woman stepped back out. The pair paused their play just long enough for her to walk by and be replaced by the man who stood up earlier. He wasn’t in there long, and when they heard the water running in the sink, Brendan leaned over and whispered in Lucy’s ear.



“Go in there, get your leggings down to your knees, and lube yourself up. I’ll knock twice when it’s clear. We do this fast, no one will know.”



She nodded. He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and held them up to her lips. Lucy hesitated, then sucked them down just as the man stepped out of the bathroom. She yanked away from Brendan, but the damage was done. The man gave them a curious look and shook his head as he headed up the aisle.



Lucy unbuckled and stepped across to the bathroom. Brendan kept hard by stroking himself, watching a flight attendant near the front of the section come through the curtain. Shit. Rotten timing. But the woman turned right back around again, negotiating a cart, and Brendan was up and moving.



At his knock, Lucy opened the door. There was barely enough room for the two of them, and he had to squeeze in behind her, his eager cock rubbing against her bare ass. He took a moment to appreciate the curvy swells before aiming at her bud. She leaned over the sink, teeth gritted, as he slid into her.



“Fuuuuck!” she hissed.



Her tight ass squeezed around him, taking several inches before he had to pull out and add more lube. She dropped a hand to her pussy and played with her clit fast and hard as he lined back up and pumped into her again. Both of them stared into the mirror, their lust reflected back at them. Lucy blushed but didn’t look away.



“Faster,” she breathed, and he didn’t think it was because of the urgency of the moment. Lucy liked this, maybe as much as he did.



He plunged into her harder and faster, careful not to go any deeper. He reached around and cupped her tits through her sweater and she arched up, hissing her pleasure. Brendan breathed, “Quiet…”



“Shut up and fuck my ass,” she mumbled.



He grinned at her glare in the mirror and kept it up, buking into her with hard, short jerks. She gritted her teeth, her eyes closing, and he breathed again, “Come on this cock, Lucy. Come for me, you anal slut.”



“A-ah-asshole…” she panted, but her fists balled up and she beat the tiny countertop. “Fuck, oh fuck-”



Brendan’s hand clapped over her mouth as her eyes opened wide again, her body quivering around his dick. She came with a muffled cry that surely would have been loud enough to attract attention if it was fully loosed. He wasn’t far behind himself, and stared down at her ass as his cock disappeared into it. She was stretched so goddamn wide around him, but she could take it. He pumped into her a few more times, still with hands clamped over her mouth and a tit, and he came, bucking his hips hard at the last, pumping into her as she whimpered with the pleasure.



Brendan fumbled for toilet paper and they cleaned up as best they could, him straddling the toilet, her at the sink while he tended to her ass quickly but thoroughly. She stepped out first, glaring over her shoulder at him until she nearly bumped into the flight attendant.



“Oh shit,” Lucy said.



“Please return to your seats,” the flight attendant said, her voice quiet enough only the passengers immediately around them could hear. That got Brendan and Lucy some looks and chuckles as they sheepishly sat back down and buckled in.



* * *



“Such an asshole,” Lucy muttered to herself, looking at her butt as best she could with her compact mirror.



She gave herself a lengthier cleaning in the New Bainbridge airport bathroom when they landed. Her butt was sore but she had to admit, the sex was great. Just weird and dangerous enough to really get her off, but not so dangerous that they faced any serious blowback, aside from the irate flight attendant who held them back and cussed them out when their section left the plane. There were threats about getting the police involved and having their names put on a list, but in the end, she let them go, Brendan practically kicking his heels together in glee.



Finally satisfied she was as clean as could be without a real shower, Lucy headed for the baggage claim area, where Brendan waited with their things. “All the luggage made it,” he said.



“Kinda surprised, given the way this shitty day is going.”



“Oh, come on, was it that bad?” he asked.



Lucy sighed. She had agreed to this, after all, and besides, the orgasm on the plane had been pretty effin’ incredible. “No. It really wasn’t.” He leaned in towards her, his lips pooching for a kiss, but she put three fingers against his chest and shoved. “Um. No. One time only.”



They headed for the car rental kiosk, got lost, backtracked, and this time found the right area. Armed with a small Nissan crossover, they made their way out of the maze of New Bainbridge’s airport. Brendan drove, since Lucy was too sore to sit normally.



“Should have thought of that and bought you one of those hemorrhoid pillows,” he said cheerfully as she dropped her seat down and twisted onto her side.



“Shut up and wake me up when we’re about fifteen minutes away.”



She dozed, waking only when he stopped for coffee and a turkey wrap from a Wich Barn. Sacktown was a three-hour drive from the outskirts of New Bainbridge, leaving the mountainous city behind for rolling hills and plains. Snow blanketed the world here, though it wasn’t quite as cold as Vineport. Some people liked the countryside, the sway of the tall grasses, the wheat and corn, the dairy farms. Lucy was indifferent to it. This had been her backdrop for eighteen years, and it was by that point in her life something to get through to make it home or back to the city, the only two points of interest for her.



She dreamed of little things, neither good or bad dreams, but odd ones, like being a rabbit and running through a field to chase other rabbits. Brendan turned on some music at some point, and it blended into her dreams until she was at a club back in the city, dancing with Jenny and some other friends.



The hours passed, the crossover’s heat blasting away the cold, and Brendan eventually said, “Loose. About there.”



She blinked away the sleep and pulled herself upright along with the chair. Her butt still ached but not quite so intensely. She yawned, dug out her purse, and took a couple more acetaminophen chased by the remains of his cold coffee from hours ago.



When Lucy looked around, she realized where they were. “About fifteen miles that way,” she said, pointing out her window, “is a reservoir. We call it Jolly, but the real name is Jollet. It’s not much, just a hole in the earth so the farmers have irrigation and the fishermen have somewhere to toss a line.” She pulled down her side mirror to check her hair. “That’s where I lost my virginity.”



“To this Parker guy?” Brendan asked.



“Jealous?”



“No. You’re sexy as hell but I don’t care who you sleep with.”



“Mm. To answer your question, no. Bobby Simpson. We’d been dating for a while. Kid stuff, you know. Movies and video games and lots of bike rides.” She shook her head. “He just got his license and we both told our parents we were staying with friends. Instead, we came out here and camped and… well.”



“Good memory?”



“Eh. The sex was bad but we had S’mores.”



Brendan chuckled at that. “I lost mine when I was eighteen. Late bloomer.”



“You?”



“Oh, total dork when it came to sex. Then my mom’s best friend ditched her cheating husband and got back by making me her boy toy for the summer.”



“Of course you’d have lost your virginity to a cougar.”



“She was crazy hot. Then my mom found out and Mrs. Gianni dumped me in a heartbeat. She wanted her friendship with my mom more than me.” He grinned, and Lucy thought it was honest. “Shit, probably a good thing. I would have proposed to her before too long.”



“God forbid,” Lucy said drily.



“Right? Jesus, marriage. I mean that’s fine for Conall and Jenny, but no way, not for me.”



“I was being sarcastic.”



“I wasn’t,” Brendan said. “Too much fun to be had to be tied down.”



“And see, you calling it being ‘tied down’ is exactly why I never want to date you.”



“Feeling’s mutual, babe.”



“God, I’m going to murder you.”



“Why’d you leave here?”



The subject change was so abrupt it took Lucy a moment to process it. “There’s not much here. You’ll see that. It’s a typical small town. Old people don’t want to let in new businesses or change a thing, even while the walls are crumbling around them. People my age feel strangled by the lack of opportunities. The teens are bored so they have as much fun as they can with what they have.”



“Which is?”



“Drugs, alcohol, and fucking.”



“Ah.”



“So then they get trapped here, either because they’re too poor to move with a couple babies hanging off their legs, or because they’re comfortable with the dealers and the local law.”



“But not our plucky big city girl Lucy Fasteau. She’s being drawn back for old boyfriend dick.”



Lucy punched his hip. “Such a fucking asshole.”



“Why this guy? Why Parker?”



“Things were good with him. Really good. He was funny and charming and just enough trouble that I felt… I don’t know, free. He was my age but he was so much more experienced. I had my first beer and joint with him, and he taught me so much about…” Lucy blushed, remembering. “Well… everything. He was sweet to me, and we only ended things because I wanted to go to Vineport and he didn’t. I’ve always kind of regretted that. Now that he’s divorced… I don’t know. What they say about a biological clock is true, at least for me, and some days I can feel mine ticking so loud it’s going to drive me crazy.”



“Would you move back here for him?”



“I don’t know,” Lucy admitted. “I like Conall and Jenny and work is fine, I guess. But I have other opportunities, work-from-home stuff. Even if I took a pay cut, if I wasn’t living there, I’d probably come out ahead. But being here means putting up with my family, and I am not ready to come back to that hornets’ nest.”



“That bad?”



“You’ll see.”



* * *



At first blush, Brendan liked the sleepy-looking Sacktown. At the outer edge along the highway were several businesses dedicated to farming and ranching, including an equipment lot that had him feeling like a five-year-old wanting to play with tractors and combines. He grinned at the idea, ignoring Lucy’s glare.



Then came a slow roll of the more everyday sort of businesses, grocery stores and gas stations and a few fast-food places. They passed a Chicken Jerks casual restaurant and Lucy blinked at it. “That’s new,” she said. “That used to be an accountant’s office.” She caught Brendan’s look and shrugged. “Around here, a new business is practically front-page news.”



They turned off onto a main road, packed with mom-and-pop shops decorated for Christmas. Some of the buildings stood empty but it seemed most were doing okay. One restaurant’s sandwich board advertised the “Santa Gut Buster!” for fifteen bucks. A sign in a jewelry store’s window said, “Don’t Panic, Guys! We got Your Wife Covered.”



Plenty of cars moved around but the pace lacked the urgency of Vineport or New Bainbridge. They took another turn at a residential intersection, and Lucy gave him instructions through a string of streets until they reached one with a circular cul-de-sac roping around a small decorative island loaded with tasteful evergreen shrubs and a rock garden. Christmas was everywhere here, with lawns practically puking green and red under the snow.



They pulled up in front of a two-story Craftsman, painted in variations of gray with white trim. Plastic candy canes lined the sidewalk, and on either side of the driveway were an inflatable Santa Claus and a Rudolph. Cute.



“Okay. You’re my boyfriend. You. Are. My. Boyfriend,” Lucy said. She gave Brendan a sour look, sighed, and muttered, “This is never going to work.”



“Thanks for the vote of confidence.”



She grunted and stepped out. He followed, jingling the keys in his hand. A woman opened up the door and Brendan nearly tripped over his own feet. Lucy… Lucy was hot in a girl-next-door way. This woman could have been a fucking bikini model. She was tall and thin, her face more angular than her daughter’s, and done in makeup that, frankly, made Lucy’s look like a child’s fingerpainting. Her silky auburn hair was treated with different shades of blonde and hung straight to her shoulders. It was the sort of hairdo that looked effortless but must have cost a fortune and been a bitch to maintain.



With her every step down the porch steps, Mrs. Fasteau bounced. Brendan’s eyes tracked every bob of the woman’s big tits under her tight, extremely low cut knit sweater.



“Jesus, Mom, could you wear something tighter?” Lucy said.



“So good to see you too,” her mother said. Her voice was rich and darker than Lucy’s higher pitch, “Fighting in less than ten seconds. That’s a new record for us.”



Lucy huffed and turned to Brendan. “Brendan, my mom, Annie. Mom, Brendan.”



Brendan stepped forward, already giving Annie Fasteau his best smile. “Mrs. Fasteau, thank you for having me this week.”



“The pleasure is mine,” Annie said, eyeing him up and down before she came in for a hug. Brendan liked the press of her. There wasn’t an inch of fat on the woman she didn’t want to be there, and what was there made him half-hard already. Her delicate perfume added to her class, something mysterious and sweet like cherries.



When Annie pulled back, she turned to her daughter, and they hugged like it pained them both. Given the glee with which Lucy said, “That’ll show my family” when they talked about the details, Brendan knew there was some venom there, and he didn’t care. He was not there to fix the Fasteau family’s problems.



Brendan grabbed the luggage while Lucy made small talk about the flight and subsequent drive. Inside, the home was fastidiously kept, the floors freshly mopped and waxed, the deep carpets scented with whatever pleasant shampoos had been used to clean them. The large living room was split into a TV den and a comfortable sitting area, complete with a small library that looked like it got zero use, considering the pristine condition of the spines of the books within. Brendan could relate. Books were for dorks.



Everywhere were tasteful Christmas decorations, from gold and silver tinsel strung in spirals up a stairwell’s bannisters to little figurines of Santa and Mrs. Claus on a decorative table near the entrance with a red and green glass bowl for keys. From somewhere near the entrance came the smell of sugar cookies, though it bore an artificial note. It was probably an air freshener, Brendan thought.



They stopped to remove their shoes. Annie ushered Brendan and the suitcases to a spare bedroom on the first floor. It used to be Lucy’s, he was told, though now it was decorated with all the flair of a hotel room. Muted colors, a trio of blankets and white sheets turned down, and a painting of a sailboat. It was numbingly dull.



“Kendall and Matt?” Lucy asked her mother as Brendan stowed the suitcases against a wall.



“They’ll be here tomorrow morning. And before you ask, yes, they’re staying here too. You’ll just have to get along.” To Brendan, Annie said, “I thought it was brothers who were supposed to always fight. Sisters are supposed to get along.”



“Oh, my brother and I have had it out a few thousand times,” Brendan said.



“I need a shower,” Lucy said.



“Want company?” Brendan asked, giving Annie a wink to the side.



Lucy ignored his question. “If you want to clean up too, I’ll be out soon.”



“He can use the guest shower upstairs,” Annie said. “Or the master suite, if you’re not shy about being naked in your future mother-in-law’s bathroom, that is.”



“Future m…?” Lucy asked, her voice nearly going high. She growled when she realized her mother was joking and spun away, stomping towards the bathroom.



“Come on upstairs,” Annie said. “I’ll show you where it’s at.”



Brendan collected some fresh clothes from his suitcase and followed Annie up the stairs. The hot mom gave a deliberate swish of her ass up the steps, and he had a hard time not stopping her to take a bite out of it.



She led him through an elegantly appointed bedroom, the bed low and wide, the walls painted a combination of creams and grays. At first glance it appeared clinical but the bed and a pair of sitting chairs near a pair of balcony doors were obviously made with comfort in mind first. The bathroom was warmer, with blue and gray tiles on opposite walls and a simple cream color scheme on the other two to match the bedroom. A big modern plunge tub dominated the room, but it was a slim shower with beveled glass that Annie led Brendan to.



“Thanks very much,” he said, layering in a note of huskiness to his voice. The tease of her ass had been deliberate, he was sure of it, and he was too taken with the forty-something not to make a move, married or not, mother of his so-called girlfriend or not. “For the shower and the view.”



“Enjoy,” Annie said. She gave him a cryptic smile and walked out, closing the door behind her. Brendan set his clothes on the countertop and stripped. The shower ran good and hot, the water helping him work out the kinks of the plane ride and the drive. He idly stroked himself as he cleaned up, his mind alternating between images of his cock disappearing into Lucy’s ass and her mother’s mouthwatering ass and tits. He promised to himself he’d have Annie Fasteau soon.



When he finished, he felt a second wind, and stepped out totally unprepared for the sight in front of him. Annie leaned against the counter in nothing but black, gauzy panties and a bra. In her hand was a bottle of lotion. Her eyes took him in, lingering on his hardening cock.



She came to Brendan and knelt, staring up at him as she pulled her bra off. “Not worried Lucy or your husband will find out?” he asked as she pumped three squirts of lotion in the valley of her tits.



“Please. My daughter doesn’t know what to do with a dick like that. I’ll treat you right while you’re here” She gripped his prick and pulled him towards her breasts. He stooped and glided his cock home in her cleavage. “And as for my husband, well… we’ll just have to have our fun without him knowing.”



“Jealous man?”



Annie grinned as she squeezed her tits tight against his cock and he began to thrust. “He’d kill you.”



“Then I guess I’d better not let him find out how many times I paint his hot slutty wife with my come this week.”



“Mm. I guess not,” Annie said.



His big cock pushed through the deep valley of her cleavage, and oh holy fuck, she felt good against him, her skin soft, full breasts squeezing just right. Her impish smile and crazed eyes spurred him on. Brendan wondered what she would think if she knew just hours ago he had that cock buried in her daughter’s ass. Best probably not to bring that one up.



Annie got into it, fucking his cock with her tits as he pumped harder and harder. “Come fast for me, Brendan,” she said. “I don’t want Lucy to know I’m fucking you quite yet.”



“Goddamn, you are a terrible… ungh… mother.”



“I’m a hot fucking MILF is what I am and I’m desperate to have a real man’s cock inside me for a change. So I’ll take care of you now and you’ll take care of me the rest of the week.” She kissed the tip of his cock as it neared her chin. “Deal?”



“Deal.”



Entranced by the sight of Annie molding herself to his cock, it wasn’t going to take him long to come. And when Annie began spilling profanities out of her mouth, he turned into a grunting beast intent on one thing.



“That’s it, baby, fuck my big tits, fuck them with that huge cock…”



“Ungh,” Brendan grunted, thrusting harder and faster.



“Come on my chest, my face. Even better… jerk that big dick and shoot it down my throat.”



Brendan yanked away from her tits and did just that, his fists wrapping around his cock and jerking madly as Annie opened wide. His come rocketed out of him, across her upper lip, her chin, and then he was aimed right, his last few shots hitting her tongue and her throat with such speed she gagged on him despite his cock having never slipped into her mouth. She coughed it up, chuckled, and waved his hand away as she stood up. She turned for the sink and took a look at herself in the mirror, smiling wide.



“Mm, now that’s a sight,” she said as she filled a glass with water. Brendan slipped behind her to reach around her and toy with her tits as she gargled and spat. “You taste good, baby.”



Brendan twisted Annie around, grasped her ass and pulled her tighter as their lips connected, not in any show of affection, but like a pair of sex-crazed porn stars, him humping at her naked stomach with his spent cock as he ran his thumb over her asshole, making her shiver.



“What time do you and your husband go to bed?” he asked.



“Barton, about ten. Me, midnight.”



“He a heavy sleeper?”



She snorted. “He wears a BiPAP and he’s an alcoholic. You could throw a parade in our house and he’d sleep right through it.”



Brendan almost slipped up and asked about Lucy’s bedtime habits, then remembered he was supposed to know these things, being her fake boyfriend. “When Lucy goes to bed, give it half an hour and meet me in the kitchen. Bring a pair of your panties.”



“All right, but why the panties?”



“Because I like trophies and you’re going to want something stuffed in your mouth when I return the favor.”



She pulled his hand away from her ass. “Tonight then. Wash off your dick and dig around in the cabinet for something to mask the scent of the lotion. If she smells it on both of us, she’ll know.”



“Do you care?”



“Do you?” Annie asked.



“For a while longer,” he said, winking. Actually the rental car was in Lucy’s name, so he was hoping to keep this little mistake a secret until at least after they got back to New Bainbridge. It was hard to imagine taxis or Ubers driving out that far in the sticks.



* * *



Lucy finished up in the bathroom to find Brendan and her mother seated in the living room, him in an arm chair, her on the loveseat. They were talking about the family plans for Christmas, which amounted to presents that morning, a family dinner early on, and her father would claim to want to drive around and look at Christmas lights when in reality he’d start drinking around ten in the morning and pass out after dinner. Though to her mother’s credit, Annie didn’t add that part.



In the kitchen, Lucy turned on the electric kettle for a cup of tea and risked her mom’s judgment by opening up a trio of Christmas tins on the countertop. Miracle of miracles, Annie said nothing when Lucy took a piece of white chocolate truffle, divinity, and a chocolate-covered cherry, eating them slowly and deliberately in her mother’s line of sight.



“Nothing? Not a comment about my figure?”



Annie sighed and gave Brendan a “what can you do?’ look. “She’s always assumed I hate her.”



“Because you act like it,” Lucy mumbled around the last half bite of truffle.



“But I am going to chide you for not offering your boyfriend any.”



“Candy?” Lucy asked.



“Love some,” Brendan said, starting to rise.



“Sit. She can bring it to you,” Annie said.



“Mom, it’s 2022. The women don’t have to wait on the men anymore.”



“No, but a partner can be sweet, can’t they?”



Lucy gave up and brought the tins to Brendan. He selected a couple chocolates and downed them. “Wow. Is there anything you don’t do, Mrs. Fasteau?”



“Oh, God, please don’t flirt with my mom,” Lucy said. She took the tins back, put the lids back on, and waited for the water to come to a boil. “You want to run and meet my dad?”



“Sure.”



Lucy fished out a travel mug and filled it with hot water. She added two tea bags and kissed her mother on the cheek. “I like that lotion on you,” she said, meaning it. “It’s a nice scent.”



“Well, thank you. Brendan was saying to me earlier he liked it too.”



The fake couple headed out in the rental car again, Lucy driving this time. She put on some Christmas music, trying to get in the mood and relax. To Brendan, she said, “You’re doing great. Keep it up.”



“I’ll try,” he said, his face completely serene.



“We’ll drop by, see my dad, and maybe I’ll show you around town. Sound good?”



“Works for me. But if you want this Parker guy sniffing your ass again-”



“Gross.”



“-you should probably be seen.”



“What?”



“You know,” Brendan said. “Go to a bar with me, a restaurant, something where someone you know is going to see us and tell him about it. Maybe let some friends know we’re going out if they want to join us.”



Lucy thought about that and nodded as they pulled out of the driveway. “That’s a good idea.”



“Play it cool the first day…” Brendan trailed off, looking out his window at a woman two doors down walking to her SUV. Clad in tight Christmassy leggings and a turtleneck, she looked like she came from an ad for the holiday. Her long black hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, and she wore cute furry boots that Lucy adored. “Holy shit, who is that?”



“Penelope Zaga,” Lucy said. “My mother’s best friend and worst enemy.”



“Jesus Christ, she is… fuck me from here until New Year.”



Lucy was straight but had to agree with his assessment. Ever since she came on the block about seven years ago with her then-husband, Penelope was just about the only woman other than Lucy’s sister Kendall who could give her mother a run for her money in the looks department. Where Annie Fasteau was a sexpot, Penelope was elegance and grace in a tight package, tall, lithe, and with curves that defied her otherwise thin frame.



Lucy slowed, and Penelope came to the curb, smiling wide and showing off her gleaming white veneers. You didn’t live on this block if you didn’t have perfect teeth. “Lucy!” Penelope said in her usual breathy way. “Your mother told me you were bringing home a guest for the holidays. Are you him?”



“I am!” Brendan introduced himself and reached out to take her hand in his. He didn’t so much shake as caress it. “Wow. And here I thought Mrs. Fasteau was going to have the block cornered on gorgeous women. Lucy’s going to need to keep a leash on me.”



“Mm, a very loose one, I hope,” Penelope said.



“We’re just off to see my dad,” Lucy said. “Good to see you, Penelope.”



“You too, hon.” To Brendan, she said, “Don’t let this one eat you alive. Leave a few nibbles for the rest of us.”



“Oh, I’d like that,” Brendan said. “Take care.”



“You too. Happy holidays!”



When they pulled away again, Lucy lasted about three seconds before she pumped her fist in the air. Brendan glanced at her, amused.



“Kinda thought you’d be pissed with me for flirting.”



“Hell no. Your talk about being noticed? Penelope and my mom are going to be texting and messaging everyone they know around town in all of about three minutes. Parker’s going to hear about you for sure.”



“We should still try to be seen together. Can’t hurt to stoke that fire anyways.”



“Good plan.”



Barton Fasteau’s sporting goods store took up residence downtown, not all that far from where they turned down the residential area. On a corner with its own parking lot, it was an ugly brown building with white trim. A five-foot plastic snowman draped in hunter’s camouflage sat on a wraparound porch near the door. The windows had been sprayed with chemical snow and an obligatory tree twinkled with white lights from one.



All of this was as familiar to Lucy as her own home. Her father decorated the exact same way for as long as he owned the store. At Halloween, it was a witch and her cauldron on the porch, along with a trio of pumpkins carved by her mother. For Easter, it was “HE IS RISEN!” on the sign out front, with a big pink bunny on the porch that gave Lucy nightmares even as an adult. At the end of June, it would be firework and eagle decals in the windows, with red, white, and blue bunting so old it showed holes. If a Republican was in the White House, the sign out front would read “GOD BLESS AMERICA!” and offer up specials on American brands. If it was a Democrat, up would go “GOD HELP THE USA” with “GUNS & AMMO” and “BASEBALL” listed below that.



Subtle, Barton Fasteau was not.



Inside, the scent of sandalwood and wood polish combined, and Lucy breathed it deep. It was the one part of this store she truly loved. She and her father didn’t see eye to eye when it came to guns and hunting, but she did love that homey, folksy smell.



The store was divided largely into four sections. Apparel was, as always, to the left, stocked largely that part of the year with winter gear. To the right were the racks of guns and ammunition. In a corner beyond was hunting, fishing, and outdoors gear, In the other corner, almost as an afterthought, was sports equipment. On a big rack right in front of the door was the store’s lone new addition in the last few years, a cascade of Christmas gift ideas marked three-for-two.



Kellum Mitchell, one of her father’s employees, stood at the register, dealing with a customer. He glanced at Lucy, grinned wide, and thumbed a microphone’s button. His voice crackled through the tinny speakers. “Barton, Lucy’s here.”



“Hey Kellum,” Lucy said, coming over to give him a one-armed hug while he dropped the customer’s purchases into a bag. She introduced him to Brendan, who was eyeing the trophy animals mounted on the walls with clear distaste. He came over and shook Kellum’s hand.



Barton turned down the aisle, smiling wide. Handsome once, Lucy’s father barreled towards obesity the last five or six years, and every time Lucy saw him, he seemed a little heavier, either in actual size or in the way he carried himself. His head stooped some now, his back no longer so ramrod straight as when she was a child and he would reproach her about good posture.  As always, he wore his “uniform,” a flannel shirt, suspenders, jeans, and work boots. A gray beard was new to her. Annie told Lucy about it on the phone a couple months back, saying that it was Barton’s attempt at hiding his double chin.



“Lucy!” he said.



“Hey, Dad!” Lucy said, coming to him for a hug. Now this, she missed. Her dad was a top tier hugger and his extra padding made it all the more comfortable. She finally stepped back and gestured to Brendan. “And this is Brendan. My boyfriend.”



“Hey, it’s a pleasure,” Brendan said, coming in for a handshake.



“You too,” Barton said. They shook. “How was your trip?”



“Long,” Lucy said.



“The flight was a real pain in the ass,” Brendan said, and Lucy nearly shot him a look.



“But we got here okay,” Lucy said.



They talked some about that, and about going to see Annie first. Talk shifted towards plans for dinner, and Barton caught Brendan’s eye straying towards the head of a massive boar.



“Beauty, isn’t she?” Barton asked. “Texas, back… oh, fifteen, sixteen years ago. One of the hardest hauls out I’ve ever managed. Came out of the brush and nearly mauled a buddy. We chased it for three miles after I shot it, and then we had to get the damn thing out without damaging the skin.” He shook his head, grinning.



Brendan gestured at a seven-point buck’s head. “And that buck? He must have put up a hell of a fight too.”



Barton’s smile lessened, his eyes going darker and sharper. “Not a hunter, huh?”



“Oh, I’m sure that one has a story too. The mighty man with a gun and a truck versus a deer.”



“That deer helped feed my family,” Barton said, his tone chilly now.



“Daddy, Brendan, let’s not,” Lucy said. “Please.”



The two men stared at each other, then Brendan gave him a tight, hard smile. “Sorry. Wouldn’t be the holidays if we didn’t disagree on some ideology.”



Lucy’s father chuckled at that without any humor and clapped Brendan’s shoulder. “Sure. Lucy and I have never seen eye to eye about it either. I learned to live with it. Well… I’ll see you both for dinner.”



He saw them out, and in the SUV, Lucy winced as she buckled in. “For what it’s worth, I’m with you,” she said. “But please, for my sake, try to keep the peace this week.”



Beside her, Brendan buckled in, a strange, pleased smile on his face. “Sure thing.”



* * *



The pair hit up a popular bar full of the twenty-something crowd. Lucy texted a few friends to come meet them for a drink. One of them, her old high school best friend Brenda, insisted on lots of selfies for Bottlegenie, a social media app. Lucy tried to protest, saying she looked terrible after being on the road, but it was purely an act. Brendan grinned at her over his beer when she finally acquiesced.



There was nothing more to do on the Parker front that day, so they headed home to have dinner with Barton and Annie. Brendan sat next to Annie, and twice, her foot rubbed up and down his calf. The motion was subtle and she gave nothing else away. For his part, Barton plied Brendan with questions, still irritated at the younger man’s barbs about the stuffed animals on his shop’s walls. Brendan refused to play his game, and answered all his questions politely, thinking about fucking his daughter in the ass that morning and his cock stuffed between Annie’s big tits, trying not to smirk.



When it was time to clear the plates, Brendan volunteered and Annie assisted him. While Lucy and her dad talked at the kitchen table, Brendan casually palmed the MILF’s ass and squeezed. After a few minutes, she disappeared, claiming to need to use the bathroom, and came back to the table to sit beside her family and Brendan. Soft material pressed against his hand under the table. Annie glanced at him, a twinkle in her eyes, and he took it. Only later did he realized what she gave him – her panties, as requested for later.



They settled in to watch a Christmas movie together. Lucy dropped onto the loveseat and Brendan nestled in with her. When he wrapped an arm around her shoulder, she tensed, then relaxed. Throughout the first half hour, he found every opportunity to brush her breast with his fingers when her parents were distracted. By that point, Barton told the rest he was tired and going to bed. Brendan stood to shake his hand again and thank him for his hospitality. Barton swallowed his pride and mumbled that it was good to have him.



The remaining trio finished the movie, then found another, shorter Christmas cartoon. They played three-handed pinochle at the table with the show on in the background. It was a pleasant night, and after their second game to fifteen hundred points, Annie cracked a yawn and said she was feeling tired.



Lucy looked at Brendan. “I guess we should go to bed too.”



“Long day,” he agreed.



“Well, good night you two,” Annie said. She hugged them both, and started up the stairs to bed.



When her mother was gone, Lucy turned to Brendan and murmured, “No cuddling. No spooning. If you cross my half of the bed or try anything, I’ll cut your balls off.”



“Understood,” he said, grinning. “But if you decide you need to take the edge off, I’m a nice guy. I’ll help you out. Again.”



“Ugh.”



Lucy changed into a pair of shorts and a tee and slipped under the covers. Brendan stripped down to his boxers and rested on his side, browsing on his phone while he waited for Lucy to fall asleep. It couldn’t have been three minutes until she was breathing deep.



He told Annie half an hour after Lucy went to bed and waited about that long. If Lucy woke up, he would have told her he was going for a drink of water, but she didn’t. His fake girlfriend was out, on her stomach, head twisted to the side, all but snoring.



Brendan heard water run in the kitchen and hoped like hell it wasn’t that dickhead Barton. Fucking his wife was now going to be pleasurable for another reason – knowing that asshole was being cucked in his own house was too good an opportunity to pass up. Too bad Lucy was off limits now, but Brendan wasn’t one to dwell on closed doors, especially not when there were so many intriguing prospects right on this block.



He dug in his overnight bag for the panties Annie slipped him earlier and padded out to the kitchen with them balled up tight in his hand, wondering what would happen if it was Barton and the man saw him with his wife’s underthings. But it wasn’t. Standing at the island counter with two glasses of water was Annie. Her satin nightgown clung to her frame, the plunging neckline matched well by a short hem that left most of her legs and hips on display.



“Good thing you’re not Barton,” Brendan said, coming to her with a grin.



“Good thing you’re not Lucy,” she said. She gestured at the waters. “In case they wake up.”



“Better hope they don’t,” Brendan said. He gripped her behind the back and pulled her to him, her breasts and hip grinding against him. Into her ear, “I’m going to fuck you like you need it.”



Without waiting for a response, he pulled her towards the kitchen table. Annie gasped as he twisted her around to face the table and shoved the hem of her nightgown up. No panties, save the ones balled up in his hand. He tossed those on the table and pushed her down towards the surface. She crossed her arms and rested on them, looking over her shoulder as he eyed her terrific MILF ass. Annie Fasteau was a modern miracle of plastic surgery and good self-care, and nowhere was the latter so evident as her trim, athletic hips and her luscious ass.



He palmed her sex and rested his thumb in the cleft of her ass. Annie moaned almost inaudibly as his fingers brushed her big lips. His touches were light at first, but there was a real danger here of being caught, so he wasted little time when he felt her wetness and plunged two of the fingers in.



She wiggled back at him instinctively. Her cunt enveloped him surprisingly tightly for a woman who had two kids. More surgery must have helped with that, he realized, and blessed whoever the doctor was that gave him such treasures. His thumb ran around the rim of Annie’s bleached asshole. In one day, he’d fucked Lucy’s ass and now he was teasing her mother’s. That was fast, wicked work even for Brendan.



He withdrew his hand long enough to suck his thumb and bathe it with his tongue to get it wet. Annie watched him with lust-lidded eyes, then closed them as he returned his hand to her pussy and her backside again. This time, he teased into her asshole at the same time as her pussy, drawing a sharp gasp out of her. Brendan reached for the panties and brought them to her mouth. Annie opened obediently and he stuffed them in as he pumped three fingers into her tight cunt.



This thumb he only drove in to the knuckle. Should have thought to grab the lube, he thought, but there was time yet to fuck Annie’s ass. Her muffled moans came more frequently now that she was gagged, and he loved the sound. “Mmmmf!” she moaned when he pushed his thumb back into her. “Nnnnngh!” when he brushed her sensitive spot with his fingers. She was so wet she left trails down her thighs, gleaming against the glow of the Christmas lights in the window and the various buttons of the kitchen appliances around them.



Brendan leaned down and whispered into Annie’s ear, “You’re so fucking wet for this. For your daughter’s boyfriend.”



“Mmmm!” she agreed.



“Come for me now, Annie, and then I’m going to drive my cock into this hot mommy cunt.”



She thrashed at that, her ass humping back at him, her head and breasts dipping lower.



“Are you on the pill?” he asked. She nodded, drawing a sharp breath through her nose. “Good. Because I’m clean and I’m going to come in this pussy. My pussy while I’m here.”



“Mmmmf!” she said, nodding even more frantically.



Brendan finger-fucked her harder, his lips still at her ear. “Good slut,” he murmured. “Come for me now. That’s it. Come for me, baby.”



Annie thrashed harder, her head jerking back, gritting her teeth around the panties. “Mmmmm! Mmmmm!” His fingers sunk in and out of her in a blur, and she thrust back one more time, her body jerking as she came. “Mmmm hmmm hmmm hmmm!” she wailed against the panties.



Keeping his thumb in place, he pulled his fingers out and dropped his boxers low enough to free his thick, hard cock. She tensed as he pressed against her sex and then slid in, her muffled cry even sharper now. Her pussy was still quivering from her orgasm, the muscles working at his cock.



He leaned down and murmured into her ear, “Give me your hands.” Annie did, pulling up off the table and jutting her arms backwards. Finally pulling his thumb free of her ass, he pinned them behind her back, one wrist over the other, and started bucking into her with hard, precise strokes. If he fucked Annie with any more eagerness, the table would have squeaked across the tile floor.



“Mmm mmm hmmm!” she cried out.



“Oh, fuck, Annie,” Brendan said, his voice a low, throaty growl. “You’re the best Christmas cunt I’ve ever had.”



Her head whipped back at that, her legs shaking as skin spanked against skin. Her big tits bounced back and forth as he fucked the hot mom. Her head dipped again, jerking with every thrust. Her breathing came harsher, more ragged. Close again, he thought gleefully, and she was. Annie came in just a few more strokes, his big cock grinding her spot. This time, her knees buckled and he had to let her arms go to grab her waist and hold her upright.



 His control slipped and his thrusts came faster and faster. He was fucking up into her now, making her tits and her whole body jump every time. One of his hands went to a big breast and he squeezed as he brought her up higher and back against him, her cunt taking every inch.



“I’m going to come in you,” he breathed, “and I don’t want you to clean up. Go to bed next to that fat fuck dripping me out of you.”



The panties slipped free of her mouth and Annie gasped, “Oh, oh fuck!”



His hips slammed into her ass one more time and Brendan came, filling her with rope after rope of come. She bucked too, her body jerking with the aftereffects of her orgasms and the pleasure he gave her. Annie steadied herself on the table, gasping. She reached between her legs and came back with a glob of his come. She turned and sucked it down, grinning.



“My favorite holiday treat,” she said.



“Then I guess I better give you your fill this week, huh?” He squeezed her ass and took the panties. “I’m keeping these.”



“Annie?” Barton called from upstairs.



“Getting a drink,” she called back.



“Did I hear voices?”



“Brendan was up.”



Barton grunted irritably at that but said no more and didn’t come down. Into Annie’s ear, Brendan whispered, “Remember. Right beside him.”



She traced his chest with her fingernails. “You’re going to put me on the naughty list.”



* * *



Lucy woke to Brendan rattling the walls with his snoring and gritted her teeth. Just three more days and they would be on a flight back to Vineport and the fake relationship could die a quick death.



She got out of bed but not before she caught a whiff of his body odor, sweat and stale male sex. Ugh, had he jacked off in the middle of the night? That would be typical of him. And in bed, right next to her! The man was a pig. She should have gone with Arthur Pinter, her Hungarian amor-to-be, if his mother had her way. The thought made her smile. There was no doubt Arthur would have been all nerves, but she bet he was at least pleasant to travel with. Certainly he never would have talked her into butt stuff as payment for being her fake boyfriend.



With time to kill until Kendall and Matt showed up, Lucy decided on a long bath. The worst of the discomfort from the admittedly good sex on the plane was gone, and a eucalyptus and tea tree bath bomb would help soothe away what aches remained. She wandered into the kitchen, kissed her sleepy father on the cheek as he browsed the daily news on his tablet, and got a cup of coffee before retiring to the guest bath and steeping in hot water for the better part of half an hour.



Brendan was still asleep when she got out of the tub. He sprawled out across both their spots now, his bare ass peeking out from under the covers. Lucy thought about letting him sleep through the hellish tornado that would be Kendall’s impending arrival, but decided if she had to suffer, so did he. With that, she gave his ass a sharp crack of her hand, making him shoot upright on all fours.



“What the fuck?”



“Morning, sweetie,” Lucy said. “Get your ass up and showered. My sister will be here soon. You smell like man funk and sex. By the way? Totally gross. Can you at least jerk off in the bathroom?”



His eyes widened, then narrowed. “Sure thing, babe.” She tossed him her towel and he drank her in as she bent over her suitcase. “You, uh, up for a morning quickie?”



“Go. Asshole.”



He went, wrapping the towel around himself before opening the door. It was a good thing, too, because her father must have been coming down the hallway. “Oh hey, Barton,” Brendan said. The coolness between the two was now like an icy lake.



“Brendan,” Barton said.



“Lucy’s getting dressed. Might want to give her a minute.”



“Hey hon, I’m heading in to work.”



“Okay,” Lucy said. “We might come by later. I still need to do some Christmas shopping.”



“Store’s only open till four today.” The direction of her father’s voice changed, and now he was speaking to Brendan. “We take Christmas Eve and Christmas off around here.”



“So do I,” Brendan said.



“Didn’t have you figured for a Christian.”



“Daddy,” Lucy said, exasperated.



Her father grunted dourly, but didn’t press it. He and Brendan exchanged goodbyes in monosyllabic words, like pigs about to fight over some particularly good slop. Lucy got a warmer farewell from her dad, though only by degrees. He seemed particularly out of sorts that morning.



It was a sharp contrast to her mother, who Lucy found in the kitchen in a nightgown and a robe, humming along to Christmas music and mixing something together. “Good morning, sweetheart,” Annie said.



“You’re in a good mood this morning,” Lucy said, smiling despite the weirdness of the moment.



“Ah, my babies are both going to be home with their boy toys,” Annie said. “How could I not be happy?”



The truth of what Annie was really saying hit Lucy like a slap across the cheek. Her mother wasn’t excited about her being home. It was Kendall. The favored sister. The carbon copy. The one her mother actually wanted to see around the holidays.



Fighting off tears despite the hurts being as old as she was, Lucy helped Annie with cinnamon spice muffins. Brendan joined them after his shower. Lucy had to admit he looked good in his jeans and black, form-fitting long-sleeved shirt. Conall once confided in her that once every couple years, Brendan hired a style guide to help him look his best. Lucy laughed that off, but every minute she spent around the guy, she grew less and less certain his brother had been joking.



“Looks fantastic,” Brendan said, and winked at Annie. “And the muffins do too.”



“Oh God,” Lucy muttered, rubbing her eyes. “Can you please, please,
 please
 not flirt with my mom?”



“I’m enjoying it,” Annie said.



They played another game of pinochle at the table while the muffins first baked and cooled when Annie pulled them free. The baking was timed impeccably to Kendall’s arrival. Not ten minutes after the muffins came out did they hear a honk from the driveway. Annie stood and bounded for the front door.



Moments later, Kendall and Matt crashed through the house. Lucy’s sister, as always, was impossibly gorgeous. She went hard on the makeup and spray tan, but even Lucy had to grudgingly admit Kendall pulled off the human sex doll look like no one else, not even her mother. She was tall, and naturally chesty. Her ass and trim waist came from obsessive hours in the gym and a strict diet, one Lucy hadn’t seen her stray from since they were both young teenagers. Her auburn hair had been blown out into long, teasing curls it fell in waves down her back nearly to her shoulders.



Next to her, Matt was nearly lost in Kendall’s shine. He was not an ugly man, but pretty ordinary. Kendall married him mostly for his money, or the potential of it, anyways. He wasn’t filthy rich, but as a junior executive, his star was on the rise. Matt was a short, bookish man with an owlish face, pointed in the chin with large eyes swimming behind a pair of thin rimmed glasses. His excess pounds had been dropped in the time since Lucy saw him last. Kendall mentioned a few times she dragged her husband to the gym now and then, and it paid off.



“Mom! Lucy!” Kendall said, dropping her purse on an end table.



“Merry Christmas,” Annie said, echoed all around the room.



Annie and Kendall hugged ferociously, with affection Lucy would never really be a part of. Matt came to his sister-in-law for a hug too. Hugging him always made Lucy just the tiniest bit uncomfortable. Matt was, on the surface, a nice guy. But she always got a lecherous vibe off him, something just beneath the surface, like she always just missed him staring at her or her mother. But it was just a feeling, and she felt bad for thinking he held the hug overly long.



When they broke apart, Lucy gestured at Brendan. “Brendan, this is Matt, my sister’s husband. Matt, this is my partner, Brendan.”



“Pleasure,” Brendan said, enveloping Matt’s hand in his much larger one.



“Oooh,” Kendall said, coming to her husband’s side and inspecting Brendan up and down. “You’re even more handsome than your pictures.”



“And you’re as beautiful as Lucy mentioned,” Brendan said, and leaned in to kiss her cheek.



Matt made a mock boxing pose. “Hey now, no hitting on my wife.”



“No promises. Not with a household full of gorgeous women like this.” Brendan’s grin matched the one he made on the plane when he was fucking Lucy’s ass from behind, and she nearly stomped his foot.



He and Matt went to retrieve their luggage while the women headed for the kitchen for coffee and to have a seat at the table. Kendall poked Lucy. “He’s stunning.”



“Isn’t he?” Annie asked, smiling around the rim of her cup.



“Mom!” Lucy said. She picked up one of the muffins and peeled away the paper. Kendall did not make a move towards the muffins, fresh or not. No carbs in her diet, Lucy thought, and stuffed a full third into her mouth.



“When are you flying back?” Kendall asked.



“Day after Christmas,” she mumbled.



“Lucy, don’t talk with your mouth full,” Annie said.



“You?” Lucy asked, ignoring her mother.



“Probably driving back Christmas night. We have an appointment the next afternoon.”



“Appointment?” Annie asked as Matt and Brendan reentered the kitchen. “What kind of appointment.”



“The fertility clinic,” Kendall said, smiling broadly.



From the living room, Matt cleared his throat before poking his head around the corner. “Uh, honey, I thought we weren’t going to talk about that.”



“You were the one who didn’t want to talk about it.”



“Is everything okay?” Annie asked.



“Fine on my end,” Kendall said. “But Matt’s swimmers are lazy.”



Matt chuckled weakly. “They’re fine. Everything’s fine. We’re going to, ah, find out if there’s something they can do, you know, chemically to help with things.”



“Going for a kid, huh?” Brendan asked cheerfully. “Anything I can do to help?”



“Jesus, Brendan!” Lucy sputtered, bits of muffin spraying out. Kendall grinned. Her
 mother
 grinned. Ohhh, Lucy was going to murder him later.



Matt chuckled. “I think I got it handled.”



“Sure,” Brendan said, and slapped the other man on the shoulder.



They ate breakfast together, and talk fell to more normal topics, mostly revolving around Christmas plans. Kendall brought presents but still needed to wrap them. Matt had friends in the area and was planning on dropping in on them while she took care of that.



Lucy eyed Brendan. “I’m going Christmas shopping. You want to go?”



“Sure!” he said. “I’ve got nothing going on.”



“Mom?” Lucy asked.



“Penelope and I are running some candy and cookies around town,” Annie said.



“Let me just grab my coat,” Brendan said.



“Excuse me,” Kendall said. “I want to ask him to look for something for me.”



She stood up and Matt said hastily, “Uh, honey, I can shop for you, if you want.”



“It’s for you, silly man,” Kendall said sweetly.



“Oh,” he said, looking pleased. “Well.”



Kendall and Brendan vanished, and Lucy wanted to yell at Matt that if he had half an inch of sense, he would have told Kendall to ask Lucy to pick it up. She had the sinking feeling Kendall had her sights set on Brendan, and knowing him, he’d be balls deep in her by the end of the day.



But he was not Lucy’s boyfriend even if they were playing the parts, and trying to talk Kendall out of anything was going to guarantee she would do exactly that. Lucy knew she could do nothing but watch this trainwreck in slow motion.



Kendall and Brendan soon rejoined them. Matt kissed his wife and headed for his crossover. His cheerful honk as he reversed out of the drive made Lucy’s guts twist, but she waved with Kendall and told herself it wasn’t her problem.



Since Penelope lived close by, Annie declined a ride, and told Brendan and Lucy to have fun. In the rental, the two of them finally alone, Lucy made it all of three seconds before she yelled, “No.”



“What?” Brendan asked, trying to hide a smile.



“You are not sleeping with my sister.”



“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”



“Oh come on. ‘Can I help you make a baby?’ Hyuck hyuck hyuck.”



“Shameless flirting,” he said serenely.



“And what did she say to you when she got you alone?”



“Ah, she, ah, wanted to know what you wanted for Christmas.”



“My sister…” Lucy said, biting off each word, “hasn’t cared what I want for Christmas since I can remember. She didn’t maybe ask you to buy Matt something?”



“Oh, yeah, that’s it.”



“God, you’re such a…” She balled up her fist. “Just don’t. It’s as much for your sake as hers.”



“Thank you for your concern.”



They drove together downtown. Sacktown’s founders and planners apparently hadn’t expected people to actually want to frequent their stores, and had yet to implement parking lots near many of the smaller, trendier downtown businesses. They parked at the sporting goods store, Lucy dropped in to say hi to her dad, and then they were off, walking downtown through a fine misting of rain.



“It never rains in the Christmas romances,” Lucy said, eyeing the gray sky.



“You never see their breath in the cold either,” Brendan said.



Lucy thought about that. “Huh. I guess not. I guess that would be kind of hard to CGI in if they film somewhere warm. Or in the middle of summer or something.” She eyed a closed shop. “Damn. Ms. Sutton had the best coffee in town.”



Brendan read a sign. “Future Home of the Varner Tavern.”



“Ugh,” Lucy said. “Another bar. Great.”



“A lot of them here?”



“Bars and breweries,” she said. “Every small town’s most reliable businesses.”



He chuckled and they continued on. She was pleased that a jewelry store up the street was still around, and they stopped in to look at bracelets and necklaces for her mother and sister. She made a mental note about a couple items, then they headed on. A bookstore she liked had some Christmas specials going on, so they stopped in there and browsed for the better part of fifteen minutes. She bought a couple paperbacks for her father, who was a reader, and Brendan bought Lucy a hardback from the same author she read on the plane.



“Pretend to be surprised,” he said when the clerk was wrapping it up.



Their next stop was a trendy, if exorbitantly overpriced, toy store named the Frilled Dragon. At the front were board games, on sale for Christmas. Brendan wanted to look at those as a gift for the Fasteau family, which Lucy agreed would be a good idea. Her family loved to compete against each other and games were about the only real fond memories she had of her infrequent visits home.



Brendan spotted a sign and pointed it out. “Santa’s going to be visiting tomorrow if you wanted to say hi.”



“Oh, that’s Ingvar. He owns this place. It’s really kind of sweet. He gives out toys to all the kids who come in. Little things, mostly, but it’s great.”



“Huh, neat.”



As they browsed, Lucy’s phone jingled with a text message. She glanced at it. “Ohhhh, crap,” she breathed.



“What?” Brendan asked.



She held up her phone for him to read the message. “It’s from Parker. He wants to say hi.”



Brendan grinned. “Perfect.”



“What do you mean?”



“Give me the keys. I’ll disappear, then you tell him you’re downtown doing some Christmas shopping if he wants to meet up.”



“What do I say about you?”



“The truth, or a version of it, anyways. I’m out Christmas shopping too. You’re relieved I’m out of your hair. You’ve seen me eye your mom, your sister, and your neighbor, and you can’t wait to fly back to Vineport to dump me. But whatever you do, don’t give it up to him today. Save that for tomorrow or Christmas. Make him work for it and mix in a little bit of holiday spark, and he’s yours.”



“That really is perfect,” Lucy said.



“If it doesn’t work out, give me a call and I’ll swing back through and pick you up.”



“Thank you,” she said, digging out the keys. “You’re sure you’re okay entertaining yourself for a while?”



“I promise you,” Brendan said with complete sincerity, “I’ll be great. I’m having fun this trip.”



“I’m glad to hear that,” Lucy said, and gave over the keys. He wished her luck and left her to her ex.



After a couple texts back and forth, they agreed to meet down the street. It was too early yet for lunch but there was a diner close by, a grease pit with pretty good coffee. She headed there, feeling giddy and lightheaded. Her relationship with Parker was two of the best years of her life. They made a good pair. Lucy was reserved and sarcastic. Parker was wild and free. Trouble, too, but the best kind of trouble, the kind that got you near the danger but wouldn’t let you fall in.



The diner was packed that morning. No surprise, given that people were off work for the holidays or traveling. Lucy recognized a family in a booth, the Russos. Ewan Russo was the local undersheriff. Lucy knew him mostly in passing from her teenage years, when he busted up a couple parties she attended and once helped her out when she hit a deer. He waved and his wife called to Lucy across the diner. She joined them, pulling over a chair to sit at the end of their booth. They made small talk, mostly about Lucy’s life in Vineport and all the latest, hottest gossip in Sacktown.



Lucy didn’t have long to wait. Five minutes in, the front door opened and in came Parker in a knee length parka, jeans, and a wool beanie pulled low over his ears. His eyes scanned the restaurant and lit up when he saw Lucy half-rising.



“Lucy,” Ewan said, his voice low enough she almost didn’t catch it.



“It was good to see all of you,” Lucy said.



“Lucy,” Ewan said with more force. She looked at him quizzically, and he leaned in. “Watch yourself around him.”



“What?” Lucy asked, but then Parker was there, grinning wide and oh God, he was still so handsome, even if he’d gone much softer in the face. His blue eyes sparkled and his smile reminded her of nights under the stars in the back of his old truck.



“Lucy,” Parker said. “My God, look at you.”



Lucy wrapped her arms around him, coming in tight for a long-needed hug. Okay, some things had changed. His aftershave couldn’t mask the smell of cheap cigarettes on him. He hadn’t been a smoker in high school. No one was perfect, she reminded herself, and pulled back, tears glistening in her eyes.



“Parker,” she said.



“Mr. Russo, Mrs. Russo, good to see you, merry Christmas,” Parker said.



“Merry Christmas,” Ewan said, polite but flat. His wife echoed him with more warmth. Their little girl ignored Parker, focused on swirling doodles into the syrup on her plate with a sausage link. Her mother nudged her and she looked up to say the words too.



Parker gave the girl a chuckle and returned his attention to Lucy. “Looks like they’re slammed. Want to get our coffee to go?”



“Um, sure,” Lucy said.
 Take me anywhere
 , she wanted to say. Ewan looked concerned, but said nothing more as they said their goodbyes and headed for the till to get a couple paper cups of coffee.



The light rain had stopped, but it was getting chillier so they decided to take a drive rather than a walk. “Your boyfriend, he won’t be jealous?” Parker asked.



“Oh, he definitely will,” Lucy said, thinking of the narrative Brendan spun in the toy store. She tried not to smile. “But right now I don’t care.”



“Oh?” Parker said as they neared his truck. He’d upgraded from his old rust bucket to a more modern F150. Given that he used to work on a farm, the truck made sense. It was also what led to his ruddy complexion, the days spent out in the sun and the wind.



“I’m a little mad at him. Okay, I’m a lot mad at him,” Lucy said.



“Oh no. What’d he do?”



“He’s been eyeballing my mom and sister this whole time. And you remember Penelope from down the street?”



Parker started around to the driver’s side. “Of course. Her too?”



“Her too,” Lucy confirmed. She opened the door to her side of the truck. Parker used to treat his truck like a garbage can, so she was surprised and pleased to see it was spotless now. Obviously he must have gone through and cleaned it before meeting up with her. A brand-new air freshener hung from his rearview mirror, but couldn’t quite mask the odor of old fast food, cigarettes, and something sharper, like cat pee. She crinkled her nose at it.



“Something wrong?” Parker asked as he got in and closed his door.



“Something maybe pee in your truck?”



He looked confused and took a deep whiff. “Oh, right, yeah, our cat. Well… Donna’s cat now. It was sick and I took it to the vet. No carrier. Sorry. I thought I got the worst of it out.”



“No, no, don’t be,” Lucy said. “I hope I didn’t hit a nerve.”



“Nah.”



“I was sorry to hear about the two of you.”



“Yeah,” Parker said, and started the truck. “It was good while it lasted. Always going to love her. But it was time.” He glanced aside at Lucy, and his pained smile broke her walls down even more.
 Oh God, this is so right
 , she thought.



“It’s good to see you, Parker,” she said softly.



“You too.” They stared at each other a moment longer, then he grinned and added, “Let’s drive out by the lake. Like we’re kids again.”



“I’d like that.”



* * *



“Hello?” Brendan called as he entered the Fasteau house. He was fairly certain Kendall was the only one home, but it never hurt to make sure before he made his move. Much as her husband seemed like a wimp, you never knew what would set a guy off.



“Up here!” Kendall called over Christmas pop music coming from upstairs. Brendan grinned and did a dance before pulling his shoes off. He hurried up the stairs, thinking about Kendall’s words to him early.
 Hurry back
 .



“Don’t mind if I come up and say hello, do you?”



“Not at all,” she called back.



He headed up the stairs, his cock already rising at the thought of Lucy’s sister. Lucy was hot in that girl-next-door sort of way, but goddamn, Kendall had everything – her mother’s gorgeous face and a porn star body.



The music led him to the spare bedroom, where Kendall was bending over the bed and finishing wrapping a present in glossy red paper, ass towards the door. And what an ass it was, toned and curvy all at one, straining her black skirt. His eyes greedily drank in the sight of her legs in sheer black hose underneath.



She turned her head and grinned. At some point she donned a Christmas hat and the ball fell playfully across one of her breasts. “No Lucy?”



“An ex got in touch with her,” Brendan said, stepping into the room. “They’re catching up.”



She clicked her tongue. “And she left you high and dry? That sounds like Lucy.”



“I know,” he said, drawing closer and blatantly staring at Kendall’s ass. “I’m heartbroken.”



“You look it, poor thing,” she said, standing and turning. Her red top clung to her breasts. “That bitch has never known how to hang onto a man.”



“And what about your husband?” Brendan said, drawing closer. Her fingers came to his chest and rubbed the muscles underneath.



“Matt is a spineless weasel who’ll probably make a good father someday…” Kendall held his eyes and dropped her fingers along his stomach and his groin. “…to another man’s baby.”



Taking her ass in hand, Brendan growled, “God I love how fucked up your family is.”



“Mm hm,” Kendall purred. She went for his zipper and slowly started to tug it down. “Does Santa have a nice, big present for me this year?” Her hand slid into his boxers and her eyes widened in genuine surprise. “Oooh. He does.”



“And what about you?” Brendan asked, squeezing that tight, juicy ass. “Nice…” He hauled back and spanked her ass through the fabric of her skirt. “…or naughty?”



“I think you’ll find out when I’m screaming your name while you stick that big fat cock in me.”



The time for bad jokes was over. Brendan’s hand brushed the zipper to her skirt and he tugged it down as his own jeans came down his thighs, his cock springing out. Kendall wore a pair of lacy red panties, a match for the color of her sweater – and soon, he discovered, the color of her bra as well. She pulled the sweater up and over her breasts, making them bounce when they came free of the tight material. A deliberate move, he had no doubt, but entrancing anyways. Unlike her mother, Kendall appeared to be all natural, and as soon as he was free of his own clothes, he immediately pushed her back down and onto the bed to tug her bra’s cups down to suck on her tits.



“Mmmm, yessss, suck them,” Kendall moaned. She thrust her chest up into his face. “Imagine… mmm… imagine them in nine months, dripping with my milk, baby…”



“Oh fuck,” Brendan breathed. “You’re a goddamn freak.”



She propped herself up on one elbow and brought her other hand to his head to push him down harder against her breast. “Tell me you don’t like it,” she said.



“I fucking love it.”



“Yeah?” she whined as he started sucking and slurping on one of her big pink nipples again. “You want that? Your girlfriend’s sister all milky? Mmm, what about me pregnant, hm? Fuck, I think about that all the time. Me big and fat with a baby… oh God, I’m going to look so fucking hot.”



Brendan groaned and shot down Kendall’s body, yanking her panties down and burying his mouth against her slick, shaven cunt. His hands went to her stockinged legs and he lifted them high until her knees brushed her tits.



“That’s it,” she gasped, “eat me, eat my pussy.”



Brendan did, keeping her legs pinned and her pussy thrust up. Three for three with the Fasteau women, he thought gleefully. This was fucked up beyond measure and he loved it. Kendall did too. She writhed as best she could pinned like that, her head coming up so she could watch as he drove his tongue through her depths, trying to get every last drop of her delicious wetness.



“I’m fucking Lucy’s man,” she babbled. “I’m going to be the one you remember. Me. Eating MY pussy. Ramming ME with that dick.”



Jesus
 , he thought.
 She hates Lucy more than her mother does.
 That was sort of hot, even if he felt a stab of guilt or pain or something for Lucy’s sake. He let Kendall’s legs go so he could get to her clit more easily, and she coiled them behind his head, ankles locking together.



“Mmm, ohhhh…” she gasped.



With leverage now, Kendall humped right back at him. Brenan nuzzled her big clit with his tongue, then sucked it into his mouth.



“Oh shit, ohhhh! Finger m-me!”



Brendan didn’t hesitate. He sank two fingers into her, then a third, and seesawed them in and out as he attacked her clit, driving her wild. Her thighs clapped against his ears and she scratched at her stomach, her breasts.



“Oh fuck, ohhh, Brendan, that’s it, just… keep… like tha-ahhhhhh-at!” She came with a huge jolt of her hips, nearly spilling off the side of the bed when her feet came uncrossed. Her whole body twisted from one side to the other, her hand rising to her hair. She clutched at it as she cried out, “Ohhhh, ohhh, fuck!”



Brendan rose, his hand going to his hard cock. Kendall’s eyes refocused on him and she spread her legs. He dove between them, his lips at her neck, her chin, her cheek as he brought his cock to her pussy lips. She grabbed his ass and squeezed as he pushed inside her, hilting himself with one hard thrust in her tight embrace.



“Ohhhh, God, that’s it, fuck me good, mmmm, fuck me hard, g-give it to me.”



Brendan loomed over her, one hand on her shoulder, his lips still moving across her skin as he fucked her. Her nails dug into his ass hard enough to sting, and he hissed before clamping his mouth to hers, muting her cries as they moved together.



Incensed, he broke away, his hand falling to the bedspread as he pumped harder and harder into Kendall. She let go of his ass and clutched his cheeks. “I fuck you better than her, don’t I?”



“Shit yeah,” he said, smirking.



“Don’t bother with Lucy,” she said, thrusting back up at him and bringing her knees up. “She doesn’t deserve a cock like this. I do. This dick is mine while you’re here.”



“I fuck who I want,” he said.



“No, it’s mine,” she said forcefully. “Every drop goes in my pussy.” He yanked out of her and she frantically tried to pull him back. “No, no, what are you doing, I was there, I was right there!”



Brendan ignored her and grabbed her by the waist. Kendall gasped as he flipped her over and pushed her down against the bedspread, the Christmas paper bouncing off and landing on the floor. He nudged her legs apart and plunged back into her, driving her into the soft mattress.



“I’m not your weak-willed pussy husband,” he said, slamming his dick into her. “You don’t own me. I own you. This cunt is mine.”



“Ohhh, fuck!” Kendall moaned.



“Say it, Kendall, say this pussy is mine.”



She looked at him over her shoulder, eyes blazing. Brendan licked his thumb and pressed it to her bud, just like he’d done to her mother. This time, though, he gave her the full digit, making her eyes go huge.



“Ohhhh, ohhh, shit, oh fuck!” she yelled.



“Say it,” he panted, shoving into her harder and harder with his dick as he explored her ass with his thumb. “Say you’re mine if you want this baby in you.”



“I… I… I’m yours! Oh fuck!”



“This pussy is mine.”



“It’s yours, my cunt is yours, you own me, you own me, just keep fucking meeeee!”



She came again, her voice reaching an ear-splitting high before she fell silent, her body bouncing back and forth. Brendan pumped into her harder and harder, stroking into her with his thumb as he backed out with his cock, keeping her full one way or another.



“Mine,” he growled again.



“Yours,” she babbled, “yours, ah-ah-all yours, I’m yours…”



“Good slut.”



His need was too much. He punched into that hot, tight cunt a few more times before driving deep and giving her what she craved. He filled her, his cock pressed nearly right against her cervix.



“Stay there, stay there a minute,” she gasped. “I’ve never been fucked like that.”



“And we still have two more days to get you knocked up.”



She twisted her head. “Oh, Brendan. After that, I’m going to chain you up and drag you home with me. Matt could never satisfy me like that.”



“Then we better try to sneak in one more before he gets back.”



“At least,” Kendall said, her eyes vacant and dreamy.



* * *



The gray weather gave way to a crystalline blue sky, devoid of anything but the wispiest stretch of clouds on the horizon. If it wasn’t for the snow already on the ground and the crisp air, it would have been possible to believe it was a beautiful summer day.



Parker tugged down the tailgate on his truck and they sat on it, sipping the remains of their now-lukewarm coffee and staring out over the reservoir. Neither of them spoke much on the drive, the silence comfortable, as it had been when they were teens. But now Parker finally raised an eyebrow and gave Lucy a smirk.



“Sure your boyfriend isn’t going to be pissed I dragged you out here?”



“Brendan can deal with it. Or not. I don’t really care.”



“Things that bad?”



“I’m going to break up with him when we get back to Vineport. He’s a perv, and I thought it was cute and funny at first, but no, he’s genuinely a creep.”



“I’m sorry to hear that.”



“No you’re not,” Lucy said.



“Nah. I’m not,” Parker said, scooting closer. Lucy remembered Brendan telling her not to let him make a move on her right away, and she pressed a hand to his shoulder, stopping him.



“But I am still in a relationship,” she said.



“Ah, still the good girl. Guess I didn’t corrupt you too much.”



Lucy thought of Brendan taking her ass and fought an urge to laugh. “Oh, I have my fun now and then.”



“What’s fun mean for Lucy in this day and age?”



“Brendan and I might have got up to something on the plane.”



“Really?” Parker asked, looking more impressed than jealous.



“The business class bathroom,” Lucy said. “Brendan talked the couple next to it into switching us seats.”



“Flight attendants didn’t notice?”



“Oh, they did. We got our butts chewed out.” And her butt saw a pounding she would never forget. “But it was fun.”



“Lucy Fasteau, joining the Mile High club. Who’d have guessed?”



 “What happened with you and Donna?”



Lucy blurted the question before she could mentally talk herself out of asking it. She knew his ex-wife. She was a year younger than they were, and went to the same school, same as everyone in Sacktown. Donna had something of a Southern charm to her look, full-figured, full-bodied hair that was always blown out with tons of hairspray, carrying some extra pounds when Lucy last saw her, and absolutely stunning. She was a country girl to boot, a perfect match for Parker. It had been no surprise when they hooked up a couple years after Lucy left town.



Parker’s eyes narrowed for the briefest of seconds, his hands tightening on his knees.  He clicked his tongue, then finally spoke. “She’s a good woman. I don’t want to talk bad about her.”



“I wouldn’t tell anyone. I’m not a gossip. You know that.”



 He nodded, but was still reticent and took another moment. “I tried with her, I really did. We went out, you know, dinner, the bars, something like that once a week, and to the city every now and then for a weekend getaway. Music or dinner or just getting a hotel room and pretending like we were strangers, that sort of thing.” He chuckled. “But Donna got bored. I tried to make her happy but she didn’t like our life anymore. I guess it was just time for her to move on.”



“I’m sorry.”



“Me too.” He shrugged. “I’m not saying I’m innocent. We had our fights and I started my share of them.”



“Is she still in town?”



“Living with her sister down in Paducah.”



Lucy nodded, not sure what else to say. “So… how’s life now?”



Parker looked her right in the eyes. “Improving,” he said softly.



Oh. Ohhhhh jeez.



This time, when he leaned in, Lucy let him kiss her, despite Brendan’s advice. What did he know anyways? He was probably… he was probably…



Parker’s lips connected with hers, and any rational thought fled Lucy. She moaned softly, and he matched it with his own sharp inhalation of breath. She pulled back far enough to gasp, “My boyfriend…”



“…should have never let you out of his sight,” Parker said, and this time, when he kissed her, his hands rose to her face, his yellowed fingernails drawing lines down her cheeks.



Yellowed fingernails?



But she gave it no mind as he made her head spin with need. Yes, being around her family was painful and it would probably drive her mad in the long run, but this was right, this had always been right. Why had she fled to Vineport? Why had she thought her career and the city meant so much more to her than this?



Her career.



The city.



“Shit,” she breathed as Parker slid a hand down to one of her breasts. “Parker, I… my life in Vineport…”



“I’m not letting you go again,” he said, pushing her down to the truck’s bed and sliding over her.



“But you’ll have to. I fly back in two days.”



“I know,” he said, pushing her sweater up and over her bra. “Fuck, Lucy…” he moaned.



She might have given in, or maybe not. Maybe she would have come to her senses. But his phone rang and he froze.



“Fuck it,” he said, and palmed her tit through the fabric of her bra, grunting as he kissed her again. She ran her hands up and down his sides. Something felt funny under the fabric of his shirt. Something off. Something underneath there.



Then his phone rang again.



“Shit,” he muttered, and pulled away from Lucy.



“Wha… what is it?” she asked, pulling her sweater down into place.



“I gotta take this. It’s my boss.”



Are you serious?
 she wanted to scream. “The farm? Do you still work with your dad?”



“Uh, no, no, a different… a different place.” Parker stared at her underneath him, then muttered under his breath, “Fuck.”



He helped Lucy up and hopped off the truck. Alongside the dirt road was a short ditch. He hopped it and answered on the other side. What, did he not think she could be trusted with dairy secrets or whatever the hell he did now?



His words were short and clipped, his eyes flicking towards Lucy now and again. Finally he hung up and smiled apologetically as he hopped the ditch again. “Sorry. I gotta make a run for the Andersons.”



“Oh,” she said.



“Lucy, come on. It’s my job.” He gave her his charming smile. “Wasn’t that what broke us up?”



“That’s low.”



“I’m sorry. I’m frustrated that I can’t spend more time with you.”



“Yeah? Well, maybe don’t take it out on me.”



He took a breath and let it out. “You’re right. You want to ride out with me?”



“I should probably head home soon.”



“It’s not far out of the way. Let me have the extra ten minutes with you.”



That salved her anger, and Lucy caved. They drove back to the highway nearly to town, then turned off onto a well-maintained dirt road leading past a few rural houses and the sprawl of farms beyond. The Andersons were something like ninth generation farmers, mostly corn and potatoes. Lucy vaguely remembered a Nels or Nils or Something Anderson a few years older than her in school. From what she recalled, he was big trouble, getting into a lot of fights.



“Was it Nils Anderson that used to get into the fights all the time?”



“Good memory. He’s my boss. Still an asshole.”



“Why don’t work with your dad anymore?”



“Ah, we had a falling out. You know how it goes with him.”



Lucy did. His father was a lot like hers, very straight-laced and opinionated. Parker and his father fought like cats and dogs over a thousand little things.



They neared a single-story house with a big detached Quonset hut-style garage, large enough that a semi or two could have fit in there. A Doberman and a German shepherd bounded towards the truck, the Doberman barking up a storm.



Nils Anderson, who Lucy hadn’t seen since she was a teenager, stepped out of the garage, big as a house. He poked his tongue at his cheek, staring at the truck as it approached, then finally called off the dogs.



“He looks happy,” Lucy said.



“Yeaaaah, best wait here. I’ll be in and out.”



Eyeing the dogs, Lucy said, “Sure.”



They pulled up in front of the garage and parked. Parker slid out and the German shepherd approached him, tongue lolling out. Parker gave him a pet behind the ear, and Lucy smiled to herself. Still loved dogs. She liked that about him, though she was more of a cat person herself.



Parker and Nils disappeared inside, and Lucy pulled out her phone to call Brendan. She was just annoyed enough with Parker to break free of the haze of lust. Brendan was right. She had to play this cool and not seem too desperate.



“Heyo,” Brendan said when he answered.



“What are you doing?”



“Just helping your sister with a package.”



Lucy froze. “No.”



“A big package. Kinda feel bad regifting her something you already had, though.”



“You asshole! That bitch!” But she didn’t have time to chew his ass out. “We’re talking about this later. But for now, I need a favor.”



“What’s that?”



“I’m going to send you a text message in a few minutes. When I do, call me back. Get angry. Say you didn’t expect to hear I was out and about with my boyfriend.”



“Out and about?” he asked, and chuckled. “Sure. I can do that. By the way, your sister has some issues. I love it. Best fuck I’ve-”



Lucy hung up on him and balled up her fist. Of all the guys she could have asked to do this for her, she went with Brendan. Of course this would go all wrong. Matt was a good guy. Yeah, a little creepy, but he didn’t deserve to be cheated on.



After a few deep breaths and a handful of choice expletives for the rotten bastard, she tapped Brendan out a simple message and adjusted her phone’s settings so it wouldn’t go to the lock screen or power down for a few minutes. Then she kept it loosely by her side, ready to send when Parker made a reappearance.



She didn’t have long to wait. He came out holding a cardboard box. Nils came out too, eyeing the truck and Lucy. The two men said nothing to each other as Parker dropped the box into the truck bed. Lucy tapped the send button on her phone and slipped it into her pocket.



“Good to go?” she asked when Parker slid in.



“Yeah. Now, my place, or should I wine and dine you first?” he asked.



“Oh no, you’re not getting me that easy.”



“Really?” he asked, his lazy grin back in place. “I got five bucks that says I do.”



Okay, maybe she should text Brendan and tell him not to call after all.



Parker reversed and turned the truck around. When they were pointed in the right direction, his hand fell to her hip… then slid higher. “I’ll make you another bet,” he said, his voice a throaty growl.



“What’s that?” Lucy asked, her thighs spreading and heat blossoming where his fingers brushed.



“I can make you come before we get back to town.”



Before she could say fuck it and yank out her phone to text Brendan, he called. She groaned. “I have to take this.”



“Your boyfriend?” Parker asked. His hand went to her sex and rubbed her through the fabric. “Fuck him.”



His words held a shocking amount of heat. “Parker. No.”



He froze, then pulled his hand away. The phone kept ringing as he held her eyes, clearly angry, but he didn’t try to touch her again as she answered.



“Where are you?” Brendan snapped.



“I’m out with a friend,” she said.



“It’s him, isn’t it?” He was shockingly good at this, not quite shouting but so close to it that Parker must have heard. He glanced in her direction, then back at the road.



“We’re just saying hi to each other. That’s it.”



“Yeah,” Brendan said. “That’s it. Come back to your parents’ house or I’m taking the rental back to the city.”



“Brendan…”



He hung up. Lucy winced for show and said, “Shit. I need to go back to my parents’ place.”



“Sure you don’t want to take me up on that bet?” Parker asked. “I’d take you to the airport when you need to fly out.”



That was seriously tempting, but the anger in his eyes had sealed the deal for her. She would make him wait for it another day. “Not tonight. But tomorrow evening I’ll find a reason to sneak out. We’ll go look at Christmas lights, like we used to.”



“I’d like that,” Parker said.



* * *



Lucy was rightfully pissed about Brendan hooking up with Kendall and barely spoke more than a few words to them throughout dinner. Barton wasn’t too friendly either, keeping his words clipped when it came to him.



Brendan didn’t mind. As he was spearing a beet among his salad, a hand crept across to his lap and stroked his cock. He had a hard time not looking in Annie’s direction, hiding a small smile as she stroked him over the top of his jeans.



Her play was short-lived, just a few seconds, and then she returned to her meal like nothing happened, no one the wiser except him. A few minutes on, as Matt was talking about retirement funds or some shit like that, a foot rubbed Brendan’s calf. He glanced at Annie, thinking it was her, but the angle was all wrong. Whoever it was, they were doing it with the pad of their foot at an angle Annie couldn’t have reached.



Kendall, then.



She confirmed it a moment later when she picked up her glass of wine, sipped it, and smiled at him behind the rim. Again, no one noticed but him, and Brendan grew half hard at the two women’s play, unknown to each other.



After dinner, Annie stood to clear the plates away. Brendan said innocently, “Here, let me help you with that.”



“Such a gentleman,” Annie said. Barton snorted at that and pulled his phone out to browse it.



“Let me help too,” Matt said, rising.



“Sit, please,” Annie said. “It’s a job for two.”



“Well, I got tomorrow morning then, big guy,” Matt said, making a finger gun in Brendan’s direction.



“You got it,” Brendan said, miming the man right back and thinking to himself about how loud Kendall was when she came the second time they fucked. She could have given him tinnitus wailing like that. Then had come the babbling, promising him she would fly him out or come visit him if only he would fuck her again and again and again. She shut up nicely when he stuck his spent, slimy cock into her mouth and she suckled at it like a pacifier.



Annie and Brendan gathered up the dishes and the leftovers. Brendan rinsed off the plates and handed them off to Annie at the dishwasher beside him. The L of the kitchen counter gave them enough cover that Brendan felt safe palming Annie’s ass through the fabric of her skirt, as he had the night before. The hot MILF glanced up at him, smirking as if she was asking, “Is that it? That’s all you’ve got?”



He glanced over at the group at the table, then back at Annie. “So, Lucy mentioned something to me about a charity lunch tomorrow?”



“Oh, yes,” Annie said, then jumped as his hand returned to her ass and lifted up her skirt. He glanced at her lacy panties and grinned. “Penelope runs that. A free meal for the…” Brendan slipped his hands into her panties and sank a finger into her sex, working the digit back and forth inside her. “…ahhhh, senior citizens and the community.”



“It’s a good time,” Matt said cheerfully.



Brendan pulled his hand free and turned. “Oh, you’ve done it before with them?” he asked, popping his middle finger into his mouth and sucking Annie’s juices off himself. “I cannot get enough of that sauce.”



“Annie’s the best cook, isn’t she?” Matt said. “And yes, ever since Kendall and I started dating, when we come here for Christmas, we always help out.”



“Very noble,” Brendan said. “I need to do more volunteer work.” He grabbed a fork and dropped it off the counter. He knelt and pulled Annie’s skirt up again, He tugged her panties to the side and buried his face in the crack of her ass, giving her cleft a single lick. Annie gripped the counter harder and squirmed, but that was the only sign she gave. Brendan grabbed the fork and tugged the skirt back down into place as he stood up.



“Who wants dessert?” Annie asked, her voice the sound of serenity.



A half hour later, the Fasteau matriarch called for a family tradition, hanging certain special bulbs on the Christmas tree. By that point, Barton was so far into a bottle of rum that he was practically swimming, and sat on the couch to watch the festivities since he could barely stand.



The bulbs were in the garage, but this time Matt insisted on helping out Annie, to Brendan’s annoyance. He wanted a minute alone with the MILF, but there would be time for another tryst late that night if he could sneak away from Lucy again.



Speaking of, his fake love was nearly as tipsy as her dad, guzzling wine and at least two rum and egg nogs, which Brendan suspected were more of the former and less of the latter. While he wasn’t the brightest relationship bulb, Brendan did figure at least some of her drunkenness wasn’t attributed to him, but probably Parker.



If he was a nicer guy, he should track that guy down and have a conversation with him. Help Lucy’s cause. It would probably mean having to tell Parker the truth about their fake relationship, but despite everything, Lucy was a decent woman. Dishonest as fuck and more than a little crazy, but shit, who wasn’t? He stared at the twinkling lights on the tree. Maybe… maybe it could be his Christmas present to her.



Unsettled by the thought of actually doing something decent for his friend, Brendan turned back to the decorations. The tallest of the bunch, he was given the task of hanging a few bulbs near the top. “Let me help you with that,” Kendall said, standing up on her tiptoes and raising her arms so far above her head it pushed her tits out. Ignoring Matt’s widening eyes, Brendan grinned and blatantly stared at the gorgeous woman’s massive chest.



“I’m nearly as tall,” Annie said, and took a bulb. “Let ME help.” She stood up on her tiptoes too, emulating her daughter with an overemphasized bounce of her own magnificent tits. Mother and daughter both laughed.



By the time they finished with the bulbs, Barton was passed out, turned away from the family and the tree. The rest stared at the tree a long while, talking about Lucy and Kendall’s childhood Christmases.



“Remember the stupid reindeer photos?” Kendall asked.



Lucy groaned. Brendan asked, “Reindeer photos?”



Kendall said, “Mom and Dad would dress up like Santa and Mrs. Claus. Then they’d dress us up like reindeer. Dad had this big sheet of plywood he cut up and painted to look like the side of a sleigh. Mom and Dad would get behind it with ropes tied to our costumes, and we would have to kneel down in the snow in front of it.”



“It was cute,” Annie said.



“It was cold and miserable,” Kendall said, reaching out and nudging her mom’s calf with her toes, a gentle mockery of a kick.



“It was funny once, but you made us do it for, like, nine years,” Lucy said. Her words were slurred and her eyes kept drooping.



“They did it to us
 because
 we were miserable,” Kendall said.



“Was I so awful a mother?” Annie asked, her tone now coming with some venom. “Oh, I’m sorry your Christmases were miserable. Skiing in the mountains. Learning to make your favorite sweets. Giving you all the presents your little hearts desired.”



“Mom, you once gave me an IOU coupon book for Christmas candy for when I was fifteen pounds lighter,” Lucy snapped.



“Let’s calm-” Matt said, but his sister-in-law cut him off.



“And what do you mean, you gave us everything we wanted? When I was twelve, all I wanted was to have a mommy-daughter day. And what did you give me? Makeup, lotions, and skin care products. You said I’d thank you.”



“I spent a lot of money on that!” Annie said.



Brendan took a seat. He reached for the bottle of rum but Matt was there ahead of him, pulling the bottle to himself, his eyes never leaving the lightning storm between mother and daughter.



“All I wanted was time with you!” Lucy said. “And you hated me so much that you didn’t even want to give me that. But the next day – the next day! – you took Kendall to see a movie. You didn’t even think to ask me.”



“Hey, I’m not the bad guy,” Kendall said. “Don’t drag me into this.”



“You’re not the bad guy? You put dog poop in a box, wrapped it up, and gave it to me for Christmas!” Lucy shouted.



“We were kids,” Kendall said.



“You were eighteen.”



“Why are you even home if you hate it here so much?” Kendall asked. “Oh, I know. You wanted to show Brendan off so you could get Parker back. Half the fucking town saw you with him today.”



“That’s enough,” Annie said, but her tone was mild, a token gesture as a mother.



Lucy snatched the bottle of rum from Matt. The lid was still off. She brought the bottle to her lips and chugged, four, five healthy swallows. Brendan finally stood up and took the bottle from her. She punched his chest. Not swatted him. Punched him. He caught the second hit and pressed the hand to her breast.



“Okay, Loose. Okay,” he said softly.



“They’re horrible!”



“I know.”



Just like that, all the fight went out of Lucy and she collapsed against him, crying. He set the bottle down on the coffee table, and walked her back to their room. Without his support, she would have fallen. He practically had to carry her.



In the room, she mumbled, “I shouldn’t have said all that in front of you.”



“Hey. It’s the holidays. They always bring out a lot of emotion.”



“You don’t know how bad it was, Brendan.”



“I’m getting the picture.”



“They’re bitches. Both of them.”



“I’m not arguing with you,” he said.



“Do you like her?”



“Who? Kendall?”



“Y-yeah.”



“Not a bit.”



“But you really did sleep with her, didn’t you?”



Brendan chuckled and guided her towards the bed. “Yeah.”



“You’re a jerk too.”



“Oh yeah. Definitely.”



“But you don’t like her?”



“No, I don’t, Lucy.”



“Do you like me?”



“You’re… better than most,” he said.



“I think Parker likes me,” she said. “He almost got me to sleep with him today.”



“But you didn’t?” he asked, helping her with the hem of her sweater.



“No.” She raised her arms up like a child and he tugged the sweater up and over her head and her limbs. Without so much as a second’s hesitation, she reached behind her back and undid the clasp on her bra. Brendan took in the sight, but he wasn’t about to take advantage of her like this, asshole or not.



When she went to take off her jeans, she nearly fell. He caught her, steadied, her, and said quietly, “I’ll hold you while you get those.”



“You don’t want to help?” she asked, leaning in close, the alcohol on her breath hitting him like a wave.



“Oh, I do. But not until you’re sober. And when you are, I think you’ll change your mind.”



She faltered, then hung her head. “I think I’m going to be sick.”



He dragged Lucy to the bathroom, and waited outside while she evacuated the alcohol and her last seven or eight meals, judging from the sound and force of her sickness. While that was going on, Matt poked his head around the corner to the hallway.



“We’re heading up to bed. She all right?”



“She will be.”



Matt nodded and gave him a two-fingered salute. Brendan fought the urge to roll his eyes and instead nodded back.



About then, Lucy flushed. Brendan opened the door back up, and helped her to her feet to brush her teeth and gargle. She said nothing more, but let herself be moved around like a puppet as he finished stripping her down to her panties. Knowing she’d want to be in it in the morning, he made her sit on the edge of the bed and put on one of her long sleep shirts. By that point, she was out, her chin against her chest and her breathing evening out. He guided her down, and tucked her in.



Staring at Lucy like that, Brendan muttered, “Fuck, I wish I was a better man.”



He shrugged, and headed out to the living room, where Annie waited, her skirt pulled up, her fingers buried in her panties on the chair next to her snoring husband.



“You’re all a bunch of fucking horrible people,” he said even as he worked the buckle on his belt. “She deserves better than you.”



“Is that going to stop you?”



“It should,” he said, but it wouldn’t and they both knew it. Annie’s grin was that of a snake, and God help him, it turned him on. He pulled her to the edge of the chair and dropped to her, his lips crushing against hers, his cock grinding against her in his need to fuck this woman.



That night, he didn’t care about her pleasure. Brendan took. When he had his pants down far enough, he buried himself into the hot mother, fucking her hard on the chair, her legs kicking up in the air just feet away from her husband. Annie didn’t try to be quiet and Brendan didn’t shush her once. He was too hungry for her, no matter how much shame that brought.



When Annie came the first time, he grabbed her under the ass and hoisted her up, fucking her in midair as her gaze fell on her sleeping husband. “He’s fucking m-me so good, Barton,” she gasped as Brendan lifted her up and dropped her on his cock again and again. “He’s giving me something you haven’t in years.”



With a snarl, Brendan took her to the Christmas tree and laid her out before it. Again, he took her on her back, fucking her on a rug beside the presents. Her arm flailed out and sent a bulb flying as he only ever picked up the pace, slamming into her and making her tits bounce to the timing.



“I know y-you’re fucking Kendall too,” she said, and Brendan yanked out of her to flip her over. He spat into his palm three, four times, then he lubed up her asshole. Instead of protesting, Annie pushed up to her knees and thrust her ass out for him. He brought his cockhead to her bud and pushed in.



“Fuuuuck!” he groaned, taking her with short, fast pumps now.



“Mmm, mmm hmmm, fuck my a-ass, fuck my ass right in front of my husband, he’ll never fuck me this good, never…”



Brendan cracked Annie’s ass with a smack, and she dropped forward, her head nearly brushing the rug.



“Fuck, ohhh, fuck, oh oh oh, fuck!” she cried out, and again she was coming, her body quivering around him so hard he popped free. He didn’t care. As she twisted her head to watch, he jacked his cock, nearing his edge already. He came with a grunt, his warmth shooting across her cheeks and her lower back.



Without a word, Brendan stood up. He thought about leaving Annie like that to pick herself up, but finally sighed and offered her a hand.



“Such a gentleman,” she said drily, and his chuckle was real.



But that wasn’t to be the end of the night’s festivities.



After a long shower with the last of the rum close at hand, Brendan stepped out to a vision he’d carry with him until the end of his life. Much as he liked Lucy, what Kendall did to him was undeniable, and now… now she was dressed in a naughty red Santa corset, with white frill at the breasts. Complete with six-inch red stilettos, it was a gorgeous outfit and must have cost her a fortune.



He tore it in seconds.



With a hole ripped in her panties and a button torn loose, Brendan fucked Kendal against the door of the bathroom. She wrapped her legs around him, digging the heels into his legs so hard it hurt.



“I’m the sister you really want, aren’t I?” she breathed in his ear.



“You’re all fucking crazy,” he growled.



“Mmm. You’re not denying it.” Kendall nipped his earlobe and pulled back to whisper in his ear, “I’m going to leave him. I’m pulling you back here so I can sit on that face and ride you when I’m fat with your babies.” Brendan’s breaths went ragged and his pace manic, the door thumping every time he fucked into her. “Or maybe I’ll stay with him and fuck you on the s-side. I’ll let him know, of course, because he d-deserves to know that your big fucking dick owns me now, and I love it…” He shoved into her so hard she banged her head back against the door, making her giggle. “Oh fuck, oohhhh, Brendan, I’m going to eat you up.”



“Crazy,” he repeated, but the words she was saying drove him wild. He pulled out of her and twisted her around so her tits were nearly brushing the door. Like that, he fucked her again, one hand on her waist, the other cupping one of her big tits. He couldn’t last long, not even after coming all over her mother’s ass. He came, and as he caught his breath, he started to hum Christmas music.



* * *



Lucy woke to the banging of the little drummer boy pounding away on the inside of her skull. Her mouth tasted like mouthwash, and the vagaries of the night before throbbed to the tempo of her hangover.



She was alone in bed and twisted out of it, nearly falling. A low, murmured conversation in the kitchen and dining room reached her as she stepped out into the hallway. The bathroom called and she tried to piece together everything she remembered as she sat down, feeling both miserable at her own behavior and angry with Kendall and her mother.



But most of all, she felt a strange sort of numbness. Kendall had always been horrible to her, but Lucy thought at her core that her sister might still love her. Sleeping with Brendan, though, that was such a vile act that Lucy couldn’t contemplate her sister doing that to her. How could she ever look Kendall in the eyes again? How could she ever tolerate her even for a few days?



Lost in thought and trying to feel anything but the soul-crushing urge to cry, Lucy showered and prepared for the day ahead, wondering what fresh hells awaited her on this Christmas Eve.



A quick look out the bedroom window told her it was clear enough to get in a jog, just what she needed to get her head to quit pounding, whether she felt like it or not. She dressed warmly, in butt-hugging sweatpants and a long-sleeved tee. Not her cutest outfit, but she wasn’t feeling cute.



In the dining room, her mother, father, and Matt were just finishing up breakfast. “Morning,” Lucy said.



“Morning, sweetheart,” her father said, his attention, as ever when it came to breakfast, fixed on the news on his phone.



“Good morning,” Matt said. “Merry Christmas Eve.”



“Morning,” her mother said tersely. “There’s sausage and potato casserole cooling on the counter. Please put the leftovers away when you’re done.”



“Mom, I…” But Lucy had no idea what to say. Her first urge was to apologize, even if she knew in her heart she’d been right to finally put voice to years-long frustrations the night before. But she was done apologizing for things that weren’t her fault. Instead, she said quietly, “Thanks for breakfast.”



“Mm hm.”



As Lucy fetched a plate and a glass of water, Matt asked, “Feeling better?”



“No. Not really. Going to go for a run. It always helps when I’m hung over.”



“Want some company?” he asked, and that extended metaphorical hand nearly made Lucy cry.  She needed the kindness on a basic human level, like food or water. Today, Christmas Eve, she needed to feel accepted by someone, and Matt gave that to her.



“I’d like that, thank you.” She sat down to eat, knowing she’d regret eating first and exercising later, but so powerfully hungry she couldn’t ignore it. “Kendall and Brendan?”



“Penelope came by looking for help hauling some things for the lunch today,” Matt said. “I was still in the shower or I would have joined them.”



“We’re headed there soon,” Annie said. “Come join us when you’re more presentable.”



That should have stung, but it made Lucy all the wearier. She finished her breakfast while Matt went to change into a pair of sweats of his own. Her father squeezed her shoulder before he left with Annie to head to the community center.



On their run, Lucy and Matt said little for the first two miles. He kept up that long, but when he started lagging, they slowed it down to a fast walk. “Sorry,” he said, wiping at his forehead with the back of his gloved hands.



“Don’t be. It’s nice to slow down. My head is killing me.”



“I’ll bet. You really doing okay this morning? I mean, apart from the hangover. Last night got ugly.”



“I’ll be fine. Thanks.”



The end of that block marked a shift into a small circle of restaurants and businesses. It made Lucy think of her weekly peanut and granola bagel, and she shook her head, smiling to herself.



“What’s the smile for?” Matt asked.



“Every week I get a granola and peanut butter bagel from this place along the way from work,” she said. “It’s my weekly treat to myself. I miss it. Is that weird?”



He thought about that. “No. I think you gotta take your pleasures where you can.”



“I’ve been thinking a lot about moving. But I’d miss so much about the city. Even with the assholes and the cost of living, there’s so much there. Pretty much any food I want, all day. The shopping. The parks. The impersonality of it. I know that’s weird, but… I like losing myself in people. I don’t want everybody to know my business every second of every day.”



“So why come home? You seem miserable.”



“I am,” Lucy said, and realized she meant it. She was utterly, horribly miserable here. Most of that she could lay at her family’s doorstep, save her father, but there was nothing here for her. She knew if she did decide to move it would be close to somewhere bigger than Sacktown. To have this sinking feeling of being stuck in time was not for her. But there was still the question of Parker to be answered. If they hit it off like they did yesterday again, she wouldn’t rule out returning home. Not entirely, anyways. But she hoped she could instead convince him to move to Vineport, or… or somewhere, anywhere but this viper’s nest. “If I told you something, could you keep it a secret?”



“You could trust me with anything. I hope you know that.”



Lucy smiled wanly. “Thanks. Brendan and I, we’re not really a couple.”



“Kendall and I figured as much.”



“Guess it was pretty obvious, huh?”



“Yeaaaah.”



“Let’s turn around.” They did, and as they started walking back towards the Fasteau home again, Lucy explained. “I wanted to impress Mom and Kendall. I wanted them to think I’d made it. Work is going really well but Vineport’s expensive, and it feels like I’m still the college girl trying to make ends meet some months. I thought if I brought him home, I’d at least have something they could admire.”



“They’re certainly doing that,” Matt said.



“I wanted to win Christmas,” Lucy said. “Like it’s some contest of who’s doing the best. And instead, I’m realizing more and more I don’t belong here. I don’t.”



“So why stick around?” Matt asked.



“Family obligation,” she said, confused. “It’s almost Christmas. I just have a couple days left and then I can fly home.”



“So why spend the rest of your time here miserable? They’re just going to pile it on. You know that. Have you ever thought maybe you need to give yourself the present of just not giving a fuck?”



She laughed. Matt didn’t swear often. “So what, just… bow out of everything?”



“Sure. Why not? Grab your fake boyfriend and get a hotel room. Or Jean still lives in New Bainbridge, right?” Jean was an aunt, not a particularly close one, but friendly enough. “Give her a call. See if you can crash in their basement.”



“Just skip Christmas.”



“No. Don’t skip it. Make it yours.”



“I like that idea,” she said, and came in to wrap an arm around his shoulders. He returned the one-armed hug as they walked. When they broke apart, she thought of Brendan and Kendall, and added softly, “Matt, I need to tell you something else.”



“What’s that?”



“Kendall. And Brendan.”



“Ah,” he said. “You mean them sleeping together.”



Lucy glanced at him sharply. “You knew?”



“I suspected until last night. Then Kendall snuck out of bed and got pretty dressed up for him.” He sighed. “They did it in the bathroom downstairs. I… I think right before that he was sleeping with your mom, too.”



“What the
 fuck
 ?” Lucy breathed.



“Yeah. I heard Annie, mm, cry out. And given that Bart was asleep, there was only one person she could have really been with.”



“Oh my God. That fucking asshole. That… fucking… asshole! I’m so furious, I’m… I’m… I’m sorry, Matt, Jesus, I’m so sorry.”



“It’s okay,” Matt said. “Him and Kendall, it gives me leverage.”



“Leverage?” Lucy asked.



“We have a prenup and it pretty heavily favors her. But if she’s sleeping with someone else, it means… well… I can do this.”



He stopped Lucy by grabbing her arm. Her eyes widened as Matt came in, his lips pursed like a duck’s, his hand going to her ass. She shoved him back before he could kiss her.



“What the fuck?” she repeated, this time nearly screeching.



“It’s time I told you how I feel, Lucy,” Matt said patiently, like he was talking to a child. “I haven’t loved Kendall in a while. Her having an affair frees me. It frees us, don’t you see that? We can be together, we can run off. Let’s go to New Bainbridge. Right now. Just go. Spend the night in a hotel, get room service, anything you want. Then, then, then… I could move to Vineport-”



“No!”



“-or we could start a new life somewhere, you know? Run away with me, Lucy. Let’s spend Christmas together. Away from your crazy family.”



“She’s still my sister. Jesus, Matt!”



“Like she’s letting that stop her.”



He was right. Lucy knew that. She could take Matt like Kendall took Brendan. But that would be stooping to her level, and besides, Lucy might be done with her mother and her sister – ugh, both of them, sleeping with Brendan? – but Kendall was still family and she wasn’t going to do this. Not with Matt. “I don’t care if Kendall’s a horrible person.  I’m not doing that. There is no us.”



And with that, she started sprinting. Matt followed her, but at a distance, and much, much slower. By the time she hit the house and changed, he was only coming up the block, his chest rising and falling. She stormed back past him on the opposite side of the street, ignoring her name on his lips.



Fuck Kendall. Fuck her mother. Fuck Matt. And especially fuck Brendan.



* * *



The community center was empty when Brendan, Penelope, and Kendall pulled in. It was a nice building, fronted by a two-story glass façade that looked in on a cafeteria-style setting. They went in through the back into a more utilitarian hallway leading to a few offices.



“Right,” Penelope said. Bringing back fiery memories of Kendall the night before, she was showing off her lithe figure in a beautiful red Santa’s helper outfit that showed off just enough leg to be saucy, but not quite enough for scandal. “Volunteers should start showing up in the next half hour or so. Kendall, if you would, please start pulling chairs off the tables and setting them up.”



“Where do you need me, boss?” Brendan asked, giving her his best lazy smile and completely aware of Kendall’s frown.



“I’ve got some decorations down in the basement. I’ll show you which ones need to be brought up.”



Penelope led him to an elevator. The basement was one large, stark room, with a gray carpet and white walls. A few grocery store-style shelves held all sorts of canned and binned goods along one half of the room. Boxes and totes lined another wall, divided neatly with duct tape along the thinly carpeted floor. Above each line of boxes was a holiday-related picture, and they stopped in front of one with a Christmas tree. “The green and red totes,” she said.



Brendan ignored the totes for a moment and studied every inch of Penelope. “Tell me no,” he said as he stepped in, “and I back off. But I don’t think you will.”



Her dark eyes crinkled. He loved the proud, sharp lines of her face. “Annie told me you’re one of the best she’s ever had.”



“
 The
 best.”



“Mm. Come see me in the office after you’re done with the totes and prove it.” She reached around him, groped his butt, and moaned theatrically. Before he could grab her and drag her to the ground right then and there, she pranced away, giving him a coquettish look over her shoulder as she neared the elevator.



There were six totes in total. Brendan used a dolly to carry them up three at a time. When he finished, he gave Kendall a squeeze of her ass before he went back to the hallway. Penelope’s door was open. She glanced up from a big metal desk and smiled.



“Alone?”



“Kendall will hear us,” he said, shutting the door behind him.



Penelope stood. “I don’t care. Besides, I’ve caught her looking. She’s bi just like her mother is.”



In the process of undoing his belt, Brendan stopped. “You and Annie have been together?”



“Oh yes.” She stepped forward, trailing a hand up and down his chest. “I give her what she can’t get at home.”



“Fuck,” he moaned. “And you’re not worried about pissing her off by sleeping with Kendall?”



“No. Annie knows I’m interested in her and have been ever since she turned eighteen. She doesn’t mind if it happens, so long as she never hears the details.”



“That family redefines demented.”



“Mm hm.” His belt came loose and she stared at his briefs as he tugged them down.  Her eyes slowly traveled back up to meet his, and they kissed, her hand dipping down to his cock and stroking him.



While the moment might have started sensual and sweet, it shifted quickly as Penelope stepped back, gripped Brendan’s shirt, and twisted him to shove him down onto a side chair with no arms. She bent to tug down a black thong.



“I hear you like trophies.”



“That I do,” he said, and took the proffered bit of fabric. He stuffed them into his pocket and leaned back so she could straddle him, her pussy grinding right against his hardening prick. He lifted her skirt up to run his hands over her taut ass, smacking it.



At that moment, the door opened. Kendall peered in, her lips parting. “Her too?” was her only comment.



“We’ll be done in a minute,” Penelope said. “Unless you want to watch… or join in.”



Kendall licked her lips. Brendan squeezed Penelope’s cheeks and spread them. “Kendall. Come here.” Like she was moving through quicksand, Kendall took a tiny step forward, then another one. Brendan moved his hands to Penelope’s waist and guided her until she was sitting on his lap facing Kendall. “You want her?”



Kendal hiccupped, then nodded. “For a long time.”



“Then get on your knees and show her while she rides my cock.”



“I’ve never done that with a woman before.”



Penelope reached beneath her and gripped Brendan’s dick. She guided it up and sank down slowly onto it. Her core gripped him tight, and both she and Brendan moaned. He spread her lewdly wide, her long legs sliding outwards to better accommodate him.



“All you have to do, darling… is lick,” Penelope said.



Kendall took another tiny step forward. “Ms. Zaga,” she whimpered.



Her descent was slow, her eyes never leaving the connection between Brendan and Penelope. Penelope ground on him, her hips swaying with hypnotic motions. They didn’t have much time, but this moment captivated all three of them, as the married, sex-crazed slut Kendall tentatively leaned forward, her tongue sliding out.



And she licked.



Her motions were gentle and tentative at first, like she might get up and leave at any moment, broken from this spell. Instead, something must have clicked on for her. She whispered a soft, “oh,” and then grinned up at the pair of them.



Her mouth moved again, and this time she teased Brendan along with Penelope. The dual sensations of Penelope’s warm cunt wrapped tight around his cock and Kendal licking him was going to get him off in a hurry. He carefully pulled down the straps of Penelope’s dress, baring her breasts. She wore pasties over her nipples, since a bra wouldn’t work with the outfit, and he rolled his thumbs over the tops of them as Kendall sped up.



“That’s it, like that,” Penelope said, tossing her hair back and leaning forward to rest a hand on her knee. “Oh fuck, Kendall, you’re a good little pussy slut, just like I knew you wanted to be.”



She rocked faster on Brendan, her free hand going to Kendall’s hair and bringing her even tighter to her sex. Kendall’s licking matched her pace, the energy building and building in the room. Brendan held on, but this was easily the hottest threesome he’d ever taken part in and his need too grew and grew.



“Kendall,” he said. “You want me to come in that pussy again?”



“Yessss,” Kendall moaned, still laser focused on Penelope.



“Lick her asshole.”



“Oh fuck,” Penelope gasped.



“Her… her ass?” Kendall pulled back and thought about that. A slow, devious grin spread across her face. Penelope jerked up and off Brendan again to straddle him the way she had the first time, dropping her pussy down hard enough on his cock to make her hiss with good pain.



Kendall showed no hesitation. She drove forward to spread Penelope’s ass cheeks wide, then buried her tongue in the other woman’s bleached bud.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhh fuck,” Penelope whined. “Her tongue is up my ass, oh fuck, this feels so goooood.”



“Hear that?” Brendan said. “Good girl, Kendall.”



“Good… girl!” Kendall panted, shoving her tongue in and out of Penelope’s asshole. “I’m… your… good slut! I’m… your… BEST… slut!”



“Ooooh, ohhhh, ohhhh!” Penelope gasped. “Kend… all!”



She came, writhing so hard her breasts ended up pressed to Brendan’s face. He took one in his hands and sucked at the nipple under the pastie. “Now it’s your turn to take care of Kendall while I come in her sweet fucking pussy again,” he growled.



Penelope shot off him again, sitting on the edge of her desk and playing with her drenched pussy while Brendan dropped to the floor and spun Kendall around. He speared into her with one hard thrust, and fucked her from behind like a man possessed. Penelope dropped too, running one hand under Kendall’s body to stroke her mound and her clit while she brought her mouth to Kendall’s ass, licking it with the same frantic enthusiasm Kendall showed her.



“Ohhhh, fuck!” Kendall cried. “Missssss…. Zaga!”



Not thirty seconds in and she was coming already, straining forward and slamming back, her ass slapping against Brendan’s skin. He wasn’t far behind either, gripping Kendall’s shoulder and pounding into her, his breath coming in snorts. He rose up to one knee and drove into her five, six, seven times, then he exploded in her cunt, his come trailing down her pussy, thighs, and onto the ground. Penelope pushed him back and dropped her mouth to Kendall’s cunt, slurping up what she could and then bringing the creamy treat to Kendall’s lips, the two of them kissing and drizzling Brendan’s come all down their chins.



Just in time, too. Someone knocked on the back door and hollered, “Penelope? You around?”



Penelope burst into giggles. Kendall joined her, then they kissed again. Brendan stood up and did up his pants. “Good luck explaining the smell and the spots on the carpet if anyone comes in here,” he said, and that sent Penelope into even harder fits.



He got Kendall into the bathroom, since she was going to need the most time to clean up. Penelope straightened herself up and let in the first of the helpers. The middle-aged couple at the back door gave her some odd looks, so the cat was pretty much immediately out of the bag.



More people came, some bringing food from home or drinks that needed to be hauled in. Brendan took care of that, earning him more than a few lascivious looks, especially from the older women in the bunch, of which there were probably a dozen. He bore it all with good humor until a familiar truck pulled in. He saw it the day before at the Fasteau place when Parker dropped off Kendall.



Parker pulled right up to him and immediately Brendan’s hackles rose. It was the guy’s lazy smirk, he thought, or maybe it was just the fact that he was a jealous sort and didn’t like anyone making a move on Lucy, even if he had no right to her. But this was who Lucy wanted, and Brendan in turn wanted to help her with that.



“Hey again,” Parker said. “Looking for Lucy. I was hoping to talk to her one more time before she left.”



“She’s not here yet. Sleeping in,” Brendan said. He came closer. “Hey. Listen. You and her.”



“Oh, it’s just some friendly conversation,” Parker said.



“Not to her it isn’t. Let’s drop the bullshit act for a minute. Lucy and I aren’t actually dating.”



“Hm. Kinda figured.” Parker’s eyes crinkled, and yeah, okay, Brendan grudgingly admitted to himself the guy was handsome. “She doing the whole fake boyfriend at Christmas bit?”



“Something like that. But she is my friend, and she cares a lot about you. So I’m sticking my nose in it. Don’t hurt her. Don’t be another asshole in this town letting her down.”



And then he smelled it. The sharp piercing ammonia-like stink. Brendan knew that smell unfortunately well. He blinked, missing some of what Parker said.



“-looking out for her. But I’ll be there for her. You don’t need to worry about that.” Parker slapped the side of his truck. “Well, I’ll try to catch her at home. You’re a good guy, Brendan. Merry Christmas.”



“Yeah,” Brendan said, taking a step back. He didn’t have any idea what to do or say. Numb, he watched Parker drive off, and raised a hand when the other man honked. Then, as fast as he could, he pulled out his phone and dialed Lucy. Despite the horrible week she was already having, he was about to pile it on, and he hated himself for that.



She didn’t pick up, and it went to voicemail. Shit.




“Lucy, hey, I know you’re mad at me, but please, you need to listen to this. Be careful around Parker. His truck, it smelled like meth.”




* * *



The community center was a long, brisk walk, but Lucy still wanted to work off some of the hangover and her anger towards Matt, Brendan, and her mother and sister so she decided to hoof it. Tears stung her eyes. Not everyone in Sacktown was awful, she knew that, but in that moment, it sure felt that way.



There was one bright spot. Her phone rang and when she glanced at it, she smiled despite herself. Arthur Pinter, no doubt calling with thirty or so of his family members in the background, not so quietly rooting him on.



She answered, brushing away tears with the back of her hand, grateful she didn’t put on makeup that morning or else it would have been ruined by now. “Hey, Arthur!”



“Hello!” Arthur said cheerfully. “Merry Christmas Eve.”



“You too, and your family. How’s Vineport?”



“Crazy,” he said. “I saw a woman with a stroller full of mice on the subway.”



“That sounds like a pretty normal day for the city,” she said.



He laughed. “I guess so. Hey, I talked to Mrs. Estevez. She mentioned you were home. I mean, um, home there, not here.” His nervous laughter made her smile too. “When you fly back, we have a card and a couple plates of candy and cookies for you. Mostly thanks to my mom, but I did make the spicy pretzels, so hey, expert baker in training here.”



“Oh, that’s so sweet. Thank you. And thank your mother for me.” At that moment, Brendan called, something Lucy was all too happy to ignore and let go to voicemail.



“I will. We have tons. Like tins on tins full of stuff. So if you’re interested, stop on by.”



“I will definitely do that. I’m going to have to find a place to hide it. I can’t keep sweets around Jenny. She is a sugar fiend.”



“So am I and I sure don’t need the temptation around here.” There was an awkward pause, then he said, “Well, um, merry Christmas, and I hope you’re having a great trip home.”



“Thanks. And tell your family merry Christmas too. Take care.”



“You too. Safe travels. That’s a dorky thing to say.”



“Not at all. Bye.”



She hung up and shook her head. It was the least awkward conversation she ever had with her young neighbor friend, and yet was somehow still adorably painful for him. She thought of his mother’s deviled eggs and moaned. No doubt they’d have those on Christmas Day.



The call brightened Lucy’s day and the sight of Parker’s truck turning a corner made it even warmer. He slowed and idled beside her.



“Hey stranger,” he drawled. “You want a ride?”



“Love one,” she said. He leaned across and opened the door for her.



“Headed for the community center?”



Lucy eyed him as she jumped up on the running board and slid in. “No. I don’t think I am.”



“Well,” he said. “Where would you like to go?”



“Your bed.”



“Ho ho ho,” Parker said, and pulled away from the curb.



* * *



Though Lucy and Parker had done this dance a few dozen times, she still felt almost virginally shy as she entered into his bedroom. It would have been a lovely home if it wasn’t for his bachelor mess all over the place, two stories and spacious, with the last remains of Donna’s feminine touch in the art and pictures on the wall.



Lucy floated through the room, touching his thin comforter, his jeans hanging off the bed, his phone charging station. The house carried that same yucky ammonia smell as his truck but it was faint in here, almost unnoticeable. So Parker was a work in progress. That was okay. She could definitely see herself molding his clay.



His hands brushed her shoulders, went to her breasts. Lucy smiled and leaned back against him, grinding her ass against his groin. “This feels right,” he whispered in her ear.



“There’s so much we need to talk about.”



“Later. Much later.” He unbuttoned her blouse, and his hand slid in to cup one of her breasts. “Fuck, Lucy, how are you even more beautiful now?”



She ground harder against him, her eyes fluttering. Parker was making her so wet and they barely started touching. His other hand worked her buttons and soon he pulled back to tug the fabric away. She pulled free and twisted to face him so she could do the same, working at the buttons on his flannel shirt.



“Uh. Lucy. I need to admit something to you.”



“What?” she asked as his chest came into view. That… and his girdle. “Is that a…?”



“A, uh, a compression belt. Yeah. Cat’s out of the bag. I gained a little weight.”



“Oh, honey, that’s okay,” Lucy said, and chuckled softly. “If that’s the worst secret between us, I think we’ll be all right.”



Something in Parker’s expression changed. It was only a flash, but he looked almost like he was smirking. Something to think about later. She was too intent on freeing him first from that girdle. And when she did, okay, yeah, it was a lot of weight, centered around his gut, but he was recently divorced and that had probably meant a lot of drinking and bachelor food. When she got his jeans down, his hips were a little flabby but not so bad as his beer gut, and his cock was still as deliciously thick and long as it used to be. Maybe not Brendan’s porn-star cock, but still plenty for her.



Goddamn it, why did she have to think about Brendan? He probably called earlier to brag about porking her great-aunt Willa or something. Just the thought of him made her want to punch something.



Instead, Lucy decided to show her appreciation for the man in her life, again. She dropped to her knees, but the logistics of giving Parker a blowjob now was a little strange. His gut was so big that it nearly obscured his cock. He pulled his stomach up obligingly, and she caught a whiff of gym sock sweat coming from his thighs. Okay. Not the sexiest moment of her life, but this was all stuff they could work on, together.



Still, though, wrapping her lips around him made her wish she could pinch her nostrils shut. At least his cock itself was clean.



“Ohhh, shit, Lucy, I love that view. Suck me just like that.”



His words made her grin around him, and she bobbed up and down his prick more enthusiastically.



“Still the best, goddamn,” he grunted, and now one of his hands went to the back of her head. She grunted in surprise as he pushed her further down his cock, his tip hitting her throat. Like that he fucked her face, getting his hips into it. Definitely more forceful than he used to be, but that wasn’t exactly a turn-off for her. If anything, Lucy hoped he would do it again to speed this up. That funk was starting to get to her.



Every trick in her arsenal came to bear as she sucked, slurped, and corkscrewed her head up and down Parker’s dick. She encouraged him to fuck her face with, “mm hms” and indistinct moans. It worked, and it worked quickly. His hips jumped back and forth faster and faster, until he finally gasped, “Lucy!”



She pulled off Parker with one last loud slurp, her spittle making him gleam. She jacked him with both hands, and aimed him at her tits. “Come on me, come on my tits, Parker…”



He grunted and came, three spurts of watery liquid hitting her cleavage. She scooped it up on her fingers. The chemical acridness of it nearly made her grimace as she sucked it down.



But what came next wiped away the foul first few minutes together. Parker lifted her under her arms and brought her to the bed, not yet pushing her down to it until he stripped her the rest of the way. His eyes devoured her with a hunger no one had matched in so long. It brought the heat between her legs again and she moaned when he pushed her down onto the bed and dropped between her thighs.



Parker had always been good at this, and in that regard, his weight issues were no hindrance. He had her clutching his hair and the bedspread in minutes, her hips swaying in needy circles, her butt rising and falling to meet his eager tongue and the three fingers he stuffed inside her. He picked up a new trick too, stopping his fingering now and then to curl his middle finger and rub her spot while he licked her clit like mad.



It was fucking
 incredible
 .



Even after Lucy’s first fist-biting orgasm, Parker kept going, pulling her legs over his shoulders and her lower back off the bed as he dipped down, eating her while she rested only really on her shoulders and her neck. Her legs kicked at the air, and she nearly shrieked with need and passion when his tongue slid down further still, sliding into her ass.



“Ohhhh, fuck, Parker!”



That wasn’t all. His fingers slid back into her, and the two sensations made her eyes literally cross for a moment. She fell silent for nearly a half minute until she exploded, both with a climax and a wail.



“Coming for y-you, oh my fuck, I’m coming so fucking hard!”



She was a hoarse, gibbering mess by the time he finally dropped her back down to the bed, his hand on his dick and stroking himself furiously as she recovered. “Crawl up the bed,” he demanded.



“C-condom,” she gasped.



“Baby, I want this to be more than a one-night stand.”



So did Lucy, but there was fantasy and there was reality. She could not escape her lease for another six months. She still hoped to convince Parker to move to Vineport, or start over somewhere far, far away from the vicious barbs of her mother and sister.



“Condom,” she said, on more solid mental footing.



Parker finally nodded and stepped out of the bedroom. Water ran in his bathroom and he gargled. Lucy took the opportunity to pull down the comforter and rest back on his pillows. When he came back, he had a box of condoms in hand. Lucy played with herself as he crawled up the bed and watched, a hand on his cock.



When he was ready again, she slid the condom on for him, stroking him through the rubber. He kissed her again, and not for the first time, she wondered if there was a better kisser on the planet than Parker. His lips were insistent, his tongue skilled but not invasive. He always knew when to push the advantage and when to ease back, and now he pushed, both in his needing kisses and with his cock, sliding into her.



“Parker,’ she breathed.



But as good as his tongue and fingers had been, Parker was worn down and sweating by that point. His enthusiasm was still there, but with it came droplets of sweat falling against her skin. It might have been hot under other circumstances. Making love on a beach, maybe, or just after a workout. She tried to fantasize about those things, but his gut kept brushing her skin and she couldn’t do anything but lay there as he grunted on top of her, filling her up.



“You like that?” he asked, grinning down at her.



“Oh yeah,” Lucy said, putting her heart into it. It was temporary. They could fix this. They could.



It got better again, thankfully. She wound up on top, and that was easier for both of them. Angled like that, she could control the tempo and he wasn’t sweating on her. And the angle of his cock hit her just right, making her gasp his name as she rocked and bounced on him to a quaking climax. He wasn’t long behind her second orgasm, spilling into his condom and pulling her down to him to kiss her hungrily.



“Goddamn,” he said when they finally fell away from each other. “Just like old times. We haven’t missed a step.”



“We haven’t,” she said.



“Need to get back to your family?”



“No.”



Parker studied Lucy for a minute, then pulled her in. She started crying, a soft spring rainstorm of tears that didn’t last long but which burned with an intensity Lucy never felt before. The numbness finally left her, and she felt it all then, the pain of her mother and her sister trying deliberately to hurt her, to hate her. Had she been so horrible to them? Probably in some ways, yes. The bitterness they left in her saw its own thorns left in them.



But did she deserve this? Lucy didn’t know anymore.



She wept, and Parker held her, and she allowed herself the tiniest sliver of hope this could be something real. Drowsiness washed over her as she nestled against him, and slowly they slipped away into the fog, napping together for long hours. Then came more lovemaking, slower this time, sweet tenderness that lasted until darkness settled around them.



When they finished, Parker clicked on a lamp and stroked Lucy’s face. “I gotta shower” he said. “And then I need to run some presents around town for Nils. You want to go with?”



“I’d like that,” she said. “You shower first. I just need a minute to decompress.”



He kissed her and slid out of bed. He was still cute despite the weight and the sweat-slicked hair, and she grinned as he turned to wink at her over his shoulder.



When he started the shower, Lucy got up and fetched her phone. She looked at the missed messages. Brendan had left her a voicemail. She sighed irritably and checked it.



“Lucy, hey, I know you’re mad at me, but please, you need to listen to this. Be careful around Parker. His truck, it smelled like meth.”



The voicemail was so bizarre and terse, it left her confused. What was Brendan saying? That Parker smoked meth now? She listened to it again, and this time got angry That asshole. That unbelievable asshole. He slept with her sister and mother and now he was trying to tear apart her relationship with Parker.



Watch yourself around him.



Those words hadn’t come from Brendan. They came from Ewan Russo, the undersheriff at the diner. And he would have no reason to lie to Lucy, not that she could figure. Nils. The box. The yellow nails.



“Oh no,” Lucy whispered.



She hurried out of bed, still naked, and darted out of the bedroom and down the hall. The bathroom door was open but Parker had the curtain drawn in the bathtub as he showered, singing to himself. It would have made her smile just minutes ago. It was their song.



Now she wanted to retch.



They passed by the box on the way upstairs. It was left nonchalantly on the kitchen table. She went to it, almost sighing with relief when she looked inside. Christmas packages. That was all it was. Just presents wrapped in cheap red paper with Santa and reindeer on it.



No, they aren’t,
 her mind said.
 And you know it.



There were ten of them, and they were about the size of a nectarine. The paper wasn’t held closed with tape, but by twist ties, the kind used for fruits and vegetables. She undid one, holding it in her hand, and peeked inside. Someone – Nils, she assumed – had made little balls out of aluminum foil and tied those off much the same as they had with the Christmas paper. She undid that twist too, careful to hold the package above the table, and gasped when she saw the crystals inside.



Quickly she redid the twists and the Christmas paper. Her mind was gone again, a terrible sadness sweeping back through her. She put the repackaged meth back into the box and headed upstairs. Parker was just finishing up in the shower and she stepped in there, smiling blankly at him as he told her it was all hers.



She showered and dressed, and joined Parker downstairs, wondering where it had all gone wrong for him. But then again, Parker always walked through dangerous territory. Maybe things would have changed for him if she stayed in Sacktown as a teenager. Maybe she could have pulled him back from the brink. But she made her choice and she didn’t regret it. Not anymore.



They listened to Christmas music in the truck. Lucy almost threw up when Parker took her hand, but kept it together and made note of the streets they turned onto. Finally they pulled in front of a dilapidated boxy house with Christmas lights hanging limply from a chicken wire fence.



“Okay, just be a few minutes,” Parker said. He grinned at her. “Thanks for putting up with me.”



“Oh, you bet,” she said.



He stepped outside, pulled one of the “presents” from the box in the back, and headed for the house. The owner opened up and Parker stepped inside. When the door shut, Lucy yanked his keys from the ignition, jumped out of the truck, grabbed the box and threw it into her open door, then locked it up before she ran for it.



Six minutes brought lights of a different kind than those twinkling in the houses in the area that Christmas Eve. And in another five, Ewan Russo found Lucy hiding behind a shed four doors down, watching the sheriff and deputies do their work.



“You all right?” he asked.



Lucy laughed so hard she sobbed.



* * *



After giving her statement, Lucy didn’t want to go straight home. Ewan’s wife, Tara, took her in for a while and they had hot cocoa and talked quietly. Lucy told her everything, even the unnecessary parts, like Brendan sleeping with her mother and her sister. Tara’s eyes got bigger and bigger, and by the time Lucy finally asked for a ride back to her house, Tara was more than willing to get rid of her.



Matt and Kendall’s vehicle was gone but Lucy’s rental was in the driveway. No one stirred in the house, and Brendan wasn’t in bed. Lucy had no more brain cells left that evening to devote to wondering where he was and who he was sleeping with. She undressed, slipped into a long shirt, and crashed, her tears finally, mercifully gone.



She slept hard that night, a dreamless, formless sleep that left her feeling oddly refreshed in the morning. Again, nothing moved in the house. No smells emanated from the kitchen. No Christmas music played. Kendall wasn’t at the tree, ripping open every present labeled with her name, as most of them would be.



Odd. But Lucy did hear something. A clink, and a mumbled conversation, low and almost inaudible. She looked all around the house and only found its source when she went out front. Her father was seated on the steps, wrapped in an enormous robe. A half empty bottle of whiskey sat by his side.



“Merry Christmas, Dad,” Lucy said automatically as she neared him.



“You too,” he said, glancing up at her with watery eyes. He was already well and truly drunk, and it couldn’t have been much past eight.



“Where’s Mom? Kendall?”



Her father chuckled, an ugly, throaty thing. “Kendall and Matt took off last night. Seems there was a little tiff about someone tryin’ to put a bun in her oven.” Her father eyed her. “And it wasn’t Matt.”



“Oh no.”



“Oh, it gets better. Your mother’s over visiting Penelope. With Brendan. And has been since… oh, nine or ten last night.”



Lucy sighed. She looked towards Penelope’s, then back at her dad. “I’m sorry. You never deserved this.”



“Nope I do not.. So I am sitting here, waiting for him to show his face so I can carve his ass like ham.” She finally noticed the hunting knife in its sheath poking out of his pocket and gulped. “Jesus, Lucy, of all the guys in the world.”



“I know.”



“I mean, what were you thinking?”



“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m so sorry.”



“It’s done, I guess.” Her dad laughed with desperate frustration. “At least he’s not black.”



The comment, so blatant in its racism, stunned Lucy into silent disbelief for a few seconds. “Sorry?”



“Oh, is that not the term they’re using these days? African-American. Negro-”



Lucy turned on her heels and walked back inside. She went straight to her room and sat down on the bed. Not numb anymore. Not angry. Something new, something like… joy. Matt’s words came to mind. Why spend Christmas there if it made her miserable?



Something clicked in her heart. Lucy looked around at the room that had never really felt like hers, and then she moved. First, she checked on hotel rooms. A nice one. A present, to herself. Packing didn’t take long. Some of her dirty clothes were still in the bathroom hamper but she didn’t care about those. She wanted to be done with this house. With this family. With Sacktown.



She pulled on her shoes and her coat, and took it all in one last time, the house she would not return to again. The knowledge should have hurt, but it set her free. Her family would have no power over her anymore. When she opened the front door again, her father now sat with his chin against his chest, snoring softly. She upended the rest of the bottle into the snow, took the knife from him, and threw it over the fence and into the neighbor’s yard.



Then Lucy was in the crossover, and pulling out. A laugh bubbled out of her, a healthy, confounded “what the fuck” of a laugh. What the hell had happened that week? What had she been thinking? She didn’t want this town. She wanted a memory of a boyfriend. She wanted love and respect from a family that clearly didn’t deserve hers. She didn’t need any of that. She didn’t even want it, not anymore.



Lucy wanted to be happy. And all she needed for that was herself.



She hit the highway, and turned on Christmas music, a gorgeous, choral station where children sang like angels. She laughed, and she sang along to the songs she knew, and eventually, halfway to New Bainbridge, she stopped for gas and to make a call.



Arthur Pinter picked up on the second ring. “Hello! Merry Christmas!”



“Hey, merry Christmas to you too! Listen. I’m calling for… well, do you have a minute?”



“Sure! What’s up? Wait, let me step outside. It’s crazy here.”



“Is that Lucy?” his mother screeched in the background.



“Oh no, I’m sorry, Lucy.”



“Don’t be,” Lucy said. “Hello to you too, Mrs. Pinter, and merry Christmas.”



He relayed that, and after some back and forth about the holidays, Arthur finally managed to break free into the hallway, escaping his mother and his family. “I’m so sorry. I know she’s a little crazy.”



“Would you believe me if I said I love your family’s brand of crazy? All your mother wants is to see you happy. That’s… that’s a really special thing. She cares so much about you, Arthur. It’s wonderful. Don’t hate her for that.”



“Hate her? No, no.” He laughed. “I guess it is very sweet. Thank you. Sometimes that’s hard to see but she does mean well.”



“She does. But I’m not calling about her. I’m calling about you. And me.”



“I’m sorry?”



“I was hoping when I fly back, if you’re free one night, maybe you’d like to go to dinner?”



Silence, then, “Is this a joke? Are you serious?”



“Yes,” she said. “No practical joke, not as friends. A date. A real date.”



“Lucy, I… I’d love that. W-when do you fly back?”



“Tomorrow.”



“Then would the day after be too soon?”



“No,” she said, and brushed at happy tears in her eyes. “The day after would be perfect.”



“Then I’ll see you then. Wow. Uh. Merry Christmas. Again.”



She laughed. “You too. Hug your family for me. I mean that.”



“I will.”



* * *



Brendan chugged down the sports drink and dropped the empty bottle into a wastebasket next to the bed holding two of its brethren. Since last night, he’d been drained seven times. Seven. They barely got any sleep, so busy had he been bucking into Annie or Penelope while fingering the other.



Good grief, he was exhausted. But it was the best kind of exhausted. Dimly, in the back of his mind, he wondered what had happened with Lucy and Parker the night before. That something had, he knew. At some point in the evening, Annie got a call from the sheriff’s office. She rolled her eyes and simply told Brendan Lucy was fine when he asked. He might have pressed the questioning if she hadn’t dropped to her knees and sucked his cock at that precise moment.



“Brendan, are you up for something a little… kinky?” Penelope asked. “We have something of a Christmas present for you. Something, mm, different.”



“Kinkier than what we’ve already done?” he asked. So far, he’d fucked both their pussies multiple times, been blown by each of them, and had just finished up taking Penelope’s ass. At some point or another he knew they had to go back to the Fasteau house, but the crazier the sex got, the more inclined he was to spend the rest of his vacation here until Lucy was ready to drive back to New Bainbridge.



“A bit,” Penelope said, grinning slyly. “For starters…”



She walked over to a cabinet and dug around in a drawer. She came up with a pair of handcuffs – real handcuffs. Brendan grinned.



“Ooooh, now that I can get behind.” Thinking of an unfortunate incidence with a particularly brainless barista, he added, “You do have a key, right?”



“Two. Now, we might want a safe word, just in case.”



“Damn, we really are getting kinky, huh? All right, how about ‘I really want to see Annie sucking my come from your pussy again?’”



“How about… fire hydrant?” she asked, coming to him. He wondered vaguely where Annie was.



“Fire hydrant works.”



“Good. Give me your hands.”



He did, and Penelope clicked the cuffs into place. She went this time to a closet, and pulled out a paddle. “Now, on your knees, man-slut. You’ve been bad this year, and your two Mrs. Clauses need to take care of that.”



“Now this I like too,” Brendan said. He wiggled over onto his stomach and got up on his knees. “I’m ready for my spanking.”



“Good,” she purred, and gave him a playful smack with the paddle. “But that’s not all we were thinking about.”



“Merry Christmas, stud,” Annie said, coming out of the bathroom.



Brendan gaped. And had he not been handcuffed, he might have grabbed his pants and bolted. Standing in the doorway of the bathroom, Annie Fasteau, mother of his fake girlfriend, wore a red and white striped strap-on.



“Aw fuck me,” he groaned, and started laughing helplessly.



* * *



Days later, Lucy walked with Arthur down the street to their apartment building. His hand brushed hers, and she took it and squeezed.



“I like handholding,” she said softly.



He smiled and she ached to have those lips pressed to hers again. That week’s thoughts about Parker being one of the best kissers she’d ever known were quickly evaporating. Arthur had some natural gift for making her melt with his soft insistence and eagerness. His nervousness was slowly seeping out of him, but it would probably take a good long while for it to disappear altogether. It was cute, and just the sweetness she needed. That night, though, she thought maybe she’d introduce him to something even sweeter. Maybe sex, maybe not, she wasn’t quite sure yet. But if the mood felt right, definitely. He was a virgin, but that was okay. It would be fun to show him the ropes.



Coming up the sidewalk in the opposite direction as a familiar sight. Brendan looked like he’d lost about ten pounds, but he was grinning widely. “That’s him, right?” Arthur asked. “Brendan?”



She told him the whole sordid story on a walk downtown after dinner when she flew home. He listened with wide eyes and a hundred questions, but he didn’t shy away or judge. “It is. Give me just a minute to talk to him?”



“Sure,” Arthur said, eyeing the other man with some hesitation.



“Hey,” Lucy said, stopping and taking Arthur’s arm. She turned to kiss him. He leaned into her, returning it, and she pulled back just far enough to give him a full, honest blast of her smile. “I want to see where this is going. You have nothing to be worried about. You’re mine, Arthur Pinter. Get the popcorn started. I’ll be up there soon.”



“All right,” he said. He nodded at Brendan, then headed inside.



“Fast work,” Brendan said.



“I learned a thing or two from you.”



He chuckled. “I deserve that.”



“Yes. And more.”



“I’m sorry, Lucy.”



“It’s all right. All of it is,” she said. He cocked his head. “It really is. I knew bringing you home was going to be like fire and dynamite. And everything that happened with Parker, well, that wasn’t your fault.”



“You talked to your family at all?”



“No.” And she hadn’t. “I got a few voicemails from Kendall about you, but that’s about it.”



“She’s called me twenty-eight times since Christmas Eve.”



“Jesus.”



“Yeah, no kidding. Twenty-eight.” He sighed happily. “God bless her, I do love them crazy. Think I’m going to fly down there sometime in the spring, see if she wants to fuck around a little bit more. I bet her husband would be into cucking. That’d be some shit.”



“Jesus, Brendan.”



“Sorry.” But the twinkle in his eye said he was anything but, and she knew, without a doubt, he wasn’t joking.



“I’ve gotta get inside.”



“Hey, before you go, I wanted to tell you something. And it’s serious.”



“What’s that?”



“Conall, Jenny, and I have been talking. Look, you and me, we might not be relationship material-”



“Hah!”



“-but I’m hoping we can stay friends. And if that’s the case, I want you to know, whatever happens, you’ve got a home for the holidays here with us. Or any time you need it.”



Lucy nodded, mute. He came in for a hug, and she wrapped her arms around him.



“But if you did want to hook up…”



“Nope,” she said.



“Mm. Good. Because I’m drained and sore as hell. Your mom and Penelope pegged the
 shit
 out of me on Christmas.”



Lucy pulled away from him and headed up the steps. “Goodbye, Brendan.”



“Happy New Year!” he called after her.









A Gift to Santa



 



Contains: First time (18+, as with all my stories), older man/younger woman, some mild Santa kink.



 



None of the other part-time employees at the Frilled Dragon toy store were surprised when eighteen-year-old Stacy Dane’s hand shot up when the owner and manager Ingvar asked who might like to work as his helper during the store’s annual “visit with Santa” the weekend before Christmas.



Not that they were ungrateful. Who wanted to be there to wrangle a line of squalling, handsy kids? Who wanted to endure the endless and needless criticisms of parents, who only grew worse year after year? No one.



No one except Stacy, and every soul in the store save perhaps Ingvar himself knew why.



She wore her crush for the forty-something Ingvar on her sleeve, staring at him when he was around like a bear eyeing an unguarded pot of honey. Ever since the former standout high school cheerleader started working there that summer, she took on every job he needed done without question or complaint, laughed at his every joke, and trailed him like a lost puppy.



The reasons for her crush were pretty obvious. Ingvar was a handsome man, with strong angular features and severe brown hair tinged with blonde highlights that was contradicted by a gorgeous smile and soft eyes that melted more than a few moms who came through the store. Since a divorce a few years prior, he put on some extra pounds, but Stacy thought it gave him a mouth-watering almost taboo dad bod appeal. Older men had always attracted her – teachers, her dad’s boss, the local sheriff, even the fifty-something garbagemen one very confusing summer. But Ingvar was without question the hottest one in Sacktown, even if he was better than twenty-five years older than she was. Especially
 because
 he was that much older.



The visit with Santa was a tradition around the store, with Ingvar himself always playing the role in a tailored custom suit. He came from serious family money and paid out of pocket for free toys every year for the children who came through. The part-timers got time and a half to come in and wrap the presents for the kids. It was a good time, with a catered lunch and plates of Christmas candies and cookies.



But it was the actual visit with Santa that had Stacy all but leaving a puddle on the floor from desire. From the moment she saw pictures of Ingvar in his Santa suit from years past, it was all she could think about. Her hot, sweet older boss in his crisp red suit, with his white beard and curly hair, giving her a present over and over and over again? Oh, yes, please.



She even ordered a special costume for the event, since the old elf costume was pretty boring and tame. Since there were kids around, she didn’t want to go too wild, but a sleeveless red Santa’s helper dress with sheer white stockings and black leather shoes with faux gold buckles would be super cute. But when Stacy got the costume and tried it on, she was heartbroken. It was a few sizes too big.



Her mother Brionne heard her daughter crying and asked what was wrong. Since they were practically best friends and Stacy had zero guile, she explained she wanted to dress up for her boss. Brionne, who loved her daughter dearly and who, perhaps more importantly, saw money signs at the potential hookup, called a friend, an expert seamstress in New Bainbridge. Together, mother and daughter rushed up to get the costume there as fast as possible under the guise of doing some mother-daughter Christmas shopping. Along the way, Brionne gave Stacy all sorts of funny advice, like how to poke holes discreetly in a condom with a bobby pin she kept somewhere in her clothes, and “forgetting” to take her pill for a few days in advance. Stacy thought all that was fine and good, but she knew if she could get Ingvar alone, he’d be hers, no tricks needed. They got the dress to the seamstress, really did do some shopping and had dinner, and came back in a few hours, a garment bag laid out carefully in the back. The dress fit much better now, especially with some fashion tape keeping everything decent. It toed the line between sexy and chaste perfectly.



And on the day when the kids came to meet Santa, the elf outfit passed the most important test. Ingvar might have tried his damnedest to not look at his eighteen-year-old employee, but that day he had to fight to not stare. “You look fantastic,” he said.



“Is it okay?” Stacy asked, giving him a half-twirl and jutting her butt out. Even after high school she kept up her rigorous workouts and had an ass and waist to kill for. They were overshadowed by her gorgeous heart-shaped face and big boobs, but now she felt a savage sense of pride in Ingvar’s blushing and stammering.



“It’s, um, it’s very… festive.”



“Yay!” Stacy said, rocking up and down on her heels hard enough that her breasts bobbed. Without her double-sided dress tape they might have burst free. She filed that thought away for later.



Santa was to make his appearance at six and stay until eight, or whenever the kids stopped streaming in. Ingvar headed for his back office a half hour before and dressed in there. Santa would be camped out at the front of the store where there was usually a display of board games and puzzles. They had those pushed out of the way and instead had a big armchair where Santa would sit and greet each child. A red velvet sack sat next to the chair, loaded with all the presents.



As Ingvar dressed, Stacy checked everything one more time, even consulting an actual list, like the song. Frida, the part-time clerk that day, was ready too, and put on some modern pop Christmas music. It was no one’s favorite – most the employees would rather not hear Christmas music at all – but it was the most kid-friendly.



Soon enough, Ingvar emerged, and it suddenly became a whole lot harder for Stacy to breathe. She whimpered at the sight of him, full-bellied thanks to his taped-on padding, even taller thanks to his enormous black boots, and so very much filling out that suit, a twinkle in his eye.



“How do I look?” he asked.



“That’s not how Santa says hello,” Stacy said, returning his smile.



He placed his hands at his belly, leaned back, and gave a mighty, “Ho, ho, ho!”



Yes
 , Stacy thought.
 I will be for you
 .



As they went to unlock the doors, Ingvar said, “Now, they probably won’t be here for fifteen minutes or so-”



But he was made immediately a liar. Parents rounded the corner down the block with two little ones holding their hands. Stacy hissed, “Get to your chair, Santa!” and pressed a hand to Ingvar’s ass. She nearly moaned at the feel of him before pushing him towards the chair. Ingvar – Santa – gave her a long look but said nothing about it.



Things moved fast. The first children through the door were both wowed and nervous about saying hello to Santa, a common theme throughout the night, even with some of the older children. Some were excited and outgoing but they were generally the outliers. Stacy’s job was pretty simple. She brought the kids to Santa, helped them up onto his knee, and gave them their present when they were done telling Santa all about the toys they wanted and how good they were. There was another reason for her presence too, to help nudge parents along who wanted to take the photo opportunity and make it a studio session. Stacy had laughed at Ingvar when he told her that, but by the third family, she totally got it. The parents had no awareness or feelings about making others wait in line.



A brother and sister from Stacy’s block wanted to know how she knew Santa. That tripped her up until she realized the simplest answer was all around them. “Well,” she said, beaming bright, “I work at a toy store, don’t I? I have to know Santa!”



Though the logic made little sense, the girl lit up like it was the solution to a math problem. The boy was older, and probably at the point where he began to give the rumors about Santa’s realness more thought. But he was placated when Stacy provided him with one of the wrapped gifts. The year’s bounty was LCD light up doodle boards, which drew a mixture of oohs and disappointment from the kids who couldn’t wait to tear into their new toys.



“We can’t win them all,” Ingvar told her after one boy told her the gift was stupid and he wanted a video game instead.



Several single mothers or aunts brought in plates of cookies or candy for Santa. That might have sparked some jealousy in Stacy a month ago, but now she watched their desperately obvious maneuvering for Ingvar’s attention with a smirk. They didn’t know by the end of the night he would be Stacy’s, because she had something they didn’t. A secret weapon he couldn’t say no to, not for a million dollars.



Soon it would be time to use that secret weapon – or more appropriately, lose it.



Kids and parents finally slowed to a trickle around fifteen minutes till the scheduled end, but with some stragglers still coming through the door asking if it was too late, they stayed open an extra half hour. At the front desk, Frida was clearly getting impatient. Good. Stacy wanted her ready to race out the shop.



The last family was led by a pair of frazzled parents who wanted each of their four children to get a picture on Santa’s knee as well as a group shot of all of them. Getting the youngest two children to behave was a task no one could have managed, so the parents had to settle for an awkward picture of the six of them, the parents smiling as brightly as they could, the older two looking somewhere off to the side, and the two toddlers bawling.



When the mother saw the fifth picture Stacy tried to take of the group, she bounced up and down, clearly about to ask for another, but the husband, bless him, jumped in. “Honey. It wouldn’t be our family if there wasn’t some chaos.”



That didn’t exactly please the wife but there was no argument. Stacy had a feeling there would be some photo editing going on soon with that group of pictures. The kids took their toys and the father thanked Santa and his happy helper while the mother led the others out the door.



“Are we good?” Frida asked.



“If you want to go, Ingvar and I can hold things down here for a few more minutes,” Stacy said. Ingvar, who was pulling his beard off, looked like he might say something. Stacy cut him off with a bright smile. “Just a few. My cousin might be coming in with her kids. I’d hate to have to hear her complain at my grandmother’s.”



Ingvar chuckled. “Well, okay, five minutes can’t hurt.”



“I can stay too,” Frida said.



“No, really, go!” Stacy chirped. “I can take the till if anyone comes in and wants something.”



“Are you sure?” Frida’s voice had all the sincerity of a drunk arrested for the fourth or fifth time for a DUI trying to pretend he wasn’t hammered.



If you don’t go, I’ll stab you with an icicle if we really do get rain next week.



“Absolutely,” Stacy said.



Frida closed out her till and clocked out. Stacy followed her to the door while Ingvar investigated one of the plates of candy left on a table nearby. He wasn’t looking when Stacy locked the door and flipped the OPEN sign to CLOSED. She turned away from him and reached into her top to peel off the tape keeping her modesty in place, grinning to herself.



“Oh, you’ve got one more!” she said.



“Really?” Ingvar said, He pulled his beard back up into place and set back down the cookie.



“She looks a little older, but I think you can handle her on your lap.”



“Huh?”



Stacy walked to him, a strut to her step. Ingvar looked towards the door until his barely-legal blonde employee was on him. As his eyes widened, she wedged his legs apart with her own and plopped down onto his hip. “Want to know what I want for Christmas?” she asked, wiggling on him.



“Um. Um. Stacy? I’m, I’m very flattered, but, um, you’re eighteen and I’m-”



“You,” she said breathily, answering her own question and rubbing her ass up and down the length of his hip before she moved in and wrapped an arm around him, pressing her breasts to his chest.



“Holy…,” Ingvar said.



“I’ve been so naughty this year, Santa. Can you ever forgive me? Can I make it to the nice list?”



“Stacy, this is inappropriate. You’re my employee… and you’re so young…”



“But I’m old enough,” she said. “Eighteen. Old enough that you can take me. Every inch of me. Mm, Mr. Ingvar… Santa… I want this so much…”



She leaned into him, brushing aside his beard and sucking at his neck. He moaned, “Oh, oh God, this is wrong…”



“What’s wrong about it?” She shifted so she was grinding his cock with her taut ass, and gaped at him over her shoulder. “Oh, wow, Santa. That’s such a big present. Is that for me? Can I unwrap it? I know I should wait until Christmas Day but I’m so greedy I just want to play with it now!”



She pulled away from him, twisted around, and tugged at his belt before realizing it was strictly decorative and not necessary to her game. Stacy gripped the fabric of his red pants and tugged them down. His hard cock poked up at his boxers, and she licked her lips with unexaggerated glee.



“Oh my, Santa. That’s even bigger than it looked all wrapped up.” Stacy rested her hands on the hem of her dress and slowly began to pull it up. “I have a present for you too.”



“You, ah, you do?”



“Oh yes,” Stacy said, the dress now nearly to her wispy thong. “It’s something special. One of a kind. I’ve been waiting to give it to you for so long.” She turned around and bent over. He moaned at the sight of her thong disappearing into the tight curves of her ass and straining against her pussy. “Help me with those, won’t you?”



“I… I shouldn’t…”



“If you say no, I’ll stop playing this game,” she said softly. “But I hope you won’t, Ingvar. Santa, I mean. I really do want this. With all my heart.”



He looked into her eyes, then at her ass again. Finally, he reached forward with trembling fingers. “Santa’s been keeping a special eye on you ever since he found out you were eighteen.”



“He has?”



“Oh yes. And you’re right. You have been a very, very…” He tugged down the fabric of her thong and moaned, “…naughty girl.”



“But you’ll let me make it up to you? You’ll let me give you your present?”



He ran his hands all over her ass and it was all she could do not to cream herself right then. “Fuck, Stacy, you’ve got a terrific ass.” He pinched it. With his gloves on, it didn’t hurt, but she gave a playful yelp anyways. “Yes. I’ll give you this one chance to make it to the nice list. But you’ll have to try extra hard. First… Santa needs a taste of your cream.”



She didn’t know what he meant until he yanked off his beard and tossed it aside, then pulled her back towards him as he scooted forward on the chair, dipping his head to crush his mouth to her cunt.



“Ooooh! Shove that tongue inside me!”



Ingvar did. The angle wasn’t great for him so he dropped to his knees in front of the chair and gripped Stacy’s waist, pulling her back against his exploring tongue. His nose pressed against her bud, his hot breath tickling her sensitive skin. She hadn’t expected this but loved every minute of it. His eagerness and his skill brought forth waves of heat inside her every time his tongue slid along her pussy.



“Unnngh, un huh, lick me…”



Ingvar’s only response was noisy slurps. His fingers dug into her skin as his tongue probed deeper. She tried to look over her shoulder at him but gave up as the lust built and built inside her, rungs of it leading ever upward. This was the best idea she ever had.



Her wetness trailed down her thighs where he wasn’t catching it on his tongue, and that core of heat grew until her every thought fled her. Her orgasm made Stacy’s stomach drop and her heart soar, the pleasure dizzying and freeing all at once.



“Ohhhhh… my… God!” she cried out, ramming her pussy back against his face as she clenched her fists.



When she calmed again after the huge orgasm, Ingvar pulled back, wiping at his mouth with the back of his hand. “Ride my face,” he gasped. “Sit on my face, you hot bitch.”



He dropped so hard his head thunked off the floor, but Stacy was too far gone to express much concern. She twisted around and dropped onto him, driving her pussy against his tongue. At this angle, all she could see was the white curls of his Santa wig and his stocking cap. For some reason, that did it for her, the idea of Santa mauling her pussy with his tongue.



He reached up with his gloved hands and explored her tits through her top as she leaned back, rocking her hips on him harder and faster. “Fuck, yes, grab my tits, squeeze them, they’re yours, they’re youuuurs…”



She shoved her pussy down onto his mouth. His hands were as greedy as his tongue, exploring her tits and her ass, never quite settling anywhere. As fast as they got in that position, somehow they were out of it already, Ingvar sitting up and putting her between his legs on her back. He dropped his head to her cunt again, this time sucking at her clit. Off came his gloves, and Ingvar shoved two fingers inside Stacy.



“So fucking tight,” he moaned. “Such a sweet little treat for Santa.”



“Better than milk and cookies?”



He chuckled throatily, and the sound alone nearly made her come again. She strained in every direction all at once as his expert tongue and mouth played at her clit and his fingers filled her again and again. And all the while, behind the fountain of pleasure was the thought that this was real, this was happening, Ingvar was really doing this to her.



“I’m yours now,” she moaned. “I’m Santa’s best helper.”



“Mm hm,” he grunted, his eager tongue circling her bud and waggling across it.



He shifted, and Stacy’s eyes went wide as something changed inside her. His fingers twisted around and curled, brushing her walls, hitting her sensitive spot and making her jump. “Oh, oh fuck, do that, do that again…”



“Like that?” he asked, wiggling his fingers against her delicate spot.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhh, Ingvar!” she cried out, momentarily forgetting the illusion. Like that, he was going to make her come so fast. He knew how to draw it out too, not lingering there with his fingers but still fucking her with them, only occasionally rubbing that spot as he still kept licking her clit and her pussy lips. “Don’t t-tease,” she whimpered. “I’m close, I’m so c-close…”



Ingvar pulled away from her clit just long enough to kiss her, his lips wet with her own need. She had never tasted herself before but didn’t mind it – hardly even noticed it, in fact, as she clutched his head and drove her tongue against his, mewling against his lips.



Then he was down her body again, sucking her clit into his mouth, tonguing it, and his fingers curled. This time, they didn’t stop, dancing against her inner wall and sending spikes of heat straight through her. Oxygen left her. Thoughts fled. All that existed in that moment were the dual sensations of her clit and her g-spot being played with.



“I… I…. ohhhhh, ooooooh!” she cried out.



Stacy’s orgasm rocked her harder than any she’d ever experienced, leaving her vision as red as Ingvar’s coat. Her chest didn’t want to work, her breaths coming in short staccato bursts, her eyes fluttering. She only regained awareness when she realized Ingvar was lining his cock up at her entrance, his tip against her lips.



“N-no!” she gasped.



He pulled back immediately, his eyes widening. “Shit. Condom. I should-”



“That’s not what I mean,” she said hastily, sitting up and still feeling shaky from the orgasm. “I want the first time to be riding you. On your chair. Leave everything on… Santa.”



Ingvar grinned. “Naughty girl.”



He helped her to her feet and Stacy none too gently shoved him back down onto his chair. She straddled him, her wet cunt rubbing his length as she rocked on top of him. “Now it’s time for me to give you your gift,” she said. “But you have to promise me one thing. You’ll give me one in return.”



“Anything,” Ingvar said, watching her tits nearly burst out of her top. She rocked harder, squeezed her elbows against her side, and bounced hard enough to make them tumble out. He moaned, “Oh fuck, I’d give you anything at all.”



Stacy reached down and gripped him. “Anything?”



“Yessss…”



Her lips crushed to his and his hands went to her ass. She lowered herself until his tip was at her pussy lips, nearly entering her. “Then it’s time for me to give it to you, Santa!”



“Yes, give me it, give me that pussy…”



“That’s not all, silly!” she said, and eased down until he was inside her, inch by inch disappearing into her pussy and filling her so much. “My virginity! That’s my present to you!”



Ingvar gaped up at her. “Your… your…”



“Yes, Santa! You’re my first!” she said, ecstasy pouring not just through her body but into her voice. The verge, it was right there again and she wiggled in pure pleasure, her mind waving bye-bye for now. “You’re the first one to fuck me! To fill me up with a big dick!”



“But… but… there was no…”



“No hymen?” she asked, and giggled as she lifted up and dropped onto him again. “I took care of that. But you’re the first man who’s… mmm… ever… ever… been inside me!”



“Oh, oh fuck, Stacy, this is wrong, this is so wrong!”



But his words weren’t a howl of denial. Instead, they were a cry of good cheer, and immediately, Ingvar buried his face in her tits, sucking her nipple, licking them, then moving between her breasts and resting his face there as she bounced on top of him, fucking him with joyous abandon.



“Do you…” Bounce! “…like my…” Bounce! “…present?”



“Yesss,” he moaned, and finally brought his face up out of her big breasts to look her in the eyes. “I fucking love it. Stacy, you’re… you’re…”



“I’m your girlfriend!” Bounce! Bounce! “I’m your eighteen-your-old sex toy! I’m yours to fuck and fuck and fuck! I’m yours, Santa Daddy! Big cocked Santa Daddy! Yours! Yours! Yours!”



“Oh God,” he moaned, filling his hands with her ass again.



“Say it, Santa. Say I’m yours!”



“You’re mine, oh fuck, my… my eighteen-year-old girlfriend.”



“And I’m going to quit and come live with you and we can fuck, like, all the time! Because I love this great big dick!”



“L-live with me?” he asked.



“Uh huh!” She bounced so hard her tits slapped against her own skin. “And you’re going to give me all your come right now and you’re going to take care of me and we’re going to have a bazillion kids and then every year I can give you milk for your cookies! Right from my big boobs!”



“What the fuck?” he gasped, but his hands clenched and he strained up into her.



“Because that’s your present to ME, Santa Daddy Ingvar! Your big dick inside me, coming and filling me up!”



“Y-you’re not… on the pill?”



“Nope. I’m unprotected so I can get pregnant! Won’t that be amazing, Santa? Just the best present ever? Babies! Your babies!”



“Oh holy shit,” Ingvar said.



“Say yes! Say yes, Santa!”



He stared up at her, lips working but no sound coming out, and then he stared at her tits again. “What the hell,” he said faintly. “Yes! I’m going to fill you up!”



“Yesss! Come inside me! Come inside my tight virgin cunt!”



“Your… c-cunt!” Ingvar said, stumbling over the word, clearly in shock at her filthy mouth, but she fantasized about this moment, how dirty she would be, and this was just the beginning. She wanted to try so much with him. Spankings and anal and handcuffs and threesomes with her friends and maybe threesomes with his friends and gangbangs and bukkake and oh gosh, just… just everything. Because Stacy really was a naughty girl, and she wanted to share it all with him, her Ingvar, her personal Santa Claus.



“Come in me, come in me, oh, oh, Ingvar, I’m coming again, I’m coming again for you!” she wailed.



She slammed down one more time, hilting him to the balls inside her, feeling like he would split her apart and loving it. He gripped her waist as she writhed on him, pushing up into her, fucking her now as she’d been fucking him. The same lust-madness she felt dawned in his eyes and his hesitation left him. He rocked her on his lap, kissed her, made it so good for her.



She came down, her fingers wrapped up in his fake hair, and she yanked the wig off, wanting to see him at the last. Ingvar, her Ingvar, no longer the fantasy, stared up at her, worship in his eyes. Then he was pulling her down one last time, his face going to her breasts again as he grunted, “Stacy! Oh, oh, fuck, Stacy!”



“Yes! Give me it! Give me your present! Stuff my stocking, big fucking horse dicked Daddy Santa Ingvaaaaaaar!”



He drove deep one more time, eyes rolling up, blowing his load inside her. The warmth of him nearly set her off, the tremors of her last orgasm intensifying for a moment before she came down, crashing into him, kissing his face fervently as he caught his breath.



When he was slack again and free of her pussy, Stacy twisted and nestled against him, her head tucked under his chin, feeling the rise and fall of his chest. “So how about it, Santa? Think I made the nice list this year?”



“Not even close,” he said, wrapping an arm around her. “But we’re sure going to have fun trying to straighten you out.”



“Mm,” she said, kissing his neck again. “Merry Christmas to me.”









Let’s Build a Snowman



 



Contains: MF romance. I promise, no one gets called “big dick daddy Santa” in this one.



 



Alexander knew the petite, elfin woman streaking towards him at the bar and wondered what the hell he did to piss Jill off this time. There was never any doubt in his mind who she was upset with. Her fury seemed to be reserved solely for him, year after year after year.



“You’re an asshole and you’re paying for this!” Jill shouted.



Still clueless, he lifted his beer mug and sipped. Before setting it down, he said, “Hello to you too. Merry Christmas.”



Her eyes bulged. He didn’t know people’s eyes actually did that outside of bad fiction novels, but Jill’s did. And she had such pretty eyes, too. Dark brown. Blues and greens got all the love, it seemed like, but give him a pair of deep dark eyes and Alexander could get lost for a few days wandering around inside them. Jill had eyes like a labyrinth.



The rest of Jill Bartlett wasn’t so hard on the eyes either. That petite, short frame was accentuated by her girlish, gorgeous face, model-pretty. Her delicate lips and gorgeous eyes were the highlights, but it was all emphasized by a short, bouncy flip-style hairdo, streaked carefully with peachy blonde. He liked her natural brunette shade better, but he had to admit, just about any hairstyle Jill chose over the two and a half decades they knew each other was one he could admire.



God, she was beautiful. The kind of beautiful you see a handful of times in your life, never quite believing you actually know that person. The sort of beautiful that creeps up on you some nights, the memory of a smile or a frown giving you thrills or chills depending. The kind of beautiful that leads you to make mistakes, bad ones.



That he’d known her for so long sometimes amazed him. They went to kindergarten together there in Sacktown. In the first grade, she once told the world they were going to get married. In the fifth grade, she spent a couple days at his house when her mom’s uncle passed suddenly and they needed to rush to Philadelphia.



But that was a long, long time ago, and somewhere between then and now, Jill came to hate him. Then again, she had her reasons.



Her hand shot out and jerked the beer mug from his hand. She almost managed to tip it over his head before Alexander caught the glass in midair. “Hey!” he shouted. “What the hell?”



The whole bar watched the pair of them, and considering it was the night before Christmas Eve, the place was loaded with lots of people pre-drowning the stress away. You could hardly stand without elbowing someone, and every eye was on them.



“What the hell? What the hell?” Jill parroted as he yanked the beer back. “You’re going to play innocent?”



“I don’t even know what I’m playing innocent to.”



“My car?” she asked. At his blank stare, she punched his shoulder. Hard. “My car?” she shouted again.



“Let’s take it down, Jill,” Kay, one of the bartenders, said. When Jill fixed her with a glare sharp enough to cut, she smiled back winningly.



“And what is it you think I did to your car?” Alexander asked, ignoring the interruption.



“You… you’re going to deny it? You unbelievable… you plowed me in. And what’s worse, all the godda… all the salt on the road is going to ruin my paintjob.” Alexander chuckled and drained his beer in four swallows. She punched his arm again, even harder this time. For such a tiny thing, she had a hell of a right. “I’m going to sue.”



“You’re going to sue me.”



“Yes!”



“For getting snow and salt on your car.”



“Yes!”



Alexander stood on the step-up and looked casually down the bar. Wyatt Chase was still down there, watching like most the rest of the bar’s patrons. He was only in his fifties, but had white, silken hair that would have been right at home on Santa’s head, were the man not rail-skinny and wiry with muscle.



“Hey, Judge,” Alexander called. Though Mr. Chase’s tenure as the county’s Justice of the Peace was seven or eight years gone, everyone, including his students at the high school, called him Judge, a title he bore with amused dignity. “You think she’s got a leg to stand on?”



“Oh no,” Ms. Chase called back. “I’m not offering legal counsel.”



Alexander returned his attention to Jill. “Then let me ask you this. What if, and this is going to wreck your lunatic mind, I wasn’t the one driving the city plow today?”



Anyone left talking in the bar was hushed immediately and more than a few “oohs” left people around them. Jill said flatly, “What?”



“The state crew is short staffed. Some stomach bug. I got the call to drive for them today.”



“Ohhh, shit,” someone crowed, only to be quieted too.



“You’re… you’re lying,” Jill said, but there was uncertainty to her voice now and the air was clearly escaping her hot balloon. Incredibly hot. Jesus, it must have been a fight to get those jeans on, even on her slim ass.



“No, it’s true,” Pauline French said further down the bar. The forty-something worked as a dispatcher for the sheriff. “They were scrambling, hon. Sorry, but it wasn’t him.”



“Then… then… who?” Jill asked.



“I’m not going to tell you that,” Alexander said. “Not if you’re talking lawsuits. Go to the city shop after Christmas and ask around. Or talk to a lawyer. But it wasn’t me. So sorry to burst your bubble.”



There was a round of laughter and whoops, and Alexander turned back towards the bar, grinning to himself. He almost felt bad for Jill, but she started this. Well… maybe he had, but that was way back in high school.



“You’re still a jerk!” she shouted, and there was another cheer at that, the crowd reinvested again.



“’Ah, gee, Alexander, I’m sure sorry I came at you like a goddamn maniac. Let me buy you another beer.’”



“Stop calling me crazy.”



“Then stop acting crazy.”



“Says the man who spun out all over my lawn just to ruin it.”



“Because you got me fired from a good job!”



“You were a horrible landscaper and you killed half my mom’s lawn for years. And who broke up my game nights with my friends? Who called that in to the sheriff? Oh, right, it was you.”



“Because you and your eighteen friends blocked every driveway on the street.” Now he was getting angry. Alexander turned on his stool and growled, “Who was the one who painted ‘Free Hernia Checks’ on my car?”



“The paint was supposed to wash off and I paid for that.”



“What do I have to do to get you to quit poking me with a sharp stick every day of my life?”



“Stop. Ruining. Mine! That’s a start!” Jill shouted.



“All right, all right,” Mr. Chase said, pushing his way through the crowd and laying a hand on both their shoulders. “Stop this. You’ve put on enough of a show, children.”



“Children?” Alexander sputtered. “She started this.”



“You did, you unbelievable cheating prick!”



Now the oohs were more serious, and more than a few curious gazes looked around the room, seeking out those who might know the story. Sacktown being as small as it was,



“Enough,” Mr. Chase repeated. “This is no way to act right before Christmas. You’re both good people, and this endless bickering between you two is going to be the death of this town. Stop it.”



“It never ends with him,” Jill said.



“With me?” Alexander asked. “You’re…” Mr. Chase squeezed his shoulder hard enough to get him to quiet down.



“From the sounds of it, you’re both guilty of prolonging this over the years. Am I wrong?”



Jill glared at Alexander, and he glared right back. But as one, they both said, “No.”



“Good. Okay. So tonight, for my sake and the sake of your own dignity, you’re making this right. Do something good. Together. Something Christmassy, something that will benefit this community or make someone smile. Something like… building a snowman together.”



The pair finally stopped glaring at each other long enough to take in Judge. “What?” Jill asked.



“A snowman?” Alexander asked.



“Sure, why not? Come find me here when you’re done. If you haven’t made one, I’ll talk to the sheriff and have you both arrested for disturbing the peace.” When both of them started to protest, Mr. Chase added, “Try me.”



Alexander and Jill had a stare-off, but Mr. Chase was pinching their arms hard enough he thought his might go numb. “Fine,” he said. “A… a snowman.”



“Okay, but I’m not apologizing,” Jill said



“Thank God,” Mr. Chase said, and let them go. He pushed them none too gently towards the door. “Have fun, don’t murder each other, and for God’s sakes, the two of you, please finally sleep together so this town doesn’t have to hear you yowling like cats in heat.”



“Hook up?” Alexander asked.



At the same time, Jill said, “Cats in heat?”



But they went. The crowd let them through, slapping their backs and getting in some last laughs. When the doors closed behind the pair, Kay, the bartender, dug around and came out with a marker board. Ignoring the call for drinks, she scribbled away, found a pin, and hung the board up on the wall next to another listing the night’s specials. On it was written WHEN WILL THEY GET MARRIED?



“All right, everybody, a dollar gets you a guess,” she shouted above the roars of approval and laughter. “Closest to the date takes half the pot. Let’s see the bills.”



Almost to a person, everyone dug out their wallets, Judge included.



* * *



“Let’s get this done fast,” Alexander grumbled.



“We never even have to talk to each other,” Jill said.



“Works for me.”



“Fine.”



They were silent long enough to stare at the bar’s parking lot. Finally, Alexander said, “Well, your car or mine? Unless yours is still an icicle.”



“Such an asshole.” She sighed. “Yours. Mine has a funny squeal after today.”



“In your tire?”



“I don’t know, maybe. Yeah. I think so.”



“Probably got some water or some ice in the rim.”



“Oh my God, shut up and let’s go. Where’s the nearest park or whatever?”



“Why a park?” he asked.



“Where else is going to have enough snow to do this? It’s all ice or powder at my house.”



“Fair point.” And it was. Now that Alexander thought about it, this really might be an impossible task if they couldn’t find wet snow. “Let’s try the front of the library. The lawn should be big enough and that’s pretty close.”



She made a sour note not quite a grunt but approaching it. He took that as assent, and they headed for his Tahoe and got in. As he started it up and she buckled in, Jill muttered, “’Hi, I’m here to buy the biggest SUV on the planet, please.’”



He pulled the keys and sat there, not daring to look at her in case he decided to just go ahead and drive the thing through the bar’s wall.



“Well?” she asked.



“You can take your shots at me, but not Minnie.”



Jill stared at him, then sputtered, “Minnie?”



“That’s her name.”



“You named your SUV? How old are you again?”



“Do you want to get this done or do you want to spend the night in jail?”



“Let’s go.”



“Say you’re sorry.”



“No! I’m not apologizing to you or your stupid SUV!”



He took five deep, calming breaths, and almost successfully didn’t jerk out of the parking spot. They nearly backed into another car, he pulled forward, they waited, and finally he reversed again.



“If you’re going to kill us, I guess now’s the time so we don’t have to build this snowman. Are you even okay to drive?”



Five more deep breaths, and Alexander said through gritted teeth, “I just had the one beer. I was only sitting down when you came at me like a goddamn rabid wolverine.”



“Wait, where’s Bridget tonight?”



Alexander didn’t want to answer, because he knew with drop-dead certainty what Jill’s response would be. “We broke up. Right after Thanksgiving.”



“Did you really break up with her, or is this just a way to feed me another line?”



Fuck. There it was. He remembered their one and only make-out session like it was yesterday, though it had been over twelve years since Alexander asked Jill to prom after class. When she said yes, he kissed her, his hand on the small of her back, looming over her, feeling her breath quicken as she moaned his name. Then hearing his girlfriend Leanne’s strangled cry, starting twelve years of the ugliest feud in Sacktown’s storied history.



The barb was warranted. Of all the things Jill said that day to piss him off, that acidic question he couldn’t turn away from.



“We really did break up,” Alexander said quietly. He pulled out his phone and handed it to her. “My code is one five five two. Dig through our text messages. She should be near the top.”



Jill’s gaze softened, but she took the phone from him and entered his code. A few minutes later, she mumbled under her breath the conversation about a couple Christmas presents Alexander and Bridget wanted to give each other as well as some stuff Bridget still needed to pick up from his house.



“She… she’s a good person,” Jill said, thumbing the phone’s power button and handing it back. “What did you do to her?”



Now that did get him angry again, but there was a history, so he let it slide. “We’ve been drifting apart. When we talked some about maybe driving to her hometown to see her parents over Christmas, we decided to call it quits before we complicated things too much.”



“What was the drifting about?”



“A lot of little things. Politics, mostly. Not that we really disagreed on the issues, but she could be a lot.”



Jill nodded at that. To say Bridget could be boisterous in her opinions was putting it lightly.



“And there were just little things at home.” Alexander shook his head and muttered, “Why am I telling you this?”



“Oh, gee, we were having such a moment.”



“Yeah, well… while we’re having one, I was sorry to hear about your dad.”



“Thanks, I… got the card. It was nice.”



Jill’s mother and father were long divorced, but still both friendly with each other and their children. While her mother was a permanent resident of Sacktown, her father was a snowbird who died in a boating accident two years ago. Though it was a while ago, Alexander had never really found the right time to give Jill his regards, mostly because he figured her reaction would probably result in a blowup like that very night. But her dad had been a good guy, who used to root for the Sacktown football team with the colors in grease paint on his cheeks, and who once upon a time shoved Alexander up against a wall and threatened to beat his ass for the tears he caused his daughter. Rather than being pissed about that, it made Alexander respect the man all the more.



They drove in silence and pulled up to the park. As they got out, Jill sniffed and said, “He always liked you. The last few years before he died, he’d ask me now and again if I saw you around.”



“Really? I didn’t think he liked me after… well. I’m sorry,” Alexander said, surprising himself with the honesty of the words.



“Yeah.” She sniffed again and laughed. It was the first time he heard it from her in so long, and his heart was pulled apart like taffy at the caressing sound. “He would have loved to have seen this. Probably would get a camp chair and come sit on the sidewalk with a case of beer for anyone walking by.”



Alexander laughed too. “I can see that. How’s your mom holding up these days? I haven’t seen much of her.”



“She’s…” Jill shook her head forcefully. “No. We’re not doing this. We’re not pretending like we’re friends again. You’re not pulling my walls down and… and… and tricking me again.”



“Hey. It was never a trick.”



“Stop!” she snapped. “It was and you know it. You and I, we wrecked my best friend and I can never change that.”



Jill wasn’t wrong, and that made Alexander even more angry, though this time it was turned in on himself. He pulled his gloves from his pockets, good ones, waterproof leather gloves with a thin but toasty insulating layer inside. He had six pairs of that exact kind, two in his plow, three more at home. They cost a fortune, but for his work, good boots and good gloves could literally mean the difference between life or death if he wrecked and had to climb out of a ditch on some obscure county road no one would travel down for hours.



“Need gloves?”



“You have another pair?”



“Say you’re sorry to Minnie.”



Her face pantomimed a nuclear meltdown, but she finally settled on a half-grimace, half-smile and turned and bowed to the SUV. “Oh, Minnie, sweet Minnie, I’m so sorry I’ve offended your owner.”



“It’s not an apology if you quantify it like that,” Alexander said mildly. “No ‘I’m sorry I upset your feelings.’ Just say you’re sorry.”



“Oh my God, you are such a fucking…” She stamped her foot, and said louder, “I’m sorry, Minnie.”



“That’s better.” He opened up her side and rummaged around in the side pocket of the door before coming out with a pair of ski gloves. Jill took them and put them on with a huff. They eyed the powdery snow together, both of them grimacing.



“Well, let’s get to it,” Alexander said. “I’ll build the base, you build the middle section and the head.”



“Ordering me around?”



“Fine. Would you like to build the heaviest part of the snowman?” he asked.



Her face twitched again in a few dozen different spots. Without answering the question, she headed for the library’s spacious lawn and knelt to gather up some of the snow. With the rain, a lot of it was crusted over with ice, but there was enough soft snow near the center they could make at least a half-assed snowman.



They set to work, Alexander rolled a ball between his hands and bent over to push it through the snow. He looked over and caught Jill staring at his ass in his jeans. Ignoring his smirk, she looked away hastily and focused on her own work as she knelt in the snow and pushed her ball along.



“I guess I’ve still got it,” Alexander said.



Her frown deepened, but he thought maybe there was a quirk to her lips too. “Yeah, well, it’s pretty fitting a jackass would have a nice ass.”



“So you admit it’s nice.”



“Shut up.”



“Yours is pretty great too.”



“Shut up.” She sighed. “Is it? This is the one time you get to be an asshole, free pass. I’ve been doing these butt workouts to maybe give it more shape, but I don’t see the results.”



“Looks perfect to me.”



Jill looked at him again, blushing hard, or maybe that was the cold in the air. He held her look, then gave her the dignity of breaking first and stared back down at his ball. “I meant it. Not your ass. Asking about your mom. How is she?”



“Alex…”



“I’m not trying to get you in bed by talking about your mom.”



After a moment’s thought, Jill said, “She’s all right. Always is. I thought she’d relax after she retired, but now she’s doing just as much work with the community center and the seniors.”



“She doing that lunch tomorrow at the community center?”



“Yeah, every year the last few years. She likes it. Penelope runs a good crew down there.”



“I might have to swing through and say hi.”



“She’d like that.”



“Doesn’t want to kill me like you?”



Jill stopped and eyed her ball, then his. “No. No one wants to kill you like I do.”



“Why, Jill?”



“Oh my God, you know why,” she snapped. “Leanne was my best friend.”



“I know.”



“She didn’t deserve to be hurt like that.”



“I agree.”



“Stop that”



“Then what is it you want me to say? Or do? I’ve apologized to you and to Leanne. You and I have had this argument every year, it seems like and I’m so tired of it. So tell me what I do to make it right.”



“You weren’t supposed to be that guy!” Jill shouted. “God, I had such a crush on you forever, because you were the one that was different. The guy that stood up for the ones that got picked on. The one that was so great to my best friend and nice to every other girl in high school. When all the other boys were assholes, you were always, always, always someone I thought could be different, but you were the same as all the rest of them. You led Leanne on, and you broke my heart.” She hefted her ball of snow and staggered towards him, her eyes liquid in the bad light. “I was in love with you.”



Alexander blushed and looked away. “I… I loved you too. That’s why…”



“No. Don’t excuse what you did. What we did.”



“You didn’t know.”



“No. I didn’t. But I still hurt her.” She threw the ball onto his and glared at him. “Don’t you say you loved me. That’s not a weapon you get to use.”



“I didn’t mean… it’s not a weapon, Jill. I’m not trying to excuse myself. That’s the shittiest thing I’ve ever done. But I need to say this tonight or I’m never going to work up the nerve. I was going to break up with Leanne. That was always going to happen. I decided it that morning. Because I knew I wanted to be with you.”



“Don’t make me the reason-”



“I’m not. I swear to you, I’m not. It would have happened in a day or two. I should have talked to her first and gave things some time before I asked you. That would have been the grown-up thing to do. But I was a stupid teenager and I was so excited about being with you and I will never be able to take back that mistake.” He shook his head. “That’s all I’ve got.”



They stared at each other, breath steaming in the quickly chilling air. Finally, Jill bent again, and started rolling a third ball. The head. Alexander watched, his heart twisting, his stomach doing flip-flops. The head didn’t take long, just a pass towards the library. She sniffed audibly again as she lifted the ball and brought it back. They fitted it, and molded the three balls into place with more handfuls of snow.



Jill stepped back to take a look. “We need a nose and eyes.”



“Yeah.” Alexander stepped backwards too. “Don’t think Judge will let us-”



“Alexander!” she said sharply, but it was too late. He didn’t see the ice.



Despite his good boots, his foot kicked outwards like he was doing a dance and he toppled into the snow in slow motion. It didn’t hurt, but his breath shot out of him.



“Are you okay?” she asked as he blinked up at the stars.



“Yeah, yeah, I’m good.” He pushed backwards across the ice to a larger patch of snow and floundered in it. “Hey. Figured we built a snowman, why not a snow angel, too?”



Jill laughed despite herself, and came closer. Surprising him, she moved to his side, turned around, and dropped. There was enough room for both of them to fan their arms and legs, and they did so slowly, both of them staring up into the sky.



“So many stars,” she said softly.



“Yeah.” Silence, then, “I’m sorry I let you down, Jill.”



She looked at him. Her gloved hands were so close to his.



“You deserve that kind of guy. The one who doesn’t hurt women. Who doesn’t hurt you.”



“You broke me.”



He flinched. “I…”



“Don’t say you’re sorry again.”



“Okay.”



Whatever the moment might have held evaporated. Jill sat up and carefully stood so as to not disturb her snow angel. Alexander joined her, though he was less careful and ruined the base of his. He thought about wrapping an arm around one of his oldest friends and the woman he realized he still deeply cared for, but figured he’d probably get the arm back as a stump.



They drove to a gas station open all night. Alexander found a pack of chocolate marshmallow cookies for the eyes, and Jill grabbed a pickle from a jar in the deli section for the nose.



In line, Jill held up the pickle in its paper boat and asked quietly, “How long you suppose that’s been in the jar?”



“Since we were in Mrs. West’s class?”



She snorted at that. Alexander, still feeling the weight of guilt, took the pickle from her and set it on the counter next to the cookies. He saw her eyeing a plastic jug full of candy canes and wordlessly plucked a couple of those to add to their purchases. She watched but said nothing until they were in the car and he offered her one.



“Thanks,” she mumbled.



It was all Alexander could do not to stare as she peeled her candy cane and sucked on the tip of it. He forced himself to focus on the drive back to the park, both of them silent now, the mood not exactly sullen, but laden with a strange new tension between them. For the first time in his life, he had no idea if he was supposed to say something, do something, make a move, not make a move, or what.



At the park again, they both trudged to the snowman and affixed two of the cookies and the pickle nose. It was a sad looking snowman, but without a scarf or a towel in the SUV to act as one, it was the best they could do. Jill took a picture and kept her phone out as they returned to the SUV. As they pulled a U-turn and headed for the bar again, she took off her gloves and texted someone.



“Do you mind running in and showing him?” she asked. “I’m freezing.”



“Sure.”



She sent Alexander the picture. Inside, he fought through the crowd again, looking for Judge. A friend pointed out the WHEN WILL THEY GET MARRIED? sign behind the bar. It was already full of names, and two sheets of paper hung beside it, filled too with people’s names and dates. Alexander groaned, got a picture of it, and asked a few more people if they saw Judge.



“Already left,” Kay hollered to him down the bar. “He didn’t give a damn about the snowman. He just wanted you two out of here.”



Alexander groaned again, and made his way back through the throng, wishing a few people merry Christmas and patting a few backs along the way. When he slid into the Tahoe again, he held out his phone. “They got a betting board going in there on when you and I get married.”



Jill rolled her eyes. “Oh God.”



But when she went to take the phone, Alexander realized she was trembling, and not the sort that came with nerves over an uncomfortable night. “Teeth chattering” wasn’t just a cliché, and hers were right on the verge, her lips mushing together as she squirmed on her seat.



“Jesus, you really are freezing,” he said.



“I wasn’t wearing socks,” she said.



He gaped at her, astonished. “Why… what were you thinking?”



“Don’t yell. I’m so tired of yelling tonight. I’m just… can you get me home, please, so I can run a hot bath?”



“My place is closer.” At her angry glare, he added, “I don’t mean like that. You’re right on the verge of hypothermia. You need to get warm and right now.”



“Heater feels good,” she said, but she didn’t protest.



He went well north of ten miles past the speed limit in his haste to get to his house, and by that point, Jill was huddled right up next to every heater she could get blasting on her body. He jumped out and came around to her side. When she stepped out, she nearly fell. Alexander got her up under the arm and kept her upright.



“It’s such a fucking clichéd perfect ending to our fight, you having to help the helpless woman who ruined your night,” she muttered as he walked her up the sidewalk. He laughed softly but didn’t disagree.



Inside, he helped Jill out of her coat and guided her to the couch, grateful he spent some time the night before cleaning. The city paid him well, and since he didn’t have much need for a big place, he splurged on comfortable furniture and a nice big TV.



“Overcompensating much?” Jill asked.



He knelt in front of her. “There’s the Jill I know and…” He almost said love, but didn’t finish the sentence. “We need to get your shoes and pants off. Can you manage that?”



She tried, but couldn’t work the laces of her shoes or the button on her pants. Her eyes wouldn’t meet his as he unlaced her shoes and tossed them towards the door. “Alexander, I… I’m wearing some, um, pretty… that is to say, my, my underwear is…”



“It’s okay,” he said. “I’m not going to take advantage of you. We just need to get you warm and that’s the first step, okay? I can cover you with a blanket and we can try to get them off under it without me looking, if that makes you feel better.”



Jill finally looked back at him. “Can I trust you?” she asked, the subtext as blunt as a hammer.



“People can change, Jill. I have to hope I have.”



Whatever she was looking for, she must have found it. She nodded tentatively. “You don’t need the blanket.”



His own fingers might have trembled as he reached for the button on her jeans. She pushed up, her slim butt coming up off the couch, and she shimmied as best she could as he worked the jeans down over her legs. He kept his eyes fixed on hers, ignoring whatever she had going on down below. When she kicked free of them, he stood and hurried for the bedroom to get her a comforter and a thick blanket he kept at the foot of his bed to warm his toes after a particularly cold shift.



He tucked her in, not wrapping her too tight but making sure every inch of her was insulated. When she folded her arms and started to rub them, he caught her limbs under the blanket. “Don’t rub your skin,” he told her. “It could cause serious damage if you’re frostbit or hypothermic.”



“Okay.”



“I’m going to throw some water in the microwave and a couple towels in the dryer. Tea or hot cocoa?”



Jill smiled faintly. “Didn’t see you as the hot cocoa type.”



“You get off work at six in the morning after an all-nighter in subzero temperatures, you want something hot to drink that isn’t going to keep you up all day. Besides, it’s good.”



“Got plain old black tea?”



“I do. Be right back.”



He got the towels going and stood in front of the microwave, trying to strangle down his rising hopes that this would lead to something, that finally the fumbling move he made in high school could see an addendum. He heard her phone buzz with a message, and came out to see her bent over, plucking it from her jeans. At that angle, he had a full, unobstructed view of the lacy boy-shorts she wore, and the tiny swells of her ass underneath.



“Sorry,” he said, and turned right back around.



“It’s all right,” she said, holding his eyes before she settled back onto the couch.



The microwave beeped. He headed back in, grabbed a questionably old teabag from a bowl beside the coffeepot, and came back in with the tea steeping.



“Doing any better?” he asked.



“Getting there,” she said, her eyes on her phone. She looked… sad, maybe. Pensive.



“Let me see how the towels are doing.”



They were warm enough, he figured, and he brought them back. Jill watched him, silent, and pulled open the blankets again, not bothering to hide her bared legs or the panties.



“You want these over your torso and maybe around your back,” he mumbled, trying not to stare at the triangle of her mound peeking up above the low cut boy-shorts.



“Would you?” she asked softly.



“Sure. Lean forward.”



She did, and he nestled one of the warm towels behind her back. Then he did her front, and started to tuck her in again.



“Thanks,” she mumbled.



“Did you just thank me?”



“Shut up, jerkhead.”



“Jerkhead? You can do better than that.”



“I’m still freezing. My brain is like a Slurpee right now.”



“Are you really?”



“It’s getting better. Being dry helps.”



He nodded and sat down on the other end of the couch. She eyed him and shook her head.



“Come here, ding-dong. That was an invitation to cuddle.”



“I didn’t want to rattle the wasp’s nest again. I just got all of them settled.”



Jill tried to hide a smile and failed. She extricated herself from the blankets and held them open for him to join her. He did, sliding against her, his whole body as stiff as a post as she leaned into him. She reached for her tea and dropped the last of her candy cane into it. Alexander watched.



“It’s pretty good this way,” she said.



“I can see that. I like mint tea with a little sugar.”



He wrapped an arm around her and she nestled into him. It took a minute to find a comfortable configuration. He worked out often and there wasn’t a lot of excess meat to him, and she was naturally small, so their bodies didn’t quite gel until he pulled her into him, her head more or less resting on his chest.



His Christmas tree, a slim six-footer, was mostly unadorned but had LED tips that twinkled merrily. They watched the reflection in the blank TV screen as Jill took delicate sips of her tea. Without thinking about it much, Alexander kissed the top of her head. She relaxed further into him, sighing softly.



“I really am sorry about your dad,” he said.



“He always liked you. That’s why he got so mad. He thought you and me…”



“Yeah. It sure seemed like we were heading that way.”



“Were.”



He chuckled and kissed her head again. She put her mug on the coffee table and nestled down further, resting her head now on his thigh, drawing her legs up. He covered her with more of the blanket, his hand resting on top of her hip. When he started to move it, Jill put her own on top of it, keeping him in place.



“And I’m sorry I came at you tonight,” she said. “It’s hard around the holidays without him.”



“I can’t imagine.”



“Do you want to apologize to me for driving all over my lawn?”



He laughed. “Sure. I’m sorry I drove all over your yard. And busted up your game nights.”



Her sigh was more of a huff. “And my mom’s garden. Why did you do that?”



“I didn’t mean to. Cristy Baker was going through her divorce back then. I was working in the yard and she was standing in a window watching me and… showing off. I wasn’t paying attention to the lawn and sprayed too much weedkiller.”



“Oh my God, you slept with Mrs. Baker.” He expected another outburst but instead she giggled. “All right, I get that. She is pretty hot. I’m sorry I got you fired.”



“Nah, I deserved that one.”



“Yeah you did.”



“Don’t ruin the moment.” He stroked her hip. She had to feel his hardening cock through his jeans, but he didn’t want to move and she didn’t seem to want to either. “What are you doing for Christmas?”



“Lunch with my family. You doing your family thing tomorrow night?”



“Yeah. You want to be my date?”



He expected Jill to fire a shot at him about Leanne. Instead, she sniffed and said softly, “Yes. I do. Wanna be mine to the community center tomorrow? And maybe Christmas?”



“I’d like that.” Alexander hesitated. “Leanne and I… we met up. Three, four years after high school. I apologized and we talked. I know that doesn’t make it right, but… I am a different person. I don’t expect you to believe me, but I hope you give me a chance to show you.”



“I already said yes to the date,” Jill said, twisting on his lap so she had her lips close to his hardening dick. “And I know. We’ve talked a few times too. That was her I was texting earlier.” Her fingers went to his zipper and Alexander drew a breath as she worked it slowly down. “She wanted me to forgive you. And myself. Her exact words were, ‘It was high school. Let that go!’”



He moved his hand to the back of her neck, cupping it. “I do love you, Jill.”



“I love you too. Push up.” He did, and she pulled his jeans and his boxers down far enough to allow him to spring up. “Oh, yum. Another candy cane.”



“Hey, I’m not that thin down there,” he said, stroking her shoulder now. She laughed and kissed his tip. His hand moved to her slim ass through the material of the comforter.



She took hold of it too and pulled it up over her head, covering her completely. “Hmmm,” she said. “To kiss it… suck it… or bite the thing off.”



“I know which one I’m rooting for.”



“Masochist,” she said, and kissed his underside this time, pressing him up towards his belly. “Get your shirt off. I’m going to want to cuddle skin to skin. For warmth, you understand.”



“Yeah. For warmth. Getting a chill right now if you want to jump ahead.”



Jill kissed him again, and this time, her delicate tongue slid along his base too. “Oh no,” she said breathily. “I want my candy cane first.”



With that, she sucked him down. “Oh, fuck, Jill…” Alexander moaned. Her mouth enveloped him, trying to take his considerable size, but she could only suck a couple inches of him before she had to pull back. He couldn’t see it but he could feel her lips stretch every time she bobbed back down, and the fantasy of the thing melding with the very real feel of her lips and tongue drove him wild.



Her hands weren’t idle, either. She rose onto her knees and pulled off his cock long enough to spit into them. He used the break to move a hand under the comforter, sliding it across her ass, then her back and up to her head. Her lips descended upon him again, and her small hand wrapped around his base, slick enough to jerk him comfortably into her mouth.



“Goddamn, that feels good,” Alexander grunted. He ran his fingers through her hair, his eyes closing, enjoying the moment but not pushing her. Jill was amazing at this.



He moved his hand back to her ass and ran his fingers up and down the cleft between her cheeks. She rocked when he brushed her thin pussy lips. Alexander thought this was a door long closed to him and he kept his eyes closed thinking about it, the twelve years of fighting. But underneath that anger between them there had still been that fundamental connection, and he was glad and as content as he’d ever been.



He loved her. And she loved him. That made this the best Christmas ever, in his opinion.



His fingers snaked into her boy-shorts and slid down. “Mrrrm,” she hummed pleasantly around his cock as his middle finger traced her cleft and down to her lips. Her pussy was so sweet and small. He wondered what she tasted like and decided to find out.



After a few minutes of stroking her lips, she was more than ready for his finger. He slid it in to the knuckle, making her moan again around him. The comforter shifted away from her head and he pushed it the rest of the way off to watch her slim body rock back and forth, her attention never wavering from tasting his dick. He pulled the finger free and brought it to his lips, sucking it down, liking her taste, faint as it was.



When Alexander brought his hand back to her cunt, this time he pushed two fingers inside. “Mmmmm!” she moaned, and came up off him. “Finger me fast, okay? I’m close, I’m really close.”



“So am I.”



“Mm, let me know when.”



His fingers inside her picked up the pace, and she responded in kind, her mouth bobbing up and down on his prick. Jill’s tongue didn’t have much room to work but she managed to get it in the mix, swirling it along the side of him.



Straining to make it good for Jill first, Alexander gritted his teeth as he held back the need for release. His two fingers inside her brushed her walls and made her jump. A soft, throaty laugh emanated from her as she pulled off him, jacking him hard as she twisted her head. He did it again and she rocked back against him, looking up at him with a twinkle in her eyes to match the Christmas lights.



“Oooh, I like… that,” she panted.



“This?” Alexander asked, and brushed her walls again.



“Y-yeah, th-that, just like that, just a few more times…”



He teased her walls three, four more times and her head jerked up, her hand on his cock stilling as her face went blissful, her mouth hanging open. “Ohh, oh, Alex!”



“Fuck, you’re beautiful when you come,” Alexander moaned.



She took a deep, sharp breath and plunged back down on his cock. Jill would never be able to take him too deep but her mouth, her lips, and every inch of her rocked him to the foundation of his being. A minute later, he gasped, “I’m right there.”



Jill twisted off the couch so fast he thought she fell, but no, it was planned, and then she was between his legs, both hands jacking him, his cockhead resting against the bridge of her nose as she licked the stretch of skin between his balls, the base of his shaft. A happy, dazed smile on her face, she let out an “oooh!” when he started coming, her eyes closing. His first shot hit her forehead, the rest she aimed lower, taking him on her cheeks, her lips, across one closed eye.



Barely had Jill started to wipe her face clean than Alexander moved. He stood and pulled Jill to her feet, only to twirl her towards the couch again, planting her down on it while he took her spot on the floor. She hurried off her top and freed her small breasts from a lacy bra he never noticed until the next day, then rested back and spread her legs for his questing tongue.



“Oh,” she gasped as his tongue speared her depths. Her hand shot out for the couch’s armrest. She gripped it tight as his fingers spread her wide and his tongue shot up to her prominent clit. “Oh, oh fuck, Alex!”



“Ho ho ho,” he said.



“And he ruined it,” she said, then immediately proved herself a liar by squirming when he eagerly bathed her clit with his tongue. “Mmmmm, that’s good, that’s so good. Put your fingers back inside me and keep your tongue on my clit.”



He liked her commanding him and did what he was told, sliding two fingers back into her and pumping her wet, gripping folds fast again while he licked her clit. Only minutes in did he realize she was topless, and feasted his eyes on the sight of her slim, dainty tits and prominent dark nipples. “So fucking beautiful,” he gasped.



She traced his cheek with her nails, her ass flexing up and down, her toes curling. “Mmm, and you’ve always been so…” Her breath went high as Alex’s tongue flicked her clit. “…hand… some… ohhhhh…”



Her hand went to one of her breasts and she squeezed it as she bounced up and down. Her body naturally started to twist away from him and Alex chased her, both of them winding up on the couch, her legs over his shoulders his pace hardly slowing. Still on her back, she clutched at his head, his hair, and gasped, “Tell me… tell me it’s real, we’re really doing this…”



“You were always the one I wanted,” he said. “I’m not going to let you go this time.”



“Good,” she said. “Because I’m t-tired of fighting this.”



“Me too.”



“Give me your hand?”



He reached up with the one not plunging in and out of her, and Jill took it. There were tears in her eyes, of pleasure, of release, and of something longer held. He smiled for her and she smiled back, clutching his digits in hers as the sensations swelled for her again.



“Al… ex!”



Her cry was breathless and as soft as the comforter forgotten on the floor beside them. She came with a quiver to her hips, thrusting up at him a few times before she settled back down, her hand still squeezing his tight.



Before she came down entirely, he was up off the couch and sliding his hands under her. Jill looped her own around his neck, burying her head against his chest as he lifted her. She was so light, so very ephemeral, and the thought that this might have never happened haunted him. How had he not offered an olive branch before now? How had they fought for this long? Christ, she was his everything. Always had been.



“The bathroom,” she said. “I need to clean my face so I can kiss you again.”



He took her there, and only let her down with a tearing reluctance deep in his soul that amused him. They brushed their teeth side-by-side, and then he was stripping and stepping into the shower while she cleaned up her face, ridding herself of her makeup in the process.



When he stepped back out, she took in his naked form and licked her lips. “I think you’re in even better shape than high school,” she said.



“Take a lot of looks at me in the showers back then? Pervert.”



She laughed throatily and came to him. They kissed, their first good and proper kiss in well over twelve years. This time, there was no guilt, no one’s hearts to break but their own, but Alex didn’t think they would go through that again. He was Jill’s, utterly.



“I’ve got an IUD and I’m clean,” she said.



“Same. Well, I mean, I’m clean, not that I’m on an IUD too. But if you want me to use a condom…”



“No. No, I want to feel it.”



They slid into bed together, and though Alexander was already hard again, he contented himself holding Jill for a while. Compared to just an hour ago, she was so much warmer, like all her old aggression was a furnace and she was letting it out.



“Is any part of your skin numb or hurting?” he asked, reaching down to stroke her hip.



“No. I feel okay now. Better than okay.” Jill squeezed her eyes shut. “I really do love you.”



“I love you.”



Her eyes opened again, her face scrunching up. “No surprises walking in on us this time?”



He laughed. “No. Not this time.”



“No current harem I should know about?”



“Nope.”



“No-”



“Oh my God, would you be quiet so we can finally make love?”



“Never,” Jill said, grinning as he pushed her onto her back and nudged apart her legs.



“Good. Always let me have both barrels.”



“Oh, I will.” Her smile faded as he brushed his cock against her sex. “Alex. Will I wake up Christmas morning crying?”



“I hope not,” he said.



She nodded, and they moved together. It took time for her body to get used to the size of him, and that was okay. It gave them plenty of time for other things, kissing gently, kissing more urgently, hands exploring, words whispered. But after a while, they found a rhythm, slow, gentle, easy. Jill clung to him, hands around his upper back, stroking the defined muscles as he eased back and forth, never going fast that first time together. Alexander couldn’t stop looking into her eyes, caught up in them forever,



Her orgasms were slow-building things, a wash of the waves against the sand, a lull to her “ohs” and her deep breaths. How many, neither of them counted, but they went at it for a long while, into the morning hours.



Still caught up in the surrealness of the moment, Alexander finally spilled inside her, his hands beside her shoulders, her smile wide. He never really went down, staying semi-rigid inside her until Jill caught her breath and pushed him onto his back. She was on him in a moment, guiding him back into her pussy and taking him with tiny hops of her hips. The connection of his cock spreading her wide drew his eyes and he couldn’t stop staring until she finally grinned and asked, “What?”



“I don’t mean this as an insult so don’t go off on me. But you’re so small and you’re… well, spread around me like no one I’ve ever seen.”



“Mmm,” she said, bouncing harder. “Your big cock is splitting me wide open.”



“Jesus,” he said. “Didn’t have you pegged for the dirty talk.”



“Get used to it. I’m filthy in bed. Body of an angel and the mind of a devil.”



He laughed and grabbed her ass as she started rocking with even more enthusiasm. Jill dipped low and kissed him again and again. So preoccupied with her lips, she gave over control and he started thrusting up into her, lost in the pleasure of the moment. Seemed as much as they knew each other, he still had so much to learn about Jill.



And he was anxious to get started.



When they finally pulled apart again, his cock tugged free and Jill reached down to cup his come in one hand before bringing it up to her lips and sucking it down. As sexy as the sight was, she was cold again, and came to rest on top of him, cuddling tight as he drew the sheets over the both of them.



“I should go get the comforter,” he said, stroking her ass.



“Nope,” she mumbled. “You should stay right there. You’re warm enough for both of us.”



He did. It wasn’t long before Jill’s breathing reached a soft rhythm. He thought about twisting to the side and putting her on her back, and he would, in a while. But for the moment, Alexander held her right there, her legs astride him, her head tucked against his chest.



Finally, with his hip in danger of going to sleep, he tipped sideways with her, holding onto Jill until he had to let go to extricate himself. She mumbled softly, “If we do get married, we should find someone we trust, and go thirds with them.”



Thinking she meant a threesome, Alexander frowned. “What?”



“The bet.” She opened her eyes and blinked up at him. “We could make some serious money.”



Alexander laughed and kissed her one last time for the night. By the time he slipped out of bed and fetched the comforter, Jill was firmly out. He held her that night regardless, and if he slept, he didn’t remember it.



* * *



When Jill’s mother saw them together in line at the community center lunch the following day, she threw her ladle into the stuffing and came around the counter at a near run. She wrapped up her daughter and Alexander in a huge hug, saying “finally” a dozen times before she let them go and got back on the serving side of things. Alexander couldn’t stop smiling after that.



They were a big topic of conversation that Christmas Eve, though there were lots of strange hookups happening around Sacktown that week and tongues were wagging. Kay, the bartender who set up the betting pool, wound up with a few hundred bettors on the newly minted couple’s wedding day.



And on Christmas morning itself, they woke up together, Alexander spooning Jill, still deep in sleep. She blinked against the morning light in his bedroom, raised a hand to her cheek, and smiled when she discovered her eyes were dry. She reached behind her for Alex’s hand, took it and squeezed, and whispered, “Merry Christmas,” before she too slipped back down into sleep for just a little while longer.









A Cougar Christmas



 



Contains: MFM (no crossing of swords), hotwife, exhibitionism, oral, anal, older woman, younger men (18+).



 



“Aw, man, it’s awesome! I’ve been playing all morning.”



Joe grinned as his computer finished booting up. It was tradition for him and his best friend Cody to buy each other a digital game on Christmas Eve. The pair of them might be star athletes on the baseball and football fields, but their first and greatest loves were always going to be video games. Well, besides their brotherhood.



And it was that, a brotherhood in everything but actual blood. The two became friends when Cody moved to Sacktown in the fifth grade. The class’s bullies targeted him straight away for being new and his thick glasses, but Joe, something of his class’s quarterback even that young, stepped in and defended Cody. After that, he felt a responsibility for his friend, almost like an older brother, though he did have actual siblings that were younger than him.



Soon, that responsibility blossomed into genuine friendship. Cody shyly showed Joe his collectible card games and Joe in turn invited him over to spend the night and play on his new console. Ever since, the two were inseparable. When Joe signed up for football, Cody was right on his heels. When Cody hit the double that won them their first baseball championship on the same team, it was Joe who hit the field first to slam into his friend with a fierce hug.



Now, as eighteen-year-olds, the two did everything together. They dated a pair of sisters their freshman and sophomore year, usually all going out as a group. They drank their first beer together, smoked their first joint together, and eventually decided on the same college together. To no one’s surprise, they were going into computer programming to make video games.



Joe logged into his email account and grinned at the first message announcing he was the proud new owner of Elscore Reach, the brand-new big roleplaying game on the market. “Dude, you are the best.”



“You got it?” Cody asked.



“Installing it right now.”



“Joe!” Joe’s mom called from downstairs. “Are you up?”



“My mom’s calling me. I’ll call you right back.”



“Cool.”



Joe hung up, finished going through the install process for his game, and called back to his mom that he’d be right down. He grabbed a pair of flannel pants off the floor, decided they were clean enough, and tossed on a tee shirt with the logo of a podcast he liked. He headed downstairs.



His mom, Mallory, stood by the stairwell. Beside her was Erin Peaks. That really was her last name, and boy, did it fit the woman. She had the kind of porn star looks that made every guy in town drool. In her late thirties or early forties, Mrs. Peaks filled out her long red dress in ways that made Joe’s eyes travel south across her massive tits, narrow waist, and the plentiful swells of her hips. She was tall, standing a full hand higher than his mother, and today her long, lustrous reddish-brown hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail under a black winter hat. The creamy brown stole wrapped around her neck seemed pulled back to emphasize her breasts, though not in any explicit way.



Why she was there, Joe wasn’t sure, but it was Christmas Eve and he assumed she was doing what anyone else would be, making the rounds, dropping off cookies, cards or presents.



“Oh good, you’re wearing something more than boxers,” his mom said.



“Not that I’d mind,” Mrs. Peaks said, drawing a playful gasp from her friend. “Merry Christmas, Joe.”



“Merry Christmas to you too,” Joe said, unable to tear his eyes away from the gorgeous woman.



“Erin was just telling me she’s decided to do some last-minute decorating around her house and could use some help “



“Mac is out of town doing some shopping. We were going to do it tonight but I thought I’d surprise him. .It’s nothing too crazy. I’d to string some lights up above the entry and maybe some garland inside. I’ve got a stepladder but I’m terrified of heights. And there might be a box or two to haul.” Mrs. Peaks gave Joe a wide smile. “I’d be happy to pay you for the trouble.”



“Oh, I’m sure Joe would be happy to do it for free, since it’s Christmas and all,” his mother said, giving him a pointed, amused look.



“Um, sure, yeah, I can do that,” Joe said. “Can I invite my friend Cody?”



“Of course! I was counting on it. If you haven’t eaten yet, I’ll throw in lunch.”



Joe grinned. “Sounds good.”



“Come over whenever you’re ready.”



“We will. See you in a little while.”



* * *



Cody was reluctant to help until Joe told him who it was for, and then he fell silent for a moment. “Shit yeah,” he finally breathed. “Oh, man, she is the hottest.”



“And her husband’s out of town.”



“Fuuuuck,” Cody said. He sighed. “All right. Come by and pick me up.”



“Gonna shower and then I’ll be right there.”



Joe did, hurrying through it and deciding on nicer jeans and a long-sleeve shirt. It wasn’t bitterly cold yet, the way it could get on the plains, but it was heading in that direction so he threw on a parka too.



When he pulled up to Cody’s, he went in with a plate of his mother’s fudge and cookies, and received a similar plate from Cody’s mom, as well as a hug and a kiss on the cheek.



“He’s been playing that game all day,” she said, waving a mug of tea at the back half of the house. Cody shared more of his bullish frame with his father, but he got her playful eyes and fine hair.



“That makes my day. Means it’s a good one.”



They talked like that until Cody came out. Both he and Joe were tall, Joe with a couple inches advantage but Cody with more muscles. That wasn’t to say Joe was pretty cut himself, but he tended towards a leaner frame. And while Joe was classically handsome with dark soulful eyes and finely angular facial features, Cody was rugged and tough-looking. Cody’s last girlfriend told them Joe was the one girls dreamed about and Cody was the one they fantasized about. They liked that.



The pair hugged as they always did when they met up on a brand-new day, even if they just saw each other the night before, taking in a movie downtown. When they loaded up, Cody didn’t stop talking about the game the entire way. Not that Joe minded. His mind, when it wasn’t occupied with Mrs. Peaks, was on the game Cody bought him. Should be installed by now, he figured.



Erin and Mac Peaks lived in a spacious, L-shaped single-story home not all that far from Joe’s place. It was a nice enough house, the highlight being the yardwork that Mrs. Peaks did every summer, usually in shorts tight enough that you could generally find an uptick in traffic along that street during the late spring and early summer, along with a few extra gallons of drool being produced.



Mac’s Jeep was gone, as Erin said it would be. Her hybrid was parked at the curb, and Joe pulled in behind it. She stepped outside before they reached the door, all smiles.



“Hello, boys. Thanks for coming.”



“No problem, Mrs. Peaks,” Cody said. “Joe said you needed some help decorating?”



“Yes, that’s right. It won’t be too painful, I hope.”



“Ah, hey, we get to spend an hour or two with you, so how could it be?” he asked.



“Oh, the girls your age must love you,” Mrs. Peaks said, and kissed them both on the cheek.



She guided them into the attached garage, where a stepladder was set up in front of a shelving unit stacked with boxes. Everything was neatly organized, and on the side of one box was labeled CHRISTMAS LIGHTS.



“Wonder which one we need to pull down?” Joe asked, and Mrs. Peaks smiled wider.



They got the box down and dug out some exterior lights. Cody asked about a staplegun for the exterior lights, but she showed him where Mac had installed cup hooks for expressly that purpose.



“He had an accident, oh, ten years or so ago. Gave himself a frightening jolt,” Erin said, and shivered theatrically. The motion had the effect of pushing her boobs out, which neither Joe or Cody had the willpower to not stare at. “Anyways, these big bulbs here, if you could string them over the doorway and run the excess length to the hooks on the porch posts, that should work perfect.”



“We can do that,” Joe said.



“Thanks boys. I’ll be inside nice and warm and not freezing out here if you need me.”



The guys chuckled at that. When Mrs. Peaks was back inside, Cody muttered under his breath, “Big bulbs.” Joe grinned, and they set to work.



It didn’t take more than five minutes, but Cody spotted another box marked C. DECO – OUTSIDE and they hauled that down too. Inside, they found some inflatables and light-up reindeer on stakes that were meant for a walkway. After another minute searching, they found more extension cords than what Mrs. Peaks had set up, and soon had the place looking much more festive.



Mrs. Peaks watched from the door for a few minutes, then told them she was going to fix something for them to eat. Neither Cody or Joe had much of an appetite yet, but she smiled enigmatically and said, “You’ll like this, I promise.”



When she was gone, Cody looked at Joe, then they both looked at the door. “Nah. No way,” Cody said, so quiet he was almost inaudible.



“I don’t know,” Joe said, thinking about it.



“It’s crazy. No. No way.”



“Doesn’t this whole thing seem a little weird? Who decorates on Christmas Eve””



Cody chewed on that, then shrugged. They got back to work, finishing not long after with stripes of red and gold beads around the post for the mailbox. When they stowed the boxes back in the garage, they eyed the interior Christmas decorations. Without knowing what Mrs. Peaks wanted, they headed inside to ask, Cody ahead of Joe.



He froze at the entryway to the living room, and Joe nearly bumped into him. “What?” he asked, then he saw her too.



Mrs. Peaks lounged on the couch in a red bralette and mini skirt. The bralette was held shut by a white tie between her breasts, and the mini-skirt was fringed in more white. Her reddish-brown hair now hung in waves under a loose Santa hat.



“Hello, boys. I have that treat ready for you,” she said.



“Think I’m hungry after all,” Cody said faintly, but Joe held him back. Cody frowned and looked over his shoulder at his best friend. “What?”



“Mrs. Peaks, this is amazing. You are… Jesus, you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen,” Joe said. “But… Mac’s a good guy. And even if he wasn’t… you’re married.”



“Shit,” Cody said. He turned back to Mrs. Peaks. “Yeah. He’s right.”



Her smile went from something naughty to something more genuine. She held up one finger and reached for her phone on the end table beside the couch. After tapping away, she held the phone up as it rang on speaker.



“Hey baby, how’s it going?” Mac asked over the phone when he answered.



“Oh, I think they’re interested,” Mrs. Peaks said as she lifted the hem of her mini-skirt and palmed her pussy, clad in red lingerie. “But they’re good boys and don’t want me cheating on you. Mind, mm, explaining things while I get this started?”



Mac chuckled. “Hey fellas. Joe and Cody, right?”



“Um. Um. Merry Christmas?” Cody said, asking more than stating it.



“Hey, Mr. Peaks,” Joe said faintly, staring at Mrs. Peaks as she rubbed her pussy with slow, languid strokes of her palm. That was a trick he’d use on someone else, he vowed to himself. “You… you’re okay with this?”



“If by ‘this,’ you mean the two of you giving my wife a good hard fucking she’ll never forget, absolutely. We have everything we want, so this is our Christmas present to each other each year.  I got mine a week ago, she gets hers today. Has she told you about recording things?”



“Recording things?” Cody asked, moving dreamily towards Mrs. Peaks as though he were in slow motion.



“She’ll ask you. Have fun, boys. And word of advice? She likes it rough and hard.” At this, Mrs. Peaks licked her lips. “Use her. She won’t break. Merry Christmas, baby.”



“Merry Christmas,” Mrs. Peaks said, and hung up. She stood, and didn’t so much walk as strut towards the back of the house, giving the two guys a look over her shoulder. “Well, boys? Think you’d like to keep me company today?”



“Shit yes,” Cody said, already going for his shirt.



“Yup, I’m in,” Joe said, following her, his eyes locked on the hint of her tight ass under the mini-skirt. “But what about recording this?”



“Mm, Mac and I like a souvenir of our presents, so if you’re game, I’ll have one of you boys film some of what we do, or I will. It’s nothing that’ll get spread around by us on purpose, but there’s always the chance it leaks. We can do without the videos, if it makes you uncomfortable. But for little old me, would you let me record getting your dicks sucked? Pounding me from both ends? Maybe the two of you taking my ass?”



Joe and Cody looked at each other, and the message between them was clear. “We’re totally okay with that,” Joe said.



“Oh yay!” Mrs. Peaks said.



“Can you send us the videos too?” Cody asked hopefully as they stepped into the bedroom. It was a spacious room, and had obviously seen some preparation for the day. On a dresser sat lube and hand towels. The bed was stripped down to its sheets and a few pillows at the head. Two tripods had been set up with video cameras on them angled at the bed.



Mrs. Peaks chuckled. “Mm, maybe. Do a good job and I’ll send you a clip where my face isn’t on the screen.”



“We’ll be sure to get plenty of that sexy ass then,” Cody said.



“Good,” she purred. She went to the video cameras, turned them on, and checked them. Then she held the phone out. Joe took it. It was the same model as his, only newer, so operating the video recording was second nature. He started as she ran her hands up and down their chests. When Mrs. Peaks leaned in to kiss Cody, he got a good shot of her slim hand at his cheek, her moist lips, her tongue batting against his playfully. When they pulled apart, Cody took the phone so Joe could do the same with the hot older woman. Her lips were soft and warm, and when her tongue slipped against his lips, he couldn’t help wrapping a hand around the back of her head and pulling her tighter. She reached around him and gripped his ass in return, and Cody got a video of all of it.



When she pulled back, her lips were parted and her eyes gleaming with need. “Strip for me,” she murmured, looking between them.



Joe and Cody looked at each other again. This time, Mrs. Peaks took the phone while they shrugged out of their tee shirts. “Mmm,” she said, taking in their muscles. “You might be my yummiest presents yet.”



“Want to help with my jeans?” Cody asked, grinning. She licked her lips in a big show and Cody took the phone again as she worked the button and the zipper. When she tugged down his jeans and his boxers, she stared, and this time, Joe didn’t think she was exaggerating for the cameras.



Joe and Cody were both well hung, and when she helped Joe out of his jeans too, her eyes darted between their two rising members.  “Yes,” she said faintly. “This is going to be a Christmas to remember.” Still in her mini-skirt, top, and Christmas stocking cap, she climbed onto the bed, staying on her knees. “Come here, boys. I want to taste those yummy young cocks first. Elise at the school told me you’re both eighteen, right?”



“Yes,” they said together. Joe’s head swam. Elise? As in their hot-as-fuck substitute teacher Elise Alice? “Ms. Alice told you that?” he added.



“Mm hm,” Mrs. Peaks said. “We were sitting together at your last game and neither one of us could stop squirming looking at your tight muscular butts in your uniforms. You might have to stop in sometime and pay her a visit too.”



“Fuck,” Cody moaned as they knelt on the bed. His hand went to his cock but Mrs. Peaks stopped him.



“That’s my job, honey. And don’t either of you hold back now. I want you to paint me for my husband, and then when I’ve cleaned up, you can take turns eating me until you’re ready to fuck me.” She leaned down and sucked the first inch of Cody’s cock into her mouth. Joe was damn glad they both started shaving that year at the request of a couple of their exes, because goddamn, it made the whole thing way hotter.



“And then you can fuck me however you want,” Mrs. Peaks said, holding Cody’s cock against her cheek and staring up at him, then Joe. “You can have my pussy. My mouth. My ass. Until five o’clock, I’m yours.”



“Fuck,” Cody moaned, still holding the phone as he recorded her sucking his cock again. Her eyes fixed on his as her lips worked up and down his first few inches, her cheeks hollowing out as she sucked.



She came up off him with a slurp and twisted her head to suck Joe’s cock. “Aw, yeah,” Joe moaned as her mouth bathed him in wet warmth. “Suck me, Mrs. Peaks.”



“Urk!” she gasped around him. Her mouth bobbed up and down his length. So enraptured by the feel of her pro cocksucking, he never even noticed Cody recording, bringing the phone down to get a close up of Mrs. Peaks wrapping her lips up and down Joe’s length.



She popped off Joe fast and went for Cody again, but this time she reached out and grasped Joe’s cock to stroke him as she sucked. Neither Joe or Cody were virgins, far from it, but within minutes it was clear Erin Peaks was far and away the most talented and experienced lover either one of them ever had. She twisted her head up and down on their big dicks with no hesitation. And when she took Joe’s cock again a few minutes later, she showed she had absolutely no gag reflex whatsoever when she drove deep on his prick, taking him down her throat all the way to his balls.



“Oh fuck,” Joe gasped.



“Yeah, Mrs. Peaks! Deepthroat that dick!” Cody said. He got in tight with the camera again as she held Joe’s cock in place. She glanced at the phone and winked before finally pulling off Joe’s cock.



“Urk. Urrrrk!” she gasped halfway off him. When she could talk again, she jerked both of them hard. “Use me, boys. Get those hands on my head and fuck my face. I promise you, I can take it. And get as loud and nasty with the talk as you want. Call me a bitch, a slut, a whore. I’m all of those for you today. But only today. You treat me like a lady any other time we meet.”



“Yes ma’am,” Joe said.



“I think he means, hell yeah you big-titted cougar slut. Get to sucking my cock,” Cody said. Both Joe and Erin looked at him, amused and Joe maybe a little stunned. Cody grinned and shrugged. “I watch a lot of freaky porn.”



That got a sultry laugh out of Erin who descended back down on him. Joe took the phone and stroked her side as she eagerly deepthroated his best friend, not holding him deep like she had Joe, but fucking his cock with her face. Hard, sharp thrusts, aided by Cody when he grabbed the back of her head and pulled her deeper, fucking into her mouth and her throat.



“Oh goddamn,” he moaned. “That is the best fucking blowjob I’ve ever had, you cock-loving bitch. Get that mouth on me.”



Still shocked at his friend’s easy transition from good-natured to this verbal porn star, Joe shook his head and hooked his finger into Erin’s top. Her tits bounced free, and she moaned, “Mm hm!” around Cody.



Cody looked lost in a trance, so Joe knee walked around her, taking in every angle of her intense blowjob. His favorite shot was that of Mrs. Peaks rocking back and forth, her ass coming to rest on her calves every time. And what a spectacular ass it was, firm and athletic. He roamed it with his free hand and tugged up her skirt, showing off her soaked cunt against her panties.



“She’s soaked for us,” he told Cody.



“Fuck. Let me get a feel.” Cody stopped fucking into the hot older woman’s face long enough to reach behind her and down to her ass. He dipped a hand into her panties and came back with two wet fingers. He sucked them down. “Goddamn.”



Joe came back to the party and Mrs. Peaks dove down on him like she was starving for his dick. Excited by the sight of her pussy through her panties, he grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her down on him, rocking his hips harder and harder and feeding her every inch of his cock. Not long, he knew, but he wanted his friend to come first and so he reluctantly pulled away one more time.



“Suck him until he pops,” he growled.



Erin gave an exaggerated lick of her pink lips and took Cody down her throat again. Like Joe, Cody was near the end of his rope, and watching the hot woman’s tits bob as she sucked his cock had him ready in no time.



“Gonna come, slut,” he said. Joe filmed it as Erin pulled away from Cody. Both her hands wrapped around his cock and jerked him fast and hard.



“Gonna come?” she asked with a high-pitched desperate whine to her voice. “Going to come all over my face and my tits?”



“Yeah, gonna come, Mrs. Peaks, gonna come so hard…”



“Do it, baby, paint me, give me every fucking drop.”



 “Ohhhh, fuuuuck!” Cody groaned. He bucked hard one more time and Mrs. Peaks closed her eyes. Streaks of white hit her cheek, her lips, her chin, and the last two, her breasts.



The sight rocked Joe out of the dreamlike haze he’d been in ever since Mrs. Peaks invited them to do this, and he was on her, gripping her face between his hands and bringing her down on his cock again. Cody was already moving too, needing no time to catch his breath. “Ass up,” he said, and Mrs. Peaks raised her hips up long enough for Cody to drop onto his back and slide under her thighs. He jerked her down on top of him, gripping her ass as he ate her out.



Erin’s eyes went huge. “Urrrrk! Urrrrgh!” she said around a mouthful of Joe’s dick. Now that Joe was in the game, the sounds of her choking on him and delightedly moaning as his best friend ate out the hot MILF gave him shivers of pleasure.



“Look at the phone, Mrs. Peaks,” he said, pulling away from her. She did, her hands around his dick and jacking him. “Lick me. Give me a show.”



She did, chuckling throatily, and made a show of opening wide and dragging her tongue along the base of him. He had a great shot of Erin’s come-covered face, his dick the focus and her eyes nearly crossing as she licked him from the stem to the tip. She sucked one of his balls into her mouth on the next pass, bathing it with swishes of her tongue, and then she was back at his tip again.



“Fuck, she tastes good,” Cody moaned.



They ignored him for the moment, Mrs. Peaks now teasing Joe’s first quarter inch with the tip of her tongue. She stopped long enough to ask, “You like that?”



“Yeah,” he grunted.



“Do you eat pussy as good as he does?”



Joe had another idea in mind, something he’d always wanted to try but had never been with the right kind of woman. Something told him that if Mrs. Peaks wasn’t, then he’d never meet anyone who was. “I’m sure going to give it a try.”



“Mmm, good boy,” she purred.



It was that phrase that set Joe off nearly as much as her teasing tongue. When she sucked him down again it didn’t take long before his need roared through him, not to be denied. He gripped her hair again and used her face, pumping his hips hard enough to make her choke each time.



“Urk! Urk! Urk!”



“I’m right there, Mrs. Peaks. Going to come, then I want you on your feet. We’re both going to take care of you.”



“Mmmmf!” she moaned around him, her eyes rolling back in a show of lust that he was never quite sure later was real or faked for the phone’s camera. Either way, it was one of the hottest things he’d ever seen, and he had to come right then and there. He barely pulled back in time, warning her, “Mrs. Peaks!”



She took his come across her face and breasts, her head twisting to one side at something Cody was doing under her. Then she looked back at the phone and said shakily, “Mmm, you see what they… did to me…? Coating me? Painting me? So much yummy come. Just… the way… you wanted… to see…” She rocked back one more time and gasped, “Oh, oh fuck, Mac, he’s going to… mm… I… I’m…” Her mouth fell open and she cried out. “Uuuuhh, uhh, yeesss!”



Her orgasm held her for a few seconds, her fists balling up. Joe wanted a taste of her too but not like that. When her eyes opened again, he stepped off the bed and came around, taking her waist in his hands.



“Up now,” he ordered, and she pulled away from Cody.



His best friend wiped at his face, looking awfully pleased with himself. “She tastes so good, dude. Wait until you try her.”



“That’s not what I’m going to be eating,” Joe said.



“What?” Cody asked.



But Mrs. Peaks got it. She gave Joe a fiery smile. “I’ll take the camera for this one.” She did, and hurried to grab a selfie stick from beside the dresser with the lube and other things they might need. She affixed the phone to the stick and held it out as she spread her legs wide. To Cody, she curled a finger. “On your knees, stud. I want more of that tongue while he’s tending to…”



Joe knelt, not letting her finish that thought. He showed Cody what he meant by spreading the hot cougar’s cheeks, and dropping his mouth to her pretty bleached ass.



He halfway expected Cody to give him some shit. Instead, his best friend punched his shoulder and said, “Oh, shit, dude, that’s awesome!” He watched for a second, then finally snapped out of it and dropped in front of Erin.



As he eagerly began to lap at her pussy again, Mrs. Peaks asked, “You really are the best of friends, aren’t you?”



“To the end!” Cody said, and Joe gave a thumbs-up that no one saw.



He was entranced by the act he was performing. He thought maybe he wouldn’t like it, that it would be too dirty, but Mrs. Peaks was well prepared, her bud bleached and ready for this kind of action. And she sure seemed to love it, rocking back and forth between them, her head twisting, her hands all over her own body and Cody’s hair.



They threw themselves into her pleasure, as always working together in near perfect unison. Cody slid a finger up into her pussy at her command, and that really got her rocking and rolling. Erin was on fire, rocking her hips back and forth, rising up on her toes, slamming back down, her mouth opening, closing, a string of pants, moans, and half-formed curses on her lips. Never had Joe or Cody been with anyone quite so vulgar, though Cody was certainly rivaling her earlier. It was the experience of a lifetime.



Erin came, and came often. Her orgasms were like fireworks set off in an almost rhythmic timing. She would freeze for a few seconds, utter a particularly sharp cry, and then resume rocking again until her body seized up again. Joe counted three, Cody said four later, not including the first one he gave her. Whatever the case, they had her nearly boneless by the time she finally laughed and gasped, “Okay, okay, if I don’t get fucked now, you boys are going to leave me numb.”



Joe stood up, his cock hard again and pressing against her backside. On the other side, Cody rose up too, but took some time to nuzzle Erin’s breasts, moaning against them as the thirty-something twisted her head and kissed Joe’s cheek. She directed him to the bathroom where he could gargle and brush his teeth. He headed in there to do so, finding unopened travel-sized bottles of mouthwash and new toothbrushes waiting. First though, he brought back a wet washcloth to help her clean up, something Cody was all too happy to do as he was still obsessed with those tits.



By the time Joe finished up in the bathroom, he heard a rhythmic sound like clapping. When Joe came back into the bedroom, Cody was on his back on the bed, looking up worshipfully at the stunningly sexual thirty-something riding him on her knees, bouncing up and down on his gleaming cock.



“Dude,” Cody said.



“Holy shit,” Joe agreed.



Erin was stunning in that moment. Gone were the last trappings of her Christmas outfit. Her big breasts bounced with every hard thrust down, her hips slapping against Cody’s. And that ass and those thighs! Plentiful, but fit. Utter perfection.



Joe was incapable of doing anything but staring for long minutes. He slowly circled the bed in one direction, then the other, finally realizing that if he liked the view close up, surely Mr. Peaks would too. He took the selfie stick from Mrs. Peaks and popped the phone free before taking it all in again, every inch of the hotwife and his best friend.



Cody reached around Erin and gripped her ass as she rose and fell on him. Her head dipped and she kissed him, her tongue playing it up for the phone at her side. When she pulled back, she gasped, “Spank my ass, baby. Make it hurt.” Cody’s eyes widened, but he did as he was told, giving her a clap on one of her terrific asscheeks. “I said make it hurt, stud.”



This time, when Cody’s hand came down, it made a sharper smack, and both guys took a quick glance at each other, a “can you believe this?” expression on both their faces. Mrs. Peaks, though, liked it and wiggled further down Cody’s cock.



“Again!” she cried out. Cody did, an even sharper crack, and she gasped, “Ooooh, fuck, yes, that’s it, make it hurt…”



“Goddamn,” Cody breathed, and smacked her other cheek.



“Cody,” Joe said, staring at the action.



“Yeah?”



Joe looked at him again. “Let’s fuck her.”



Though Cody already was, Joe’s friend understood his meaning. In a flash, Cody was up and moving, holding Mrs. Peaks in place until he was on his knees. Then he pulled her off to her delighted, sultry laugh, and got her on her hands and knees.



“You gotta try her pussy,” Cody said. “Give me the camera.”



Joe did, and Cody knee-walked around the front of Mrs. Peaks to shove his slick cock against her lips. On his second thrust, she opened wide for him, staring up at him as she sucked his cock down again. Joe knelt behind her pussy, running his hands over her reddened cheeks and giving her a smack of his own before pushing his cock against her pussy lips.



“Mmmm, mmmmm!” she moaned around Cody as Joe slid inside her wet, heavenly warmth. She was tight, but ready for him in a way the girls his age weren’t. He knew after his first few thrusts Mrs. Peaks could take him however he wanted to give it to her, fast, rough, hard. So he did just that, building up speed and getting a good grip of her ass and her waist.



“Mmmf” she cried out, stuffed at both ends. Cody, taking a page out of his friend’s book, began pumping into her mouth again, his strokes matching Joe’s. “Urk urk urk urk!”



That noise spurred them on to an even harder fucking. Joe’s balls and hips slapped against Erin, and Cody was so incensed he nearly forgot about the phone in his hands. But soon he got back into It, getting a long shot of her staring up at him, her eyes watering when he would cram her throat full of his cock. The recording panned up her body to her tasty ass slapping back against Joe with his every thrust.



“That pussy is tight, right?” Cody asked.



“It’s amazing,” Joe agreed.



“I want to fuck those tits.”



“I want to see that ass ride me, so that works for me.”



Joe wound up on his back much like Cody had been, and this time, Mrs. Peaks sat on him reverse cowgirl style, her magnificent ass bouncing up and down. Cody knelt in front of her with some lube in hand and she did the work for him, running her greased-up fingers up and down his length before pushing him down towards her tits. She held them in place with her arms and elbows as he slid between her breasts, moaning with glee.



“Oh, fuck, man, this is the perfect shot right here.”



It would be one of seven clips she sent them afterwards, the big head of Cody’s cock pushing up through the valley of her tits while under her Joe was furiously thrusting up with short, powerful strokes. Cody’s fervent tit-fucking was so intense that it ended up pushing her back until she was sprawled out on Joe, propped up on her elbows as Cody chased her down. Joe fucked up into her even faster, his cock a blur inside her.



“F-fuck,” she said, her voice ragged and breathless. “Fuck my tits, mmm, fuck me, you studs.”



“I want this ass,” Joe growled into her ear.



“Mmmmm, yesss, fuck it, take my ass,” she moaned.



Cody jerked back without having to be asked, his hand on his cock and stroking it hard as he found the lube again. They looked at each other, then Mrs. Peaks, and Cody asked, “How should we do this?”



“I want the both of you inside me,” Mrs. Peaks said. She reached out and stroked both of them at the same time. “My ass and my cunt. Are you good with that?”



Joe and Cody shared another silent conversation, both nodding almost immediately. That made their hostess giggle. She told Joe to sit on the edge of the bed. She would straddle him, ass to him again, and Cody would stand between their legs and fuck her pussy.



“Have you boys ever done anal with a woman before?” she asked.



“No,” Cody said, almost shy and boyish now.



“Me either,” Joe said.



“Okay. Well, it’s going to be easier for me, but if you ever do it with another woman, slow is the key thing. And lots and lots of lube, even with me.”



She added some to Joe’s cock while he ran his hands all over her body. When he was ready, she showed him how to do the same for her. “Gently,” she murmured, looking over her shoulder as he ran his fingers around her rim and slid them into her bud. “Good. Good… just like that. You’re an ass man, aren’t you?”



He grinned. “Guilty.”



Her attention returned to Cody, who was filming all this. “And let me guess…”



“Oh yeah,” Cody said, reaching out and squeezing her breast. He still had the camera, and fell silent was he watched Joe and Mrs. Peaks arrange themselves. There was no great way to get a good shot of Joe’s cock sliding into her ass, so instead, he stood in front of them both and focused on Erin’s reaction as she eased down onto Joe’s cock.



“Ohhh, damn,” Joe moaned. “Mrs. Peaks, that feels… ungh, that feels so good…”



“Uh huh,” she agreed. “Big… so… big… biggest I’ve ever had… back there.”



“Bigger than Mr. Peaks?” Cody asked.



Mrs. Peaks actually blushed at that, but she looked at the camera directly and said softly, “Yes. Bigger than you, baby. So much… bigger. Filling me tight… oh, oh God, it’s so good. Merry Christmas.”



Later in life, Joe would think a lot about that moment. He didn’t pick up its significance that day, and not for a long time. But there came a day when he wondered who that video was actually for – Mrs. Peaks, or her husband. Did he liked getting off to being cuckolded? Or did she get off on belittling him? He was never quite sure, but he had his suspicions.



But in that moment, he was wrapped up in the feel of her tight ass surrounding him, and of her words to Cody. “Now…” she said, and drew a deep breath as she dropped slowly back down on Joe. “I’m going to pull off him soon to lube him up again. When he’s back… inside me… that’s your cue…”



“Got it,” Cody said.



Maybe Mrs. Peaks was used to guys fucking her pussy or her ass, but when she was ready for Cody and he eased into her, she tensed and hissed like they were hurting her. “Shit,” Cody said hastily, and started to pull back.



She grabbed him and held him in place. “No, no no no,” she said. “Just… full… so fucking full…”



“It’s not too much?” Joe asked her. He could actually feel Cody’s cock inside Erin through the thin walls between her ass and her pussy. Together they started a slow rhythm, Joe pushing up and Cody pulling back. Mrs. Peaks gripped her own thighs and dug her nails in, falling back against Joe. He wrapped his arms round her and buried his mouth against her neck.



“Oh, fuck, oh fuck, mm, mmm, mmm,” she moaned.



“Goddamn,” Cody said. He couldn’t settle on one thing to record – his big cock sliding in and out of her pussy, her body trembling as the guys double-stuffed her, her breasts, her mouth falling open, his friend nibbling and sucking on her neck as he cupped her big tits. The moment was pure electricity, and all of them feeling the charge.



“Give the phone a wave,” Cody said.



Mrs. Peaks did, grinning with trembling lips. She moved her hands to Joe’s, cupping her tits with him. The two guys were reaching their limits, both of them straining now as they bounced her back and forth between them.



“You like that ass?” Mrs. Peaks asked Joe over her shoulder.



“Fuuuuck,” Joe groaned in lustful agreement.



She let out a throaty giggle. “Mm, I want you to come inside me. Both of you. It’s okay, I’m safe. I want to feel it dripping out of me. Both holes. So u-used…”



Cody took a sharp breath and started fucking into her faster. It took all of Joe’s restraint not to do the same. By now, he felt like he could explode any second.



“Mmm, I’m there, boys, you’re making me come again, no one’s ev-ever fucked me this g-good. My perfect Christmas… Christmas… g-gift,”



Joe gritted his teeth. Had to hang on for her. Had to make it good one last time for the hot cougar. Cody’s breath was coming in bursts now too, his lips drawn back, obviously right at the edge himself.



“Oh, oh Cody, Joe, this is going to be a big one, going to come so h-hard for… for… for y-y… oooooooh!”



Mrs. Peaks writhed on top of them, her eyes squeezing shut, her words falling away as she came and came and came. Neither eighteen-year-old could stand it much longer. Cody slammed into her hips, barely restraining himself from going too deep, and Joe bucked up into her, squeezing her tits hard.



It was Cody that broke first with a growl. “Fuuuuuck!” He came into her, three, four, five spurts, and pulled back, the camera in his hand shaking as he tried to film the last of the fucking. Joe saw, and he knew how he wanted to end this.



“Get off me and bend over the bed,” Joe said.



Mrs. Peaks did, resting on shaking hands and thrusting her ass out and up. Joe added one last dollop of lube and took the phone from Cody. He filmed an extreme close-up of her glistening asshole, stretched wide by him already, then a shot of his cock sliding back into her. The respite was enough to give him a minute’s more stamina. He took her ass hard, smacking her cheeks twice to her cries of pleasure. Then he was finally coming, nearly as much as he had earlier, shot after shot of him filling her up. He got it all on the phone’s camera, the come shot, the spanking, and most lewdly and his favorite of all the scenes she sent them later, his come drizzling out of her ass when he pulled out of her.



They got one last shot of the ridiculously hot, well-fucked cougar right then and there. She stayed where she was, catching her breath, and Cody came around to film her face. She brushed her hair out of her eyes, smiled for the phone, and said weakly, “You’re going to have to try hard next year to outdo yourself.”



* * *



The drive back to Cody’s was mostly silent. Both young men were too stunned by what had happened to talk much, but when they pulled onto Cody’s block, he breathed, “Holy shit.”



“Holy shit,” Joe agreed.



A long pause, then Cody repeated, “Holy
 shit.
 ” Joe laughed. “You… you fucked her ass, and I… I came in her… oh mna. Ohhhh, man!”



“I was thinking, what are you doing day after Christmas?” Joe asked.



Cody grinned. “I have an idea.” Together, they both said, “Ms. Alice.”



“You in?”



“Of course I am.”



They pulled up in front of Cody’s. Before he got out, he looked over at Joe. “College just got a hell of a lot more interesting, didn’t it?”



“We got some crazy times ahead of us.”



“Damn straight. Merry Christmas.”



“You too, man.”



Cody cracked up. “’Hey Cody. Let’s fuck her.’”



Joe laughed too. When his best friend shut the door and jogged towards the house, he honked and pulled away, smiling for a different reason. A thought had occurred to him. He wondered if Mrs. Peaks might not need more help taking her Christmas decorations down.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks for reading!



 



Find me on Twitter at
 
www.twitter.com/IanSnowWriter




 



Also by Ian Snow



 



STEAMY ROMANCES
 



 




Neighbors




 




The Wives




 




Summer Swells




 




Wisps




 




The Dads Project #1 – Rebirth




 




The Dads Project #2 – Rearrange




 




The Dads Project #3 - Renew





TEACHER/STUDENT FANTASIES



 




Bodies of Knowledge




 




Give Me a D!




 




Hudwell Heat #1 – Summertime Craving




 




Hudwell Heat #2 – Stormy Weather




 




Hudwell Heat #3 – Spring Escape




 




Perfect Scores #1 – Teacher’s Pet




 




Teacher Harem #1 – Ms. Perkins




 




Teacher Harem #2 – Ms. Wilde




 




Teacher Harem #3 – Ms. Taylor




 



(All students are eighteen or older)



 



HOLIDAYS



 




Ginger Bred




 




Stuffers




 



GAMES/COMPETITIONS



 




Casual Games




 



MIND CONTROL



 




Strings




 




Hearts and Minds




 



THREESOMES AND MORE



 




Trio Trysts and Twists




 




Trio Tales




 




ALPHA MALE/POWER FANTASIES




 




Power




 




Billionaire’s Bequest




 



EROTIC THRILLERS



 




His Rule




 




Cross




 



PREGNANCY FANTASIES



 




Life




 



RANDOM COLLECTIONS



 




Bites




 




Delectable Fancies




 



STANDALONE STORIES



 




Misbehaving




 




Trophy




 




The Eighteen Club




 




Gym Brat




 




Live In




 




Party Wave




 



 



 



 



 




cover.jpeg





