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Ginger Bred

Contains: One enormous, straight gangbang scene. Also the worst Christmas joke title ever. You’re welcome.


Ginger wanted nothing so much as she wanted a family.

Well, okay, given her crummy history with guys, it would probably be more accurate to say she wanted a baby. Still in her mid-twenties, she had plenty of time yet, but along with her career aspirations, Ginger ached to have a child of her own, to love and nurture someone, to see their smile, to help them walk, to see them off to school. And yes, to change their diapers, deal with their tantrums, and watch them someday walk out the door, exasperated with their doting mother.

Ginger wanted all that. But the universe, it seemed, had other ideas.

It was supposed to be different this Christmas. Her boyfriend, Gregory, seemed like prime father material. He was quick-witted, a nice guy, and he knew about all the things Ginger thought a man should know, like basic carpentry and plumbing. And as he was pursuing his doctorate, he had a bright future ahead of him. Ginger didn’t mind carrying the load for a while for that reason. But a week after Thanksgiving, Gregory showed up at her door. She invited him in, ready to decorate for Christmas, her favorite holiday. But Gregory told her he wasn’t going to be sticking around. That he wasn’t ready to commit to raising a family. He didn’t want to be tied down like that, he explained. He was “going places.”

She slammed the door in his face and threw his things, what little of him there was in the house, out into the snow for him to collect, making his little peevish sighs.

It had taken her a week and some serious alcohol to decide she wasn’t going to let Gregory spoil her love of Christmas. But strong though Ginger might be, she could only put up a few token items around the house, crying as she hung the family ornaments her mother gave her the year she graduated college, the beautiful handcrafted nativity set her father bought for her on a business trip, 
the hand-sewn stockings she made for herself. Three more sat unused and never hung in a box in her Christmas closet. And yes, she had a whole closet devoted to her favorite holiday.

And that was it for Ginger. Her love for the holidays had been pulled to its absolute breaking point, and she feared she might not have the heart to get her hopes up again, either for the baby or the magic of the time of year.

On her way home from work two days before Christmas Eve, she stopped to buy a bottle of vodka. She wasn’t much of a drinker – more than a couple bottles of beer and she was singing showtunes like a pissed-off cat yowling in an alley – but she had some homemade egg nog and decided just this once she deserved a teensy tiny hangover on Christmas. Her parents were on vacation, her brother was with his wife’s family in San Antonio, and her friends had their own lives to live. She would power through this, alone, but without a hint to anyone else. Ginger could manage that much.

* * *

Maybe it was silly, but Christmas Eve came, and Ginger decided maybe she’d do one more of her little traditions. Ever since she was a little girl, she left out two homemade cookies and a glass of milk for Santa, even after she stopped believing and knew it was her dad or mom scarfing the sweets down. As an adult, they kept it up, always surprising her, managing to sneak in to steal her cookies, even if they denied it with giggles from her mom and a devilish gleam of good humor from her dad.

The turtleback cookies Ginger settled on really should have been prepared the day before, but she thought they would turn out okay. As she whisked together ingredients, her favorite Christmas crooner piped through on her satellite radio, and tears slipped down her cheeks. She thought about calling her nearest cousin or some work friends, but she didn’t want to drag anyone down with her sadness and loneliness, and so the tears fell into the bowl along with the other ingredients. So, okay, the cookies would have a little extra salt. She chuckled, dabbed at her eyes, and finished mixing the dough.

The cookies turned out pretty good, maybe the best batch she’d ever made, surprisingly. Ginger kept herself to just two, and drank a cup of spiked egg nog to go with it. She thought about another glass, 
but the truth was, at that moment, all she wanted to do was put a silly Christmas romance movie on, curl up on the couch with a throw, and slip away until the morning. She set the plate of cookies on the table along with a glass of milk, and settled in for the night, watching Cassandra Dougray try to win the heart of a small-town Christmas gift shop owner.

Warm and cozy, and so lonely she ached, Ginger slept right up to the point where an absolute giant of a man slipped down a chimney that hadn’t existed hours ago.

* * *

It was the bells that woke Ginger. They dangled off golden hoops inlaid into the sides of his boots, and they were the first thing she saw when she blinked the sleep away.

“Huh? Who…?” she asked sleepily. She sat up, yawning. Shouldn’t she be panicked? Terrified? There was a gun in a lockbox in her closet, and a can of pepper spray in her purse. But Ginger thought of none of those things. All she could focus on were the intricate details of the coat and pants of the man in front of her, the handsewn gold leaf, the tiny reindeer embroidered into white cotton frills, His belt was held together by a soft gold buckle that gleamed from the glow of the meager Christmas lights she hung that year.

His belly strained at his huge red and white coat, and a well-oiled white beard hung nearly down to his waist. A pair of thin gold-rimmed glasses amplified his kind eyes, and of course on top of his head was a red cap ending in a white ball. He tossed that back, and smiled through the beard.

“You didn’t decorate quite so much this year,” he said. His voice was a slow, ponderous rumble, pleasant, like thunder on the horizon.

“I’m sorry,” Ginger whispered, brushing the sleep from her eyes. Was this real? Was this really happening? Or was she just dreaming?

“No, don’t you apologize,” the man said, kneeling next to the table. He held out a gloved hand, and she took it shyly. His fingers radiated warmth even through the gloves and she felt like she’d just been given a massage at the day spa. It was wonderful. “I know you’re hurting, Ginger. I could smell it in your cookies. Which…” He took one, tasted it, and sighed in pleasure. “Turtlebacks. No one makes these anymore. A lost art.”

“I’m so glad you like them. You’re not… my dad, are you?”

He chuckled, and his belly jiggled with the sound. “No, my dear, I am not. Would you like to tell me what’s the matter? Or I could just keep you company for a few minutes while I finish these off, if you like.”

Ginger blinked at him. The truth was, she did want to talk about it. This man drew the words out of her effortlessly, and she blurted them out with a stutter. “I… I… I wanted a baby. And I thought he did too.”

“Ahhh,” the man in red said, wiggling his sizable nose. “A hurt of the soul.”

She nodded. “All my life, I’ve wanted a family. And a career, but I’m on a good road there, and I’m so looking forward to loving a child, and a good man, and sharing my life with them. But I’ve had such bad luck. I fall for them so hard, and I keep thinking this is the one.” She sniffed and smiled. “Why am I telling you all this?”

“I think you know the answer,” the stranger said.

“Would you like to sit?”

“Oh, yes, thank you.” He took up residence in an armchair, sighing contentedly as he finished off a cookie. “Mm, these are amazing. So tell me, Ginger, what is it you would like from a man?”

“Did I introduce myself?” She realized what she’d said, and Ginger laughed softly. “Of course you’d know. Anyways, to answer your question, someone kind. Someone good. Someone who…” She frowned, and clicked her tongue. “…who gives as much of themselves as I do. Sometimes I think I love too strong, you know?”

He nudged the plate of cookies towards her. “Now that’s never the case. No one can ever love too much. If those men haven’t seen you for the wonderful woman you are, that’s their fault.” He tapped his knees and hummed as he thought about something. “You know, I think I can help.”

“You don’t mean… you know, you and me?” Ginger asked.

“Oh! Oh no, my dear. I love my wife very much and she’s more than enough for me.” He chuckled again, and it was such a pleasant, joyful sound. The milk on the table drew his eye, and he finished it in two long gulps before he wiped his lips. “No, I think I may have just the solution for you. A present. Or rather… well, you’ll see.” He rose 
to his feet, and came to stand beside her. She stood too, and wrapped her arms around him. He seemed pleasantly surprised, and patted her back in a fatherly way. Ginger’s eyes glistened when she pulled back again, and he reached up to wipe them away with a gloved finger. “None of that, now. You’ve got a lovely life ahead of you, my dear Ginger, full of love and light, I promise you. But you must make me one promise in return.”

“What’s that?” she asked dreamily.

“Give your love to those who need it,” Santa said. “Your light is too beautiful, too bright to keep to yourself, and I believe you could make a real difference.”

“I will,” she murmured.

He turned towards the chimney, but glanced down at the plate of cookies and back up at her, his eyes twinkling. “And if you don’t mind, may I keep a cookie for my wife? She so loves to sample them.”

Ginger winked at him. “I think you should take two. In case one happens to disappear along the way.”

“Cookie vanishings are a problem this time of the year,” he said, and winked. “Goodbye, Ginger. Be happy. Be good. Merry Christmas.”

The chimney grew wider for him, and her last picture of him was that of the friendly stranger glancing up, then back at her, chuckling. She heard him bellow the old familiar words, and echoed them back, staring up at the ceiling, grinning.

The chimney vanished, back to an ordinary wall again, and she sat back down. Only one cookie remained on the plate. She nibbled at it, and decided it really was good. Smiling faintly, she rested on her side, lazily drifting off, thinking about jingling bells and a laugh so infectious it would chase her into her dreams for years to come.

* * *

Ginger woke feeling better rested than she had since she was a child. She yawned, smiling to herself. Every moment of the strange talk with the strange, silly man burned bright in her memory, and the crumbles on the plate and the empty glass were very real, very physical reminders of what had transpired. It was strange how calm that left her. Magic was real. Christmas was real.

She showered and dressed, and even attended a small church service for the first time in eight or nine years. It was pleasant, and low-key, and she drew the eye of several of the men around her as she sang her heart out to her favorite songs.

Back home, Ginger was feeling a bit spicier, and decided to dress in one of her favorite Christmas outfits, a sleek, short cut red dress with all the Christmas trimmings. It was missing something, though – the hat. She couldn’t find it anywhere, but when she came out to the living room, there, on an end table near the door was a tiny, simply-wrapped box. She grinned, knowing who it must be from, and pranced over. Sure enough, there was a card.

“Always be kind. Ho ho ho.” She opened it quickly, and pulled out a hat that perfectly matched her dress, along with a pair of black, silky gloves. Oooh, that was a nice touch. She slipped them on, and just in time, too. A vehicle pulled up outside, and several distinct voices were caught up in a happy conversation as they got out.

She peeked through the curtains. Three men stepped away from a big white truck, all of them talking and grinning. One was a black man in a topcoat. The other two were white guys, one in a dressy slim parka, the other in an unzipped hoodie and acid washed jeans. The black man led the way, walking backwards as he talked to the other two. The man in the parka laughed at something he said, and Ginger melted the tiniest bit. It was a good laugh, and reminded her of her night-time visitor.

They saw her peeking, and the man in the hoodie raised a friendly hand. She backed away, biting her lip. Was this what her friend had promised? Her present? “No way,” she whispered, and darted for the door.

The trio waited on her porch, all smiles when she opened up. The black man’s was wide and smoldering. The man in the parka had a softness to his eyes that made his otherwise angular face seem far less sharp. The man in the hoodie’s was straight-up goofy and crooked, and she found herself smiling even wider because of it.

“Can I help you?” Ginger asked.

“Ma’am,” the black man said, sliding his hands into his coat pockets, “if we’ve got the wrong house, this is going to sound like the most bizarre come-on line of all time, but I think we’re here to help 
you.”

Three strangers. Three unbelievably handsome strangers. At her door. She gulped, and stepped back. “Y-yes,” Ginger whispered. “I think you are too.”

* * *

They came through the door, already removing their coats and gloves. She showed them to the extra bedroom where they could drop off their things, and on their way back out, she ran ahead to grab the last of the egg nog and vodka, settling it on the table. The man who had previously been in the hoodie watched her bend over in the tight, tiny dress, and audibly murmured, “Beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Ginger replied. “You’re, um, very handsome too. Very.” The other two stepped out, and she cleared her throat. “All of you are.”

The man in the hoodie gestured to the black man. “This is Giovante.”

“Just Gio, ma’am,” the other man said, grinning. Out of his coat, he was left in gray slacks and his dress shirt, no tie. His leather shoes were laceless and gleamed from a fresh polish. He stepped forward, placed a warm, calloused hand on Ginger’s bared shoulder, and leaned in to kiss her cheek. She would have let him take her right there like that, but instead he stepped to the side so the hoodie guy could continue.

“And this mean-looking guy is Adrian.”

The angular-faced man stepped forward, took her hand, and kissed it. “It’s a real pleasure,” Adrian murmured. He wore a short sleeve black silk shirt that outlines his muscles nicely, and she liked the cut of his skinny pants on his fantastically long legs.

“And me, handsome devil of the bunch, I’m Felix.” He stepped forward. Unlike the other two, he clasped her shoulders and gave her a big, wet kiss right on the lips, complete with a theatrical “Mwah!” She broke away, laughing, and his devilish grin widened. His jeans, on second look, were very stylish and designed to look more rugged than they actually were. His tight, simple white tee shirt molded to his athletic frame.

“We have a mutual friend,” Adrian said.

“Jolly?”

“Yeah,” Adrian said.

“Likes cookies quite a bit?”

“Yep,” Gio said, chuckling.

“And maybe, just maybe, is a little bit magic?”

“That’d be the one,” Felix said.

“So I’m not crazy?”

“Well, jury’s still out,” Felix said, and Adrian punched his shoulder.

“Ma’am-” Gio started.

“Ginger, please.”

“All right. Before we, ah, start, I thought we should all make sure we’re all on the same page. You want a child, right?”

Ginger nodded, blushing. “Yes.”

“Okay,” Gio said simply, and the other two nodded.

Stunned, Ginger asked, “That’s it?”

Adrian shrugged. “If you want just one of us, the other two will walk out of here. No problems, no hard feelings. We’re best friends, and we don’t mind sharing. Or not.”

“We were raised together,” Felix said, his smile disappearing. “And not in a good place. If we didn’t have each other, and if our friend in the red suit didn’t help us out, I don’t know what we’d be. He made us promise to help him out if he ever needed it.”

“Last night,” Gio said, “he came to us and told us to come to you today, when we got ready. He filled us in.”

Adrian stepped up and kissed the corner of Ginger’s mouth. “Each one of us,” he said calmly and quietly, “is single. Now, as far as a relationship, I think we’d all agree we would want to get to know you better, and I’m sure you’d feel the same way about us. Personally, I think our friend brought us together for a reason, and I’m hoping I’m right in how we’ll click.  But this…” He took her hand, and guided it to a half-formed bulge in his pants. “…if you want it, is yours.”

“Same here,” Gio said, stepping closer and guiding her hand to his bulge too. Both men were substantial, she could already tell, and she swallowed, hard.

Felix stepped around Ginger to pull her dark hair out of the way so he could kiss her neck. “If you want us in your lives, all of us are 
ready to be a father, too. And good ones. Or so we hope. None of us had one. We all aim to do better.”

“What do you think?” Gio asked.

Ginger let them go, and turned in the circle of guys slowly, taking each of them in. She pressed her lips to Gio’s first, then Adrian, and finally Felix. She murmured, “Yes. To all of you. Yes.”

* * *

Ginger pulled off the hat and tossed it onto the coffee table. She started to slide off the gloves, but Gio murmured, “Leave them on.” The other guys nodded, practically drooling.

She gave them a wink, and said, “Pants down, boys. Let me see what you got me for Christmas.”

“So long as we get to unwrap you soon,” Felix said.

“Ugh, that’s awful,” Adrian said, tossing aside his belt.

“Yeah, it was kinda hot and cute when she said it, but you? Uh uh,” Gio said, kicking off his shoes. He stood up and started undoing the clasps on his pants.

Their clothes dropped at the same time. Gio was dressed in silky blue boxers, and his impressive dick poked out through the hole in front. Well better than average, and nice and thick without being so big that it was going to hurt. Adrian revealed the longest of the three cocks when he dropped his boxer briefs to the ground. Felix was somewhere in the middle, thicker than Adrian and longer than Gio.

“Perfect,” she said, dropping to her knees on a thick rug. “Like they were made for me.”

Their underwear fell to the floor and they stepped in close, and she reached out to grasp Gio and Adrian while leaning forward to kiss Felix’s cockhead. Then she let the other guys go, and did the same for them. Tossing back her long, dark hair, she grinned up at them.

“This first time, I want all your come in my pussy,” she murmured. “We’ll have a lot of fun later, and I’d love to be triple-stuffed by all of you, but I want that baby in me. Are you okay with that?”

“This is entirely about your pleasure,” Adrian said, and the other two men nodded. “You call the shots.”

“Good,” Ginger murmured, and dove forward to envelope his 
cock with her mouth.

“Ohhhh, shit,” Adrian moaned, watching the beautiful brunette take him deep on the first try. Ginger was a rare beauty. An hourglass figure, bright doe-eyes, and an absolutely killer smile. She stared up at him, looking so sweet even with his dick lodged in her throat. Ginger pulled away, gasping, and turned her head to swallow down Felix next, her gloved hands coming around to grip his tight, muscular butt and pull him forward so she could go even deeper. Then it was finally Gio’s turn, and she stayed fixed on his cock for a long, long moment, her tears welling up until she pulled off him, gasping and grinning up at them.

“Oh, we are going to have so much fun,” she murmured, reaching up to jack Gio and Felix. The velvety feel of the glove on their cocks made them both suck in a breath. “You boys can be a little dominant. I don’t mind. Just… be nice. Maybe that doesn’t make sense, but…”

“We got you,” Felix said, winking. “Suck Adrian’s cock, baby.”

She grinned, and leaned forward to do just that, flicking her tongue all around Adrian’s tip. All of them had shaven completely clean, and there was a nice, natural male smell to Adrian she liked. Musky and sporty all at once. Addictive. She worked his tip until he started to leak his precum, then moved on to Gio again, slowly jerking Adrian up and down his length with the slickness on him. The combination of the gloved fist and the slickness drove him crazy.

Gio swept a hand through her long hair and collected it in a loose ponytail so Ginger’s face was free of any strands. She stared up at him as she took his cock halfway down to its base, and pulled back to suck and lick the tip, giving him a little show of her tongue working around him. When he was slick enough for a handjob too, she moved on to Felix, and sucked him deep again as he emulated Gio, getting her hair out of the way for the busty young woman.

“This is fun and I’m loving it, but I want a taste of you,” Gio said. “Pull off him for just a minute and let me down underneath you.”

Ginger’s lips popped off Felix. He and Adrian helped her to her feet, and Adrian slipped a hand under her Christmas outfit, drawing his fingers up her thighs until he found a tiny wisp of fabric. He kissed her as he pulled her panties down. Felix glanced down and whistled. 
“Jeez, babe. That has to be the tiniest thong I’ve ever seen.”

Ginger smiled. “I love lingerie.”

“Good. To. Know,” Felix breathed.

Adrian chuckled, and Gio dropped down to the ground with a throw pillow. He rested on it while Ginger stepped over him. She took Adrian’s proffered hand as Felix moved the table, and settled down slowly over Gio.

“Best view in the house,” the man said. Ginger giggled, and knelt down on top of his face. Gio took a long, appreciative lick of her from her base to her sensitive tiny clit, and she shivered with pleasure. “Oh my God, I swear, she tastes like Christmas.”

“What does that even mean?” Adrian asked.

“Fuck if I know, dude, but this is what I want to eat every holiday. Now shut up and let me work.”

Felix rejoined them, and Ginger grasped both his and Adrian’s cocks as Gio began a fervent make-out session with her slick pussy. She gave a deep, appreciative, “Mmm” before she swallowed Adrian’s cock again. With a free hand to play with him now that Gio was eating her out, Ginger stroked the tip of his shaft when she wasn’t licking or sucking him, driving him absolutely crazy with lust. If she had kept that kind of intensity up for a few more minutes, Adrian would have been begging her to let him come, but she seemed to sense what she was doing to him and switched to Felix. The joker of the group sighed contentedly as her mouth descended halfway down his prick, and she grinned up at him as she sucked and bobbed on his cock. She wanted a real feel of these guys and decided to ditch the gloves, tossing them aside before returning to the pair’s cocks.

Under her, Gio spread her wide with his thumbs and kept up a passionate tonguing. He really did love the taste of Ginger, and the slow rhythm of her hips, and… well, just everything about the woman, really. She was a stunner, no two questions about that. Delicate, beautiful face. High cheekbones. Just barely kissed by the sun, with curves in all the best places and a tight waist and long, long legs. And soon they’d be fucking her. The images and ideas spurred him on to flick his tongue against her clit. Ginger, on her back on the couch with her legs spread as he drove into her. Gio slurped and licked her little nubbin, and clutched at her curvy ass. Ginger, on all 
fours while he took her from behind, maybe while she was sucking off Adrian or Felix. He groaned into her wet cunt and flicked his tongue along her length before driving it in like a tiny cock and dragging it back up to her clit. She went absolutely crazy for that, writhing on his face. Ginger, seated on his dick, her breasts in his face as she bounced up and down, crying his name.

Shit. That was happening now
. His reverie was broken as Ginger cried out his name, riding his face for all she was worth.

“Ohhhh, God, Gio, oh I’m close, baby, make me come, make me come, make me….” She leaned back, rolling her hips against Gio’s mouth, and she went completely silent as she swayed forwards and backwards. Her eyes slipped closed and she quaked, a nearly silent, “Ohhhhhh,” leaving her lips before her eyes shot open and the “oh” turned much louder. “Ohhhhhh Giooooo!”

She came all over his tongue, his mouth, his chin. He kept licking but finally slipped free from under, and Adrian directed traffic. “I want a taste,” he growled. “I need a taste.”

Felix helped guide Ginger to the couch, and Adrian dropped between her legs, spreading them wide and tasting the warmth of her orgasm on her hips and her lips. “Jeez, she really does taste like Christmas. Like… like…” He gave up trying to find the right words, and buried his mouth against her still quivering pussy. She leaned back against the cushions as Felix took up a spot next to her, stroking his cock and eyeing her chest as she drew deep, ragged breaths. She caught him looking, and, pulled the top of her dress down just far enough to show off the tops of her nipples.

“Tease,” Gio said, wiping his lips and joining them. “May I kiss you?”

“Yes,” Ginger whispered, and leaned in to give him a long, grateful graze of her lips. The she turned and did the same to Felix. His hand slipped up like he was stealing cookies from the jar, and caught the lip of her dress with his fingers, pulling it down further to reveal two big, pink nipples.

“No bra,” Gio breathed. “You amazing, sexy woman.”

He leaned in to flick his tongue against her nipple. Felix watched, and wanted to join in, so as Adrian ate her out, both the other men took her nipples into her mouth, licking, flicking, sucking. Her hands 
slid down to their cocks and stroked them slowly but surely, keeping them hard as she watched Adrian, his eyes glinting with good humor.

“Enjoying yourself?” she asked him, and he winked up at her. His only response was to slip two fingers up into her waiting folds, and her back jumped. Adrian went slow with his finger fucking alternating between simply stimulating her with penetration and curling his fingers to find her g-spot. And he was good – really good. Within three strokes like that, he found her spot, and she writhed and tossed her head back, whimpering with the pleasure as he flicked her spot and her clit with another finger. All the while, the two other men toyed with her nipples, her breasts, her shoulders, her sensitive neck. She loved that, and moaned with increasing need as Gio found a particularly sensitive spot just a touch up her neck. He popped away, and murmured, “Felix.” The other man glanced over, and Gio showed him the spot to kiss and flick with his tongue. In moments, the two men, combined with Adrian’s fingering, made Ginger gallop straight towards a second orgasm.

“Again, again, Adrian, I’m coming again, oh m-my…” Ginger went breathless, and Felix clamped his lips to hers as she cried out her pleasure into his mouth, her legs kicking out as the orgasm overtook her.

Then Adrian was pulling away, and Felix replaced him. His tongue dove deep into her and dragged to her clit, and he pulled back, marveling. “It’s like… well… like gingerbread.”

Ginger groaned, but the other two men nodded emphatically. “That’s it!” Adrian agreed.

“Oh come on, that’s the worst joke,” Ginger said.

Felix slid two fingers into her, getting them nice and coated, and pulled them out. They glistened in the cool air, and he asked with an almost-out-of-character reverence, “May I show you?”

She leaned over and took his wrist in her hands, bringing his fingers to her lips. She sucked him down, tasting herself, and her eyes widened. “I’m not bad down there, but I’ve never tasted like that,” she admitted. “What a weird, wonderful day.”

“I’m addicted already,” Felix said, and leaned in to start licking and fingering her again.

“Same here,” Gio said, stroking her cheek and pulling her in for a 
kiss.

Adrian, on the other side of her now, grinned and did the same. “Absolutely.”

Felix was skilled, but she’d already come twice in just a half hour or so, and Ginger didn’t expect a third. She was deliriously content as it was, and more satisfied than any lover had made her in all her life. But with a smirk on his face, Felix began to work her pussy like a man possessed. Gio had been enthusiastic, Adrian focused and skilled, but Felix was a tornado of tongue and fingers. He never stayed anywhere long, content with quick flicks, a drag of his tongue down her length, a quick few plunges of his fingers into her. He found her g-spot easily too, but drove her crazy with tiny, almost non-existent taps with his fingertip. And wonder of wonders, it worked, and it worked absolutely fucking incredibly well, especially with Gio and Adrian exploring the rest of her body. Gio was playfully kissing all the way down her arm to her fingertips. Adrian tasted her nipple before he swept his tongue along the curve of her breast down to her cute innie belly button. Ginger squirmed and laughed when he flicked that, but he didn’t stay there long, bringing his lips back to hers as she sighed contentedly into his mouth.

And as she made out with Adrian and stared into his cool eyes, Felix slid a third finger into her wet pussy, and she gasped his name. Gone was his playfulness. Gone was his smile. Felix stared up at her with a fire that warmed her down to her soul. When she looked again at Adrian, he bore that same look. And Gio, who she kissed again. All of them looked ravenous. Ready. They were going to take her. They were going to fill her in the way Ginger so desperately wanted.

They were going to give her a child.

Ginger came with so much force she couldn’t keep herself upright. Gio and Adrian caught her as she started to slide sideways, and stayed with her, right there, whispering things into her ear about how sexy she was, how much they loved watching her come, how lucky they were to have met her. And in a blink, she was on her feet, the dress being unzipped by Adrian behind her, the fabric falling to the floor, leaving her completely nude. They drank her in, the magnificence of Ginger.

“Who do you want first?” Adrian asked her.

“Gio,” she murmured, “For no other reason than he was the one to make me come first.” She turned to stare at the other two men. “I want all of you. Understood? No jealousy.”

“Of course I’m going to be jealous any time one of these two is in you,” Adrian said, smiling. “But I promise you, it’s only the best kind of jealousy.”

“We’re brothers in everything but blood,” Felix said, caressing her bare ass and stroking his cock.

Gio stepped in and tilted her chin up so he could kiss her softly and search her eyes. “Ready?” he asked simply. She nodded, and he guided her to stand in front of the couch. He sat down, and pulled Ginger on top of him, burying his face in her breasts as he slid his cock up and down the pink length of her. “Luckiest men in the world,” he said, sighing contentedly, and she reached under herself to grasp him and guide him to her entrance.

Slowly Ginger sank down on him, going slow and gasping with every inch of progress. “Big,” she moaned, “So big!”

“All for you, Ginger,” Gio murmured.

Adrian sat on a corner of the couch, stroking himself while Felix did the same from the armchair. They watched, enthralled, as Ginger slowly took as much of Gio as she could, his cock splitting her lips wide. Slowly she began to rock on him, just grinding his dick for the moment, little half formed words sliding out of her mouth.

“…yesss…. Big… ohhhh…. Righ… ohhh…”

Her eyes closed, and Ginger smiled beatifically before opening them again and rising nearly up and off Gio. She grabbed his hands and put them firmly on her ass, and dropped down faster than she had gone before. Like that, they built up a rhythm, slow but sure until Ginger had the feel of him down.

That was when the lovemaking stopped and the fucking began.

Ginger’s eyes went from dazed pleasure to liquid fire in moments as she grinned down at Gio. Her breasts in his face, he sucked at one when he could, but she was rocking up and down him hard now, her ass coming down with audible slaps of skin. Gio’s eyes bulged with the pleasure. The other guys feasted on the sight of Ginger’s curvaceous ass slapping down, making it jiggle. Her breasts bounced with an utterly addicting cadence, and soon it was all Gio could do 
just to hold on. He began to thrust up at her, meeting her on the way down, and she let out a sharp cry of pleasure.

“Fuck me, Gio, that’s right, fuck me hard, pump me full of your come, baby.”

“Your pussy feels so good,” Gio moaned.

Her bouncing intensified, and Ginger began to let out a soft whimper every time Gio’s dick sank deep into her cunt. The other guys watched, and stroked their cocks, ready to go at a moment’s notice when their friend came. And that wouldn’t be long. Gio began to pump harder and harder, and he finally grabbed Ginger by the waist, pulling her down hard onto his dick one last time, going deep as he could as his warmth exploded from him, firing shot after shot into her pussy.

“Ahhhh, fuck!” he moaned. “Damn, Ginger. That’s… that was…”

“More,” she gasped. “More!”

Felix shot a look at Adrian, who shrugged. “Go on ahead, brother.”

Ginger took Felix’s hand and pulled up off Gio. His come dripped down her thighs, and all three men’s gazes fell to it. It was lewd and incredibly hot, and the thought that there were at least two more rounds to go was on all their minds.

“I want you on all fours,” Felix said. “Suck Adrian while I’m fucking you.”

She nodded, blushing, and Gio rushed to bring her the pillow he used earlier. Her knees had to be sore from the earlier blowjob. She thanked him with a kiss to his glistening, softening member, then turned her attention to Adrian as Felix lined up behind her as she sank down.

“This ass,” he moaned. “God, Ginger, your ass is absolute perfection.”

She grinned over her shoulder as his cock slid against her entrance. “You can have it, soon.”

Felix’s eyes went huge, and he sheathed himself in her in one hard stroke. She hissed her pleasure, and turned to Adrian and his big dick. Slowly she worked her tongue down his length, all the way to his balls, as behind her, Felix started thrusting in and out of her with a fervor. Stuffed already with Gio’s come, every time he 
pounded into Ginger, there was a wet squelch, drawing a shared chuckle among everyone in the room.

Felix loved the way her ass bounced against him, and the music of his balls slapping against her skin. He loved the curves of the woman, the warmth of her, the passion. Ginger hungered for them all, and was naked in her sensuality, a trait he admired and adored.

Of course, the way she was swallowing Adrian’s sizable dick was pretty hot too. When Felix thrust into her, she craned forward with her mouth, taking Adrian deep down her throat, staring up at him with watering, ecstatic eyes. He smiled back down at her, stroking her cheek with one hand while he held her hair away from her face with the other. Adrian wanted to paint her face, her breasts, her stomach, but he held on for her. He and Gio tended to be the most dominant of the three, and he knew what he wanted from his time with Ginger if they only had one go at this.

Felix began to speed up, his breath coming harder and harder. “God, baby, I’m getting close.”

She popped off Adrian and gave him one last long lick. “Help you out soon?” she murmured, and he nodded, grinning.

Ginger turned her head to look back at Felix. “Fuck me, baby, fuck me hard. Imagine doing this to my ass next time. But not right now. Right now I want your come, Felix. I want it in me making a baby.”

“Oh God, Ginger…” he moaned, and drove deeper and harder, still not quite there yet, but so tantalizingly close. The force of his thrusts rocked her so hard she nearly fell on her face, and the sight of her like that, her head down, ass high, pushed him over the edge, and Felix started coming uncontrollably, without question the hardest in his life. “Fuuuuuuuuck!”

Even after Felix pulled out, she had to stay like that a long time, crying with the pleasure of it, and then Adrian was there, on his knees next to her, kissing her cheek. “Ginger. Are you okay?” He glanced over his shoulder. “Guys, I think we need to…”

“Keep fucking me,” she moaned.

Adrian blinked at her. “Are you sure? Baby, we’ve got all the time in the world.”

“You’ll go away soon.”

Gio blinked at her. “What?”

“This is too good, it won’t last, it never lasts,” whispered Ginger, and then Adrian was lifting her, guiding her to her feet. “All my life, the men I c-c-care about, they leave me, they walk away…”

“Guys. Are we in this for the short term?” Adrian asked.

Felix shook his head, staring at Ginger’s incredible body. “No. We need to get to know one another, but damn it, Ginger, I like you already.”

Gio nodded and came up to kiss her other cheek. “Baby, I think so long as you want us, you’ve got us.”

She nodded, the tears slowing, and finally turned to Adrian. “How…?”

“Your bedroom,” he murmured.

She guided him there, and together, they stripped the bed of its blankets. Ginger rested back against the pillows, her knees bent as he slid up the bed to her. He’d softened some, but the sight of her spread like that for him did the trick and in a hurry. Ginger’s tentative smile would drive his dreams from that day forward, and it was always that smile, that beautiful, sweet moment. Adrian entered her for the first time, slow, sure, and kissing her with all the heart he could muster for the three guys, hoping he made her see, made her feel.

And Gio and Felix came to her too, resting on either side of her. Ginger kissed them in turn, sweet, drawn out brushes of their lips, conversations between their souls. There would be fun to come later, so much fun, but in that moment, they knew what she needed, and what she needed was comfort and love. This wasn’t just about a child. This was about Ginger finding a family, and with these three men, she would always have one. Maybe it would be strange, raising children like that. They would always be social pariahs, and their children scorned, but in each other, they found what they needed in the years and decades ahead, and it would be so much more than enough.

But in that moment, in that tender, simple moment when Adrian made love to her the first time, there was just the four of them. The men stroked her, kissed her, teased her. And Ginger came, and came, and came. It was a slow, rolling thing that might have been two or 
three small orgasms, or one languid one that never seemed to end. She wasn’t sure. But she found a high, and Adrian came down to her, kissing her lips, her chin, her neck. She arched her back, gripping his muscular ass, and pleaded with him to do it, to fill her one last time for that first run.

And Adrian did.

There wasn’t enough room on the bed for the four of them. They found that out in a hurry. So that first time, Gio and Felix slipped away, leaving Adrian cuddled up to Ginger until she slipped down into a sound slumber.

When she woke, the new men of her life had showered and were in the living room and kitchen. Adrian was making a nice Christmas dinner – ham, potatoes, creamed Brussels sprouts, and asparagus. He shooed her out after accepting a kiss on the cheek from her, and she joined the other two men for a present unwrapping ceremony. Of course, they didn’t have time to either shop much or really get to know one another, so their presents for her were a bottle of wine from a gas station down the street and a cute stuffed animal with suction cups on its hands for her car windows. She laughed, and kissed their cheeks.

“Hm,” she said, pulling her tank top strap down over one shoulder. “I didn’t get you boys anything. I wonder, is there a present I could give you?”

They crowded her chair, and she leaned forward, hungry for their hardening cocks. Gio and Felix took her mouth in turns as she stared up at them, grinning. The blowjobs were wet, sloppy, and fast. This was a temporary reprieve from her hunger to be a mother. She wanted to enjoy these guys, have some fun with them. Felix came first, his eyes practically rolling up in his head as she deepthroated him and took his come in the back of her mouth. Gio wasn’t long after, and striped her mouth, her breasts, and her forehead with his come.

After she cleaned up – again – and dinner was ready, they sat around the table, eating and laughing about their most disastrous Christmases. Then, finally, when the plates were pushed aside, Ginger’s smile slowly vanished, and she finished off her glass of water before she spoke.

“We need to talk about what comes next.” She glanced around. “How does this work?”

“What do you mean?” Gio asked.

“One of you is going to be the father of my baby.”

“Oops, stop right there,” Felix said. “One of us is going to be the dad by blood. All of us are going to help raise it. Uh, if you want all of us.”

Gio nodded, and Adrian said, “Felix is right. We said we share everything. Bad and good alike, and that certainly goes for a kid.”

“But I mean, my place is tiny. How do we do this? Do I stay a week at Gio’s, then Adrian’s then Felix’s? I don’t mean to sound rude, but that sounds exhausting on my part.”

Felix started cracking up, and when her gaze turned dark, he held up his hands. “We have a house together. We probably should have mentioned that.”

“Not to brag, but it’s more house than even the three of us need,” Adrian said.

Gio said quietly, “I’m a lawyer.”

“I work in the same office,” Felix said. “Human resources.”

“Detective,” Adrian said. “We’re not filthy rich, but we’re definitely sitting okay.”

“Come with us tonight,” Gio said. “Check it out. And as for us dating, I was thinking we could do some group nights like this, but maybe have some individual date nights too.”

“Oh, that’d be fun,” Felix said. “Sleeping arrangements are going to be weird, but we’ll figure that out.”

Ginger gaped at all of them. “You’re serious? You want this? Me? The baby?”

“Yes.” The word was unanimous,

She rose to her feet on shaky legs. They joined her, and she kissed each of them in turn, tears sliding down her cheeks. They took her one more time in that house, in the bedroom where she spent so many nights alone and afraid she’d never find happiness. Then the three new wonderful men of her life, who Ginger was already falling in love with, took her home, her real home, where in nine months, the hallways would be filled with the sound of a fussing baby girl. And their first daughter was just the beginning.


In From the Cold

Contains: M/F romance

“Uncle Landon, play with us!”

Landon gulped down the last of his hot cocoa, and hopped off his parents’ bar stool. “Oh you don’t want any of this,” he growled. “My dart game is tight, my skills unparalleled, my-”

Another nephew, Caleb, shot him all the way from the mud room. “All right,” Landon said, “that’s pretty good aim.”

“Not in the dining room and kitchen,” Landon’s sister-in-law Mackenzie muttered. It was a losing battle. She said it so often it was a reflex by now.

Landon snatched up his dart gun and stared down at Mateo, his face set in mock grimness. “Are you ready, soldier?”

“Ready!” Mateo said, grinning. He hadn’t been so brave when they opened the dart guns. The gentlest of Landon’s nephews, he had been terrified the darts would hurt, and in fact bawled his heart out when he was first shot. Those were salved when Landon had him shoot him in the gut, and Mateo’s tears turned to a tentative giggle. Now he was roaring through the house with his brother and cousin like a little warrior.

Landon had bought the dart guns for the kids, much to the exasperation of Mackenzie and Josie, his other sister-in-law. But they also knew he’d bought the kids big warm coats they would open in the morning as a present from Santa Claus, and they didn’t give him too much of a hard time. One fun gift, one practical gift. That was always Landon’s way, instilled in him by his dad, who was currently sacked out in the living room with a cold can of beer and an enormous plastic jug full of homemade party mix.

Landon raced by the man in the living room, looking for Caleb or the others. His dad called after him, “Get me another beer when you come back through, huh?”

Landon gave him a vague wave of his hand. “You have to be my radar. I want to know if those evil Slathorian alien scum pop back up in here.”

“Who’s that, now?”

Mateo sighed with all the worldly knowledge of a six-year-old. “That’s who we’re fighting, Grandpa.”

“Ohhhh, right, right, the Splatterpunkians.”

They chased after Caleb and the cousins, and found an ambush waiting for them outside. Landon shielded Mateo valiantly, but the onslaught was too much for them, and soon they were pegged with foam arrows, down for the count. According to the rules, Landon had to mock die, and collapsed in the snow, hurking and gurgling with all the theatrics of a man who starred in one play in high school. His nephews snickered and laughed when he kicked his feet up and wailed his agony before splaying flat on the ground, crossing his eyes for good measure.

His mom stepped over him in her coziest reindeer sweatpants and matching sweater. “Don’t cross your eyes, honey, they’ll stay like that.”

“Playing dead, Mom.”

“Then I guess you’ll be too ill to come in and get a slice of yule log cake.”

“I have been healed!” Landon shouted, and jumped to his feet.

Like the tradition with the presents for the kids, Landon loved Christmas Eve with his brothers, his parents, and the extended family when they could make the trip to New Bainbridge. His mom always put on a big dinner, and they exchanged extended family gifts with lots of time to play with the kids afterwards. His dad always got a little drunk and sentimental, and his mom always cried when it was time for everyone to go, even if everyone dropped by the next day anyways to say hello, drop off presents, and just be around one another.

Yes, Christmas Eve was always Landon’s favorite day of the year, even more so than Christmas itself.

But every year, Christmas Eve came with just a bit more sadness as he watched his brothers and their wives live their most wonderful lives while he felt like he was treading water. There had been a handful of women throughout the years, but after his first wife, Landon had never settled down again, even if his need to find someone special grew with every year. Not that he begrudged his 
brothers their happiness at all. Mackenzie and Josie were great, and all the kids were… well, sometimes a handful, but most of the time, they were pretty decent.

His loneliness wasn’t helped much when Mateo, finally all tuckered out, came to him and climbed up on Landon’s lap in the living room. The boy watched a Christmas movie about a magic train with Landon and his grandparents, but his attention lasted all of about three minutes until he was asleep with his head crooked against Landon’s neck.

“Aw,” Landon’s mom gushed quietly. Her camera around the holidays always hung around her neck, and she snapped a picture.

Landon grinned at her and kissed the boy’s head. They stayed like that until the credits rolled, and then Mackenzie came to pry Mateo away from him. “Freddie and Daryl are waiting for you up in the den.”

The den was actually Landon’s bedroom once upon a time, but when his brothers had graduated and moved out, he made one of their bigger bedrooms his. Their father turned Landon’s old bedroom into a man cave complete with a tiny mini-bar, cozy seating, and a TV. Landon stood up and kissed Mateo’s forehead. Mackenzie gave him a strange, sad smile.

“You’re going to make such a good dad someday, Landon.”

He smiled back and headed for the stairs. When she couldn’t see his face, his smile fell. A dad. Yeah. Someday, maybe. His first wife had been a terrible mistake. He married her out of youthful blindness, despite the warnings from his big brothers and his parents. But Landon so wanted to desperately believe in true love and romance he flung himself at the first woman who ever said the words, “I love you.” He paid the price, and though he was still young, he lost some of his best years to the hateful woman. Now the dating game was difficult for him, and strangely foreign. He wanted to make sure he got it right, but his heart ached to find someone special. Someone real and wonderful, who wanted a family and a long life together smiling through the great moments and working through the bad ones, just like his own parents.

Landon’s brothers, both big in all the ways a person could be, were playing an older game on the small television in the den when 
he came in. Football, and Daryl was losing, badly. “Kids out there?” he grunted. Landon grinned and shook his head as he shut the door behind him. Daryl turned to the oldest of the three brothers and punched him in the nuts. The blow was glancing, but Freddie still caught it square in the sensitive bits, and bent over, groaning.

“Oh, you asshole,” he muttered.

Landon snickered. “Make room, I’ll beat both of you.”

They played a quick game, each of them sneaking a couple of their dad’s bottles of beer. Landon really did win, and crowed about it safely out of Daryl’s reach. But Freddie, as he always did that time of the year, brought out a small bottle of expensive liquor. This year was bourbon, a pick they all liked, and he poured them each a hefty shot into three Christmas mugs.

“To the best guys I know. Merry Christmas, shitheads,” Freddie said.

“Merry Christmas, dipwads,” Landon said.

“Merry Christmas, dicks,” Daryl said. They clinked glasses and sipped the bourbon. It left a pleasant trail of fire down Landon’s throat that blossomed in his stomach, and he gladly accepted another hefty slug when Freddie held out the bottle again.

“You all right, man?” Daryl asked him. “You’ve been drinking a little more than usual tonight.”

“I have?” Landon asked. He counted. Three… maybe four bottles of beer. Yeah, Daryl was right. “Guess I have. Jeez.”

“You’re okay?” Freddie asked.

Landon shrugged. “If you mean am I in danger of becoming a raging alcoholic, tonight’s the first time I’ve had more than a beer at night in… months.”

“Good,” Daryl said, nodding.

Freddie grabbed Landon’s shoulder. “You’re going to find someone soon, man. I know it. You’re too damn decent not to.”

Landon slapped his back in return. “In the meantime, Mackenzie and Josie said something about getting up to something strange with me. Don’t know what that’s about, but…”

From somewhere down the hallway, maybe coming from the stairs, Josie called, “I heard that, Landon.”

Daryl grinned. “Good. Take ‘em both.”

Freddie snickered. “We’d finally be free.”

Josie came in and told Freddie the boys were getting cranky. He rose to his feet and hugged Daryl. To Landon, he said, “You want a ride?”

Landon drove to his parents, but they lost an aunt years ago to drunk driving and none of the brothers screwed with that. “You know, it’s not too cold. Think I’ll walk, see if there aren’t some Christmas lights out.”

“You sure?” Freddie asked. When Landon nodded, he gave him a hug, and they all headed downstairs together. Daryl decided it was time for him and his family to pack up too, and Landon carried Mateo out, still zonked. Outside, they wished everyone a merry Christmas, and Landon and his parents watched the carloads of family head out.

His mom tried to get him to stay, but the weather really was decent for that time of the year, and Landon felt a stirring in his soul, the need to do something physical even if it was just walking. Besides, he was kind of in the mood to see if the corner store near his place had some caramel cocoa, his favorite, or maybe some egg nog. He promised his parents he’d be back in the morning – a sure thing, especially since he’d need to grab his car, among other holiday reasons for wanting to come back and be with family.

Landon headed out, hands in his coat pockets, feeling nice and mellow, and unsure why.

* * *

The walk from his parents’ house was twisty and took over an hour, but he loved New Bainbridge and didn’t mind it at all even in the snow. His parents lived n a suburb not all that far from an old once-trendy downtown area. He strolled along, keeping an eye out for the glow of Christmas lights from houses and apartments. The big light shows were fun, but Landon liked the simple understated lights the most. Just a string here and there, and maybe a star or a tree in a window. Those felt like his people, and the sight of so many houses adorned with even just a few lights warmed his heart.

The houses and apartments gave way to the downtown district. This was a formerly trendy part of the suburbs, and still managed to hang onto a string of independently owned bars, restaurants, and 
stores. Everything was closed that time of the night, or so he thought, but coming out of a German bakery was a big man dressed just right for the holiday in a finely fitted Santa suit, his cap askance on a bushy white nest of curls.

“Merry Christmas!” Landon called, keeping his hands visible. New Bainbridge was a great city, but it was definitely that – a city – and he didn’t want to be perceived as a threat.

“And to you too, young man!” the man in the Santa suit called back to him. In his hand was a big white paper pastry bag.

“Guess it wouldn’t be Christmas if Santa didn’t grab some cookies.”

“Oh yes,” the man in the Santa suit said, chuckling. His big belly shook with the joyous, deep sound, and as he drew closer, Landon marveled at the fine detail on the man’s coat and pants. It wasn’t the thin, itchy looking fabric of the store-bought Santa suits, but thicker, fuller. The white trim looked as fluffy as a pillow, and he liked the oversized belt with its gleaming gold buckle. Matching gold fabric up and down the lapel detailed a Santa climbing down a chimney next to a big Christmas tree.

“I’ve gotta say, that outfit is amazing,” Landon said, admiring it. “I mean, the quality is… well, I’ve never seen anything like that. Custom made?”

“By the very best,” the stranger said, his nose twitching with his big smile. “And you should see the sleigh. Top notch work this year. Top notch.”

Landon laughed. “Well, merry Christmas to you, Santa. Ah, again.”

“You too. Say, you look like a man in need of a cookie. My eyes may have been too big, and I have extra. Care to join me for a moment? Take a breather before you continue on your walk?”

Odd, but Landon felt no fear of this man, no worries his cookie would be laced with something or that the man intended to rob him. There was no way he’d have accepted a cookie from a stranger under any other circumstances, but he felt as mellow as if he’d smoked the world’s best joint. “You know what? I may just take you up on that. I was craving egg nog, but now you’ve got me thinking about cookies.”

“Ah!” Santa exclaimed, and from a deep pocket, he withdrew a 
silver and gold flask, inlaid with ornate writing in some language Landon had never seen before. Not that he was an expert. “Just the thing right here. A cookie and some egg nog. A good choice.”

Landon felt a twinkling in his heart, a cheer that he hadn’t really felt since he was a child, and he sat with Santa on a nearby bench, the big man sprawling with a pleased sigh. He held out the bag, and Landon reached inside for a cookie. It was no type he recognized, round and dusted in spices and sugar and topped with four pieces of candied fruit in its center. He took a bite, and liked it immediately. Nutmeg and allspice and… ginger, maybe? It was almost spicier than sweet, and he closed his eyes as he chewed.

“My God, that’s amazing. What is that?” he asked.

“Lebkuchen,” the man in the suit replied, taking a bite out of one himself and moaning with pleasure. “This is one of the very best I’ve had.” He opened his eyes and winked at Landon. “And I’ve had lots.”

“I’m coming back here after Christmas and begging them for more.” He took the proffered flask and took a deep pull. Delicious, creamy egg nog, with no trace of alcohol. He was surprised at its richness. “Homemade?” he asked, handing the flask back.

“It is! My wife makes it every year. Keep the flask. A gift,” the man in the suit said, waving him off.

“I can’t possibly do that,” Landon said, looking at the flask. It seemed to catch the light from the Christmas bulbs in the store windows and hold it there. Beautiful design work, and he was sure the flask must cost a fortune.

“I insist. Tonight is a night for gifts.”

Landon dug in his pockets, and came up with his wallet. He riffled through it quickly, and said, “Well… since it’s a night for gifts, how about a twenty-dollar gift card for an Italian place on Brower Street? It’s great food. I just don’t have someone to go with me, and it’s really more of a couples’ place. Take your wife. This won’t nearly pay for a meal, but it’s a good start.”

The man in the suit beamed and took the card. “Why, I believe I will. She’ll love this. You’re a very kind man, Landon.”

“Did I… mention my name?”

“I saw it on your appointment card when you flipped through your wallet,” Santa said, his nose twitching again. “You mentioned 
not having anyone to go with. A kind young man like you, I would have thought different.”

“Ah, well,” Landon said, chuckling. “I’m a romantic, Santa. I’ve known a lot of great women. I’ve even been so lucky as to date a few of them. And I was married, for a time. But I haven’t met…” He shook his head. “Stupid as it sounds, I haven’t met the one yet, you know?”

“That’s not stupid at all,” Santa said kindly. “We should all want to feel that magic.”

“Yeah. But the search, it’s lonely.”

“So what is you want from a woman?”

“Goodness. Kindness. Intelligence. Faith but not zealotry.” Landon smiled sheepishly. “Maybe someone who loves the, ah, more intimate moments.” Why did he say that? Why were the words tumbling from his mouth so easily? And did he really care? No, Landon decided. He didn’t. It was nice to talk about this with someone.

Santa’s chuckle made his belly shake again, and Landon thought how much he would love to have a full-bellied laugh like that. “I understand, my young friend. And I’m sure she’s just around the corner. But I’m afraid I must be off. So many more people to visit tonight.”

Landon stood up to shake Santa’s hand, and when the big man pumped his hand two times and let go, the bag of cookies had found its way into Landon’s jacket pocket. “How did you…?” he asked, pulling out the bag and staring at it, stunned.

“I have many odd talents,” the man in the coat said. “Have a merry Christmas, Landon.”

“You too, my friend,” Landon said. He started walking down the street, and realizing he probably owed the other man another thank you. He turned, the words on his lips, but the man in the coat was gone, save for the faint jingle of bells.

* * *

Landon lived on the second floor of a duplex, part of a series of matching housing in a mostly okay part of town. He liked the location, but he was starting to get the itch for a little more space, maybe with a yard for a cat. On the opposite side of the street were a few businesses, including a small corner store that stayed open 
during the holidays. He popped in and said hi to the owners, and gave them the last of the cookies, feeling generous. They loved them, and insisted he take a six pack of beer in return.

He noticed the tiny car parked outside in the snow but didn’t think anything of it. Someone probably from the bars down the street, he assumed, parked for the night so they didn’t drink and drive, much like himself. He passed it without thought, and headed across the street for his apartment. The railing up to the second floor he’d wrapped in white Christmas lights, then did his windows in the same fashion. He had a tiny tabletop tree that glowed with more colors, visible from the street.

Inside, he put the six pack of beer away, kicked off his shoes, and draped his coat over the back of his computer chair. What little egg nog was left in the flask he finished, and washed it out in his sink. As he started to shut off the Christmas lights for the evening, he looked outside and saw a figure next to the tiny car. A woman, if he had to guess. She was pacing, a phone to her ear, and he instinctually thought, “Something’s wrong.” There was no great signifier, nothing in particular that said she was in trouble, but the way she moved was familiar. It was irritated, worried pacing, fast and short. Landon watched as she pulled the phone from her ear, waving it in her hand like she might throw it.

He was moving before he gave it much conscious thought. Landon snatched up his coat, tossed on his shoes, and headed down the stairs without even having yet tied them. The woman saw him coming, and glanced towards the corner store, no doubt gauging if she could outrun him.

“Hey, it’s all right,” he said, raising his hands. “I saw you from my window upstairs over there. Thought you might be having some car trouble.”

As he drew closer, her features became more distinct. Young, maybe in her mid-twenties, and beautiful. A hint of black curls peeking out from under a cute beret. Black skin that gleamed from the melting snow on her cheeks. Lots of brightly colored makeup that emphasized her gorgeous, sleepy eyes. A button of a nose and tiny lips. Stunning. He drew in a breath and had a hell of a lot of trouble letting it back out.

“I… am,” she admitted. “I couldn’t get the thing to start, and then I go and leave my keys inside.”

“Do you have a spare set?”

“Back home, but back home’s an hour drive. I was…” She stamped her foot and sniffed hard. “Never mind. I called a locksmith, but they can’t send someone out until the morning. I’ve got a car coming to pick me up and take me to a hotel, but they’re saying it might be an hour or two.”

“Okay,” Landon said, making up his mind. “Do you want to stay at my place until the car gets here?”

Her eyes went guarded again. “Look, I don’t know who you are, or what you think might happen…”

“My name’s Landon. I’m seriously not expecting anything. I know it’s not exactly a real comfort, but I promise, I’m pretty normal. I’ve got a warm house, some hot coffee, and I could make you some soup or something while you wait.”

She worked her jaw left and right, sniffing, very obviously trying to hold back tears. Finally, she murmured, “I want to take your picture and send it to some friends, okay? Along with your street name.”

“That’s smart.” Landon filled her in, and she snapped his picture and sent a text to a few of her closest friends. After that, she followed him across the street and up the stairs.

“I like your lights,” she mumbled. “Very symmetrical.”

He chuckled. “Thanks. I love Christmas. Just got back from a little family get-together.”

“Mm. I miss those. My folks live all the way in Georgia.”

“Siblings?” Landon asked as he opened his door and showed her in.

“A few. You?”

“Two brothers.” He grinned. “Pains in my butt, but I love them.”

She took in his living room, and Landon was glad he’d cleaned that morning. It was simple, but kept nicely. She glanced up at the pictures on the wall of Landon and his family, and gave him a strained smile. “Your sons?”

“My nephews. I don’t have any myself. Get you something to drink?”

“Probably a little late for a coffee for me, but do you have tea?”

He did, and set about microwaving a mug while the stranger stood in his living room, clearly uncomfortable with sitting and making herself more of a potential victim. When the water was hot, he stuck in a bag of black tea, and added a candy cane to the plate he brought it out on. She saw it and for the first time gave him a genuine smile. He didn’t know how her face could be more lovely until that moment, but she surprised him.

“All right, I don’t think any psychopath in the history of mankind has ever served a guest tea and a candy cane before he made her into a skin suit.” She took the tea and set it down on his coffee table before offering a hesitant hand. “I’m Alissa.”

“Alissa,” he said, smiling. “I like that name. Landon. Pleasure, even under the circumstances.”

He went back in and made a cup of tea for himself. When he came back out, Alissa was shrugging out of her coat. Underneath she wore a high-necked red sweater over delicate curves. Combined with her black skirt and snowman-adorned leggings, she looked very festive. She caught him looking. “I like the holiday look,” he said, returning his gaze from her moccasin shoes to her face.

“Thank you,” she said. She glanced at his couch, and raised an eyebrow.

“Please.”

Alissa smoothed her skirt as she sat, and drew out the tea bag with long, delicate fingers capped in finely manicured nails. “I was on a date,” she said, and sipped.

“A good one, I hope?”

Her smile tightened, and she shook her head faintly. “No. I’m afraid not. He thought tonight was a slam dunk, I think. A lonely woman on a Christmas Eve, our third date…”

He took a seat on the far end of the couch, and unwrapped his own candy cane to drop it into his tea. “Want to talk about it?”

“Mm. I thought he was… decent. Maybe a bit domineering the first two dates, and that probably should have been a red flag, but he was basically okay.” Alissa winced. “Boy, was I wrong. We were supposed to have dinner tonight, but he wanted to do drinks first, which turned out to be code for he wanted to try to get in my panties 
or feel me up the whole night in our booth.”

“Oh no.”

Alissa nodded, and sipped again. “I’m mostly mad at myself. I got some invites to go to friends’ places for parties and dinners, and instead, I thought I’d spend a nice Christmas with a good guy.” She sighed. “Silly me. Always hoping. Never figuring out what’s really going to happen.”

“So you haven’t eaten?” When Alissa shook her head, Landon stood up. “Well, tell you what. As an apology for all mankind for being so dumb as to let a romantic down on Christmas Eve, why not let me make you something? I’ve got frozen spinach ravioli and I think I can whip up a cheese sauce really quick before your ride gets here.”

“Oh, Landon, you don’t have to do that.”

“It’s really no trouble. But if you say no, I’ll back off. Could also do Chinese. I know a place that delivers until midnight on Christmas Eve. Let me try to give you something of a pleasant memory tonight.”

She smiled. “The ravioli sounds terrific. But only if you let me help.”

“Absolutely. It definitely will take both of us to fill up that pot with water.”

Alissa laughed, and he liked it immediately. Soft, musical. It warmed him to his very core, and Landon had to will himself down. She came out to the kitchen with him, and set about boiling the water for the ravioli while he dug out some flour, milk, and cheese. As they cooked up the small dinner, they talked some about their jobs. She worked for the state as a fire safety inspector, a job she liked, even if she thought it made for a boring conversation starter.

“Seriously, not nearly as bad as mine,” Landon said. “Purchasing assistant.”

“What does that mean?”

“I purchase things,” he said, laughing. “For an office building on Fifth. I make sure everyone’s stocked up on toner and pens and coffee.”

She bumped her hip against him, and grinned. “Coffee? That’s the most important job in the world.”

“Well, you put it like that…” He began grating the cheese for the sauce. “All right. Tough questions now. Cat or dog person?”

“Cat.”

“Good, you pass,” Landon said. “Favorite sandwich?”

“Banh Mi.”

“Never had one, must be terrible,” Landon said, and she smacked him with a wooden spoon.

“All right, Mr. Cuisine, what’s yours?”

“Hard to go wrong with a gyro.”

“Ooh, good choice.”

He mock scoffed. “The best choice!”

Alissa snatched a piece of cheese from his plate and nibbled on it. “Best shark? And keep in mind, if you get this one wrong, I’m out the door.”

“Hmm. Tough. Tough. But I’m gonna go hammerhead.”

She popped the last of cheese into her mouth, chewed, and finally nodded. “You, sir, have chosen wisely.”

Their conversation continued like that for a while, easy and light. The pasta was good, but neither of them remembered a thing about it except making it together. Talk shifted to her place outside of New Bainbridge, near the mountains.

“It’s gorgeous,” Alissa said, “but the commute is a pain. Eventually I’m either going to have to move here and keep my nice paycheck, or I’m going to have to find something there and earn a lot less. Something’s gotta change soon. I’m spending a fortune on gas.”

“Mm, That’s a tough decision. Beautiful mountains, or a fun city.”

“Right?” she asked. After they cleaned up and returned to the living room, talk shifted back towards him, and his plans to pick up his car in the morning from his parents. “Well, to pay you back, why not let me drive you, assuming I can get my car up and going?”

His heart thumped. Landon assumed that once Alissa got her ride to her hotel, she’d be out of his life. Maybe he’d see her again in the morning when the locksmith came to help, but he assumed she would want to move on as quickly as possible. “Yeah?” he asked, smiling faintly. “That would be… yeah. I’d love to see you again. I mean… tomorrow morning, I’d…”

Her eyes twinkled. “Aw, just tomorrow morning?” They both 
stared at one another, and finally she glanced down. “I… tend to be forward.”

“No, that’s okay. I… uh…” Landon swallowed his fear. Take your chance
, he told himself. You may never have another one with her
. “All right. At the risk of scaring you off, yes, I would like to see you again. Not just to pick up my car, but dinner, lunch, whatever. Tomorrow, and whenever I can.”

“Now why would that scare me off?” Alissa asked quietly.

“Is that a yes?”

She grinned, and her smile was devious and beautiful all at once. “I have you all twisted up, don’t I?”

“Yeah. You do. You’re gorgeous. I’m loving talking to you. You’re intelligent, you’re…” Good. Kind. He blinked, remembering his conversation with the strange man in the Santa suit just a while ago. It seemed like weeks had passed. I think she’ll be right around the corner.
 That couldn’t be coincidence.

“Oh, keep going,” Alissa murmured. “I’m loving this.”

Landon scooted towards her on the couch. Alissa didn’t flinch. Didn’t tell him to back off. Landon hesitated, and her phone buzzed. She stared at him, smiling, those soft eyes dancing with his consternation. She picked it up, and glanced at it before she punched a few keys and shut it down.

Alissa slid the last few inches between them, and murmured, “I just canceled my ride.”

Landon leaned in, his lips moving to meet hers. She tilted her head just so, her own mouth parting as he drew close, his breath hot against her lips. They kissed, and his arm circled her tiny frame instinctually, pulling her tighter to him. Her fingers traced his hip, up his side, to his shoulder and his neck, and she was pulling him tight too, their kiss growing hungrier and hungrier.

When Alissa broke away, he swallowed hard. “Shit. I don’t have a condom. I didn’t expect… Give me five minutes. I’ll run to-”

“I’m on the pill. Are you clean?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. I don’t know why. But I trust you.” She swallowed hard. “Don’t make me regret that. Please.” It wasn’t a threat, but a plea, and the words escaped his lips before he could call them back.

“Whatever time I have with you, I’ll always try not to.”

Her lips parted, her eyes gleaming. She kissed him again, her fingers sliding down his arms again to his hips. Then she was sliding forward, rising up onto a knee on the couch, and leaning over him as their lips danced and clashed together. He reached around her and squeezed her tiny, taut ass, pulling her, molding her until she was sitting on his lap, her dark curls in his face. He kissed her cheeks, her chin, her neck, and she gasped against him as he pulled her skirt up far enough that she could grind against his hardness through his pants and her leggings. His eyes never left her face, the knowing smile, the way her throat started working when she began to slowly roll her hips.

His lust for her was tempered with amazement and stunned worshipfulness. At any moment Landon felt like Alissa might blow away like the snow under the city lights. But no, she was real, she was there, rocking on his hips. Warmth spilled from her, casting away shadows in his soul he’d lived with for so long. When he brought his lips up to hers again, he never wanted to lose that moment, to be locked like that together, forever.

Her rolling hips moved a little faster now, her need apparent in the way her smile started to disappear, replaced by a seriousness to the set of her lips, a concentration. She was feeling every bit of this, and his cock throbbed to join her. Alissa reached behind her and clasped his hands on her butt, almost bouncing as she ground against him harder and harder. Her knees spread even wider and she began to whimper softly.

“Yes, mm, like that.”

He chased her lips again, their tongues meeting shyly. “Come for me, Alissa,” he murmured against her mouth.

“I want you so much,” she whispered, and kissed him like she was desperate for it, her body shuddering. She kept rolling on him as she climbed and climbed, almost near her peak.

“Gorgeous,” he whispered, and she arched her back, crying out.

“Lannndon!”

Her body stiffened and she nearly fell over backwards as her hips convulsed and squeezed tight against his. He could not feel her actual orgasm, but the way she bounced up and down let him know 
she’d crested. Without a break, Landon gripped her ass tight in his hands and lifted her as he stood, amazed at how light she was in his arms. He’d been working out regularly with some friends, and now he was grateful for it as he carried her into the bedroom, her arms wrapped around his neck as she pressed her head to his chest.

He pulled back the covers and gently settled Alissa on the edge of the bed. Landon shed his clothes slowly, feasting his eyes on the beauty before him, glowing from her orgasm. Alissa slipped a finger to her mouth, sucking on it gently as she watched him reveal his toned chest and stomach before slipping down his pants and revealing the vee of muscle above his groin.

“You have way, way too many muscles,” she said. “How am I supposed to lick every single one of those?”

Landon’s laugh boomed out of him, and he leaned down to kiss her and squeeze her thigh through her leggings. “Well, I look forward to you trying.”

“Mm hm!” she said, wiggling her butt on the bed.

“Now, do I unwrap my Christmas present slow, or just rip it all open?” he murmured.

“Slowly now, but next time, I’ll wrap myself in something we’ll both love you tearing apart.”

Landon’s heart did a victory dance. Next time. Alissa wanted a next time. Thinking of his friend in front of that bakery, Landon murmured, “Thank youuuuu, Santa.”

Alissa burst into laughter, and he grabbed her ankles, running his hands up and down the nearly sheer fabric over her calves. Slowly he worked his way up her body, and her laughter settled into a content smile as he reached her skirt. “Mm. I think he was pretty good to me this year too.”

“Yeah?” Landon asked, his fingers slipping up under her skirt.

“Yeah,” she whispered, and winked. “Pretty sure I’m getting a chess set.”

It was his turn to crack up, and before he peeled her leggings down, he leaned down to kiss Alissa again. “I’m gonna be corny.”

“I love corny.”

He kissed her cheek. “I never want to stop kissing you.”

“Awww,” Alissa said. “That’d make bathroom trips so weird, 
though.”

He buried his face into her neck and grinned. “Oh man, way to kill the mood.”

“That didn’t turn you on? Damn.”

Grinning, he hooked her leggings down, leaving the elastic waistband of her panties in place for the moment. Landon wanted this to last, and he savored every inch of her skin as he brought the thin fabric down across her thighs, her knees, her calves. He couldn’t quite get a glimpse up her skirt, but the dark shadows covering her sex somehow turned him on all the more. He slid the leggings off the last few inches and kissed the sides of her delicate feet. A bit ticklish, she wiggled her feet away from him, and he chased her calves instead, alternating between her legs, brushing his lips slowly in long lines all the way to the sides of her knees.

“I don’t think a guy has ever kissed my knees before,” Alissa murmured. Her fingers rose to her lips again and she was playing with one, occasionally licking it or sucking it. It kept him hard as a rock, thinking about those tiny lips spreading over him, sucking him down, those soft eyes watching him.

“That’s damn near criminal. I bet even your armpit hair’s cute.”

She smirked. “Now who’s the sexy talker?”

Landon’s gaze shifted to the gap between her thighs, and it was everything he could do not to dive down in there, to jerk aside her panties and lick Alissa until she gasped his name. But he kept his pace, kept teasing her, kept trying to make this last as long as possible, a moment of time captured like a snow globe. But it did have to end sometime, and when he reached her skirt, he stopped, glancing up at her as he slowly inched it upwards.

Now Landon could see Alissa’s nylon bikini briefs. A big damp spot marked her earlier orgasm, and he ached to taste her, to peel those panties down and finally get a glimpse at her pussy. Little by little the skirt came up, and she whimpered softly when his nose brushed the damp fabric. He dragged his tongue once across the clothed length of her before he rose up and over her, the fingers on one hand taking the place where his tongue had just been as he kissed her gently. Her hand joined his, and together they played at her length while she stared into his eyes, the need obvious in her 
again.

“Landon…” she whispered.

“I know. I got you.”

He kissed her one more time, and pulled Alissa so she was at the edge of the bed. Without wasting any more time, he gripped her panties and slid them down her legs. Her lips waited for his touch, and he slid his fingers down their length and back up, looking up at her while she grabbed a pillow, folded it, and bunched it behind her head so she could watch him.

“I don’t know how I got this lucky tonight,” he said.

“Me either,” she replied.

Slowly Landon brought his face down to kiss her lips. She spread her knees wide for him, and he looped his hands under and over her thighs, bringing up her butt just slightly so he could give her longer licks. She closed her eyes and let out a pleased sigh as he began to stroke her lips with his tongue, long, languid licks that ended with him delving deep into her wet folds, reveling in the musky taste of Alissa. Her hands fell to his head, gripping his hair and twisting it.

He had yet to touch her clit, and already she was writhing in his arms and on his tongue. She responded body and soul, getting into it with a passion he’d never seen before from any of his past girlfriends.

“Yesss, Landon,” she gasped, “like that, mm hm.”

It wasn’t constant like that. Every now and then she’d fall into silence, her eyes squeezed shut, and he thought for sure she’d come again. She was riding the crest, he realized, making it last as long for herself as she could get. And when he began to run his tongue around the hood of her clit, Alissa went absolutely wild.

“Oh God, ohhh, I’m so close again, Landon, please.”

He buried his mouth against her clit, licking it, sucking it. He couldn’t help beginning to thrust forward with every lick, getting his whole body into it and driving her knees closer and closer to her still-clothed chest. She let go of his hair and tightened her hands into fists, pounding the bed beside her as she began to thrust her pussy up against his mouth and his tongue.

“Yes, oh fuck.” Her voice went high, and she sucked in a lungful of air before she wailed, “I’m coming!”

Her cute little butt bopped up and down, up and down, up and 
down, her back thrashing as she came and came and came. Landon knew what he wanted and he had to have her. No more wasting time. He let go of her legs and her feet twitched, her eyes rolling back with her pleasure as he shot to his feet and wrapped his arms under her back. Like he’d carried her into the bedroom, Landon lifted Alissa again, and walked with her to the edge of a desk, settling her onto it gently and lining his cock up to her sensitive slit. Alissa stared into his eyes, wordless, as he slowly fed his tip into her. She whimpered, just once, and then she whispered, “I have a dirty mouth.”

“I like that. Tell me what it is you want to say.”

“Will you fuck me, Landon?”

For an answer, he sank his cock deeper into her tight, warm core. She gasped at the size of him. Not huge, but definitely more than enough for Alissa. His hands slid down to her ass, and he slid back out before plunging in again. Every thrust made him glad his downstairs neighbors were gone. They rocked the desk up on two legs before dropping it back down again with a thump, building a quick, hard rhythm like that. She still had that damn sweater on, and he stopped only to help her lift it up and off her, revealing tasty handfuls of curves and small, dark nipples he desperately wanted to suck and lick. Soon, he promised himself, but he so very badly needed to finish, to come at least once in this beauty, to make her his.

Landon held nothing back that first time. He gripped her tight to him, fucking into Alissa with hard, sure pumps that left her bouncing back and forth on the desk. But he wanted so much from her in case this night was all they had. Nearing the edge, he pulled out of her, despite a disappointed moan escaping her throat. He pulled her off the desk and turned her around, making her bend over, her tiny ass jutting out as he gripped her waist and slid home again.

“Shit, Alissa,” he moaned. “You’re so damn sexy.”

“I love the way you fuck me,” she whimpered. “Landon, oh my Landon, don’t let me go, okay, don’t ever let me go.”

He pumped into her harder and harder still, so close to the edge he couldn’t stop even if he wanted to. He was a man possessed, and finally, with a grunt of joyous pleasure, he sank into Alissa one last time, gripping her hard as his cock unloaded into her, his warmth 
filling her.

He slowly, regretfully pulled out of Alissa, and helped her turn around. She dropped to her knees, smiling up at him, and murmured, “Let me help you clean up.”

As Landon gaped down at her, Alissa took his softening member in hand, slick from them both, and swallowed him down, tasting herself on him. She stared up at him with those soft dark eyes, and he stroked her cheek as she bathed him with her tongue. Slowly, finally, she pulled off him and he helped her to her feet. They fell into bed together, and she flopped over, pressing her butt to him. He stroked her hair and kissed her neck, and she said, “God, Landon. Best sex ever.”

“Well, now you’re just stroking my ego.”

They talked a little bit, but it was getting extremely late, and Alissa slowly began to trail off. Despite his cock rousing for a second time, he did not want to take advantage of her like that, and pulled the blankets up around them both. As her breathing evened out, he kissed the back of her neck and wrapped an arm around her.

“Please,” he mouthed silently to whoever up there might be listening. “Please don’t let that be the only night we have together.”

* * *

Landon woke to an empty bed and a chilly breeze wafting over his face. He blinked, the memories slow in coming back to him, but when they did, he shot up, the blankets falling away from his nude frame.

Voices.

“-for coming. I know it’s Christmas and all, but…”

“Yeah. Let’s see if we can get you on your way.”

No no no no. Landon must have overslept, damn it. He raced to collect his clothes, and threw everything on in a hurry as he heard the door shut again and the voices fade away.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Don’t go without giving me your number, at least. Please.”

He threw on his shoes, almost not realizing he hadn’t slipped on his pants, and hurriedly kicked them off again so he didn’t walk out into twenty degree weather in his undies. When he finally managed the task of connecting the right body parts to the right bits of 
clothing, he sprinted for the door, and down the stairs, scooping up snow off the railing and tossing it into his mouth so he didn’t have morning breath.

Alissa was standing with a man in a huge puffy coat and snow pants. He had a toolbelt in one arm, and stared at the car, a frown on his face. Landon had to stop to wait for a car to pass, then raced across the street.

“Landon?” Alissa asked, her eyebrows arched. “You okay?”

“I thought you were… I didn’t…”

Understanding dawned on her, and she smiled. “Oh, I’m sorry. I got the call a while ago and you were sleeping so soundly. I was going to come back in. I just needed to take care of this.”

The locksmith sighed heavily. “Are you two joking with me? Is this some kind of weird prank?”

Alissa, about to say something to Landon, frowned and turned her attention back to the locksmith. “Sorry, what?”

The man reached out and opened the car door. Alissa’s jaw dropped.

“I… that was locked. I swear that was locked.”

“Sure,” the locksmith said, his upper lip twitching in annoyance. “You might want to check and make sure nothing’s stolen.”

Alissa poked her head in, opened up the glovebox, and came back out with her keys in hand. “I’m telling you. This was locked “

The locksmith shrugged. “Might have been frozen up. Who knows?” He didn’t exactly sound convinced.

“I…” She shook her head, still in shock. From under her seat, she withdrew her wallet, and started digging out cash. “How much do I owe you? I’m so sorry.”

“Today, forget about it. Just… have a merry Christmas,” the guy said, obviously pissed but too polite to really do anything about it. He headed off, a few muttered curses coming back to them.

Alissa stared between her car and Landon. “Landon, I swear…”

Thinking back to his friend in the red coat, Landon grinned. “I believe you. Absolutely one hundred percent believe you. I think… some things can’t be explained. They happen for a reason. Maybe that’s the romantic in me.”

She stepped forward and kissed him. They tried the car, but 
unfortunately, the engine was still dead, no matter what their good fortune with the lock. They headed back up to Landon’s apartment, and grabbed a pair of mugs for coffee. As it brewed, Landon leaned against the counter.

“My car’s got jumper cables. We can go pick it up and I’ll give you a jump.”

“Perfect,” Alissa said. “I am so looking forward to dropping in and announcing I’m your hookup from last night.”

His smile dropped. “I didn’t mean…”

“Oh trust me, I’m actually being serious. This is going to be fun as hell.” Alissa cocked her head, smiling. “You’re nervous this morning.”

“The truth?”

“The truth.”

Landon took her shoulders in his hands and kissed her forehead softly. “I’m scared shitless this is goodbye between us. I’m crazy about you.”

“Oh, Landon… in case you haven’t noticed, I’m pretty fond of you too. You’re stuck with a stalker for life if you think you can get rid of me that easy,” Alissa said. “I may live outside the city, but it’s not like I’m not here most weekdays anyways. We’ll figure this out. You’re a good guy. A real, honest-to-God good guy.” Her eyes twinkling, she reached down to stroke him through his jeans. “And I’m pretty fond of other parts of you too.”

“Oh yeah?” he asked.

She kissed the corner of his mouth. “Yeah. Come on. Forget the coffee.”

They made it back into the bedroom, their bodies already drawing together like magnets. He helped her out of her clothes again, and Alissa helped him out of his, her eyes gleaming as she sat on the edge of the bed and freed him from his underwear. “Merry Christmas, Landon,” she murmured, stroking him.

“You too, Alissa.”

Her lips brushed his head, and her tongue slipped out against him. She moved with a luxurious slowness, savoring the moment, savoring him, and he watched, as happy and content as he’d ever been. She stared up at him as she slowly sank her mouth along his 
length, and he shivered not just with physical desire, but how powerful of a hold this woman, this near stranger, had over his heart and soul. With her was where he was meant to be, he was sure of it. If the real world didn’t call, Landon could have spent an eternity with Alissa in that bedroom, so long as they were together, always.

Her mouth and tongue worked with insistent need, and he stroked her curled, tangled hair as she bobbed up and down his cock. Her long fingers encircled his base and stroked it faster and faster. Her mouth slid off him, and Landon groaned until she flicked her tongue along his side, all the way to his root. She sucked one of his balls into her mouth, and winked up at him before she let it go and did the same to the other.

“Baby,” he groaned, “you are amazing.”

“I’ve never done that to a guy before,” she confessed. “Then again, I’ve never met a guy who trimmed either.”

He grinned. “Glad you like it.”

She gripped his shaft again and stroked him hard as she rested his tip against her cheek, still staring up at him. The sight was so fucking erotic he nearly came right there, and when she finally slurped him down again, he warned, “Not going to last long, Alissa.”

“Good,” she murmured around him, and lashed the base of his cock with her tongue, her cheeks caving as she started sucking harder and harder.

“Oh God,” he groaned, and his balls tightened. He stroked her hair and she jacked his shaft hard as she opened her mouth wide. His come shot deep inside her mouth, and she closed her eyes, smiling peacefully as more and more of his warmth splashed her tongue, her tonsils, her lips. When he finally finished, she peered up at him again, mouth wide, then closed it and opened it again to reveal nothing left.

“That was… holy shit,” he murmured, stroking her cheeks.

“Mm. Glad you liked it. Come on, let’s grab a shower. I didn’t get a chance this morning.”

His bathroom was small, but the tub was just big enough for the both of them. They opted for a bath instead, and they sank into the steaming hot water together, Alissa’s ass rubbing against his cock. She leaned back against him, and murmured, “This could be a holiday tradition. A bath, the two of us, a nice lazy morning.”

“I love that,” replied Landon, and he kissed her neck.

“I thought maybe the idea of commitment would scare you off.”

He laughed. “No. Not at all.”

They spent a long, lazy time in the tub. He ran a bar of soap over her body, exploring every inch of her but leaving her pussy for the last. She finally could take no more, and guided his hand there. In the water like that, she wasn’t going to get easily wet, but they had fun anyways, his fingers teasing her clit, rubbing her lips with his washcloth, kissing her neck as he slipped two fingers just inside her. She guided him out of the tub, and they stood together in front of his mirror. Landon kissed the back of her neck, her shoulders, the sharp bones of her back, her spine. She shivered delightedly as his lips slid lower, down across the warmth of her lower back to her cute butt. He gave it a light, teasing smack, and Alissa wiggled it for him.

On his knees, he turned her around, and rested his head against her stomach for a long moment. She stroked his head, and he slowly brought his lips to her pussy. “Landon…” she whispered.

Her folds were delicate, beautiful. He took his time with them, nuzzling his nose against her clit as he flicked his tongue along her lengths. He reached for her hands beside her hips and took them in his as he showed Alissa his devotion to her, his pace speeding up with her growing need. Her skin gleamed with her desire, and soon she was rolling her hips to meet him, trying to urge him on with her body and her whimpered words.

“Please, Landon, please take me to bed.”

He darted to his feet and kissed her with all the hunger and fire in him, and pulled her to the bedroom. She fell onto the bed and climbed up towards the pillows and he followed, his hands coming to rest beside her shoulders as he stared down at her. “I could do this to you for days,” he murmured.

She smiled up at him. “When I have vacation time, I can’t wait for you to try.”

He guided himself into her, sliding slowly but firmly into her depths as her back arched and she gasped. His thrusts were not quite hard, but possessive and dominating. He wanted her to remember this, to always think of this fucking, and Landon gave her his soul in the way he drove into her. She cried out fast and early with her first 
orgasm, and they were tumbling over so she could ride him, still charged up. She sank onto him with the same kind of power, and rolled her hips fast and hard, grinding on his cock and hitting her sweet spot. He licked his fingers and rubbed her clit while she rode him, and the force of her pleasure sent Alissa nearly falling backwards. She rested her hands behind her on the mattress, aimed away from him at an angle as her thighs bounced off his.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Alissa moaned. Her tiny breasts kept him hypnotized, but he snapped out of it when her head lolled back and she started pumping her hips against his. “Landon, mmm, Lannndooon!”

He kept playing with her clit right through her orgasm. Her pussy slammed down one last time and she froze on him, her pussy clamping at him as she came. Her legs started finally to quiver, and she cried out, “Oh God, that was… that was…”

Landon waited just long enough for her to come down, then he was sitting up with her still riding his cock. On his knees with her sitting on his thighs, he began to pound up into Alissa, desperate for release. With a fever, she kissed his chin, his cheek, his nose, his forehead, and he gripped her back, pulling her down hard as he thrust up, his cock so close to release it ached. His phone rang and he ignored it, gasping her name.

“Alissa…”

“Come in me, baby, I want to feel it, fill me up again…”

He groaned, and his cock slid up one more time, coming so hard ne nearly blacked out. He could not move for a solid minute afterwards, panting into her shoulder, sweat rolling down his forehead. Landon finally could lift his head and kiss her, and regretfully, he let her pull away from him.

She laughed breathlessly. “Jeez. You are… you are very good at that.”

“You are definitely not terrible yourself.” Landon groaned, and crashed backwards, throwing an arm over his eyes. “We need to shower again, but if I get you in there naked and sudsy again, we’re never going to get your car up and running.”

“You stay there. Recover. I’ll get a shower first.” She leaned down and kissed him, and he pinched her butt before she could 
scamper away.

Still resting like that, Landon listened to the sounds of her showering, then brushing and gargling. She came in draped in one of his towels, and when it dropped to the floor so she could grab her clothes, he groaned with delirious contentment.

“Go,” Alissa said, laughing.

He did. Physically drained, he propped himself against the wall of the shower, letting the water blast away at him. Landon was so relaxed he could have slept that way. He thought he heard Alissa say something, but it was distant and muffled, and he no longer held any real fear she was going to just run off. It was strange. He’d been without a good relationship so long he didn’t realize how locked away he’d been. Now Landon felt more like himself than he had in years, since before his marriage.

He turned off the shower, yawning, and brushed his teeth. That draft again. He pulled the toothbrush from his mouth, and called out, “Alissa?”

She laughed somewhere deeper in the house, close to the front door, and he poked his still-wet head out, listening. Daryl’s thunderous laugh boomed back, and Landon groaned, “Oh no. This can’t be good.”

He hurried up and darted out of the bathroom to throw on a pair of jeans and a silk button-down over a white tee. He hadn’t combed his hair or dried it, and ran his fingers through it as he stepped out of the bedroom.

Daryl was standing in the living room, his gut sucked in as he grinned at his brother. Alissa sat on the edge of a chair, listening raptly to Mateo talk about the video game he got for Christmas. In the kitchen banging around was Mackenzie.

“-so you have to build things or else the bad guys get you at night,” Mateo said.

“Oh, they don’t want to be friends with you?” Alissa asked.

“No!” Mateo cried out gleefully. He tugged at the hem of his shirt and twisted side to side. Landon grinned at Alissa when she glanced up at him, smiling. Mateo ran to him and threw his arms around Landon. “Merry Christmas, Uncle Landon.”

“You too, buddy. Sounds like you got the game, huh?”

“Uh huh! And it’s so much fun! Can you play with me sometime?”

“Tell you what, my man, I have no plans tomorrow and I’ve got the day off. If your parents say it’s okay…”

They did, and Mateo did a liquid-limbed victory dance. Landon picked him up and the boy wrapped his arm instinctually around Landon’s neck. Mateo said very quietly, “She’s pretty. Is she your girlfriend?”

“I’m sure hoping she will be, buddy.”

That got a pair of shocked looks from Mackenzie and Daryl. Daryl stared between Alissa and his brother, and said, “Okay. I need to hear everything.”

“Well…” Mackenzie said, glancing meaningfully towards the bedroom. “Maybe not everything.”

Mackenzie’s gift to Landon, as it was every year because he loved it so much, was a meat and cheese tray along with a platter of homemade baked goods and candies, and the newly minted couple nibbled at everything as they talked. Alissa and Landon gave them an abbreviated version of things – he got her out of the cold, they hit it off, and for Mateo’s ears, she spent the night so she didn’t have to get a hotel room, which was more or less the truth.

“Don’t fill up,” Daryl said. “We’ll jump your car, but you have to have dinner with the family. Seriously, Alissa, this is… we were just talking last night about Landon finding someone. Freddie and I, we were sure of it. And you… well… you…” He shook his head, speechless.

“Yeah! Come to Grandma and Grandpa’s!” Mateo said, bouncing on his feet. “You could play dart guns with us!”

“How about it?” Landon asked Alissa. “No pressure. Just the best home cooking you’ve ever tasted and my whole family hounding after you all day for stories?” He cleared his throat. “Unless you have to go, which I’d get and I don’t want-”

“I’d absolutely love to,” Alissa said, her eyes twinkling at his discomfort. “I told you, I’m a big sucker for family Christmas gatherings. And I really don’t have to go until tonight.”

“Fantastic,” Daryl said, grinning like a lovestruck kid. Landon could relate.

* * *

If Daryl had been shocked, his parents were blown away. They went from stunned silence to massive hugs in seconds, and dragged Alissa into the living room to make her sit and tell them everything. Landon’s mom cried and cried, big happy tears that never ended for long that whole afternoon. His dad, much like Daryl and later Freddie, was just as twitterpatted as Landon, and spent the time with his wife’s hand in his, asking Alissa a hundred questions.

Daryl must have snuck away and talked to Freddie, because when the eldest showed up with his family, they came in bearing more gifts and boxes stuffed full of hot containers of food they’d been preparing for their own dinner. Since they hadn’t planned on feeding so many people, Landon’s mom reworked some of the leftovers from the night before into a ham and potato casserole and some other creative dishes.

Landon may have been smitten before, but he knew he was in love when Alissa received her first present and cried before she even opened it. He kissed her cheek as she unwrapped a bottle of wine with googly eyes and pipe cleaner antlers taped to it. Her tears turned to laughter, and she sniffed. “Thank you so much,” she said. “My family’s really far away, and this… this was so unexpected.”

“Any time, hon,” Josie said, and came forward to give her a loose hug.

There were more presents, more laughter, and a nice, lazy dinner. Landon and Alissa took different sides in the great continued dart war, and she turned out to be quite the commander. The boys all loved her, even if she had scary good aim.

Soon, though, it was time they needed to get her on the road, and Landon’s mom and Josie packed up several containers of leftovers for Alissa to take back home with her. After a round of hugs, Landon and Alissa set off in his car. She took his hand less than a block away from his parents’ house.

“This was…” Her voice caught, and she shook her head, sniffing again. “This was the best Christmas I’ve ever had, Landon. Thank you.”

“I feel the same way. And I cannot wait to see you again.”

* * *

Landon half-hoped his friend in the red coat had killed Alissa’s 
engine for good, but that was selfish. It started right up after a few minutes of a charge, and they sat together in her front seats, holding hands.

“You’ve always got a place with me,” Landon said. “I mean, my couch anyways. Or the floor. I might need the couch.”

She laughed, and squeezed his hand. “And you should come up to the mountains sometime. We’ll have some fun.”

“Absolutely.”

They kissed one last time, and Landon brushed her cheeks with his thumbs. Then, before he begged her to stay, he slipped out. “Call me when you get in,” he said.

“Screw that, I’m calling you on the road. I told you, I’m liable to go full on stalker on you now that I’ve got a taste.”

He laughed, and shut the door on Alissa. She beeped her horn, and pulled out. He stared after her, and only after a long few minutes did he turn to trudge inside.

But as Landon started up the first step, a tiny car came back around the nearest corner, and he jogged out to meet her. When Alissa parked again, she threw open her door and rushed to him. Their lips met over and over and over, and Alissa rested her head against his chest.

“I’m going to say something now, and it’s going to sound crazy,” Landon said. “I love you. I want you here with me. It doesn’t have to be this apartment, but when your lease is up…”

“Yes,” she said, looking up at him. “Yes, absolutely, yes. I love you too, Landon.”

Landon nodded back, smiling, and finally let Alissa go.

“Soon,” she promised.

Soon.


Gifts for the Office

Contains: Orgy, MF, some FF.

Whistlebone Security was dead. There was no last-minute investor. Everyone they could afford to cut was already out. When the six people remaining shut and locked the doors that Christmas Eve, it would be for the last time, save for the movers.

So of course they organized a party.

* * *

For fifteen years, the office had been Tiffani’s home. Not her home away from home, but her home. There, she rode out the end of her first marriage, burying herself in work to avoid the pain of five years of a relationship imploding. There she drank to the end of her second, not exactly cheerful about another divorce, but grateful to be away from a man whose anger could flare up at any given moment. There at Whistlebone, Tiffani found not just work friends, but real friends who propped her up and loved her as she loved them. There she found solace when her parents died in an accident on a rainy road. There she stayed the first couple nights when her basement flooded and made the place unlivable. When her boss Julian found out, his response was to drag her things out to his Audi and take her to his condo to stay with him and his girlfriend.

Whistlebone Security was just another job to most people, but not to Tiffani. She grieved for its end more than she had her two marriages. The five others left at the center of it all, the last to walk out that door, they weren’t family – you didn’t lust after family the way each one of them made her panties damp. But they were closer than anyone else in the world to her, and she would make their last hours together special. She swore it.

Julian gave her control of the Christmas party, same as he had every year since she was promoted to be his assistant. The company had no more funds for such frivolities, so he paid for it himself, giving her a staggering budget and whatever other resources she needed. It would be their best party yet.

* * *

Kevin tried on the dress vest and found he actually liked it despite his misgivings. Paired with the matching slacks, it looked good on him. But the dress jacket was too much. He put that back and headed for the living room, adjusting his collar.

His twin brother Peter lazed on the couch, drinking a beer and watching a recorded hockey game. “Find something?” he asked. His gaze finally shifted from the television to his brother, and he grinned. “Told you the vest would look good.”

“You think it works?”

“Absolutely. Tease your hair a bit with mousse. Not too much. You don’t want it to look oily. Just dip the edges of the comb into a little bit and…” Peter rose up. “I’ll do it. Hang on.”

Kevin wanted to protest, but of the two of them, Peter had always been better with women than his brother and Kevin wanted to look his absolute best. This might be the last time he could put a move on the smoking hot Tiffani. Bai would be there too, and she was so damn sexy it hurt his balls just to have her at the next desk, but she was married to Sam, and Sam could break about seventy-two of Kevin’s bones just by blinking at him. The guy was ripped.

The youngest of the core six at Whistlebone Security, Kevin thought he was walking into a great job a year ago, and for a while, it had been. But now that was all up in smoke, and though his prospects were brighter than most, he still felt bummed about the whole ordeal. He liked his coworkers. Julian was a great mentor. Tiffani was always so friendly. Sam and Bai had him over to dinner a few times. And Isaac, despite being the quietest there by a mile, had become his best friend in just the short amount of time Kevin worked there. They worked out together, played games online, and Isaac had even stopped Kevin from getting mugged once. He owed the guy a ton, and it sucked he wouldn’t be seeing him on a day to day basis.

Peter came back out with some mousse and a comb, and worked with his lips pursed. Kevin stood still, trying not to laugh at the thought of two twenty-two-year olds doing this, but his brother was never alone on a Friday night unlike Kevin. Living with him could be difficult for a lot of reasons – Peter was never on time with his half of the rent, and he lived like a slob – but when it came to a social life, Peter was Kevin’s guru.

“Yeah,” Peter said, pulling back and examining his work. “You look good, man. Hang on.”

He darted into his bedroom and came back out with a pair of gleaming black leather shoes. Kevin started to sit on the corner of the couch, but his brother warned him about cat hair, and he jumped up like he’d been burned. Standing on one foot, he pulled the shoes on. A good fit, and he had to admit, they made him actually feel even more handsome.

Peter grinned. “All right. Now you got it. Go put on some of my cologne. One squirt, on your wrist. Then rub it with your other one. That’s it. No more.”

Kevin did just that, and came back out. The shirt, vest, and slacks fitted to his tall, athletic frame nicely, and his hair looked like it had been professionally styled.

“How do you feel?” his brother asked.

“Honestly? I could dress like this every day. I feel like a gangster or something.”

Peter laughed. “All right, gangster. Go get yourself some.”

Kevin came over and hugged him tight. “Merry Christmas Eve, Peter.”

“You too, Kev.” He thumped his brother’s back, and when they pulled away, he slapped his forehead. “Almost forgot.” He dug in his pocket and pulled out an accordion of condoms. Kevin groaned, but Peter’s eyes twinkled and he shoved them into his brother’s pocket.

* * *

Bai and Sam were getting ready in their own enthusiastic, frantic way. Her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked the first few inches of Sam’s fat, angry dick, staring up at him with her delicate dark eyes as he gripped the armrests on either side of him. All Bai wore was a skimpy pair of bikini briefs, and her big breasts swayed as she bounced back and forth with every lick and slurp. The breasts were her Christmas present to herself last year. Not that Sam had ever complained, but she used to hate her flat chest. Now she loved her figure, and though she’d always been self-confident, with the implants she moved like a purring sex goddess.

Bai popped off him with a wet slurp and said, “Let’s go crazy tonight.”

“Yeah?” Sam asked.

She nodded. “If you get a chance, fuck Tiffani. I know you want to.”

Sam grinned. “Hell yeah I do. Who do you want?”

“Oh, everyone.” She slurped his cock back down, and popped off him again. “Tiff.” Again, she sucked his tip and came off, panting. “Isaac.” Suck. Pop. “Julian.” Suck. Pop. “Kevin.”

“All of them?”

Bai winked up at him. “All of them.”

Theirs had been an open relationship from the first day. Both of them were insatiable, and they loved that about the other. A few times they came across boundaries their partner didn’t want to cross, but over time, they worked out a great system. If one of them wanted to fuck someone else, they had to ask their partner and be honest. So far, there had only been one denial apiece. Bai had wanted to sleep with Sam’s best friend, and he thought that might get too weird. He’d wanted to sleep with one of her cousins, and she denied him for much the same reasons. There had been some hurt feelings on both their parts, but they navigated it together and were stronger for it.

This was the first time they’d ever talked about an orgy. Sam stopped Bai from sucking him again and stared down at her eyes. “Baby. I have to ask. Are you serious? Because if you’re joking, I want to make it clear right now.”

“Dead serious,” she said, her smile fading. “Problem?”

“Not one bit. That’s going to be hot as hell. Fuck, the thought of them running a train on you?”

Bai grinned. “I can’t wait to see you fuck Tiffani.”

“You’re talking like it’s already going to happen,” Sam said, giving her head a gentle nudge down towards his cock.

“Pushy,” she complained, but the sparkle in her eyes gave her away. She gave him a long, delicious lick, and grinned. “And it will. You’ll see. Now… mouth, tits, or face?”

* * *

Isaac pumped up the hip-hop as he drove, thumping his fingers against the steering wheel. He didn’t sing along. He never did. Isaac didn’t like to draw attention to himself, outside of his sneakers and 
his haircut, both of which were a vanity he splurged on every so often. He liked shoes. Had a whole closet full of them, in fact, and could have filled another closet with all the ones he’d sold online after they became rare. And his hair was his art. He loved throw-back cuts, and currently had a curly Mohawk with a high tight fade. It looked good on him, especially with his big, tall frame and his naturally angry face.

Not that Isaac was actually ever angry much. He was a wallflower most the time. Online, he was more communicative, and he played basketball with a crew that could get him talking on the court. Kevin could draw him out pretty easy too, but Kevin was like that with everybody. Dude was a bit of an overenthusiastic geek, but he was a likable one. Isaac really enjoyed working out with him. Kevin didn’t like to talk a lot when they were pumping weights or doing cardio, and he listened to all sorts of good music. And if Whistlebone had stayed open, Isaac suspected in another year or two, the kid might be better at the job than even him.

When he neared Kevin’s place, he slowed and pulled up to an empty parking space. Kevin popped out immediately, looking pretty damn all right in slacks, dress shoes, and an honest to God vest. Throw a fedora on him and he’d be a private detective. He’d actually combed his hair, too. That might have been a first. No doubt that was all his brother. Kevin was a good kid, but he’d show up in sweatpants and tee shirts if no one told him different.

Isaac flicked the lock on the door and Kevin hopped in.

“Hey man,” Kevin said.

“What’s up, dude? You look good.”

“Thanks.”

“Gonna try for Tiffani tonight?”

Kevin blushed. “Uh. You know. It being the last day and all.”

Isaac grinned and turned down the music. His friend practically drooled over the busty blonde assistant. She and Bai both were the kind of hot that made every guy in the building just about nut themselves when they were in the elevator. “Nothing ventured, right?”

“That’s the idea.”

They drove together a while, and Kevin finally asked, “You get 
any word back from Huff-Cooper?”

Isaac grimaced. Most everyone from Whistlebone had been picked up by the database management company, but apart from Julian, Isaac was the highest paid employee of the company by far and he wasn’t working his way up the ladder from the bottom again. Not with other offers on the table. “Yeah. Forty thousand.”

“Jesus, man, I make that now.”

“I know.”

“You thinking about California?”

“Not much choice,” Isaac said. His two best offers had come from the state, a big move for a guy who loved New Bainbridge as much as he did. His pay would be substantially more but the cost of living would eat the hell out of it. “You?”

“I don’t know.” Kevin sighed. “I gotta land somewhere with a future. Huff-Cooper has that, but I’m gonna be fighting people for decades just for a tiny promotion. There’s gotta be something better out there. They gave me until New Year’s to say yes or no, so I’m gonna sit on it a few days and think.”

“Mm. Merry Christmas, right?”

Kevin laughed shakily. “Right.” He fiddled with his hands and his mouth kept opening and closing. Finally he asked, “Hey.”

“Mm?”

“You and Tiffani dated, right?”

Isaac didn’t need to bother to respond to that. He made the rounds with just about every good-looking woman in their building, not just in the company, and he’d spent a few weeks knocking plaster off the ceiling with Tiffani. Just the thought of the blonde secretary on her knees in front of him made him hard. She’d been fantastic, but he wanted to move on and she obviously had a thing for Julian. It was never going to go anywhere.

“Got any, you know, advice?”

Isaac shrugged. “Swing for the fences. The hell do you have to lose tonight?”

Kevin fidgeted some more. “I mean… you know…”

“Look, Kev, I don’t know what to tell you. You’re a handsome dude and there’s bound to be a lot of alcohol at this thing. Don’t play around. You offer to get her a drink, and if she says yes, you tell her 
you want to hook up. She agrees, great. She says no, you move the fuck on. Dating world’s not as full of bullshit as people make it out to be.”

Isaac stared at him, and finally started cracking up. “That’s the most I’ve ever heard you talk.”

“Yeah, yeah, fuck you.”

* * *

Julian finished off his glass of scotch before settling it on the bench next to him and playing with the ivories. The hotel bar had a great view of the eight-story office building where he’d set up shop the last twenty years. When he was tapped to be the manager, he was so young and fresh-faced, just a few years out of college. But back then, his double degrees in business and programming made him an ideal candidate for the job, and the owner had never regretted it.

That was done now. The owner passed away that spring, and his businesses had slowly been sold or dissolved. Whistlebone had been one of the last few left standing, but the writing was on the wall the day of the old man’s death.

A thousand questions rested heavily in Julian’s heart. What if he tried to buy out the company himself? He was not a poor man, but he was a manager, not an owner, and frankly he’d been wanting to take a step down in his duties for over a decade. The stress wasn’t worth it. If it hadn’t been for his assistant Tiffani, he no doubt would have quit years ago. She kept him propped up there at work, and sometimes – okay, often – outside of the office too. Not sexually, but Tiffani was his Zen, his safe place when his frustrations with his personal life boiled over.

But even Tiffani didn’t know everything. Julian hadn’t told anyone the engagement was off. Fabienne was less than pleased he was looking at work that paid almost fifty grand less than he earned now, and he didn’t have it in him anymore to fight with her. She was exhausting, and always angry about something, and Julian just had enough of it.

Besides, as Fabienne had pointed out to him with a drunken slur to her words, she’d never been the one he truly loved anyways.

Julian pushed that to the back of his mind as someone stepped up behind him. “I don’t suppose,” the man said with a deep 
cheerfulness, “you’d happen to know any Christmas music?”

Julian grinned without turning around. “Suppose I do, sure.”

He launched into one of his favorites, a jazzy take on a near forgotten classic. Surprising him, the man joined in with the lyrics, belting out the song to the laughter and clappi8ng of everyone else in the bar. When they finished, someone shouted, “Another!” and they got another round of cheers.

The man stepped up next to the piano, and Julian gaped up at him. He was dressed in the absolute best Santa outfit Julian had ever seen. From the supple black boots rising nearly to his knees to the obviously tailor-fitted pants and top all the way to the hat on his head, this guy had spent a fortune getting the fit and the splendor just right. Even the white trim had intricate details the likes of which Julian had never seen. He liked one particular image of children chasing after a sleigh, all stitched in gold thread.

“May I?” the man said, gesturing at the piano.

“Oh, absolutely, please,” Julian said, collecting his glass. He started to scoot off the bench, but the man in the Santa suit chuckled, his belly jiggling with the sound.

“I meant the two of us playing.”

“Ah, right,” Julian said, making room.

The man in the suit started up another song, this one immensely more recognizable, and the whole bar joined in as Julian played alongside him. His worries seeped away, and they quickly launched into a medley, racing and laughing to keep up with each other as one would change the song midway through. The bar loved it, and about fifteen minutes later, Julian held up his hands in defeat, chuckling.

“You’re fantastic,” he said.

“Well, you know, being me and all, you hear the songs so often,” the man said, his nose twitching with his wide grin. “Say, could I buy you a hot buttered rum? I haven’t had one in so long.”

“I will gladly buy you one, but I’m afraid I have to say no for myself. I have a Christmas party to attend here in…” Julian checked his delicate watch. “Oof. Fifteen minutes.”

They ambled towards the bar, and found stools near the corner. The man in the Santa suit helped himself to some cookies brought in from the hotel’s restaurant, his pleasure evident as he bit into an 
oatmeal raisin. Several people came over to tell them they were fantastic, and a few posed for pictures with the man in the Santa suit. He returned his attention to Julian when the hot buttered rum was plunked down in front of him.

“A party, hm?”

Julian nodded and sipped his own water. Odd, but it tasted somewhat of peppermint. Not unpleasant at all. “I run… or ran, I suppose… a data protection company just across the street. Yesterday was our last official day. Today is our Christmas party, and then…” He smiled wanly. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to drag the mood down.”

“Quite all right. That must be difficult.”

“It is,” Julian sighed. “I wish more than anything I could make sure they’re all taken care of. I feel like I’m responsible for them even when I know they have to move on. All I want is to make sure they’ll be okay. And maybe to be really happy today, even if that’s kind of ridiculous to hope for, considering.”

“Why would that be ridiculous? You seem like a good man and a good boss. I’m sure what happened wasn’t your fault.”

Julian sipped his water again. “I don’t know. There are so many what-ifs playing in my head the last few months. You think about all the things you could have done differently, about all the risks you could have taken.” An image of Tiffani stepping out of the bathroom at his condo, draped in a towel. Only the slopes of her breasts and her legs had been visible, but it was an image that fueled his every desire for years and years.

“It’s never too late,” the man in the Santa suit said kindly.

Julian drew in a breath, and let it out in a soft sigh. “I suppose not.” He hopped off the stool, and offered the other man a hand. “Been a pleasure, Santa. I come here pretty regularly. If you’re ever around, swing by and we’ll play another song sometime.”

The man in the suit squeezed his hand as he shook it. “Good luck to you and your employees, Julian.”

Only as he was squaring up with the bartender did Julian realize he’d never told the man in the suit his name. He frowned at that, but maybe the guy knew Julian from around the block. Anything was possible. Julian turned around to ask him, the man was already 
gone. When he stepped out into the early evening, he thought he caught the flicker of something circling up and up into the sky, a cart tethered to…

No.

Just his imagination. It had to just be his imagination.

Julian shook his head, and started for the office.

* * *

Kevin and Isaac came out of the parking garage just in time to see Sam’s big SUV pull into a spot on the street. The big man jumped down from the driver’s side to the ground, and Kevin halfway expected the ground to crack under him. Not from fat, but muscle. Sam was one of the most jacked guys Kevin had ever met, and moved like a hungry wolf stalking his prey even when he was just walking to work. He wore a white tee and black jeans, with a big red Santa coat over it all.

“Ho ho ho, bitches,” he shouted to them as he came around the other side.

“Heya Sam,” Kevin called. “Merry Christmas Eve.”

“You too, brother, you too. Isaac! Say something!”

“Something,” Isaac said, and nodded at the other guy.

The passenger’s side opened up and out came a short, hosed leg ended in an impossibly tall heel. Kevin’s mouth dropped and Isaac grinned as Bai dropped down. In a teensy tiny green cocktail dress adorned with a few bells and fake mistletoe, she screamed sexy. How the extreme low cut didn’t show off her nipples was a mystery, and if she stepped just right, she was going to be in immense danger of flashing the world her panties, if she had any on under that dress. On her head was a Santa hat, and her makeup had been done up to emphasis her delicate lips and her twinkling eyes.

“Merry Christmas, boys,” she purred, grinning at them both as Sam took her arm.

“Y-yeah,” Kevin muttered. “Merry…” He faltered and couldn’t work out the last word.

“Hey Bai,” Isaac said.

“You look good, Kevin,” Bai said. “Very tasty.”

Kevin’s cock reached for the stars, and he tried to will it down. He had to walk ahead of everybody else, thinking he’d embarrassed 
himself beyond all belief, but Bai whispered something in Sam’s ear as they strolled towards the building, and her husband whispered back. Even in those high heels, Bai could still walk fast somehow, and caught up to Kevin in a hurry.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, stroking his arm.

“Uh,” he said, blushing furiously. “Uh, nothing.”

She clicked her tongue. “Something got you flustered?” Theatrically, she whispered, “Is it me and this little dress?”

“Uh, Bai… I mean, we shouldn’t… Sam is…”

“I suppose you’re right,” Bai said, and stroked his arm one last time. “Can’t wait for the party, Kevin.”

“Me… me either,” he muttered, expecting at any moment Sam to snap his neck.

Much further back, Isaac caught Sam’s mad grin and said, “She going to pop his man-cherry?”

“That’s the plan,” Sam glanced aside at him, surprised. “Wait. He really a virgin?”

“Yeah. Listen,” Isaac said, keeping his voice low. “He’s scared and embarrassed. Let her know before she gives him too much shit, okay? He’s a good guy.”

Sam held out his fist, and Isaac bumped it, grinning.

The building was mostly shut down for the holidays, but a chubby guard signed them in and they headed for the elevators. From down the hallway towards the other set of doors, Julian called, “Hey, merry Christmas, everybody.”

The group, even Isaac, turned and repeated it back to him as he jogged down the hallway. Julian looked good, but he always did in slacks, a crisp white shirt, a tie, and a sport coat. His employees held the elevator for him as he signed in with a flourish. He dug in his coat pocket and handed over an envelope to the guard. “You’re a good guy for working tonight, Raj. You have a merry Christmas.”

Raj glanced inside the envelope and gaped. He looked up sharply. “Sir, I… I think you might have made a mistake.”

“No mistake. Been a pleasure.”

Julian joined the others at the elevator, and Bai grinned up at him as he did a double-take at her outfit. She reached out and ran her fingers across his chest. “Mm. You look good, boss. If only there was 
some mistletoe around here.” She glanced around ponderously at the men around her, and couldn’t help a giggle at their assorted discomfort and Sam’s wide, hungry grin.

They rode the elevator to their floor, and Isaac and Kevin jumped when Bai’s hands slipped down behind them and squeezed their asses. She kept staring straight forward as they both glanced at her, but there was no time for any other reaction.

The elevator doors opened, and they walked into Christmas made physical, all of them, even Bai, stunned into momentary silence.

* * *

The guard blinked when Tiffani walked through the door at three in the morning, carrying a box in both arms. The building’s owner told him she’d be coming in extra early that day but he thought early might mean seven or eight, not when it was still pitch-black outside and most sane people were wrapped up in blankets with someone to keep them warm.

And there was no doubt in his mind Tiffani could find someone to fit that bill. She was stunning, with long, dirty blonde hair, a figure that couldn’t be hidden beneath suits or skirts and blouses, and an oval face not quite given over to fat, but with a little extra vibrancy to it. She glowed every time she walked in the door. Now, even in sweatpants and a big zippered hoodie, she made him suck in his gut and sit up straighter.

“John, could you help me haul in some more boxes?”

“Uh, I really shouldn’t leave the desk…”

“They’re all lined up outside. You could keep an eye on the desk from there, I promise.” Near the elevator, she bent over to settle the box on the ground, giving him a spectacular view of her juicy ass through her sweats.

“Miss Tiffani, I don’t know,” he said, his dick lurching in his pants.

She turned and caught him staring.

“Well…” she said, giving him a smile warm enough that it could have baked a Christmas ham. “It’s the holidays. Maybe you could help me as a present, and I could give you one in return?”

“What, uh…” John licked his dry lips. “What did you have in 
mind?”

She reached up to unzip the hoodie, revealing a stunning amount of cleavage and just the barest hint of a sports bra. She strolled towards the desk, and murmured, “Hm. Show you my boobs?”

“More,” he murmured. Her smile dipped, and he added, “I want to fuck them.”

Tiffani chewed her lip, and said, “Split the difference. I’ll show you them and you can come on them.”

“Fuck yeah,” John breathed. He stood up, hands dropping to his zipper.

“Uh uh. You’re going to help me with the boxes first. And you’re going to help me take them up to the office too.”

He groaned, but hastened towards the door where she came in. There were six boxes in total out there. She was damned lucky no one stole any of it. Some of them were filled with liquor and food in sealed containers, and those were the ones she wanted him to lift. The rest were much lighter, though the boxes bigger. They carried them first to the elevator, then hauled them upstairs. The Whistlebone office took up half of a floor, opposite a call center for a shipping company. Inside, almost everything but the desks and some of the office furniture was gone. Another company in the building bought out all that, and would be by after Christmas to move it out. It was all that remained of the company Tiffani worked so long for. They settled the boxes onto a long conference table and fetched the rest from the elevator.

Back downstairs and at his desk, John hastened out of his belt and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, and Tiffani glanced down at it as she unzipped her hoodie. She had a change of clothes in her SUV, something far more formal for the party, but she hadn’t wanted to get it dirty while she set up and now she was doubly glad she’d worn something easy to get in and out of. The guard’s look of bliss when she pulled open the hoodie made her grin. The guy was kind of cute in a dopey way and she didn’t mind giving him a little show. Wasn’t like she was ever going to see him again, and besides John had a shit job on Christmas Eve. As long as he didn’t try to get handsy, it might even be fun.

Tiffani’s big breasts could hardly be confined by the sports bra. 
They were hard to find in her size until Wisps of You opened a few stores in the city. With her cleavage on full display, John swallowed hard and spat into his hand before stroking his cock.

“Take it off,” he croaked.

Tiffani slid her fingers up into the cups of the bra, nudging one up just a little bit, drawing that breast higher and higher before she teased him with the other cup. He groaned, and stroked faster and faster as more of her flesh was revealed. When she reached the pink of her areolas, he started jacking himself harder, his back stiffening. Tiffani thought he was going to come before she had even revealed her nipples. Instead he kept on going, keeping up an impressive pace while she finally slipped free her soft pink nipples, thick as erasers and just as stiff. This was turning her on too, and she rubbed her thighs together.

“Fuck, those are the best tits I’ve ever seen,” John moaned.

“You like them?” she asked, freeing them from her sports bra. She gave him a little wiggle to speed him along, making her luscious, big breasts shake side to side.

“You know I do.”

She knelt, and cupped them for him as his hand whirred on his cock just inches away. “Come for me, John. Come all over these big fat tits.”

He stared, slack-jawed as she lifted first one nipple to her mouth, then the other. “Uhhhh, fuck,” he moaned. “Uhhh, please, please let me fuck them.”

“Uh uh,” Tiffani said. “We had an agreement.”

“Spit on it, then. Please, God, I’m dyin’ here.”

She hesitated, then leaned over his cock and spat on his dick’s head for John. Tiffani stared up at him, his cock just an inch from her face, and slowly lowered her head. She didn’t suck him or even touch him with her lips, but her hot breath on his cock was all John needed. He stiffened and grunted her name, and she shut her eyes as he stiffened and jerked his cock one last time. He came, hitting her forehead, her upper lip, her chin, her tits. Big fat wads ran down her face and before she opened her eyes, she ran her fingers through them and collected it. When it was finally safe to open her eyes again, Tiffani did, grinning up at the guard. She rubbed the come all over 
the slopes of her breasts, and leaned down to give him a kiss on his still jerking cockhead.

“Thanks, John.”

“M-merry Christmas,” he gasped as she stood upright.

* * *

Tiffani cleaned herself up in the office’s employee bathroom, then started in on the decorations. She wanted to get them done early, but she’d need a break at some point to start the tangy honey glazed ham. Caterers would be bringing in much of the rest of the food, but Tiffani yearned to take care of her closest friends one more time and had opted to make the ham herself. Along with that, she spent the better part of the last two evenings baking and making candy for everyone in the office. Each of the others would get a big container full of their favorites. She hoped with all her heart they liked them.

The decorations she brought up in that first load were the biggest of the bunch. She set to work inflating a big Santa and a snowman, meant for the outdoors but which would be just short enough that they wouldn’t brush the ceiling. Once those were done and set up at the entrance beside the door, she put up her Christmas tree. The office one still stood in a corner but she thought a second would make the place really pop, and she was right. Hers was a multi-color tree while Julian had always preferred a white frosted one for the office, and the contrast gave the place a fun, festive feel. That took much longer than she expected, and she was beginning to worry that doing this alone had been a foolish idea.

But that didn’t stop Tiffani from trying. Next came several light-up reindeer, which she strung along the base of a wall before deciding they could probably be hung safely on the cup hooks left in the wall to hold the office’s former art. With a little tweaking, that made the reindeer look like they were flying. The idea did spoil her plans on hanging the Christmas lights, but maybe with some more extension cords, that could work out to her favor.

By that point Tiffani had to get home and grab the ham she prepared the night before. She hummed along to a Christmas station as she drove, happy and so very sad all at once. The urge to tell Julian what lay in her heart weighed so heavily on her mind. She 
wouldn’t, of course. Tiffani had fought her feelings for him for all these years and wouldn’t spoil things for him or his fiancée at the end. But she could give him – and the rest of their closest coworkers – the best damn sendoff she could, and the idea kept her moving, kept her from pulling over and sobbing.

The ham, wrapped carefully and boxed up, went onto her floorboard. It was covered in a spicy honey pineapple glaze, a favorite recipe from a beloved neighbor. Tiffani loaded up the last of the boxes into her SUV, and headed for a store to pick up some extension cords. Back at the office, employees of the few businesses open that day were slowly rolling in, and this time she had plenty of help hauling in boxes.

Once she set up the ham in its crock pot, the rest of the morning was spent on the little things – running fishing line up to the ceiling tiles to hang paper snowflakes she cut up and designed herself, putting up lights around the tables and windows, adding some small touches to Julian’s private office. Christmas ornaments went absolutely everywhere, as did strings of gold, silver, and white beads. The one thing she didn’t hang was tinsel – even the no mess kind still tended to leave enough strands behind that she always got a note from the cleaning crews, so she saved them the trouble. By noon she was mostly done, and sat down to write personal notes to her coworkers on handmade cards she bought from a craft fair. To each one, she penned a joyful memory, a thought for the future, and an “I love you and I’ll miss you.” Each made her cry, but none so much as Julian’s. She couldn’t write his for a long few minutes, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue until she was calm enough again to try to say something clinical and sweet. But Tiffani couldn’t help the end, when she wrote, “With Love, Always.”

Was it too much? She didn’t know, but Tiffani did know time was pressing in. She sealed the envelope in a hurry so she didn’t tear the whole card up. She kissed his envelope and put it in on his desk, along with her present to him. It was simple, and probably dorky, but what do you get the man who has everything besides simple and dorky?

That done, Tiffani worked on the last of the decorating, rolling out white and red tablecloths, fixing each office chair with a pair of 
antlers from a craft store, and setting up holographic lights that would play across the walls to the digital Christmas playlist she had picked out. She tested the sound system, lowered the volume a hair, and settled down at her old desk, trying to think if there was anything she’d missed.

The presents under the tree.

Tiffani could have slapped her forehead. She found the box buried among the empty ones for the decorations, and piled everyone’s presents under the two trees. Simple gifts, all of them, but heartfelt. Kevin was the hardest to shop for. Though he already felt like a natural addition to their close-knit group, she just didn’t know him well like the others and had to call her ex-something Isaac. He had provided her, in a series of grunts and vague sounds that might have been syllables, some tips, and she hoped Kevin liked what he got. If not she still had the receipts for everything and a little extra cash in her purse.

The ham was smelling good and everything was almost all set. As she waited for the caterers to arrive, Tiffani busied herself making more snowflakes for the windows and doors. There was something she wanted to do, something naughty, and she fought the need making her panties wet just thinking about it.

The last remaining phone in the office buzzed. She snatched it up, and the security guard on duty told her the catering company had arrived. She told him to let them up, and a few minutes later, met them at the door.

They brought in trays of amazing looking desserts, and Tiffani was glad she’d bought the extension cords and power strips, because they also had some dishes that were supposed to be kept warm or cool. She hadn’t asked for that, and found out Julian had upped her order. That made her grin. Silly man. He’d already spent a personal fortune on this.

They were in and out faster than Tiffani expected, and she sampled a few things before she was certain enough time passed they hadn’t forgot anything and would make an inconvenient reappearance. Tiffani strolled into Julian’s office, already unzipping her hoodie again and working at the knot in her sweatpants. She wanted to do this for so long. So many years gone by when she 
dreamed of fingering herself to an orgasm in his chair.

His office was one of Tiffani’s very favorite spots in the whole world, not because it was nice – it was, though plain and the view was just that of the busy street below and the hotel across the way – but because it was the one place Tiffani got to have Julian to herself. He liked to be among his employees, sometimes taking calls with the Q&A team when they got busy, sometimes working with Isaac and the programmers when the need called for it. Once, when their regular janitor was on vacation and the staff complained about the temporary help, Julian stayed after hours, emptying garbage cans and getting under the desks with the vacuum’s extensions.

But in his office, Julian was the boss. Waste his time when he had his nose to the grindstone and he had a limited amount of patience. He afforded every employee in the office just enough time in there to ask about family or their welfare, and then he expected them to get to the point. Everyone, that was, save for Tiffani.

With her, he was kinder, more apt to talk about inane nonsense. With her, he opened up about his personal life – not much, and never anything of real importance – but enough that Tiffani realized she was closer to him than anyone save for his fiancée or the girlfriends that came before Fabienne. It wasn’t just a personal level, either. Not even Isaac had his ear as professionally as Tiffani. She knew people better than anyone else on the staff, and she had the feeling Julian groomed her in the early years of their working relationship to take over for him should he finally pull the trigger and decide to quit or take a demotion. He valued her advice, her know-how, and most of all, her ear to the ground. If someone’s work flow was affected because of a personal problem, Tiffani made sure to let Julian know discreetly. If they were just slackers or bored with the job, she told him that too, trying to remain impersonal about it. He never asked her to handle the reprimands or the firings, and if he acted on them, he always did it after an amount of time so that the finger couldn’t be pointed at her for blabbing. Theirs was a great relationship, the best of her life, and Tiffani couldn’t so much as touch him for fear of fucking it all up.

She wouldn’t change that now. Fabienne was crass and sometimes sharp, but Tiffani actually liked her. She was fiercely 
intelligent, a masterful conversationalist and debater, and when the holidays rolled around, she organized a number of fundraising dinners and charity events for the needy. Tiffani was a frequent guest at those events and Fabienne always seemed to genuinely care. Tiffani couldn’t compete with that. She didn’t want to. Julian and Fabienne were perfect together. Even their names had a certain sort of symmetry, damn it.

That didn’t stop Tiffani from wanting Julian. And now, after so many long years of daydreaming about doing such a naughty thing, she sat in his big leather chair, slid her panties down just far enough, and slowly dipped her fingers down to her sex, sighing with long-withheld pleasure.

The office still looked much the same, minus his computer, his file cabinet, and the bulk of his personal items. Even his picture of himself and Fabienne was gone, thankfully. Tiffani didn’t want to stare at the two while she did this. Instead, she imagined the time she spent at Julian’s condo, coming out of the shower wrapped in her towel to his clear surprise. Though maybe time and wishful thinking had amplified the memory some, Tiffani thought she remembered a flash of hunger to his eyes, and instead of him turning away and heading outside the way he had in reality, she envisioned Julian’s eyes staying locked on her as she blushed, unsure of herself.


Take it off
, that fantasy Julian said to her as he had so many times during a similar fantasy at home.

S-sir?

I said drop the towel. Or I’ll take it off for you.

Tiffani moaned, both in the fantasy and in reality, and she lifted her fingers to her mouth, sucking and licking them to get them good and wet. She dropped them to her folds, rubbing her lips gently to get herself started, making round, easy motions as she thought about the crispness of Julian. His clean-cut black hair, always in a precise, no nonsense crew cut. His clean-shaven face. His sparkling blue eyes. His athletic frame she’d only seen out of a suit a few times, mostly when she was living with him. The youthfulness of his smile, the slight quirk to his lip when he worked.

Faster and faster she stroked herself, leaning back in the heavy chair. She thought about him that day, imagining her towel dropping 
at his order. About trying to hide her modesty from him and Julian stepping forward to take her hands and pin them behind her back so he could kiss her. No. Not kiss her. Devour her with his mouth, his tongue, his need. Then he’d let her go so he could undo his belt and drop his pants, and she’d help him with his shirt as he pushed her to the bedroom. Sometimes she dreamed about Julian eating her out, but this time, what she’d done with John tinted her fantasy, and in it, she poured oil between her big breasts and he traced it around with his fingers, staring down at her as he finally gave her his cock to suck on. Then she slid it between her breasts and squeezed them together so her boss, the man in charge, could fuck her tits solely for his pleasure while she squirmed and tried to ignore her pussy’s needs for as long as she could take until finally…

“Fuck me,” she gasped in the dream and in real life. “Please, sir, fuck me. I’m your slut, Julian, I’ll do whatever you want. Just fuck me. Sir.”

Sir.

The Julian of her dream curled the corner of his lip up at that, and she was falling to the bed and turning over on her hands and knees. He drove into her with a fierce plunge, his cock so huge within her, and he shoved her face down into the mattress, using her, fucking her so hard she could do nothing but take it, take him.

“F-fuck!” she gasped, stroking her clit now with one hand while she hooked two fingers and slid them into her wet folds, going straight for her spot and flicking it hard and fast. “Jul-Julian!” she screamed, letting herself go, giving herself over to the fantasy. No one would hear her. She was all alone as she came, and came, and came, her pussy contracting against her fingers, gripping them tight as she squirmed and squirted.

She panted, out of breath and coming down as the last dregs of the fantasy escaped from her, and finally Tiffani sat up, startled. “Oh no,” she murmured, standing up and realizing just how wet she’d made the chair. And in the thin carpet… oh no. She giggled helplessly. There was nothing else to do. Several quarter sized stains were clear as day on the light gray carpet. Shaking her head, she got up and fetched some napkins from the main work area, still in only her bra as she came back in and wiped down the traces of her orgasm 
from the chair and from the floor as best as she could.

The room reeked of her sex, and Tiffani pulled back on her clothes before opening the blinds and a window. It was chilly, but she had no other choice. She dipped into the private bathroom, cleaned herself up, still getting fits of occasional giggles at her naughtiness and the force of the orgasm. The thought of having to explain to Fabienne why her fiancé’s office smelled like pussy sent her into laughter so hard Tiffani had to brace herself on the sink.

Not too long until everyone showed up. She changed outfits, took up a chair at her own desk, and thumbed through her phone’s contact list, wishing everyone she knew a merry Christmas as across the street, the unrequited love of her life was playing a duet with Santa Claus.

* * *

Julian was the final one to enter into the last hurrah of the Whistlebone Security main office, and the most awestruck. Either Tiffani had help or she’d been at this all day. He was stunned. His grandfather had loved Christmas so much he dedicated half his home to it every year. This would have made the old man cry. Though Fabienne loved the holidays, she wouldn’t have liked this. She preferred all whites or golds or blues at Christmas, not this eclectic mix of styles and colors. She liked perfection, but Julian loved this kind of joyous disharmony. This was amazing.

From her desk near his office, Tiffani stood up. Her black, floor-length dress revealed nearly as much cleavage as Bai’s, and when she stepped forward, Julian fought not to stare at the hip high slits revealing her creamy thighs.

“Merry Christmas,” Tiffany said to all of them. But her gaze was solely on Julian, and his spine stiffened as he impulsively sucked in his almost non-existent gut.

“Merry Christmas, Tiff,” Sam said, stepping forward to give her a kiss on the cheek. Julian felt an insane urge to throttle the other man, even if Sam could probably throw all of them from the top of the building with all the effort it took to snap a toothpick. “Place looks great.”

Bai followed him, eyes wide and fixated solely on Tiffani’s mountainous cleavage. “Jeez, babe, you look… holy shit, you look 
sexy.”

“Thank you,” Tiffani said, blushing. “You look absolutely yummy too.”

“Mm, I hope so,” Bai said, stepping up to give Tiffani a kiss on the corner of her lips. That surprised Tiffani, but not so much as the hand that reached down and gave her butt a pinch. “Sorry. But I’m feeling saucy tonight.”

“No, it’s uh…” Tiffani said, and couldn’t come up with anything, so instead, she reached down and pinched Bai’s butt too.

“Fuck,” Kevin murmured, almost inaudibly. Isaac gave him a little push, and he stepped forward, blushing. “This all looks amazing, Tiffani.”

She gave him a kiss on the cheek, and patted his butt too. “Thank you, Kevin.”

“Hey, I didn’t get a butt grope,” Sam complained, but he was already heading for the alcohol.

“You’ll get your turn,” Bai promised him.

Isaac came to Tiffani next. Julian knew they’d been an item for a few weeks once upon a time, as had been the case with Isaac and most the cute women around the building at one point or another. Never once had he received an HR complaint about the man. He was up front about his lack of desire for a relationship, and every woman in the building knew his reputation. If you wanted to get fucked and good for a few weeks, you went to Isaac. Anything more than that and it was on you.

“Tiffani,” he grunted.

She grinned at him and emulated his gruffness. “Isaac.”

His stoicism cracked, and he smiled as he kissed her cheek. It lingered longer than anyone else’s so far, and she didn’t seem to mind.

And finally it was Julian’s turn. He stepped forward, his hand rising to her bared shoulder, then pulling her in for a hug, a long one. When they finally pulled apart, he hesitated only a moment and kissed the corner of her mouth. Still so close he could feel her breath, he murmured, “I can’t believe this. You outdid yourself again.”

“Thank you,” she whispered back, and was it his imagination, or 
were her eyes fluttering? She swallowed hard, and stepped back. “No Fabienne?”

“Uh. No.”

Julian didn’t want to elaborate yet, not in front of everyone else, and Tiffani, as always, sensed his mood. She whirled away, gasping. “Music! I meant to start the music when I heard the elevator!”

She brought up a playlist, and in the strangest sense of synergy Julian had ever experienced, the very first song was the same one that he’d played with the man in the Santa suit. It sent every hair on Julian’s body sky-high and he gaped at Tiffani, trying to work through the weirdness. She blushed at his scrutiny, and headed for the table laden with buffet trays and wrapped goods. The food was shown off, and she encouraged everyone to grab a plate of the ham before it cooled too much.

They did, with Sam and Bai taking point, his hand all over her ass and lower back without a hint of shame. Julian had seen that ass before, had even taken it once. Sam and Bai came with him to a conference, and in a sauna, Bai had slipped in the door as the two men sat talking sports. She dropped her towel and a bottle of lube onto the bench beside Sam, and jerked them both to hardness right there before she mounted her husband, riding him with slow, hard strokes as she stared at her boss. Sam gave him the tiniest nod, and Julian rose up to press his cockhead to her lips. She gave him a few noisy licks and slurps, then shook her head, grinning. “Not that hole,” she murmured and gestured at the bottle.

She was exceptionally tight, and eager, and Julian fucked her ass while she rode Sam for what felt like hours until she begged Julian to come inside her. He did, wondering just what the hell kind of trouble he’d get into with human resources, but Bai and Sam had never talked about the incident or invited him to a threesome again. Julian wasn’t sure if he was relieved or disappointed in that.

Now Sam was deliberately raising the back of her nearly non-existent dress high enough to show off flashes of her ass cheeks and panties, and Kevin, sweet young guy that he was, stared with a growing need evident in his eyes. Even Isaac was watching with keen interest, and Julian saw Tiffani looking too, at least a few times. She caught Julian watching her and blushed, but didn’t look away.

They ate, and Julian played bartender to Tiffani’s weak protests. Everyone loved the ham – Tiffani had that down to a science – and the catering was top notch, with a focus on variety over quantity. There was just enough for everyone to sample everything at least once, and everyone got full without being bloated.

Tiffani, bouncing on her feet and making her breasts bob, clapped her hands. “Present time!”

Sam sat up straighter next to Bai. Julian wasn’t sure, but he had a fairly good idea she’d been giving him a handjob under the desk. He was surprised to discover he didn’t really care. It was hot as hell, and the couple was having fun. Why not? What was it going to hurt?

“Tiff,” Sam said, “we did gifts last week.”

“I know,” Tiffani said, smiling even as a tear slid down across her cheek. She blinked and sniffed. “This was just something personal and little for each of you.”

She dug out several packages from under one of the two trees, and now Kevin’s groan really was audible as the slit revealed a shocking amount of her creamy ass. With a couple cocktails in him, he was quickly losing whatever discretion he had. Poor kid, Julian thought, amused.

There were presents of his own to give out. He rose up and headed into his office to dig out five envelopes from his wall safe, frowning. Why was the window open?

Tiffani’s gifts were passed out as Julian came back in, and they tore into the lovely wrapping with gusto. Tiffani said to Julian quietly, “Yours is on your desk.”

He took her hand and squeezed it. “Thank you, Tiffani.” He dropped the envelopes in front of everyone, and sat next to Tiffani. He took her hand, and she glanced down, blushing.

His gift to them was simple – a bonus. Though in years prior the company paid for it and not Julian in particular, it was tradition, and they expected it and thanked him for it, but it wasn’t as special as Tiffani’s gift. To each of them, she gave them a personalized gift. For Isaac, it was a pair of boat shoes. Isaac stared at them and grinned.

“Perfect!” he said, and rose up to kiss Tiffani on the cheek.

Sam received a glow-in-the-dark frisbee golf set, and Bai a lovely pendant on a fine silver chain. She put it on immediately, and gave 
Tiffani a smoldering kiss on the lips with just the faintest hint of tongue. Julian watched, his cock stirring. The sexual tension in the room was building and building, and Julian knew what was going to come on some instinctual level, or at least suspected. But it wasn’t yet time.

Kevin was the slowest to open his gift. He was one of those crazed individuals who liked to save their wrapping paper, and cut each bit of tape with scissors until Sam snatched the present out of his hand and ripped into it. Kevin punched him in the shoulder lightly, and grinned at the other man.

“All right, all right, point taken,” he said, and hurried through the rest of it. Inside a cardboard box was a hardback copy of a new science fiction novel by a writer Isaac knew he liked. It was signed, too, something Kevin didn’t understand at first. He glanced at it and grinned. “Hey, neat!” he said. “I’ve been wanting to read this. Sweet gift, Tiff.”

“Open it,” she said.

Kevin did, and he studied the first page for at least half a minute. She thought he still didn’t get it until all of a sudden, he choked out, “That’s the… that’s the coolest thing anyone’s ever given me.”

Bai rushed over to him and looked over his shoulder, her breasts pressed against his back. “Aw,” she said throatily, right next to his ear.

Kevin glanced over his shoulder at Bai, grinning, but he rose up to give Tiffani a hug, and whispered into her ear, “Thanks, Tiff.”

He surprised her with a kiss on the lips, one she returned more out of surprise than any real deep feelings for Kevin. He was cute, and she’d fantasized a few times about the young man, especially the idea of him licking her pussy with that beautiful face of his. But a kiss was an unexpected development from him. Not unwelcome, but she had one last gift to give and wanted to do it now before she lost her nerve.

She pulled away from Kevin and patted his butt. “Grab yourself another cocktail, everyone. I want to give Julian his present, and then we’ll play some games or maybe do some dancing.”

“I’ve got some ideas too,” Bai said, her eyes twinkling. “Kevin, come here a moment, would you? I have something I want to talk to 
you about.”

Sam leaned back in his chair, grinning like a lunatic, and Isaac even looked anticipatory. Julian rose to his feet, and he and Tiffani stepped into his office for the last time together.

* * *

“Before you say anything,” Julian said, “I want to have a private toast. You and me.”

“Okay,” Tiffani said quietly, watching him cross to his safe and pull out a bottle of 1990 red Bordeaux. She knew that because he’d talked about it before. In fact, she knew what it was meant for, and she gasped. “No, Julian, not the wine for your wedding.”

“Ah,” he said, digging out a corkscrew from his desk and working the top. “About that.” He uncorked the bottle and offered it to her. “You first. Please. To the most wonderful woman I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing and working beside. I…” He trailed off and she took the bottle with trembling fingers. She sipped what was easily the most expensive wine of her life. It was rich and delicious and she closed her eyes, trying to make it last.

When she opened them, he was back at his safe, pulling something else out. She’d received a bonus like the others, but now he handed over a small wrapped package, shaped like a necklace. She opened it, and sure enough, that was what it was, with several large amethysts, her birth stone. He took the bottle from the desk and drank from its tip.

“It’s beautiful,” Tiffani breathed. He helped her put it on, his hands staying at her shoulders as he opened his mouth several times. She turned in his arms and his eyes fell to the necklace hanging between her breasts. She slipped her fingers under his chin and tilted his gaze up so she could gently kiss the corner of his mouth. “Thank you.”

“Tiff, I…”

“Let me give you my present first,” she said, tears slipping out of her eyes. “Then we can go back to… to the way things were.”

“Is that what you want?” he breathed.

“Julian…”

“I’m serious.”

“Don’t do this to Fabienne,” Tiffani pleaded with him. “Please. 
Because I can’t say no to you.”

He said nothing, but turned and picked up her package to him. When Tiffani tried to step back, he rested a hand on her shoulder and gently nudged her towards his chair. He opened the package, stared for a long time at the photo, and murmured, “I love you.”

“W-what?” Tiffani asked, not so much sitting as falling into his chair.

Julian put the picture on the desk, and knelt before her. He took the hem of her dress and slowly raised it up her leg, making Tiffani gasp. “I don’t need to tell Fabienne because we broke up. A month ago.”

“Oh my God,” Tiffani murmured. “You never told…”

“Anyone,” Julian said. “I would have shown up at your door that first night, but I needed to get some things straight in my head.”

The fabric of the dress came up past her knees, and out in the main office, Bai cried out, “Oh my God, Kevin! Like that!” Neither Julian or Tiffani paid them any mind. They knew what was happening. All that mattered in that moment was Julian drawing the dress up high enough to catch a glimpse of the lacy black boy short panties under Tiffani’s dress

“When we delayed the wedding in June, we both agreed it was because it was a bad time, with this place closing and my future pretty uncertain,” Julian said. “But the truth was, I fell out of love with Fabienne a year or so ago. I was holding on because that’s what you do. But every day I’d come in here, and… I don’t have the words, except to say you made me content. Every day, I looked forward to seeing you. Every day, I hated having to say goodbye to you each night. I realized you were who I wanted to spend my time with. Who I needed in my life” He brought the dress up over her thighs, and nuzzled his head against the thin cloth covering her sex. “I only wish I saw all this sooner, Tiffani.”

“I love you so much,” she whispered. “I have for years.”

He thumbed the waistband of her panties and brought them slowly down as she lifted her butt off the chair. “Years? You never said anything.”

“The timing was never right, and I thought… if I told you… I might not…” Tiffani gasped as he kissed the hood of her clit, gripping 
the chair tight. “I might screw up… oh, Julian… what we had. It was better to… mmm… have you for eight hours a day…” She closed her eyes, her thighs parting wide for him as he lovingly kissed her pussy lips. “…than not have you in my life at all.”

“Tiffani,” he murmured, and leaned in to suck at her clit.

Julian said no more, not for a long while. Tiffani’s body was the only thing he paid any attention to. She was so responsive to his touch, to his lips, to his tongue. When he slid two fingers into her, she clamped down on his hand with her own, urging him on with soft whimpers and gentle pushes. He built up to the rhythm she liked, all the while teasing her pink lips with his tongue. Julian was glad he’d bought a good, solid chair, or otherwise Tiffani might have flipped over given how hard she was rocking back and forth to meet his fingers.

And she was wet, so very wet, and warm. He loved the taste of her, buttery and musty and fragrant. Every day he could, Julian vowed to himself, he would make love to her this way, to make up for lost time.

Her rocking turned into harder and harder thrusts, especially when he began rubbing her clit with his thumb, giving it no more than a few light flicks before really working it. She loved that, and her back arched as she gasped his name, “Oh Julian, Julian, I’m going to come…”

“Do it,” he murmured, staring up at her. “Come for me, Tiffani.”

She gripped his hand and held him in place, her eyes squeezing shut, her chin doing a cute dip nearly to her breasts. She held her breath so long he thought she might pass out, and then the air exploded from her as she came, her back convulsing, her thighs spreading wide.

“Oh God!” she wailed, and he was rushing up, his fingers still deep inside her, his Tiffani, always the love he’d been seeking and right there beside him the whole time. They kissed, and kissed, and then she was guiding his fingers out of her, pulling them to her lips. She sucked them down, and Julian could take no more. His cock throbbed as he kicked off his shoes and dropped his pants. Hurriedly she dropped to her knees, taking him in her pretty mouth as he worked his way out of his jacket and shirt.

When she came off him, Tiffani gasped, “You’re as big as I dreamed.”

“Thanks,” he said, grinning. “And you’re as sexy and wonderful as you have been since the day I met you.”

There was no subtlety to the blowjob. Tiffani wanted Julian’s come and she wanted it now. She slurped him down wet and noisily, twisting her head as she worked up and down his shaft. When he was properly lubricated, she gripped his shaft and jerked him hard as she licked and sucked his first few inches, making it as lewd and loud as possible.

“Shit, Tiffani,” he groaned. “That’s amazing.”

She popped off him and blushed. “Um. You can… put your hand on the back of my head and… be a little…you know. If you want.”

He gaped at her. “Is that what you want?”

Tiffani squirmed and looked down at the ground. “I have this… fantasy… of you. Being, um, commanding. Dominating me. Not like… BDSM dominate, but…”

“Tiffani,” Julian said, cutting her off.

“Yes, sir?” she asked, glancing back up.

“I want you to take that dress off. Then I want you back on your knees sucking my dick.”

Her lips parted, and she breathed, “Yes, sir.”

She rose, and turned so he could help her with the zipper. The dress fell to the ground, and he took in her beautiful frame. Her black bra matched her panties, lost somewhere in the office and forgotten about. Her plentiful ass rippled when he smacked it, and she let out a cry of pleasure. Julian took her by the shoulders and turned her, getting his first look at her full breasts and drawing a sharp breath. God, but she was beautiful. Despite her wishes for him to dominate her, Julian had to take a moment and kiss Tiffani, his hard cock throbbing against her soft belly.

“Now…” he murmured, staring into her calm, sweet eyes. “Suck me off, baby.”

He nudged her down to her knees again, and she stared up at him, grinning as his cock rested against her cheek. She kissed his balls, one by one, then worked her way up his shaft, quickly and with only light brushes before she swallowed him down whole, going the 
deepest yet until his prick was lodged well into her throat. Tiffani held him there, her eyes watering, and stared up at him until finally she had to come off him for air.

“That’s very good, Tiffani,” he said, trying not to grin. He placed a hand on the back of her head, trying to avoid the temptation to stroke her long blonde hair, and pushed her back down onto his dick. He wasn’t going to last long at all, not with the gorgeous blonde bombshell of his dreams asking him to drive his cock into her mouth. The sounds he was hearing from the main office weren’t helping matters much either. Someone was making Bai cry out her own passion. He wanted to see that, and hoped and wondered if Tiffani would too.

Or maybe she’d join in.

“Do you hear them out there?” he asked her, pulling her head back almost to his tip then driving his cock back into her wet, needy mouth. “Do you hear Bai getting fucked?”

“Mm!” Tiffani moaned around his dick. One of her hands disappeared between her legs.

“When I’ve come down your throat, I want to see it. And…” In for a penny, he supposed. “I want to see them. With you.”

“Mmmmf!” Tiffani gasped around his dick. Wet squicks told him she was into the idea too.

“Do you want that, Tiffani? Want Sam and Isaac and Kevin fucking you in every hole?”

She pulled off his dick and whimpered, “Oh fuck, yes, so long as I get to have you after, yessss.”

“You’ll have me every day you want me,” Julian promised her, sliding his cock back into her mouth. “Tonight I’m taking you home and fucking you in every room of my condo.”

“Gwark!” Tiffani said, taking him deep in her throat, her eyes glistening, her fingers playing faster and faster at her pussy. “Gwark gwark gwark!”

“But right now, I’m close. You’re going to swallow me down. And then I want you up and out there, fucking who I say to fuck.”

“Mmmmmf!”

She sucked him hard a few more times, and he stiffened. She stared up at him, and he murmured, “I’m coming, baby.” Tiffani 
smiled around him, and sucked him deep one last time before pulling off nearly to his tip, jacking his cock into her mouth. He shivered and came, trying not to jam his dick too far into her mouth no matter how she might want to be used. It felt like gallons shooting out of him, so much come she had to open her mouth and let some of it dribble out. Her throat worked and worked as she stared up at him, his cream dripping down her chin, hitting her breast. Then finally, blessedly, Julian was spent, and Tiffani licked her lips, getting every last drop of him she could.

He guided her to her feet, and stroked her chin. “Tiffani, listen… if you don’t want to, if I ever tell you to do something that you don’t like…”

“I want it,” she whispered. “Maybe just tonight, I don’t know. We’ll figure that out. I’m not opposed to us having an open relationship so long as we always come back together. But they’re my closest friends, and having some… fun with them, I can’t think of a better way to say goodbye.”

“Okay,” he murmured, and pulled her to him so he could kiss her cheek.

She headed into the bathroom to gargle and spit, and took his hand one more time. He brought it to his lips, and murmured, “I’m so in love with you.”

* * *

The group watched Tiffani and Julian disappear into his office. Sam said, “What do you suppose the odds are they don’t fuck?”

“Dude,” Kevin said, trying to sound reproachful and missing the mark. Instead, he was morose about the whole thing. Bai was married, and now it looked like Julian and Tiffani were headed towards a tryst.

“He’s engaged,” Isaac said mildly. “Julian wouldn’t cheat.”

“Uh, I wasn’t supposed to say…” Bai started, then shrugged when every guy’s eye fell on her. “I ran into Fabienne at one of her fundraisers a few weeks ago. Sans ring. She and Julian broke up a while ago.”

Isaac finished a long drink of his Negroni. “Yeah. They’re fuckin’.”

Kevin sighed dejectedly. “Agreed.”

“Aw,” Bai said, rising up and pulling down her dress when it rode high enough to nearly show off her pussy, “was someone looking to get laid tonight?”

“I just thought…” Kevin said, then shook his head. “I… hell, I don’t know.”

She crossed the room to him, and guided him to his feet. “And what if it wasn’t her? Hm?”

“Wh… what?”

Bai leaned in close and gave his ear a tickle with her tongue. “What if…” she breathed against his skin, making him shiver and harden. “…it was with me?”

Kevin backed away fast, nearly knocking over his beer. Isaac snatched it away from his butt, and the young man looked desperately at Sam. “I didn’t… I…”

“Kevin,” Sam said. “Easy, brother. We agreed earlier. If Bai wants to play, that’s her choice.”

Kevin’s jaw dropped. “You’re… you’re cool with it?”

Sam shrugged. “It’s her life, and her choice. But yeah, sure, I’m okay with it. She’d let me have a chance with Tiffani, if it came to that. We’re kind of… swingers, I guess. We have fun.”

Bai reached up and rubbed Kevin’s cheek. Her eyes glittered with good humor and desire, and she leaned up to kiss him gently on the mouth. “What have you done, tiger?”

“Sorry?”

“I mean, have you ever eaten a woman out? Had a blowjob?”

“Um…”

Isaac patted Kevin on the back. “It’s all good, man. You’re with friends. No one’s going to give you shit.”

“I…” Kevin said, blushing. “I had a girlfriend who let me, um, finger her, but that’s about it.”

“Okay,” Bai said. “First off, because I get the feeling what comes after is going to take a while, you’re going to eat me out.”

“For real?”

“For real,” she said, grinning. “You could teach Sam a lesson with that kind of enthusiasm.”

Sam protested, “Hey now!”

Bai ignored him. “Then I’m going to get on my knees… and I’m 
going to suck you… Isaac… and Sam off until I’m frosted in your come.”

Kevin’s eyes went huge, and he murmured, “Holy… shit.”

Bai winked at him and sat on the edge of the table. She finished off his drink, and passed it off to Isaac who set it safely aside. She hiked her skirt up, showing off her tiny, lacy thong. She curled a finger at Kevin as Sam got up and moved his chair for a better view. Isaac did the same on the opposite side. Kevin dug out the accordion of condoms and dropped it on the table. Bai eyed it, grinning.

“Someone really was hoping for a good night.”

“My brother, he gave them-”

“I don’t care,” Bai said, pulling him in and kissing him. His eyes widened again, his hands rising and falling, unsure of themselves. She grabbed those and pulled them around the small of her back. Kevin gripped her and dipped Bai down against the table, instinct taking over as he met her playful tongue with his own. When they broke away, she arched an eyebrow. “Mm. Well, at least you’re a good kisser. That’s a start. And your mouth and your tongue are all the tools you’ll need. Help me with my panties.”

Kevin gulped, and worked her dress up the bare minimum it needed so he could grip her panties and pull them down. Despite Sam’s best efforts with his fat dick, Bai’s pussy was a teensy thing, with her lips barely peeking out around her folds.

“You said you fingered a woman before,” Bai said. “Do you know where the clit is?” He nodded, mute. “Show me.”

She spread her knees apart, and Kevin licked the tip of his thumb. Carefully, like he might break her, he slid her folds apart and drew his thumb right up to her hood. She arched her back, already taking pleasure from this. Bai didn’t realize she had a thing for virgins. That was interesting. Fun, though.

“Very good,” she breathed. “Stroke it for me. And when you’re ready, tease my lips a bit with your tongue.”

Virgin though Kevin might be, his fingering skills really weren’t bad, and he knew enough not to apply too much pressure. Bai wrapped one of her tiny arms across her face, moaning into it when he found just the right place.

Sam took over the instructions. “Lick her slow, but steady. 
Imagine you’re painting with your tongue.”

Kevin glanced over and nodded, and Sam gestured back towards Bai. The young man leaned in hesitantly, and stuck out his tongue to give her an experimental lick. She writhed against the table – okay, maybe it was a bit for show, but this really was fucking hot. “You taste good, Bai. Like flowers.”

She smiled down at him. “Thank you, Kevin.”

He nodded, and proceeded to lick her other delicate lip, working his way to her clit. There he let go and gave her a flick of his tongue. Bai gripped the back of his head, and Sam said something about him being a natural, but from that moment on, Kevin’s whole universe was licking Bai’s sweet, tiny pussy. He liked it, he discovered. How delicate she was, how responsive. At her urging, he slid a finger into her and she really loved that, especially when he found a rhythm she liked and kept time with flicks of her clit with both his tongue and his free hand.

“Oh my God, Kevin! Just like that!” Bai cried out. Isaac and Sam cracked up but Bai was a live wire on the table, writhing and clutching at Kevin’s head, pulling him down tighter against her as her back rose and fell. Sam stood up and came over, working her dress up her body until she sat up momentarily, letting him pull it up and over her shoulders, baring her breasts. She’d worn no bra with the thing, and Isaac stared hungrily at her dark, small nipples and big breasts.

Sam gestured at them as if to say, “All yours,” and Isaac leaned down to suck one of her tits into his mouth. He cupped her breast in both hands and squeezed it gently, looking up just in time to see Sam drop his pants and grab one of Bai’s hands to stroke him. Between her legs, Kevin noticed none of this, his tongue and fingers working hard to push her over the edge as fast as possible.

The extra stimulation, Isaac sucking on her nipple and the feel of Sam’s thick cock, rocketed through Bai and she began to murmur half formed syllables. “Kev, mmm, fu-fu… mmm… l-like that…”

“Come for him, baby,” Sam said, brushing her cheek with his thumb as he started humping into her hand. “Show him how hard you come, Bai.”

Bai arched her back, her feet kicking uselessly at the air. “Kev… 
oh… Kev… r-right…” Her eyes opened wide, and she wailed out her pleasure as she shuddered from head to toe, her orgasm ripping through her with such sudden force that she couldn’t think straight. Kevin pulled back, grinning, and Bai twisted so she nearly fell off the table. Sam grabbed her as Isaac pulled away, and they guided her to a chair.

“Cock,” she gasped. “I need a cock in my mouth, now.”

“Still you, Kevin,” Sam said, slapping the other man on the back.

All three men undressed quickly while Bai pushed herself to the edge of the chair and sank two fingers into herself. The three men lined up at her face, and she sucked Kevin down hungrily first, closing her eyes in rapt pleasure. She would take her time with the other two, but Kevin, she wanted to give release for the amazing oral he gave her. She stared up at him, and winked. He winked back.

“Thanks, Bai.”

She popped off him and wiped a trail of spittle from her lip. “Baby, you’re welcome, but this is as much fun for me as it will be for you. So stop thinking of it as me doing you a favor and just let go. Have fun. Touch what you want. Play with what you want. Everything is open to you three tonight. Okay?”

Isaac blinked. “Uh. Everything?”

She turned and kissed his cockhead. “Everything,” she said before she returned to Kevin’s. She gave him another long slurp, and glanced up again. “Warn me before you come.”

“Sure.”

Had they looked into the other room, they would have seen a blowjob eerily similar to Bai’s work with Kevin. At that moment, Tiffani was just starting to get a taste of Julian, a wet, sloppy affair just like Bai with Kevin. Unlike the other woman, Bai had two other cocks to play with while she sucked and licked the young virgin. Isaac was as silent as ever, but Sam cheered on her efforts with Kevin.

“Suck his dick, baby. I love you looking so slutty like that.”

“Ut!” Bai agreed feverishly around Kevin’s cock in her mouth.

“Go ahead man, give her a nudge with your cock, like you’re fucking her face but slower. Yeah, like that.”

Bai stared up at Kevin, bobbing up and down on his cockhead, 
her cheeks sucked in. She felt so good around him, so tight and wet. And her tongue! It was so small, but where she licked left him tingling, aching. She popped off him and turned her head to the side, rubbing her lips up and down the side of him, once, twice, three times until she reached his base again and licked his balls.

“Ohhhh, fuck,” Kevin gasped.

“Are you going to come for me, Kevin?” she asked before she sucked his other ball into her mouth. She gave it a good lick, then let him go and slurped on his tip with a wet, loud pop. “Are you going to come all over my face? My tits?”

“Soon,” he groaned. “Oh man, Bai, you’re so hot.”

“Tell me what you like about me, baby,” she whispered, and sucked him down again, going mercilessly after his first few inches, alternating between quick lashes of her tongue and twisting her mouth up and down his length.

“I love your sexy eyes,” he said, for once ignoring Sam and Isaac. “I love your… oh, God, that’s good. I love your big tits. I love how you make even just walking look so fucking sexy. I like how beautiful you are. Exotic.”

She dropped the other two guys’ cocks and held Kevin’s in place, slurping and sucking on him harder and harder. His words were making her wet again, and she wanted him to come so badly so he could recover and fuck her good and hard. Bai whimpered at the thought, and it was the delicate sound that did it for him.

“Bai, I’m going to come,” he warned.

She pulled off him and he took over jerking his cock, his hand whirring up and down his lengthy bit of meat. Her eyes closed, and the first shot of warmth hit her nose, her mouth, her tits. Kevin came like champagne uncorked, geysers of it, and she grinned.

“Oh my God,” he gasped, coming down and giving one last pump of his cock across her lips again. “Oh fuck.”

“Sam,” she murmured, her eyes still closed.

Sam grunted, jerking his own cock hard.

“Get my phone. Give him a Christmas present he won’t forget.”

Sam turned on Kevin. “You show anyone…”

“I won’t,” Kevin promised. “This means too much to me.”

Sam nodded and jogged over to grab Bai’s phone. He punched in 
her code as he walked back, his big cock dancing up and down the whole way. Bai sat as she had, a calm smile across her face as Sam took five pictures of her at different angles, then a few more as she licked up the come she collected on her hand. Then she took the phone from Sam, and winked up at Kevin. “One more. Come back here, baby.”

He did, and she sucked his flatlining member into her mouth and held the phone out, smiling around him. Flash and click, and she handed the phone back to Sam. “Send those to him while I take care of Isaac.”

Sam grunted irritably but did as he was told. She turned her attention to Isaac, whose own hand had kept himself hard the whole time. She took in his glistening black cock, and licked her lips. “Mmm mmm mmm. I love my Christmas treats,” she murmured, and sucked him down.

Isaac stroked the back of her head while she blew him, and Sam joined them in a moment. She alternated between the two, giving them sloppy licks before working one of their shafts for a while, jerking off the other one. Kevin grabbed another drink and sat on the edge of the table where he’d eaten her out, recovering and watching, a satisfied grin on his face. They heard some passionate noises from the next room, and Sam glanced behind him with Bai sucking him off.

“Bout time they hooked up,” he said.

Bai pulled off him and squeezed him tight enough to draw a grunt of pain from him. “Hey. Attention on me. If she comes out to play, you fuck her good, baby, but for now, you’re mine.”

“Yes, wifey dearest,” Sam said, and pulled away from her second attack.

Just for that, she focused on Isaac, giving him the blowjob of a lifetime and jerking his shaft hard and fast. Already excited from playing with her breast and having watched Kevin get his, Isaac was already on the edge. He hung on, though, and she felt the challenge in him as he grinned down at her. She’d always had a little bit of a thing for Isaac. He was well-built, athletic, muscular, though not as beefy as her husband. His goofy hairdos aside, the guy had style too, and his own quiet sort of swagger. He was a fuck boy who knew he was a fuck boy and didn’t need to advertise it. Bai could admire that 
and she spread her legs wide for him, lewdly playing with her pussy as she stroked and fucked him with her mouth.

Sam stepped up beside her, insistent, and she changed her focus to him as Isaac jerked himself off. Her husband could be a jealous man when they got up to fun with friends, even if he loved to play around in threesomes and foursomes. Sam enjoyed watching her get off, but he also loved the times when he was the one who pleased her the most, and it was clear he was now in full peacock mode, craving her attention and wanting it all for himself. Bai gave it to him, clenching his muscular ass as he gripped the back of her head and fucked her face, his balls slapping against her chin as she choked on his cock.

Finally, she managed to pull away, gasping, but Isaac was right there to fill the void, and eyeballing Sam, he too grabbed the back of her head and fucked her pretty little mouth for all he was worth. Sam grinned at him, a little glint of challenge to his eyes, and on the fifth or sixth stroke, nudged the other man to be given his turn. They kept up a pattern like that, fucking her face hard for a handful of strokes before passing her to the other man, daring each other to come first.

It was a race Isaac lost. Maybe that was on purpose, to keep the peace. Bai didn’t know and she didn’t care. He warned her with a tap on the top of her head and a simple, “Bai,” and she pulled off him, rubbing his cock against her cheek and her lips. He came like a firehose, most of it landing on her face. Kevin took the pictures this time, even snapping one of her fingers buried in her pussy as she slurped her husband’s cock back into her mouth. It wasn’t long before Sam jerked out of her mouth, his hand joining hers in jacking him off right on her breasts and her face. With him, she didn’t need pictures. They had hours of video back home.

But they took one anyways.

When she’d sucked down the last of the come and had a drink to gargle with, she kissed each man in turn. A little seltzer on a napkin helped her clean up the rest of where they’d come. By then, Kevin was ready again, and when she kissed him again, he reached around and groped her tiny ass.

“How do you want to do it, baby?” she asked him, pointing at the condoms behind his back. Isaac grabbed one, tore it open and 
passed it to her.

“I want you on top,” Kevin said. “I want to suck your, um, tits while you fuck me.”

“Yessss,” Bai hissed, and guided him to an armless four-legged chair. He sat, and Bai rolled the condom on for him, kissing him hard and fast, panting into his mouth as she jerked him back to full hardness. He groaned as she straddled him, her legs spreading wide as she rubbed her pussy along his length.

“Ready?” she asked Kevin. He nodded, blushing hard, and she reached underneath her to grip his cock and guide it into her. Just like that, with no fanfare, he was a virgin no longer. “Now, just let me do the work, sugar.”

“Oh-okay,” Kevin murmured, leaning up to kiss her.

She smiled fondly at him, and slowly began to rock her hips up and down on him, getting used to him. Kevin was in awe of her, staring up with dumbfounded gratitude in his eyes. She was glad they got the blowjob out of the way first to make this last for him. Then again, his staying power during the foreplay had been on Sam’s level.

“You’re going to be an amazing lover,” she told him, rolling her hips on him. “You’re lasting so long already. And when I tell some of the girls… mmm…. how good you are with your tongue… fuck, Kevin, they’ll be lining up.”

“Really?” he breathed.

“Mm hm. Play with my tits, baby. Or my ass. Whatever you want. Just enjoy the ride.”

He nuzzled her breasts with his cheeks, moaning with pleasure. Then, reverently, he took one nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking and moving quickly to the other. Then he stared up at her as he ran his hands over her ass. To one side, Sam snapped a few more pictures of the pair.

“You want to see her go wild,” Sam said, “wait until you take her ass.”

“R-really?” Kevin asked.

“Oh yeah,” Sam said.

Bai grinned. “I love anal. I love sex just about any way I can get it. I’ve even given Sam a footjob.”

“Wasn’t too fun for me,” Sam grumbled. He headed for the food 
and picked over the leftover cookies and desserts, popping a few bites into his mouth as he watched the fucking.

Bai winked at Kevin. “I maybe didn’t know how, um, much pressure to use.”

“Bullshit,” Sam said, cracking up. “You kicked me in the nuts, baby.”

Kevin laughed too, squeezing Bai’s ass. “Really?”

“Mm hm,” she murmured.

He surprised her by leaning up and kissing her. She liked that. It was a simple gesture, but showed more confidence than just about anything he’d done. She returned it, letting the kiss heat up until he was chasing her lips hungrily.

“Give her a little spank,” Sam said.

Kevin raised a hand, still kissing her, and only after a moment’s hesitation, brought it down. It was barely more than a tap, and Bai shook her head against his lips. “A spanking, baby. Give me a crack of that hand.”

He raised his hand again, and slapped her butt more playfully. Isaac walked over, licked his hand, and gave her a crack across the ass that left an imprint. She gasped and shuddered on Kevin’s cock.

“Oh fuck,” she managed to get out. “Again. Harder.”

Isaac obliged, the sound shooting through the room. Kevin tried it himself again, and Bai jumped and nearly fell out of his arms, his cock staying just an inch or two inside her. He pulled her back to him, taking her nipple into his mouth.

“Nip it, just a bit,” she moaned. He did, hoping he wasn’t doing it too hard, and she responded like a firecracker, writhing on his cock. Again Isaac smacked her ass and she started humping Kevin faster and faster.

“Mmm, fuck, mmm, fuck,” Bai cried. Isaac turned her head and his cock was right there at eye level. She gave it a suck and turned her attention to Kevin. “Fuck me, baby, when I go down, you go up, okay?”

He did, and though his rhythm was a bit off at first, he learned fast, and soon she was gasping and moaning as he met her thrust for thrust. Isaac alternated between jerking off right at her face level, her tongue occasionally sliding across his tip when she could 
manage it, and smacking her ass. He knew not to do it too much, les the pain outweigh the pleasure, and soon massaged her ass, licking his finger and sliding it around her bud. That really did drive her wild, and she humped down at Kevin harder and harder, her dark hair spilling into his face.

“Kevin, oh Kevin, I’m going to c-come!”

Kevin fucked up at her faster and faster, sweat beading on his forehead. He was close too, and couldn’t talk. He wanted to hold on, wanted to make it good for Bai, and maybe it was a Christmas miracle or just his natural stamina, but he endured. She pumped down one last time, her legs spreading wide, and she buried her face against his shoulder, nipping him without realizing she was doing it, crying into his neck.

“Fuck, Kevin, fuuuck!”

Kevin pounded up into her as she wrapped her arms around his head, holding on for dear life. His cock was a blur, and he panted her name as he drew close. A few minutes later and he was coming inside a woman for the first time.

“You serious about us fucking your ass?” Isaac asked Bai. She glanced at him, unfocused, and he leaned down. “Still with us, Bai?”

“Lube,” she gasped. “In my bag.”

Sam fetched it, and tossed it to the other man. “Go slow or I rip your head off. Not an idle threat.”

“Not my first time, Sam,” Isaac said. He helped Bai off a panting Kevin, and guided her to a table where he bent her over and spread her legs wide. He worked on a condom, and slipped his cock into her pussy once, savoring the tightness of her before he set about his real work. He spread a dollop of lube around her bud, easing it in gently with a finger, letting her get used to it. She was wide enough he didn’t fear hurting her too much – he and Sam were about on par as far as size – but still Isaac was gentle.

He lubed up his condom, and leaned in to ask her one more time, “Sure about this?”

“Oh fuck yeah,” she murmured, staring back over her shoulder at him.

Isaac pressed his cockhead to her tender, glistening bud. She moaned, her attention shifting to Sam as he sat on a chair across the 
table, idly stroking himself and watching his wife slowly take another man’s cock up her ass.

“Fuck, Bai,” Isaac groaned, and just then, the office door opened.

* * *

Every eye fell on Tiffani. Her blonde, unkempt hair falling down across her full breasts. Her sex, bright red from her earlier pleasure. The man behind her, still nude, his arm going around her waist as he kissed the back of her neck.

“Holy shit,” Bai breathed. “Tell me you’re joining us.”

“Is that… is Isaac in your ass?” Tiffani asked.

“Mm hm. And it feels ah-mazing. Your man was there, once,” Bai said, winking.

Tiffani turned to Julian, and he shrugged. “It was before Fabienne.”

She swatted him on the butt. “Naughty boy.”

“Enough talking,” Sam grunted. “Tiffani, you fair game in all this?”

She blushed. “Yes.”

“Thank God.”

Sam shot to his feet, grabbing a condom on the way to her. He pulled her with him beside Bai, and positioned her bent over the table, just like his wife. His fingers slid across her sex, and he found her wet and wanting already. On came the condom, and he rubbed his cockhead against her lips, taking pleasure in the moment before he slid his head surprisingly gently into her, taking his time, making it last.

“Ahhhh, fuck, you’re tight,” Sam groaned.

Bai reached over to Tiffani and caught her hand as Isaac started to push his cock deeper into her ass. He went slow so as not to hurt her, and Tiffani squeezed her hand.

“Bai, you’ve always been so pretty,” Tiffani murmured as Sam slid deeper and deeper into her cunt.

“I’ve thought, mm, about you so many times,” Bai whimpered. “Playing with me and Sam.”

“Show me…. ah… when they’ve finished…” Tiffani said, her eyes sliding shut and shuddering with pleasure as Sam bottomed out deep inside her, his balls resting against her for a long moment as he 
savored the feel of her around his cock.

“Yesss,” Bai moaned. “Fuck my ass, Isaac.”

Side by side, the two men both pulled nearly out of Tiffani and Bai. Julian grabbed a fresh beer, and sat on the edge of a chair, watching the proceedings with a satisfied look on his face. Kevin was sprawled out too, catching his second or third wind, and watched, stunned as the two beauties he’d fantasized so much about were fucked right in front of his eyes.

Sam’s cock pumped into Tiffani time and time again. He swept up a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back so he could kiss her with a burning need. She returned it, her mouth parted, her eyes dazed. With every thrust, her big breasts swayed over the table, bouncing back and forth like pendulums. It was a sight no one else in that room would ever forget.

And beside her, Isaac’s cock stuck out lewdly from Bai’s ass, the beautiful woman gasping with every slow thrust. He stopped a couple times to apply more lube, and soon they had the feel of each other and she spoke the words he wanted to hear. “Shove that big fucking thing up my ass like you own it!”

Isaac grunted in pleasure, doing just that. She gasped out her pain and her pleasure.

“Oh my God, Julian, look at her,” Tiffani moaned. “Look at that dirty little slut take it up her tiny ass.”

Julian was, and slowly jacked his cock as he did. He wasn’t hard again, not yet, but much more of this and he’d be as hard as a steel bar. Kevin too got closer, watching the big black dick splitting Bai open. Her ass tried to push Isaac out. Still gripping her hair and with a hand on her waist, he kept jerking her up for sloppy, wet kisses that left her gasping into his mouth as he pummeled her ass with his big dick.

“Harder,” Tiffani cried.

Sam growled, “Which one of us?”

“Both!” the two women said as one.

Sam grabbed Tiffani’s arms and pinned them behind her back. With every bit of force he had, he plunged into her, absolutely pounding her quivering pussy. He pushed her nearly facedown onto the table, her breasts sliding against it.

Isaac let go of Bai’s hair and gripped her waist so he could fuck really start fucking her ass. His cock was all she knew in that moment. Every inch of her was his in that moment as his balls slapped against her ass, his cock slamming into her so hard it blotted out every other sensation.

“Yes!” Bai screamed. “Oh my God, Isaac, yes!”

“Come again, Bai,” Sam growled. “Take that cock, and come for him, baby!”

Bai balled up her fists and writhed as Isaac crammed his dick into her. “Mmmmm! I’m coming, I’m coming so fucking hard!”

An orgasm roared through her, and she shouted wordlessly with it, completely unaware of the sound. Isaac was unstoppable, a beast, uncontrollable. He held her tight and fucked her ass in a blur, her orgasm rolling, rolling, rolling. Her fingers found her cunt and she sank them in, the double penetration rolling her into a second orgasm within minutes, and Isaac was there, his fingers with hers, pumping into her ass and her pussy.

“Yes!” Tiffani cried beside Bai, her voice hoarse. “Fuck Bai! Come in her ass, Isaac!”

Then Sam was flipping her over and throwing Tiffani’s legs over his shoulders, fucking her as hard as Isaac was his wife. Tiffani’s tits bounced up and down wildly with every thrust, and her wild eyes met his. The two men were gone to their need, to their pleasure, and Isaac sank deep into Bai’s ass one more time, his cock tightening and letting loose into his condom.

Sam wasn’t far behind. He sank down to mash his lips to Tiffani’s, not so much kissing her as trying to push as much of his body into her as possible, fucking her so hard their bodies made audible slaps. Her legs kicked at the air helplessly as his big dick pummeled into her, and her eyes rolled up, her back arching. Someone said something, and Sam pulled away from her lips as hands toyed with her breasts and a tiny, warm mouth sucked on one of her nipples. Bai, Bai whose asshole was gaping so wide, so lewdly open to the world, and she was sucking on Tiffani’s tits as her fingers stroked down the vee of Tiffani’s flesh to where her husband’s cock was slamming into the blonde.

Tiffani clutched Bai to her breast, shuddering and gasping. 
Someone else came up to her other side and took her hand, bringing it to a hard cock. She opened her eye to see Kevin there, watching with his throat jumping. “Got a condom ready, Kev?” she asked. He held one up, and she grinned madly. “Good. I’m going to want this nice cock in me next.”

He nodded, mute, and leaned over to suck at her nipple. Bai leaned across and kissed him as Sam somehow found it in him to fuck Tiffani even harder, spreading her legs wide and pounding into her cunt. With him filling her, two mouths on her tits, a cock in hand, and fingers playing with her clit, lust overwhelmed Tiffani and her body started bucking against Sam, her pussy quivering.

She arched her back, staring backwards at Julian, reaching for him with her free hand. He took it in his and she flew. Her orgasm crashed through her, making her jump, making her scream.

“C-coming! Cooooming!”

Her pussy contracted on Sam’s dick and he was groaning, so close himself, and Bai hopped off the table, grabbing her husband from behind while he kept fucking the limp blonde in his arms. “Come for her,” Bai whispered into his ear. “Do it, stud. I know how long you’ve wanted to. Come in that blonde bitch.” He turned his head and groaned her name, and she silenced him with a hot, hungry kiss, reaching down to stroke his balls as he slammed into Tiffani once, twice, three times more and released, pouring into his condom, roaring his finish.

Sam was done. Isaac was spent. But Kevin, Julian, Bai, and Tiffani still had one more in them.

Tiffani lay on the table after Sam pulled out, an arm over her eyes, crying with the intensity of that orgasm. She heard Kevin ask a question, then Julian, both concerned, and she came alive, sitting up, gasping for air.

“I’m directing traffic,” Tiffani said. Kevin nodded dumbly. “Julian. On the chair over there.. Bai, you’re fucking him.”

“Got it,” Bai said, and saluted, making her big breasts jiggle.

She started to mount Julian the same way she had Kevin, her breasts to his face, and as Julian leaned down to suck a nipple into her mouth, Tiffani was there, spinning Bai around so her ass was facing Julian. She sank down onto his condom-covered cock, sighing 
with pleasure.

Tiffani collected some of the tablecloths and folded them for her knees, then sank down in front of Julian and Bai. “Kevin, behind me. Don’t hold back, but if you want my ass, you need to lube it up first, okay?”

“I can…?” Kevin breathed.

Tiffani winked at him. “Yeah. You can.”

“I’m gonna… um… fuck you first. And then I might, you know…”

Sam brought over another condom and the lube, and settled into a chair, another drink in hand. He was still winded and red-faced, and Tiffani tipped him a wink.

“You were fantastic, Sam. Bai’s a lucky woman.”

“I’m the lucky one,” he said, watching his wife slowly start to bounce on Julian’s big cock.

Bai winked at him. Julian was content to let her do the work, but jumped when Tiffani leaned over and gave his cock a good lick when Bai came up far enough. Tiffani felt something slide between her thighs. Kevin. She smiled and licked Bai’s well-spread pussy as Kevin slid into her, gripping her hips to help guide himself in.

After the intensity of her feelings being reciprocated by Julian and Sam’s insane stamina and skill, Kevin was a pleasant return to Earth for Tiffani. His pace was slower and more ponderous than Sam’s. Perhaps he wanted to take his time, or maybe he knew on some instinctual level she needed the reprieve after Sam’s hardcore fucking. He didn’t quite know what to do with his hands yet, but Sam and Isaac taught him, and he started to play with all sorts of fun, soft, and tender things. Her breasts. Her butt. Her clit. Tiffani loved how light his touch was, and encouraged him more than once to feather her clit or her nipples. They more or less just rocked together, enjoying the moment, knowing the night was drawing to a close.

Bai and Julian, now that was a different story. Julian was fresh, and ready again, and Bai seemingly had a sex drive that never quit. Combined with Tiffani licking his cock and her pussy at random, they had a lot of fun. Bai reached behind her and gripped Julian around the head, bringing his lips to hers in a pose that Tiffani was sure would have left her neck sore for a week. She giggled at the thought, and buried her face against her lover’s balls to lick him happily and 
think about the future.

Their future.

The thought was so crazy she almost didn’t notice Kevin sliding a pair of well-lubed fingers down her crack. Isaac was telling him what to do, how to go about it, and Julian and Bai grinned down at Tiffani. She grinned back up at them.

“Is this the weirdest Christmas ever, or what?” Sam asked.

Bai started cracking up first, then everyone joined in. Tiffani had to rest her forehead against Bai’s thigh, she was snickering so much. And so, with grins on everyone’s face’s, Kevin’s finger probed her ass, and Tiffani stared up at Julian. He reached out a hand, and she took it, balancing on her other and her knees. They let go, and Julian began fucking Bai in earnest. Almost time to say goodbye.

Kevin swapped condoms, lubed that up too, and slide into Tiffani’s ass with an audible gasp that matched her own. It was good, and fun, and both Isaac and Sam joined them at the end, kissing her, Bai, their tits, their cheeks, their necks. Bai came like a gentle breeze, a slow shudder that ran through her and ended with her popping off Julian’s dick to let him finish in his new love’s mouth. She rejoined Sam, and they disappeared into the bathroom, laughing and talking about their plans for the next day. Isaac dropped away, watching the last of the proceedings with a sleepy smile as Kevin picked up his pace. Julian sat and held Tiffani’s hands as she came one last time, whimpering her love for him and the rest of the group as Kevin played with her clit.

The young man finally pulled out of her and tossed his condom aside, stroking his cock along Tiffani’s backside until Bai ran out, still topless. She and Tiffani turned, and together, they jerked Kevin off, their faces close to his cock, grinning up at him when he came all over them, his gratitude and disbelief evident in his dopey grin.

And like that, it was over. Everyone cleaned up in the bathrooms. Julian tended to Tiffani worshipfully, whispering his love for her as he ran warm wet napkins along her length and her butt. Sam and Bai invited Isaac and Kevin to come to their place for the rest of the night and Christmas Day, wanting to continue the fun. Tiffani and Julian walked them to the elevator, and wished them all merry Christmas.

The pair stuck around another hour. Taking everything down was much easier than setting it up, and after leaving the catering pans at the desk down in the lobby, Julian helped carry out Tiffani’s boxes of stuff to his car and her SUV.

They drove to his place, and showered together late in the night – or early in the morning. By that point, Tiffani was utterly wiped, and Julian guided her into his massive, spectacularly comfortable bed, stroking her sides as she nestled her tender ass back against him. Deep into the night, Julian wondered how long he’d last until he proposed to the beautiful woman in bed with him. He gave himself until New Year’s, but doubted he’d last all the way through Christmas Day.

* * *

In the morning, they made love – real, sweet love. Julian could have stared into her eyes like that forever, and when he told Tiffani that, she laughed and swatted his chest.

“Stalker.”

“Mm hm,” he said, grinning. “Why did you think I stuck around that place for ten years?” His smile disappeared. “It was you, Tiff. It was always for you. I wish… I had seen that sooner.”

She wiggled into the comfortable pillows and drew him to her for a soft kiss. “I love you, you crazy man.”

His phone buzzed. “I think you mean… sir.”

Tiffani laughed and blushed. “Yeah. That… that’s a fantasy I’m not really going to ever get tired of.”

“Mm. I look forward to trying.” He flopped over onto his back and she curled up with him, her head on his chest. He grabbed his phone and glanced at it. The message had no number attached to it, an impossibility.

Check your email. Thanks for the song. Merry Christmas! – SC

Julian sat up, and Tiffani glanced up at him. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, just…” Julian unlocked his phone, and the message vanished. Gone, like it had never been there. He opened his email, and quickly browsed through the junk emails and Christmas messages from distant family. Near the bottom of that morning’s emails was one from Arctic Pinnacle Programming. That had to be it. He dry-swallowed at the message title.

“Interest in you and your team,” Julian said aloud.

“What?” Tiffani said, sitting up.

Julian stood up, parading around bare naked. “Julian, we heard about the closure of your data protection group. Sorry we haven’t reached out sooner. We’re looking to hire on six to eight employees-”

“No way,” Tiffani breathed.

“-here in New Bainbridge for an entirely new branch dedicated to a similar field. Give us a call…”

“No way!” Tiffani repeated herself.

Julian trailed off, “Call the group. They’re together, right?”

Tiffani nodded, sniffing. She punched up Bai, put it on speakerphone, and got her friend in mid-bite. “Mm, Tiff, you should have been there this morning. Oh my-”

“Bai,” Julian said fast, cutting her off. “Is everyone still there?”

“Uh, Isaac and Kevin are just getting their shoes on.”

“Grab them. Sam too.”

“I’m here, boss,” Sam called.

“Us too,” Kevin said, somewhat further away. Isaac said something, but it was muffled.

Tiffani sniffed again, and Bai asked, “Did he propose? Oh my God, did he ask you to marry him?”

“Not yet,” Julian said.

Tiffani gaped at him. “Wait, what?”

Julian shook his head, grinning. “I will, but I don’t want to do it naked and… look, I just got an email. A big one.”

“What is it?” Sam asked.

Tiffani stood up in bed, doing a mad dance. “Proposing, proposing, he’s gonna be proposing.”

“Sweet God, you should see her boobs bounce right now,” Julian said. “Look, never mind. What if I told you we didn’t have to say goodbye?”


Under the Tree

Contains: M/F romance

Gloria shut the doors after the last of the homeless stepped out of the New Bainbridge Community Center. A team of her volunteers were already taking down the tables and the chairs were all folded save for one table. All that remained was the dishes.

She sighed when she saw gorgeous young Lara Downing taking on the bulk of the work while the rest of the volunteers in the kitchen leaned against the counters and talked. Gloria clapped her hands. “Mops and buckets, and let’s get those bread racks back in storage, people. I’d like to see my family sometime tonight.”

They grumbled good-naturedly. Most the crew were decent enough. There were a few bright-eyed religious zealots who worried her, same as every meal. Gloria was a Christian herself, but apart from a prayer and a word or two about the church where she preached, she didn’t like to turn the meals into gospel time. It was about helping people forget their troubles for an evening, not a way to bolster her numbers.

Most the rest were part of her youth groups and organizations, along with some volunteers from the church and the community. Lara, though. Lara was different. Lara was special. Well, all of them were special, but Lara stuck out like a rose made of gold.

For starters, she was stunning. Raven-black hair in a cute bob that framed her delicate features well. A small frame, but enough curves to set off a man’s train of fantasies. One of the most striking, sad smiles Gloria had ever seen. There was a reason Lara stuck to the kitchens every time she came out and volunteered like this. More than a few people thought they could get handsy with the young woman. Thankfully no one knew who she really was, or how much she was worth, aside from Gloria herself. Lara wasn’t just beautiful. She had a rare and unique mind, and had made millions from it.

* * *

Lara caught her friend watching her wash up the last of the pans, and gave Gloria a hint of a smile. “You’re staring.”

“Just thinking how lucky we are to have you.”

Lara’s smile widened and finally touched her cool eyes. They could sparkle like jewels when she was happy, and she was now. This always eased her mind, helping. Only when she was in the planning room with her fellow toy designers did she really feel like this, like she was wholly alive. It was why she loved the holidays so much. All of them, really. Christmas, Easter, Thanksgiving, even the Fourth.

“No, we’re the lucky ones to have you,” Lara said in response, swirling around in the murky water for the plug and letting it drain out. “How many tonight?”

“Lucy will know the final count, but I think it’s just over six hundred.”

“Incredible, Gloria.”

They worked together on scrubbing down the kitchen. The volunteers began to creep out of there like rats escaping a sinking ship, and soon it was just the two of them and four volunteers from the church. They mopped, checked everything out, and followed Gloria to the back doors. One of the men walked with Lara and Gloria to their vehicle, keeping a wary eye on the shadows. There was a privacy fence surrounding the lot in the back, but anyone could – and did, sometimes – climb over it. No one had this evening, though, and they thanked him before clambering in.

Lara couldn’t drive her own car, nice as it was, to the shelter. She tried that once, and when she came out, someone broke off her hood ornament, keyed the sides, and broke her mirrors. Now she either took a taxi or got a ride from friends. Gloria volunteered this time, and they hopped in her old Jeep together, huddling as close to the heaters as possible to work out the chill of the community center and the freshly falling snow.

Gloria kept up a string of pleasant conversation as they cruised slowly towards the city’s heart. Lara lived in a condo deep downtown, near all her favorite shops and coffee places. The quirky city was always beautiful this time of the year. It seemed like every street tried to outdo the next with Christmas lights and decorations, and with crime being so surprisingly low, people were really willing to go all-out with it.

With Christmas tunes on the radio, Lara was feeling even more 
mellow and spirited. Gloria sang along, and Lara even joined in for a few carols, grinning. The radio DJ came on a few songs in, and announced, “Hey, boys and girls and believers of all ages, I har Santa Claus – you heard that right, THE man himself – is giving free rides in his sleigh to the city park. Inside sources – you might call them elves – tell me he’s been seen on Kellogg, Barkin, and 32nd
. So if you’re on those streets, keep an eye out, and be sure to…”

“Oh, fun,” Gloria said.

“Kellogg’s just a couple streets down. Want to take a cruise down there?” Gloria hesitated, and Lara patted her hand. “Don’t worry. Get to your family. But if you don’t mind, I think a little evening stroll might do me some good.”

“That’s a nice street for it,” Gloria allowed.

“Mm hm. And it’s a straight shot to the big tree.”

There was no need to further specify what big tree Lara was talking about. Every year, the city lit up a massive pine in the middle of the park central to the city. It was fun and festive, and on Christmas Eve, the pathways were both well-lit and full of pedestrian traffic and vendors hawking food and gifts from carts. There was even live music and caroling. Lara hadn’t thought about going until the DJ mentioned it, but now it sounded like the perfect nightcap.

Gloria stopped on Kellogg in front of a lively bar still rollicking at that early evening hour. Lara leaned over and kissed her cheek, and Gloria thanked her profusely for showing up again. As the other woman took off, Lara dug out her wool cap and gloves from her coat pockets, and set forth on a quest to find Santa Claus.

Despite the chill from the center earlier, the night really wasn’t too bad overall, and she amused herself by catching snowflakes on her tongue as she walked. So caught up, she almost didn’t notice the first of the vendors, a man selling hot drinks and cotton candy. She opted for a hot chocolate, and paid the man a ridiculous sum for what was basically hot water and powdered mix. Oh well. It was Christmas and Lara didn’t mind.

She sipped and caught more snowflakes, and a block on, a man and a little one walked together. The man wore a peacoat and slacks, and the child a parka about as big as she was. The child turned and glanced behind them.

“Dad,” the girl said. “There’s someone following us.”

“Mm,” the father said contemplatively. “Ninjas? Zombies? Do we stand and fight, or do we run?”

The girl, in that unclear age that might have been anywhere from seven to ten or eleven or so, glanced back again, and called, “Be you pirate, or zombie, or what are you?”

“I be a terrible, terrible snowman,” Lara called back. “Of the ferocious sort.”

The man said, “She does sound terrible.”

The girl grinned up at her dad. “I don’t know, maybe we should let her live. This time.”

“Your mercy shall be your undoing, my sweet,” he said, and patted her back. Lara was almost on them now, and he turned, grinning. He was handsome, in a rugged dad sort of way. A nicely trimmed copper beard. A big silly trapper cap that looked warm and comfortable. Soft eyes. “Hear that? You get to live.”

“A Christmas miracle,” Lara said, grinning.

The girl’s hand shot up and she pointed at something. “Dad. Dad! Holy crap! Is that…?”

“A sleigh,” Lara said, laughing. “Oh my gosh, I hoped, but I didn’t…”

The man turned, confused. “What now?”

“A sleigh, a sleigh,” his daughter said. “I mean, I know he isn’t real and all, but how cool is that?”

“I think he’s giving rides, too,” Lara said. “There was a DJ on the radio talking about it. All the way to the park.”

“That’s where we’re headed!” the girl said. “Dad, can we?”

“Uh, sure, I think, if he stops.”

They waited, and the girl waved her arms as the sleigh drew closer. Lara had been expecting horses or something leading it, but no, those looked like honest-to-God deer, or reindeer, or… something. She didn’t really know the difference, or care.

The man in the driver’s seat sure was dressed for the part too. His Santa suit was utterly spectacular, and Lara was sure his well-oiled beard was the real deal, not some fake one. He pulled the reindeer – or whatever they were – to a stop, and they stamped their feet. The one in front whickered and tossed his head like he was dancing, and 
the girl, though she might not believe, giggled like a sweet innocent child again.

“Ho ho ho,” the driver called out. “Do I have some passengers for the park?”

“Absolutely,” Lara said. “And I’ll pay for them too.”

“Oh, you don’t have to do that,” the father said, reaching for his own wallet. “Please, allow us.”

The driver chuckled, and never had such a sound seemed so pleasant to Lara. It reminded her of her own father and his great laugh. “None of you have to pay a thing. It’s my pleasure.” He leaned towards the edge of the cart and held out a gloved hand. “Now, would you like to ride up front with me? Maybe even take a turn at the reins?”

The girl’s jaw dropped. “C-can I?” she asked, glancing between her dad and Santa.

“Well, if it’s all right with him,” the dad said. He turned to Lara and smiled sheepishly. “And if you don’t mind my company.”

“I think I’ll live,” Lara said, her eyes twinkling.

Santa helped the little girl up, and the father held out a hand for Lara to help her onto the side rails. She glanced at his fingers, surprised at the gesture, and he raised the hand to the back of his neck, looking even more sheepish.

“Uh, sorry, I’m kind of old-fashioned, hope that didn’t…”

“No, no,” Lara said, blushing herself and not really knowing why. “It’s, um… very nice of you.”

He offered his hand again, and she took it and hopped up into the seat behind Santa. The father joined her a moment later. Before they set off, Santa glanced at the little girl. “Do you remember their names?”

The girl, clearly in awe, nodded mutely, and Santa started, gently prodding her on. Together they called out all the names of the reindeer, and with barely a twitch of the reins, the sleigh started forward, pulled along behind the great, beautiful beasts.

“Now, young lady, give me, mmm, three chances, and I bet I can guess your name. If I win, you have to grab a tin of cookies from my bag there. Hazelnut and chocolate, I should think. Yes, that seems about right for this time of night.”

“And if you don’t guess it?” the girl asked.

“Then,” Santa said, chuckling. “I suppose you and your dad and this very nice lady should get a cookie instead, don’t you think?”

“Deal,” the girl said. Lara grinned at the cute dad, and he grinned back.

Oh, why were all the good ones taken?

Santa stroked his beard as the sleigh followed along behind a crossover. “Is it… Agnes?”

“Agnes? I’m not a hundred, Santa.”

“Hm, yes, maybe ninety at the most. Is it… Canary?”

The girl cracked up. “Canary? Now you’re just being silly.”

“Not Canary, not Agnes. Then it must be… Bob!”

The girl howled with laughter, nearly toppling sideways into Santa. The big man steadied her with a wink back towards the father, and they made a left-hand turn, angling back towards the right direction. The girl finally worked up enough air to gasp out, “It’s Darcie.”

“Darcie!” Santa said, snapping his gloved fingers. “I was this close. Well, Darcie, a deal is a deal, and a cookie is a cookie. Better dig some out. And one for me, too. Mustn’t let the engine go without fuel.”

Darcie giggled again, and rummaged in his bag for a tin of cookies. They looked homemade, and she stuffed half of one immediately into her mouth before passing the tin back to her dad and Lara. They each took one, and Santa plucked one when the tin was offered to him too. The cookies were delicious, and somehow still warm. Perhaps that was a trick of the mind, though. Maybe this was such a magical moment Lara wanted them to be warm.

Darcie turned in her seat. “Daaad. You haven’t introduced yourself to her.”

“Um. Oh. Right. Right!” the man said. He held out his hand, again, and Lara shook it, amused. “Dylan.”

“Lara,” she replied, shaking his hand again.

“Now tell her how pretty she is,” Darcie said.

Lara was glad she wasn’t taking a sip of her hot chocolate or she might have spit it out. Dylan groaned and rubbed his face, but underneath it she could see he was grinning. “She has a wonderful 
way of, ah, speaking her mind.”

“What?” Darcie said. “You like her. C’mon, Dad, you do.”

Santa chuckled at that, but said nothing to interrupt the conversation.

“I… yes,” Dylan said, “she’s very pretty, but sweetheart, that’s not the sort of thing you just blurt out.”

“Well, how else is she going to know you like her?” Darcie said. She grinned, a little tinge of delightful madness to her. “And that you’re single. Did you know he’s single?”

Lara cracked up. “I do now, I suppose,” she said, in between fits.

“Are you single?” Darcie asked.

“Oh Lord,” Lara said.

As if she hadn’t just asked another question, Darcie’s eyes went big. “Is that hot chocolate from the stand back there?”

“Oh, uh, yes,” Lara said, trying to keep up and just rolling with it. Dylan sank deeper and deeper into his chair, holding back laughter.

“Can I have some? Dad’s going to buy me some at the park, but I wanted to try some there, and he said no, he knows the best place to buy it.”

“I do,” Dylan said, peeking out at his daughter through the fingers now covering his eyes. If he melted any further into the floorboard, he’d be a puddle.

“If you don’t mind stranger cooties, I don’t see why not. It’s a little watery,” Lara said.

Darcie took the cup from her and tasted it, then passed it back in a hurry. “Bleeeech. But thank you!”

“You’re very welcome,” Lara said, grinning.

* * *

Santa dropped them off at the entrance to the park, and Lara held up for a moment while Dylan walked Darcie away. Lara dug in her purse, and brought out her wallet. Santa held up a hand. “No, young lady, no. This is something I enjoy. With all my heart.”

“This was…” Lara searched for the right word, couldn’t find it, and settled on something simple. “Special. Thank you. So very much.”

Santa’s smile slipped away, and he studied her. In a deep, quiet voice, he said, “You have a gift, Lara Downing.”

She blinked up at him. “How did you know my…?”

“Of all the people my wife wanted me to save tonight, you were her favorite. And I can see why. You might not see it, but your light warms, Lara. Climb out of your darkness. There is only one I am worried about more than you. And he… he might not be able to be saved.”

“Saved? What?”

Santa chuckled softly, and dug in his bag again. “Here. For her.” He held out a tin of powdered cocoa, and she took it with trembling fingers. “There is no more I can do for you, Ms. Downing, but you will be in my heart all night. Yours is an exquisite soul. I’m glad to have met you.”

He lifted the reins, but she grabbed the side of the sleigh. “Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why want to save me?” she asked, not knowing why she believed, save that she wanted to. But with that belief came a dawning knowledge, a terrible one, and the old guilts about her good life struck her like a fist. With the emotions came anger so hot it made her eyes burn. “Damn you, why me, and not them? Why not the homeless? The needy?” She kicked at the snow, the fury and the pain she’d been holding in all night unleashed. “Why should I have it so good when they don’t? Huh? Why pick me?”

Santa bowed his head. Quiet, almost so quiet she couldn’t hear him, he said, “I can give them joy for a night. A reprieve.” He glanced up, and there was such ageless sorrow in his eyes that it hurt her very soul until he smiled again. Light and beauty in that smile blasted away her anger, her aching sadness. “Or I can give them you. And people like you. People who aren’t just here for a night, and then gone again.” His nose twitched. “Goodbye, Lara.”

She watched him go, utterly, emotionally exhausted. “Merry Christmas,” she murmured, and wiped away the tears from her eyes.

* * *

When Lara rejoined them, she hoped she’d recovered enough to seem human again, but Dylan glanced at her with some worry. “Lara? Are you all right?”

“Yes, thank you. I just get a little, um, emotional. Around the holidays, you know.”

Darcie surprised her by taking her arm. “Come on. Hot chocolate will help. I promise.”

Lara laughed, and sniffed, and held out the tin. “Speaking of, a gift from our friend back there.”

“Awwww!” Darcie exclaimed. “I know he wasn’t, you know, real, but I liked that coat so much. There was this gold thread, it looked like Santa and Mrs. Claus dancing.”

They walked down the path like that, Darcie guiding Lara along, Dylan trailing, amused. In the span of fifteen minutes, Lara was fully informed about Darcie’s school (“the teachers are okay but it stinks like cabbage. Do you like cabbage? I hate cabbage.”), Darcie’s favorite movie, Darcie’s favorite Christmas memories, Darcie’s favorite sweater. But the girl was crafty, and turned the conversation quickly towards her father as they neared the tree.

“He’s very nice, and very brave. One time he stopped a fight with two guys yelling at each other with knives.”

Dylan groaned. “It wasn’t knives, they were just drunk and they had beer bottles.”

“Well, they could have smashed them and used them to stab you,” Darcie said. “You were brave, Dad. Now shooooosh.”

“But-”

“Shoooosh!” Darcie said, rolling her eyes again. Lara hid a laugh behind her hand. “And he makes my teacher Mrs. Goldfarb giggle, and she never even smiles.”

“Your father s very nice,” Lara said.

“Let’s talk about Lara for a change. What do you do for work?” Dylan said, throwing her a rope.

She thanked him with her eyes, and said, “I’m actually a toymaker.”

“What?” Darcie said, her eyes huge. “No way.”

“Way,” Lara said, laughing. They were nearing the ring of carts and vendors. Carolers in the distance were singing an old, sweet favorite. “Have you ever heard of Blunder Blast?”

“The board game?”

Lara grinned and nodded. Dylan looked impressed. “We used to play that a lot,” he said. “You made that?”

“My team did, yeah,” Lara said.

“This is so cool. What else?” Darcie asked.

“Chromium Corps. Um. Immortal Meatheads.”

Darcie lit up again. “Those are so gross! That’s awesome!”

“And what is it you do?” Lara asked Dylan.

“Oh, uh, set designer at the Falstaff Lounge.”

“Really? Incredible. I was there last, oh, November for their Christmas medley.”

Darcie whooped, “Dad designed that!”

“No kidding?” Lara asked, impressed. She distinctly remembered the sets. They looked fantastic, and told him as much.

They were at the carts, and Dylan bought them all a hot chocolate and a soft pretzel for his daughter. Darcie ate it on a bench between the two of them. All of them agreed glumly their luck with hot chocolate that night just wasn’t up to snuff, until Darcie pried open her tin and ripped into one of the sealed packages inside. She added a touch to everyone’s cup. Whatever brand was in there utterly transformed the hot, vaguely cocoa-ish water into something syrupy and thick, with just a hint of peppermint.

“Good God, that stuff will give you diabetes!” Lara said.

Dylan had a taste of his and blinked. “Wow, that tastes just like the kind my grandma made on her stove. Incredible.”

They all sipped in companionable silence, staring up at the great lighted tree. The city crews did it in multicolored lights that year, both festive and cheerful. The carolers were on their game, and everything smelled so good. The crisp air, the scent of someone frying meat on a grill, someone roasting nuts and dusting them in cinnamon.

Darcie rested her head against her dad’s shoulder, sniffing. “I don’t want to go,” she whispered.

Lara glanced aside at them, but they were clearly having a moment and she pretended not to notice.

“Sh, it’s okay,” Dylan murmured. “New Year’s. I promise. We’re going to have so much fun. We’re going to eat pigs in a blanket until we puke.”

“Dad, don’t say puke in front of Lara. You’re trying to get her to be your girlfriend.”

“Darcie…” he said quietly.

Darcie came off his shoulder, sniffing. Her eyes gleamed with tears. “You need someone, Dad, and she’s nice, I kn-know he picked us all up for a reason, and it’s because you’re supposed to fall in love.”

Lara murmured, “Oh, Darcie…”

“I’m being dumb, I know he’s not real, but… tonight, I want to be dumb.”

Lara smiled faintly at that, and stood up to hug the girl. She sniffed too, and dug in her purse for a notepad. “You two are going to hang out for New Year’s?”

“Mm hm,” Darcie said, snuffling and brushing at her nose with her coat sleeve.

Lara wrote her number on a piece of paper and knelt until she was at eye level with Darcie. “Here. This is my phone number. If you’d like a third, we can get together. There’s this really fun restaurant near where I live. They have the weirdest, silliest buffet, and there’s all sorts of fun things they do on New Year’s, like games and trivia and all sorts of stuff. If you two want, come out with me.”

“Thank you, Lara,” Dylan said, touched.

Darcie flew at Lara, and grabbed her hard in a hug. Her hot chocolate sloshed out of her cup and on the ground, but the girl didn’t care. “Mom’s here,” she murmured against Lara’s coat.

“I know,” Dylan said. “We gotta go, baby.”

Darcie looked up at Lara, her eyes gleaming. “You’ll really do it? You’ll spend New Year’s with us?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

“Okay. Goodbye, Lara. Merry Christmas.”

“You too,” Lara said, her heart swelling.

* * *

She settled back on the bench and watched Dylan walk his daughter to a whisper-thin, tall woman in a puffy blue coat. Dylan and the woman kissed, but it was one of those polite kisses you do around company. Dylan smiled tightly throughout a few minutes of a conversation. From a pocket, he withdrew a long, nicely wrapped package and handed it over to the woman. She, in turn, gave him a small wrapped box.

“A watch,” Lara bet to herself, and sipped her hot chocolate. It 
was made a thousand times better by the strange man in the Santa suit’s mix. She tried not to think about his odd words to her.

After a while, Dylan knelt, and hugged Darcie for a long time. His eyes glistened with tears, and Darcie was flat-out crying. When he rose again, Dylan hugged Darcie’s mom, kissed her cheek, and turned his back, raising his hands to his eyes when he was sure Darcie couldn’t see him as she walked with her mom away towards the other end of the park.

Lara wondered if she should join him, but Dylan gave her the answer and eventually shuffled towards her, his shoulders slumped. She made room for him on the bench, and he sat down as though he were a thousand pounds heavier, just dropping onto the seat.

“I’m… sorry,” he said haltingly. “She can be so direct and…”

“It’s okay,” Lara said. “Really. This was one of the most pleasant evenings I’ve had in a long time. A lot of that was her.” Taking a chance, she added, “And you.”

Dylan smiled distractedly. “It’s hard for her around this time of the year,” he said. “For me too. But Darcie, it feels like we’re trying to tug her in two different directions.” He blew out a breath. “We alternate holidays. I got her for Thanksgiving. Jen gets her for Christmas.”

Lara took his hand and squeezed. “I’m sorry.”

“Mm.” He stared up at the tree, closing his eyes and losing himself in thought. Their hands didn’t part, and she didn’t mind. In fact, it felt absolutely lovely. The carolers were making the rounds, and he opened his eyes just in time to hear them sing about their new friend and his sleigh. He chuckled softly, and Lara squeezed his hand again.

“Well,” Dylan said. “I, um, I think I’m going to get a taxi back to my car. Can I offer you a lift somewhere?”

“That would be nice, thank you.”

They walked so close together to the seasonal taxi stand. Dylan stared out the window as they rode, mostly quiet. Lara didn’t try to bring him out of it, but as they neared the street where they’d been picked up, she asked, “You blame yourself, don’t you?”

Dylan sighed, and it left a trail of steam on the window. “I do,” he murmured. He turned to her, and there was a look of exhaustion and 
pain on his face that mirrored the way she’d felt all day until she started dishwashing that night. “Jen and I, we were fighting. And fighting. And fighting. And I cheated on her.” He smiled tightly. “An hour of weakness I’ll never be able to take back. And now I have to count myself lucky when I get my daughter for a few hours on Christmas Eve.”

There were no words Lara could say, so instead, after a moment’s hesitation, she slid over and leaned in. He had just enough time to realize what she was doing before Lara brushed the corner of his lips with a kiss. Her hand found his, and he turned to her, kissing her back.

Their driver cleared his throat as he started to slow. Dylan broke away from Lara, blinking, and told the cabbie which car was his. They stopped, and he paid as Lara waited by his passenger side. Instead of hopping in front, he came to her, pulling her to him again. Their lips met in a series of soft, fast brushes, his breath coming as fast and hard as his emotions, and he cupped the back of her head. Then his hands dropped lower, to her shoulders, to her back. He pressed her against the car, and she laughed breathily when the alarm went off. He backed away finally, digging out his keys and grumbling good-naturedly.

“Your place, or mine?” Lara asked.

He blinked at her. “After what I told you…”

“Hey, if we don’t hook up, I’m going to have to face down your daughter, and that terrifies me.”

“I’m serious,” Dylan said.

“I am too,” Lara said. “I’m not perfect either. I have so much stupid guilt on my shoulders for being me. And I don’t know why, except that I wake up all the time with this dread like… like I’m an impostor. Like someone else, anyone else, deserves to be in my shoes. Maybe I need a little broken in my life, Dylan. I’m not expecting perfect. I don’t want perfect. I want you. Will you cheat on me?”

“No. Never again, not with anyone.”

“Good. Any plans for tomorrow?”

“No.”

She kissed him again, just a brush, and smiled just an inch away 
from him. “Then take me home, and we’ll have some fun, and watch bad Christmas movies together, and maybe for a while we can make things bearable. And if that works, we figure it out. Day by day. All right?”

Dylan nodded. “I’d like that.”

* * *

Lara’s building was a severe stone skyscraper, not the tallest in the surrounding district but certainly not the smallest, either. She directed him down a side street, then into a driveway with a security gate. She waved at the guard and he raised the gate. They drove down into the first floor of a multi-level parking garage.

“Over there,” Lara said, “next to the Lexus.”

“That’s you? Nice.”

She smiled faintly at that. “Thanks.”

In the elevator, they were joined by a young couple, the woman clearly close to her due date. They were arguing about dinner, completely ignoring the other couple, and Lara hugged Dylan tight, laughing silently into his breast. He kissed her softly while the other couple continued on.

Lara’s floor was about three quarters up, and she let Dylan in, quiet and apprehensive. For reasons she didn’t understand – societal, maybe, but also deeply personal – Lara had always felt somewhat illogically ashamed of her success, like she didn’t earn it even if she liked the nice place and the nice car. Her feelings of guilt and trepidation were compounded by Dylan’s presence. He had her feeling a bit like she was in high school again, or maybe more appropriately, college, when she’d let the cool guy into her dorm for the first time and expect him to laugh or make fun of her.

“This place is fantastic,” Dylan said, looking all around. “Wow. A second floor?”

She nodded, her smile feeling much more natural. “Yeah. It’s a bit much for one person, but the one bedrooms weren’t all that cheaper, and investment-wise… well.”

“Hey, you don’t have to explain yourself to me. I’d see that sunken seating area and shout sold.”

Lara gasped. “Oh my gosh, right? You don’t see that anymore. And it’s cool as hell. My parents, they came up and looked at it and 
they thought I was nuts. All my friends? Nuts.”

“I think they’re the crazy ones.”

The spot to which he was referring was a sunken rectangle dominating the living area, lined with a big u-shaped couch and a small TV on the open end. A set of stairs truncated one end of the couch, but still, Dylan bet it could have easily sat eight comfortably. It was stylish and cool, and the rest of the place had just as much character. Her taste in art was colorful and pleasantly weird, with lots of bright abstracts on the wall near pictures of her with family and friends. Behind the sunken seating area, separated by simple rails, was a dining table, and beyond that, an open floor kitchen. She had a few Christmas decorations out, mostly small strings of lights and a chest-high tree decorated sparsely and tastefully

They hung their coats and kicked off their shoes, and Lara gave him a quick tour, feeling immensely more relaxed. The upper floor contained two of the three bedrooms, and she’d converted one into a combined office and playroom. “The cool part of my job,” she explained, holding up a prototype action figure. “I get to take everything home and test it.”

“That’s fantastic,” Dylan said, laughing.

As she shut that door behind them, he stepped close and kissed her again. It was amazing how he seemed to siphon the awkwardness out of her, leaving her feeling comfortable and relaxed. Lara kissed him back, and grinned at him. “Make yourself at home. Much as I want to jump to the funny stuff right away, I am in desperate need of a shower and a freshening up. There’s wine, and I think my friends Amber and Demi left some beer in the fridge. Anyways, I’m nervous, you’ll figure it out. Maybe uncork a bottle of red for me, though.”

“You got it.”

She gave him another light kiss, but he tugged her in and deepened it, his hands dropping to her lower back. “Mm,” she said, her eyes closed. “Maybe we should… no. No. I stink. Be out soon.”

He laughed and headed downstairs, enjoying the view of her butt on the way down. She disappeared into the master bedroom, and as he found a bottle of wine in a wooden rack, the hiss of a shower came on. “Don’t fuck this up,” Dylan told himself. “She’s amazing. Don’t fuck this up.”

He found a corkscrew, opened the wine, and grabbed a glass hanging upside down from a rack above her kitchen island. After a quick search of her fridge, he found a bottle of beer, and brought it and the wine to the living room. He wandered around, looking at photographs of people he didn’t know living a pleasant life with Lara. One guy had to be her brother, he assumed. He was nearly as delicate as she was, and in every picture, it seemed like one of them was making the other laugh. Her dad bore an uncanny resemblance to their new friend in the red coat who’d driven them around earlier in his sleigh, and Dylan smiled at that. At her Christmas tree, he stopped to examine her bulbs. Each was hand-painted by someone with immense skill.

“My cousin makes those,” Lara said from the hallway.

“They’re beautiful,” he said, and turned. Whatever Dylan meant to say next was forever lost to time.

Lara walked towards him in a red silk nightie that clung to the curves of her small frame. It was short – not quite scandalously short, but definitely short enough that he could dream about her thighs for days. Ephemeral strings barely held it over her breasts, and Dylan had a vague idea he’d be apologizing in about half a minute for destroying the flimsy bit of fabric.

Her hair was tousled in a just-dried sort of way, giving it a bit more volume than she had when she took off her beanie earlier. She went sans makeup, and he wanted to kiss the little crinkles at the corners of her eyes and mouth.

So he did. Dylan walked to her, a man completely on auto-pilot, and he took her bared shoulders in his hands to kiss the corner of her mouth, then the sides of one of her eyes. She gave a breathy laugh at that and slapped his chest. “My eye? Really?”

“Had to,” he said. “Every inch of you. You’re not kicking me out of here until I’ve kissed it all.”

Mm,” Lara said, taking his hand and pulling him towards the sunken couch. “Then I guess we’d better get started. I have the football team coming tomorrow night, and the hockey guys the day after.”

“Oh, yeah, don’t want to keep them waiting,” Dylan said.

They made it to the couch with only a minimal amount of 
exploratory gestures on his part, mostly trying to not-so-discreetly sneak the back of that nightie up to peek at Lara’s cute butt. She eyed him head to toe, and shook her head. “While I have a sip of wine, you need to get a lot more naked.”

“Should I do a sexy dance, or…?”

“Mm, so tempting,” Lara said, pouring her glass of wine, the hem of her nightie rising so very close to nirvana.

Dylan unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it to one side of the couch as Lara turned. She eyed his chest appreciatively. Dylan wasn’t a bodybuilder or some sleek athletic type, but he did have the definition of a sexy dad bod, muscular and just a touch soft all at once. Not fat, but comfortable. She sipped her wine and blatantly stared as he unzipped his pants and dropped those too. His cock, already half hard, made a significant bulge in his briefs, and she was definitely pleased when those dropped too.

“My eyes are up here,” Dylan said, mock-wounded.

“Hush up. Admiring my newest toy.”

He cracked up, and she did too. Lara didn’t want to waste any more time. She drained the rest of her wine and leaned up to kiss him, her fingers running along the fine down of his chest, then lower to his abs. She tasted of the red wine, sweet and bitter, and he explored her as she stared into his eyes, studying him with a calm amusement. He wanted to taste other parts of her too, but Lara had other plans, and pushed him gently down onto the couch and straddled him. Her nightie rose up enough to give him the faintest hint of pale pink, and she reached down to stroke him, her lips playing a game with his – catch me if you can.

It was a game Dylan was very good at.

Her sex rubbed against his tip and he groaned into her mouth, “Condom.”

She nibbled on his earlobe and whispered, “Are you clean?”

“Yes.”

“Me too. And I’m on the pill.”

He nuzzled her neck, his cock sliding through the length of her without slipping in. She rolled her hips on him, a ship rolling on a gentle wave, and reached beneath her. There was no foreplay. Lara knew what she wanted and she was ready for it. She grasped him, and 
guided him into her warmth as his fingers played at the back of her neck, sending lightning-fast warmth up and down her spine.

Her hips kept up the same lazy rolling motion, even with Dylan inside her, and Lara pressed her silk-covered breasts to his mouth. He nipped at one of her nipples through the fabric and she leaned her hands against the back of the couch. The fabric slipped across her nipples, teased them as did his mouth when he sucked them, his hands trailing down the ridges of her spine, detailing each one like he was discovering some new, uncharted territory.

His cock slowly nudged its way into her depths. No rush. That part would come, as would both of them, but in that moment, they were addicted to all the wonders of their bodies. Dylan’s hands finally found Lara’s ass and his pleasure escaped his lips when he rubbed her bottom through what little silk still covered her. His cock gave a jolt when Lara kissed the side of his chin, then trailed her lips up to the nodes behind his ears, licking and teasing along the way. Knowing that drove Dylan crazy was ammunition, and she relished coming back there time and time again after kissing his mouth, his neck, his forehead.

She took him deeper and deeper, her sensitive pussy greeting him like an old friend. He was neither too big or unsatisfactorily small, but perfectly sized within her, filling her just right. Lara held him deep for a long while, just grinding on him, only really using her hips. All the while they said nothing to each other, save for the volumes spoken between their bodies.

He was gentle and patient, in no rush.

I’ll wait for you.

She was everywhere, tasting everything, swaying up and down on him.

I’ve waited for you.

He began to roll his own hips to meet her movements, and her pleasure soared. “Like that,” she murmured, his cock filling her while the rhythm put pressure on her clit, not to mention the silk against her sex rubbing her just the right way. “Yes, Dylan, yes, right there, keep doing that.”

She was so beautiful in that moment, biting her lip, trying so hard to feel everything. Lara held nothing back, and she began to moan 
softly as she chased her orgasm, thinking of how crazy this was, making love to a stranger, a man she’d met only hours ago, and yet it felt so incredibly right, so pure and untainted by all their pains, real and imagined, and she was crying out, leaning backwards with the force of it. Only Dylan kept Lara from falling as he continued to roll his hips against hers, barely holding on himself, his desire blazing in his eyes. Lara’s orgasms were always quiet, and she went still with hers now, squeezing her eyes shut as her body shut down for the holiest of moments, her crest building and building until it was there, and she let out a soft gasp with it, her toes curling, her fingers digging into the couch.

Dylan rose, still inside her, and laid her down on the leather. He lifted one of her legs and her ankle dipped over the back of the couch while her other foot slid down to the ground, leaving herself wide for him as he began a faster pace. He held her gaze, saying nothing that their bodies didn’t already know. This was not a simple one-night stand. They blew past that. This was love made physical, their bodies moving together with the oldest rhythm of man.

She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him down tighter to her. Dylan’s forehead brushed the couch beside her head as he began to pump his hips harder and harder, his breath coming short and fast now as he rushed towards his own climax. But he surprised her, and inside of coming within her, he pulled out. Lara thought maybe he wanted to come on her instead of in her, and there was a momentary disappointment to that, but then he gasped, “Your bed.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

But they didn’t make it there, not right away. Dylan guided Lara to her feet. They darted for the bedroom but her nightie rose up now past her hips and he stopped her at the doorway to her bedroom, nearly pinning her to the wall, her ass to him. Dylan’s cock slid between her thighs and she pushed back against him, crossing her arms against the wall as he took her right there, unable to hold back his need. Now Dylan’s thrusts were short, powerful, hard, and Lara loved it. He had shown her his love. This was his need laid bare, and it burned. He tried to slide the nightie’s straps off her shoulders and one of them tore.

“Lasted longer than I thought it would,” he grunted.

She laughed helplessly at that, and he was pulling out and turning Lara, kissing her again, his cock pressed to the fabric still askew on her body. He glanced down at the hint of her nipple now poking out through the torn side, and pulled her into the bedroom to lay her out on the bed, her back resting against the pillows comfortably. Dylan knelt over her, and slid into her.

Lara stroked his face and he seemed to calm somewhat, the beast soothed by the beauty. His hand dipped low, and hers did too, showing him with gentle touches how she liked her clit played with. Light brushes, feathery almost, and he understood, and made it so good for her again. Lara hooked a foot around his ankle, writhing underneath Dylan, all her thoughts slipping away to pleasure again.

She came a second time, and it was so unfair, he hadn’t come once and he was making her float so high. But soon he spoke the words to her, let her know he was close, and Lara kissed him and clung to him, urging him on, telling him to finish inside her. As he came, the most delirious, silly thought slipped through her mind.

I want this to be real someday.

Not the sex – the sex was definitely real, and it was the kind of mind-blowing she’d only ever read about, but Lara wanted this to be the way they made a baby someday, this kind of soul-linked lovemaking, this beautiful moment of time perfectly captured in the way their bodies responded to each other, the way they tingled long after they drew apart, gasping for breath.

* * *

Lara woke Christmas morning in a tangle of him, their bodies not quite meshing as naturally as they had the night before. She laughed silently, and Dylan must have felt the vibrations, because he pulled her tighter, growling into her ear.

“Tell me you are not a morning person.”

She managed to untangle herself enough to roll over and kiss his nose. “Unfortunately, guilty.”

He groaned. “And I here I thought we had something.”

Lara reached down and groped him shamelessly. “Mm. Saying we don’t?”

“Well… okay, you’ve convinced me.”

“Hm,” Lara said, crawling down the bed to kiss along his chest, 
then down his stomach, all the way to his cock. “Maybe I’ll become a lawyer,” she said, winking as she kissed the tip of his dick.

“Maybe we could…” His words trailed off as she swirled her tongue along his tip, making a figure eight. “…uh… uh…”

Her lips came off him with a playful pop. “An uh uh? I’ve never tried that. Must be something extra kinky.”

Dylan laughed breathlessly, and she dove back down, nearly deepthroating him in one go. “Oh shit. Uh… give each other… a present… is what I was going to… ah screw it.” He grabbed her ankle and tugged it towards his face until Lara got the idea. They’d both showered late into the night – or rather, very early into the morning, after another marathon session of lovemaking.

Still sucking and licking him, Lara scooted in a clockwise fashion until her feet bumped his shoulder, and then she lifted a leg, bonking his nose on the way to her own pleasure.

“Sorry,” she said.

He snickered. “Hard to explain that one to the doctors in the ER on Christmas.”

“Shush now and eat your breakfast.”

“The jokes, the jokes, they’re going to kill me.”

Lara lowered her pussy down to his mouth to help quiet Dylan, and it worked like magic. Some guys were too overeager, or not eager enough. But Dylan was good, right in that sweet spot of attentive and creative. The great secret to sex, Lara thought, was that so long as you’re having fun with it, your partner will too, and Dylan seemed to subscribe to the same philosophy. He made her gasp when he worked her clit with slow, easy laps that she loved. Lara laughed when he made theatrical slurping and munching sounds near the base of her pussy. And all the while, she marveled at the idea that she was falling so effortlessly for someone she’d just met the night before.

Lara made it her mission to make Dylan come before her. She pulled out every trick in her arsenal as she bobbed and sucked on his cock. Twirling around his tip with her tongue? Oooh, yeah, that got a good reaction. Sucking him deep before doing two quick tip swirls? Mm hm. Jacking him hard and fast while she breathed to him how much she wanted him to come? That had him flexing and unflexing, 
and she thought he was close.

Except so was she.

Dylan really got her going when he worked his fingers in to toy with her clit while he licked all the way down to the sensitive strip of flesh between her pussy and her delicate bud. The dual sensations set her off, and when he dragged his tongue through her depths again like a finger, she began to quiver on his face.

“Oh no no no no,” Lara gasped, “you were supposed to come first, jerk.”

He laughed softly into her. “So sorry to disappoint.”

Then he flicked his tongue against her clit, just like she showed him the night before, easy, teasing strokes of liquid heat that set her world alight. Involuntarily, Lara ground down onto him, his cock popping free of her mouth as she squeezed her eyes shut, so close. When Dylan teased her clit with two fingers on either side and licked up and down the length of her hood and her button a few times, she came, her body barely doing more than shivering on top of him as she gasped nearly silently.

Dylan must have felt it, though, and knew, and he pinched her bottom. She could feel him grin against her, and his muffled voice said, “I win.”

“Ohh, you…” Lara hopped off him and got on her hands and knees, waggling her butt. “Come and get your prize then.”

He bounced up, eliciting a giggle from her, and knelt behind her. Before Dylan slid into her, though, he brought Lara up so they were both on their knees. His cock slid through the vee of her thighs against her sex, but he wanted to kiss her neck first. Lara turned her head and offered her lips, and though his eyes spoke his surprise, he obliged, giving her a soft kiss.

“Happy Christmas morning, Lara,” he said, his cockhead sliding against her. “Couldn’t have asked for a better surprise than you.”

“You’re making me fall pretty hard for you, you know that?” Lara murmured. He smiled, kissed her again, and slid into her.

He was already close, and with the control the position gave him, Dylan was able to go at his pace. He cupped her breasts for a while, playing with her nipples and teasing the pink rings around them, but he really began to lose control when his hands joined with hers 
around her waist. He kept up a string of kisses against her neck, her collar, her cheek until he was too focused on his finish. Even then, his mouth hovered just above her neck, his breath hot on her skin, and Lara loved the feel of it. He came soon, and hard, thrusting into her with one final push that left him groaning with his release, his come pouring into her. They stayed that way for a long while afterwards, necking, kissing, whispering things to one another.

Finally, though, their needs broke them apart, and Dylan followed her into the bathroom. They talked some as they showered, making plans for the day together. He took second shift under the showerhead, and had just started to shampoo his hair when his cell phone rang.

“Want me to get that?” Lara asked.

“If it’s not too weird, yeah.”

“Not at all.” She slapped his naked butt and hopped out of the shower to run and grab his phone. It was Darcie. She pressed the answer button, wildly unsure how this conversation was going to go and grinning already. “Hello, this is Lara.”

“Oh my gosh,” Darcie said. “He didn’t mess it up with you?”

Lara laughed so hard she fumbled the phone. When she picked it back up again, she said, “Nope. Your dad did pretty okay. Merry Christmas, Darcie.”

“Yeah, you too!” Not to be shifted away from the topic, Darcie asked, “Are you two like… dating?”

“Well, I think we are, yeah.” There was a long silence, and Lara thought maybe she’d said the wrong thing. Maybe Darcie wanted her parents together or… “Darcie?”

“I’m here,” the girl said faintly. She sniffed and blew into something. “I just… you’re so cool and I didn’t want you to h-hear me cry.”

“Aw, sweetheart, cry away. I promise you, I won’t judge you a bit. Are you okay?”

“Yeah.” Darcie sniffed again. “Dad’s just… so lonely sometimes. It scared me. But he’s got you and it’s okay now.”

“Hey, I got lonely too. So I’m just as happy to need him. Now… did you get anything cool for Christmas?”

“Oh yeah!” Darcie said, sounding surer of herself. She launched 
into a few things her parents bought her, namely a video game and a board game from her mom, and a Kindle from her dad. She was talking about the Kindle when Dylan walked in, a towel around his waist. “…it holds like a billion books. Do you have one, Lara?”

“I do, actually, yeah. I love it.”

“I knew you would,” Darcie said happily. “But if you didn’t, I’d let you borrow mine and check it out.”

“Aw,” Lara said, pulling on a pair of leggings. Dylan came to her and kissed her cheek.

“Hey, honey!” he said to the phone. “Merry Christmas.”

“You didn’t screw up, Dad! She likes you!”

Dylan laughed nearly as hard as Lara had earlier, and sat on the edge of the bed. “Good to know. You having fun with your mom and everybody?”

“Yeaaahhh,” Darcie said. “Brian’s being kind of a turd.”

“Darcie…” he said reproachfully, but he grinned.

“I know, I know. But I want-” A woman’s voice on the other end, female, older, muffled. Darcie sighed. “It’s Dad and Lara, Mom. Lara. The nice woman from last night?”

“Sounds like this is my exit,” Lara said. “Darcie, honey, I can’t wait to see you on New Year’s.”

“You too, Lara!”

* * *

Lara was just finishing up a batch of chocolate chip pancakes and bacon when Dylan padded down in last night’s clothes. He kissed the back of her head and stole a strip of bacon.

“How bad was it?” Lara asked, fishing out a pair of plates and some silverware.

Dylan chewed, swallowed, and shook his head. “Could have been worse. Jen was kind of smug about the whole thing. She thinks you’re just a hook-up.”

“Look, about that…”

Dylan nodded. “Yeah. I like you Lara. A lot. Truth is, I’m falling pretty hard for you.”

She kissed the corner of his mouth. “Good. Me too.”

They ate, and surprising both of them, there was little in the way of morning-after awkwardness. Darcie’s gift from her dad prompted 
talk about books, and that led to a longer talk about television and movies. They agreed to go see a movie that weekend they were both interested in, and made plans to have dinner the next night, their first real date.

Lara’s phone rang about then. Gloria. “Oh crap,” she murmured.

“Problems?” Dylan asked.

“Mm, maybe. Just one second.” She answered, and listened while Gloria explained two of their volunteers for the prep work were a no show. Lara commiserated, and said with a yearning look at Dylan, “Of course I’ll help, Gloria. Can you give me… mm… twenty minutes?”

Gloria was ecstatic, and Lara hung up on her. “Dylan, I’m so sorry.”

“What’s up?”

She explained, and his eyes widened. “You said last night you had a dinner thing, but I didn’t know you were helping the homeless. Where’s the center at?” The address sparked a smile. “My place is on the way. Why don’t I drive you, and I’ll stop and grab a change of clothes and come with?”

Her heart, already warm and snuggly, melted into a big warm puddle of goo. “Dylan, you don’t have to impress me.”

“Hey now,” he protested. “Look, I haven’t done anything like this, but I’d like to. And besides, I get to spend more time with you. That’s a plus in my book.”

“You are…” Lara shook her head, smiling. “You’re a good man, Dylan.”

* * *

“Rolls!” Gloria called to the kitchen. Fifteen seconds later, Dylan rushed out, several bags of them in hand. Without having to be told, he slid them onto the depleted rolling shelves, grinning at the long-haired man who thanked him profusely.

“What else are you short on?” he asked Gloria.

“Stuffing and cranberries.”

“Back in a second.”

Dylan raced back to the kitchen. They were short-staffed, again, but that was okay. The people volunteering were good workers, and as their runner, he was filling in a lot of gaps as they opened.

Darcie stood beside Lara, washing dishes. A teenager now, she wore a pair of enormous hoop earrings Lara made for her. She flashed a grin at her dad as he blurred by, grabbing the next pan of stuffing. “Hustling hard, Dad.”

“Tony says there’s another forty lined up down the street,” he said. “Fantastic turnout this year.”

Lara made him stop for a kiss on the cheek. He wished his wife would get off her feet. Eight months pregnant, and she was still here, working as hard as the first time she brought him here, the day after they met. His kiss to her cheek moved to her lips, and she closed her eyes, humming. When he broke apart, she smiled and asked, “What was that for?”

“Remembering the first time we did this.”

“Mm. You were so useless.”

“I was,” he said, laughing. “I love you, baby.”

Darcie shook her head, grinning. “If you two are going to make out, at least wait until everyone else has gone. Especially me.”

Dylan hugged them both, and kissed the backs of their heads. Lara watched him go, thinking back to that wonderful day too. The fondness and love she felt for him since the night they met had never cooled. She loved Dylan so easily, and trusted him, and that trust had never failed her. She still had her moments of darkness, but when they came on, Dylan and Darcie were there, walking side by side with her through it.

Life kicked within her, and Lara rubbed three fingers across her belly. Soon. She shook her head, and returned to washing dishes. Somewhere in the distance, she thought she heard the sound of animals whickering and the faintest jingle.


The Coals of the Fire

Contains: M/F romance, an erotic shaving scene, cookies

Graham studied the bubbles in the soda rising up to the top, wishing for all the world he knew how to fix a marriage he couldn’t figure out how he’d broken.

Their lovemaking had become sporadic. For them, that was unusual. He couldn’t remember a time before that when they didn’t make love three or four times a week, save for when she was on her period or he was on a work trip. But now, all of a sudden, they were like fumbling, awkward teenagers around each other, and not in a fun way. If they made love once a week, it usually ended with one of them falling away from the other and trying to apologize.

If Rachel was cheating on him, it would break his heart, but Graham could at least grasp that concept. He was on the fast track at the corporation, rising up through the ranks at such a dizzying speed that he couldn’t believe his luck. That meant a lot of late hours, a lot of trips, a lot of time away from home. Couple that with the news of his infertility, and he couldn’t exactly blame her if she sought out another man.

But a huge part of Graham rebelled at that thought, that Rachel, the woman he loved beyond comparison, could do something so wicked to him. She’d once thought he was having an affair after an eager, infatuated young intern left her panties in his car, and the thought had been so insane and alien that Graham laughed until his chest hurt. Cheat? On Rachel? Who in the world could compare to her? He looked from time to time, certainly, but that was instinctual. His heart, his soul, his dick, those all belonged only to his wife.

But if she needed another man in her life, if she wasn’t finding contentment with him and had to seek it in another man… Graham would let her go. Of course he would. He would want to fight for her, but she was not his to keep and he would never try to cage her. But the thought hurt so much he had to stop right in the midst of his Christmas shopping for her.

Not that the shopping was going so well. It was more like Graham 
staring dumbly into windows, hands in his overcoat’s pockets, trying to decide what Rachel would like best. Jewelry? She loved it, but it felt like the relationship version of a gift card. New clothes? Thyroid problems left her with a fluctuating size that made it difficult to pick anything out with a degree of accuracy. Books and movies were a definite yes, and the only purchases he’d made that day. At least on that account, he knew he could get her something right. Same with a pair of mittens with bulldogs knitted into them. She loved the animals dearly.

Graham sighed and brought the drink to his lips. No alcohol in it. Too early, and he was afraid he’d never stop.

He was currently seated in the middle of a mall food court. The place was dead ten months out of the year, but come November, the mall always roared back to life. It wouldn’t always be that way – there was some serious talk about it being dozed for a pair of smaller strip malls and some office buildings – but for now it brought back memories of his youth spent hanging out in places like this. Rachel had always teased him about his love of malls, but he didn’t mind. Her teasing never came with barbs. She was as gentle a soul as he’d ever met, and still so achingly beautiful in her early thirties.

Visible from the food court was the mall Santa and a long line of kids and parents waiting their turn to see him. Graham had a suit of his own and occasionally played Santa to some of his friends’ kids. It was a fun way to spread some cheer but he hadn’t found the time in years. His fork drifted through his teriyaki chicken and rice. He wasn’t very hungry but he took a few bites anyways before he broke into the bag holding the still-warm seasonal cookies he’d bought from another food vendor on a whim.

Studying the mall Santa, Graham murmured, “I could sure use you right about now.”

A deep voice behind him said, “Well, he looks busy, but maybe I could help you out.”

Graham turned, and blinked at the man standing before him. His Santa suit was impeccable. Absolutely, without a doubt, perfection. The material looked as soft as a blanket, and tailor fitted to his big frame. His boots, buckle, and buttons gleamed with polish. His beard had to be real, as with his long white hair. The gold stitching drew the 
eye too, especially an image of a Santa sitting by the fire with Mrs. Claus on the arm of the chair.

“That is an incredible outfit,” Graham said.

The man in the Santa suit chuckled, making his belly jiggle. “You have no idea how much I agree. May I sit? The smell of those cookies drew me over.”

Graham pushed out a chair with his foot, and after a moment, pushed the cookies over as well. “Hey, on the house today. Truth is I think my eyes were larger than my stomach.”

“A problem I wish I had,” Santa said, chuckling again and taking one of the cookies from the bag. He bit into it, and chewed with his eyes closed, a few crumbles disappearing into his beard. “Oh my. That really is something else. Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” Graham said. “Buy you dinner to go with?”

“No, I’ve been grazing all day and probably will all night.” That didn’t stop Santa from plucking out a second cookie and finishing it off in two bites. “White chocolate macadamia. A classic for a reason. Now what’s on your mind, friend?”

Graham smiled wanly at him. “Nothing I’m sure you want to trouble yourself with.”

“It’s quite all right. This is what I do. Listen to people.”

“I suppose that comes with the suit,” Graham said. He made up his mind, and gestured at the pair of slim bags on the table next to him. “Doing some Christmas shopping for the wife. It’s been harder than I expected.”

“Ah, last-minute shopping always is stressful.”

Graham shook his head. “That’s just it. I’ve been searching for the right gift for my wife for the better part of a month. Maybe longer. She’s the world to me and the kindest, warmest person I’ve ever known. I want to get it right, to really give her something special this year. I… don’t feel like I am.”

“If she’s the warmest, kindest woman you know, then would she really mind an imperfect gift? Is she even going to see it that way, Graham?”

Had he said his name? Maybe he’d introduced himself. He was so distracted Graham very well might have forgotten. “No,” he murmured. “You’re right. Of course you’re right. But this is about 
me, trying to make her feel loved again. I mean…” He drew a hand over his face and laughed shakily. “Don’t suppose you’ve got enough magic juice in you to make it so a man could give his wife a child?”

The man in the Santa suit pushed aside the tray of food and the cookies, and reached across to squeeze Graham’s arm. It was such an odd, familiar gesture that Graham almost balked at it, but with it came a sense of peace. “No. I’m afraid I don’t, not in the way you mean. I’m not as omnipotent or present as the world has come to think. I’m just a man capable of… hm. Pointing people in the right direction, I suppose.”

“Mm. Might be just the kind of magic I need,” Graham said, smiling.

“Truth is,” Santa said, leaning back in his chair. “I think you already have the answers. I think I’m only here to steal your cookies.”

Graham laughed, and stuck out his hand. “It’s been a pleasure.”

“You too, Graham. And please, whatever else happens, understand this. You are loved. You love. Those are the greatest gifts of humankind. The rest of this…” Santa gestured at the books and the movies in the bags. “It’s all just trappings.”

“Aren’t you supposed to sell me on the idea of buying more stuff?”

Santa chuckled again, and for the first time, Graham noticed that even with the army of children everywhere around them, no one seemed to be paying this Santa a bit of attention. “Take care of yourselves, Graham.”

* * *

Maybe the man in the suit meant to. Maybe not. But Santa planted the seed, and as Graham cruised downtown to look in a gift shop Rachel liked, he began to see it, and plan.

It was, frankly, insane. Especially in this market. But maybe…

In the gift shop, he found some handmade mugs he was now certain Rachel would love, not because they were particularly cool – they were, though – but because Graham was buying them for her. Because it was Rachel and he knew how she’d react the moment she opened them. How she’d mean every word of thanks, how her hand would go to her breast, how she’d smile and maybe sniff. It wasn’t 
that he bought the gifts at random – far from it. Their morning coffee together used to be a sacred time together, before he got so busy. The mugs were nice, but also symbolic. He hoped he got it right.

His only other purchases there were a box of dark, sweet berry chocolates he wanted to feed to her in bed on Christmas morning, a good dark coffee Rachel occasionally indulged in when they were downtown, and wrapping paper. The clerk offered to wrap his presents for him, but Graham wanted to. He made a call on his way out the door. The restaurant owner was surprised to hear from him, but pleased. They hadn’t spoken in years, but yes, Warner still owned and operated his fusion restaurant, and would be happy to accommodate Graham two days after Christmas, when they reopened.

Graham took everything home, and got it all wrapped just in time. Rachel pulled up into their garage, the Christmas music from her radio playing so loud it echoed through the house until she shut off the car. Graham slid the presents under their tree, decorated during a mostly silent afternoon when all they spoke to each other were awkward monosyllabic grunts and directions. She came in through the laundry room and into the kitchen, humming. The music warmed his soul. Her light auburn hair was unkempt from her morning shift, and she smiled at him tiredly. Even exhausted and frayed, Rachel crackled with life and warmth.

Drifting away? Graham had never felt more in love with her than that moment.

“Hey baby,” she said. “Did you have a good day?”

“The best I’ve had in a long time,” Graham told her. “Since our wedding, maybe.”

She blinked, drawing his eyes to her long, dark lashes. Funny. It had been years since he’d really noticed every detail about her misty-gray eyes. “Really?” Rachel asked, amused. “That’s a tall order. Remember the cabin on the mountain?”

Graham stepped closer. “Better than the cabin.”

“Better than, mm, that time I got pneumonia and you babied me all week?”

“You were miserable,” Graham said, grinning. He was close enough he could fiddle with her belt, and began to undo it. She 
glanced down, surprised, then back up.

“I was sick, but I wasn’t miserable. You took care of me. That was my best week ever.”

“Rachel,” Graham said, slipping the belt loose and tossing it onto the counter. “I know things between us haven’t been right in a while.”

She swallowed, and looked away. “I… I’m just going through a spell, Graham. I don’t blame you. Not for any of it.” She looked at him again, and caressed his cheek. “I was heartbroken about us not being able to get pregnant, but I promise, I will heal.”

“But that’s not all of it, is it?” Graham asked. At her reluctance, he leaned in to kiss her softly. “It’s okay. The last few years, with work…”

“I’m sorry. I should be happier,” she breathed.

“No, no, baby. I’m the one that should apologize. I promised to always put you first, but I got on a roll, and…” Graham shook his head. “I’ve been searching the last month for the right present for you. And a friend today, a new one, helped me realize something. I didn’t need to look for a present for you.” He tugged the hem of her shirt from her pants. “I needed to give us a present.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” Rachel asked, gazing into his eyes.

Graham led her to the bedroom, talking as they walked. “I have two ideas. One of which is going to happen. It’s needed to for a while. The second is something we need to talk about. Because if you say no and mean it, I won’t ask again unless you decide you want to do sometime later. There are some other presents under the tree, and you can open those tomorrow, but these… I can’t wait on these, Rachel. I can’t sit by and see us hurting and not want to do something about it. I’m sorry that took so long for me to figure out, but I realize it now, and I love. I love you so much.”

“Oh, Graham…” she murmured, already tearing up. “I love you too.”

In the bedroom, he turned to her again, his hands wanting to caress everything about her, from her curves to her cheeks. He settled first for the latter, pulling her in for an insistent, needing kiss that turned into something hungrier.

Rachel breathed into his mouth, “I need a shower first if we’re 
going to…”

“How about a bath?” Graham asked her. He grinned. “God, how long has it been since we took a bath together?”

She laughed, and it was as light as a pastry puff and just as sweet. “Is that our present?”

“Mm, no. Well, yes, I’m adding it to the list, but…” He kissed her one more time, and pulled her to the bed with him. From his pants pocket, he withdrew his cell and hesitated. “Rachel. Do you trust me?”

“Of course.”

He nodded. “That’s all I can hope for.”

The person was number three on his contact priority list, behind Rachel and his sister. His boss, Wayne, answered on the third ring. “Hello?”

Graham put it on speakerphone, and clutched his wife’s hand in his. This was crazy, this was crazy, this was… “Wayne. Hey. I’ve been thinking, and I’d like to talk to you about a possible demotion.”

Rachel gasped, and whispered, “No, honey, no…”

“Shit, Graham, it’s Christmas Eve. That’s cold-blooded. Who are you looking to demote?”

Graham grinned at Rachel. “Not for anyone else. For me.”

Wayne paused a very long time, and then said, “Is this about the backlash on that Mian buyout? Look, I shouldn’t have come down so hard on your team, but…”

“No,” Graham said. “This is something I need for my own peace of mind.”

“Why don’t you take some time to think about it? Take a couple weeks off, destress, come back with a fresh head.”

“I don’t need a fresh head, Wayne. I need a lighter schedule. I need nine to five every day. I’m not coming home late again to my wife when I can help it.”

“You don’t come back from a move like this,” Wayne snapped. “You are on track to become the youngest vice president this company’s seen and-”

“Wayne. My mind is made up. Belinda’s more than capable of taking over for me in the interim. If it’s a problem, I’ll resign. I’ll have the paperwork to you on your desk day after Christmas.”

Wayne hung up without another word. In minutes, Graham knew, the other heads of the major departments would be calling and trying to convince him to not do this, so he shut off his cell phone and turned to his silently weeping wife.

“Rachel.”

“Don’t, not because of me, please don’t-”

“No. Look at me,” Graham said, tilting her lovely, elfin face up to look into her eyes. He hated watching her cry. Hated it more than anything else in life. It always hurt, even in the worst of their fugue. “I love you. I love us. I want to come home, take you to dinner, and go to that crappy little dollar cinema on 19th
.”

She laughed and sniffed. “That shut down three years ago, baby.”

“Then we find a new crappy place to go afterward, where I can make out with you in the dark.” He grinned and kissed her. “We’re going to take a financial hit, and I’m probably going to get fired. But I promise you, long-term…  I know I’ll be happier.”

“Me too,” she whispered.

He held her for a while, enjoying the moment, then she rose up and guided him into the bathroom. The tub was a huge two-seater, built almost like a hot tub with headrests and side-by-side seating. Husband and wife unclothed each other with gentle familiarity. Rachel stroked him to hardness and guided him into the tub that way, holding his cock and seeing him settle down into the deliciously hot water before she joined him, sitting by his side, her head resting against his shoulder.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “Graham, I love you. I’d stand by your side no matter what. But this is the best gift you’ve ever given me.”

Graham kissed the top of her head, and reached across to the reindeer-imprinted soap holder. From it, he plucked her favorite bar of soap and turned so he was sitting on his knees. She watched with smoldering eyes as he began to slowly run the bar of soap across the delicate length of her collar. A moment later, he trailed a wet washrag across where he brushed the soap, and like that, Graham spent minutes devoted to cleaning his wife. He took his time at his favorite little spots – the freckles around her nipples he kissed and teased, drawing a pleasant sigh from her. Her long fingers he kissed 
one by one before she reached out to stroke him, keeping him hard just above the hot water. Graham avoided her sex for the moment, and instead massaged her legs, her calves, her feet. Those he spent a long time on, rubbing the pads with his thumbs, drawing groans of pleasure after her day.

Finally he rinsed her off, and Rachel seemed almost disappointed he didn’t fool around with her. But when he guided her out of the tub and wrapped her in one of their heavy Turkish cotton robes, Graham murmured, “Where’s going to be comfortable for you to sit?”

“Sorry?”

He fished out one of her razors and some shaving cream, smiling. “You’re not done yet.”

“Ooh, the full spa treatment. I’m loving this new you.”

“Me too,” Graham said.

She sat on the edge of a vanity stool and hiked her robe up to show off her long, athletic legs. Graham hadn’t shaved her legs like this since they were first dating. He filled an oversized mug with hot water and took his time reacclimating himself to his wife’s sensitive skin. Every touch of the razor blade to Rachel was as gentle as a breath of air. It was clearly having an effect on her, as her cheeks bloomed with color and her thighs parted for him, her pink depths glistening. Twice she reached down to run her fingers along her folds, willing him on, but Graham was going to have his way slow and easy.

He finished with her legs, washed them off, touched up what he’d missed, and she started to rise up. But he kept her sitting with hands on her thighs, grinning up at her. “I’m not done shaving you yet,” he said.

“Oh. Oh, Graham,” she moaned.

He emptied the mug and refilled it with piping hot water, and knelt between her thighs, his breath hot on her folds. He applied a fine layer of shaving cream, studying her carefully as though he were painting an intricate portrait. His first stroke was high and slow, easing down her flesh so very carefully. Graham dipped the razor into the water, tapped it to clear off the hairs, and returned to her, raptly taking care of his wife.

He was barely touching her, and Rachel quivered with every 
careful stroke. He pinched her labial folds gently, and wicked away the hairs there. When he cleaned the blade again, he left one hand high on her thigh and she clamped down on it, squeezing his fingers tight as the cool air was replaced by his warm breath.

“Grah… am…” she whispered, her legs spreading wide, and he watched wonderingly as her pussy convulsed. Rachel came, and he’d barely even begun touching her. Graham leaned up to kiss her, and she cupped the back of his head.

It took some time to finish, but when he was done, he wiped his wife clean, kissed each of her lips and then her clit, and stood up to guide Rachel into their bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed, and tried to take him into her mouth, but Graham shook his head, smiling. “No. Tonight is about you. That’s your present to me. Let me make you feel good. And then let me try every day to remember this.” He rested a hand on her breast above her heart. “What I almost let slip away from me.”

“I’m yours, Graham, I’ll always be yours.”

Words had never made him more content. He guided her up the bed, and she shivered, both from anticipation and the cool air. Graham pulled the blankets up around them both, and slid down into the depths of the warm darkness to kiss along his beloved’s body. Every inch of her was familiar to him, more so than his own, but he reveled in rediscovering Rachel all over again. By the time his lips reached her freshly shaven mound, she was writhing above him, her legs swept wide. He kissed her thighs, and traced his tongue across the sensitive flesh he’d just shaved until she grabbed his hair under the blankets and crushed it between her fingers, pleading with him with her body to make love to her with his tongue.

And Graham listened.

Rachel had always loved this, but Graham hadn’t gone down on her in ages. Why? Because he didn’t have the time? Bullshit. If he could take fifteen minutes to go out of his way to grab a coffee each morning from his favorite kiosk, he could make sure his wife was satisfied any time she wanted it. He dove in now with real pleasure of his own. Even under the blankets he knew Rachel so well he had her moaning in minutes. She loved a good pace, not quite manic but energetic, so he worked his tongue along her folds and depths with 
haste, like he was licking an ice cream before it melted on a hot day. And just like the ice cream, Rachel melted too. Already turned on and sensitive after her first orgasm, she went wild now, digging her heels into the mattress, jumping at flicks of her clit, clutching Graham tight to her core, begging him, whimpering his name.

She found her heights again, crying out wordlessly as her fragrant wetness spilled across his tongue and his chin. Graham was too turned on to hesitate or slow down, and shot back up her body, his cock at her entrance even as she was still quaking from the intensity of his oral skills. She kissed him with feverish need and wrapped her legs around him as his cock slid home, making her gasp. His hands right beside her shoulders, Graham fucked into her with joyous abandon, letting her know his lust, his need for her, and Rachel watched him with a gleam to her eyes, somewhere between content and greedy for him to spill into her. She urged him on with breathy whispers, telling him to come, telling him to fill her up, and he was pulling out of her, rolling her over and slipping a pillow under her hips. This was the way she loved it most, almost completely flat on the bed on her stomach, and Rachel cried out her passion as he thrust back into her, gasping his wife’s name.

His pace intensified, and he loved the way her head twisted every which way as his big dick pushed deep inside with every thrust. It was his unbiased opinion Rachel had one of the best asses in the world and he loved feeling it against him. Every once in a while he stopped to grind and sway his cock within his wife, and she went crazy for it, her fingers dancing, her head tossing back, coherent words escaping her. She came a third time with a wail, bending backwards as far as she could. Graham was close now and raced towards his own climax, gasping her name.

“I want to see you,” she chanted, “I want to see you, I want to see you…”

Graham understood and pulled out of her, his cock aching for its release, and she flopped over onto her back again. Graham grabbed her under her knees and brought them to her chest before he pumped back into her. Rachel begged him to come, to finish inside her, and he finally did, his come pumping into her as he groaned his need and love in one unintelligible word. Slowly they disentangled, 
and she pulled him to the bed next to her, kissing him frantically and nestling into him as tightly as she could.

Graham held Rachel, their warmth shared, and after a few minutes, he said quietly, “Rachel. I’m sorry.”

“Me too, baby.” She glanced up at him again. “But it’s so wonderful to have you back.”

“Mm,” he said, kissing her forehead.

“What’s the second present? The one you wanted to talk about?”

“Ah.” He cleared his throat, thought about how best to phrase it, and said, “Look, if this isn’t something you want to do, I’m with you. But I think it might be a good route for us. And for a kid out there somewhere.”

She blinked up at him, a slow smile spreading across her elfin face. “Adoption?”

“Yeah.”

Rachel jumped out of bed, and for an irrational moment, Graham thought she was pissed at him. She darted away, her bare butt looking so enticing, and came back a minute later with her cell phone. “I’ve been… kinda thinking about how to ask you. But look at my search history.”

He did, and was transfixed. In among her searches for a new nightgown, recipes, and movie spoilers, there were at least twenty or thirty recent searches for adoption agencies in the area and the process needed to adopt.

She snuggled into him again. “With everything going on, I thought I’d talk to you about it after New Year’s.” Rachel stared up at him. “It’s something I’d like to do, if we can. But only if you want to.”

“Yes. Absolutely, with you, yes.” He kissed the bridge of her nose. “A family.”

“A family,” Rachel breathed, and wiggled in a happy dance. “I love you, baby.”

“I love you too.”

They held each other, and Graham thought she was nodding off, but out of the blue, Rachel started giggling. He laughed too, and asked, “What?”

“Going to be kind of hard to top your presents to me this year,” Rachel said.

He pulled her onto him, his second wind coming on and fast as she spread her thighs around him, her sex grinding against his length. “Mm. I think I like what you’re giving me right now.”


Home in Time for Christmas

Contains: M/F romance, more cookies

The wind kicked up a cloud of swirling snow, so thick Naomi could barely see the center line and the traffic coming the other way. At least she was close to New Bainbridge. Twenty more miles and she’d be home.

Home. How strange it was that the word could have such different meanings for her. Right now, home meant her mom’s place in New Bainbridge, where Naomi hoped to stay for a couple weeks until she found a job and a rental. Home meant her mother’s hugs, the ones that could wipe away so much hurt in with so few words spoken. Home meant Naomi was okay.

But just weeks ago, home meant somewhere else. Flemington, halfway across the country, and a trailer house that smelled eternally of her husband Lincoln’s shitty cigarettes. Then, home meant getting off at five and taking the hour before Lincoln arrived to make sure nothing was out of place. Home meant walking on eggshells, afraid of her husband’s growing anger at her, at work, at everything. Home meant watching him smash up their life together in a drunken rage before she walked out the door for good.

Her heater had been on full blast since the state line. For New Bainbridge, this was actually a fairly warm winter day, but Naomi had a chill she knew she wouldn’t shake until she was under a blanket, sipping her mom’s favorite chamomile tea, her cure for everything, spiritual or physical. Instead, Naomi plucked a cup of now-lukewarm coffee from the center console, sipped, and stared down the morning snow, willing it to part like the forecast said it would until that night. The sun was trying to spark through the clouds, and if it did, she’d be treated to the spectacular view of the New Bainbridge skyline.

The highway wasn’t as well traveled as the Interstate, but it led closer to home. It passed through a few dips and valleys, then she’d come into her mom’s suburbs. Businesses began to crop up along the highway. Out here, that mostly meant farm equipment lots and 
storage units, but here and there the lights twinkled from a bar or restaurant.

A figure in a Santa suit stood in the driveway of just one such spot, his gloved hand out and thumb up in the universal symbol for “give a guy a lift, would ya?” Naomi hesitated. She was an attractive woman – not that beauty meant much to the kind of psychopaths who would rape or murder someone – and alone, but she had a knife in the center console compartment. And it was Christmas Eve. If she had that kind of bad luck, wouldn’t she want someone to stop?

She sighed and slowed for the next business, and the man in the Santa suit walked quickly towards her car. Naomi dug out the knife and slipped it under her hip. If the guy tried anything, she could unfold it and jam it into him in just a few seconds. But when the man pulled open the door with a big, relieved sigh, she immediately calmed like Lincoln was blowing the smoke from one of his joints into her face – which he’d done more than once when he told her she needed to quit being such a bitch all the time.

“Thank you, thank you, a thousand times, thank you,” the man in the Santa suit said. The back of the car was full of what little remained to Naomi, and the passenger seat was pushed up as a result. The big man had to contort himself to get his legs into the space under the glove compartment and finally pulled the door shut, chuckling so hard his belly shook. “I really should lose a few pounds for situations like this.”

Naomi laughed politely and couldn’t help staring at the man. What a fantastic suit. Every detail was perfection and it fit him as comfortably as his gloves. His beard and hair were absolutely spot-on too. A real beard, oiled and bushy. Long, tangled curls of white atop his head, topped by a red stocking cap. Along the white trim of his coat and hat were Christmas images in gold stitching. Her eye fell to one of a Christmas star, and she grinned despite her earlier apprehension.

“That is one heck of an outfit.”

“Well, thank you again!” Santa took off his thin glasses and wiped them on his coat. Strange, but apart from that, he didn’t seem to be a bit affected by the wet conditions. Not a hint of snow melting on his clothes, as though it were perfectly dry conditions out there. “I 
appreciate you picking me up. I know it must be difficult to put your trust in a stranger so completely like that.”

“Hey, who can say no to Santa, right? I’m headed into New Bainbridge. Where can I drop you?”

Santa dug out what she thought was an old pocket watch at first, but it turned out to be a compass, old and beautiful. It opened on hinges, and the needle inside twirled every which way before finally settling in a direction she couldn’t see. “Ah, yes,” Santa said, delighted. “The Forester Vegetarian Market on Mercer Street. I can guide you right to it.” He chuckled again. “Probably think they can fleece some carrots and apples from the kids.”

All right, so the guy was a little nutty. Don’t draw attention. Don’t draw attention.

“I realize I must seem the lunatic,” the man said, shutting the compass and tucking it away in a pocket. “My sincerest apologies. Even my wife calls me eccentric.”

“Oh, that’s all right. We’re all a little bit odd in our own ways, I suppose. Headed home to her for the holidays?”

“Mm, tomorrow morning, yes.” Santa sighed happily. “I love my job, but I do hate being apart from her.”

“All women should be so lucky,” Naomi said, and her smile was genuine this time.

“Oh, I’m the lucky one, believe me. Stays up all night to see me in the morning. I don’t know why, but she loves it. Plays games, bakes everything you can think of for our friends and family.”

“You know, I’ve never thought of Mrs. Claus as a gamer, but that totally makes sense.”

Santa chuckled again. “Oh yes. Board games, video games. Absolutely wicked at softball.”

“Do the two of you have any plans for Christmas?” Naomi asked.

“We have a few traditions. A cozy breakfast together, then I’m so tuckered out we snuggle up until late in the afternoon. Then we host a big dinner for all our friends, a thank you for all their hard work and their hearts.”

“Aw,” Naomi said. “That’s wonderful.”

“How about you?” Santa asked. “Big plans for the holiday?”

Naomi drew a deep breath. With anyone else, she might have 
clammed up and not said a word. But she found herself trusting and liking this guy. Whoever he was, he had a natural, easy charm to him, even if he was strange.

“Well, I’m sure you noticed my things in the back,” she said. He smiled at that and nodded. In that smile wasn’t pity but… commiseration? Yes, that’s what it felt like. “Going to surprise my mom. She doesn’t know I’m coming home, and I’m hoping she’ll take me in. I… made a mistake in life. Grew up here in New Bainbridge, but when I was eighteen, I fell for the complete wrong guy and it took me ten years to realize that.” She smiled bitterly. “He was so good at twisting me against myself, making me think our fights were my fault, that it was all in my head he was cheating on me, and worse, that he really loved me. That he needed me.” Naomi had to stop for a moment to collect her thoughts and breathe. “I gave up everything for him. I moved away from a city I loved because I believed him that things would be so great out there. I don’t care that we lived in a trailer or that we made just below the poverty line. I’m a basic woman. I own that. But I cared that he didn’t want to try. That he hated his job but he didn’t actually do anything about it but take it out on me.”

“I’m very sorry,” Santa murmured.

“No, it’s okay. I just wish I saw what happened sooner. It was the small-town trap, you know? You go in with this idea that these tiny places are going to be idyllic and full of quirky people you’ll fall in love with, just like all the movies and Christmas romances you read, but the truth is, the worst small towns are venomous, and you don’t know that you’ve been bit until it’s way too late. The industries die, and the people get angry. But instead of doing something long-term, they start to take it out on the people around them. The outcasts, the minorities, their loved ones, whoever’s an easy target to separate out. And that’s what happened to Lincoln. My husband, he thought he’d have an easy path to retirement and success, and when it didn’t happen, he put all his hatred into me. And it nearly got me too.” Naomi shook her head. “So I’m coming home. Nearly thirty, divorced, no job prospects, and I’m coming home to my mother.” She smiled. “The weird thing is… this is the happiest I’ve been since high school.”

“As a bird should be, when it finds the key to its cage in its own talons.”

“Mm, I like that,” Naomi said. “You have a way with old-fashioned words.”

Santa chuckled at that. “Yes, I suppose I do. What is it you hope for, Naomi?”

“A warm hug and a ‘yes, you can stay on my couch,’ that would be nice.”

“Long-term. What is it you want with your life?”

Naomi slowed for a left-hand turn, made it, and finally said, “A redo. I’ve been on both sides of the dating game. I’ve been in the world’s best relationship, and an awful one. I wish I could tell my young self how to differentiate the two.”

“A very wise answer,” Santa said.

“How about you? What does Santa want for Christmas? Cookies, I must imagine.”

“Hah, yes, cookies are always a delightful gift.” His smile faded and he said very quietly, “To ease the world’s burdens the way they think I can.”

“What, with like presents and what not? I gotta say, you’re easing my troubles just by listening to me.”

His smile reappeared. “Very glad to hear that. Ah, this is me, up at the end of the block.”

They slowed, and waited for a thin line of traffic to make it to the street before pulling into the lot. A huge crowd of people gathered in front of the vegetarian grocery store, and Naomi tried to make out what was inside the ring. “Hope there’s no one hurt,” she murmured.

“Oh, I believe they’re probably all here for the reindeer.”

“The reindeer?” Naomi asked, amused. She pulled into an empty parking space, and when she put the car in park, she reached behind her for a small cooler behind Santa’s back. “Before you go… well, it’s not much, but here you go.” She opened it up and fished out the last half of a package of dry, crumbly cheap chocolate chip cookies she bought on clearance the day before. “I’m sorry, I know it’s not the gift you really want, but…”

Santa took the package of cookies and her hand. “My very favorite kind,” he murmured. He got out, and before he closed the 
door, he leaned in one last time. “Have a warm wonderful Christmas, Naomi.”

“You too,” she said, not registering her name until she put the car in reverse. Then it hit her, and she asked, “How did he…?”

Naomi pulled the car back in, parked it, and jumped out. Santa was already among the crowd, laughing and wishing people a merry Christmas. And for a moment, just a moment, she saw a pair of reindeer peeking through the crowd. One of them was, indeed, munching on an apple. Naomi watched, her mouth wide open, as Santa helped several children up into his sleigh along with their parents. As he got up into the driver’s seat, he glanced down the parking lot, right at Naomi, and rubbed his nose. She rubbed hers in response, dazed.

* * *

The phone’s irritatingly chirpy ringtone brought Ethan up out of the dark. He kept meaning to change it, but he owned the phone now for better than three years and it was time to admit the damn thing was going to change only when he bought a new one. He answered it, trying to speak through the cotton in his throat.

“Mm hm?”

“MERRRRRY CHRISTMAS!” two voices shouted at him.

“Oh God, it’s too early for this,” Ethan muttered, and hung up.

It wasn’t that he hated Christmas. He didn’t. But some friends dragged him out the night before and they drank until the early morning hours, shooting the shit, playing pool, and eventually combing the city for fast food places open at two in the morning. Normally Ethan didn’t drink that much and he only allowed himself fast food maybe once a month. But around Christmas, with his parents now living in Milwaukee and his siblings scattered to the wind, when he had a holiday to himself, Ethan gave himself a cheat day.

He pulled the covers back up, ignoring the thumping in his skull and the oaky residue of whatever scotch or bourbon he’d been downing with Alan at the last. Alan and his wife Marie didn’t drink beer or wine or well liquor like good, sane people did. Instead they drank IPAs that tasted like fruity ass and port that tasted like buttery fruity ass and top shelf liquor that tasted… well, okay, that was 
pretty good stuff, actually. Alan had even bought him a bottle of the whiskey as a Christmas gift, and Ethan had the vaguest memory of hugging the man and nearly knocking them both down in the process.

His phone rang again. George and Cara were part of the crew that had dragged him out last night, but they bailed early since they had kids at home they needed to get back to. They must have heard from Alan how much Ethan drank, and this was their revenge for not being able to partake. He should have been mad, but truth was, Ethan probably would have done the same thing.

He answered again and flopped over, rubbing a hand across his five o’clock shadow. In the winter, his facial hair tended to grow like he’d been bitten by a werewolf. “Please tell me you’re bringing nachos and a Gatorade.”

“No luck,” George said cheerfully. “You’re not doing anything tonight, right?”

“No, nothing going on. Why? What’s up?”

“Well, they closed down the airport we were flying into.”

“Oh shit. Tell Cara I’m sorry.”

“I’m right here,” Cara said, “and I’m not. I love my family and all, but now I don’t have to listen to politics all damn night.”

“I take it the kids are asleep?” Ethan asked, grinning. He pushed himself up and sat on the edge of the bed.

“At their grandparents’ so we can wrap presents and bump uglies.” George asked. “Anyways, look, we’re doing a last-minute thing. Cara ran down to the store, we’ve got everything for dinner. Marie and Alan are in, they’re bringing dessert. Can you make it?”

It was a better offer than anything else Ethan could come up with, and he really didn’t want to be alone. He loved the holidays, but only when there was someone to spend it with. “Ah hell, yeah, why not? What do you need me to bring?”

“You’re not going to cook something, are you?” Cara asked.

“Har har,” Ethan grumbled. “Figure I’ll run by the store.”

They settled on him grabbing bread and the stuff for a non-alcoholic punch for the kids. In a way, that left Ethan kind of hurt, because he knew they were picking cheap stuff he could afford. Ethan was very good with his money and owned his house, but on a 
teacher’s salary, it was true he couldn’t often afford the niceties his friends enjoyed.

When the call ended, he changed into a pair of sweats, staying shirtless for the moment and ducking into his spare bedroom for his dumbbells. With nowhere to go and in no rush, he powered through a long, exhaustive workout that left him dripping with sweat. A shower and a change of clothes later, and Ethan felt fairly human again.

In his car, he searched the radio stations until he found one belting out Christmas classics, and sang along with them. If one of his all-time favorites hadn’t come on, Ethan might have stopped at his usual store. But it did, and he decided to roll with it and head to the slightly nicer sister grocery store further out in the suburbs. This was his old stomping grounds, not all that far from where his parents raised him. That brought back memories, and he called them as he decided to cruise down by the old neighborhood.

His parents would both turn fifty the next year, a thought that amazed him. They still seemed so young to him. His mom answered the call with her usual Christmas cheer, and they bullshitted for a bit. His dad was out playing with his gift to his wife – a new snowblower – and she was inside, baking some cookies for a church function that night.

“Guess where I’m at?” Ethan asked her.

“The old house?”

“Yup. Looks like they need a paintjob.”

“Oh, honey, take a picture.”

Ethan laughed and pulled over. He felt a bit foolish standing on the sidewalk to snap a picture, but for his mom, he’d do damn near anything. Not for the first time, he regretted not taking them up on their offer to fly him to Milwaukee for the week, but oh well.

“Excuse me,” someone called out behind him. “What do you think you’re doing?”

Ethan knew that voice. Knew it very well, and it sent an immediate, confusing helix of happiness and hurt through him. When he fucked things up with Naomi, that meant he screwed up things with her mother, too. Tina had been like family to him, and every time they bumped into each other throughout the years, the 
old wounds ached, especially since she was always so sweet to him, no matter what had happened.

He turned, and his heart swelled. She was all gray now, and a few more wrinkles than he remembered lined her face, but Tina was still Tina, in a pair of red pants and a snowman-adorned sweater. She lifted a hand to her mouth.

“Ethan!”

“Hey, Tina.”

When he first started became friends with Naomi, it had been “Mrs. Hamilton,” but when the teens dated, Tina told him to call her by her first name. She was fiercely protective of her daughter, but with him, she relaxed, let go. Now Ethan crossed the street to her without even thinking about it, wrapping her up in a hug and laughing. His mom spoke on the other end of the phone, concerned when he didn’t answer, and he put her on speakerphone. “Mom. Guess who nearly called the cops on me?”

“Mrs. Hamilton?” his mom asked immediately. “Oh my goodness, you tell her we said hello. And merry Christmas.”

Tina parroted her right back, and the two caught up. They promised to get in touch over social media, and Ethan hung up after promising to call his mom right back.

“It’s so good to see you, Ethan.”

“You too. How’s Naomi?” The name came out of him only with a tug of effort. She was married, had been since right after graduation. That hurt. A lot. Especially given how he messed things up between them.

“She’s okay. Staying strong.”

“Staying strong? Was she sick?”

Tina cocked her head at him. “You… haven’t heard?”

“No.” A spike of fear jabbed at his guts. “Please tell me she’s okay.”

“She is. Now. She and that big floating turd divorced.”

Ethan’s brain froze up for a moment, and he realized he was expected to say something. “I… I’m sorry it didn’t work out.”

Tina grinned. “No you’re not. And neither am I. He was an asshole of an absolutely biblical size.”

Tina was not a woman given over to swearing, and the word 
coming out of her mouth amused him. “Well, still, that can’t be easy on her.”

“No,” Tina said, her smile vanishing. “I wish she’d come home for Christmas. But she’s out there, trying to do it all on her own. You know.”

He did, and nodded. “Well, you’ll have to tell her I said hello and merry Christmas.”

“I certainly will. I’m bringing around candy and cookies to my friends and family later, so I need your address.”

His stomach nodded approvingly. Tina and his mom had an informal contest of sorts when he was a teenager about who was the better baker, and no matter what, Ethan and Naomi were always the winners. “I don’t want you to go through the troub-”

“White chocolate chip cookie dough fudge,” Tina said, and if there were ever better words than those, Ethan didn’t know them. He jogged back to his car, grabbed a piece of junk mail, and scribbled out the address and his phone number on the back. They hugged again, and Ethan headed out.

Naomi.

He thought about her the whole drive to the store and while he shopped. Thought about their years of friendship as kids, and the day he shyly asked her if she’d like to go on a real date. They were in seventh grade then. He used all the money he’d saved from his allowance to take her to a movie, and the two of them spent the next six years together. He thought they’d be together forever. They were so good together. Arguments were common, but they always came together afterwards and managed to talk things out. Her mom said they felt like a better couple than most the adults she’d ever known. They’d also been each other’s firsts in a lot of ways that weren’t just sexual. They had their first beer together. They smoked their first joint together, and subsequently, both of them got their first stern lecture from the principal together.

And they were each other’s first breakup.

Ethan had recovered, as had Naomi. She’d gone on to marry Lincoln, a guy two years older than they were who invited her to come with him to a big music festival rather than their senior prom. Ethan watched Naomi not so much slip away from him, but run. And 
he’d… well, he went on to college, and dated a few other women. He’d even been pretty serious with one, and they’d talked some about marriage before they realized they were drifting towards it more because it was what was expected of them than what they really wanted.

And now Ethan floated from moment to moment. He liked his life well enough. The kids in his classes were generally decent, and he had some great friends. His house would be paid for by the time he was forty-five, and he was thinking long-term about returning to school to get his Master’s degree and maybe teaching at the college rumored to be opening up soon.

It was a good life.

But as he paid for his rolls, broccoli salad, juice, and ginger ale, Ethan couldn’t stop thinking about what-ifs. What if he’d kept things cool between him and Naomi? Where would they be now? Together? Or was all this going to happen anyways and he was just too stupid to realize it?

* * *

Tina was gone, at least for the moment. Naomi parked at the curb and got out. Right across the street was Ethan’s old house. She shivered with the warmth and pain of those memories, of his sweet smile, of the ease with which she could tease a laugh out of him. So many mistakes in her life.

But it was foolish pining after a guy she’d last seen at their graduation. Ten years was a long time. Back when she was first married, Naomi used to ask her old friends about Ethan, checking in just to make sure he was okay. But Lincoln overheard one of those conversations and that led to one of the biggest fights in the early years. It was a flash in the pan considering his eternal simmering over the last few years, but back then it seemed almost marriage-ending, and Naomi stopped asking about Ethan.

Maybe she’d look him up online. But if he was married and had a bunch of kids or something, the pain would be one more hurt on an already broken back, and she couldn’t really handle that at the moment. A week, she vowed to herself. Give it a week, settle in, and then go hound after your ex-boyfriend to see if he doesn’t want to ride you off into the sunset.

Her key still worked, and she let herself in to the amazing smells of her mom’s baking. Ethan’s mom and her own used to bake up storms when they were kids. It wasn’t just a hobby to them but some kind of silly, unspoken competition. Or at least at first, anyways, then they both started teaming together to deliver gift packages to friends, family, and those in their community.

Naomi was surprised at how much had changed in her old house. She hadn’t been home in years – Lincoln didn’t like her coming back to New Bainbridge – and her mom had touched up everything. Gone was their big sectional, replaced instead with a tasteful red leather couch and a matching loveseat. Some of the walls were now painted a soft chocolate that felt far more natural than the old dreary white. The pictures hung up consisted mostly of her, and Naomi’s heart broke to see it.

She didn’t want to presume and bring her things in. Instead, Naomi wandered into the kitchen, tears slipping down her face as every day of her absence from home crept through her mind. She’d been gone so long. So very long.

A party mix cooled in a big roaster on the oven. Naomi opened the lid and sniffed deep the ranch seasoning. She took a handful, forgetting how damn hot the nuts got, and quickly burned her tongue. Totally worth it. She moved on to the tins beside the fridge, digging out her old favorites. A dulce de leche fudge. Peanut butter balls. A toffee crunch. Peanut brittle. She pigged out, indulging herself until the sugar threatened to make her sick. Caught in a paradox or tears and a big dopey smile, she crashed onto the couch in the living room, curled up, and fell asleep to dream of reindeer.

The door banging open made her jump. Her mom stood in the entrance, her eyes glimmering.

“Hi Mom,” Naomi murmured as she sat up.

Her mom wailed, “Oh, honey,” and rushed to her, her arms out for the hug Naomi had been dreaming about for years.

* * *

They sat together at the kitchen table, fresh cups of coffee steaming  between them and a grilled ham and cheese quickly disappearing in Naomi’s hands.

“I could really make you whatever you like,” Tina said.

“Trust me, Mom. This is what I’ve been craving.”

Naomi’s things had been hauled into her old bedroom. Tina asked where the rest of it was when they brought it in, and when Naomi didn’t answer, she cried for the both of them. The good glassware and china? Broken by Lincoln. The family photo albums? Torn up and thrown out into the snow. Now Tina was red-eyed, and took hold of her daughter’s hand whenever she got the chance.

“Do you want to talk about it, honey?” Tina asked.

“Soon, I promise. I’d like to get through Christmas and just… decompress.”

“I understand. When your dad passed, that was me. I just wanted to get through the funeral, and then I could let myself feel everything.”

Naomi finished her sandwich and took a sip of coffee as she chewed the last bite. “I’ll say this, though. I’m sorry I didn’t listen. You told me straight along, be careful with him.”

“You don’t apologize for anything. If I had him here right now, I’d… I’d…”

“I know,” Naomi said, taking her mom’s hands. “He’s already seeing someone else. I tried to warn her, but she won’t listen. Same as me.”

“You learned, sweetie. You got out of there. Take the win.”

“Yeah.” Naomi let her go and leaned back, sighing. Tina’s daughter was still so achingly beautiful, and it hurt to see her so conflicted like this. “You sure you don’t mind me-”

“Stop. As long as you want to stay here, you stay here. I absolutely do not mind a bit and I never want to hear you ask me that again.”

“I’ll chip in when I’ve got a job, but for now, I’ll clean, I’ll…”

“I know,” Tina murmured. “I know.”

They eventually got up to finish bagging up the party mix. Lots of handfuls found their way into their own mouths, and soon, Tina was starting a fresh batch with Naomi’s help. “I used to make it for Lincoln,” she said, smiling sadly. “He liked his with cayenne pepper.” Naomi dropped an arm around her mom’s shoulder and kissed the side of her head. “I like the original recipe.”

Eventually Naomi broke off to use the bathroom and didn’t 
return for a while. Tina glanced out into the living room to see Naomi staring distantly at Ethan’s old house. Tina smiled to herself.

Naomi must have noticed her peeking in, because she asked without turning around, “Do you ever hear from them? Ethan or his parents?”

Tina opened her mouth to say she’d just ran into Ethan, but a wicked little plan crept into her mind and she regrouped hastily. “I just spoke to his mom this morning, actually. They said to wish you a merry Christmas.”

“And, um, him? Does he ever come around?”

“We bump into each other from time to time,” Tina said. Naomi said nothing to that, and Tina could feel her mood darkening.  “Come on. We’ve got to separate out the candy into tins. Then you’re going to shower and we’re going to deliver the next batches. You want to help, that’s how you start.”

Naomi wrapped her arm around her mom’s waist and gave her a kiss on the side of her head. “Sounds perfect.”

* * *

With nothing else to do until his friends’ party, Ethan shoveled his walk and driveway. The weather was decent and he was feeling energetic, so he headed down the street and started working on his neighbors’ place too. Mr. Kroll stepped out on his front porch and tried to give him a twenty for the trouble. Ethan waved him off, and finished up the next three houses even if he was fairly certain the McHeaths were off visiting family.

He headed back to his place, the shovel over one shoulder. There was just enough snow on his lawn to build a snowman, and he had some carrots inside. Feeling a bit goofy, he settled the shovel inside the front door, grabbed a carrot and some black olives for the nose and eyes, and headed outside again. Ethan felt like a kid rolling up a big ball of snow, and chuckled when the Iversons drove by and honked. He waved back, and kept on rolling the snow, making the bottom huge. The midsection was nearly as big, and he struggled to lift it up onto the base, sweating under his jacket. The head he decided to keep reasonably sane-sized. As he settled it atop the midsection, a car pulled up to his curb. Ah, Tina, probably. His mouth watered at the thought of some of her fudge.

A pair of doors closed, and a soft voice said, “It looks just like you.”

The head fell from his fingers and rolled off the midsection, falling into the snow behind it. Ethan’s throat seized up. No. Not Tina.

Naomi.

He turned, and there she was, the woman he thought he’d managed to leave behind, but no, all the old hurts and doubts rushed through him, all dashed against the warmth in his heart at seeing her again. And oh God, Naomi was still so beautiful. Even more so. She’d developed her curves at an early age and never seemed quite at ease with them, but now she seemed… right, somehow, like the rest of her body finally caught up with her boobs and her butt. Her dirty blonde hair was done in a long ponytail, and topped with a Santa hat.

She smiled tentatively, her blue eyes misting, and then her smile grew wider and wider. “Hey, Ethan.”

“Naomi,” he breathed. On the other side of the car was Tina, but he barely registered her presence as he ran through the last hours before Naomi called him up and broke it off with him. About watching her months later hop into Lincoln’s car, already looking like a different person with her newfound sexuality and wild attitude. About graduation, when they watched each other step onto the stage, and the awkward few moments afterwards, when she tried to hug him and he couldn’t take it, walking away before she ran to Lincoln and away with him for the next decade.

Ethan cleared his throat. “Your mom said you, ah, you weren’t going to make it home for Christmas.”

“Yeah, I wanted to surprise her.” Naomi brushed a tear from her eye and sniffed. “Can we… hug? Is that okay?”

“God yes,” Ethan said, and she laughed, and he laughed, and then she was coming up the lawn, and he met her, gripping her to him, breathing deep her cheap, pleasant soapy smell. They still fit together so well.

Down by the car came the sound of a bag rustling. Tina settled the tins of Christmas candy and snacks on the lawn, and said cheerfully, “Baby, you come see me when you come see me. The two of you have fun now.”

Naomi broke away from Ethan, turning. “What are you…?”

“Love you Nono, merry Christmas Eve, byeeeee!” Tina called as she dove into her car and jacked down on the locks as fast as she could. In another moment, she was honking and pulling away.

Naomi turned back to Ethan, a look of wonder on her face. “I think I just got played.”

“That was pretty good.”

A sweet chuckle escaped Naomi’s lips, and she walked around the back of the snowman to pick up the head. Ethan stared at her ass filling out her jeans, and grinned sheepishly when she glanced back and caught him looking. Together they lifted the head into place and affixed the nose and eyes.

When the snowman was finished, they stared at it together, so close they could have held hands like they used to. Ethan said, “Do you, uh, want to come in?”

Naomi was silent so long he thought she’d walk out of his life again, and only when he heard her sniff did he realize she was crying. He turned and wrapped her up in another hug, and she buried her face against his chest, letting it out, almost going completely boneless in his arms. Finally she began to whisper, “Is it okay?”

“Yeah,” Ethan whispered back.

* * *

The door had barely closed before Naomi went for his jacket and him her sweater. Their hands were all over each other, barely managing to stay still long enough to navigate the difficulties of stripping each other down. If she wasn’t so consumed with need for her old boyfriend, Naomi might have felt self-conscious about her dowdy old cotton bra or the hole-ridden panties, but she was in Ethan’s arms again and nothing had ever felt more right to her.

Down to his jeans, Ethan grabbed her ass unashamedly. It had always been his favorite part of Naomi’s body, and he needed it, wanted it in his hands. His cock surged against its confines and he had to have her, right then, right now. His hands dipped lower and he was lifting her as she kept peppering him with torturously short brushes of her mouth to his everything. They made it into the bedroom, and Ethan dropped her onto the springy mattress, glad he’d cleaned just a day ago. She crawled backwards in a hurry. Her 
panties slid down her thighs, across her legs, dangling on one foot and he jerked them from her and threw them behind him as his own pants dropped.

Her bra came off too and Naomi’s body was bared to him for the first time in a decade. He jerked his cock at the marvel of her curves, of her creamy skin, of her long legs.

“I need you,” he growled, climbing up onto the bed with her.

“Ethan,” she moaned, spreading herself wide for him, her pink folds nearly ready for him. He dropped down to lick her with a hunger he’d never felt for anyone else, and she responded immediately, her thighs trying their damnedest to crush his head between them as he feasted on her pussy.

Her musk was different, darker, more aromatic, but still so achingly familiar to him. He couldn’t help rocking as he ate her out, like he was fucking her, not making love to her with his tongue. Naomi went wild for him, flexing her hips up and down grabbing his hair, then sliding her hands to cup her breasts, licking at her own nipples before her fingers rose higher, sliding into her mouth. That was new, and Ethan groaned into her folds as he watched, his tongue lashing her clit. She caught him looking and blushed, but kept sucking, her other hand going to her hair, tugging it, toying with it.

He buried his tongue in her along with two fingers, and the fingers in her mouth popped out. “Oh, Ethan, oh, yessss!”

He jerked up the bed to kiss her, his mouth slick with her need, and his fingers hooked up into her, finding her spot in the old familiar way as he rubbed her clit. She kissed him back, hard, then his cheek, his chin. His fingers strummed her fast, one finger on her g-spot, his thumb on her clit.

“Come for me, Naomi,” he said against her lips. “Come for me baby.”

She threw back her head, her back arching, and her wail escaped her. “Eth-AN!”

Her orgasm exploded within her depths and shot upwards along her spine, the pleasure reaching even the follicles of her hair. She pounded the bed, wailing as he kept going, his lips just a hair’s breadth from her cheek as he stared into her eyes, going for a second orgasm immediately, never letting her come down. Whether it was 
just the first orgasm making a return tour or a second, she didn’t know, but her pleasure crested again, lightning fast, and Naomi screamed wordlessly.

Finally Ethan showed her mercy and rose up over her, his cock in his hand. They were both far too gone from the moment they saw each other again to think about condoms or birth control. His cock plunged to her depths in one hard stroke, his balls slapping against her skin as he balanced himself above her shoulders. Her hands came around his muscular back – when had he become such a stud? – and her nails dug into him, her pleasure still arcing through her like electricity.

“Naomi, my Naomi,” he grunted, his ass clenching and unclenching with every hard thrust.

“Ethan, oh my God, I missed you, I missed you so much,” she gasped in response.

“Me too,” he said, and buried his lips against her neck as she writhed underneath him. He was going to come, and he was going to come fast. His hips worked faster and faster, the sweet music of their flesh matched only by their panting and the half-formed words to one another. He had just enough presence of mind to pull out at the last second, his cock throbbing with its need and she was pushing him onto his back, not to give him a blowjob, but to mount him, riding him as hard as he’d fucked her. “Naomi!” he gasped, trying to warn her.

“I know I know I know,” she cried out, and finally let him go, her slick folds sliding up and down his cock until he stiffened, then she lifted up, watching as his come shot up across his belly all the way to his chest. He wasn’t even spent before Naomi dipped down, the girl-next-door all grown up and sucking his come right off his body like she was starving for it.

When he’d finished, she sucked his spent cock into her mouth. There was something fundamentally hot about Naomi with that ponytail sucking him off, and he wished he could get hard again right there so he could go for round two. And three. And four. Instead, finally, she kissed the tip of his cock and crawled up him, both of them panting, both of them already trying to touch the other again and see if this was real.

They wound up with Naomi resting her head on his breast, her leg thrown over him as though to trap him there. “By the way,” she murmured, “hey, hello, how are you?”

Ethan cracked up, and soon they were both damn near crying with the force of it, holding onto each other as though they might fall off the world. When they settled down, he kissed the top of her head. “I heard about the divorce. I’m sorry.”

She blew out a breath, tickling his nipple to hardness with the warmth of it. Fascinated, Naomi reached out to play with it. “Me too.”

“Want to talk about it?”

She breathed slowly, and murmured, “Yeah. I kinda do.”

So Naomi did. She told Ethan about their slow fall together. About Lincoln’s growing moodiness and anger over not being able to hold a job or advance as fast as he thought he deserved. About his claimed desire to start a family turning into pure, blind anger whenever she broached the subject. About the last months of their marriage, and her certainty he was cheating on her. About the confrontation, the fight, about watching Lincoln break everything he could lay his hands on and the deep-rooted terror she’d be next. About the divorce, and her already-meager savings disappearing. About the desperation, and the need to come home.

Ethan didn’t respond. He didn’t know how to, at least not verbally. But he did make love to Naomi again, this time achingly slow, his arms curled around her as they spooned together, her old favorite position. For a long period of time he did nothing but slowly grind into her while she cried and cried. This time was not about pleasure or need, but the love of two old companions healing. Still, though, Ethan made it good, his fingers sliding down to her clit as he kissed the back of her neck, breathing her name, clutching her to him with his other arm as he began to stroke her clit. Her orgasm was wordless and nearly silent, and he came soon after, his warmth shooting against her back as he clutched her tight again.

Naomi thought she drifted off then, maybe for a few minutes, maybe for an hour. She felt warm and safe right up until the point when Ethan sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed. She woke to him like that, his muscular back in frame against the 
afternoon light spilling through his window, and he flinched when she touched him.

“Talk to me,” Naomi whispered.

“I… don’t want to spoil this.”

She sat up too, but didn’t join him. Instead she pushed the pillows to his side of the bed and leaned back against the headboard. “Girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Oh. High school?”

“Yeah,” he said, rubbing his face. “I thought I was over you.”

“I’m… sorry.”

“Don’t be. I’m glad you’re here. But Naomi, I have to ask. Am I your second-place finish?”

“Ethan…”

He rubbed his cheeks. “I’m not angry. I’ll take you however I can get you. God, I love you still so much. But I thought you loved me too.”

“I did,” she said, tears slipping down her face again. “I do.”

“Then tell me why. Why wasn’t I good enough and he was?”

She sniffed, and chuckled. “You proposed to me with a candy ring.”

Not that he’d ever forgotten it, but the memory flooded him, and Ethan hung his head. Halloween. They were both way too old to trick or treat, but they went to a few friends’ houses dressed up as a vampire and his sexy hooker vampire lady. They’d had so much fun, but when they split up the candy at the end of the night, Ethan found a candy ring in his bag. Naomi was looking away, so intent on telling a story she didn’t notice him dropping to one knee. When she turned back, his smile was gone and he held out the candy ring.

“Marry me,” Ethan had told Naomi.

“Ha ha,” she said to him, and smacked his shoulder. But she wasn’t smiling either, and watched him with wary eyes.

“Tell me we’re not amazing together,” Ethan said. “I want to spend the rest of my life with you, Naomi. I know it’s just a stupid candy ring, but say yes. It’ll be a real one someday. Say yes.” He searched her eyes. “Say something, at least.”

“I… I’m sorry, Ethan,” she whispered. Leaving her costume and 
her candy behind, she raced out of there. And in a few hours, when he rested with an arm over his eyes, he got the call. I love you, but I don’t want to get married. I think we should split up. I’m sorry.

He heard it all, and his heart shattered.

In the present, Ethan said stiffly, “You know I would have bought you the real thing when we graduated.”

“It’s not that,” Naomi said. “I was afraid. We’d been on one path all our lives. Like we were always together, we were always meant to be. And I see now that’s the most amazing thing that could have happened to me. But I couldn’t see it then. And that’s not your fault and it’s not mine.”

“But you said yes to Lincoln.”

She bit her lip. “Yes. I did. I was infatuated. He was something new, and so different. And not always in the best ways but I was so desperate to run from you.”

He rose to his feet. “Yeah.”

“That’s not what I…”

But Ethan was heading for the hallway, and the bathroom, and Naomi got up and followed him. He leaned over the tub and started the shower, and flinched when she touched him.

“Ethan. I’m sorry. But listen to me. I was in love with you. Really, intensely in love with you. I’m sorry that came with me feeling trapped.”

“If I hadn’t proposed…”

Naomi stepped into the shower with him. The water was blisteringly hot, and she hopped out quickly. He smiled faintly and turned down the heat for her. His hand reached for hers, and she took it. As she stepped back in, she murmured, “If you hadn’t proposed, I might have run anyways. I don’t know. I made a lot of mistakes, Ethan. It’s no excuse but I was young and I didn’t understand entirely what I wanted out of life.”

He raised his hands to her face, and for a moment, a horrible image of Lincoln raising his fist at her swept through her mind. Lincoln hadn’t hit her, but he came so close she still had nightmares about it. But this was Ethan, not Lincoln, and he cupped her cheeks and kissed her softly.

“I’m upset. But I need you in my life, Naomi. That’s never 
changed. I’ll get over it if you’ll have me again.”

“I’m not running,” she told him, reaching down to grasp his cock.

They were both too spent to get up to much fooling around, and eventually hopped out to get dressed again. “Hey,” Ethan said. “Want to be my date tonight?”

“I was going to ask you the same thing. I want to make my mom dinner.”

“I’ve got a party I’m supposed to go to at nine. Want to go to her place, make her dinner, then pop in and meet a few friends of mine?”

Naomi grinned at him as she slipped on her socks. “That sounds amazingly human. Yes.”

Her mom played it cool when they showed up, protesting they should be spending the evening together, but they both knew she was delighted to have them there. Ethan and Naomi made her sit while they cooked up a beer cheese soup and chopped up vegetables for a side salad. Over dinner, Ethan and Naomi couldn’t help but draw close, their hands finding each other often, and Tina’s smile didn’t disappear once the whole time.

Finally, though, it was time for them to get going. Tina put together a plate of assorted candies and goodies for the party, and gave Ethan a long, wonderful hug before it was her daughter’s turn. In his ear, she whispered, “I’m so glad she came back to you.”

He didn’t trust himself to respond. Ethan still suspected all this was a dream.

* * *

“Nice place!” Naomi said as they walked up the well-lit sidewalk to George and Cara’s house. Christmas lights had been strung along the rain gutter and windows, and the trees bore some dim multi-colored solar lights. A big inflatable snowman rose up taller than Ethan, and he was pretty tall. The house itself was big, two stories with an attic the owners finished and converted into another bedroom.

Ethan shifted the box under his arm. It was full of the food he’d bought earlier, and presents for George and Cara’s kids. “Yeah. George is a weird guy, though. Tinsel fetish. Keep an eye on him. If he starts looking at the tree like I look at your butt, just turn away.”

Naomi gasped and smacked him. “Be nice, we’re their guests.”

“Ahhh,” George said from the patio, making Naomi jump. “He saw me out here stealing a smoke break. Who’s the lovely woman? And what the hell did you have to do to make her come with you?”

“Naomi, George, George, Naomi.”

They reached the porch and George offered Naomi a hand. She shook it, smiling. “Very nice to meet you,” she said. “Hope it’s all right I tagged along.”

“More the merrier,” George said. He flicked his cigarette into a snow drift, and rubbed his chin. “Come on inside. It’s a madhouse, but there’s lots of food.”

And it was, but in the best of ways. Three adults sat on a couch and loveseat, hunched over a trivia game and picking at an appetizer tray. A few kids could be heard from another room deeper within the first floor, shouting and laughing. A big tree in one corner looked like a real pine, and the rest of the house was just as festive, with garland looping up and down the bannister leading upstairs and Christmas tchotchkes scattered everywhere. Turkey and other rich scents wafted through the house, and though they’d just eaten not too long ago, Naomi’s stomach growled approvingly.

One of the trivia players, a short, squat woman maybe in her late thirties, got up and came over, beaming. “Hello, hello, merry Christmas!”

“Hey Cara,” Ethan said. George took the box from him and he hugged Cara. “I brought my girlfriend…” He caught himself and glanced aside at Naomi. “Uh, I mean… I…”

“Yes, his girlfriend,” Naomi said, sharing a grin with Cara at his discomfort. “Naomi.”

“Oh, so nice to meet you!” Cara said. She came to Naomi for a hug too. Naomi liked her immediately based on that hug. It was a lot like her mom’s, warm and comforting and held just the right amount of time. “But… girlfriend? You didn’t say anything about her last night.”

The other two at the trivia board, a tall, graceful young beauty and an equally tall and willowy man with thin-rimmed glasses, watched the conversation with interest. “Are you the Naomi?” the woman asked.

Ethan muttered, “Oh boy.”

“I believe I must be,” Naomi said, her grin becoming more 
tentative. Oh no. What did Ethan say about her? She deserved everything she got.

“As in, the one from high school?” the man asked. He frowned.

“Alan,” Ethan said, shaking his head the tiniest bit.

Naomi reached out and squeezed his arm. “It’s okay. Yes, I… I just came back to town.” She explained her situation as Cara pushed them towards the couch. George brought them a glass of wine and a beer, and by the time she finished with an abbreviated version of what brought her back to New Bainbridge, her wine was already half gone.

“Oh,” Marie – the tall, beautiful brunette – said. “I’m so sorry. But it’s good to hear you and Ethan found each other again. I swear, every woman he dates-”

“Honey,” Alan said.

Marie continued on, “-he always winds up comparing them to you.”

“That’s, um…” Naomi couldn’t speak for a long moment. She sniffed, and cleared her throat. “That’s…”

She was saved by the yelling of kids running out of the playroom. All three were young, somewhere between four and maybe eight or so, and they stormed Ethan, shouting for him. He grinned and dropped off the couch to give them hugs, then pointed out the presents he’d brought for them. George had put them under the tree, and the kids ran and grabbed them.

“We’re not doing presents until-” Cara said, but the kids were already in a frenzy and opened up Ethan’s gifts to them. She sighed, but the effect was loosened by her twinkling eyes. “Get yourselves a plate of food. And the beer and wine. George has some harder stuff up in the liquor cabinet.”

“Oh, wow!” one of the kids said, holding up a toy monster truck. “Look, Dad!”

“That is awesome,” George said. “What do you say?”

“Thanks, Ethan!” all three kids chimed out. Each of the kids got one of those, and the first ran to Ethan. “Come play with us!”

Ethan glanced aside at Naomi, “Oh guys, I think-”

Naomi squeezed his knee. “Go. Wreck some cars, do some wheelies.”

He leaned in and kissed her cheek. Into her ear, he murmured, “If it gets too awkward…”

“It’ll be okay. I’m with you.”

This time, it was her lips he sought, until one of the kids groaned. “Back in a bit,” he promised Naomi.

Marie stood up and gestured towards the kitchen. “Come on, let’s get you a plate of food. And by food, I mean, let’s get you a big glass of wine but also food.”

Naomi laughed, and joined her and Cara. There was lots to eat, and Naomi spotted the tin full of her mom’s candy on the table next to everything.

“I feel kind of bad for not bringing anything, but I really did just get to town this morning, and when you try it, you’ll love my mom’s candy.”

“Taste test!” Cara said, rushing to the tin. She brought it over and she and Marie picked out a caramel and a piece of almond rocha. When they bit into the sweets, Cara’s eyes rolled back and she hummed pleasantly. “Oh my God, this is fantastic.”

“We need your mom’s recipes,” Marie agreed.

“Next time bring her along,” Cara said. “Really, we don’t mind a bit.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet,” Naomi said. She started picking out some food and adding it to her plate, wanting to try everything. “I was so nervous about coming here. And I know there are, um, questions, but…”

“There are,” Marie allowed. “But if we seem overbearing, it’s just because we like Ethan so much.”

“He’s a great guy,” Naomi agreed. “Best I’ve ever known, apart maybe from my dad.”

They talked some as Naomi got her plate sorted, mostly about her possible job prospects. She had an old briefcase in her car with her resume, but admitted it probably needed someone’s professional touch.

“There’s a job services center in the same building as me,” Marie said. “I’ll text Ethan the address. No, better yet, have him just give you my number. We’ll have lunch after Christmas and I’ll show you there.”

A well of emotions washed over Naomi, and she smiled as she tried to blink back tears. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“Aw,” Marie said, and came in for a long hug.

They rejoined George and Alan in the living room. George was affable enough, and kept his questions polite and nice. Alan, on the other hand, seemed moody and didn’t say much. They ate, talked about Christmas plans and holidays gone wrong, and eventually, Ethan rejoined them, leaning down for a quick kiss.

“Can I get you a plate?” Naomi asked him.

He blinked. The question was an odd one to him. All the women he’d dated, including Naomi herself back in high school, weren’t the submissive type. “I got it, Naomi.”

“I’d like to,” she murmured, her hand on his. “Stay here. Little bit of everything?”

“Yeah, that would be… yeah.” He stared after her, dazed. She seemed happy about it, but he worried he was playing into some stereotype or something awful like that.

Cara grinned at his obvious uncertainty. “Relax. I do it for George too. You just don’t notice.”

“Not me,” Marie said, and kissed her husband’s cheek. “My man can serve me.” Alan didn’t return her smile and she squeezed his hand. “What’s wrong, hon?”

Alan leaned forward. “Are you sure?” he asked Ethan.

Ethan raised an eyebrow. “About what?”

“You’ve told me about her. A few times. She broke your heart, man.” Alan gestured at the kitchen. “And now she gets a divorce and five minutes later-”

“It’s not like that,” Ethan said calmly.

“-five minutes later, she’s back on your doorstep?”

Naomi had planned to come back out to ask Ethan if he wanted a beer or a soda or something, but she paused at the entry, listening to the conversation, her eyes starting to burn. She expected Ethan to laugh about her, to get angry about the way she left things between them, to admit to his fury now. It was what Lincoln would have done. She’d have left the room and he would have made fun of her to raise himself in the estimation of his friends.  She waited for Ethan to hurt her. She wouldn’t have loved him any less for it. She thought 
she deserved it.

But that wasn’t him.

“Alan, I know you’re looking out for me. I appreciate that. But we were kids.”

“You were what, seventeen? That’s hardly kids.”

“But we were. Especially me. Look, we loved each other, but we never really tested our relationship. Yeah, I knew I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her back then and I still do. I don’t think that’s ever changed. But we had to walk our own paths for a while so we could really know what we are together. I saw her today and it was… it was right, Alan.”

Naomi came out of the kitchen, silent. Ethan glanced aside at her, and rose to his feet. He came to her, wrapping her in his arms. In that moment, she knew, she knew everything, and most especially what she wanted to get for him for Christmas. They rocked together for a while and she could feel his chest working as he tried to say something several times. Finally, to Alan, he croaked out, “You really love someone, you have to let them go sometimes. Otherwise it’s not them you love but yourself, the status quo. People change. Life changes.”

Marie gripped her husband’s knee. “Honey, you need to…”

Alan glanced at her, and back up at Naomi and Ethan. “I’m… sorry.”

“It’s all right,” Naomi said. “I’m glad he’s got people looking out for him. I hope you always will.”

“He’s my best friend and I…” Alan shook his head. “Sorry. That’s all. Just… sorry.”

Ethan and Naomi stayed another hour, and left the party when the kids fell asleep in front of the TV. George and Cara invited them back for dinner sometime, and Marie told Ethan to give her number to Naomi when she got settled in. Alan looked miserable, but Naomi promised him again he’d done no lasting harm.

As he drove on the way back to his place, Ethan said quietly, “Alan’s a great guy, but he has this thing where he doesn’t really get how to behave socially. It’s a genuine physical problem. Don’t take what he said seriously.”

“No, I think it’s good, really,” Naomi said, and found his leg in the 
dark of the car to squeeze it. “He was protecting you.”

“He was,” Ethan agreed.

They continued on for a few blocks, and as they neared the lights of a commercial area, Naomi asked, “Could you stop at a gas station? Sorry, but I had too much punch.”

“Oh, sure, of course.”

He stopped, and she leaned across to kiss him gently before she unbuckled and stepped out. She hesitated before she walked away, and leaned back in. “Ethan.”

“Hm?”

“I’m coming back to you.” Naomi held his eyes, and smiled tentatively. “As long as you want that.”

“Always.”

She nodded, the snow swirling around her as she shut the door. She worried what she wanted to buy wasn’t inside, but she had backup plans and they ended up being pointless. It was there, right there, and she bought it with some of the last few dollars left to her in that world. The best purchase she’d ever made. The clerk asked her if she was okay, and the smile she gave him was the lightest since she and Ethan were kids together, slinging around bags of Halloween candy and laughing about how foolish they were.

* * *

Ethan offered to take her to her mom’s that night, but she looked at him like he’d just said the dumbest thing in the world. Instead, he found himself seated on his couch, Naomi straddling him, both of them still clothed as she slowly kissed every inch of his face. Every. Single. One. His eyebrows? Kissed. His nose? Kissed twice, once for each nostril. The nodes behind his ears? Kissed.

When he finally had the opportunity, Ethan gripped her shirt and helped her lift it up and over her head. He buried his face between her breasts, and she laughed. “Don’t do it, don’t-”

But just like he was a teenager again, Ethan shook his head from side to side, making motorboat noises and she laughed so hard she fell sideways, and he was falling with her, grinning down at her.

“This is the happiest I’ve ever been,” he said.

She cupped his face and ran her thumbs across his cheeks. “Want your Christmas present tonight or tomorrow?”

“You got me something?”

Naomi nodded, grinning.

“Well, crap, I didn’t get you anything… except a motorboat!”

Naomi burst out laughing again, but this time when Ethan had his fun, he slipped his hands under her and unclasped her bra. She wiggled it free, and he sucked one nipple into his mouth, his tongue arcing across it. She held him there for a moment, and said, “I’m serious. I got you a present.”

He popped off her nipple and traced a finger down her side, making her shiver in anticipation. “Tomorrow morning. That’s when we always open presents.”

“That’s when you and your family opened presents. Not me and Mom.”

“No,” Ethan said seriously. “I mean us. You and I. And maybe a baby someday. That’s when we open presents. Christmas morning.”

“A…”

“Do you want one?”

She brought a finger to her mouth, sucking on the end of it, then she slowly shook her head. His smile fell away, and she murmured, “No.”

“Oh,” Ethan said, slowly blinking. “I…”

“I want… mm… five of them.”

“Five?”

“Mm hm. A big family. Not huge. But big. Lots of holiday fun.”

“Boys? Girls?” His fingers dropped to the hem of her skirt.

Naomi grinned. “All girls. Boys are trouble.”

“No argument there.” He kissed her again, and slid her skirt slowly up her creamy thighs. “Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“Five kids,” he marveled, then glanced around. “Shit, we’re going to need a bigger house.”

“I like this house.”

“It’s a great house.”

“Kiss me again.”

He did, relishing her soft, full lips and the warmth of her breath. His hand slipped across her panties, and he ran his thumb up and down the cleft of her sex through the fabric as his kiss intensified. 
The slow ease with which he worked her was so very different than Lincoln, so sweet, so focused on her. She bit her lip as he pulled away from her mouth and returned to her breast, taking the nipple in his mouth again, nipping it playfully. Her foot fell to the ground and her thighs spread wide for his roving hand.

“Ethan,” she moaned when he finally slid his fingers inside her panties.

He trailed her, teased her. With one foot on the ground she lifted her other and rested it on the back of the couch, giving all of herself to him as he finally slipped a finger inside her, then two. Naomi’s back arched with pleasure as he brushed her clit with his thumb, keeping it light. All the while he sucked and licked her nipples, alternating between the two slowly, sometimes coming up for a languid kiss. Like that, he was going to drive her wild.

The fingers inside her started making “come here” gestures, rubbing the top of her walls as his thumb rubbed her clit harder and harder, and she began to flex her hips against him. She gripped the back of his head and pulled him up to kiss him, to lock her lips to his and stare into his eyes as she strove to meet his fingers, bouncing down on him as best she could on the couch.

He broke just once, to whisper, “My God, I still love you so much,” and that was it for Naomi. She closed her eyes and her body arched one more time, her orgasm hard, intense, and lasting so deliciously long. He kissed her one more time and rose to undress. When he dropped his pants, she reached out for him.

“Come here,” Naomi murmured.

She turned her head to the side as he drew closer, and slowly, Ethan slipped his cock into Naomi’s mouth. She took her time, driving him deliriously mad with lust as she dabbed at his prick’s head with her tongue. Like an artist with a very wet paintbrush, she picked her spots, contemplated him, then worked another. All the while, she stroked his root, brushing his balls with her fingers on every downstroke.

But that wasn’t the way he wanted to come, and slowly he pulled out of her.

“How do you want me?” she whispered.

He stroked her face as she still stroked him. “Naomi, you don’t 
have to be submissive with me.”

“I like it. I know you don’t look down on me and that we’re equals. This is something I want for us. Or maybe me. I don’t really know. Not all women do, but I like you being in charge. Is that… is that okay?”

“Yes, of course, Naomi.” He brushed her cheek again, and helped her up. They swapped spots, and he pulled her down onto his lap again, his cock sliding across her entrance between her thighs. She ground him like that, and tossed her hair behind her head.

“I like this too,” she murmured.

Ethan grinned up at her. “Perfect way to continue my motorboating quest.”

She laughed and slapped his chest. “Ass.”

“Speaking of, I love yours. You’re even sexier now.”

She blushed and leaned down to kiss him. Her body was rocking faster and faster on him, her need making his hard cock slick. “You’ve been working out too. I love these muscles.” She pinched his nipples and giggled. “You’ve got bouncy muscly man boobs. I should be the one motorboating you.”

He groaned, and she quieted him with another kiss. Their smiles faded away, and she reached underneath her to grip his prick and guide it to her entrance. Naomi sank down on him with a sigh of pleasure, her warmth gripping him tight. They rocked together for a long while, Naomi grinding on his cock with small rolls of her hips while he kissed her and gripped her ass. Their need for one another blossomed and grew, and Naomi’s eyes opened as she stared down at him. She rose up and dropped, her hips smacking against Ethan’s. He gripped her ass tighter, and on her next drop, he thrust up at her, meeting her halfway. Their pace built fast. Despite the sexiness of her breasts bouncing as her hips did, Ethan watched only her eyes, those glimmering pools he’d missed so much.

She gripped his shoulders and every minute or two stopped to grind her pussy down on his cock, stoking her need for him. One of his hands left her ass and went to her clit, and she nodded at him, her cheeks flushing. She’d already come once, but she felt so safe in his arms, with her Ethan, that she felt none of the decade long barriers, the fear she might be doing something wrong, of what came after the 
sex. All there was in her world at that moment was love and acceptance and a joyous need to be together. When she came again, Naomi laughed, breathless and wheezy, and she kissed Ethan even as her pussy convulsed on him, her wetness slicking both their thighs. He cupped her face and held her there like that, his cock resting in her, and finally he began pumping at her, sure strokes that kept her riding high.

He studied her face, his arms around her waist, and he made love to her as she clung to him, her breasts against his chest, her hair spilling all around their faces. His rhythm intensified, and his thighs made wet slaps against hers. Finally he gasped, “Baby…”

“Don’t leave, don’t leave, don’t leave,” Naomi breathed.

He pulled back, and Naomi thought he was going to get angry, throw her off him and use her tits or her mouth the way Lincoln would have, but Ethan studied her, and finally nodded. He gripped her waist tight, and his hips drove into her harder and harder. She closed her eyes and bit her lip, feeling him tense, knowing he was close.

Everything was about to change. Everything was about to be made right again. Naomi smiled, and the love of her life kissed her as he plunged deep one last time, his cock spurting deep within her, his warmth filling her, his love.

* * *

Ethan woke long before Naomi. She was curled up on her side of the bed, almost in a ball, with just a corner of the covers covering her. He stroked her side and pulled the covers up around her, watching her sleep for a few minutes, amazed by the realness of her.

Less than a day back together, and they were already going to try for a child. The thought didn’t scare him. It felt good.

He slipped away from her to take a shower and clean up the house a bit, but he couldn’t help peeking in at Naomi from time to time. Her mom called him at one point, just before nine, and he spoke quietly to her in the kitchen. She wanted them to come over for breakfast, but given the way Naomi was sleeping, they agreed maybe a late lunch or very early dinner were more of a possibility.

She slept, and she healed. It was just a first step, and Naomi would never entirely recover from the nightmares or the near-
breaking of her self-worth. But with Ethan standing beside her, Naomi would blossom again. She dreamed of her car ride with the man in the Santa suit. She dreamed of days with Ethan as a teenager. She dreamed of a future yet to come, of a household full of laughing children, of waving a spatula at her husband when he pinched her ass as she was cooking a pot of chicken noodle soup. She dreamed of growing old and comfortable with him, watching their grandchildren bike up and down the street. She dreamed too of Lincoln, but he was in the rearview, and she was firmly in the driver’s seat.

Naomi dreamed all this, and more. When she woke, it was well past noon, and Ethan was back in bed with her. He snored now. It was cute, and quiet, and he looked so much like the young man in his sleep, innocent and sweet. He’d shaved that morning, and she ran her fingers across his face before it was her turn to slip out of bed. He woke with one eye drifting lazily open as she fished around in her pants for the thing she’d bought the night before, and returned to bed with it in her hand.

A candy ring. Ethan sat up, and in his eyes was the release of an age-old pain as she curled up to him. “Your Christmas present,” she said, trying to smile. “If you’ll have me.”

He took the ring from her, unwrapped it, and twisted towards her. His nakedness made it a little sillier than the first time he’d tried this, and they both grinned.

“Naomi, I’ve always loved you. I always will. Will you be my five baby momma-” she cracked up, and he snickered too “-and make me the luckiest guy in the world?”

Naomi almost couldn’t get the word out. She was crying. She was laughing. She was so madly in love with this man. But finally, she did manage to whisper, “Yes.”

In the end, there was only one problem with their plan to have five children. During her ultrasound in the last pregnancy, Naomi’s doctor sat back, and grinned before she announced to Naomi and Ethan they’d actually be having six.


Trio of Presents

Contains: F/F, some woman on woman anal play, an orgy, so many cookies. If you like this story, check out Cadence’s prior appearances in my collections Delectable Fancies and Bodies of Knowledge. You don’t need to have read those to enjoy this, but I’m very fond of them. No bias at all here.

Absolutely no one in the rear of the plane missed out on the wail of their stunning flight attendant or the even more jaw-dropping brunette who followed her beyond the locked door at the rear of the plane down into the crew compartment. Several of the male passengers found the need to subtly adjust themselves at the thought of the two busty women having their fun – and at least a couple women did too.

For her part, Cadence had been a long-standing member of the mile-high club since her early college years, and loved to renew her status as often as possible. At that moment, in the tiny cot, she had the flight attendant – Carrie or Jessie or something, it didn’t really matter – writhing underneath her as she sank her tongue along her pink, sopping depths. She’d already made the attendant come and was going for a second oh-so-delicious spray of her juices. That had been a nice surprise. Even Kara Stone, her fellow teacher at the Hudwell Academy and occasional hookup, didn’t come as much as this sexy black vixen.

The attendant’s legs over her shoulders, Cadence grinned up at the other woman as she began waggling her tongue left and right, her nose brushing the other woman’s clit. Two of her fingers pumped steadily in and out of the flight attendant while she played with her own cunt. She thought with all the sex she now had at Hudwell – with Kara, with her fellow teachers, and with countless (nineteen-and-older) college students – that she’d have developed some sort of orgasmic immunity, that it would be harder for her to come. But if anything, Cadence’s clit was even more sensitive, her pussy far more responsive. She’d gone from liking sex a few years back to being a serious contender for teacher-slut of the year. If there weren’t so 
many other Hudwell professors crazy about sex, she probably would have been the slam-dunk winner. Quite literally – she’d slept with at least three or four of the basketball players throughout the years.

“My clit, play with my clit,” the attendant begged.

Cadence obeyed and sucked her big, prominent clit into her mouth. She toyed with it, then followed up with a tongue lashing that left the other woman pounding the cot. Actual tears of pleasure leaked out of her eyes. Now that was a new one to Cadence. Well… maybe. She couldn’t actually remember. There had been a looooot of women through the years.

“You’re such a good little pussy eater,” the attendant said. “Finger me harder, yeah, like that, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Cadence’s fingers pumped in and out of her with wet slurps. The attendant was tight, tighter than any other woman Cadence had ever fingered before. Beautiful pussy too, with lips that just peeked out and folds as tempting as any candy Cadence ever had. She wished she could get down to her luggage and dig out some of her toys. Oh well.

The attendant’s breath started to come faster and faster, and her balled fists unclenched to grip Cadence’s tangled brunette hair. Usually Cadence kept it dark, nearly black, but with her vacation to New Bainbridge came an experiment with blonde highlights and she liked the look. It gave her a sultry, almost girl-next-door-all-grown-up appeal. The flight attendant gasped something about being almost there, and Cadence almost snorted in response. No shit. Nevertheless, she focused, and brought the hand from her own pussy up for one last trick, sliding it under the attendant’s juicy butt and slipping a finger across her delicate hole.

It worked. Holy hell, but it worked.

The flight attendant screamed
. Her thighs whapped Cadence’s ears, clamping to her hard and keeping her in place as juices flooded her mouth. The attendant quivered on her tongue for a long, long minute, and Cadence had to work hard to pull her head free and draw a gasping breath, the other woman’s need making her mouth, chin, and nose glisten. Drops of her come stained the thin blanket underneath them, making a fist-sized spot.

Cadence crawled up the attendant to kiss her newest 
acquaintance, and the other woman held her lips to hers for a long time, still shaking from the orgasm. There wasn’t enough time for her to get Cadence off, but she did slip her fingers into Cadence’s cunt and brought them to her lips.

“If you ever find yourself in El Paso…” the attendant said wistfully.

“Definitely,” Cadence said, grinning. “And you need to get down to Hudwell. I’ve got a lot of friends who’d love to meet you.”

“Mm, sounds like a fun time.” The attendant glanced up at a monitor on the wall and sighed. “But I think it’s time I get you back to your seat.”

“Gonna get in trouble for this?”

“Nah. It’s against the rules big time, but everyone’s done it a time or two on a long flight.”

Cadence grabbed her pile of clothes at the base of the cot-like bed, and started to slide on her panties. “Any highlights?”

“Two professional football players.”

Cadence glanced around, surprised. “In this space?”

“One of them had to slip into me and we laid down together. The other one had just enough room behind me to slip it into my ass.”

“Damn,” Cadence groaned. “I wish I had time to ride your face.”

“Me too.”

They exchanged numbers and made promises to stay in touch. Cadence returned to her seat after stopping in the bathroom to clean herself up as best she could. Her immediate seatmate, an old woman with a beehive hairdo Cadence liked, gave her a wink, and Cadence winked right back.

Ah, Christmas vacation had properly begun.

* * *

Her friend Iona was supposed to meet her at the gate. Cadence waited a few minutes, then hurried to pick up her luggage before some dipwad stole it. Usually she traveled light, but this time she had two suitcases – both loaded with all sorts of revealing, tasty outfits and fun toys. This was no ordinary vacation, after all. Even if she’d been told to expect to spend the majority of the week in a state of undress, Cadence still loved her sexy wardrobe and brought many of her favorites.

As she waited with the other passengers, a man stepped up close behind her. “Sorry,” he said in a deep, booming voice, “but that one there in front, that’s mine.”

The one in front was a massive red bag, tied loosely with a white rope. The guy was lucky it hadn’t opened in flight and dumped all his possessions everywhere. Cadence didn’t see a luggage tag, either, but gamely broke through the crowd and grabbed the bag for the guy. When she turned, a man in a ridiculously beautiful Santa suit beamed at her through a big fluffy cloud-like beard that had to be natural. She particularly liked the gold thread on the ball of his cap. It looked like the drummer boy ornament her parents used to put on her tree back home. Cadence held up the bag, grinning.

“Lighter than I expected,” she said. “Here you are.”

“Ah, thank you.”

“Were you on our flight? I’m sure I would have noticed a Santa suit like that.”

He chuckled, drawing smiles from everyone around them. A few kids in the distance were eyeing him shyly, and he waved. Back to Cadence, he said, “No, bit of a mix-up with my bag. The thing has a mind of its own at times.”

“Playing Santa in New Bainbridge?”

“Why, yes, I am. My wife and I, we scouted the area and thought it might make for a change in pace. Going to be giving some rides in a sleigh, visiting some new friends…” He winked. “Playing Santa.”

“Sounds fun,” Cadence said, grinning. “I’m vacationing here myself.”

“Do tell,” Santa said, his nose twitching.

“A friend has invited me to spend a week with her and some friends at a cabin.”

“Ah, now that sounds intriguing.”

“Should be. Truth is, I’m hoping I can talk her into moving down to Florida. She’d be a great fit for this college I work at. Wishful thinking, maybe. New Bainbridge is great and I couldn’t blame her for staying.”

“Well, you never know what gifts might show up under the tree,” Santa said. He reached a gloved hand out. “A pleasure. Enjoy your soiree.”

Cadence shook and leaned up to give him a kiss on the cheek. “And you have an excellent Christmas yourself, Santa.”

Santa chuckled at that, and it may have been her imagination, but she thought maybe his natural blush grew a deeper crimson. “Mrs. Claus will have me raked through the coals for that one,” he said, rubbing his cheek. “Oh well.” To the kids nearby, he ho-ho-ho’ed, and Cadence laughed softly.

She returned her attention to the luggage, and just as she thought hers would never appear, there they were. When she pulled the luggage off the carousel, Santa was gone, leaving behind a group of excited children. And beyond them came a red-haired stunner, racing towards her old friend. Iona, and looking just as gorgeous as always.

Cadence was a sexpot. She was completely unashamed of that fact. But Iona was fire and snow all at once. Her delicate white skin contrasted wonderfully with the sharp red of her hair. She was curvaceous, but her height helped disguise the fact. In a pair of ultra-skinny jeans that hugged her curvy butt and a turtleneck that may as well have been painted over her breasts, she drew a lot of stares. Even more when Cadence embraced her and they kissed. It was not a friendly peck or an out and out make-out session, but the kiss of two old familiar lovers.

“I’m so sorry, Cadence,” Iona said. “Darnedest thing, but the doors weren’t working. I had to walk almost all the way down to the end of… you know what? Doesn’t matter.”

“It’s so good to see you!” Cadence said, laughing.

“You too, babe,” Ilona said, squirming foot to foot with excitement. “Are you ready for the week of your life? Grant’s cabin is…” She rolled her eyes upwards, and let out an, “Mmmf. It is… wild. It always is.”

“Looking forward to it,” Cadence said.

Iona took one of her suitcases and they rolled them along towards the short-term parking. “You got in just at the right time. I thought they’d close the airport earlier. Oh!” the redhead said, moving on from topic to topic as fast as a hummingbird at a feeder. Her voice went much quieter, and she said, “You got your test results, right?”

“Yes. Photocopies are in my purse.”

“Okay. And you’re on the pill?”

Cadence grinned. “Always. You’re not the only one up to some crazy fun times these days.”

* * *

New Bainbridge was a good-sized city, but it was a relatively new one and the suburbs fell away quickly to the big mountain ranges to the west. Planning committees for the city forced most the growth in the opposite direction to the plains, leaving the mountains mostly untouched save for a range of homes and small sleepy towns along the way. Great ancient pines dominated the mountainside, and they turned off down a road that led through huge swaths of the trees.

“Rumor is some billionaires own property up here,” Iona told Cadence. “No one’s quite sure who or where, but one of these properties is theirs.”

“This Grant must be pretty wealthy then,” Cadence replied.

“No, not really. I mean, he does okay. He’s a middle manager with a big insurance company. So, he’s got prospects and he’s on his way up. But the property was his parents, and he splits it with his sisters. They get it during the summer and the fall, and he gets it during the winter and the spring. But up this high, spring may as well mean more winter.”

“Anything else I should know about these people?”

“Dario’s hot-blooded, but he’s hung like a fucking horse. Alison is new, like you, but I know her pretty well and I think there’s a wild streak to her that’s just waiting to come out. And Beckham, he’s a stud. And a writer.”

“Like fiction?”

“Mm hm.”

“Any good?”

“Eh. He’s got that whole angsty existentialist thing going on, which is kind of annoying, but at least he’s not one of those black-shirt woe is me assholes who thinks their life has to be drugs and alcohol all the time. Beckham and Alison are kind of a thing, but they’re testing out the waters and seeing if she’s comfortable with the life. We might have a couple more after Christmas. People drop in and out, but I think minus Alison that’ll pretty much be the core.”

“You don’t seem fond of her,” Cadence observed.

“I don’t know. She’s all right. Truth is I kind of have a thing for her. She’s so damn beautiful I’m wet just thinking about her.”

“But.”

“But,” Iona agreed. “She’s got this… hm. Chip on her shoulder. Like she’s better than us but she wants to hang too. If she gets over that, I think she’ll be great. If she doesn’t, I might drown her in the hot tub.”

Just about there. Cadence thrummed with good humor. When Iona called over Thanksgiving to tell her happy holidays and to get her address for a card, they launched into some of their tastiest newest exploits, and the talk led to a conversation about a week-long party in the mountains, strictly for adults of a certain physical caliber, meaning hot women and handsome hung studs. The requirements were simple – five hundred bucks for the host, vouching by a previous attendee, and a thorough STD test. Iona earned good money as a junior lawyer at a mid-sized firm in the city, and fronted Cadence’s cost into the party as a Christmas gift.

The “cabin” was really a monstrosity of a house, with two very square floors peeking up from a cut in a wooded hillside. From their talk on the way to the mountains, Cadence knew there was also a finished basement too. Decks on each floor looked out over the short driveway. A man in a light hooded parka watched them as they pulled up, a drink in hand. He was handsome in a rugged way, his black hair short-cropped and crisp with gel and his eyes cold like gems.

“Dario,” Iona told Cadence as they came to a stop.

“He’s mouthwatering.”

“Mm hm.”

He came down to greet them, moving like a viper. A scar on his lip gave him a little extra spice, and Cadence couldn’t help licking her lips remembering Iona’s words about the size of his cock.

“What’s up, Iona?” he asked. “Cadence, right?”

“You got it,” Cadence said, grinning. “Dario, right? Iona told me all about you.”

His cool eyes crinkled. “Oh?”

“Said you were hung like a horse.”

His eyebrows shot up, and Iona shot her a look like she might smack her, but Dario boomed with laughter, and met Iona with a hug and a not-so-chaste kiss. “Yeah, that’s about right,” he said. Cadence was next, and she watched him with a smirk as he did some mental calculations as to how best to greet her. He ended up opting for a hug – nice – and a peck on the corner of the mouth. Safe move.

She wasn’t after safe.

Cadence reached down and squeezed the bulge between his legs. Iona clapped a hand to her mouth and Dario gaped as Cadence kept her hand in place for a long moment, cocking her head. “Yeah, you’ll do,” she said, and finally let him go. “Hey, you can help with our luggage.”

His cheeks went flaming red, and he muttered something positive to that. Cadence took Iona’s arm, and walked with her to the front door, just as serene as the still forest around them.

* * *

The inside of the house was much nicer than the staid exterior led Cadence to believe. The floors were all hardwood, and the rustic look extended to exposed beams she learned came local trees. A fire crackled merrily in a big stone fireplace surrounded by recliners, a love seat, and a couch. On that loveseat, a woman with long, cornsilk blonde hair reaching nearly to her ass cuddled up next to a handsome man with fine features and a crew cut. They glanced up, and the man grinned while the woman looked almost put out for a flash of a moment before a plastic smile slid into place.

Cadence could immediately understand why Iona would have a thing for Alison. The woman’s round, almost chubby face paired extremely well with her bikini model curves. Those curves couldn’t quite be hidden away by a tasteful long-sleeve tunic or her jeans. In that regard, she reminded Cadence a lot of Kara Stone. The two could have practically been sisters. But Kara had a certain innocence to her face, a sweetness that hid away the professor’s lust. Alison’s pouty mouth and severe eyes gave her the arrogance Iona had talked about on the way up.

The man, who Cadence assumed rightly was Beckham, was more beautiful than handsome, though he was certainly that too. His high cheekbones and delicate chin contributed to his youthful looks, but 
it was the playfulness in his eyes Cadence really liked. He studied them both openly, smiling, and rose to his feet.

“Merry Christmas,” he offered. “Welcome to the murder cabin. We’re so glad you picked us instead of the crazy orgy cabin next door.”

“Who can turn down a good murder?” Cadence asked, grinning. She crossed over, and mindful of the blonde’s stare, accepted a kiss from the man. He wore just a hint of an old-fashioned cologne, enough to make a very certain part of her stand up and say, “Yes, please, I’d like to have whatever’s smelling like that worshipping at my door.”

Alison stood up and offered a delicate hand. An expensive-looking ring on her pointer was accentuated by a tennis bracelet around her wrist. Cadence took it and gave her a genuine smile. Alison could be as much of a bitch as she wanted to be on this vacation, but being catty in return got Cadence nothing. Besides, at Hudwell, they dealt with the type all the time, and Cadence had something of a record for breaking in some of the more uptight women at the school, professors and students alike.

“Alison, right? Iona told me you two knew each other pretty well. Nothing but kind things.”

That broke the ice some, and Alison’s plastic smile melted somewhat into something approaching real. “She’s a good friend. And she’s told us quite a lot about you too.”

“Hudwell, right?” Beckham asked. At the front door, Dario came in with two suitcases, grumbling under his breath. No one paid him any mind.

“The sex college,” Alison said, her smile turning nasty.

Iona gave Cadence a surprised look, and Dario coughed out a, “What?”

Cadence shrugged. “I suppose if you want to be reductive about it, sure, that’s how we could be perceived.” She settled into a recliner, loving the way cushioned her. It would be hard to say goodbye to that chair. “We like to think of it as… experimental.”

“Wait, what are you talking about?” Iona asked.

Alison sneered. “Haven’t you read the news? It’s a private school that pimps out its teachers to the students.”

Well, this vacation might be over fast. Cadence hadn’t expected to broach this at all with anyone but Iona, let alone within the first couple days. She knew word got out about Hudwell – her family thought she was insane, her professional friends apart from those working at the college abandoned her in droves, and she was accosted so frequently on social media she deleted all her accounts and was now an Internet hermit. But she didn’t quite understand the scope of how many people knew until that moment.

“We are not prostitutes,” Cadence said calmly. “Our students are among the very best in their fields, and we teach them to become wonderful, productive members of society. Each teacher is allowed the freedom to determine how best to approach that. Sometimes it involves sex, yes.  But our students are all told very clearly that’s our choice, not theirs.”

Iona laughed nervously, and both Beckham and Dario stared at her with naked lust. But Alison was all ice. “So they’re taught the female body is a reward. That’s a great philosophy.”

“Sometimes, we offer up ourselves as a prize of sorts for doing well, both the male and female professors,” Cadence said, shrugging. “That’s how it all got started, with a friend doing just that. It’s something new, and experimental, and yeah, there are lots of moral choices I’m not going to try to defend. But if you saw it, if you came down, you’d understand. We’re not just teaching them that sex is the end goal. We’re teaching them how to be better men and women.”

“You’re not even accredited,” Alison said.

“So? Our hire rates are through the roof. Incomparable to any other college.” Alison opened her mouth to reply to that, but Cadence wasn’t done. “I know what you’re going to say. That you think they’re getting hired because employers think our students are easy. Certainly some people see them that way, people like yourself, but our students are monitored even beyond graduation to make sure they’re not put in compromised situations. Can your college say the same?”

“I…” Alison looked flustered. “Well, we’re not doing a thing with you until we’ve seen your paperwork.”

“Oh for fuck’s sake, Alison,” Beckham groaned.

But Cadence was nodding. “Yes, that’s smart.” She rose and dug 
out her paperwork from her doctor, and handed it over to Alison. “Now where’s yours?”

“I’m not a prostitute for a bunch of nineteen-year olds,” Alison said.

Cadence leaned in, and pressed her lips to Alison’s ear. It definitely did not escape her notice how the woman shivered ever so slightly. “But you are a gorgeous woman who came up to a cabin to get fucked for a week, right?”

Alison shivered again, and didn’t meet her eyes. “Well… I… it’s over there. With everyone else’s.” She pulled back and waved at an end table near a bookcase. Cadence glanced over, then back at Alison, who was quickly pulling out the paperwork from the envelope and trying to look anywhere but the busty professor. It was Cadence’s turn to smirk, but she hid it away until she crossed the room to look through everyone’s records.

Iona came over, and added hers to the pile. She licked her lips, and murmured, “You okay?”

“Great. But I need a shower and a bit of time to touch up my makeup. Show me to my room?”

“Sure.” Iona cleared her throat, and turned her attention to the rest. “Where’s Grant? Have we talked about rooms yet?”

Dario said, “He’s downstairs lighting a-”

Just then, a door popped open somewhere in the house and a cool draft swirled through the room. A man thumped down the hallway and emerged, grinning. Brawny seemed about like the right word for Grant. He looked like a boulder with arms and legs. Not fat, not at all, but craggy and almost comically tall. A whisper of a fantasy strode through Cadence’s mind of him picking her up and folding her in half on a bed, fucking her relentlessly, and she parted her lips. Oh yes. This one was definitely her favorite of the bunch, apart from Iona, but she’d already sampled the gorgeous redhead’s wares. “Holy crap, it is freezing down there. If anyone wants to take the party downstairs, give it an hour or two…” Grant finally noticed the newcomers, and his grin went even wider. Had she ever seen such white teeth before? They practically gleamed.

“Cadence,” she said, striding over.

“Grant,” he replied, coming towards her. He cupped her cheeks 
in his massive hands and kissed her. No hesitation. No tongue, either, but he held his lips to hers with a firm deliberation. Damn, but she was already wanting this thing to kick off. He stepped back finally and openly stared her up and down. “The pictures Iona showed me didn’t do you a bit of justice. Damn. You are stunning.”

“Thank you. You’re awfully handsome yourself.”

Alison cut in, her frown back in place. “We were just wondering about rooms.”

“Right. Before that, though…” Grant joined Iona and kissed her in much the same fashion as he had Cadence. A delightful spike of jealousy flowed through Cadence. Not that she would ever really begrudge her old friend anything sexual that week, but it was still fun to feel the old queen bitch tendencies in herself. “Good to see you, Iona.”

“You too, Grant.”

“Right,” the big man said, turning and clapping his hands once. “Rooms. I’ve got the master. For Alison and Cadence, that’s the door at the end of the hallway when you go upstairs. There’s one more bedroom up there. Alison, Beckham, that one do you okay?”

“Just fine,” Beckham said. He winked at Alison. “You’ll love it out on the deck.”

“Sex outside? In this cold?” Alison scoffed.

Oh yes. Cadence was going to love making that snooty slut beg for it. “It’s the best,” she said out loud. “Little bit of chill makes it so much more delicious. Like playing with ice cubes.”

“I’ve never done that,” Alison said, maybe meaning it to come across as snide, but instead sounding more… intrigued.

“Anyways,” Grant said, grinning, “Dario, you want the basement again?”

“Minibar stocked?” the stocky man asked.

“You know it. My sisters put in a new television, too.”

“Hell yeah!” Dario said. “Tell Angelique she needs to come to one of these.”

“Yeaaaaaah, no,” Grant said, laughing.

“Had to try.”

Grant turned to Cadence and Iona. “Cadence, Alison, there’s a game room downstairs, the kitchen’s stocked on this floor, and 
upstairs is an office if you need to check in with the real world. There are a few bedrooms there and there. Take your pick.”

“Perfect,” Iona said. She grabbed Cadence’s hand. “Come on.”

Everyone went for their luggage, which up to that point had been taking up residence in a corner of the living room, and they scattered for their rooms. Alison gave Cadence a glare and a sniff before heading upstairs with her man, and Dario asked Cadence hopefully, “Want company?”

“Not yet,” she said, laughing. But for his benefit, she gave him a slow, lingering kiss that left her own toes curling. “But I might have to take you up on that with the next one.”

“Hoooooly shit, do I love these things,” the man muttered, watching the two beauties’ asses as they swayed away towards their rooms.

* * *

Cadence stripped out of her shirt and bra before starting the shower. The bathroom was small and there was only the shower, no tub. Steam filled the bathroom fast, and she shivered when the door slipped open and Iona stepped inside.

Her redheaded friend blushed hard as she locked the door behind her. “The story about the college, is it true?” she murmured.

Cadence crooked a finger at her, and Iona stepped forward, her lips parted. “Yes,” Cadence said.

Iona started to slip her fingers under the hem of her sweater, and Cadence helped her, taking the time to run her fingernails up Iona’s soft, smooth skin. She’d always loved Iona’s freckles, of which there were hundreds, maybe thousands. Once she tried to count them all as she kissed them. Maybe she’d attempt that again. The sweater came free, leaving only a skimpy red bra. Iona stepped closer, her mouth still parted, drawing short breaths as she leaned in to kiss her former lover.

They both worked at what remained of their own clothes, stopping to kiss slowly. “How many students have you, um…?”

Cadence grinned and teased Iona’s big pink nipple with her fingernail. “Dozens.”

“That’s so fucking hot,” Iona whimpered against Cadence’s mouth. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Thought it might scare you off.”

Iona’s body had always been wonderfully soft in all the best ways, and she still kept in great shape. Cadence stepped into the shower, and the redhead followed. The size of the shower necessitated them huddling together, and their hands found each other’s asses as their lips met again and again and again.

“I ate a woman out, on the plane,” Cadence whispered into Iona’s ear.

“Did she get you off?”

“No.”

Iona let go of her ass and cupped her sex, feeling her wetness. “Then you need this.”

She slipped three fingers up and into Cadence’s warm folds, and Cadence hissed her pleasure. Iona knew her body practically as well as anyone, and found her spot in mere seconds. The redhead stared into her eyes as she rubbed Cadence’s g-spot with two fingers and her clit with her thumb. Cadence could only hold onto her friend, already panting, the hot water cascading over them both.

Flashes of their first time together, neither of them new to sapphic experiences, but still shy and tentative with each other. Iona had been so submissive back then, and up for anything Cadence wanted to try. Then life happened, and they wound up with boyfriends and drifted apart, but a piece of Cadence had always belonged to her gorgeous, sweet friend. It felt so good to be reunited now. The physical pleasure was only part of it.

She leaned her head back as Iona twitched her thumb along her clit and knelt between her legs. “I missed you so much,” she moaned.

“I missed you too, baby,” Iona said, and leaned in to brush Cadence’s clit with her lips. Her tiny tongue darted out and met its old familiar friend.

“Ahhhh, lick me,” Cadence whimpered.

Iona ran her tongue around her clit again, and slid it all the way up her hood before dragging it back down to her tender pink flesh. Her fingers inside Cadence started to thrust in and out, and Cadence squeezed her hips together.

“Like that, like that, oh my God, yessss….”

Iona’s breath on her sensitive folds, her fingers deep inside her… 
Cadence stood no chance. She was already keyed up about what was going to happen along with the fun she’d already had on the plane, and she reached down to grip Iona’s head, her pleasure sliding through her like a fast drop on a carnival ride.

“Ioooonaaaa!” Cadence cried out.

Her whole body rocked with the orgasm, and if the shower had been bigger, she might have fallen on her ass. As it was, she slapped back against the wall and Iona chased her, sliding her fingers out to bury her mouth against Cadence’s convulsing wet cunt. She kept Cadence pinned against the shower wall, and the sexy teacher raised a leg and draped her thigh over Iona’s shoulder as the redhead stared up at her, licking and sucking at her pussy juices before sucking her clit between her lips, flicking her tongue hard and fast against it.

“Mmmm!” Cadence said, her lips pressed tight together as her head rolled back and her eyes closed. “Mmmmmf!” Finally she could suck in enough air to gasp, “Oh fuck, mmm, Iona, ah…”

Well, maybe Iona had been submissive before, but she wasn’t now. Her mouth and tongue were everywhere, and she kept Cadence driving against her chin, her fingers buried in Iona’s hair. The redhead’s spectacular ass was on full display and Cadence watched it bounce back and forth with Iona’s thrusting tongue. Her eyes rolled up watching it, her pleasure this time a wall, a giant brick wall she slammed into, screaming through her orgasm.

“Fuuuuuuuuck!”

Finally Iona gave her an opening. With Cadence’s juices glistening on her mouth and chin, she stood up and Cadence grabbed her behind the head to kiss her with a roar of approval from her heart and soul. She couldn’t let this week go by without a promise from Iona to come to Florida. She just couldn’t. This was so fucking right. She twisted with her friend until Iona was facing the wall she’d just been leaning against, her ass out as far as she could given the limited room, and Cadence sank to her knees, her feast waiting for her. She plunged her fingers into Iona and sank her lips to the curves of her ass, kissing her, biting her. Iona gasped, her head twisted sideways against the wall, her breasts brushing it.

Cadence’s nose brushed her delicate bud and she ran her tongue 
up to it. They hadn’t done this in college but Iona sure didn’t seem to mind it now. “Yes, Cadence, yes, lick my ass, oh God, no one’s ever done that to-” Cadence buried her tongue in Iona’s bud, and the redhead wailed, “Ahhhhh! My ass! Oh my God! That feels so fucking good!”

Cadence drove her fingers into her friend while she ate out Iona’s ass. With her free hand, she reached around and started teasing Iona’s clit. The extra pleasure made Iona twitch with every stroke of her fingers inside her.

“Please keep doing that,” Iona begged, her breaths coming fast and hard. “Oh… Cadence… my Cadence…”

My Cadence…

The words didn’t escape her notice, even as hot as the moment was. Could Iona have the same kind of feelings? Did Cadence dare hope for that? No time to think about that now.

She slipped her tongue out of Iona and gasped, “Come for me, baby, come all over my fingers. I want to see you fucked so good this week.”

“Yesss,’ Iona gasped. “Oh my God, yes, fucked, yes, and you riding me, while, mmmm, while they fuck me, and Alison, let’s make that bitch paaay, mmmm!”

Cadence grinned against Iona’s ass and wiggled her fingers inside her as an affirmation. The way Iona was bouncing, she was going to come soon, so Cadence focused and drove her tongue in and out before grinding it against her entrance. That drove Iona over the edge, and the redhead let out one last wail.

“Oh, Cadence, fuck, I lo… I’m coming! I’m c-coming!”

The redhead jerked down and backwards, trying to get more out of both the fingers inside her and the tongue at her most forbidden entrance. Cadence obliged both, not registering the words right away as her friend came on her fingers, the orgasm ripping through her.  She leaned back, panting, and reached behind her blindly to shut the water off. They would both need another shower, a proper one, but they needed a moment to relax, to come down. She stood on shaky legs, and Iona kissed her forehead.

“Good God, that was… that was…”

Cadence grinned and stepped out of the shower. “Glad you liked 
it. Wasn’t sure if you would, but I kept watching your ass when you were eating me out and I had to.”

“No, yeah, that’s…” Iona fanned herself. “Whew. Now that’s a way to kick things off.”

* * *

Once they’d brushed their teeth, they showered again. This time individually, though Cadence did idly play with herself as she leaned against the counter and talked about her job. Iona didn’t judge, but she did have questions, a lot of them. That was okay. Most the men and women Cadence talent scouted did.

She was distracted, though. Iona’s words when she came ran through her mind. “I lo…” I love you? Cadence lusted after Iona, wanted her by her side without question, but over the years, she’d learned she wasn’t a monogamous person by nature. She wouldn’t mind a steady someone to come home to at night, but like Kara and her boyfriend Troy, Cadence wanted the freedom to explore her sexuality, especially at a school where she had so many tasty treats laid out in front of her.

It was confusing to be so split, and she worried how badly she might hurt Iona if the other woman demanded something like a committed relationship between just the two of them. But then again, it had been Iona who invited her to a weeklong orgy. Regardless, she was too worn out from the flight and the extraordinary sex to put much more thought and worry into it.

Iona swapped her the shower, and she ran through the essentials quickly before stepping out. Iona was in the process of blow-drying her hair. She grinned at Cadence, and Cadence returned it, feeling some of the disquiet in her soul ease.

Wrapped in towels, they headed for their rooms and dressed, and when she was just slipping on a pair of socks, Iona came in, pulling her luggage. She settled it by Cadence’s and grinned. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not a bit.”

Alison was in the living room, reading a magazine and glaring ice their way. Dario was seated next to her, his eyes closed. Beyond, in the kitchen, Grant came out holding two bottles of beer, and shifted both to the crook of one arm so he could clap. Dario’s eyes opened 
and he grinned at the pair, clapping too and wolf-whistling. Cadence curtsied, while Iona blushed.

“Shut up, you jerks,” Iona said, grinning.

Cadence slapped her butt. “Had to get things started somehow.”

“And in style, too,” Iona added. She hesitated, then leaned in to kiss Cadence’s cheek. “It was too long.”

“It was,” Cadence said.

Grant held out the bottles of beer. “For that kind of performance, I think you’ve earned a drink.”

“Hey, that was supposed to be my beer!” Dario complained.

Grant rolled his eyes. “We’ve got cases, man. Cases.”

“Ugh, fine. I’ll let it go… if Iona gives me a kiss.”

“Deal,” Iona said, smiling. She darted over and straddled Dario, her knee brushing the glowering Alison. Dario gripped her ass and leaned up, hungry. She met his kiss with a passion, and moaned into his mouth when he squeezed her cheeks. When their lips broke apart, she turned towards Alison. “Truce kiss?”

Alison blushed. “I…”

“Hey…” Grant said, settling in beside her and patting her knee. “Nothing is forced on you this week. If you don’t want to do anything, you don’t have to.”

“You don’t have to baby me,” Alison snapped. But then she closed her eyes and let out a deep sigh. “Sorry. I’m… sorry. Beckham told me I was being a bitch. So… yeah. Truce kiss.”

Iona leaned across and cupped Alison’s cheek before bringing her lips to the blonde’s, soft but intent. Alison’s eyes widened, but she didn’t resist, and her hand maybe even slipped up to Iona’s breast. Cadence wasn’t sure.

“That’s fucking amazing,” Dario breathed.

Cadence watched too, wondering if she needed to say something. But when Alison and Iona pulled apart and Iona slid off Dario’s lap, Alison made the decision for her. “I’m sorry to you too,” she said, sounding anything but. “What I said was unfair and judgmental.”

Cadence shrugged. “We’re used to it. Comes with the territory.”

“Still,” Alison said, and sighed as she stood up. Curious that she came to Cadence and not the other way around. She wrapped her arms around the brunette teacher and pecked her lips.

Cadence wasn’t about to let Alison get away that easily, though. “I think you can do better than that,” she murmured.

Alison scowled, and drove at her with her lips so fast Cadence thought they might butt heads. She placed a hand on Alison’s breast and held her off. “Ah ah ah.”

“Oh, you’re a…” Alison growled, then held up her hands in defeat. Slower, she came in for a softer kiss. Cadence let her, and before the other woman could react, she roped her arms around Alison and held her close, letting her fingers roam up and down Alison’s back. The blonde moaned involuntarily when Cadence cupped her ass, and sought Cadence’s lips for a second – or third, depending – time. This second kiss was shorter, but Cadence was pleased to find Alison’s tongue slipping between her lips, gently, almost playfully.

Very interesting.

They broke apart, and Alison stumbled as she turned away. Cadence steadied her, and the blonde made her way into the kitchen for a glass of wine. Beckham came through the door, stamping his feet. He glanced at everyone in the room, and asked, “Did I miss something?”

* * *

Grant gave Cadence and Alison a short tour of the house. The basement was terrifically cool, and Cadence understood why Dario was so keen on it as he, Beckham, and Iona started up a game of pool. They’d already seen the bulk of the first floor, at least the important parts, and headed upstairs for a quick tour of the bedrooms and the office.

In the master bedroom, Grant finally laid down the law, and his easy smile disappeared as he shut the door. “Listen, this week is about having a good time. We’ve had issues with drama before, and I know people aren’t always going to get along. But this is also my house, and I need to make sure everything is copacetic, at least on the surface for everyone else. Are you two cool with each other?”

“I’m fine with her,” Cadence said.

Alison nodded. “Yeah. All right. I get it.”

“Good. Then let me show you the hot tub.”

They headed back down to the first floor and out back. There was another deck out there, this one complete with a hooded, huge hot 
tub. It was all warmed up and ready for anyone who wanted to use it, and given the crisp winter air, it sounded like a great idea to Cadence for later. Alison agreed without any venom for the first time.

They rejoined everyone else playing pool, and Grant brought down a platter of appetizers and snacks. Seated on bar stools, Grant, Cadence, and Alison started a slow getting to know you conversation, talking about work and their lives in their respective cities. Everyone save Cadence was from New Bainbridge or the surrounding area.

“We’ve got a class that comes up here every year,” Cadence said. “For architecture, I think.”

“Oh yeah, that makes sense,” Alison said. She was slowly starting to become more and more of a genuine person, and had managed to keep the scowling to a minimum. “Lots to see here. City’s relatively new and it brought in a lot of culture really fast.”

Grant nodded. “It’s hugely diverse. The restaurants, the nightlife… it’s great here.”

“Rent hasn’t become nuts yet either,” Iona said. She pinched Dario’s ass on his next shot, making him curse. As she lined up hers, he hauled back and spanked her ass, hard.

“Ass is getting all sorts of naughtiness today, isn’t it?” Cadence asked her. Iona blushed, and every guy’s eyes turned towards first the teacher, then the redhead. Cadence, for her part, grinned and took another bite of her crab-stuffed mushroom. “So I don’t mean to sound bored or anything, but is there anything in particular we do this week? Like a schedule or something?”

“There are a few traditions,” Grant said, grinning. “Today’s my favorite.”

“Oh, it’s the best,” Iona said. When Beckham lined up his shot, she raised her shirt up, showing him her tits in the same bra from earlier. To his credit, Beckham didn’t even flinch. It was clear he was the best of the trio at pool.

“What is it?” Alison asked.

“Not So Secret Sexy Santa,” Iona, Grant, and Dario said as one. Iona started giggling, and Dario joined in with a smoky laugh that Cadence liked immensely.

Grant cracked a nut and dropped the shell into an empty cup. 
“We each draw names, then give each other a gift,” he said. “It’s sort of like Truth or Dare, but just dares, and the person who drew the name gets to give the recipient anything they want from anyone in the room.”

Iona continued for him, “Say I draw Grant’s name. I’d say, like, ‘Grant, you get a blowjob from Alison.’”

Grant moaned good-naturedly and shook himself. “Mmm. I wish. Sounds like fun. Anyways, no guy on guy stuff, and if any of you three are uncomfortable with girl on girl, you just say so and we pick something else.”

“I’m not sure I’d be into that,” Alison said, sniffing.

Beckham turned and glanced at Alison. “Really? When I told you about this and said Iona comes to this, you rode my face like a cowgirl.”

Iona’s jaw dropped, and Alison stammered, “Wh-what? I did… not, it’s…”

“You’re with friends,” Grant said. “Like I say. Anything you want to do or not, Alison. No one’s going to judge. But my advice? Let go this week. Because afterwards, we’ve all got real jobs and real crap to handle. Let yourself have fun with your fantasies this week.”

“I…” Alison cleared her throat and glanced at Iona. “I may… sort of…”

Iona sensed the struggle within her, and settled her pool cue on the table. She stepped over to Alison. A silent conversation of sorts flew between them as Iona leaned in slowly, but Alison didn’t stop her as she kissed the blonde and pulled back to stroke her cheek. “Mm,” she murmured. “I’m totally okay with it, if you want to.”

“Oh… okay,” Alison murmured back. She glanced aside at Cadence, and added, “And, um, I wouldn’t mind… with you, if that… you know, comes up.”

Cadence winked at her. “Good to know.”

* * *

The furniture on the main floor was pushed into a loose circle around the fireplace, and Grant brought out a big glass bowl with names written on slips of paper. Everyone was kitted out with a fresh drink. The fire had tapered down to a warm crackle, and Grant loaded it with another small log.

“The box,” Beckham reminded him.

Grant’s eyes lit up. “Oh right, almost forgot. Except it’s not a box anymore. I upgraded.”

He headed down the hall, and from a closet, pulled out a small steamer on wheels. He strolled it down to the others and set it against a wall before opening it.

“What’s in the box?” Alison asked.

“Reference,” Beckham murmured.

“Huh?” his girlfriend asked.

“Nothing.” Beckham settled onto the loveseat beside her and idly stroked her thigh. “It’s all the fun toys and delights we might need to make things really debaucherous.”

Dario nodded. “Lube, vibrators, beads, you name it.”

“All this is, uh, washed and stuff, right?” Alison asked. Everyone stared at her, and she shrugged. “Yeah, I figured it was stupid when I said it.”

Grant chuckled. “I buy everything new. Usually our guests take home their favorites or something they want to try.”

Feeling a chance to give Alison a show of some solidarity, Cadence chimed in, “Glad to know I’m not riding Agnes’s dildo from five years ago.”

She and Alison took a peek inside the steamer to see what was available to them, and Cadence picked out a small vibrator and a package of batteries. She glanced around at everyone’s surprised looks, and shrugged. “Hey. If you know you’re going to want it…”

Grant looked around. “Okay. One last time. Ladies, you’re on the pill?”

All three of them nodded.

“And everyone is clean?”

Everyone nodded.

Grant clapped his hands. “Then let’s get started. A toast, first. Merry Christmas Eve, everybody. Thank you all for coming. And coming. And coming.”

There was a low chorus of laughter at that, and everyone clinked bottles or glasses. Cadence glanced around the room as she sipped her glass of red wine. Dario, supposedly the most hung of the guys. Beckham, the handsomest of the three dudes and maybe the most 
intriguing. Grant, the mountain of muscle and quite handsome in his own regard, and certainly the guy who made her wettest. Alison, the caustic blonde, who thought she was better than everyone else, but was already starting to show signs of the submissive Cadence thought she really was underneath the surface.

And Iona. Her friend, who might want to be more. Who kept stealing glances at her, worried looks that were gone as fast as they came on.

This was not the time to think about that.

“All right,” Grant said quietly. “Person closest to the number between one and a hundred I’m going to write down goes first.”

He scribbled it down and folded the paper in his palm. They all guessed, and Grant held up the scrap of paper.

All eyes fell on Beckham as he drew a name and grinned.

“Alison,” he said. “Which one of the guys do you want the most?”

“A question counts as a turn,” Grant warned.

Beckham nodded, still staring at his girlfriend. She blushed, and stammered, “Well, you.”

He grinned. “Thanks, baby, but you know I mean which one of the others.”

“Oh. Um…” Her blush wasn’t about to disappear anytime soon. “I think they’re both, um… very handsome. And rugged, which I like. A lot. That’s really my answer.”

“Good to know,” Beckham said, and leaned over to kiss her beneath her ear. “Your turn.”

Alison cleared her throat and drew a name. “Uh. Uh. Iona.”

The redhead sat up and set aside her glass of wine. “Yes?”

“What would she like?” Alison whispered to Beckham.

“Not my turn to play,” he said, grinning.

Alison swallowed a sip of her wine, and asked quietly, “What, uh, what did you do in the shower that made you scream like that?”

“Ohhhh,” Iona said, grinning. “Ah. Cadence, um, fingered me.”

“Oh,” Alison said, sounding almost disappointed.

“And she tongued my ass.”

The whole room went silent, and all eyes twitched between the redhead and the brunette teacher. “Holy fuck,” Dario breathed. “That wasn’t just a joke?”

“No,” Iona said, and winked at him. She drew a name, and looked back up at Dario. “Guess who, big guy? Alison. Why don’t you help him get rid of his jeans and give him a stroke along the way?”

Without hesitation, Dario stood up. Alison licked her lips, and glanced aside at Beckham. He smiled at her encouragingly, and she rose to join Dario. The squat, powerful man grinned at the blonde as her delicate, trembling fingers reached out to stroke his bulge through his pants.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “Is it really…?”

“Ohhhh yeah,” Iona said. “I’ve missed that club.”

Alison slowly worked the clasp on Dario’s pants, and knelt to help him slide them down. At her angle, Cadence couldn’t see what happened, but judging from the man’s stiffened spine, Alison must have gotten in her good grope. When she stood back up again, Dario kicked his pants away and Alison returned to her chair, her lips parted. Dario stood there in just his boxers, his massive cock poking out from the slit on the front of his boxers. If it hadn’t been for a young man Cadence and Kara had some fun with back at Hudwell, Dario would have easily had the biggest dick she’d ever seen. As it was, it was a damn close race.

“Going to keep my boxers on until we’re really in the game,” Dario said.

Grant grinned. “My furniture appreciates that.”

Dario drew next. “Grant. So let’s see… Cadence. Why don’t you come on over and sit on his lap for a while? Give him a good grind with that ass, too.”

Cadence jumped up, aware of her breasts bouncing and the drool inducing effect it could have. She took her wine as she went, and Grant leaned back in his chair. She sat on his lap, careful not to spill her wine, and gave him a long, slow kiss to boot. He was an excellent kisser, his lips much more tender and softer than the rest of him, and his hand balanced at the small of her back, just above her ass and making her skin tingle.

She turned and wiggled her ass into his groin and felt him stiffen. Dario might be the biggest at the party, but Grant wasn’t exactly tiny either. That was good. Very good. He grabbed her by the waist and murmured, “You’re going to have to draw for me.”

She winked at him and leaned forward, waggling against his cock and taking her time drawing another name. She held it to him, and he unfolded it. “Beckham. Let’s see. Name someone and they’ll have to tell you their secret fantasy.”

“Hm. That’s a good one,” Beckham said. He stroked his knees, and turned to Iona. “Go on ahead, Red.”

Iona glanced at Cadence, then back down towards the floor. “Uh. After hearing what Cadence said earlier, I… kinda want to see her with some students.”

“You want to see me with some students, or you want to be with some students?” Cadence asked.

Iona swallowed. “Both.” The word was barely a whisper, and Beckham leaned forward.

“That’s hot,” he said. “Cadence. What’s your fantasy?”

Grant had his arms roped around Cadence now, his lips occasionally brushing the back of her neck as he idly rubbed his cock against the fabric stretched across her ass. She was glad she’d worn a short skirt for this, because once it was on, she didn’t want to waste a lot of time with access to her pussy.

“I want Iona to meet my friend Kara and a few others,” she said without hesitation. “I want all of us lined up in a row getting fucked by our swim team, or our football players. Or eaten out by our volleyball players and cheerleaders. I want an orgy to end all orgies, and I want to see her screwed so many times we lose count. I want all of us women coated in their come.”

No one said anything, save Alison. She whimpered, “Fuuuck.”

With that word, the game ended – or really began.

Cadence’s gaze fell on Alison, and without looking at the man or drawing a name, she said, “Dario. Undress her.”

Dario shot over to the blonde, who let herself be pulled to her feet. Her sweater came up and over her tasty curves. They tossed the sweater towards his jeans, and he removed his shirt, too. She ran her fingers up his chest and blushed.

“You’re very muscular,” she whispered, and he kissed her as he slid his fingers down across her sex through her jeans. She shivered at his touch and drew in a sharp breath when his fingers came back up to help her with the button and the zipper. He knelt, just as she 
had, and slid the pants down along with a lacey blue thong. Her bright, big pink folds were capped by a triangle of neatly shaven fuzz, and her sex glistened with her need. Dario buried his face against it, unable to stop himself from giving her a good long lick as she keened out a simple, “Yessss.”

Grant cleared his throat, and the look Dario shot him was nothing short of murderous. But the man stood up anyways, and reached around to unhook a bra matching Alison’s panties. He tossed that aside, and stared down at her breasts, licking his lips.

Once again, Cadence said, “Alison. Give Dario a handjob.”

Beckham immediately unzipped and reached into his pants to start stroking himself. Behind Cadence, Grant grew immediately stiffer, and she reached behind her ass to grip him through his pants. Dario stared down at Alison, his hard body quivering just a touch as she wrapped her tiny hands around his monstrosity of a cock and started jerking him slowly.

Iona darted to the trunk and pulled out a bottle of edible grape lube. She tapped the bottle against Alison’s shoulder, and the hot young blonde took it and drizzled some along Dario’s length. Her hands wrapped around his cock, and she started jerking him hard and fast. Cadence thought maybe she was warming up or something, but no, the woman was really that awful at handjobs. She pushed off Grant’s knees and dropped beside Alison.

“Work the first few inches,” Cadence encouraged her.

Alison shot her a furious look, but Dario nodded at her. Glowering, Alison returned her attention to the man, and to make it better, Cadence kissed her earlobe. This time, the blonde jerked the first few inches of him.

“Slower,” Cadence whispered into her ear, then slowly dragged her tongue along the side of Alison’s neck, drawing a shiver from the blonde.

Alison’s hands slowed, and Dario sighed in pleasure. She stared up at him, her eyes still holding that ember of anger, and Cadence scooted behind her to run her hands up and down Alison’s side as she continued giving her instructions.

“Now, use one hand and run it down to his base. Yesss, like that, baby.”

“I’m not your baby, slut,” Alison spat.

Cadence reared back, licked her palm, and cracked Alison’s ass as hard as she could. Alison yelped, and glared over her shoulder. “Run a hand down to his base.”

Alison looked back at Dario’s cock, and did as she was told. Her other hand stopped too and Cadence wrapped her fingers around it, helping Alison keep jerking Dario off. “Now jerk him off at the base and the tip. Twice the fun for him.”

Iona stood up and joined Beckham. He watched her with a dark hunger to his face as she began to strip down.

Cadence stroked the red imprint of her hand on Alison’s ass, gentle, loving. “Alison,” she murmured. “Iona’s going to give Beckham a blowjob now.”

“W-what?” Alison asked, turning her head to look at the redhead as her panties dropped to the floor.

“Did you think maybe you were the only one who was going to get laid this weekend?” Cadence asked her, cupping the other woman’s ass.

“No, but…”

“He’s going to come down her throat,” Cadence said as Iona knelt before Alison’s boyfriend. He sat up, his eyes flicking between the gorgeous blonde getting a handjob lesson from the sexiest teacher any of them had ever known and the stunning redhead sexpot leaning forward to grip his dick and guide it to her luscious mouth. “Just like Dario’s going to come all over your pretty face and your tits.” She winked at Grant. The message was clear – I’ll help you in a bit. He nodded almost imperceptibly and made a “keep going” twirl of his finger.

Alison watched as Beckham ran his fingers through Iona’s fiery hair. He gripped a fistful and pushed her down onto his dick. Alison let out a whimper, and Cadence knew this was the moment for the sexy blonde. Either she pulled away from all this and probably left the cabin for a monogamous relationship and a peaceful, sweet life, or she broke and freed herself from constraints. There was no right or wrong road. The pleasures of each would be wildly different, but no less joyful in either regard.

Cadence came back to Alison’s side, and took the blonde’s hands. 
She dropped the act, and said quietly, “No one here will judge you for taking what you want, Alison. Whatever that is.”

Alison swallowed, still watching Iona’s head bob up and down over the first few inches of her boyfriend’s dick. “I want…”

Cadence leaned in closer, just an inch away from Alison’s stunning face. “What?”

The blonde finally looked at her, and whispered, “I want to be… like you.”

Cadence brought her lips to Alison’s. Their need bloomed to life, and Alison let go of Dario’s cock to embrace the other woman, tears rolling down her cheeks as she left behind the vestiges of the woman she was and became the woman she wanted to be. They kissed, and they kissed, and they kissed. Alison’s fingers found Cadence’s, and she broke away as their hands closed together.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry for being such a bitch…”

“No,” Cadence murmured, chasing her lips again. “Don’t be. It’s hard to admit what it is we want. I’ve been there. I’ve lost guys because of it. We’ll talk later. Really talk. For now, let go. Enjoy yourself, Alison.”

Alison blinked, and nodded, and glanced up again at Dario. She returned to him, and gripped his cock. She glanced at Cadence and smiled. “Like this, right?” she asked, jerking him at his base slowly with one hand while working the head of him with the other.

“Ask him,” Cadence said, grinning. She began to knee-walk over to Grant, who had removed his clothes and set them in a neat pile beside his chair.

“Wait,” he said, and Cadence gave him a pout. To Beckham and Dario, he said, “Let’s line up.”

“Oh fuck yeah,” Dario groaned.

The two seated men rose and stood side by side. Cadence was in the middle with Grant, and Iona sank her mouth right back down on Beckham. Alison again looked at Cadence for direction, and when the sexy teacher smiled at her encouragingly, she wrapped her mouth around Dario’s tip. The man was so thick and so big Alison couldn’t take much more than that, and Cadence couldn’t blame her. Grant gripped the back of Cadence’s head, but he wasn’t as forceful as Beckham. Instead, he was content to let her take the lead, and she 
took his sizable meat halfway into her mouth, savoring his musk, his manliness. She glanced up at him and winked, and he winked back, seeing where her hands were headed.

Cadence’s fingers slipped across both Iona’s and Alison’s sexes at the same time. Iona didn’t so much as flinch, and apart from a moan around Beckham’s prick, she barely acknowledged the move. But Alison was already wet and sensitive, and she jerked like she’d been spanked again. Her eyes widened, then closed as she let out a deep, appreciative, “Mmmm!”

Thankfully, her blowjob skills were a far sight better than her handjob ones, and Cadence lost herself to the feel of Grant’s pleasure. Their host still had a hold of her hair, and was gently guiding her at the pace he liked – not slow, not exactly, but languid and lazy. Iona started to respond to her finger strokes, rocking back at her fingers as they played along her slit. Alison didn’t need more teasing, and so Cadence slid two fingers into the blonde, shocked at just how tight she was. The guys, for their parts, were uniformly ecstatic. Cadence had already dismissed them. They were nice and interesting enough, but it was Alison and Iona Cadence was really interested in that week. Three sapphic hookups in a day. Four, if you counted Iona twice. That was a record, even for her, and still Cadence wanted more.

“Mmmf mmm mmf,” Alison said happily around the mouthful of cock.

Cadence replied, “Mwark?” coming off Grant’s cock, licking his head, and diving back down for more.

“Gwerk gwerk,” Iona confirmed beside her, and Cadence couldn’t help a fit of uncontrollable giggling. She popped off Grant’s dick, and soon the other two women followed, until all three of them were laughing and clinging together. When they had themselves under control, Cadence leaned over and kissed Alison gently. Then she turned and did the same to Iona.

“Earlier, what you said… what you tried to say…” Cadence told the redhead.

“What?”

“Do you love me, Iona?”

Iona’s throat worked, and she smiled faintly. Staring at Cadence, 
she returned her lips to the dick in front of her, swallowing down Beckham as she still looked sideways at her friend.

Cadence moved her hand to Iona’s ass and gave it a light swat. The other woman wiggled it, and Cadence chuckled as she returned to Grant’s cock. “I keep leaving you hanging.”

“Anything but,” he said, flexing his rock-hard cock as proof.

She swallowed him down again. Neither he or Beckham could match Dario for the size of their dicks, but there was still a lot to enjoy. Cadence loved oral sex, giving and receiving, especially when the guys were as well-groomed as these three. There was something delicious about the power of a blowjob. The give and take of control, of dominance, that was hot. Sometimes having her mouth fucked like her pussy could set her off alone, like now, controlling the pace, dominating Grant with just her mouth and her tongue, made her feel so damn sexy she nearly came without even touching herself. And to have two beautiful women at her literal fingertips as she blew Grant? That was driving her even more wild.

Apparently Alison thought so too. She squirmed back to meet Cadence’s fingers as they thrust into her pussy, even as she tried and tried to take more of Dario into her mouth and even her throat.

“Fuck Alison, baby, you look gorgeous sucking me like that,” Dario said. “I love those pretty lips around my cock.”

“Mmmmm!” Alison cried out around him, her eyes squeezed shut. She started stroking the base of his shaft as Cadence pumped her slick fingers in and out of her tight passage. “Mmmawd, mmmmawd…”

Grant’s cock brushed the back of Cadence’s throat, and she stared up at him, her own ass bobbing back and forth as she swallowed him up. She hadn’t undressed yet, and the fabric of her panties rubbed at her pussy just the right way. He reached down and pulled up the back of her skirt so he could watch her ass bob back and forth, and almost immediately, she felt his cock twitch. Not long now, and she didn’t think Dario and Beckham were going to last either.

“Such a good slut,” Beckham told Iona. “You fucking love this dick, don’t you?”

She stared up at him, her mouth spread wide around him as she 
moaned, “Mm hm!”

“Every hole,” the writer grunted. “I’m going to take every single one of each of your holes.”

“Alison,” Dario warned. “I’m going to come. In your mouth or…?”

The blonde came up off him with a gasp. “On me, like she said, spray me down, come on me, Dario, use me like a little blonde whore.”

“Close your eyes,” he groaned, and his hips bucked back and forth as she jerked him harder and harder. He came like a rocket, his first shot hitting her forehead like a bullseye. Shot after shot of him hit her cheeks, her chin, her cleavage. Before he was finished, she sank her mouth down onto him, taking his last few shots on her tongue. Cadence watched as Alison pulled away finally, her mouth full of come. She couldn’t resist, and pulled off Grant long enough to kiss the blonde hungrily. Their tongues danced, and Alison shared some of the come. Then Grant was gripping her hair and turning her head back to him, his cock in his hand now, jerking it hard and fast, right at Cadence’s mouth. She sank her mouth down just as he started coming, the shots landing deep in her throat. She nearly choked as he fisted her hair, keeping her pinned down on his cock, but it was so fucking hot, too. Her fingers had slid out of Alison and away from Iona at some point, and she wasted no time fingering herself, sliding two, three fingers deep, plunging them in and out of herself as she swallowed Grant’s come.

Beside her, Beckham warned Iona, and she pulled away and rose just high enough to squash her tits around his cock as he thrust in and out of her cleavage like it was a pussy, his face drawn in a rictus of need. He came more than either of the other two men, coating Iona’s chin, neck, and one shot streaked across one of her closed eyes. Cadence was on her too just as she had been with Alison, and she sucked up the come on her friend’s face and neck before Alison was crowding in to suck away at errant drops on Iona’s breasts.

“Get them on the couch,” Grant ordered as the three women shared impassioned kisses. Cadence didn’t even hear the order until Dario wrapped his arms around her and pulled her to her feet, kissing the back of her neck as he walked her to the center of the 
couch. She turned and dropped onto the leather as Grant did the same with Iona and Beckham with Alison.

The three men dropped to their knees and spread the women’s legs wide. Beckham grinned at Alison. “Having fun?” he asked her as his mouth moved to her slick folds.

“Oh my God, so much so, yes,” she whimpered, clutching his head to her pussy.

Grant spread Iona wide with his thumbs, and leaned in to give her a lingering lick. His eyes closed and he shuddered with pleasure. “God, I missed your taste, Red.”

“I missed yours too,” she said. “Now chop-chop. I’ve got coming to do.”

He laughed, and settled his nose against her clit as he buried his tongue into her.

Dario and Cadence were slowest to start. She stripped out of the last of her clothing as quickly as possible while he watched. His gaze could have lit the room on fire as hot as it was, and when she was seated again, this time fully nude, he dove into her pussy like a man possessed. There were no words between them, only her moans and his wet slurps and smacks of his tongue and lips.

Beckham started to play with Alison’s clit, but was surprised when another hand joined his. Cadence. Each hand was on each woman’s mounds, and she said, “I got their clits. You boys handle their pussies.”

“Yes ma’am,” Beckham drawled, and feasted on his girlfriend’s pussy as she writhed and gripped the edge of the couch. Grant nodded and played his tongue along Iona more deliberately.

Dario was good. Very good. Unlike a lot of guys she’d fucked with big dicks, he didn’t rely on his best attribute alone to satisfy a woman, and she thrilled to it as he teased not just her depths, but her lips, her hood, her clit. Even her mound got his tongue’s attention, an unusual move and one that delighted her, especially when three of his fingers sank into her. But her own pleasure took a backseat to making sure Iona and Alison came first. She would be damned if she got hers before everyone else in the room did, and with the guys all having come once already, that meant it was her friends’ turn. Her fingers flitted across their clits. Iona she knew as well as her own, but 
Alison required a defter touch. Judging by her submissiveness, Cadence tried a few quick, hard flicks of her fingers.

Jackpot.

“Mm, like that, Cadence,” Alison gasped.

“Say please,” Cadence told her, and the blonde stared at her, her eyes lakes of desire.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please keep playing with my, um…”

“Say it,” Cadence murmured, her finger stopping its work to tease the other woman. “Say it and I’ll keep going.”

“Cadence… please… my c-clit. Please rub my clit.”

The words drove a spear of pleasure right through Cadence and she had a hard time fighting off her own need to orgasm. She overcame it, though, and granted the blonde mercy. There was no easing up this time, no playfulness. She was out to make Alison come, and the woman was so close it happened almost straightaway.

“Oh… ahhhh… mmf, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck!” Alison wailed. Her fingernails dug into the couch and her knees shot even wider, knocking into one of Cadence’s. She twisted her head and stared right at the teacher as she writhed and came on her boyfriend’s face. Cadence leaned across and kissed her, Alison’s breaths hot against her lips. Then she turned and did the same to Iona, who watched all this with her jaw open wide, a dazed expression in her eyes.

“Come for him, baby,” Cadence said.

Iona blinked at her, her lips working.

“Come for Grant now. Let go. I’m here.” She rubbed a circle around Iona’s clit as her gorgeous friend slowly nodded, still unfocused, still watching Cadence.

“I want you so much it hurts,” Iona whimpered.

Cadence leaned over and kissed her too. Iona covered her hand, and together, they rubbed her clit as Grant worked his tongue along Iona’s depths. It wasn’t long before Iona started to arch her back, her eyes closing again. Her orgasm was sweet and slow, a long shudder flowing through her body from her head to her toes. When she finished, she was absolutely dripping, and Grant gently licked her clean before he withdrew, leaning back on his heels as he watched Dario and Cadence.

Her own hands slid to her clit, but two joined her and pulled 
them away. Both Alison and Iona leaned in close to kiss her cheeks, her lips, her neck as they worked her clit and her hood together. Dario’s tongue slid expertly through her depths, and she leaned back, her mind and soul soaring high and far as she cried out, her orgasm as powerful as any she’d experienced. A pure, primal keen escaped Cadence’s lips, and she came, and came, and came.

Dario’s tongue left her, and she leaned against Iona’s shoulder, gasping for air. The guys were on their feet again, not done for the day, not nearly done. As kind as they were, as good as they were, these guys were props. Cadence, Alison, and Iona were forming some strange bond, something they didn’t yet even recognize within themselves, and as they were pulled apart, Cadence almost felt like crying. She’d never felt that before with anyone. Not even Kara and Troy, or her other favorite partners from Hudwell. This was something new and beautiful and uncharted, and her heart sang to be reunited with Alison and Iona.

But there were other pleasures to be had, and she came back down as Iona was pulled to an armchair with Dario. He sat down and spread his legs wide, and she guided his huge cock to her entrance, sliding down it so very slowly. The sight of his enormously fat and tall prick wedging itself into the redhead’s delicate cunt was almost unreal. There should be no way any woman could take that, but Iona did, and gamely, smiling at Cadence across the room as the teacher was guided to her feet by Beckham. The writer turned her around, and she climbed up onto the couch on her knees as he positioned himself behind her, plunging in with one hard thrust. His pounding started immediately, and as Cadence was fucked from behind and bouncing back and forth, she glanced to her other side as Alison was nearly folded in half by Grant, her legs split wide, resting only on her shoulders and her neck as the giant man guided his cock down into her with a pleased sigh. Cadence reached out with shaking fingers, and though Alison couldn’t reach her, she returned the gesture, smiling weakly.

The slap of skin against skin, grunting, and moaning played against the background of the fire crackling. This was animalistic, a savage race towards making the women come and come again. Grant knew Alison couldn’t stay long in that position and it wasn’t long 
before he grabbed her around the back and lifted her up, fucking her standing, her legs wrapped around him. She bounced uncontrollably on his dick, hiccupping out half formed words and moans. The sight was so damned hot that Iona started playing with herself, hard. The sight must have got to Beckham, too. His pace doubled, and he slammed into Cadence with sharp grunts and muttered curses, watching the big man bounce his girlfriend up and down like a rag doll on his glistening cock.

Alison didn’t last long. Her legs kicked out and she wailed her pleasure again, her voice hoarse. Grant pulled out of her as she was still coming, and gently settled her into the armchair, kissing her forehead before he stumped over to where Beckham was fucking Cadence. Cadence half-expected a dog fight to see who got to fuck her.

Instead, though, Beckham said to Grant, “You good with her pussy? I want to finish in her ass.” Grant grunted something positive, and Beckham pulled out of Cadence, his cock angry and red.

They grabbed the lube from before, and Cadence walked over to Iona and Dario, so she could lean in and tip up Iona’s chin to kiss her. Someone’s hand pressed at the small of her back and she bent over. Iona gripped Cadence’s hair, clutching her as Dario took over the work, careful not to hammer too hard or too far up into Iona. She whimpered, so close again, and Cadence reached down to tease her bouncing breasts as someone swirled a rough but lubed finger around Cadence’s delicate bud. She and Iona clung to each other, their lips meeting again and again as one of the men prepared Cadence, and it was like that, with Iona’s hands linked loosely around Cadence’s neck, that Cadence started to whisper.

“Tell me, Iona. Tell me the words.”

The redhead’s mouth parted, and she stared into her friend’s eyes. “I can’t.”

“You can. It’s okay.”

“But…”

“Fuck the future.” The finger slid gently into Cadence, and she sighed with pleasure. She’d done this often enough that she was well-practiced, and appreciated the guy’s gentleness in getting her ready. “We have this moment. So tell me.”

“Cadeeence,” Iona whimpered, and her body started rocking, her pleasure slipping out of her in tiny gasps. Dario gripped her hips as she shuddered on him, climbing high again and coming.

“Then I’ll tell you,” Cadence said, and brushed Iona’s lips with hers. “I love you. I don’t know why I didn’t see that before. But I love you.”

“I love you too,” Iona gasped, tears slipping slowly down her cheeks as Dario pulled out of her. She nearly fell, and Grant was there, holding her up and helping her to the loveseat, where she collapsed and rested on her side, watching the three studs surround her best friend.

Grant laid down on a thick rug near the fire, and Cadence settled down onto him. Already so deliciously wet, she grasped his cock and guided him to her entrance. Beckham dropped down behind her, and kissed her shoulder as he lined his cock up to her ass.

“Ready?” he asked her, and she nodded, rocking gently on Grant’s dick. Beckham rested his cockhead against her delicate hole, and eased into her gently, gripping her hips to keep her in place. He had lubed up his own cock too, and moved at a perfectly slow pace, feeling out her response like a true pro. Grateful, Cadence reached behind her and brought his head in to kiss him as Dario stood to one side, jacking his cock slowly with his fist. Once she’d kissed Beckham, Cadence curled a finger at Dario and he stepped up. Though his dick was not the biggest she’d ever blown, there was still over half his length sticking out of her mouth when she reached the point where she couldn’t take anymore.

“Oh my God,” Alison whispered nearby.

At first, Cadence contented herself with grinding on Grant’s dick as Beckham kept up his easy pace into her ass. She didn’t do much of anything for the first few minutes besides enjoy the sensations of being so full. It was an experience she’d gone through many times before, unashamedly so, and she loved it, especially when the guys were as experienced as these three. They did not push. They didn’t try to take her for their pleasure. Even Dario, who Iona warned her had a temper, was patient and let her adjust at her pace.

When Beckham reached the depths of what she could take, she lifted a hand back towards him. He stopped immediately and kissed 
her shoulder again before slowly easing out of her. Her hands rose to Dario’s prick, and she slowly started to jack the base of him as her grinding on Grant shifted gears to a mildly faster roll of her hips. Beckham pulled out, reapplied more lube to his cock, and eased back into her, making her gasp around Dario’s prick. He was still gentle, still slow, but he reached her depths faster this time. And the next. By that point, Grant was beginning to flex his cock up inside her, taking over the work so she could concentrate on the feelings as well as Dario’s blowjob.

The buildup was torturously slow, but so very tasty. Cadence could take Dario faster and faster, and when she grabbed his hands and placed them on the back of her head, he began to let loose. He was good at straddling the thin line between forceful and fun, pulling out all the way to her lips, watching her suck and lick his tip for a moment before sheathing his cock back down into her mouth and against her throat. He’d hold her there, his fat prick nearly making Cadence choke, then he’d pull back out again, letting her breathe. His pace built and built until he gave up stopping at her mouth, content to fuck her face with hard, short thrusts that she loved.

And Beckham. Damn, but he was good. If his dick had been any bigger, it might have been painful. And it was, kind of, but in that deliriously wonderful blend of sweet pain and pleasure that made Cadence love good anal. She’d ache for days after this, she knew, but it was so totally worth it. Here, in this moment, she was queen. She was their sex goddess. She was the hottest fucking thing in the room and she knew it. Already Cadence won her game.

And Grant, his cock kept up a good, steady pace in her, but it was his hands that were the magic touch she needed. He worked her clit and teased her delicate pink lips. Best of all, he figured out Beckham’s rhythm early on, and when the writer thrust in, he’d pull back. Their fucking felt like a natural give and take that never left her empty for long. The sensations on her clit, in her pussy, in her ass, even the face-fucking, they were enough to drive her wild, and Cadence wasn’t going to last long without another orgasm.

Especially when two beautiful women dropped to their knees beside her, cupping her breasts, teasing her stomach, her back, the cheeks of her ass, wherever they could reach without getting in the 
way.

“Come for them, baby,” Iona said, her second wind finally on her.

“This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Alison breathed. She leaned in and sucked at one of Cadence’s nipples, making the teacher whimper with pleasure around Dario’s cock.

Sensations flew through Cadence, and she rolled her hips harder against Grant. Dario brought his cock to her lips again and kept it there, pumping the base of his shaft with his hand, watching her take the two other guys’ dicks with a dazed expression. Soon he was tapping her head, and she winked up at him before plunging back down one more time as he began to come deep in her mouth, her throat, her tonsils.

There was so much of him, so very much, and when Dario pulled out, gasping for air, his come dribbled out of Cadence’s mouth. Both the other women were there, kissing her, sucking his come off her chin, sharing it with each other. Iona stroked her hair and Alison traced her nipples again with her lips, her tongue.

“Mmm, fuck, mmm, fuck,” Cadence gasped. “Harder, Beckham.”

The writer obeyed, gripping her hips tight and thrusting his cock into her faster and faster. Pinned between the two men, she bounced and rolled, and soon Grant was thrusting up at her harder too, his face screwed up as he tried to hold back his orgasm. Cadence was there, right there, but she wanted to be the last, the omega.

“Ah, ah, ohhhh, Cadence,” Beckham groaned.

He buried himself deep in her ass one last time, his cock’s warmth flooding her depths, filling her. Slowly, he eased out of her, his come drizzling out of her asshole. He managed to make it to his feet and crashed down onto the couch, reaching for a now-lukewarm beer as Grant and Cadence tried to hold on, tried not to come, to be the very last.

But Grant didn’t have Cadence’s drive, her determination. He grabbed her ass and started pounding her for all he was worth, his need a desperate glint in his eyes. Cadence was going to come, her body crackling with it, but Grant faltered first and gasped her name before he sank deep into her, his cock twitching, coming and coming and coming. Cadence was so very close, but Alison and Iona were 
there, lifting her off the big man.

“Noooo, I’m close,” she wailed, but Alison kissed her hard as they laid her out on the ground. Iona knelt down and sucked at her clit, and drove two fingers into her, then three. Alison kept kissing Cadence, kept rolling her own body like she was the one getting fingered, and Cadence gripped the back of her head and felt for Iona’s too. Her back arched and she went wordless, soundless, the air completely sucked out of her lungs as Iona brought her over the edge.

Cadence came. And there was nothing for long minutes but the pleasure, the sensation. Someone might have lifted her, and there was cool leather under her butt when she came out of it, but for a long time, there was only the fire and the two women beside her, whispering in her ear,

* * *

No one had the energy to do anything more than shower and pick at food while they huddled around the fire and watched a Christmas movie. Cadence sat between Iona and Alison on the couch. More than once she saw Beckham studying them, and there was sadness there, but fondness too.

They all turned in early. Iona climbed into bed with Cadence without comment, and they cuddled together in the darkness, telling each other things, long-held feelings and realizations of the last ten or so hours. Footfalls, nearly silent, and someone came into the room. Alison. She dropped into bed with them, and the three of them slowly slid into quiet, pleasant stillness. None of them ever knew it, but they all dreamed of the same thing, a day on a beach to come many years down the line. Alison was pregnant, and sat between them as they watched the crash of the waves.

The rest of the week was a blur. They woke on Christmas morning to find Beckham gone. He left a note to Alison, telling her he cared a great deal about her, but he got what he needed to on this vacation and he suspected she did too. She cried, but they were sweet tears, farewell tears, and when Dario offered to drive her back if she wanted to go, she firmly shook her head no, and her hands sought out her two new loves.

They hadn’t yet spoke that word again, and they wouldn’t, not at 
the cabin. A few other people showed up, and they were fun, but they were props. For the three women, their world had become each other. By the end of the week, the trio were sore and ready for a vacation from their vacation. Alison had to go back to work the soonest, and left a couple days earlier than the other two. Her tears were genuine, and when she held Cadence, she tried to work out words that wouldn’t escape her lips.

Cadence kissed her one last time, and stared Alison straight in the eyes. “I know,” she said, smiling. Alison sobbed one last time, clutched her, and then she was gone.

* * *

“This is… the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do,” Cadence said, her voice ragged from crying. But she wasn’t crying now as they neared the airport. Instead, she stared out at the expanse of steel and glass and tarmacs, and tried not to look aside at her lover.

“Me too,” Iona said. “But three months isn’t all that long, Cadence.”

“You really don’t mind me playing with other people?”

“No,” Iona said, and she gave Cadence an honest grin before returning her attention to the last stretch of road “So long as you share the stories. And you don’t mind me doing the same.”

Cadence took her hand and kissed it. “We are who we are. So long as we always come back together.”

“Yes,” Iona murmured, and now her voice was hoarse.

Three months, and then Iona would come down to visit. She wanted to see the campus, and talk to Samuel Morales, Cadence’s ex-boyfriend and the man in charge of the school. She wasn’t a teacher but Cadence was confident they could find a position for her somewhere, maybe in administration or something similar. Even if Iona liked the place, it would be another few months beyond that before she could move. That was okay. So long as they were together someday.

At security, Cadence gave Iona one last lingering kiss that drew every eye around them. They didn’t care. In that moment, all there was in their universe was each other. Cadence followed it with two kisses to her friend’s cheeks, stained with tears.

“Take care of our girl?”

Iona smiled. “Oh yes.”

Cadence nodded, and hugged her one last time. “I love you, Iona.”

“I love you too, Cadence.”

* * *

Three months.

The truth was, they were fun ones. Hudwell’s blossoming sports program now included a track team, and Cadence not only helped coach them when she could, but of course she wound up sampling the wares, too. The videos she sent Iona were met with videos of the redhead’s own, gasping her lover’s name as she came playing with her toys.

There were others, too. Kara, of course, who was thrilled to learn Cadence had found someone who shared her polygamous lifestyle. She was ready to meet the redhead herself, and even allowed Cadence to make a video of them in a sixty-nine, with a message attached saying, “This is what waits for you.”

Though it felt like forever, the time passed, and Cadence waited at the gate on her end, anxiously bouncing from foot to foot as passengers disembarked. She saw her beautiful redheaded girlfriend and shouted her name, unable to help herself.

But as it turned out, Iona wasn’t alone. Because there too, smiling shyly behind her, was Alison.

Together. Again.


The Retail Detail

Contains: M/F romance

Working retail on Christmas Eve sucked. It was a great universal truth, and it was doubly true when it was supposed to be a day off.

“Screw Dennis,” Kendra growled as she waited at her till for the last few customers in the store to finish up.

Owen, one of the handful of coworkers left to close up with her, sighed and put back the paperback he’d been browsing through at her till. Technically they were closed, but still waiting on the last of the store’s customers to shuffle back to the front before they could shut everything down and leave. “Yuuuup.”

“You know that asshole isn’t sick.” It was not the first time she’d said that. Their manager Dennis was high in the running for the laziest man in New Bainbridge. He only made manager because he was also a world-class kiss-ass. Early that month, he’d volunteered to work over the holiday at the store in front of the owner, and then a day before Christmas Eve, somehow managed to come down with the flu. Funny coincidence, that.

“I know,” Owen said. “Almost done. Then we can go home.”

“And start up the whole thing again day after tomorrow,” Kendra muttered.

“Hey, look, it’s not perfect,” Owen said. “But maybe we can make the best of it.”

Kendra laughed bitterly. “How? I don’t get to see my family, Owen. This is my favorite time of the year and I’m spending it at a job I hate for an asshole who doesn’t deserve to be anyone’s boss.”

He shrugged. “Camera’s out. We could have a little after-party once Jane and Darby leave. No one’s going to miss a sixer of beer and a bottle of wine.”

“That’s stealing,” Kendra snapped.

“All right. Look, I’m sorry it sucks for you.”

“And it doesn’t for you?” Kendra asked.

He gave her the full blast of his cool green-gray eyes. “No,” he said, his voice serious. “Because I get to spend it hanging out with 
you. Bored or not, that’s a good Christmas Eve to me.”

She blinked. Was he putting her on? Owen was one of the best-looking guys she knew. A bit of a preppy type who always wore chinos and polos outside of work, he was nevertheless the dangerous sort of handsome that could work its way into a woman’s dreams. Kendra knew from several of the other women at work who dated him that he was great in bed to boot, but the two of them had never hooked up. The timing was always off. Either she was dating someone or he was.

“Don’t talk like that,” Kendra muttered, seeing a pair of customers approach down the aisle, walking behind their stuffed cart like they were mired in tar. “Giovanna’s too sweet for you to be making jokes.”

Giovanna was his girlfriend, and one of the must stunning women Kendra had ever met. She was a dancer by trade, both a teacher and professionally, and had one of the most singularly kind souls Kendra had ever known. She was a frequenter of the store whenever she got away from the theater for the evening, and often pitched in and helped for seemingly no other reason than she liked to.

Owen still stared at Kendra, and oh Lord, although they were both in the least sexy vests in the United States over their plain, dumpy clothes, his gaze still made her feel like a top being idly twirled by someone’s playful fingers. “Giovanna and I broke up. A couple weeks ago. We didn’t want a whole lot of drama about it so we didn’t tell anyone. Look… I’ve got these two. You take Santa Claus.” He started away towards the customers without another word, and she gaped after him.

What the hell? Was he playing her? If so, it was a hell of a con. Owen had been off today too and she was prepared to face down the holiday with Larry, the creepy fifty-something who openly drooled over her and every other woman under thirty in the place. But when Kendra called him in rage tears when Dennis told her he needed her to work that day, Owen had quietly volunteered too.

A big man rounded the corner to her till, dressed head to toe in a spectacular Santa suit. The kind they sold there at the store – and in pretty much every big department store ever – was chintzy and cheap, with plasticky sleeves a person slid onto their legs to fake 
wearing boots and itchy, rough cotton fabric with a big beard that felt suspiciously like a loofah. But this guy’s outfit was clearly a few thousand notches above that. For starters, it actually fit his robust frame. For another, everything looked real in a way most Santa suits didn’t. His boots were real, and polished to a high shine. The buttons looked like real gold. Even his beard seemed real, and untouched by hair coloring.

Kendra put on her best customer smile, noting the man only had one package of cookies while the couple Owen was dealing with had a whole cart full of stuff. Dang it, Owen,
 she whispered internally. Was she really so blind as to have missed his signals? He’d been more open about touching her lightly, but they’d worked together for two years now, and been friends almost since day one. Kendra just hadn’t noticed.

“Find everything you need, Mr. Claus?” she asked Santa, swiping the cookies. “Ooh. Good choice. I love these sandwich cookies.”

Santa rubbed his belly and chuckled. It was a wonderful sound that drew a much more relaxed and real smile from Kendra. “Oh, yes, I agree. Some of the very best, that’s my opinion.” He leaned in and winked. “Of course, I think they’re all some of the best.”

Kendra laughed lightly and told him the charge. He dug out a much larger bill than she expected, and passed it to her. “Big plans for the evening?” she asked as she counted out his change.

“Oh, I’m staying busy. Yourself?”

Kendra cast Owen a quick glance as he was talking animatedly to the tired-looking couple at his till. “I’m… not sure.”

Santa glanced behind him, then turned to her, smiling broadly. “That was a good move, stopping him from stealing.” He took his change, and laid it on the counter. “Funny. I seem to have forgotten my change. You two enjoy yourselves tonight.”

Kendra gaped at him. “Sir, I… I can’t. This is… it’s against the rules, and…”

“Camera’s out,” Santa said, and winked. “This is one rule I think we can break and still be on the nice list. And since I think I know your character, Ms. Connelly, don’t worry about sharing with your coworkers elsewhere in the building. I believe they’ll find their own little surprise in their lockers.”

Kendra’s lips worked, and without realizing she was even doing it, she rushed around the till and gave him a huge hug. “I… I needed that tonight. Thank you.”

He held her out at arm’s length, and chuckled. “I know it doesn’t seem like it now, but this all too shall pass. It helps to find someone to weather the storm together. Have a very merry Christmas.”

“You too,” she murmured. He walked towards the next till, had a word with the couple there, and brought out another bill. The couple stared, dumbfounded, as the kindest stranger Kendra ever met paid for everything in their cart, then helped them push it outside, humming a Christmas classic to himself. Before he left the store, he turned, and glanced back at Kendra. He winked, and she winked back as Owen came back to her till.

“I… that guy just paid for hundreds of bucks worth of groceries for them. Just like it was nothing.” He glanced down at the counter at the money he’d left there, and back up, eyes wide. “Shit, he forgot his-”

Kendra held up a hand. “It’s okay. He wanted us to have it. For the beer and the wine we were talking about. And get this. He knew my last name.”

Owen turned back towards the exit again, watching as Jane closed and locked the doors again. “You think Dennis sent him?”

“No,” Kendra said. “Tonight… tonight I’m going to pretend Santa is real. Because I kinda need that.” She searched his eyes for deception. “You really broke up with her.”

He nodded and slowly made his way around the ill to stand beside her. It didn’t fail her notice that Owen’s chest rose and fell as he studied her. Kendra took pride in her appearance, and she was frequently the obsession of many of the guys she worked with. Her tiny frame and almost nonexistent butt clashed with her plentiful breasts, and she had a delicate, kind face that exuded warmth even when she wasn’t feeling particularly nice.

Owen brought his hands to her sides, resting just above her hips, and he murmured, “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

“I didn’t… I never knew.”

He nodded, and started tilting his head down to kiss her, but before their lips could meet, Jane called over to them, “Hey! Let’s 
get this done!”

Owen growled deep in his throat, and Kendra laughed softly. “Let’s have that little afterparty,” she said, grinning up at him.

“Here?”

“Yeah. Santa said I was on the nice list, but I’m feeling a little…”

“Don’t say it,” Owen groaned.

“…saucy?” Kendra finished. He chuckled, and she risked a quick kiss to his cheek when Jane was out of sight.

They ran through the nightly rituals quickly. Jane and Darby met them back in the employee area, and Kendra pretended like she’d forgotten something back at her till. Darby, a fifty-something chain smoker with a voice like charcoal, rolled her eyes.

“You two couldn’t be mah obvious,” she said. “Just clean up after yahselves, would yah? Fah fuck’s sake, no one wants have to wipe down the fuhnituh again.”

“Again?” Kendra asked, but Darby and Jane were already leaving, slinging their coats over their shoulders and talking about the liquor they planned to buy with the hundred-dollar bills left in their lockers.

Already out of their uniforms, they headed back into the store. “What are we drinking tonight?” Owen asked, taking her arm in his.

“They got that new alcoholic seltzer, I think.”

“Oh, we’re getting fancy.”

She laughed lightly and watched his face as they walked. “What happened? You two were great together.”

His tongue clicked against his teeth. “Can we have that conversation six months from now?”

“Why?” Her stomach lurched. “Oh my God, is she preg-?”

“No!” Owen said, his grin reappearing.

“Well, why, then?”

“Because if I told you we broke up because I was clearly crazy about you, you’d think I was a nutjob.”

They were close to the Christmas aisles, and though there wasn’t much left on the shelves, behind him glimmered a colored set of lights, dancing. It was them she settled on, unable to look him in the eyes. “Owen… no, Owen, no…”

“I didn’t realize I was even doing it. But I guess most nights we 
worked together, I’d come home and tell her about you. Things you said.” Owen brushed Kendra’s silky blonde hair from her eyes and leaned in to kiss right beside her eye. “The things you did,” he murmured, lifting his fingers to tilt her chin up to him. “I hurt her. It was my fault and I own that. But it led me to realize what it was I felt about you. And I don’t regret that. Not for a second.”

Her lips parted, and she meant to whisper his name again, but Owen was kissing her. What started as a gentle caress of his mouth against hers turned into something more when he broke apart and she chased him, her eyes fluttering.

There were few more words between them, not for a while. She took his hands in hers, and brought them back to her waist where he’d been gripping her at the register. A crippling wave of doubt filled her when she realized she was in a simple tee shirt and her dowdiest panties and bra, but he swept the thoughts away effortlessly when his tongue brushed her lips gently, seeking admission and she gave it to him, gasping into his mouth.

“I want you,” he murmured.

“Furniture,” she whispered back, her heart beating so hard she feared he could hear it.

Owen took her hand, and they ran like teenagers for the right department. Kendra started laughing breathlessly, and he joined her, The furniture was all in one corner, a mess of it in tight rows, and when they got there, they broke apart just long enough to shove a long, narrow couch far enough out of the way that they wouldn’t hit the lamps behind it.

They stripped fast, stopping only to stare at each other when they got down to their underwear. She blushed and stared at the ground, and he pulled her chin back up again to kiss her, his hands finding her ass this time. She thought it was her worst feature, but he groaned when he gripped it tight, and his hardness pressed against her stomach, proving his need. She slipped her fingers into his boxers and stroked him. Owen shivered from head to toe from it, and he gripped her ass harder, his cock bulging in her hands. There was so much of him, so very much, and she was jerking his boxers down, her eyes never leaving his as she pushed him down onto the couch. He leaned forward to watch with a hunger she’d never seen the likes 
of, his eyes burning for her until she dropped her panties to the floor.

Her sex was much like the rest of Kendra, small and delicate, her lips barely present, She slipped a finger along her length and brought it to her own lips, tasting herself and watching his need build and build. Her bra was next, falling to the floor, and he let out an audible moan at the sight of her curves and her big, dark nipples. Kendra straddled him, wasting no time in gripping his cock and guiding it to her entrance. She didn’t so much sink down as fall onto his prick.

“OhmyOwenyessssss,” she gasped, the words firing out of her. He filled her so completely, so wonderfully, and she had to just sit there a moment, taking in the moment, taking him in.

She ground on him, rocking her hips back and forth and side to side, swaying on that big dick. He buried his lips against her breast, tasting her flesh, kissing every spot he could reach, licking her nipples, sucking them down. She cried out and thrust her chest at him, her grinding building speed. His hands were still on her ass and he used the leverage to flex his cock inside her, not quite thrusting, but helping her grind every inch. And with every roll of her hips Owen was hitting Kendra’s spot.

The orgasm came on her like lightning. Never had she come that fast before. It had to be only a minute or two after they started fucking, but there she was, gripping his shoulder, crying out his name.

“Oweeeeen!”

He broke away from her nipple, staring up at her as she quivered on his cock, her whole body shaking like an earthquake. It took her longer to come down than it did to build up, and when she did, she buried her head against his shoulder, crying with the force of her feelings, of the pleasure, of the moment.

“Did you…?” he asked wondrously.

She nodded against him, unable to speak.

He took over, gyrating his cock in a similar motion as she’d been grinding on him, and she bit his shoulder. Kendra couldn’t help it. The pleasure was too much to not have some effect, and she nipped him, feeling him recoil more in surprise than actual pain. Then he was lifting her and settling her on the couch, his cock still buried 
deep inside, and she looked up, tears still leaking down her cheeks as she kissed him over and over again as Owen adjusted her legs so one was on the floor and the other up on the back of the cushion. He pulled out of her slowly but surely, his cock making a big wet popping noise when his cockhead finally pulled away from her entrance. She couldn’t help herself, and started giggling. He joined in, snickering until both of them were laughing together, sweet music compared to the silly noises of their bodies.

He kissed her again, and leaned down to whisper in her ear, “I’m going to fuck you now.”

Kendra nodded, smiling, and he began to thrust back inside her, keeping his gaze locked on hers. He was utterly in control, his cock finding her depths over and over again with hard, relentless thrusts that left her sliding up and down the couch. She kissed him, and whispered words she’d probably regret in a few hours, words like “I love you.” But then again, he said them right back, and that was okay, wasn’t it? Yes, it was, she decided. It was a good night for silly romantic ideas. It was a good night for unchecked feelings. It was a good night for small miracles in an otherwise lousy day.

He made this all bearable. He made this life all right. And even if they did nothing else with their lives save love each other, that was enough. Owen was enough.

He warned her with a grunt, but Kendra whispered for him to finish in her, that it was okay, that it was all okay. They drank each other in as he kissed her and thrust, her body his, his hers. And then he was burying himself deep in her, deeper than any other man had ever gone with her, and Kendra’s back arched as she felt Owen spill, his warmth blossoming in her as she cried again, cried for joy and the future and whatever it could bring.

They sat together in the afterglow, facing the direction of those Christmas lights from earlier. They said little, their lips and hands doing much of their talking. He played at her entrance, his deft fingers making her so ready again, and she climbed up onto his lap, this time with her tiny ass against his groin, and he reached around her, holding her tight. This time was slow, achingly slow, and even better than the first time. In his arms, everything felt within reach.

In nine months, when Kendra, now the day manager to 
everyone’s relief, gave birth, her newly minted husband was at her side. And on a table near the window was an ornately wrapped box, which neither of them had seen brought in. With her baby in her arms, Kendra fixed the box a dazed, happy look, and asked, “What’s that?”

Owen stepped over and unwrapped the gift before opening it. Inside was a stunningly crafted ornament made of real glass, with a man and a woman dressed in matching work outfits, his hands on her waist, and the woman looking up into the man’s eyes.

“Wow,” Owen said, holding it up against the light to look at it closer. “Holy cow. That’s incredible. Who do you suppose left it?”

Kendra knew, and she smiled.


Overture

Contains: M/F romance

It was impossible not to fall a little bit in love with the dancer as she twirled across the stage. Her castmates in the ballet were terrific too, but the lithe, dark-haired beauty owned the stage effortlessly, never upstaging anyone except by her very presence.

She was the sort of beautiful that actually made Michael hurt. A delicate face, framed by black hair done up in intricate knots around her head like a crown. There were few curves to her body, but she flowed like water through the dances, her smoldering eyes holding everyone in the audience captive. Michael, alone in the last row, hardened just watching her. It was involuntary and inevitable from the moment she took the stage. Numerous times he swallowed so hard he thought the people in front of him would turn around and glare.

But they didn’t, and at the end of every scene – he had no idea if that was the term or not, since this was his first ballet – when everyone started to clap, he pounded his hands together, aching to see the talented young woman fly across the stage again.

This wasn’t normally his thing. Not even close. He’d never attended so much as a play before, let alone something like a Christmas ballet. But his apartment was only two blocks away, and he was lonely that Christmas Eve. It was his first after the Army, and he had no family to go visit. His mother died giving birth to him, and his adoptive parents in a car crash when he was sixteen. There were no siblings, no extended family. But he made a vow to himself his first year in the military – he would take every opportunity to make his life good, to take chances on new things. While he wasn’t a hundred percent on that goal, when Michael saw the ad pinned up to the community board on the first floor, he decided to give it a chance and go. He hadn’t been disappointed. Not by a long shot.

Intermission came on, something he’d never heard of and it left him confused. No one seemed to be leaving the theater, so Michael wasn’t entirely sure if he was supposed to or not. Instead, he stood 
apart from everyone else in the lobby, smiling politely and wishing people a merry Christmas when they said hello.

From the men’s room came a jingle of bells. Michael turned, and out came one of the best-dressed Santa Clauses he’d ever seen. From head-to-toe, the man was decked out in an exquisite suit that rivaled some of the more exotic fibers and tailored suits he’d seen from a few days in Italy and Germany.

“That is an incredible suit,” Michael said, studying gold stitching that looked like an ornament hanging from a tree limb.

“Well thank you very kindly!” the man in the Santa suit said. He held out a gloved hand, and Michael shook it firmly. “Quite the ballet, isn’t it?”

“Oh yes,” Michael said. “This is my first time. I’m happy I came.” He blinked. “I don’t remember seeing you in the audience.”

Santa chuckled, and it was a wonderful sound that made Michael think of Christmas mornings with his parents. His mom would get up early, before even her son, and both Michael and his dad would wake to the amazing smell of her egg nog French toast casserole before they were lulled into the living room to open presents. Good memories. The best memories, maybe. Perhaps for the first time since their deaths, the images were untainted with grief, and for a long moment, Michael thought he could actually smell his mother’s cooking again.

“I was observing from the box office,” Santa said, his eyes twinkling. “I admire a man willing to walk out of his comfort zone to seek out some new experiences.”

Michael smiled. “It’s not exactly like I’m trying some drugs or something here. But I know what you mean. I made myself a promise years ago. I was on the brink of depression, and I told myself I’d always try to make myself happy in small ways. Part of that is figuring out just what it is exactly that makes me happy.”

“And have you been successful?”

“You know, for the most part, yes,” Michael said. People were starting to filter slowly back into the theater, and he thought of that beautiful dancer again.

“For the most part?”

“Ah, you know, trying to find my own Mrs. Claus,” Michael said, 
grinning.

“Mm,” Santa said, his nose twitching. “Mine certainly lights up my life.” He clasped Michael’s shoulder, and said quietly, “I think you’re well on the right track, young friend. Go enjoy your show.”

“Would you like to join me? I’ve got the whole back row practically to myself.”

Santa shook his head. “I’m afraid I need to be about my business.” He started to step away, then stopped and turned, smiling. He patted his pockets, then produced a candy cane. Michael laughed and took it, pocketing the treat for later.

“Have a merry Christmas, Saint Nick.”

Santa crinkled his eyes and brushed his nose. “You too, Michael, you too.”

The name on his tongue startled Michael, and he started to ask how Santa could have known. But then the stage manager announced it was time for the ballet to resume with its second act, and Michael reluctantly shuffled in after everyone else, glancing over his shoulder constantly, trying to figure out what the heck just happened.

* * *

The second act of the ballet was just as wonderful, and at its conclusion, Michael rose to his feet with everyone else to clap thunder for the cast of dancers. Feeling good and not wanting to head home quite yet, he opted instead to head to a bar a block down the street. The snow was falling again, not quite as heavy as it had that morning, but weather forecasters were calling for an inch or two over the next few days and he looked forward to sacking out on his couch and reading a fair bit. He needed to buy some furnishings, too, but that would have to wait until after Christmas. He’d been delaying it for a few weeks, but to be fair, it was only ever him in the apartment and his couch and bed were good enough for the moment.

The bar was well-lit, cheery, and best of all, owned by a friendly atheist duo who were open Christmas Eve and Christmas. Michael came in every few nights for a beer after work, but usually kept it to just that. He drank a bit more socially, but when it was just for his own pleasure, he’d much rather nurse one beer all night and listen to people talk while he watched a game on TV.

There were about a dozen other semi-regulars, and Michael shook hands and clapped backs as he made his way to an empty bar stool. Marge came by, a big woman with her gray hair done up in a bun. Life had left her with a face aged like leather, but she had a wonderful smile and dazzling eyes, and fixated both on him like rays from the sun.

“Now before you go and say you want a beer, we got a special on hot toddies, Michael. You’re not about to go and disappoint me by not trying one, are you?”

He laughed and reached for a cardboard tray heaped with popcorn. It was the bar’s second-best offering, apart from the good company. “You know I can’t resist you, Marge.”

She held a hand to her breast and sighed theatrically. “Then maybe we should run away together.”

Her husband, uncapping a bottle of beer not five feet away, gave a sharp, “Hah!” and she swatted his butt with a smile. “How ya doin’, Mikey?”

“Pretty good, Garvey. How about yourself?”

Garvey waved the beer around at the room. “Business is great, saving for the fact I have to look at these assholes all night long.”

Several handfuls of popcorn were thrown his way, and he hustled the beer down the bar. Michael chuckled, and settled in, enjoying the atmosphere.

The hot toddy was a while coming – Marge was selling them as fast as she could make them and there were people ahead of Michael. When he finally got the drink, he dropped a bill on the counter, and said, “Let me know when that…”

He trailed off. From his spot, he could see the front door perfectly as it opened and a group of boisterous, very familiar individuals walked in. Familiar because he’d just been watching them on stage.

And there, right there in the rear of the pack, was the dark-haired beauty of a dancer, the star of the show. She was laughing at something another woman was saying, with an oversized beanie pulled low over her head and weighted down by a coat a size too big for her. Out of her makeup, she was still beautiful, even more so now that he could really see the details of her face. Her black eyes held 
his for a moment then drifted away to casually take in the rest of the bar. He was distantly aware of Marge saying something, then repeating it, then repeating it again, but for Michael, there was nothing else but that woman in that moment.

Well, right until Marge flicked his ear.

He turned back to her, startled and reaching up instinctually to his earlobe. “Huh?”

“You want me to start a tab, or…?”

“Tab?” He was back to staring at the dancer. She and her group took two tables and joined them together. Garvey came over and greeted them like old friends, and shook several hands before digging out his pad and taking down drink orders.

Marge sighed. “Michael. Focus.”

“Right,” he said, forcing his attention back to her. “A what now?”

“A. Tab,” she said, grinning and enjoying his discomfort. “Would you. Like one?”

“Uh, yeah, sure. Marge?”

“I do have other customers. I mean, you’re the best looking, but…”

He laughed, perhaps a bit too hard. “Do you know the ballet company over there?”

“Oh sure. That’s not all they do. Plays, some improv, that sort of thing.”

“Let me buy their next round.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Sure.”

“Thanks Marge.”

“Uh huh,” she said, watching him as she walked away. She served up the drinks on order, caught Garvey’s sleeve, and said something in his ear. Garvey nodded, and when he brought a tray of drinks to the table, he spoke quickly to them, gesturing back at Michael. The dancers and the people with them cheered and raised their glasses to Michael. He raised his back, but his eyes were only on the dark-haired woman. He realized he was being creepy, and besides, she was with friends. Michael didn’t want to interrupt that.

His own drink was pretty great, and he focused on it and staring firmly ahead of him at the row of liquor bottles, trying to ignore the thoughts of the gorgeous woman just dozens of feet away, laughing 
softly as another woman told some story. But the words Michael spoke to his friend in the red coat rang in his head, that he was always trying to find his own happiness, and when the dancer stood up to head to the bar for another drink, he cleared his throat, stepped off his stool, and headed for her.

She glanced up at him with the wary trepidation of any woman getting approached by a stranger, and her eyes softened immediately. “You’re the one that bought us the drinks?” she asked.

“I am, yeah,” Michael said, trying his best smile. She smiled back, still tentative, and he kept a respectable distance between them. “I was actually there tonight.”

“Oh!” she said, her smile turning into something far more natural. “Hope you enjoyed it.”

“Truth is, I was absolutely stunned,” Michael said. “I’ve never seen anything like it. I’ve never really gone to theater before, or seen a ballet, and it was… well, it was incredible.” He took a second to collect his courage, and spoke again. “I’m going to say something now, and if you tell me no, I’ll walk away, no drama.” She raised an eyebrow, her smile falling away, but she didn’t stop him. That was a good sign. “Watching you dance, it was one of the most enjoyable things I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh, we have a great cast,” she said.

“No, I mean you. They’re great too, don’t get me wrong. But you on that stage… I had to come over and at least say hello and offer to buy you a drink and maybe get to know each other. I’ve never seen anything so beautiful as you tonight. That’s not a line. That’s the truth.”

Her mouth parted in a little “o” of surprise, and her cheeks bloomed bright. She cast a quick glance behind her at the table. Several other women were watching them with amused expressions, and she turned back to Michael, her lips working.

“Okay,” she said.

Michael was momentarily at a loss for words. He’d expected her to say she needed to get back to her group or for him to take a hike or that she had a boyfriend, but instead, she glanced around the bar and gestured at a booth. “Over there, maybe? I think it would be less noisy.”

“Uh. Yeah. Yes,” Michael said, clearing his throat. She laughed softly, and it was just as beautiful as her dancing. He stuck out his hand, and she took it. Her fingers were so delicate, just like the rest of her. “Michael.”

“Giovanna,” she said, and his heart melted as he tried not to mouth the word. What a gorgeous name. “I’ll be right back, okay? Just going to let the group know I’m, um, going to visit with you for a bit.”

“Oh sure, of course.”

He headed for the booth while she gestured at him and talked to a few of her fellow dancers. They stole peeks at him, and one of them giggled. Giovanna smacked her arm, gave him a quick look over her shoulder, and blushed. Then she returned her attention to her friends, and Garvey sidled over to Michael, distracting him.

“She’s a good girl, Michael,” Garvey said, gripping his shoulder.

“You know her?”

“Mm hm. They come in most nights after a show. You be nice to her.”

Michael nodded, still trying to avoid staring. “I will.”

“Good. Marge’ll bring you some drinks. On the house.”

“I’m happy to pay.”

“No,” Garvey said, shaking his head as Giovanna started back towards the booth. “For you two, it would be a gift.”

Michael was touched. “Thanks, Garvey.”

Garvey stopped Giovanna to give her a hug and gestured at Michael. “I told Michael he needs to be kind to you. So if he isn’t, you find me and Marge, and we’ll give him a good thumping.”

Giovanna laughed lightly and gave Michael the full blast of her dark eyes. It suddenly felt like he’d swallowed a marble. “You know him?” she asked, echoing his earlier question.

“Oh yes. A good guy.”

“Glad to hear it,” Giovanna said. Garvey patted her shoulder and let her pass before darting back behind the bar again.

“I think he’s rooting for us,” Michael said as she slid into the booth across from him.

Her eyes twinkled. “He hated my last boyfriend. Him saying you’re a good man, that’s high praise.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Michael said. “So, do you perform here often?”

“At the theater? Oh yes,” she said. “Dana, that’s our director over there-” Giovanna leaned out of the booth and shouted, “Dana, wave hi.” A middle-aged woman with a harsh face but friendly eyes gave them a wave, and Giovanna pulled back in, grinning. “-she’s phenomenal. We do two ballets a year, a few musicals, some live theater.”

“That’s amazing,” Michael said. “I’m really new to the area so I had no idea.”

“Oh, new to New Bainbridge, or new to the neighborhood?”

“Both. I just got out of the Army after six years.”

“Oh!” Her eyes lit up. They both barely noticed Marge coming over with their drinks. “Well, thank you for serving.”

He grinned. “No sweat. Anyways, I finished up, and I’d heard good things about the city from a friend, so I decided to take a chance here.”

“How long have you lived here?”

“Mm, about… three weeks?”

Marge plunked the drinks down. “And he’s been a pain in our butt ever since.”

“I keep trying to convince Marge to run away with me, but no dice.”

“If only,” Marge sighed. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

“Thanks,” they both said, and returned their attention to each other.

Giovanna was visibly relaxing by the minute, and her smile seemed completely natural by that point. She took her red-colored drink in hand and sipped it. “It’s just cranberry juice. I’m not a big fan of alcohol.”

“I hear you. I like a beer, but it’s usually just that. This is only my second for the night and I think it’ll be my last,” Michael said. “So what do you do when you’re not performing?”

“I teach dance,” she said.

“Oh, at a college, or…?”

Giovanna shook her head. “I have my own studio.”

“Really?” he asked, eyebrows raised. “Wow, that’s impressive.”

She played with her hands and he had a hard time not staring down at them. She was wearing a sweater over her tiny frame, and though the neckline was hardly plunging, he found himself drunk off the show of her collarbones. When the hell had he ever noticed a collarbone before?

“Truth is…” Giovanna laughed softly. “It’s not really mine. It’s my aunt’s. But she doesn’t dance much anymore, so I’ve kind of taken it over.”

“That’s still amazing in my book.”

“Thanks,” she said, fingering her earlobe. “Look, um, Michael… there’s something I need to tell you about. I just got out of a relationship.”

“Oh?” Michael asked.

“Mm hm. Owen. He was… very important to me. Or I thought he was.” She blushed and stammered, “I, not, this isn’t…” She took a breath and started over again. “This isn’t exactly, mm, first date talk, if that’s what this is…”

“I’d like to think so,” Michael said, trying to ease her nervousness with a smile.”

“Good. Good.” She sipped her cranberry juice, and stared back up at him. “The point I was trying to make is, I don’t really know where my head and my heart are at. I might want to take it slow. I might want to… um…” She blanched. “Ohhh, I’m awful at this.”

“Do you want to talk about him?” Michael asked quietly.

She licked her lips, and stared down at her drink. “I should say no.”

“Hey. Look. Giovanna, I like you, if that isn’t obvious. I think you’re gorgeous, and I’m absolutely intrigued by you. But I’m not just after you for sex or a quick hookup. If talking about your ex is what you need right now, I’m here.”

She gaped at him. “You’re serious.”

“Yes. I am. I want to get to know you better. Scars and all. That is, if that doesn’t come across as too stalker-ish or something.”

“No, not at all.” Giovanna blinked at him, and seemed to make up her mind about something. “Owen was a good guy. That’s kind of what breaks me up about it. If he’d been a jerk or whatever, it would have made breaking up with him easy. But he was in love with 
another woman, and the crazy part was, he didn’t see it. Or didn’t want to, anyways.”

“Oh wow, that sounds complicated.”

Giovanna laughed nervously. “Right? His coworker, Kendra. And the truth is? I can’t blame him. Kendra’s great. If he does hook up with her, and I think he will, they’ll be amazing together. But it hurt. I mean, it really hurt. I know it’s not my fault, but there’s always this doubt there like… was I boring him? Was I interesting enough? What didn’t I do?”

Michael reached across and took her hands. She let him, surprised by the gesture. “I don’t know the guy. I don’t know the situation. But I know we can’t help who we fall for. And that’s not on you.”

“Thanks,” she murmured.

Someone cleared their throat, and Michael’s hands whipped away from hers as Dana, her director, peered down at them. “Giovanna, we’re going to take off. Are you okay?”

Giovanna stared up at her friend. Her mouth worked, but a slow smile, as warm as hot cocoa, slid into place. She looked at Michael again, and reached across the table to take his hand this time.

“Yes,” she said. “I think I really am.”

Dana raised an eyebrow. “That’s… um… that’s great. Uh. Well, you two have a merry Christmas, and… great job tonight. We’ll see you in a couple weeks. Call me tomorrow, yeah?”

Giovanna didn’t seem to have heard, but finally blinked and glanced back up at her friend. “Yeah. I will.”

Some of the other dancers came by to give Giovanna a hug or wish her well, and all of them stole long looks at Michael. Whatever the pair said to her friends was lost in a haze. Their eyes held one another’s, locked in an embrace they both ached for. When the last of her friends had gone, Giovanna leaned across the table and murmured, “I don’t do this on first dates. But do you want to, um… go back to your place?”

He nodded, then thought better of it. “It might not be the best choice.”

Her smile disappeared. “If there’s another woman…”

“No, not at all.” He grinned sheepishly. “I’ve got a couch and a 
bed, and that’s pretty much it.”

She thought hard, and smiled slowly. “That’s all we need. But I have somewhere I want us to stop first.”

* * *

Giovanna’s tiny orange Fiat didn’t seem big enough to hold the two of them, but it was comfortable enough. She drove since he’d walked to the theater and the bar, and he was surprised when they turned into the theater’s parking lot.

“Did you forget something?” he asked.

“No,” she said, grinning mischievously at him. He thought he’d never seen so beautiful a twinkle in a woman’s eye. “Come on.”

When they met at the front of the car, Michael couldn’t help himself. He reached out to clasp her arm, and Giovanna turned, staring up at him with that same smile. His hands circled around her back, running up and down her spine before joining as he pulled her to him for a soft, slow kiss.

He broke apart, but didn’t let her go far as he kept staring into her eyes. “I had to do that,” he murmured.

Giovanna reached up to cup his cheek and rub it with her thumb. “You’re so very handsome,” she whispered.

“And you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met.”

“Keep saying that and you’ll make me believe it.”

“Every day,” he promised her. His hand fell to hers, and she glanced down, surprised at the contact again. She led the way, and guided him towards a side entrance lit by a bright bulb only barely obscured by the newly falling snow. It was a gorgeous winter night, not too cold, not too windy, and with just enough snow to give it the magic of Christmas. She dug out her keys and let them both inside.

When she flicked on the light, he realized they stood surrounded by rows and rows of costumes and props. She guided him out a door into a short corridor leading to a pair of changing rooms. Into the one marked “Men,” she guided him and pushed him down onto a long bench in front of a big vanity mirror.

“Stay here,” Giovanna murmured, and leaned down to kiss him again. Her lips spoke of passion, of need and what was to come, and Michael hardened. She noticed, or maybe she just wanted to feel him up, but her small fingers trailed down his chest to his stomach and 
down to his bulge. She gave him a squeeze and her eyes widened in surprise. “You are too good to be real.”

He kissed her again, and she retreated, regretfully staring at his groin as she closed the door gently behind her. Michael expected at any moment to wake up, but this was happening, this was real, and the woman he’d fallen deeply for the moment he saw her grace the stage was out there banging around in a locker and getting ready to do… well, something.

In a few minutes, soft music played through the theater, and he glanced up. It was a simple, beat, lyricless and primal. This must be something they practiced to, he realized. A few minutes more, and a voice over the house system said softly, “Michael to the stage, please, that’s Michael to the stage. Curtains go up soon.”

He shot out of there like a cannon, grinning to himself as the lights popped on in the theater. He found a chair on stage, and figured he was supposed to sit on it, so he did. Another minute on, and the curtains slowly parted to reveal the empty rows of the seats.

The song changed to another beat, this one with a little sexy punch to it, and he heard soft footfalls, barely more than a whisper from behind him. He turned, and there she was, Giovanna, dark, beautiful, and his. She was dressed in a deep blue leotard that showed off her lithe frame and slim arms and legs wonderfully, and on her head was a Santa cap.

She blushed at his scrutiny, but when he started to rise, she rushed to him and pushed him back down on the chair. “Show’s just beginning,” she whispered into his ear, and drove him absolutely wild when she kissed the delicate node just behind his lobe. His cock lurched, and she trailed a hand along his hardness in his pants before she spun away, her ass facing him as she glanced over her shoulder. “Ballet and classical isn’t the only thing I teach,” she murmured.

“Holy shit,” Michael said, staring at her taut, tight ass. This close, it was impossible to miss the way her leotard clung to her, outlining her every curve. He swallowed, and unbuttoned his pants. She spun again and came to him, her legs doing the sexiest boneless shimmy he’d ever seen. Hypnotized, he could only watch, dazed, as she grabbed his hands and pulled them from the fly to beside his thighs.

“That’s my job,” Giovanna murmured into his ear. She nudged 
his knees wide, and swayed between them, leaning down slowly over him before she pulled back and lifted one foot almost straight up, doing a slow, easy vertical split that left her sex just inches away from his face. Michael had no idea what to stare at – her heel so high in the air, the long, limber leg, the exquisitely toned thighs, the shape of her lips through the leotard, her petite breasts, her smoldering eyes. Just seconds into the lap dance and his mind was already liquid. Giovanna won him completely without a shot having even been fired.

Her foot came down slow, lolling along his shoulder as she tossed her hat aside. He tried to chase her foot with his lips, but Giovanna just smirked at him and brought the foot down between his knees, right on the edge of the chair. She shifted her knee to the side, giving him another view of her pussy through the fabric, and then she was spinning and undulating, her ass rolling back towards him like a wave feet away. He longed to kiss it, to squeeze it, and she lowered it down to his already aching member through his pants, still rolling her hips. She barely brushed him, the beat thumping softly through the theater as she slid her ass up and down along the length of him, glancing over her shoulder with that knowing smile.

Giovanna lifted up just slightly and spun, quick as a snake, and leaned against Michael, her chin just above his shoulder as she straddled him, grinding her pussy against his dick, her own moan lost against his. She undulated, only a few times, and without using her hands, shifted back until her knees rested on his hips. Michael stared up at the fall of her long black hair and her flushed face as she brushed his face with her breasts, her hard nipples dragging against his skin. In one of the sexiest moves he’d ever seen, she flowed down bonelessly between his legs, gripping his pants on the way to the floor, and she mouthed, “Up.” He lifted his butt, and she pulled his pants off the rest of the way, tossing them aside as she leaned back and sat down on the stage, her legs spread in a wide vee as she stared up at him. “Down,” she said, grinning, and he sat back down, his heart thundering in his chest and his cock aching for release.

Slowly she scooted back, and laid down. She raised her legs and bent them as she began to slither along the floor back towards Michael, her legs twisting with her motions. When she was close 
enough, she rested her feet on his boxer-clad groin, rubbing his cock with her feet as he stared down at her, mouth parted as he tried to control the need to fuck this gorgeous creature. Slowly Giovanna’s feet moved to either side of his cock, still resting on his hips, and she arched her back off the floor, resting on her shoulders as her fingers traveled down – or up – her body to her pussy encased in the leotard. She gripped the edges, and tore it apart, leaving her sex on full display for him under the torn fabric. Her pink sweet lips glistened with her own need and she slipped one finger along her length before plunging it in as he moaned her name. The finger came out of her just as fast and she brought it to her mouth, sucking it down.

Her feet fell to either side of his lap, and she undulated her hips before rolling backwards and doing a reverse somersault onto her knees again, staring up at him with her mussed-up hair nearly blocking her dark, glittering eyes. She crawled to him, her ass shaking to the beat, and she grabbed his boxers and yanked them down, freeing Michael’s dick. Giovanna’s lips parted at the sight, and she somersaulted forward despite the narrow confines between themselves, slower this time, ending with her ankles on his shoulders. Slowly they came down until she was doing the splits with her shoulders on the floor, giving him another unguarded look at her pussy. She was dripping now, her eyes wild, and Giovanna twirled and rose at the same time, pushing herself up with her arms and shoulders while using his hips for balance. She wound up with her back to him, sitting on his lap again, and his cock against her ass. She leaned backwards and wrapped her arms around his neck, rising up.

“Now fuck me,” Giovanna whispered to him, and slowly sank her warmth down onto his cockhead, her eyes closing.

Michael wrapped his arms around her and slowly pulled her down onto him. Her wet, willing pussy wanted all of him in her now and she drove down onto him with a cry, her passion almost immediate. He ripped another hole in the leotard, this one at her waist, and he slid one hand up into the fabric to cup one of her almost non-existent breasts, pinching her nipple and making her gasp his name. His other hand went low, sliding down along her completely shaven mound to the wet lips spread around his thick 
cock. She jumped when he brushed her hooded clit, and grabbed around his head tighter.

The lap dance left him close, already so fucking close, but she was too, and he swore to himself to hold out until Giovanna came. She rolled her hips on him, hard and fast. Her breaths came shallow and hard and she accepted every press of his lips with a whimper and a shudder as she rocketed towards an orgasm. His fingers stroked her clit, then pinched and flicked it playfully, and that set her off, her wail overpowering the music as she came atop him, her butt grinding against his hips as her pussy quivered and shook around his cock.

Michael urged her to rise up just far enough that she could spin around, and she sank right back down onto him again, her cheeks bright red, her eyes glazed. He gripped her ass now, lifting and dropping her down, her soaked pussy making squelches every time. They’d laugh about that in time, when their need wasn’t so animalistic, but not that night. That night he stared up into her eyes like he was angry, and she kissed him over and over again as she dropped down onto his cock with a faster rhythm. He felt her shudder again, or maybe it was just the first orgasm rolling over, but whatever it was set him off, and he gasped, “I’m close, baby.”

“On the pill, on the pill, on the pill,” she gasped like it was a mantra.

Michael grabbed her hips and pulled her down one last time, burying himself deep inside Giovanna. She cried out with him as his come filled her, the beat still thumping through the theater. She sank her lips against his, and he gripped her to him, his ballerina, his sexy dancer.

Giovanna.

* * *

They made it to his place, but couldn’t keep their hands off each other in the elevator. So consumed with touching and kissing him, Giovanna let herself be led backwards to his place.

“It really is going to look like a psycho’s place,” he said, laughing against her lips.

“I trust you,” she gasped as he squeezed her ass with one hand and tried to find the key on his ring with the other. He slammed the key into the door at first, missing the jamb entirely, then he had the 
right idea and stabbed it at the metal knob three, four times before he got it right.

They spilled inside, and Giovanna looked around. She started giggling, and he laughed helplessly too. “It does look like a murder room,” she agreed.

Against one wall was a couch, and apart from an end table with two photo albums and a stack of paperbacks, there wasn’t much else in the room save for a couple boxes and his big gym bag.

Giovanna kissed him again, and murmured, “All we need is your bed.”

He took her there, and took her on it. She was astoundingly flexible, and he fucked her as she laid almost facedown on the bed, one of her legs bent back so her foot nearly brushed her shoulder. They didn’t stay in that position for long – it was way too uncomfortable – and he soon had Giovanna on her hands and knees, pounding her from behind as she screamed out his name when she came and came again.

She was exhausted from her performance and the amazing sex, and fell asleep almost immediately afterwards, curled up under his arm with her foot hooked over his. He petted her hair as she slept, sure in the morning he’d wake up to discover all of this was some dream.

He did wake up alone, but she wasn’t far. Giovanna sat in his living room, sniffing, and soon he realized why. She was poring through his photo albums, tracing her fingers against one of the last pictures of his parents.

“There’s no more after you were this young,” she said, still staring at the picture.

Michael swallowed. His voice was hoarse. “Yeah. They died. When I was a teenager.”

“Michael, I’m sorry. Is that why you enlisted?”

He nodded. “I needed the discipline. And I thought getting away from the world for a while would help. Turns out I was actually right.”

Giovanna set the photo album aside, and came to him for a kiss. “You’re not alone anymore. Never. No matter what.”

* * *

He joined her in the shower under the blast of the hot spray. Michael pushed her back against the wall, and dropped to his knees to eat her out. Again Giovanna screamed his name, and this time a neighbor pounded on the wall. They tumbled out of the shower, laughing quietly.

“I can make you, uh… eggs and… toast?” Michael told her, wincing as he stared into his woefully understocked fridge.

But Giovanna had other ideas. She stalked around the living room, looking into his sparse boxes before dumping his albums into one of them. He raised a quizzical eyebrow, and she grabbed his hand and tugged him into the bedroom where she went through his closet quickly and shoved his clothes into his arms.

“Did you buy the bed and couch?” she asked him.

“No, they came with. Why?”

She spun to him, and though there was a mad grin to Giovanna’s face, there was trepidation to her eyes too. “Am I a fling to you?”

He dropped the clothes and stepped to her, cupping her cheeks before driving his lips against hers. “No,” he murmured. “God no.”

“Come with me then. Not just for the day. Because what I’m feeling for you, I think it’s real. Maybe it’s crazy but that’s what I want right now. I want crazy. I want to take a chance on us. Don’t you?”

Michael swallowed. “I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. God’s honest truth.”

“Good.” She grinned at him and they knelt together to pick up the clothes again. “Oh, and we’ve got a family thing at two. I’m very excited to hear what you tell my dad today.”

“Your… your dad?”

Giovanna’s eyes lit up with devilish glee. “And my mom, and about a thousand brothers.”

“I’m a dead man, aren’t I?”

“Probably.”

* * *

But maybe there was some magic left in that Christmas Day. Giovanna’s father, Phillipe, very nearly did take a hammer to the young man when he learned Michael was her hookup from the night before, but when Giovanna mentioned Michael had served, her 
father opened right up. He himself tried to join up out of high school too, but chronic problems with his esophagus stopped him from enlisting.

There was still a guardedness to Phillipe, but once the door was opened, it was only a matter of time before Michael earned his respect and his friendship. That wouldn’t be for weeks yet, but that day, they began to transition slowly towards it. Giovanna’s mother Wendy liked Michael on sight, and shamelessly talked about his cute butt, making Giovanna smack her shoulder. Both her parents liked that he had a good plan – he had saved plenty during his years in the military, and was going to pursue school starting that spring to become a lab tech or an x-ray technician. He wasn’t entirely sure on the specifics of which route would suit him better, but they thought that was a great start.

Giovanna’s brothers were a mixed bag. All of them got him alone early on and told him if he fucked and dumped their sister, they would break his legs, Army or no Army. Michael believed them, too, but swore to them he was already falling pretty hard for their sister.

And he was, too. They didn’t get away until late that night, almost too late to do more than crash back at her apartment above her studio. Sitting together, her head nestled against his shoulder as they stared at her Christmas tree, Giovanna started giggling. He snickered too, and she held onto him as they both replayed the insanity of the last twenty-four hours.

“You know,” she said, turning and kissing him on the cheek. “It’s not every day I ask a rebound to come live with me a day after we met.”

“And it’s not every day I fall for a ballet dancer who just so happens to give the craziest, sexiest lap dances I’ve ever seen.”

She turned and smacked his shoulder. “Oh, you’ve had other lap dances, huh?”

Michael laughed, and pulled her onto his lap. “Yeah, but you’re the only dancer I’ll ever want again.”

She studied his face, and kissed him good and slowly. He held her to him, and she relaxed against him, sighing happily. Over her shoulder, on the tree, an ornament of Santa on his sleigh twirled round and around. Michael watched it for a moment, smiling to 
himself, and then shifted his attention back to the woman he already knew he loved.


Mutual Gifts

Contains: MFF, MF, FF, romance

Graduation from college brought with it a lot of questions about the future, but one thing was certain for Emily – the thought of living with her old friend Jess and her drop-dead gorgeous hunky husband Adam made her practically soaked. The cross-country drive was filled with text messages and voicemails from her best friend. Some were flirty – “cant wait to c u again. All of u.” “gonna dream about u.” “what do u want to do 1st
 when u get here? Adam or me?” Usually these lighter texts were accompanied by pics of Jess pouting or smiling, depending on the flavor of the message.

But more than a few were far racier. One text was a picture of Jess stroking Adam through his briefs, with the caption, “Adams excited 2.” Another had no words, but was just Jess straight up stuffed with Adam’s cock, her pussy lips spread wide around his girth. Emily had to pull off at the next big box store, dig out her finger vibe from her purse, and get herself off to that one before she could drive again safely. By the time she hit New Bainbridge, she was sure her car reeked of her sex and come.

But with all the excitement came a nervousness, too. Emily had just finished five years of college, opting to get both her business and biology degrees. Her plan was to become a dentist, and she’d be pursuing more education in New Bainbridge. That would be challenging, and expensive.

Jess was the one who convinced her to come there. Then again, it was Jess that convinced Emily to do a lot of the many major things that helped her evolve from the quiet mouse she’d been her freshman year. Jess was the one Emily first came out to. She’d hidden her bisexuality from her ultra-religious family, fearing their reprisal – and she was right to. When her parents found out, they cut her off after months of trying to convince her go to a rehabilitation clinic – or a pray away the gay camp, as Jess mocked it. Emily tried to keep in touch with them but to her parents, she may as well have been dead. They weren’t wrecking their chances at white-
monogamous-perfectly straight heaven, and Emily finally came to realize with Jess’s help she didn’t need them in her life if that was going to be their attitude.

Jess, on the other hand? When Emily told her miserably she was hiding feelings for her friend because she didn’t know how Jess would react, Jess had first hugged her for long minutes, letting Emily sob into her shoulder before quietly saying, “Okay. Now that you’ve had your cry, let’s do some weird finger banging, babe.”

That was Jess to a T.

Their first time together had been awkward and tentative. Jess was experienced with other women, but obviously not Emily, and Jess wound up playing more of a tutor than a sexual partner. That was good, though. It was what Emily needed at that moment, and she was forever grateful to Jess for it.

The problem was, Jess was three years ahead of Emily in college. She had an opportunity to work in New Bainbridge for a new museum. A ground-floor chance like that wasn’t going to come along often, and she had to accept it. There were tears, and promises to stay in touch – and they did. But then Jess met Adam, and they were soon married. In her pain, Emily pulled away, telling Jess she needed to focus on schoolwork and her own life.

But things changed that last year, when Jess came down to visit for a week of fun. She made a move on her old lover almost immediately, and Emily called her out for it, saying it was a shitty thing to do to Adam. Jess, wildly confused, had laughed it off, and explained that she’d told Adam about them being an item a long time ago. He was completely okay with them fooling around, and being a guy, of course he extended an invitation to help out if they ever needed him to.

Emily and Jess spent that whole week fucking like crazed animals, and by the end of it, Jess pulled a promise from Emily to move to New Bainbridge when she graduated. It made a lot of sense, actually. There was a good dentistry program there, and Jess and Adam offered up their extra bedroom rent free while she was in school so long as she didn’t mind doing some of their housework for them.

It all sounded so amazing that Emily, in the last few miles of her 
journey began to have a panic attack that it was all going to go horribly wrong. And not just a small panic attack, but a full-blown category five one. Images of Jess sobbing in the house while Adam yelled at Emily to get out. The both of them telling her this wasn’t working out. The school laughing her off, or failing her in the first few weeks. Not landing a good job and being unable to pay her student loans. Everything collided in her mind and Emily had to pull off the road into the parking lot of a small municipal park to force herself to breathe and take a walk.

Only miles away from bliss, and Emily never felt so afraid in her whole life.

She used her scarf to wipe the snow off a bench near her car and sat down onto it, stretching her legs and trying to take deep, reassuring breaths. She hadn’t seen anyone else around, but a deep, cheerful voice said behind her, “Are you all right, Miss?”

Emily turned, and there was the most impressive Santa Claus she’d ever seen. Back when her family still talked to her, she loved to sew with her grandmother, and Emily knew good fabric and craftsmanship when she saw it. The velvet had to be real, and the white trim was either fur or an incredibly good substitute. Every little detail felt… right. The gold buttons. The gold buckle. The enormous black boots. Fancy gold stitching embossed on the trim caught her eye, especially an image of a trio of presents.

She sniffed and tried to smile at the man. “Oh yes. Just… needing a breath of fresh air.”

“I feel the same way.” He gestured at his grand belly, which had to be real and not just stuffing. “Of course, I could always get outside more often, I suppose.”

Emily laughed lightly, and used her scarf to clear away another spot on the bench. “Have a seat if you’d like. Plenty of room for two.”

Why she trusted this man so easily she never knew. Certainly she wouldn’t have made the offer to any other stranger. But something about this guy exuded peace and joy, and she warmed to him almost immediately. Besides, several of the businesses across the street were doing a brisk business, and she could always shout if the man caused trouble.

“Why thank you,” he said, beaming. His smile emphasized his 
rosy red cheeks, and Emily felt the odd desire to pinch them. He eased down into the chair beside her, and folded his hands across his belly. “You know, I believe I had the finest fortune cookies from that restaurant over there.” He pointed at a Chinese buffet, then stroked his long white beard. “Or maybe it was their macaroons? Hm.”

“I’m new here. Unfortunately I wouldn’t know,” Emily said.

“Well, gives me an excuse to drop in on them today,” Santa said cheerfully. “What brings you to New Bainbridge?”

“Continued education,” Emily said with a smile.

“Ah! Wonderful!”

“And a new beginning with an old friend and her husband.” She sighed. “If I can work up the courage.”

Santa glanced aside at Emily, his bushy eyebrows raised. “Oh?”

She smiled and patted his arm. “I won’t go into the torrid details, don’t worry.” He chuckled, and she thought she’d never heard such a wonderful sound. “I have every reason to be happy. But my nerves, they are a-jangling.”

“The day I was to marry my Mrs. Claus,” Santa said, then paused, chuckling softer this time, his eyes so far away Emily ached for him for some reason, “I locked myself away in my bedroom. I thought for sure I didn’t deserve to be so happy, and that I certainly didn’t deserve such a wonderful woman such as her. She gave up her whole life to take a chance on me. Me!” He chuckled again and shook his head. “None of my friends could convince me otherwise. Do you know what it took?”

Emily sniffed, and tried to smile. It was easier than she thought. “What’s that?”

“My beautiful wife-to-be, coming to the door. I could feel her heart through it. Hear it singing to me. And then she spoke, of her own fear, of her love for me. And I stood no chance. I let her in, and we were wed.” Wistfully, he added softly, “Would she make the same decision again? I hope so. My only regret is that we weren’t together sooner.”

Emily took his hand and squeezed. “What’s her name?”

Santa glanced at her, surprised. “Not very many people ask me that.” He drew a breath, and let her name out as soft and loving as Emily had ever heard a word spoken. “Ellony.” As if the name held 
some magic, a warm breeze caressed them and parted as quickly as it came on.

“That’s a lovely name.”

“The loveliest in the world, or that’s my opinion.” Santa squeezed her hand back, and rose to his feet. “Emily, I’m afraid I must be away now. Shall you be all right?”

“I shall,” Emily said, smiling up at him. “But wait here one moment, won’t you?”

“Certainly,” he said, chuckling. She darted across the street, to the Chinese restaurant, and dug out a five-dollar bill for a fortune cookie and a macaroon. The owner was puzzled, but grabbed them up and bagged them for her. She ran back out, fearing the mysterious man would be gone. Instead, he was juggling what looked like chestnuts for a group of children and their parents. He caught her smile, winked at her, and finished the juggling by plucking the chestnuts out of the air quickly. When his hands reopened, each one was looped with a thin, silvery string, and he passed them out to the children with a smile and a pat on the shoulder. They scampered off, and Emily rejoined him.

“That was an amazing trick,” she told him, offering Santa the bag.

He chuckled bashfully, and peered inside. “Ah! A wonderful present! Thank you! You must split these with me.”

They broke apart the macaroon, and though it tasted like any one of its type a person would find at a typical buffet, Santa closed his eyes and savored his bite as though it were the tastiest thing he’d ever eaten. They broke the fortune cookie up, and again, it was neither good or bad to Emily, but he chewed his with the delight of a child tasting a sweet for the very first time.

Emily tried to give him the fortune written inside, but he closed her palm over it and winked at her. “I think it’s for you.”

She smiled, and glanced down at the scrap of paper in her hand. She read it, frowned, and reread it, sure she’d gone crazy.

You will live a wonderful life, Emily.

She looked up, ready to ask the man in the suit how he’d pulled that off, but though he’d been standing right beside her, he was gone now, the only trace of him the faintest smell of roasted chestnuts.

* * *

Emily pulled up next to Jess’s crossover, taking a deep breath. Her hands still shook from her encounter with the man in the Santa suit, but her excitement and lust were building up a full head of steam and the incident, as crazy as it was, took a back seat momentarily as she checked herself in the mirror. She’d been on the road for two and a half days, but Emily thought she looked passably okay, all things considered. Her makeup brought out the dark slashes of her eyebrows nicely, which in turn drew attention to her smoky eyes, which she thought was her best feature. A stylist did her hair at the beginning of the trip, adding some lighter highlights to her dirty blonde hair.

“Okay,” she whispered to herself. “Let’s go figure out the rest of my life.”

Emily got out just as the front door opened, and the great love of her life hurtled down the pathway. Jess’s black hair hung now to her butt, and looked absolutely stunning with a complex braid. Her sweet face always bore an air of innocence to it, even when she was driving Emily to a wailing orgasm with her tongue, dildos and vibrators. The sweater and leggings she wore clung to her curves wonderfully, but the effect was spoiled somewhat by her big, fuzzy slippers.

Behind Jess, much slower, was Adam. The guy was practically a real-life superhero. An EMT by trade, Jess told Emily he worked out religiously, and it showed in his brawny arms and rock-hard frame. His head looked more like a boulder than a skull and his scorching eyes contrasted nicely with his easy smile.

Emily and Jess came together in a tight hug, Jess laughing softly, Emily already crying. She buried her face into Jess’s shoulder, rocking with her old friend. Finally she could speak, and pulled away just far enough that Jess could kiss her. It was not a peck on the lips, either, but a full, heated kiss that spoke of her old friend’s desire.

“Hello, Em,” Adam said, grinning at them both.

Emily broke away from Jess and came to him demurely, blushing. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into the roughly five billion muscles sprouting all over his body. His lips met hers in a kiss that mirrored his wife’s, and Jess murmured, “Oh holy shit, this is going to be the best Christmas ever.”

“The best years ever,” Adam said, rubbing Emily’s shoulders gently. “You’re stuck with our crazy asses for a long time, Em. As long as you want.”

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Jess pinched her butt, and opened up the rear of the car. “Let’s get you unloaded, and then we’re spending the next week in bed.”

* * *

Emily had shipped most everything she wanted to keep from her college days, which mostly amounted to books, clothing, movies, and knick-knacks. Everything was in the spare room, and they added the boxes from her backseat to the mess.

“This is your bedroom,” Jess said. “Well, in theory. If you spend a single minute of any night in here, I’m going to be pissed. Our bed is your bed.”

“Adam?” Emily asked, blushing.

He pretended to think about that. “Hm. Hot blonde that makes my wife deliriously happy… best sex we’ve ever had in the days before you come up here to live… yeahhhh, all right, I think I can live with it.”

Jess grabbed their hands. “So glad you approve. Now come on. I’ve been wet for three days straight, seems like. You’re going to fuck me while she eats me.”

Emily laughed. “Still so bossy.”

“Better believe it,” Jess said. “My very own sex dolls. Mmm mmm mmm.”

The two-bedroom house was on the small side – Jess and Adam were saving a down payment on a bigger place – but for the three of them, it would be perfectly snug and cozy. Through the living room, Jess led them to the master bedroom and its adjoining bathroom. There she finally let go of their hands and poked Emily in the boob.

“You. Shower up and get yourself sexified.”

“What are we going to do?” Adam asked, glancing between the shower and Emily.

“Play Bingo. Come on. I need some diiiyiiick.”

Emily started giggling, and Adam cracked up too. He crossed over to Emily and give her a soft, sweet kiss that was over all too quickly. “Glad to have you here with me to split her insanity.”

“Somebody better be splitting something of mine real soon, or there’s about to be a divorce up in this moafucka,” Jess groused. Adam gave Emily a shrug, and she shrugged back, grinning.

“The things we have to suffer through,” she told him.

“Right?”

* * *

The worries of the last few hours melted away under the spray of the shower. Emily took her time, washed her hair, and rubbed down every inch of herself until she was satisfied, she was presentable. After shutting off the water, she stepped out and blow-dried her hair, brushed her teeth, and looked in the mirror, smiling. Gone. All her doubts were just… gone. This was right.

She was home.

Emily stepped out to the vision of Jess’s curvy ass pointed right at her on the bed. Her friend and lover sat on her knees perpendicular to her husband as he rested back against the pillows, one hand on his wife’s head, the other behind his own. He glanced over as Jess bobbed her mouth up and down on his dick, barely able to take half of it in her mouth.

“Jess said for me to tell you the dishes could probably stand to be put away.”

Jess pulled off him with a wet plop and smacked his gut. “You ass.” She glanced over her shoulder and ran a hand over the faint white lines of her bikini tan. “Join in wherever you like, Em.”

She sank her mouth back down on Adam’s dick, and he sighed happily. Em headed for him on the other side of the bed and climbed up. She took a moment to give Adam a long kiss. He slid his hand out from under his head and stroked her chin.

“You look beautiful, Emily,” he said. “Merry Christmas Eve.”

“You too. Thank you for letting me stay with you.”

“There’s no ‘letting you.’ You make my wife happy every time she talks to you or sees you. Looking forward to having that same feeling with you.”

Jess popped off him again with an audible slurp, and kissed the tip of his cock. “You’re all right, babe.”

“Thank you,” he said. “Pretty easy to be nice when your wife is slobbering all over your cock.”

“Slobber?” Jess asked, sighing. She pinched his thigh, but the gleam in her eyes was good-natured. She gripped his dick and pushed it – gently – towards Emily. “Want a taste?”

“Mm, yes, if that’s-”

“Emily,” Adam said, catching her arm. “It’s all okay. Trust me. Don’t ask. Enjoy yourself.”

Jess nodded and leaned across to kiss her best friend. She stroked Emily’s arm, and whispered into her ear, “Let go. You’re here now.”

The words relaxed Emily. She smiled tentatively at Jess, and leaned forward to give Adam’s dick first a kiss before a long, nice suck at his tip.

“I’ve wanted to see this for so long,” Jess said, entranced. She ran her fingers through Emily’s hair. “Suck his dick, baby.”

Emily slowly worked her mouth down. Her eyes never left Jess as she reached between her legs and started playing with herself. She already needed them both so much.

Jess watched her lips move back up her husband’s dick. Emily ended the suck with a playful lick around Adam’s head, and then Jess was slurping him down and Emily could see why Adam called it slobbering. Jess was mad for his cock. She corkscrewed her lips down along his length, twisting her head left and right as she took him as deep as she could before bobbing her head up and down on him.

“Urk! Urk! Urk!” Jess said around his cock. She came up, gasping for air, a long thin string of saliva stretching from her lips to Adam’s dick. It popped, and Emily watched, fascinated before Jess jerked him hard and fast, aiming him at Emily’s mouth.

The dirty blonde brought her lips back down to his head, going deeper this time but still keeping her tempo gentle compared to Jess. Her fingers at her pussy brushed the smoothness of her labia, teasing herself with long strokes. She didn’t want to get off quite yet, but to get the motor going.

“Fuck, you’re sexy. Every inch of you,” Adam moaned as Emily came back up off him. She smiled and hesitated, glancing at Jess before she twisted to give him a soft kiss.

“Thank you,” she said quietly as Jess enveloped his dick again 
with plenty of noisy “gwarks.” “You’re so handsome too. I loved seeing all the pictures you two took on my way up here. I even…” She blushed and stopped talking.

“Tell me,” Adam said, his grin like that of a cat’s. He stroked her chin, and she grabbed his thumb to suck it into her mouth. His cock jerked in his wife’s mouth in approval, and he said it again. “Tell me what you did when you saw them.”

Emily let his thumb go with a pop, and turned to lean her face in next to Jess’s. Jess popped off him and held his dick straight up in the air. Instead of swallowing him down again, Emily kissed the side of his cockhead, and Jess got the idea. She leaned in to kiss both her husband and her best friend all at once, their tongues doing plenty of playing across his shaft.

Emily pulled away from his cock, just far enough that she could speak. She said, “I got so wet,” and blushed hard. “So I pulled over and…” She kissed his cock again, and she could hear the wet squelches of Jess’s fingers pumping in and out of her own delicate cunt as she watched her best friend with that beautiful dick between them. “I fingered myself. It didn’t take long.”

“Fuck,” Adam groaned. “Oh shit, that’s hot.”

“You were hot,” Emily said. “The way he split your pussy. It was so…” She bent over and slurped Adam’s dick into her mouth and let him go almost immediately with a wet pop. “So… dirty…”

“Close,” Adam grunted.

“Give us your come, baby,” Jess prompted him, her fingers slipping out of her cunt and coming up to grip his cock at the base. To Emily, she said, “Mind it on our faces?”

“Love that idea,” Emily murmured, and kissed her best friend hard as her hand joined Jess’s.

“Just like that, oh shit, just stay like that,” Adam grunted. His cock jerked in their hands and his first shot of warmth his Jess’s cheek as her tongue slipped into Emily’s mouth. The next blast hit Emily just above the eye and she closed them instinctually, savoring her friend’s soft lips, her playful tongue. Another shot against her cheek, then Jess’s breast, and on their necks, and chins. Adam just kept coming and coming, and they didn’t notice when he stopped, utterly consumed with each other. Then Adam was there, guiding 
Emily backwards, pulling her back to where he’d been laying down, Jess chasing after her to suck up her husband’s come as it glistened on the blonde’s skin. They cleaned each other up with swirls of fingers and tongues, Jess hovering just above Emily, kissing her with growing, frantic need as Adam darted into the living room for a chair to pull in by the bed so he could watch.

“I need you,” Emily cried into Jess’s mouth, and Jess kissed her again, harder, her dark hair spilling down across Emily’s blonde locks.

“I’m yours, baby, I’m yours,” Jess panted frantically, and rose up to her knees. She twisted around and sank one knee on the other side of Emily’s head, bringing her delicate pink folds down to her best friend’s lips as she moaned. “Oh, Adaaam, her tongue feels so good.”

“Jesus,” Adam murmured, leaning forward and taking it all in with a hunger. “Next time we’re filming this.”

The thought of making a sex tape with Jess and Adam was enough to make Emily moan into the sweet folds of Jess’s pussy. She tasted muskier now than in college, but no less wonderful, and Emily’s soul gave a joyous shout to be back with her closest friend and her very favorite lover. And it seemed like Jess was just as happy. Her enthusiastic tongue and mouth worked every inch of Emily’s folds, her labia, her mound. In her, Emily found the old warmth and safety of their time together renewed, and with every long lick of Jess’s sweet pink lips, Emily’s worries drained away.

Their sixty-nine was frenetic and fast, and soon Jess was rolling her hips against Emily in that old way she had whenever she was really getting into something. Her whole body responded to the oral stimulation, even her feet. They rolled in wide circles as she gave off a satisfied, “Mmm!” into Emily’s pussy, and Emily gave one in return. Jess giggled against her and bounced her hips against Emily’s mouth, teasing her. Beside them, Adam slowly began to stroke his cock again. He wasn’t quite ready for round two but the sight of the two gorgeous women locked into such enthusiastic lovemaking was definitely doing it for him and fast.

And it was lovemaking in the best possible way. Maybe Emily didn’t really know Adam well enough to love him yet, but she did 
love Jess, heart and soul, and she felt safe and finally secure in the knowledge Jess loved her too. The real world would have to come barging in at some point – Emily needed a job, Jess and Adam both had ones they needed to return to, and grad school was going to loom over Emily’s head for a while – but in that moment, it was possible to believe in Christmas magic, that they could just spend the rest of their lives like this, loving one another, not needing anything more than that bed and each other.

Emily wrapped her hands around Jess’s back and traced her fingernail along the soft, smooth skin. Two horizontal slashes with a vertical one between them. I. A vertical slash with a horizontal one perpendicular at its base. L. A circle. O. She was so wet and so very ready to come, and Jess’s tongue felt so good. But Emily would do this first. Two slashes at an angle, meeting at the base. V. A vertical slash with three horizontal ones at its top, bottom, and middle. E. Two angular slashes with a vertical one at its base. Y. Oh, she ached for release, for that sweet horizon. She gasped against Jess’s pussy, unable to control her tongue as the pleasure built towards its crescendo. Another circle. O. So close. Just a hair’s breadth away…

A fingernail along her own hip, and Emily cried out in joy and release as her whole body let go.

U.

She came, and came, and came. She was always noisy, and wailed into Jess’s pussy, gripping her tight. Jess stayed with her, tenderly stroking the sensitive spot between her hips and her pussy lips, teasing it with the same fingernail, her tongue, her breath. Then she was rising up, on her knees, her hands behind her head, gripping at her own dark spill of hair as she rode Emily’s mouth with long, slow bucks of her hips. Emily thought she was close too, and slid her fingers beside her best friend’s pussy to stroke her lips while she planted her tongue firmly on Jess’s clit. Jess’s eyes went wide, and she began to buck harder and harder.

Jess gasped, “Yes, Em, just like that, oh my God, I’m going to come so fucking hard, baby.” Adam was on his feet now, his cock ready again as he stroked it, watching like a wolf waiting on the weak one to attack. Jess took him in. “Fuck her, baby, fuck her while I come on her face.”

There was no talk of condoms. Adam knew both Jess and Emily were on the pill, and he climbed onto the bed in a hurry on his knees. Stroking his big angry cock, he settled between Emily’s legs. As his wife watched him, still tugging her own hair while her breasts jiggled with every roll of her hips, Adam lined up his cock at Emily’s entrance. He gave her one last raise of an eyebrow, a last chance to stop this if she wanted it, and Jess grinned at him.

“Do it,” she said. “Fuck Emily.”

His thick cock slid across Emily’s slick folds once, twice, three times as she writhed underneath Jess. Slowly he pushed inside, and Emily cried out against Jess’s pussy, clenching at her ass and forcing her down harder onto Emily’s tongue. Emily had only had three men before Adam, and none of them were as long or thick as him. He made her feel virginal again, his big cock sliding into her slowly and carefully as her walls begged for him to stay there and vacation for a few thousand years. Jess was so close but that first slow, assured thrust by Adam threatened to drive Emily towards the brink again.

He filled her so much, so very much, and Emily’s hips spread even wider for him, urging Adam in deeper as she frantically sucked at Jess’s clit. Jess leaned over and licked at the spot where Adam’s cock met Emily’s lewdly spread lips, driving the woman under her mad with need. Adam pulled out slowly, nearly to Emily’s entrance, then sheathed himself again in the blonde’s waiting pussy, an animalistic grunt of need escaping from his throat.

“Is she tight, baby?” Jess asked him before licking Emily’s labia again, staring up at him.

“So fucking tight,” Adam growled.

“Is she wet for you?”

Adam flexed his cock inside Emily and she gasped against Jess’s cunt. “Oh yeah.”

“Merry Christmas, Adam.”

“You too, baby. Glad…” he groaned, and gripped Emily’s waist tight. “…to see you this happy.”

Jess grinned up at him, but her eyes closed as her body started to quake with pleasure. She rocked hard against Emily’s lips and tongue, and rose back up to her knees again, cupping her breasts and lifting them to suck and flick at the nipples in turn. Then her hands 
came down to Emily’s on her ass and clasped them in place as she bucked harder and harder.

“Come on her beautiful face,” Adam instructed his wife.

“Uh… huh…” Jess said, tossing her head back. “Gonna come. Gonna come.”

She dug her fingers into Emily’s, and leaned back so far Emily feared she’d fall, but then Jess let out that familiar keen. “Uhhhhhhh! Emmy, fuuuuuck!”

She came like rain, her pussy flooding so much it used to embarrass her. Not so now. Jess filled Emily’s hungry mouth, her slick folds quivering with the pleasure. She hopped off Em before she’d even finished coming and spun around so her ass was to her husband and she could lean down and kiss Emily wet lips and chin.

“I love you,” she gasped between presses of her fervent lips. “I love you so much, Em. Never leave us.”

“I w-won’t,” Emily gasped into her mouth. “I love you, I love you, I love you…”

Like a rocket, she shot up, nearly bonking heads with Jess. She yowled wordlessly, her pussy convulsing on Adam’s big fat dick. She flopped back down, her back arching uncontrollably, and his thick hands slid under her lower back, pulling her up so he was holding her on his lap as he sat on his knees, bouncing the sexy blonde on his cock as he fucked her ragged.

“Ohhh, mmm, ohhhh, mmm, fuck,” Emily whimpered, barely able to open her eyes from the waves of pleasure. Her orgasm didn’t want to let her go, didn’t leave her. It just kept rolling and rolling and rolling, and Jess’s lips were there on her shoulder, her neck, her breath hot against the sensitive patch of skin above her shoulder blades, and Adam was still fucking her so deep and so hard. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t breathe, and the orgasm held her like a clenched fist as the waves of pleasure held her for a minute, then two.

Finally her body said no more, and her head lolled back, her eyes fluttering. Adam sensed she could take no more and jerked out of her. Jess helped Emily to one side of the bed, and then her husband was flipping her onto her stomach and jerking her legs apart so he could fuck her into the bed, his cock taking her deep in one hard go 
as his breath left in a harsh grunt of pleasure.

Jess could barely hang on as he fucked her with abandon. She stared sideways at her best friend as Emily’s wiring zapped and popped. The blonde couldn’t make any one part of her work right. Her fingers clenched and unclenched. Her toes curled and uncurled. Her back arched several times like she was still getting fucked, and her head kept rolling side to side. But as Adam fucked Jess with his powerful, nonstop strokes, Emily’s hand slowly, finally came back to life and reached up for Jess’s.

Her second wind finally coming back to her, Emily finally twisted onto her side and whispered, “Jess, my Jess, he’s so goooood.”

Jess could only moan in agreement. Adam’s frenetic fucking didn’t seem like it was on the verge of stopping anytime soon, and finally she gasped, “Oh Emily, Emily…”

Adam jerked out of her, stroking his big wet dick hard as he stared at the two beauties below him. “Em. You good to join in again?”

“Yesss,” she hissed.

“Good. On your knees. Both of you. Now.”

Emily liked the command of that “now,” and hopped right to it, getting on her hands and knees beside her dark-haired beautiful best friend. Their asses rose high in the air as they leaned forward onto their arms. Jess gave Emily a long, hard kiss as her husband lined up at her entrance again, slamming into her with a grunt and a wet squelch. The force of his thrust made her bounce forward. He grabbed her hips and pulled her back to him, fucking her with hard, deep strokes that reached places no other man Jess had ever been with could. He was rubbing her G-spot so good. One of his hands fell away, and Emily gasped as three of his fingers plunged into her dripping depths.

There they were, sweat making their hair stick to their faces and their shoulders, their breasts bobbin back and forth as Adam fucked his wife and finger-fucked their new houseguest. Adam himself was gone, replaced by a mindless creature hell bent on their pleasure and his.

“You like getting fucked with your best friend, Jess?” he growled, his balls slapping off his wife’s skin with a rhythmic whap.

Jess buried her face against the bed and gasped, “Yes, God yes.”

Adam jerked out of her, his cock gleaming with her juices, and pulled his fingers out of Emily. Quickly he shuffled to her and drove his cock into the hot blonde before his fingers pistoned into his wife. Emily shuddered with his every thrust, her last orgasm having left her mind a giant bowl of jelly. Eyes rolling back, she moaned and started thrusting back at him, only aware of her pleasure and his big dick buried deep inside her.

After a few thrusts, he swapped again, and this time, Adam wasn’t going to stop until Jess came again. He sank his fingers into Emily and grabbed Jess’s hair with his free hand, pulling her back and upright as he fucked her hard and fast, his cock a blur within her cunt. She came on him like an explosive went off, her pussy gushing all over his dick and he jerked his fingers out of Emily to cup his wife’s breasts, slamming into her, keeping the fucking going until she cried out, “No more, it’s too good, no more…”

Adam jerked out of her one last time and buried himself in one thrust into Emily’s hot and ready pussy. He grabbed her hips but even that couldn’t stop her from falling forward, her face against the mattress, staring at Jess as she whimpered her pleasure. Jess reached out to her pretty face with trembling fingers, and whispered, “He’s going to come in you, he’s going to fill you up…”

Emily nodded, her mouth open but unable to make any meaningful sound other than, “Oh! Uh! Uh!”

“I love you,” Jess murmured.

“L-l-lo…” Emily whimpered, and her eyes closed as Adam reached under her and flicked her clit. She balled up her fists, her head writhing against the mattress, and her back arched. “Oh f-fu-fuck. C-coming ah-aga…”

Adam kept hitting her spot, and Emily stood no chance. She sucked in a deep, shuddering breath and the pleasure roared through her. Then Adam was grabbing her wrists and pulling her back up off the mattress, jerking back her hands and arms with just enough force that she stayed upright but not so much that he was actually hurting her. And his cock continued to slam in and out of her, his need wild in his eyes. He buried himself one more time, staring down at Emily’s fantastic ass. Ropes of his warmth filled her, 
left her mewling, and Jess was there, kissing her, whispering how sexy she was, how happy Emily would be with them. Adam pulled out, his breaths coming hard and fast. With a surprisingly gentle touch, he helped Emily flip over, and scooted her closer to Jess before retreating into the bathroom for towels run under the hot tap.

Adam cleaned them with the kind of touch Emily wouldn’t have expected from the guy who had just so intensely fucked them. But as Jess took Emily in her arms, Adam ministered to their sore bodies with slow worship. When he finished, he brought the blankets up around the pair, and leaned in to kiss his wife’s cheek.

“Lay down with us, baby,” Jess murmured, so close to sleep she couldn’t keep her eyes open.

“Mm hm,” Emily murmured, just as exhausted, and not just from the sex, but coming down off the emotional highs and lows of the last few weeks. She was utterly, completely content.

Adam chuckled. “You two enjoy some time together. I’ll start up the roast for later and take care of…” Neither of them were responding to his words, and their breaths had already evened out. He watched them both for a moment, the woman he loved as deeply and completely as anyone in his whole life, and her best friend, the woman he hoped to love soon in the same way as Jess did. He thought he might be on that road already.

* * *

Emily woke sometime later to darkness. She glanced around, befuddled. It hadn’t been that late when she and Jess fell asleep, and yet now here it was, completely dark outside save for the soft glow of the Christmas lights and the spill of the living room light through a crack in the door.

She untangled herself from Jess, who murmured something and fell back asleep. In the bathroom, she found a terrycloth robe, and slipped it on. It was much too big for her, but it was so warm and comfy.

The TV was on in the living room, but the volume nearly muted. Adam wasn’t there, but moments later, the front door opened and he stepped in, already removing his hat and gloves.

“Oh hey, you’re up,” Adam said, grinning. “Sleep well?”

“Best sleep I’ve maybe ever had.”

“That’s good. Glad you got in when you did. It started snowing again.”

Emily went to the front window to peek out, then remembered she wanted to take in the Christmas decorations. She told Adam she’d be right back and changed quickly into some comfy sweats and a long, loose tee shirt, with the robe on over it all because it was too snuggly to abandon. In the years to come, Emily would wear that robe to tatters, and even then, refused to part with it. Instead, she sewed the pieces together and added plastic mistletoe at several points to turn it into a garland and a reminder of the very best day of her life.

But in that moment, she and Adam stepped outside again, and his hand fell to hers as he showed her all the work he’d done on the decorations. Jess joined them a few minutes later, her hair mussed, and in a full-on grump about having to step outside in the cold to get her hookups to get their asses back inside so she could start up round two.

Except no one was quite recovered from round one, and instead, they started one of their very first Christmas Eve traditions – sitting around the dinner table, pulling up photos of the duos – Adam and Jess, Jess and Emily – from their past and laughing about the stories they brought to mind. Then Jess and Adam helped Emily unpack, and from her wallet fluttered the fortune cookie message.

Emily stooped to pick it up, and Adam took the opportunity to pinch her butt. The way he’d been eyeballing them both, maybe round two was in short order.

“What’s that?” Jess asked, nibbling on a bit of the leftover roast.

Emily glanced at the slip of paper again, and shook her head, smiling. “Just a gift from a friend when I needed it the most.”


The Act of Giving

Contains: M/F romance

The old suit was as familiar as Sawyer’s day-to-day slacks and polos. It had been his uncle Conway’s last gift to him, and he wore it every year since his favorite family member passed away from pneumonia.

The gift giving was Conway’s tradition. He started back when he came home from the service, and it had continued right up to the day he died. As a youth, Sawyer dreamed of following his uncle into the military, but a bully in his teenage years ended that dream when he broke Sawyer’s leg in two different spots, leaving him with a limp no one would ever notice unless he tried to run.

But Conway taught him a different way of following in his footsteps, by taking him along for his yearly Christmas Eve deliveries. He kept a running list of people throughout the year who might need a little boost at the holidays, and made up small care packages to leave by their doorstep. His number one rule, instilled in Sawyer like a mantra, was, “We’re not in this for recognition or thanks. We do it because people need a little kindness in the world. A little magic. We can give that to them. Even if it’s five buck’s worth of cheap chocolates, tea, and cocoa, Sawyer.”

When Conway rested in his hospital bed, trying to breathe through the crud slowly choking him to death, Sawyer was the one he wanted by his side. Conway’s wife died when he was serving abroad, the victim of a nasty pile-up on a rainy day. He never dated anyone else after, and Sawyer became his best friend. His uncle made him promise to take over the Santa suit and the gift-giving, and so far, he’d always managed, even in the leanest of years, like this one.

Two boxes worth of gift bags sat in the backseat of his chugging Impala. A spiral notebook from the dollar store held the names of his recipients. He’d mapped them out meticulously for the easiest route – and the one that saved him the most on gas. He did splurge and buy himself a white chocolate peppermint latte, but it was Christmas 
Eve, his family was hundreds of miles away, and there was no one around he’d be spending the holiday with, so he figured why not treat himself?

That had to be it, though. After the holiday, the sporting goods store was cutting back his hours to part-time, so he had to find a second (and very likely third) job. A toymaking company in town seemed enthusiastic about his resume, but Sawyer wasn’t sure about his chances. In any case, that was a concern for after Christmas. In the moment, he was content and happy to do the old family tradition.

He tried to keep to Conway’s mantra about not getting caught, but some people he couldn’t avoid. There was just no way to get around it. So to them, Sawyer said he was part of a community outreach program, bearing small gifts for some of the residents of their area. That appeased them, and they thanked him with varying degrees of enthusiasm. Those who weren’t home, he tried to leave behind screen doors or in mailboxes, when possible, but sometimes you just had to rely a bit on the world not sucking to leave a gift nestled against someone’s door.

One particularly memorable older woman in a Christmas sweater threw open her door in mid-gifting. She squawked in surprise, and slammed the door in his face. “I’ll call the police!” she shouted. “Stealing from me like that!”

“No, no, ma’am, I’m just leaving you a little pick-me-up for the holidays, that’s all!” Sawyer told her through the door.

She was silent, and he feared she really was going to call the cops. But then she asked hesitantly, “How do I know you’re telling the truth?”

He laughed and told her he’d be right back. She watched him through her front window as he headed down to his Impala and pulled out one of the boxes of gifts. He titled it forward towards the window to show her the bags inside, and a moment later, the curtain fell back into place and she was rushing out the door. All one hundred pounds of her came at him like a freight train, and she caught him up in a big hug, cackling like crazy.

“Oh, bless you, bless you, I’m sorry, but you never know.”

“That’s all right,” Sawyer said, patting her back and prying 
himself free. For a woman probably pushing eighty, she had a Herculean grip on her.

“You give me one minute, now, and I’ve got something for you.”

“Oh, no, ma’am, that’s really not necessary,” Sawyer said, but the old woman – Linda – was firing back up towards her house. Shit, he bet she could outrun him on the track if she had to.

About two minutes later, she came out holding a paper plate loaded down with cookies and candy, and Sawyer blushed abashedly as she made him lean down so she could give him a big kiss on the cheek. “That was the sweetest surprise I’ve had in years. Thank you, young man.”

He touched his cheek, then squeezed her shoulder. “Ma’am, you are so very welcome. Have a merry Christmas.”

Later, barely through half the names, Sawyer’s car gave a sickening lurch, and a rhythmic “thwap thwap thwap” told him the worst. He’d popped a tire. “Craaap,” he muttered, and pulled off as soon as he could.

The spare in the trunk was still there, but the jack was gone as was the tire iron. Sawyer pulled everything out of the trunk – not that there was much in there – but no, the tools were gone. Dimly he recalled a neighbor at his apartment complex needing to change a tire and he groaned. “Aw man.”

His cell phone wasn’t working either. Plenty of bars, but when he dialed his friends, nothing happened. The calls didn’t connect or even attempt to. He frowned, shut it off, and turned it back on again. Still nothing.

Down the street came the sound of jingling bells and clopping. Sawyer turned, and his eyebrows shot up immediately.

A big sleigh, with room for at least four, was being pulled by a team of honest-to-God reindeer. He’d seen them before in the New Bainbridge Zoo, and these were the real thing. Tugging lightly at their reins was a man in a wonderful Santa suit, with what looked like a real beard and his own curly long hair. The sleigh was magnificent, polished to a high sheen and trimmed in bronze and gold accents. But the sleigh didn’t draw his eye nearly so much as the man in the suit, or the finery of his coat, especially the gold trim detailing all sorts of wonderful pictures. Sawyer’s gaze settled on one in 
particular, of a snow globe with the world inside it.

“Ho, ho, ho,” the man called, and chuckled so hard his belly shook. “A terrible day to be having car trouble.”

“You’re telling me,” Sawyer said, grinning. It didn’t help matters to be upset about the missing jack and tire iron, and besides, this was so silly and surreal he couldn’t help but smile. “How’s your day, Mr. Claus? Having a good one, I hope?”

“A fantastic day!” Santa boomed. His grin and his twinkling eyes were infectious, and Sawyer laughed again.

“Don’t suppose you have a tire jack hidden in your old bag of tricks, do you?”

“No, but I do happen to have the most spectacular seat available for a lift to an auto body shop I know just down the road.”

“That’s much appreciated, thank you,” Sawyer said. He ducked into the Impala to lay a blanket over the boxes of gifts, locked the doors, and at the last moment, grabbed the plate of cookies and one of the bags for Santa. He poked his head back out, and asked, “Is there a Mrs. Claus at home?”

“Oh, I certainly hope so. She teases me about running off with Cupid, but I think she’s sort of fond of me.”

Sawyer grabbed another bag of candy. Those extra two were his reserves, but he didn’t mind. That was why he had extras, after all. He finished locking up the car, and jogged around to the other side of the sleigh.

“Gifts from me and my uncle Conway to you and the missus,” Sawyer said, holding up the plate of cookies and the bags of candy. Santa took them with a chuckle, and Sawyer hopped up beside him.

“My, these look delicious. Almond biscotti!” Santa took one from the plate, and bit into it with a pleasant sigh. “A good cookie does the soul wonders. Please, have one with me.”

Sawyer took a cookie for himself, and when he bit into it, he was amazed to discover it was very much as fantastic as Santa found them. He ate it quickly, letting no crumb escape him, and had to stop himself from taking another as Santa gave the reins a shake and the reindeer set off.

“Out giving rides, or is there a parade or something?”

“Out and about tending to some new friends,” Santa said, and 
winked at him. “Much as I suspect you are.”

“Oh, the gifts, right.”

“They’re very much appreciated. My wife will love hers.”

Sawyer leaned back in his chair. “Happy to give. My uncle taught me that. You remind me a lot of him, actually. He had a pretty great beard and his eyes used to twinkle like yours.”

“You said had, but earlier…”

Sawyer nodded. “I said the gifts were from Conway and me. That’s the truth. He’s the one who started me on all this.” He explained the tradition as the sleigh slid down the street behind the reindeer. Sawyer didn’t think about it until much later, but traffic was completely nonexistent for them.

“A good man,” Santa said.

“The best,” Sawyer replied. “What I do is kind of a pale shadow.”

“Now, you mustn’t think that. Though I understand the doubt. When I took over my own suit, the man I replaced left some very big boots to fill. But we try. That’s what’s important, I think.”

“That sounds like Conway too,” Sawyer said, grinning. “I have to say, I love this whole setup you’ve got going on. The suit, that’s incredible. The reindeer, I don’t know how you train them like that.”

“Mm, but see, I’m impressed with your coat, and your sleigh,” Santa said.

“My sleigh’s a busted-down Impala. I do love Conway’s old suit, but it’s falling apart by now.” Sawyer glanced down at the various holes in the coat. “But it works. It’s all just to get in the spirit.”

They turned a corner, and though it was the first they’d turned, somehow they were back on the street they’d just left behind. Sawyer glanced behind him, then at his car in the distance.

“Wait… how…?”

“Sawyer, my boy, someday, we’re going to see each other again. It won’t be for a while, but I’ll have a question to ask you. A big one. I hope you’ll consider it. I hope you’ll hold onto tonight and marvel at it.” His gaze turned distant, and he added much more quietly, “I hope you’ll be wonderful together.” His seriousness abated fast, and Santa winked at Sawyer as they pulled up and stopped beside the Impala. “I hope you’ll have a merry Christmas.”

“But… the auto body…” Sawyer trailed off, still glancing back 
behind him and then back up at Santa. “I… how did you do…?”

Santa chuckled, and rubbed his nose with two fingers. “You are a good soul, Sawyer. Your uncle would be very proud of the man you’ve become.”

Those were the last words Santa would speak to Sawyer for nearly forty year.

But in that moment, Sawyer watched the sleigh slide away and headed for the Impala numbly once Santa had turned a corner. The blown tire was replaced by a new one, as were all the other tires. When he got back in, dumbfounded, the car started right up with a purr, like it was right off the lot. The rest of his life, the car would never give him trouble again.

* * *

Almost right from the moment Sawyer saw Savannah for the first time, he fell for her. She wore a flannel shirt at least a few sizes too big for her over a white tank, with parachute pants the likes of which he wasn’t even aware they sold anymore. On her feet were combat boots, and best of all, despite the chill in the air, on her head was a straw sun hat. She was coming down the steps of the house where he was about to drop his next package.

This gorgeous woman, with soft auburn hair and a sweet girl-next-door face, could not possibly be Trent Tooley, the elderly man who underwent lots of chemo early that year.

Sawyer got out of his car and tried his best not to stare. “Are you related to Mr. Tooley by any chance?”

She stopped up short and pulled the sun hat up so it rested on the back of her head at an angle. Sawyer loved the fullness of her lips and the rosiness in her cheeks. That she was wonderfully curvy to boot was just icing on the cake.

Mm. Cake. He could really go for some cake. Or cookies.

“You’re the one who left gifts at Mimi Sharpe’s house,” she said, and her voice was music. Sawyer never stood a chance. His heart belonged to her with the first words Savannah ever spoke to him.

“Um,” he said, flabbergasted. “I…”

“And Sullivan Helms? I think you just left there when I pulled up. But your car was a lot… noisier.”

Sawyer’s brain finally caught up with him, and he grinned. 
“You’re playing Santa too.”

She held a hand to her breast, and oh, Sawyer had never wanted to be a hand more in his life. “Did I sprout a beard? Oh no. I’m off to buy razor blades!” She laughed at his expression, and came around the car to offer her hand. Every nail was painted in different colors and patterns. It must have taken her hours. “Savannah.”

His name fell out of him like a boulder. “Sawyer?”

“Are you asking me or telling me?” She peered into his car and saw his notepad. “Oooh, is that your list? Can I compare notes?”

“Uh. I.”

She dove into his car regardless and came out with his notepad and pen. “Yup. Yup. Oh, I love her… my mom gave me his name… such a sweetie… oof, wish you were with me for that one, he tried to pinch my butt.” Savannah finally glanced up and grinned. “That’s an amazing list. Mine’s a lot smaller. Is this over all of New Bainbridge or just the Duncanville area?”

“Duncanville,” he said, finally finding his voice.

“So’s mine, but I didn’t have half this many names. I do have some that aren’t on your list, though. Want to team up?”

God yes. “You really don’t know me. I could be a stalker or…”

Savannah lifted an eyebrow. “Are you?”

“No, but…”

“Well good. You’re a guy out delivering gifts to people in need. That pretty much means I’m gonna jump your bones in about three hours when we’re done, if you don’t have a girlfriend.” She frowned. “You don’t, do you?”

“No,” Sawyer said, dazed. She wanted to jump his bones? What the hell was even going on with that that day? “You… are you serious?”

“Sure! You’re handsome. I’m single. You’re single. You’re a nice guy. I’m a nice girl. Let’s see what happens, and if we like each other, awesome. If not, the holidays are a little less lonely and we move on with life. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.” She gave him a devilish grin, the grin he’d dream about every night from that day forward. “Now give me your present. I’ll go add it to mine, and you can carry my bags to your car.”

It didn’t take a lot of guesswork as to which car was hers. The red 
Volkswagen was festooned with a giant green ribbon wrapping through the windows and up over the car, ending in a great big bow. Inside, the green lining matched the ribbon.

“Here I thought I was crazy about Christmas,” Sawyer said to himself. Savannah’s Christmas presents were wrapped in glittery paper and stuffed inside a pair of enormous gift bags decorated with – what else? – reindeer and snowmen. He grabbed them, and shut the door with his hip as she skipped down the stairs, grinning at him.

He grinned back, already feeling like he was somersaulting toward something wildly unexpected and completely needed in his life.

* * *

They finished with the presents just after dark, and Savannah invited herself to Sawyer’s place for dinner and, as she called it, “snogging to the nth degree.”

For two months he’d been scrimping so he could afford to do the gift-giving, and his cupboards were practically bare. He smiled apologetically as she dug around in his freezer and his pantry, throwing things on the counter seemingly at random.

“I can take you out on a real date in a week when I get paid.”

“What are you talking about?” Savannah asked. “This is a real date.” She squinted at him. “Isn’t it?”

“Well, I mean, take you to a restaurant or something…”

She rolled her eyes theatrically. “Dude, if I wanted to go out, we’d go out. I’ve got plenty of money. Right now I feel like tuna fish, French fries, and cream of chicken soup.”

He laughed. “That’s the weirdest combination I’ve ever heard of.”

Savannah brightened immeasurably. “Really? Excellent. Wait’ll you try my thousand ingredient wonton soup. It’s amazing. And terrible. My parents and my friends love it, but they’ll eat anything.”

“Are they local too?”

“No. They live pretty far away.”

“That’s tough around the holidays.”

She grinned. “Nah. They love to travel. Especially Dad. I saw him earlier today.”

“Oh, that’s great!” He watched her fiddle with the oven and drop 
the French fries onto a cookie sheet before sprinkling some of the oddest combinations of spices he’d ever seen on them. “So what do you do for work?”

“Oh this and that,” she said. “Right now I’m a pro bowler.”

“Wait, no kidding?”

“And why not?” Savannah asked defensively. “I love to bowl. I’m very good at it. I even got a strike last week.”

Sawyer tried to work that out, but after she washed her hands, the flannel overshirt dropped to the floor. The white cotton tank did nothing to hide the sharp points of her nipples, and she caught him staring with another devilish grin. “It’s going to take a minute for the oven to warm up,” she said. “I bet I could make you come in a minute.”

Sawyer’s mouth opened, and Savannah strode to him, so beautiful it ached to look. With two fingers, she prodded him back towards one of his mismatched kitchen chairs. Before he could fall onto it, she grabbed his belt buckle and freed it from the loops, tossing it aside and staring down at his hardness making a tent in his pants. Then she looked up again, and Sawyer couldn’t take another moment without his lips touching hers. She might have wanted to give him a blowjob, but he took the time before the oven was preheated to explore those full lips, afraid at any moment this whirlwind of a woman would walk out his door or vanish like so much of the day’s magic.

Finally she broke away, her smile no longer quite so impish but warm, and genuine, and her eyes closed as she hummed against his lips. Sawyer whispered, “How can I be falling this hard for you this fast?”

She opened her eyes, and for a fleeting moment, he thought he saw stars in them, tiny minute flashes of light. “Oh, you never stood a chance,” Savannah murmured.

He laughed softly, and chased her lips again, stroking her back as she gripped his sides, breathing into his parted lips softly. She tasted like caramel, and when she broke away to put the French fries in the oven, his need for her to come back plucked at his heart. He couldn’t take his hands off her, even as she slid the sheet into the oven, and when Savannah rose back up with the oven door closed and the 
timer set, he pulled her with him back to the living room, to his springy couch and down onto it, falling together, their arms wrapped around one another.

Their exploration of each other was slow and joyous. Every piece of clothing discarded led to new treasures to be found, to be kissed and brushed with tentative fingers. With her clothes off, she was just as shy as Sawyer, but his hungry gaze made her flush. She was full-bodied, soft and real and so very pleasant to touch and nuzzle. He was lean, almost gaunt, and she took her time kissing his abs and his pecs, made somewhat tighter by regular exercise with his cheap vinyl dumbbells.

He only got off the couch when they both needed the room to slip off their pants. Red, flimsy panties covered her sex, and when he knelt to peel those down, he buried his face against her pussy, breathing deep her enchanting musk before teasing her with his tongue and his mouth.

“I’m falling for you too,” she murmured when he helped her down gently onto the couch and spread her legs wide.

Sawyer teased her first with his fingers. Her lips were deliciously big and sensitive, and he delighted in her little shivers and jumps as he ran his fingers along the edge of her. Her clit gleamed at him under its hood, a drop of dew begged to be licked off, so he did. That was the only time for a good long while his tongue or his lips connected with Savannah’s pussy. Instead, he kept brushing her folds, watching her responses, watching her face as she focused on her pleasure.

“Don’t… tease…” she murmured, her head rolling back.

He quit rubbing her pussy lips and instead twisted his hand and slid his middle finger into her upside down so he could curl it and find her spot. Savannah was the tightest woman he’d ever felt, her walls gripping at his finger, pulsing against it as he quickly found that sensitive patch of flesh and started stroking it gently. His other hand he brought up to her breast first, not to cup it or tease her nipple, but to try to find her heartbeat and see if it was as fast as his own. She took his hand in hers and bent to kiss his fingers, one by one, stopping and sucking his pointer into her mouth. Her wet tongue, her lips, they drove him to finger her faster, and she popped his digit 
out of her mouth as her head rolled back again.

“Sawyer, like that, mmm…”

He brought his wet finger down to her clit, and this time, he wasn’t teasing. The cooling liquid on her nub made her back arch, and when he began to stroke her clit when he wasn’t stroking her inner walls, she bucked up at him, gasping and moaning.

“Ohh! Ohhhh! Like that, just like that, I’m almost there!”

Sawyer kept at it, and Savannah soon began to rock harder and harder, her knees spreading as wide as they could go before she sucked in a breath. “Yes! Oh! Coming, Sawyer, I’m coming!”

Her hips jumped up and her inner walls throbbed against his finger. Her orgasm swept through her fast and hard, and she grabbed the finger inside her and pulled it out, desperate to suck it into her mouth and lick it clean. She watched him staring, and smiled around it.

“Your turn,” she said, but they must have been at it far longer than Sawyer thought, because the kitchen timer went off again. She clapped her hands like an excited child. “Oooh! In a minute. Dinner’s almost ready.”

He glanced down at his rock-hard cock, then at the sight of her terrific ass as it jiggled on the way to the kitchen. He followed along behind her, amused, happy. This was a good day. He hoped there would be more.

* * *

Savannah settled the plates on the table in front of him, but didn’t return to her chair. Instead, she gripped his half-hard cock, and jerked him slowly to fullness again. He kept busy trying to kiss whatever he could reach of her – her breasts, her shoulder, her sides. She’d giggle and try to get away from him, but never straying so far that her hand left him or that he couldn’t pull her back in.

When Sawyer was finally ready, Savannah gripped him hard, and he asked, befuddled, “Condom?”

“Are you worried about it? We’re going to be together a very long time. I say no point in waiting until tomorrow.”

He thought about that. About how little money he made. About Savannah, the pro bowler who apparently could roll a strike now and again. And Sawyer thought too of the magic of the day, and of what 
his heart already knew, that she was right and just putting to words what he wanted anyways.

And so he pulled her onto him. Savannah guided him to her entrance, and sank very slowly down, He was worried the size of him would hurt her, but she only cooed in pleasure and closed her eyes again before she opened them and smiled at him.

“I love you,” he told her hopelessly, desperately.

“Oh, Sawyer, of course you do. I’m terrific.” She picked up a French fry and popped it into his mouth, watching him struggle with waiting to hear her say the words back. She giggled again as she finally took him all the way down, shivering with the feel of him buried deep inside her. “I love you too, Sawyer. Eat. You need to eat. You’re too skinny.”

Savannah alternated between bites for him, bites for herself, and slowly rising up nearly off his cock, making squelching sounds that left both of them laughing like nervous teenagers. Despite her bravado, Sawyer had the damnedest feeling she was trying to hide her shyness, and finally he wrapped his arms around her and began to thrust up into her slowly. Her smile this time seemed much less nervous, and she cupped her own breasts, sighing happily.

Her ass, her spectacular, bouncy ass, jiggled with every downstroke, and he loved the sight of it as she leaned forward for another bite before passing him back a half-eaten French fry. He took the food gently from her with his teeth, and she stroked his cheek as he chewed and swallowed.

“We’ll name the first one… Mickey,” she said, tapping a finger against her chin.

“I like Mickey.”

She bounced down on him again, and his hand fell to her clit. She loved that, and spread her legs wide for him. “And the second Ellony. For my mom.”

He kissed her shoulder as he rubbed her clit. “That’s a beautiful name.”

“And the third…”

“Conway. For my uncle.”

She looked back over her shoulder and smiled at him fondly. “That’s our fourth child’s name, honey. Our third’s a girl.”

“Right,” he said, laughing softly. “How silly of me.”

“It’s okay, you couldn’t know.” She hummed contentedly again. “We get to enjoy some time together for a while, just being us.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“Don’t worry about it.” She began to rock her hips harder against him. “Our third, our third…” She hummed, and he realized she was riding the edge.

“Echo,” he murmured into her ear, keeping a nice, relaxed pace and watching, utterly in love, as the gorgeous, wildly strange woman began to revel in her orgasm’s approach.

“Yesss, that’s perfect,” she whispered. “Oh, my Sawyer, my wonderful Sawyer. I love you, I love you, I love you…”

She came again, quiet this time as she reached behind her to grab at his head and roll atop him. He was close too, and began to pump in and out of her with long, sure strokes. She clutched at him, whispering to him, urging him on, and he kissed the side of her neck as he plunged one more time into her, changing their lives forever as his warmth flooded Savannah’s depths.

* * *

They slid into his creaky bed hours later, and Savannah watched Sawyer’s Christmas lights dance around his window as he slid into her one more time for the night. They’d already made love twice, once at the dinner table and once on the couch, but her body and her spirit spurred him on, and he was soon spooning her, his cock sliding between her thighs again, right where it belonged.

She smiled as he rocked with her. Their fates had not been set in stone. Nothing ever really was, and for a very long time, she had rebelled against this idea. But her father had been so sure this man was the one for her, and the moment she saw him getting out of his car, so handsome (but really, far too skinny), she knew. As her father told her, she could have walked away any moment she wanted to, but just the opposite happened. Instead, Savannah never wanted to be apart from Sawyer, and he clearly felt the same for her.

He finished inside her, kissing her neck and telling her yet again how amazed he was by the day, how much he loved her. She held his hands in hers against her belly. Soon enough, there would be a child and complications and arguments and she would have to learn how 
the real world worked, but for now, she could just be with Sawyer and live their magic for a while longer.

Savannah listened to his breathing slow, and when she was sure Sawyer was asleep, she slipped away from his arms and into his bathroom. She made herself presentable, and found her clothes in the heaps where they’d been left in the living room. Outside came the bells she’d been waiting to hear, but from the bedroom, Sawyer’s sleep-murky voice called for her.

She poked her head back in and smiled at him in the darkness. “Back in a second. I swear.”

“S’okay. Heard the bells…” he murmured. “Tell him I…”

But he was out again, and Savannah blew him a kiss. How much he knew or suspected, she didn’t know. Things would change soon, maybe after Christmas, she wasn’t sure. The magic she could do as the adopted child of two of the most wonderful people in the world would fade for a while. Not forever, and it would never entirely escape her. But it would abate, and give Savannah a chance to live life with Sawyer the way her mother and father had so many years ago before they took up their responsibilities.

She wondered if Sawyer would say yes when the time came. She wondered if he hadn’t in some way done it already.

Her father waited for her in the driveway, petting one of the reindeer as it nuzzled his coat pocket for the treats it could smell deep within. He looked content, but his eyes were far off and his twinkle not so bright as it had been when he set off that morning. She knew his hardest visit was yet to come, and her heart broke for him. Her father wasn’t always able to save everyone, and in the weeks before Christmas Eve, he spoke to Savannah and Ellony at great lengths about this man he’d yet to visit.

“Sawyer’s as wonderful as you thought,” Savannah said, crossing the lawn to her father and giving him a one-armed hug. He hugged her back, and the reindeer stuffed its nose into his pocket, sussing out a carrot before Santa could stop it.

“I’m so very glad,” her father said.

“Why?” Savannah asked, laughing softly. “You knew he was right.”

“I suspected he was. Nothing is ever as easily mapped as we think 
it is.”

“Mm. He’s kind, and as silly a romantic as me. He already told me he loved me.”

Santa held her tighter and kissed the top of her head. “Let me tell you a story. When he was a boy, he was bullied by an angry young man. Instead of fighting back, Sawyer dug through all his things and brought the bully his very best toy. Not to appease him, but to try to give him a kindness.” Santa turned and looked her in the eyes. “That’s the man you’re with.”

“Then he reminds me a lot of you, Dad.”

He settled his big hands on her shoulders. “We will miss you so much, Savannah.”

She laughed. “You can come visit anytime you like. You know that.”

“That’s not what I mean. You make home even more wonderful.”

Savannah sniffed, and looped her arm through his. “Thank you.”

“But I did get a gift card to an Italian restaurant today,” he said, making the card appear between his fingers before sliding it away into a pocket. “So maybe Ellony and I will drag you off to lunch one of these days.”

She laughed again, and stepped towards the reindeer. The troublemaker, always her favorite since her father rescued her from the burning wreckage of her home and she took her first ride on the sleigh, turned its head towards her and she reached out to stroke it. “Are you going to be okay, Dad?”

He blew out a breath, and was a long time before speaking. “I don’t know. So much of today has gone well but there were some unexpected developments. Instead of just the one, the teacher will bring home both her female friends to Florida, and I don’t yet see how that will play out. But Cadence is a kind soul, and I think she will transform those around her much as she already has.”

“I like her.”

Santa nodded, but said nothing. She reached out and stroked his shoulder.

“Dad? It’ll turn out all right.”

“I cannot force him to see the light. He has to choose to.”

“I think he will.”

“I hope so.” He dug in his pocket, and pulled out a very old, very familiar object. “Your Christmas gift. Well, yours and Sawyer’s. For when you’re ready.”

Savannah bit her lip as she took his compass. “I think he’s the right man.”

“I think you’ll help him to be.” He turned and hugged her again, and kissed her forehead with the gentleness of the same kiss he gave her every night of her childhood growing up so very far away from this world. “Your mother and I… we couldn’t be prouder of you. Have fun. Live your life. Love.”

“Merry Christmas, Dad,” she murmured, crystalline tears sliding down her cheeks.

“Merry Christmas, my love.”

* * *

Despite there being no music, Savannah and Sawyer danced together in the hospital’s waiting room. Four of their children, all now grown, watched and laughed, and some of their grandchildren joined in too. They both bore many extra pounds now, and Sawyer’s beard dangled down nearly to his belly, but when they looked in each other’s eyes, he still saw stars and she still saw the crackling fire in the hearth.

Their youngest child, Christopher, came through the doors, grinning, crying just as Sawyer had when he held their firstborn and introduced him to family and friends for the first time. Savannah tugged Sawyer to Christopher – not that he needed any urging – and she was crying too.

The baby was so small, and its eyes still closed. Christopher’s brothers and sisters crowded around, and they took turns stroking the baby’s cheeks, his nubbin of a chin.

And Sawyer felt it. Felt the tug his wife told him early on that he would feel. He stepped away, his smile widening as he watched his family, watched the children… no, the men and women he and Savannah had raised through the good times and the lean ones. He watched his grandchildren, some of them with the same stars in their eyes as their grandmother. A whole army of grandchildren, all so loved, all of whom he would only see again through stolen moments once a year.

But that was okay. Because Sawyer and Savannah were about to embark on something wonderful, and new together, and it was time to begin the next stage of their lives.

She came to him, blinking away tears and smiling just as widely as him. She took his hand, and from her purse, she pulled out the compass. They slipped away from their family, their hands held tight, and Savannah leaned her head against her husband’s shoulder as they turned to look at them all one last time through these eyes.

Sawyer’s hand fell on hers, and he looked into her eyes first, to kiss her.

“Ready, Santa?” she asked him. He chuckled, and together, they opened the compass.


Fallen Bells

Contains: M/F romance

It hurt to look at Torrie for too long, and “too long” was sometimes inevitable, considering she was Nathan’s personal assistant. It wasn’t her fault. He knew that on an intellectual level, but to stare at her was to remember his wife’s terrible final year and having to say goodbye to her.

When the couple got the word the chemo wasn’t working, Daisy wanted someone there to help her with her end of life details and hospice care. So devoted to his wife that he would have sacrificed everything for her, Nathan wanted to do it himself, to take a sabbatical from the company his family built over four generations, but Daisy didn’t want him to have to deal with the constant problems her cancer brought on. He told her vehemently it wasn’t “dealing with her,” but that he loved her and wanted to take care of her.

“Nathan, maybe… with you, I don’t want to have to be taken care of. Maybe I don’t want to see that pain in your eyes. Maybe with you I want to pretend. For however long we have.” She’d smiled when she said it. Daisy shed a lot of tears about her cancer, but with him, she always seemed at peace. That had changed in the last month of her life, when, so achingly young at twenty-five, she could no longer maintain her walls. Then Nathan really did take off from work, spending every waking moment with Daisy and her caretaker until she slipped away, free finally of the pain that had wracked for so long.

That caretaker had been Torrie. And Daisy had picked her for a reason - she thought her husband would come to love Torrie.

She wasn’t wrong.

* * *

Five years on, and the pain still overwhelmed him. That Christmas Eve, Nathan listened to nothing, staring blankly at the white screen in front of him, waiting for the call from Japan. It wouldn’t come for hours yet, not until well into the morning hours, but Nathan had nowhere else to be. In hours, he would stand to 
make over one hundred million dollars. One hundred twenty-two five, to be exact.  And it would only come at the cost of his family’s businesses and all their employees. The toy business, gone. The baby products division, gone. The publishing wing, gone.

And then Nathan would fly away somewhere where they didn’t know him. France, maybe. Or Italy. Torrie would be well-taken care of, had in fact already been issued an enormous severance check. She should have been gone, but the knock on his heavy wooden door was unmistakable. Two knocks, then three.

She opened the door without having been asked to come in. That may have been a first. Torrie was demure, quiet, a kind soul in a bombshell body. Her long blonde hair was accented by even lighter streaks, and her blue eyes sparkled like the waters of the lake in New Zealand where he proposed to Daisy. Her long red pencil skirt and white creamy top were concessions to the holiday, but the heels were all her, all the time save when she used to wear flats or sneakers with Daisy’s home health. The clothes clung to her, putting her hourglass figure and long legs in clear profile. She didn’t dress this way until she came to work with him at the company. Before, it was sweaters with cartoon characters or simple tees and jeans or shorts. Sometimes Nathan missed that woman. Most of the time he fought his urges for this one.

“Go home, Torrie.” His words were exhausted, dried up. He had no more emotions left in him. No more emotions for anyone. Not even himself. “My mind’s made up.”

She ignored him, and sat primly on one of his leather chairs, smoothing down her skirt and sitting rigidly. That too was new, or at least, from the last five years or so. She used to sit in a chair like a man three hundred pounds heavier than her, sprawling out, her knees spread wide. She used to be so comfortable around him.

Flashes.

Torrie helping Daisy sit upright. Changing her catheter. Holding the phone to Daisy’s ear so she could talk to her brother, the last call they’d have together.

He looked away.

“Don’t do this, Nathan,” Torrie said. Her voice was quiet. Her voice was always quiet. It haunted his dreams as much as Daisy’s, 
and the shame of that meant most nights he rarely went to bed before two and woke no later than six. In the waking world, he didn’t have to hear both the voices of the women he cared for.

“It’s done. Once the call comes in, it’s all over but the lawyers.”

She shook her head, and he had to stop himself from watching the bounce of her hair. “There’s still time for this. Those people need you.”

“They’re all getting great severance packages.”

“You think that’s going to be a big help to them when their kids are graduating from school? When they need a new car? When they have to go work three part-time jobs to make maybe half what they’d make with you? This isn’t right and you know it.”

Nathan sat up and growled, “This is not your decision. You don’t work here anymore. I let you go. I could call security and have you thrown out.”

“Do it then,” Torrie said, calling his bluff. He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. “You’re right. I don’t work here any longer. So have security drag me out. Tell me you actually want to be alone up here in your tower when you sell the futures of thousands of people.”

He rose to his feet, leaning forward on his desk, resting on his fists. “Damn it, Torrie.”

“You want to get angry? Want to shout at me? Whatever it’ll take to make you change your mind. You want to hit me some? Is that going to make you less miserable?”

His jaw hung open, and Nathan stood back upright, raising his palms. “What? Jesus, no. I’d never hit you.”

She stood, and her hands went to the buttons on her top. “How about fucking me? Hm? Would that change your mind? Would you help them all for my tits? My ass?”

He stared at her trembling fingers, at the curves of her breasts. Daisy’s phantom hand on his, telling him she thought he should ask Torrie out, when all this was done. “All this.” Like her death was just a minor blip on the radar. He’d agreed only to hire Torrie on at the company afterward.

“No,” Nathan croaked.

Torrie leaned forward, blinking away tears. “Then if you’re not going to change your mind, I’ll stay with you. To the end. Because 
that’s what I promised your wife, whether you like it or not. And because I…” She stopped, and looked away from him.

“Because why?” Nathan asked, sinking back down into his chair.

“If you don’t know by now, you never will.”

He knew, but he didn’t want to think about it. Didn’t want to acknowledge it. His mind slid over the word. “Once this is over, I’m leaving. Day after tomorrow.”

She stared at the window over his shoulder, her voice holding a tremor. “Where?”

“Anywhere but here. I want strangers. I want to fade away.”

“That’s not what Daisy would want for you and you know it.”

He rubbed his knuckles against his forehead and croaked, “Don’t you dare tell me what Daisy would want. I’ve fought for five years for what Daisy would have wanted.”

“You’ve fought for five years to get out of what Daisy wanted for you.”

He laughed weakly. “Who are you and what did you do with Torrie?”

She frowned, and finally, her eyes locked on his. “This has always been me. But I’ve been too afraid of pushing you away to really say what I mean. After tonight, that doesn’t matter, does it?”

Like a coward, Nathan averted his eyes first. “Fine. If you’re going to stick around, make a pot of coffee.”

“All right.” She rose and smoothed her skirt again. “But Nathan.”

“Hm?”

“I’ll say it to you. Before the phone call.”

“Say what?”

She sniffed, and looked away. “The last thing I can think of to save your soul. And maybe mine.”

* * *

Torrie forgot to close the door on her way to the executive break room, and Nathan grumbled wordlessly as he rose to do it. When he closed the door, a voice said behind him, “She’s absolutely madly in love with you. You know that, right?”

Nathan spun. In the same leather chair Torrie had been occupying was a man in a Santa suit. Immaculate, utterly top of the line. The man had his head turned, in profile, and his beard and hair 
looked real. There was only one way into and out of Nathan’s office, and he was both wildly shocked and completely unsurprised to see a team of reindeer outside his window – fifteen stories up.

“Either I have lost my mind or I was misinformed about your realness,” he said drily, heading back for his own chair.

“Do you feel insane?”

“How does someone feel insane?”

Santa clicked his tongue against his teeth and pondered that. “Good point. She does love you, though.”

“Damn it…”

Santa’s eyes held his. “You accept my existence in seconds, but you won’t admit the love of a woman you clearly love too.”

“All right, Santa Claus or not, you’re an asshole.”

“I’ve been called worse,” Santa said serenely. He dug in a pocket and withdrew a paper sack stuffed with something. He tossed it onto the desk, and Nathan opened it curiously. “Your mother’s recipe. Sent by my wife.”

Nathan dug in the bag and produced a cookie. He bit into it, and was shocked to discover Santa was right – they tasted just like his mother’s secret ingredient chocolate chip cookies. He never knew what she added to them to make them taste so good, and never had he come across their like again, until now.

“Vanilla pudding,” Santa said. “That’s what makes them special.”

“You’re kidding.”

“No.” His eyes glinted, and a hint of a smile appeared on his face. “I am something of an expert.”

Nathan leaned back and pointed the remains of the cookie at him. “So why are you here? To convince me to keep the toy business going?”

“No, I think I covered that contingency earlier.”

“Sorry?”

Santa waved a gloved hand. “Never mind.” He leaned forward and pulled the bag back towards himself to pluck a cookie out. Before he ate it, he said, “I’m here to help you.”

Nathan snorted. “Right. Because that makes sense. Shouldn’t you be out delivering toys?”

Santa bit into the cookie, and shook his head. “There are a great 
many aspects of what I do that have been commercialized. My earliest incarnation certainly gave to the needy, as have we all in more traditional ways than the movies and books would have you believe. But for a thousand years now, my predecessors and I have… nudged people. Well, children usually, but my wife and I have been trying something new, and it’s working.”

“You and… Mrs. Claus?” Nathan asked. He shook his head and took another bite of his cookie. “Weirder and weirder.”

Santa shrugged. “Yes. It is. There’s magic to the world. I use mine to help those who might need it.”

“And what, I’m one of those people?” Nathan sniffed. “This morning, there were half a dozen homeless a block from my house. Homeless. On Christmas Eve. Did you help them?”

“Yes,” Santa said quietly. “I did. In my way. Tonight they had a warm meal from a very kind woman and her very kind friends. Hopefully, if my nudging helped, she’ll keep at it for years, along with the young man she met.”

Nathan’s jaw worked. “So what about wars, and famines, and all of that? Huh? What about mass shootings, and rapists, and all the fucking… humanity out there?”

Santa rubbed his forehead and spoke softly, weakly. “If I could fix the world, I would, Nathan. There would never be another man hitting a woman or a child. There would be no more hunger. No more need. But I have been blown so out of proportion it’s ludicrous. I have powers, yes. I can see the world in a night. I can tell the roads people most likely will walk, and what they need to change that. But I cannot make them pick a different path. I cannot yank the hatred from a man’s heart. And in your case, I cannot take away your pain.”

“My pain? Haven’t you read the news? I’m about to become one of the richest men in the world.” But even Nathan himself could barely keep the contempt for himself out of his voice.

“There are no words I can tell you that will balm your soul, my friend. Nothing that young woman hasn’t already told you. All I can hope to do is convince you to open your eyes. If you cannot see the plight of the thousands of people who will be affected by your actions, see hers. See the pain in her eyes. For once, have the 
courage to take her in and look. Really look. If at the end of the night you are still steadfast in your decision, then that is your choice to make.”

Nathan’s anger faded away. “If you know me that well, then you know I can’t.”

“I know you well enough to know you’re afraid to be happy again. But the strength to heal, that is not yours alone to bear. She will help you. She wants to help you. And there are others, too. You have friends, Nathan. Wonderful friends. Friends who miss and love you. But you need to be the one to say you need help. That first step is yours alone to make, my friend.”

Santa rose from his chair, and Nathan did too. “This is the oddest conversation I’ve ever had,” Nathan muttered.

“For what it’s worth, me too. Usually there is more tact involved with these things. But for you, I didn’t think guile would work. Only honesty.” Santa rubbed his nose and smiled. He held out the hand, and Nathan shook it. “Absence hurts. But you do not need to be alone, Nathan. Love her. Love yourself.”

“Thanks for the cookies,” Nathan said.

Torrie knocked on the door, and his glance shifted to it before sliding back to Santa. But the jolly old man was gone, and outside the window, only snow remained.

Torrie let herself back in with a pair of mugs. One was a gift from her to him, a stoneware mug big enough for two cups of coffee. She bought him it after he very nearly fired someone who broke a favorite mug of Daisy’s he used to drink from.  It had been Torrie who talked him down from that petty act of revenge.

Just as it had been Torrie who came in weeks after his wife had died to find him sobbing in his chair. Who held him through the worst of it, saying nothing, her arm wrapped around him.

Who remembered not just his birthday, but Daisy’s, and who always brought in a rose to decorate his desk on the anniversaries of both that day and the day she died. Whose own birthday Nathan had never remembered.

Who stuck with him even now, in his darkest hour as he considered doing something vile to his thousands of employees, all so he could run away and bury himself in his guilt and sorrow.

Who loved him, and who he loved.

Torrie settled the mug down in front of him, and he blinked up at her. She knew he didn’t like to look at her long, and averted her gaze ahead of him.

“Don’t,” he said. “Let me look at you this once. Please.”

She blinked, and brought her gaze back to his. And yes, there was pain there, and images of Daisy laughing, Daisy crying, Daisy balling up her fist and punching the mattress as her insides killed her slowly. But there were bits of conversations there too, whispers from his wife that Torrie was a good woman, a kind woman. She had seen so far before him what was to be.

“Were you going to say you loved me?” Nathan asked her.

Torrie swallowed hard, and murmured, “I… yes. I have for a very long time. I know it’s not what you want, but…”

“I’ve been an idiot,” he whispered.

“W-what?” Torrie asked.

He took her hands. “All this, it hasn’t been to run from her. It’s been to run from you.”

Torrie swallowed. “Nathan, I…”

“My God. Five years. I have wasted so much time.”

“Are you angry? It’s… it’s okay,” she said. “I… I can…”

“No. I need to say the words.” Nathan drew a deep breath and let it out. “I love you too.”

Torrie’s eyes closed, she shook her head, and opened them again. “What? What did you just say?”

“Hang on,” Nathan said. He picked up the phone, and quick-dialed the CFO. Murray picked up, his voice groggy. “It’s off,” Nathan told him. “The whole thing. We’re not selling.”

There was a lengthy pause, and then, “Thank God. I’ll call the lawyers.”

“Do it. And when the dust is settled, I’m taking a vacation. Torrie and I. If she wants.”

Torrie blinked at him. “Yes. Yes, I want.”

He slammed the phone down, and took her in his arms. “It’s not just a vacation I want. A honeymoon.”

“What? A… a honeymoon?”

“Marry me.” He laughed. “Marry me, Torrie.”

“Nathan…” She blinked away tears, and bit her lip. “You were so ready to… to hurt me and so many other people…”

“I know. And I am sorry. I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you, and all of them. But I want to do it with you by my side.” He searched her eyes again. So beautiful. So hurt. So hopeful. “I want to be the man you deserve. I loved Daisy, but I love you too. There is room in my heart for both of you. I fought that for so long, but it’s as simple as saying yes. So please. Let me marry you.”

She whispered, “Yes, Nathan, yes, of course I’ll marry you.”

His phone rang. Only a few people had direct access to that one, and so it would be Murray or the chief counsel. Nathan ignored it for the moment. Instead, he stepped closer to Torrie, his lips parting to meet hers. For the first time, apart from friendly pecks on the cheek, they kissed. And he thought not about Daisy in that moment, but of the first time he met Torrie, of the immediate, easy attraction to her and the guilt of it. And his wife seated on her favorite chair, smiling her secret smile. Because even in that first moment, she knew. And now Nathan did too.

Their lips fluttered together, soft, fast kisses that set them both on fire. Torrie gasped into his mouth when his tongue slipped between her lips, but then she was meeting it with hers, her hands roaming across his back, and his on hers. They pulled tight together, their need growing as the phone continued to ring. She finally broke away, picked it up, and snapped into it, “We need an hour,” before slamming it back down, same as he had minutes ago.

He laughed breathlessly as her arms circled back around his neck. “I don’t want our first time to be on a desk or my chair.”

“Do you think I care?” she asked, and where her fingers brushed the back of his neck, the hairs stood at attention. “All I want is to be with you. Besides…” she glanced behind her at the couch lined up against one wall, and looked back at him, grinning.

Nathan’s hands danced down along her back to her curvy butt, and she yelped and laughed when he spun her around. His arms circled her waist and he kissed her neck as he walked her towards the couch. She was already working at the buttons on her shirt, and his fell to the sides of her skirt, trying to find the zipper. She showed him with her hands, and soon she was sliding the garment off. Bent over 
like that, her bikini briefs outlined her sex, and he groaned as he ran his fingers across her wet folds underneath the fabric. She gasped, and hurried to shuck off the skirt before turning around and gripping his hardness in his pants.

“Oh, that’s very nice,” she murmured.

“You’re very not bad too,” he said, grinning.

Torrie started to work at the buttons on her shirt again, but Nathan guided her hands away and undid her blouse himself. Every inch he revealed, he would lean down and kiss. The slopes of her breasts. Her taut stomach. Even her belly button got a kiss, making her giggle. He tossed the blouse aside, and she worked him out of his suit jacket and tie before he got impatient and started in on her bra.

She slapped his hands and grinned. “Nope. You’ve gotta be as naked as me before you see everything.”

He groaned. Torrie took her time undressing him. Under his navy button down was a simple white tee, and this she really took a long moment with, staring at his abs and his fuzzy chest with a look that reminded him of a dog eyeballing a steak. As if to confirm the cliché, she leaned in and nipped at one of his hard pecs.

“That… is a lot of muscles,” she said, coming back up to kiss him again.

He kicked off his shoes and down came his pants. Torrie started to go down on him, but Nathan grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her up. “No,” he said.

She searched his eyes. “If we’re moving too fast…”

“We’ve been moving for five years,” he said, chuckling. “What I mean is, tonight, every night I can get away with it, I’m taking care of you first for a change.”

She was still so tense, like a rabbit ready to run, and so Nathan took his time unhooking her bra and sliding it off her. He kissed her, putting all his passion into it. “I’m sorry,” he whispered against her lips.

“It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay now,” she breathed against him. “I love you, Nathan.”

“I love you too. Let me show you.”

He knelt and hooked his fingers into her panties. Slowly he revealed her shaved mound, her hooded clit, her folds. He stopped 
to kiss the insides of her thighs, then slid the panties all the way off. She stepped out of them and he scooted her back towards the couch. With her legs spread wide, he rested his mouth on her lips for a long moment, savoring her, tasting her for the very first time. She tasted like home, and flames crackling merrily in a fireplace, and of presents and hot cocoa and candy canes. She tasted of warmth under the covers together on a cold night, of snow angels in freshly fallen powder, of wrapping and stockings hung on the wall. Torrie tasted of the future he’d always wanted with her and been too afraid to admit.

Nathan tasted Torrie, and he was whole again.

She draped her legs over his shoulders as he began, her fingers running through his hair. He watched her face as he ate her out, those lovely eyes enthralling him, enchanting him. She cooed at him with half-formed words and whispers of his name. His tongue explored her, delighting in every nuance, every response. He found she liked her clit teased gently and slowly, and he spent great long moments content to just run his tongue around her button, his whole body thrumming to the feel of her minute shaking and bobs of her hips.

God, but Torrie was beautiful as he slowly brought her over the edge. When he slid two fingers into her, she cried out, grasping his hand and pulling him in deeper. Like with her clit, she liked a slow, easy pace. Her butt kept sliding around on the leather, making squeaking sounds that left her giggling and moaning all at once. She rocked on his fingers and his mouth, and cupped her own breasts, teasing the nipples, then trailing her fingers down along her skin, across her belly, across her hips. Her nails ran figure eights across her mound before coming back up to her face and her hair.

“I’m close, Nathan,” she whispered. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me, Torrie,” he said against her pussy lips. “Show me how beautiful you look when you do it.”

She smiled, and closed her eyes, and it wasn’t long before she was arching her back, her knees rising off his shoulders and bouncing in mid-air before dropping again. Her pussy throbbed around his fingers, and he was rewarded with a little splash of warmth. It tasted divine, and Nathan took his time cleaning her up with his tongue, and sliding his fingers out.

And like that, she was switching him spots, Nathan seated with his knees wide, the gorgeous blonde pulling her hair back away from her face so she could kiss, lick, and suck his dick. Nathan held her hair for her, loving the soft tresses in his fingers, and looked forward to seeing it spilled over a pillow. She kissed him with some trepidation, and licked him with even more, her eyes searching his. He smiled at her, and that seemed to help ease her nervousness. Torrie took several long licks of his cock, working the sides, the base, the tip. Then she slowly settled her pink lips over his head, and took him inch by excruciating inch. Her tongue was so warm and wet on the underside of his cock.

She stopped when he brushed her tonsils, keeping him there for a long moment, her eyes closed. Then slowly she sank down even deeper, taking another half inch of him down her throat before she had to stop and pull away. Nathan stroked her cheek with his free hand.

“That feels so good, baby.”

Usually he liked his blowjobs fast, wet, and messy, but Nathan didn’t want to come in her mouth and he loved this anyways. They were two people showing each other their love with their mouths, and it was both fun and so highly charged. She worked his cock like she was slowly working her way through a five-star meal, and he loved it. Loved her.

“You’re beautiful, Torrie. I’m loving this. But this isn’t how I want to finish.” She slid her mouth off him and stared up. He stood up and guided her back onto the couch. She rested on her back, her legs up high and spread wide for him. He knelt between her legs, and gently kissed her as she brought his cockhead to her lips.

“I’m not, um, on the pill,” she murmured.

“I’ll be careful.”

She nodded, smiling. “I trust you, Nathan.”

He slid into her with a soft sigh of intense pleasure. Torrie was wonderfully tight, but not so much that he feared he was going to hurt her. Their bodies moved well together, and it didn’t take him long at all to bury himself to the hilt in her warmth. Her legs wrapped around him, holding him in place, and he kissed her over and over again as he began to build up slow, easy strokes into her and back 
out again.

They moved and flowed together, and the phone rang again and again. Neither of them paid it any mind. The buyout would not happen without Nathan’s final signature or the lawyers and the CFO’s, so they could exist in each other’s worlds and take all the time they wanted to. So they did, and Torrie slid happily into another orgasm, this one soft and long, her pleasure cresting and cresting and cresting until all she knew was the wondrous heights. When Nathan finally let her come down, he pulled out of her, and she thought he was going to finish. Instead, he sank down to his knees again, and slid her sideways so he could eat her out again. Her bliss, only barely ended, was stoked right back up and her legs kicked the air as he enthusiastically and elatedly met her gleaming wet pussy with his lips and tongue over and over again.

“Nathan, oh my God, I’m coming again!” she gasped, and she did. So hard in fact her back popped, and Nathan felt it and laughed against her pussy. She smacked his head. “Hey now, don’t laugh. But I think you did just find a second career as a chiropractor.”

That made him laugh harder, and she tugged him up to kiss her again before making him sit on the couch. She slid a knee over him and guided him back to her pussy, smiling softly as she sank down onto his cock.

“Let me hear it again,” she murmured.

“What?”

“That you love me.”

“I love you, Torrie.”

She began to roll her hips softly, and stared into his eyes. “I won’t ever try to replace her.”

“You couldn’t. All I ever want is for you to be you. Because you’re amazing, and I’m twice now the luckiest man alive.”

“I love you too, Nathan.”

She ground on him with her hips, her smile never leaving her face, same as his. Their lovemaking may have been sweet and tender at first, but this was fun, a release of tensions years in the making. Nathan wasn’t going to last long. The sight of the gorgeous blonde bobbing on his cock was always going to be his weakness. Before he spilled inside her, Nathan warned her, and she pulled off him to kneel 
beside him and take him into her mouth. He swept the hair out of her eyes to watch her as he came into her mouth. She swallowed him down, his love leaking out of the corner of her lips.

In the afterglow, he sat in one corner of the couch, one leg on the ground, the other against the back cushions. Torrie nibbled on a cookie from the bag she’d found on his desk, and said, “These really are fantastic. Where’d you get them from?”

“A friend.”

“Mm. I need to meet him and thank him.”

He laughed softly. “I think he was just in town for the holiday.”


Epilogue

Ellony usually waited for him inside their grand cabin, playing games or reading a novel. But this time was different. This time he’d seen their daughter off, and she waited for him by the stables, bouncing on her feet as she watched the reindeer land and the sleigh slide to a stop behind them.

He hopped off and jogged to her, his sack dropping to the snow halfway to his greatest love. She met him with a hug that melted all his concerns away, and he kissed the top of her head.

“Is she okay? Did they fall in love?” Ellony asked him, staring up into his eyes with the same sparkle he’d fallen for so very long ago.

“Oh yes,” he said, chuckling. “And don’t tell me you weren’t peeking.”

“Maybe a little. Before they got to the funny stuff.” She accepted a long, slow kiss from her husband that curled her toes – and his. They saw to the reindeer as he talked about Christmas Eve and his rounds the day after to check on everyone.

“It was touch and go with Nathan. But he and Torrie seem to have torn down their walls.”

“Thanks to you.”

“No,” Santa said, shaking his head. “I wasn’t expecting her to be there. I don’t think I mattered much at all, in the end. I think that was all Torrie.”

“You always matter, my love.”

Ellony took his arm as they closed the door on the stable. It was merely for show – the reindeer could and would get out of their own accord, and there was no real keeping them in order.

Inside, they settled in for a much-needed nap. Santa slid his arm under his wife, and she snuggled into him, stroking the white downy fuzz on his chest.

“I miss her,” Santa murmured.

“We’ll see her again.”

“Mm. I told her we’d steal her away to lunch one of these days.” He glanced down at Ellony and grinned. She loved that grin. It was what drew her to him. “How about tomorrow?”

“We should let new love lie.”

“So… next week?”

She laughed and kissed his cheek. “If we can wait that long.”

Santa chuckled. She nestled into him again, and before they slipped away for a while, he murmured, “I think this was my very favorite Christmas.”

* * * * *

Thanks for reading! Please consider leaving a review. It’s one of the best ways you can help a writer out. And if you enjoyed these stories, how about checking out some of my other erotic collections? You won’t run into any duplicate stories, though you might find some links between characters in the collections. See if you can spot them all.


Stuffers


Every year, the charitable group of women called the Stuffers seek out worthy beneficiaries, men and women who have truly made the world a better place. These people are rewarded with one night of unforgettable pleasure. The Stuffers gather at the year’s most debaucherous women-only Christmas party to share these stories. Five such tales are included in this smoking hot and ultra-sweet Christmas collection!


Delectable Fancies


A general collection of erotic short stories and romances, Delectable Fancies includes stories about a wife’s discovery of her cheating husband, consensual mind control, a playful take on the rich billionaire genre, and a road trip ménage novella.


Neighbors


Featuring two hot and sweet novellas, Neighbors focuses on stories about the women next door. The first novella follows a blossoming 
romance between a young college student and a slightly older neighbor. The other novel, a personal favorite, follows a failed actor as he returns home and falls in love with the hard-on-her-luck neighbor next door.


The Wives


These two novellas and a playful short story feature a married couple falling in love with a female houseguest, a wife’s secret desire to have sex on a train, and a sweet romance about a male barista falling for a woman who will only agree to date him for two weeks after a failed marriage has left her bitter and broken.


Bites


A smaller collection of short stories, Bites features a hot and heavy couple discovering their lust for each other minutes before cops are about to break down their door and arrest them for a robbery. Another story follows a married couple as they fall in lust with their new neighbors, a pair of sexy webcam girls. And a third long and sweet novella follows the proprietor of a new bakery falling for a junior executive, leading to a hot and sticky food play scene.


Wisps


Four women are vacationing on Rahu Island for wildly different reasons. Some for love, some to get away from it all, and some to have the wildest time of their lives. Four intertwined stories of love and lust await!


Bodies of Knowledge


Seven short stories and novellas about hookups between the sexiest teachers and students (all over nineteen!) at Hudwell Academy await readers in this lengthy collection. Featuring super-hot gangbangs, wild orgies, and sweet romantic one-on-one scenarios, this one has a little bit of everything for those who enjoy college or teacher 
fantasies.


Ginger Bred


On a quiet Christmas Eve in New Bainbridge, twelve men and women are about to be given gifts of love and lust in this steamy holiday collection. Featuring everything from ultra-sweet one-on-one romances to raw, frenetic orgies, there’s sure to be a present under this particular tree to satisfy your Christmas cravings.


Casual Games


A crazy hot collection of novellas and short stories focused around games of all kinds – (fictional) video games, pen-and-paper games, massively online games, and even a simple game of basketball with a scorching conclusion that will leave you breathless and ready for more.


Strings


What worlds would open up to you if you could control someone’s mind? For one man, that means becoming a billionaire playboy with nothing better to do than scores of gorgeous women… right up until the point when he falls in love with an alluring guest at his sex club. Combining a full-length erotic novel about mind control and coming to terms with the costs of the ultimate power with a sweeter short story about opening up to saying yes, Strings commands you to check it out. Yes, I hate myself for that joke.


Trio Trysts and Twists


When two just isn’t enough! Contains five steamy stories and novellas about threesomes, if that wasn’t readily apparent. Two beautiful women stumble across a cabin in the midst of a snowstorm and find that the stranger inside may be just what they’re looking for. A pop star looks for some after-show entertainment from her two newest bodyguards. Hard on his luck, a man calls upon the one who 
got away and her lovably silly sapphic partner for a place to stay. At the end of her rope, a woman cheats on her husband to free herself of the loveless marriage. And in the collection’s centerpiece, a beautiful young nanny comes to live with a couple looking for more than just care for their infant.

(Note – no crossing of the swords here or in any of my stories)


Trio Tales


Because my readers loved Trios Trysts and Twists, Trio Tales brings more of that threesome loving! A model fresh off a hard divorce and a long year of shoots and movie roles decides a vacation is in order, and falls head-over-heels for the friendly couple celebrating a much-belated anniversary. A wildly sexual woman celebrates her new implants by inviting a pair of smoking hot guys to spend an unforgettable night with her. A husband helps his wife fulfill a favorite fantasy by inviting his best friend to join them on her birthday. Two lovers take on a third roommate as they face down eviction. And in a unique take on the mobster story, a former criminal makes a cross-country trip with a woman he just met when the ex-wife of his cellmate asks him to come to his funeral.


Power


In the titular novel-length story, one man’s rise from rags to riches is detailed in all its debaucherous and sometimes tragic glory. A story about love, money, and regrets, it’s the bittersweet focus to this collection, and is joined by two more playful shorter stories about bosses and their sexy and handsome employees.


Summer Swells


Summer heat abounds for two best friends in this pair of novellas. Tiffani’s just accepted a new job as a museum curator in an idyllic lakeside town, but that isn’t all that’s about to change. Her new, mysterious neighbor drives her wild with curiosity and his good looks, but a dark secret from his past might keep them apart unless 
he can find it within himself to tell her the truth. And for Fiona, sweet revenge is at hand when a childhood flame reappears in her life. But he’s got a secret too – he’s already got a girlfriend. Contains a bonus third story, but to keep things spoiler-free, it needs to remain hush-hush. HEAs and heat guaranteed with this one!

* * * * *

Find me on Facebook!


https://www.facebook.com/writeriansnow/
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