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Chapter One


Carl sighed as he sank into the plush couch.

It was snowing outside, a veritable blizzard, in fact, but he didn’t care about that. It was as cosy as could be in the log cabin he had rented for the holidays, the real fire burning brightly in the fireplace as he sprawled out on the couch in front of it.

Throughout the cabin, strings of lights of every possible colour ran along the edges of every surface, casting the dimly lit (but not dark) space in a very festive light. He had been particularly pleased with the Christmas tree (live, not plastic) which he had decorated and under which sat piles of intricately wrapped presents (the result of many YouTube tutorials and many, 
many

 failed attempts).

In the kitchen, a turkey was thawing nicely on the side, as well as bags of everything you could want for Christmas dinner. He had spent weeks practising in secret, cooking everything multiple times as he honed his skills, turkey not included (even he couldn’t secretly eat several turkeys by himself!)

It was, by any standard, a picture-perfect Christmas in every conceivable way.

Well, every way but one.

Carl was alone.

More alone than he had ever been in his entire life.

Not because of the blizzard that was raging outside made travelling to the cabin impossible. Nor was there some festive family emergency or terrible accident which meant his fiancee had been unable to make it.

If only!



Merry Christmas x



That’s how it had started.

He knew he shouldn’t have checked his messages whilst driving, but it was a picture message from her and the title was so tempting.



Oh fuck, yes. Give it to me.



It was 
her

 .

On her hands and knees.



You like that, you little slut?



And 
him.



One hand in her hair, the other on the small of her back, fingers only half-covering the tattoo that left him in no doubt who was in the video.

His fianceé.

A car horn blared and he looked at the road, pulling the wheel in a sharp panic, swerving back into his lane and then onto the side of the road, the car jolting sharply as he skidded to a stop.

He sat there, heart racing, adrenaline coursing through his veins, his near-crash soundtracked by his soon-to-be wife’s moans as she got railed by his soon-to-be Best Man.



Oh fuck, yes.





Who’s slut are you?





Yours.





Say it.





I’m your little slut. Oh fuck!



The video disappeared.

A message appeared in its place.



Oops





Meant to send it to the girls x



The Girls.

She often spoke about The Girls.

The gang of friends she had made in college, the ones she didn’t get to see all that often as they had scattered to the furthest parts of the country after graduation.

The ones she was always laughing and joking with on the phone. The ones she was always sending pictures of herself to. The ones she would fly out to visit for a long weekend occasionally, or would rush out to meet whilst they happened to be in town for an afternoon for some reason or another.

His stomach dropped.

How long had this been going on?

How many times had she come home and kissed him after spending an afternoon or a long weekend with The Girls?

How refreshed she had seemed, how revitalised.

He cringed as a wave of nausea washed over him, the realisation that his life was crumbling around him, that everything he knew for certain was a lie.

He undid his seatbelt, threw open the car door and vomited.



Merry fucking Christmas.





Chapter Two


Carl dragged himself up from the couch and paced the room. He felt light-headed, as if he might faint, but the sickening feeling was rising in his stomach once again and he needed to move before it overwhelmed him and ruined the plush white fur rug covering the area between the couch and the fireplace.

So he moved around, trying unsuccessfully to put the thoughts out of his mind. It would do no good to dwell on them, all they would do was cause him pain, and he had had enough of that already.

There was nothing he could do to change the past, he had to move forward.



But it’s hard to move forward,

 he thought to himself, 
when surrounded by memories of everything you’re trying to forget.



The decorations, the presents, the very cabin itself, everything reminded him of what 
she

 had done.



Merry Christmas x



It had been a surprise, a romantic getaway, just the two of them. The kind of idyllic Christmas that only exists in cheesy movies and romance novels.

But this was no romance novel.

The snow, which would have been just perfect with both of them here, a white blanket surrounding their cosy little retreat, the perfect excuse to curl up by the fireplace and do nothing but enjoy one another for the holidays, but now, here alone, it was something else entirely.

It was isolating, desolate. It wasn’t keeping the world out, it was keeping him in!

He put one hand on the wall, head spinning faster now as the reality of his situation began to take hold.

He felt trapped in a Christmas nightmare. Every decoration, every drop of Christmas joy seemed to mock him, as the pure white snow continued to blanket the world outside his Winter Wonderland prison.

The snow was still coming down heavy, setting the most idyllic picture as it isolated him further from the world.

Who knew how long it would last?

Even if it stopped right now, he couldn’t go anywhere. The roads were completely buried and doubtless coated with sheets of ice that could spell disaster for even the most rugged of vehicles.

Needless to say, he wasn’t driving the most rugged of vehicles.

He was a city boy. He had no need for an all-terrain vehicle. The most extreme weather conditions he had to drive in could be dealt with by increasing the speed of the window wipers.

He looked out the window. His small EV was out there, somewhere, its white exterior perfect camouflage for the current environment. In these conditions, he’d struggle to find it let alone drive it!

Not that he was in any fit shape to drive anywhere at all.

Hell, it was a miracle he had made it there in one piece!

God, he 
really

 wanted a drink.

Not that he was an alcoholic, or even much more than a social drinker, but he could 
really

 do with something to take the edge off right now.

He thought about the bag of bottles sitting in the trunk of the car. The one thing he had gone out to get, the reason he had been driving in the first place. The reason he had been in the car when he received that message.

He had swerved quite violently, the car thudding to a halt on the side of the road as he narrowly avoided disaster. He wondered if the bottle had managed to hold. It wasn’t 
too

 bad, but with glass hitting glass, there was always potential for disaster.

He imagined the bottles in the trunk, all broken and smashed, the contents leaking out of the bag and filling the car with a mixture of sweet and bitter aromas, the sort that you would never get out.

But again, he found he just didn’t have it in him to care about that right now.

The bottles had been for her. She loved cocktails (a hobby she had picked up on her nights out with The Girls), and he had been practising those too, but now all that had been for nothing.

He sighed and collapsed back on the couch, the waves of nausea ebbing for a moment, and watched the embers of the fire glow and crackle in the hearth.

He was angry and exhausted, his mind racing even as he was unable to think, his body twitching with energy even as he struggled to do anything. Images of 
her

 raced through his mind, the groans of pleasure as she begged to be fucked, to be degraded, to be used. It was like she was a completely different person, someone he didn’t know. He felt angry, but also aroused, the scene so purely sexual, then embarrassed at finding it anything but repulsive, which only made him angrier, the nausea building up in his stomach again.

But this wasn’t a movie, wasn’t a video on the internet. This was his life! He fell back on the sofa and let out a low wail, his body convulsing as his face grew wet, the feelings, so confusing and conflicting and painful overwhelming him.

He stretched his body out across the couch and let out a scream, primal, raw, an expression of pure rage and sorrow, a cry for help and a plea for this nightmare to end. He screamed until his throat was raw and there was no more sound to make.

Then, exhausted, he curled up into a ball, hot tears running down his cheeks. He lay there, eyes closed, listening to the crackle of the fire. It was warm and comforting, the centrepiece of every perfect Christmas.

As he lay there, listening to the only sound in the cabin, the flickering of the flames causing shadows to dance behind his eyelids, exhaustion took over and he fell asleep.



Chapter Three




THUD. THUD. THUD.



He awoke with a jolt. He tried to breathe but his throat was dry. He coughed, eyes still closed. He could feel they were puffy and swollen. Finally, with a gasp, he took in a deep breath and began to cough.

Water, he needed water.

Or maybe electrolytes.

Were they really a thing?

He tried to think.

His head was swimming, his throat parched, his face sore.

What was he doing? Where was he?

He looked around the cabin and it all came rushing back to him.

He groaned, wishing it hadn’t.

He craned his neck and looked out of the window, seeing the snow was coming down harder than ever.

Still no chance of escape.

Then he remembered, the thumping noise that had woken him up.



Must have been a branch

 , he thought as he settled back down to go to sleep once again, 
or perhaps some snow falling from the roof. No one could possibly be out in this…





THUD. THUD. THUD.



He sat up again and looked towards the front door.

It was wooden, sturdy, and locked.

And there was someone banging on it from outside.

Or maybe he was delusional.

But then he watched as the door handle jiggled and realised there was 
definitely

 someone outside and they were 
definitely

 trying to get in.

Carl stood and walked towards the door. His legs felt unsteady beneath him, like they belonged to someone else, and his head was still spinning. He tried to think, focusing on the thoughts swirled around in his mind, but they were too ephemeral, too insubstantial. It was like trying to catch the wind in his hands.



THUD. THUD. THUD.



He stopped by the door, cursing that there was no peephole.

Surely this couldn’t be anything good? Who the hell would be out in this?

He rubbed his head. Whoever was outside certainly wasn’t trying to hide it. But at the same time, why would they? They were miles from anywhere that even remotely resembled civilisation. It would take the police a long time to get here in the best conditions, and these weren’t the best conditions.

If he opened the door now, he could be in big, 
big

 trouble.

He jumped, letting out a cry of surprise as a figure knocked on the window. He stared like a deer in the headlights.



They can’t see you if you don’t move

 .

The figure banged on the window again and waved at him.



Fuck.



He’d been seen, no doubt, but he couldn’t see who they were outside, their face cast in shadow from the large fur-lined hood they had pulled up over their head.

That was normal, wasn’t it?

It would be stranger if they 
weren’t

 bundled up tight with their face covered, right?



THUD. THUD. THUD.



The figure was back at the door.

Perhaps they hadn’t seen him, he thought, hopefully. Perhaps the weather was too much and through bleary eyes, they couldn’t see much of anything. But he didn’t buy that for a second.

Whoever was out there had seen him and they were desperate to get inside.

He stepped towards the door and grabbed the door handle and the lock. Either they needed help or they were here to rob him.

“Fuck it,” said Carl, as he turned the key and unlocked the door.

If they wanted to take it, they could take it all. He had nothing left to lose.

As the door opened, he was pushed back as the wind thrust the mighty door open, slamming it into the cabin wall as snow and ice bellowed into the cabin, the wind whistling through the empty space, as if impressed by his efforts to keep things cosy and warm even as it stole every drop of heat emanating from the fireplace within seconds.

He braced himself against the wind, one hand on the door handle to hold himself steady, the other covering his eyes from the snow as he tried to make out who had been banging on the door.

And as he stood there, the cold gale pushing the winter storm through the cabin, it was the figure standing in the doorway which sent a shiver through his body.



Chapter Four


She stood there perfectly still even as the wind ruffled the fur lining the edge of her heavy hood. She stared at him from underneath it, her face partly illuminated by the cabin lights.

She was not, he felt sure, about to murder him. Even if she tried, he felt fairly confident he could overpower the petite Asian woman standing in front of him, half-frozen, despite wearing a thick Parka jacket, the hood of which was tied tightly around her face and which on her short frame, ran down to her knees.

He didn’t know what else she had on underneath, but he suspected not much, given she was wearing knee-high boots which were definitely not made for these conditions. In between where the coat and boots nearly met, a sliver of leggings, suggesting she was wearing a (quite likely rather short) skirt.

“Are you alright?” he asked, his bare feet turning to ice as the weather refused to ease up even a little. “Do you need some help?”

He could see she was shaking and wasn’t surprised, given her skimpy outfit. He couldn’t imagine that any of the rest of her outfit was more weather-appropriate than her boots.

“Come in,” he shouted, stepping to the side, “you must be freezing.” Even as he said this, he realised he was making an effort to not look like he was feeling the cold, although he wasn’t sure why.

But then, instead of accepting his offer, which she had been so desperate for just a few moments earlier, she did something he never expected, and ran away.

“Wait!” he shouted, his words whisked away by the howling winds as they seemed to whisk her away from his view completely. He thought about chasing after her, but he wasn’t in the least prepared for this situation. He wasn’t even sure he had anything suitable for chasing a stranger through the arctic tundra that had formed outside the cabin. Even if he did, by the time he got changed, she could be anywhere.

Realising there was nothing he could do for her without putting them both at even greater risk, he grabbed the front door and, with some considerable effort, forced it shut. The door closed with a thud as he finally got it in place, the lock mechanism holding it securely. He stood there a moment with his back against the door, shivering intensely, his bare feet icy cold and covered in snow.

He cursed as he wiped his feet on the legs of his pyjama trousers and began to walk towards the fireplace. Then he stopped and walked back to the front door, flicking on the porch light. It wasn’t much, but it was something. If she decided to come back, it would help her find him again, whoever she was.

He walked back to the fireplace and settled down on the fur rug in front of it, it was soft. The exact kind of rug that would be perfect for a couple to snuggle up on in front of a roaring fire, the romantic setting lending itself to more than that.

But he wasn’t in a couple and warming his frostbitten toes in front of the flickering flames was as far from romantic as he could imagine. Still, he wasn’t all that bothered as his body cried out for warmth, overwriting all other concerns.

As he sat there, finally some feeling returning to his toasty toes, there it was again.



THUD. THUD. THUD.





Chapter Five


He got up and rushed to the door, ready to throw it open and let the poor woman in before she froze to death. But with a hand on the lock, he stopped.



Was this a trap?



Was she sent out as a scout to see if anyone was home and then, finding a suitable target, was supposed to run off and bring reinforcements?

Was he about to open this door and find, not a shivering petite Asian woman in unsuitable clothing for the weather, but a pair of burly thugs ready to ransack the place?

It was at that point he realised he didn’t care what happened to him. He had had enough. If they wanted to ransack the place, they could go for it. Hell, he was amazed he hadn’t done it himself already.

He unlocked the door and pulled it open. As before, he was immediately thrown back by the wind as the cabin door swung inwards and clattered against the cabin wall.

He stood there staring in disbelief.

The woman in the heavy coat and inappropriate boots had returned, only this time she was flanked by two companions.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself, the sound whipped away by the wind.

He was right, she 
had

 been sent as a scouting party.

He stood there, taken aback by the sight before him. He didn’t know what was going on, but he did know one thing for certain, her new companions certainly didn’t look like what anyone would describe as “burly thugs.”



Chapter Six


The three figures rushed into the cabin from the howling blizzard.

“Close the door,” ordered one of the intruders, their collective feet clattering on the wooden floor, snow falling from their shoes.

Carl, taken aback by being ordered around in his own (rented) home, stood and watched as the wind pelted his back.

“It’s 
freezing!

 ” cried another.

Suddenly, he came to his senses, grabbed the cabin door and fought against the gale blowing in, until he got it shut once again. Then he stayed there a moment, eyes closed as he caught his breath as he held the door shut, as if half expecting it to fly open once again.

“Who are you?” he asked as he opened his eyes, “and what are you doing here?”. But they were gone. All that was left were three pairs of shoes, sitting in a growing puddle of water. Memories of the Wizard of Oz and the melting witch flashed through his mind, though he couldn’t imagine describing any of them as ‘wicked’.

He walked deeper into the cabin, following the sound of shivers and moans, until he found them huddled around the fire, warming their now bare feet and hands by the flames, all three of them huddled up tightly.

He stood there, watching them as they continued, seemingly oblivious to his presence.

“Would anyone like to tell me what’s going on?” he asked, unsure whether he should be annoyed they barged into his cabin, or relieved they had done so.

“It’s snowing,” said one of them, her eyes still fixed on the fire.

“I noticed,” said Carl, stepping closer, but not too close. He was freezing himself, but didn’t want to force himself next to them. So he stood and watched as the three women continued to warm themselves by the fire.

The woman who had knocked was in the middle of the other two, her wet jacket discarded and he could see that her skirt had been shorter than even he imagined (not imagined, 
suspected

 , he corrected himself) and her sleeveless top didn’t offer much in the way of thermal protection either.

On either side of her, two women of similar age, which he took to be her friends, were also wearing very much 
not

 winter-appropriate clothing. Clearly, they had been on their way to some Christmas party or other, but somehow had ended up here instead.

He cursed as he took a step forward and tripped on a discarded high heel.

“Careful,” one of the women cried, her long smooth legs pulled close to her body as her short black dress rode up her thighs, “they’re expensive!”

“And highly practical,” he said, examining the remarkably long and thin heel.

“Exactly,” she said, no hint of irony in her voice.

“Would anyone like a cup of tea?” he asked, his brain completely frazzled by the surreal nature of the situation. At no point had he expected to be sharing the cabin with three beautiful Asian women who were dressed like they were ready to go to the party to end all parties.

“
Y-ye-ye-yes pl-pl-ee-ease,

 ” stuttered the third woman, not that Carl could blame her. After all, all she was wearing was a tight-fitting crop top, and a short skirt. And of course, planted on top of her dyed-blonde hair which sat just below her ears, a pair of reindeer antlers.

The other two women muttered and nodded their heads, which Carl wasn’t sure whether meant ‘yes please’ or just a natural reaction to being freezing cold.

Regardless, he decided to head into the kitchen to make some tea. Worst case scenario, they could hold the cups to warm their hands.



What are you doing?

 Asked the voice in his head as he prepared four cups of tea, 
you don’t know these women. They could be dangerous!





Dangerous?

 He thought to himself, 
they don’t weigh more than a hundred pounds each, soaking wet. And they are soaking wet! And frozen to the bone, to boot. How dangerous could they possibly be?



Before the voice in his head could answer, he began clanging around in the cupboards and drawers, waiting for the kettle to boil as he prepared to make four perfect cups of tea.



Chapter Seven


“Here we go,” said Carl as he walked in with a tray containing four cups of tea.

He walked up to the three women in front of the fire and handed each one a cup of tea, which they held close to their bodies, moaning with pleasure as they absorbed the warmth.

“Now,” he continued, standing to the side, letting the heat of the fire surreptitiously warm him as he spoke, “does anyone want to tell me what’s going on?”

“It’s snowing,” said the first woman, the one with the long legs and tight-fitting black dress.

“Yes,” said Carl, “we established that earlier.”

“Our car went off the road,” added the second, the blonde with antlers. “We were stuck, we thought we were going to have to stay out there all night!”

“There’s no service here,” said the first, “it’s like we’re in the middle of nowhere!”



We are in the middle of nowhere

 , thought Carl, deciding saying that out loud would be unhelpful, to say the least.

“But Alice,” said the second, “she said she thought she saw a cabin on the way here.”

Carl looked at them. Even in the best conditions it wasn’t easy to find this place, even when you’re looking for it. And these weren’t the best conditions.

“
I thought I saw smoke

 ,” said the woman in the middle who had first shown up at his door.



Alice

 .

It suited her.

“But I wasn’t sure.”

He thought about it. It was 
possible

 , he guessed, but hardly likely. But what reason would they have to lie?



Could be all sorts of reasons,

 said the voice in his head.

“We only had one jacket,” said the second woman, the blonde, “we couldn’t all go.”

“Plus Alice had the sturdiest shoes,” added the first, stretching out her legs towards the fire and wiggling her toes, like he had never heard of shoes before, or where they went.

Carl turned and looked at the shoes piled in the middle of the floor behind him. If he had to choose between the ridiculously high heels, the little strappy number with the exposed toes, and the knee-high boots, the boots would be the obvious choice, even if they were just the best of a bad bunch.

“Then she came back for us,” said the second.

“Why didn’t you come in?” asked Carl, “warm yourself up first? You’re hardly dressed for the weather. We could have gone out to get them together.”

“I-I was afraid,” said Alice, stammering.

Carl looked at her, surprised.



Afraid?





Of what?





Of him?



He thought of the urge to laugh. He had never intimidated so much as a pigeon in his entire life. Hell, he was so 
not intimidating

 that his best friend had no compunction about not only fucking his fianceé, but also filming the act!

That’s how little he was intimidated by Carl, how little he feared the consequences of his actions.

But then he thought for a second longer. He was a man, a stranger. He was much bigger than Alice (not that that was difficult!) and she was frozen half to death! She was probably terrified the whole time, and who could blame her?

“N-not of you,” she clarified, as if reading his mind. “I was afraid if I came in I might fall asleep and forget about…” she trailed off. “You wouldn’t know they were out there.”

“No,” said Carl, “I suppose I wouldn’t.”

He imagined the two women huddled together in the back of the car, holding one another close, using their body heat to keep one another warm, their skimpy clothing all but useless.

He didn’t know why, but he had the sudden urge to wrap them all up in a blanket and hold them close to him.

“Would you like a blanket?” he asked, “I’m sure there are some around here somewhere.”

“We would,” said the first, “but we’re all so wet.”

“Dripping,” said the second.

Carl felt his heart begin to race faster and tried not to think of the entendre they had accidentally made. These three women were in need of his assistance, not his lechery.

“Do you have a shower?” asked Alice, her hands running up and down her arms as she hugged herself, causing her large breasts to be pushed up and together.

“Y-yes,” he stammered, trying not to look at her blossoming cleavage, “it’ll be good to get you warmed up. Because of the weather,” he added, needlessly.

The three women stood up with seeming difficulty, hanging onto one another as they stood, instinctively tugging at their clothes to maintain their modesty.

“This way,” he said, walking along the cabin towards the bathroom. “There’s only the one, I’m afraid. The cabin isn’t really meant for parties of more than two or three.”

He held the door open as the three of them squeezed into the room. It wasn’t particularly large, but it did contain a reasonably-sized walk-in shower, perfect for a couple looking to get clean and dirty at the same time.

“That’s perfect,” said the first. “I call dibs.”

“You can’t just call dibs,” said the second, “Alice was the one walking out in the snow all that time.”

“I’m ok,” said Alice, her arms wrapped around her body, still shivering.

“See?” said the first. “Dibs.”

“I’ll go get you some towels,” said Carl, “there’s plenty here, enough to last a couple of people a little while.”

He walked out of the bathroom and headed for the bedroom, leaving them squabbling over who got to shower first. The sound made him smile, but he wasn’t sure why. Perhaps, he thought, it was a sign they were warming up, that they were ok.

But why would he care about that? He didn’t even know them.

He opened the ottoman at the foot of the bed and picked up three fluffy white towels, soft and crisp and clean, then began to make his way back towards the bathroom.



I must tell them about the hot water,

 he thought, unsure if there would be enough for all three of them, especially if someone took a particularly long shower.

“I’m not sure how much hot wat – ahh!” he cried quickly entering and exiting the bathroom in one jerky movement. He stood there, perfectly still, breathing deeply, afraid to move so much as a muscle.

He felt like he had stood there for hours, but when the bathroom door opened behind him, it must only have been a couple of seconds.

He could feel the heat on his back as the shower ran in the background, conjuring up hot billows of steam.

“Is everything ok?” asked Alice from behind him.

“I’m sorry,” he said, not turning around, “I didn’t know you would be –”

“Sorry,” said the second woman, “our clothes were so cold and wet, we simply had to get them off.”

She sounded so close to Alice, that couldn’t help but picture her naked body pressing gently against her friend, her hand resting softly on Alice’s bare shoulder.

“It’s ok,” he said, “I should have knocked. I didn’t see… anything,” he added, which was clearly a lie to make them feel better, himself included.

He had seen something. He had seen 
everything.



How could he not have?

The three of them were in the bathroom together, naked, the shower running at full pelt, the room filled with hot steam, the kind he felt was coming out of his ears at the sight of their smooth, slim bodies as they rubbed their hands all over themselves, trying to keep warm.

“I brought you towels,” he said after a moment.

“You’re so sweet,” said the second voice, leaning in and giving him a peck on the cheek as she reached over Alice and pulled a towel from the pile in his hands.

“No problem,” he said, trying to keep the quiver out of his voice, “no problem at all.”

“Thank you,” said Alice, softly, her hand resting on his shoulder, “this is really kind of you.” She reached and took the rest of the towels from him as he continued to admire the structural integrity of the beams holding up the cabin’s roof, trying desperately not to think of Alice’s naked body brushing against his back as she took the towels, her large breasts now freed from her tight top.

“Any time,” he said quietly to himself as the bathroom door closed behind him, “any time.”



Chapter Eight


Carl paced the cabin.

It had felt far too big when he was alone. But now, it felt far too small.

Was it hot in here?

He was certainly feeling hot.

Maybe he had put too much wood on the fire.

Yes, that must be it.

Why else would he be sweltering in the middle of a blizzard?

“What else could cause him to feel such heat in every inch of his body?

“Oh my god,” cried the first woman, “that was am-az-ing.”

“My skin is so pink,” agreed the blonde.

“I think I need a second shower just to cool off again!” said Alice, causing the three of them to laugh.



Sounds good to me

 , he thought, as he felt his temperature begin to rise again. 
A cold shower might be exactly what I need.



He walked into the kitchen and opened the freezer door, standing there as he tried to cool off.

“
Oh yes,

 ” moaned the first woman, followed by sighs of satisfaction from the other two women, none of which did anything to cool him down.

“I could stay like this forever,” said Alice.

Carl, still hotter than he had any right to be, closed the freezer door and walked back into the living room. He wasn’t sure if they heard his gasp, but he was sure he had inhaled deeply, the room feeling as if all the air had been sucked out of it.

The three women were squished together on the couch, stretched out as they enjoyed the warmth of the fire, wearing nothing but the towels he had handed them (or rather, the towels they had taken from him as he admired the ceiling beams).

Sure, the towels were big white and fluffy things that covered most of their bodies, but still, you can never be 
that

 covered if you’re wearing a towel. After all, you’re only one wrong move away from being completely…

The first woman yawned as she stretched her long legs out in front of her, letting the fire get her toes nice and toasty, as she arched her back, her arms stretched out above her.



You’re only one wrong move away…



Alice sighed contentedly as she allowed her feet to sink into the plush rug once again, her long black hair still damp, clinging to her face. The second woman, sandwiched in between them, had her legs pulled up underneath her, and was resting her head gently against Alice’s bare shoulder.

“Do you have any hot chocolate?” asked the first woman, tilting her head back over the back of the couch and looking at him upside down.

“
Lisa

 ,” hissed Alice, “don’t be rude!”

“What?” asked the first woman – 
Lisa

 – as she quickly sat back up, “I’m just asking our gracious host if he has something to warm us up.”

“I’ve got hot chocolate,” he said, staring at the icy landscape through the window, imagining himself out there, the wind and snow whipping his naked body, cooling him down.



Why did he have to be naked?



“I’ll go get you some,” he said, turning back to the kitchen.

“Thank you so much,” said Lisa, “uhh…”

“Carl,” he said, moving towards the kitchen without looking back.

“Thank you so much, 
Carl

 ,” Lisa purred, sending the wrong kind of shivers through Carl’s spine.

“See,” he heard her whisper, “I can be a considerate guest.”

Right then, he knew he was in trouble.



Chapter Nine




I can be a considerate guest.





Guest?





Is that what they were now?



Carl focused hard on the question at hand, trying desperately not to think about the tone in her voice when she said his name, and all the ways she might choose to be considerate.

He shook his head, as if he could shake away the unwanted thoughts.

“Focus,” he said to himself, “
focus.

 ”

He turned his attention to the task at hand. He arranged the four empty cups, portioning out the deluxe hot chocolate power – his fianceé’s – 
ex-fianceé’s

 – favourite, as the milk warmed on the gas stove.

He felt a pang of sadness in his chest, but tried not to think about that either.

From the other room, he heard a bout of laughter, and was thankful for the distraction. He picked up the saucepan and poured the warmed milk into the cups, focusing on what his new guests needed. They seemed a lot better than when they first arrived, but there were still a lot of questions that needed to be answered.

Like, what now?

“Hot chocolate’s ready,” he called as he entered from the kitchen, four mugs filled slightly too much.

The three women stopped and turned, turning and leaning over the back of the couch as they watched him approach, smiles beaming on their faces. Carl offered a polite smile back, forcing himself to maintain eye contact with them, and not to stare at their bare shoulders, or the space where their towels were tucked, with varying degrees of sturdiness, between their breasts.

“You are 
such

 a sweetheart,” said the blonde, reaching for a cup.

“Thank you, 
Carl

 ,” said Lisa, a little 
too

 sweetly as she took her cup, fluttering her eyelashes playfully.

“Yes, thank you, Carl,” said Alice, carefully taking her cup and taking a small sip. She moaned softly as she tasted the sweet drink, her eyes closing as she savoured the moment.

“My pleasure,” said Carl, taking his cup and sitting in the single-person seat off to the side. He watched them for a moment, the three women drinking their warm drinks, oohing and aahing and sighing as the sweetness met their lips, their tongues slipping out, looking for every last drop.

He took a sip of his hot chocolate, trying not to think how sweet their lips would be, even without the chocolate. He grimaced as the hot drink singed his tongue, a little warmer than he had expected, but was thankful for something else to focus on.

“So, said Carl, unsure how to proceed in the calm silence that had descended upon the four of them, “feeling any better?”

“
So much better

 ,” said Lisa, “that shower was exactly what I – what 
we

 – needed.”

“I hope it wasn’t too crowded in there,” he said, immediately regretting it.

“We’re used to it,” said Alice, whose pale cheeks turned suddenly red. “I mean, we’re used to being cramped together, like in the car. Not that we regularly shower together. I mean, we have, but that’s in the gym so that doesn’t count, right? That’s not really showering 
together

 , that’s just showering at the same time. Yes, we did just shower 
together

 , but not together 
together

 , that was more like an emergency show–”

“Hon,” said Lisa, softly, placing one hand gently on her knee, “I’m not sure Carl wants to hear about our group shower routines.” She turned to Carl. “Right?” she added, the slightest hint of a mischievous grin on her lips.

“Yes,” said Carl, “I mean no, I mean…”

“Leave the poor boy alone,” said the second woman, “he’s got enough to deal with with the three of us showing up at his door, without you making it harder for him.”

“Perhaps he likes when we make it ha–”

“Don’t. Even.” said the blonde, cutting her off.

“Fine,” Lisa said, rolling her eyes.

“Sorry about her,” said the blonde woman to Carl, “I’d say she’s gone loopy from the cold, but she’s always like this. Hey!” she cried as Lisa bounced hard, shaking the couch, “you nearly spilt hot chocolate all over me!”

“Oops,” said Lisa, “must be the hyperthermia madness setting in. Hey!” she cried as the blonde did the same in retaliation, Lisa’s coca swirling precariously in her cup.

“Cut it out,” hissed Alice, sandwiched between them, a drop of hot chocolate on her fingers, “we’re not in the car anymore.”

The two women shifted in their seats, both simmering with frustration, a feeling Carl could relate to.

“Oh my,” said Alice, “I’ve just realised we haven’t been formally introduced. I’m Alice.” She stuck out her hand.

Carl sat there a moment, surprised by this obvious revelation. Even though he didn’t know all of their names, this hadn’t seemed to matter. He felt somehow that he had known them for the longest time, even as their presence made him feel all sorts of feelings he hadn’t experienced for a long time.

“Oops.” She pulled her hand back and sucked the chocolate off her fingers, moaning with pleasure as she tasted it on her skin.

She stuck her hand back out and then realising what she had done, swapped hands with the cup and stuck her other hand out.

“Sorry about that. I’m Alice,” she repeated.

“Hi Alice,” said Carl, rising from her seat and leaning forward to take her hand in his. It was small and soft and very warm. “Nice to meet you.” She smiled, her cheeks flushing red again and he could barely contain himself at how cute he found that.

“And this,” she said signalling to the blonde woman by her side, “is Rose.”

“Hi Rose,” he said, regretfully letting Alice’s hand slip from his, but being instantly comforted as Rose’s soft hand stretched out and replaced it.

“Nice to meet you,” said Rose, “thank you so much for everything you’ve done for us.”

“No problem,” he said, still shaking her hand, “anyone would have done the same.”

“And that,” said Alice, indicating to the other side, “is Lisa.”

“Hi Lisa,” said Carl, taking her smooth hand in his.

“
A pleasure

 ,” she cooed, her slender fingers stroking his hand. She smiled and he found himself getting lost in it, felt himself being drawn to her.

Rose coughed and Carl snapped back to reality, stepping back and sliding his hand from Lisa’s grip which had shown no signs of releasing him any time soon.

He huffed as he fell back in his chair, nearly spilling his hot chocolate.

“And I’m Carl,” he said, trying to ignore the fact all three women were now fully focused on him.

“Yes,” said Lisa, “we know.”

“Oh right,” he said, “of course.”

He felt a wave of embarrassment wash over him. He was making a fool of himself in front of his three stunning – 
no

 , he corrected himself – his 
three

 guests. Period.

But as they laughed, the tension lifted and Carl found himself laughing along with them.

“So,” said Lisa, “where’s your girlfriend?”

Just as quickly as it had started, the laughter stopped. They looked at Carl, their expressions turning from joy to pity, telling him everything he needed to know about his own face.

“
Lisa

 ,” said Rose, “that’s not an appropriate question.”

“
What?

 ” she said, placing a hand on her chest, “it’s a 
perfectly

 valid question. “No one rents a cabin 
like this

 by themselves, and if they do, they certainly don’t bring presents for themselves.” She gestured to the tree and the piles of presents underneath. “I mean, unless they’re a serial killer or something. And look at him, does he look like the kind of guy that would chop our heads off?”

Alice and Rose looked at Carl for a moment, considering the possibility, before dismissing it.

So,” said Lisa, turning her attention back to Carl, “where is she?”

“She isn’t here,” he said quietly as he stared into his hot chocolate – 
her hot chocolate

 .

“Bad weather?” prompted Alice, the tone of her voice hopeful but clearly not expecting a positive response.

“Not quite,” he said, struggling to get the words out, “we were going to – it was supposed to be a surprise – but then… she…”

“
Died?

 ” proclaimed Lisa, “that’s awful!”

Lisa leaned forward and put her hand on his knee, trying to console him. Then, for no reason he could work out, he burst into laughter.

“No,” he wheezed as he struggled for breath, doubled over in the chair, hands wrapped around his waist, feeling as if he was about to explode, “no, she’s not –” he burst into laughter again, “sorry, it’s not funny – it’s just…”

He continued laughing for a while until tears began to roll down his eyes, then the laughter stopped but the tears continued, until he was sobbing fully in front of the three strangers sitting opposite him.

“I’m sorry,” said Lisa, her hand still on his knee, “I didn’t mean to…”

“It’s alright,” said Carl, breathing deeply as the tears slowed and eventually stopped, “I think I needed that. I’ve been holding it in. Better to let it out now than…” He looked up at the three women sitting opposite him, the flickering of the fire and the twinkling of the Christmas lights making them look like angels through his bleary eyes. Three beautiful angels adorned in white robes, well fluffy towels, sent to rescue Christmas.



They must be angels

 , he thought, 
why else would they be naked?



“Clothes!” he proclaimed, startling the three women as the fact hit him like a revelation, “you need clothes.”

“
Need

 is a strong word,” said Lisa, “but I suppose we can’t wear towels all night. But that’s not too bad either.”

“He’s sad,” said Rose, reaching over Alice and giving Lisa a gentle slap on the arm.

“
He’s single

 ,” whispered Lisa.

“We’ll be ok like this for a bit,” said Alice, “at least until our clothes dry.”

“I doubt they’ll dry particularly quickly in a pile on the bathroom floor,” said Lisa.

“Oh,” said Alice, “right. Maybe we should go sort those out.”

“I have clothes,” said Carl, “well, sort of.” The three women turned to see him as he staggered across the room and crouched under the Christmas tree. “They might not fit perfectly, but they should do for a bit. I just need to…”

He picked up a present and put it down, then picked up another.

“It’s here somewhere,” he muttered, trying present after present.

“We can help,” said Lisa as she scrambled off the couch and onto the floor next to Carl. “Ooh, this feels like something,” she said, picking up a large rectangular item and squeezing it, before ripping the wrapping paper off in a frenzy.

“Lisa!” cried Rose, as she watched aghast, “they’re not yours!”

“They’re not 
hers

 either,” said Lisa, a tone of contempt in her voice, “not anymore. She had her chance.”

Carl laughed at Lisa’s bluntness and indifferent shrug. She was right, there was no need to be coy anymore, these presents weren’t for anyone.

“Get stuck in ladies,” he said loudly, “waste not want not.”

“Are you sure?” asked Alice, as she perched on the edge of the couch, both eager and reluctant.

“Absolutely,” said Carl, “I’ve got no use for them.”

“Good,” said Lisa holding up a large, fluffy dressing gown, “because I have. Hey!” She looked up at Rose, who had sneaked behind her and grabbed the dressing gown from her fingers.

“Ohh, this 
is

 lovely,” she said, jumping back and avoiding Lisa’s lunging hand as she held the robe to her body, “so soft.” She moved back further, jogging away as Lisa stood, her towel barely holding as she gave chase.

Rose laughed as she threw on the robe over her towel, tying it tightly as Lisa got closer.

“That’s mine!” said Lisa, tackling Rose, propelling both of them onto the couch, Rose laughing as Lisa tried to undo the robe, her own towel becoming increasingly loose in the struggle.

“Possession,” said Lisa, through a fit of hysterics, her hands holding the robe firmly closed over her body, “possession is nine-tenths of the law!”

“I’ll possess your ass, now,” said Lisa as she straddled Rose, who wriggled underneath her as Lisa tried to pin her hands above her head.

Carl watched in astonishment as the two women fought over the robe, laughing and grunting and then finally screaming as Rose shifted sharply, causing Lisa to overbalance, sending them both crashing to the rug.

Alice gasped as they fell, then let out a sigh of relief as the two women hit the floor and continued rolling around as if nothing had happened, then gasped again as Lisa’s towel fell off.

Carl gawked at Lisa as she straddled Rose, now completely naked, her towel laying on the rug next to her and Rose, and seemingly completely indifferent to it. Then, realising what he was doing, quickly averted his eyes back to the presents, desperately searching for something – 
anything

 – to take his attention away from the scene behind him.

“Hey,” called Alice, “here’s another one.”

“I don’t want 
another one

 ,” called Lisa as she struggled with Rose, the robe opening more as they struggled, “I want 
this

 one.”

Undeterred, Alice threw a large but light package at Lisa, which she caught with ease. Rose, seizing the initiative of the distraction, shifted and pushed Lisa off her and onto the rug.

At least, that’s what Carl assumed was happening, his eyes still firmly focused on the presents, something he continued to do as he listened to the ripping of wrapping paper, wondering what Alice had thrown, knowing there was only one robe.

“Not quite my shade,” said Lisa, “but they’ll do for now.”

Carl continued to search through the presents as he listened to Lisa and Rose huff and puff as they climbed to their feet, the wrapping paper rustling underneath their feet.

“How do I look?” asked Lisa.

Carl wanted to desperately turn his head, but was afraid to. But when Alice laughed and clapped her hands, he felt it was safe to turn around.

“They look so comfortable,” said Alice, “maybe I should have kept them for myself.”

Carl turned to see that Lisa was now wearing a two-piece tartan winter pyjama set. It didn’t quite fit her, hanging loose on her slim frame, the sleeves and legs a bit too long, but she wore it with such confidence that Carl had to admit she looked really great in it.

“You can have them,” said Lisa, her hands beginning to undo the top buttons on the shirt.

“That’s ok,” said Alice, pleadingly, “maybe we can swap later.”

Lisa shrugged and walked back to the tree without bothering to redo the top two buttons on the shirt, leaving it hanging open, her pale skin contrasting with the striking reds of the pyjamas.

“Where can I put these?” asked Rose. Carl turned to look and saw Lisa holding two towels, hers and Lisa’s.

“Just anywhere for now,” he said, trying not to focus on the robe hanging precariously loosely at her chest, as he tried not to think about what she was now wearing underneath, “I’ll put them in the machine in a bit.”

“We still need to find something for you,” said Lisa as she knelt next to Alice, pulling a few strands of still-damp hair from her face, “ooo, what’s this I wonder?”

Carl turned just in time to see Lisa ripping open a package with a bright silver bow on it.

“No,” he exclaimed, “that’s not…”

But it was too late.

“Lookie here,” said Lisa, whistling as she examined the lacy red lingerie set in her hands. “Who was this a gift for?” she asked, “her or you?”

Carl tried to speak, but only a croak came out.

“No need to stress out,” said Lisa, running the soft material between her fingertips, “we all know the answer.” She gave a wink and held the set up to Alice’s towel. “Mmm,” she moaned, “I think this would look really good on you. What do you think, Carl? Is this enough to keep Alice warm tonight?”

Carl looked up at the mention of his name, his heart thumping as he imagined Alice in the skimpy underwear he had bought as a present for himself, one he had marked with a silver bow, so they would both know it was not a present to be opened in polite company.

Not that the company he had now was particularly polite. Not that that was a problem, at all.

“Cut it out,” said Alice as she pulled Lisa’s wrist down, her face as red as her friend’s new pyjamas.

“What about this one?” said Rose, who was now kneeling behind Carl, going through presents on the other side of the tree. “This one feels soft.”

Carl saw the package and let out a small sigh of relief as he noticed the lack of silver bow on it. Whatever it was, he could be certain there was nothing scandalous in there.

Carl watched as Alice unwrapped the present, her fingers working precisely, meticulously opening it without tearing the paper.

“Ooh,” said Lisa, “very cute.”

It was another pair of pyjamas, silk this time, a pink shorts and t-shirt set, more suited for summer, but it was warm enough in the cabin now that it didn’t really make much difference. Besides, it was only for one night.

Wasn’t it?

“They’re lovely,” said Rose, leaning over Carl, her robe falling open, her perky breasts on display directly beneath his face as he struggled to look directly at Alice whilst keeping a neutral ‘I didn’t even notice’ expression on his face. Although from the small grin on Alice’s face, he suspected he wasn’t feigning his ignorance quite as well as he had hoped.

“I’m not sure they’re me,” said Alice, reaching forward and stroking the material between two fingers. “They are really pretty though,” she added, glancing at Carl.

“We’re not shopping here,” said Lisa, “we’re just trying to look vaguely respectable for our host here.”

“Just try them on,” said Rose, leaning back, allowing Carl to breathe with relief, “we can always swap later or something.”

“Ok,” said Alice as she stood up carefully. “Where can I change?”

“Just chuck them on,” said Lisa, “Carl’s a gentleman, he won’t look. Much.”

“I can go into the…” Carl began, going to stand, before a hand from Lisa held him in place.

“It’s ok,” said Lisa, “we trust you.”

“You can go behind the couch if it makes you feel more comfortable,” said Rose.

Alice nodded slightly and headed behind the couch.

Carl turned his face to the floor and closed his eyes. He tried not to picture the scene. Tried not to picture Alice undoing her towel, pulling the ends from between her large breasts and letting the towel fall to the floor. He certainly didn’t picture it when he heard the fabric hit the ground, leaving her standing there, completely naked, her soft, pale skin illuminated by the fire and the lights, as she bent over, her soft ass sticking out slightly, her smooth lips glistening as she pulled the silk shorts up her body, until they fit snugly on her, outlining the shape of her ass perfectly. And he certainly didn’t picture her stretching her tight body as she lifted the shirt up and pulled it over her head, stretching the fabric over her breasts, which were clearly much too large for the shirt, then pulling her long dark hair out of the collar and shaking it into place again, sighing with relief as it fell over her shoulder.

“You can open your eyes now, you gentleman you,” said Lisa.

“I’m not sure,” said Alice, “you think it might be a bit tight?”

Carl looked up, his mouth agape as Alice stepped from behind the couch. She was petite, but had curves in all the right places, every one outlined perfectly by the soft silk clinging to her body. He looked up from her bare feet, up her smooth legs to the shorts clinging to her thighs, then up, her midriff exposed as the shirt hung loosely over her torso, stretched out and away as it hugged her breasts, her hardened nipples clearly visible underneath.

“You look so good,” said Rose, clapping softly. “It really accentuates your figure.”

“I’ll say,” said Lisa, “what do you think Carl?”

“Huh?” asked Carl, turning to Lisa and seeing her smirk and then to Rose, and seeing the same, “oh yes,” he said, looking at Alice but not really, “it really suits you.”

“See?” said Lisa.

“You look really lovely.”

“Thank you,” said Alice, tugging at the bottom of the shirt, as if trying to make it cover her flat stomach.

“Now that we’re all decent,” proclaimed Lisa, “the fun can begin!”

“What fun?” asked Rose, a hint of trepidation in her voice.

“The rest of the presents, obviously,” said Lisa, dropping to her knees and rummaging through, looking for the best one.

Carl looked at Alice and then Rose, both of whom were looking at him. Then, with a smile and a nod from him, they both lit up and jumped down next to Lisa, rummaging through the presents.

As he sat back and watched the three women rummaging under the Christmas tree, looking stunning in the items he had bought, he realised this might actually be one of the best Christmases he had experienced for a long, long time.



Chapter Ten


Carl sat in a daze on the floor, surrounded by the flakes of wrapping paper that whirled in the air like a typhoon as the three women laughed and giggled as they worked their way through the piles of presents under the tree.

There were make-up kits and lotions and curlers and various other potions and devices he had no idea about. All he knew was that at some point throughout the last year, 
she

 had pointed out that 
she

 liked them, so Carl made sure to make a mental note for the future.

It was much easier shopping for someone when they told you exactly what they wanted, even if in a slightly roundabout way.

He thought for a moment about getting a bag from the kitchen and collecting all the wrapping paper up, ready for recycling. Instead, he lay back in it and proceeded to wave his arms and legs up and down, making a wrapping paper angel in the mess.

“What are you doing?” asked Rose.

“Enjoying myself,” he said simply and truthfully.

Done, he stood up and appreciated his effort. It didn’t look much different to the rest of the mess, just some scattered pieces of paper on the white rug, but he wasn’t bothered in the slightest. It was a moment of fun and he couldn’t remember the last time he had had fun, or had even 
wanted

 to have fun. He’d been so focused on making sure everything was 
perfect

 , he forgot to 
actually enjoy it!



But since they’d arrived, something had changed. He felt lighter, like a weight had been lifted. He truly felt, as corny as it sounded, like a new man.

Perhaps, he thought, it was just that he had something to distract him. After all, it isn’t every day that a trio of beautiful women bang on your door seeking shelter from the blizzard outside. And they were certainly distracting.

He knew he shouldn’t, but he couldn’t stop thinking about them. About their naked bodies in the steamy shower, about them in their fluffy towels and nothing else, about them in the pyjama sets and robes, about them laughing and giggling and wrestling and touching, pinning one another down as they straddled each other, struggling for dominance, about their soft lips touching, hands sliding underneath loose clothing, moaning softly at the soft caress to the most delicate of places.

But also, the three of them snuggled up on the sofa and in front of the fire, not sexual, not hot, just comfortable.

Peaceful.

Imagining the three of them like that felt right, felt like home.

“There we go,” said Lisa as she walked out of the bedroom, striking a pose in front of Carl, in her newly-acquired robe.

“I thought Rose was wearing the robe?” Carl said, looking around, realising as he had been daydreaming about them, they had all disappeared.

“Oh sweetie,” said Lisa, crouching down in front of him and gently stroking his cheek with the tip of her index finger, “I 
always

 get what I want.” She looked him deep in the eye, daring him to look down her robe, or even… 
kiss her?

 But then, with a wink and a smile she shot up straight.

“We decided to do a bit of a swap,” said Rose, following her out of the bedroom, “to make sure everyone felt comfortable in what they were wearing.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Carl, looking past Lisa to Rose, trying to ignore Lisa’s long smooth legs and the faintest hints of body wash coming from them. Rose had swapped the robe for the pink silk pyjamas. They suited her, Carl thought, the colour complimenting her skin tone, the fabric highlighting her figure without being as tight as on Alice, her frame being not quite as curvaceous as Alice, but not as slim as Lisa. As she struck a series of short poses, the shirt rose, giving just the faintest tease of her flat stomach, as the shorts highlighted her toned legs. But just like when Alice had worn the outfit, he made a point not to stare at her hard nipples.

“Feeling better now?” asked Lisa, as the bedroom door opened once again.

“Much,” said Alice as she walked into the room. She, as Carl fully expected, was wearing the tartan pyjamas. They, unlike the silk pyjamas, were intended for more of a loose, comfortable fit, so they didn’t cling to her body quite so much. Still, they were clearly intended for a woman with smaller curves, so the buttoned-up top was still a tight fit, with patches of skin visible between the buttons where the shirt struggled to contain her breasts, which left Carl struggling to contain all sorts of emotions.

And on top of all that, she also looked adorable. She had rolled up the arms and legs of the too-long outfit to try and make it fit a little better. She smiled shyly, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear as Carl looked at her.

“Doesn’t she look so yummy?” asked Lisa. “You could just eat her up.”

“Err, yes,” said Carl, suddenly realising how important it was to clear the wrapping paper away. “You look great,” he said, glancing back up at her for a moment, then focusing intently on the strewn pieces of paper. “Not that you didn’t before, it’s just the other set was a bit tight, I don’t mean 
tight

 in a bad way, but not in a 
good

 way either, I just –”

“I think,” said Rose softly, “Carl is trying to say you look much more comfortable in those pyjamas.”

“I really am,” said Alice as she sat in the middle of the couch, wrapping her legs underneath her as she settled in for the evening.

Rose looked at Carl and gave him a gentle ‘you’re welcome’ smile. Carl smiled back in appreciation and let out a sigh as he picked up another scrap of paper, thankful for being let off the hook.

“Here,” said Rose, bending over to pick up some wrapping paper, “we’ll sort that out.”

“It’s ok,” said Carl.

“It’s the least we can do,” said Rose, “after all, 
we made the mess!

 ” She laughed a little and so did Carl.

“Alright,” he said, “if you insist.”

“We do,” said Rose.

“Speak for yourself,” said Lisa, who was now sitting next to Alice, her arm wrapped around her shoulder as Alice rested her head on Lisa’s shoulder, “we’re beat.”

Rose cast her a withering glare.

“Alright, 
fine

 ,” said Lisa as she heaved herself up off the couch, causing Alice to let out a small grunt of annoyance (that had no right to be as cute as it was) as her head slipped from her friend’s shoulder, “come on, sweetie. I guess 
someone

 doesn’t care if we die of 
exhaustion

 after our 
gruelling

 day.”

“My day was just as gruelling,” said Rose, standing up straight suddenly, the torn paper crunching in her hands as her fingers tightened around it, “but 
I’m

 not willing to let our kind host clear up our mess!”

“It’s really fine,” said Carl, hoping to diffuse the tension.

“It’s really not,” said Rose.

“Yeah, we got it,” said Lisa, bending over and picking up a single piece of wrapping paper and holding it between her fingers. “What do I do with this?”

Rose grunted with frustration.

“I’ll go get a bag,” said Carl, placing two handfuls of paper into a pile on the floor, “just pile it there for a moment.”

Lisa stared at Rose as she tossed the piece of paper towards the pile, both of them fully aware of it drifting through the air, before landing several feet away from its intended target.

Carl listened to Lisa and Rose bicker as he searched the kitchen for a bag to put the papers in. He wondered if they were always like this, or if this particular level of antagonism was the result of their day, which, as Lisa had pointed out, was exhausting.

He wondered how Alice put up with it all the time. She seemed to be by far the quietest one, more shy and reserved than either of the other two. Did she ever manage to get a word in edgeways?

“Ah ah,” he said, reaching into the back of the cupboard underneath the sink and pulling out a roll of bags.

“Found them,” he called as he walked back into the room, bags held aloft in mock victory, only to be stopped in his tracks by the sight in front of him.

He watched as Rose, Lisa and Alice bounced around in a snowstorm of torn-up wrapping paper, scooping up handfuls and throwing it at one another, as they tried to dodge the fistfuls thrown in their direction.

One by one, the women noticed Carl standing in the doorway and stopped still. Rose first, then Alice (eyes wide as if a deer caught in the headlights), then finally Lisa.

“Hey,” said Lisa casually, pieces of paper floating around her, her hair multi-coloured like she had been peppered with confetti, “sup?” A stray piece of paper floated down from her fringe and landed on her lip, which she blew away as nonchalantly as possible.

“I thought you were supposed to be cleaning,” he said, his tone severe.

“We’re sorry,” said Alice, “we didn’t mean to.”

“Here I am,” he said, “trying to be a good host, trying to keep the cabin I rented in good condition and 
this,

 ” he said, bending down and picking up two handfuls of paper, “is what I get?”

“It was just –” began Lisa.

“I’m afraid,” said Carl, “this leaves me with no choice, but to get my revenge!”

The women squealed with laughter and delight as he threw the handfuls at them, the three of them dancing and dodging as they scooped up paper and returned fire, the air turning into a flurry of activity.

They screamed and yelped and danced around and then, sharing a look between the three of them, realised they had the numerical advantage.

“Wait,” said Carl, backing away as the three of them approached him, “we can come to some sort of arrangement.”

Within seconds they were upon him, grabbing him and tugging at him.

“Let go,” he cried as the three of them tackled him, grabbing his arms and waist as they pushed him to the ground “I’m outnumbered, this isn’t fair!”

“All’s fair in love and Christmas war,” said Lisa as she and Rose pinned Carl’s arms to the rug.

“Get him, Alice,” cried Rose.

“Alice,” cried Carl, “don’t listen to them.”

“Too late,” she said as she crawled up onto him, straddling him as he struggled underneath her, “you’re all mine!”

“Ahh, no,” he cried out, laughing as she thrust her hands underneath his top, stuffing it full of torn wrapping paper as Lisa and Rose held him in place. He cried out louder as Lisa and Rose sat on his arms, pressing their asses into his hands as they began to tickle him, causing him to squirm even more, writhing as Alice held herself closer to him, wrapping herself tightly, riding him as he moved beneath her, tormenting him until he couldn’t take anymore.

Finally, they relented and the four of them lay there in the mess of papers, panting and laughing, Alice, resting her head on his chest, rising and falling with Carl’s heavy breaths, his hands still holding on to the firm asscheeks of Lisa and Rose as they leaned over him, pressing their heads together, holding onto one another for support.

“Mmm,” cooed Alice as she snuggled into his chest, ready for sleep.

As Carl’s breathing levelled out, he felt his ability to think clearly return to him, and there was one thing in particular he was thinking of.

It was only a bit of fun, but now Carl was lying here, harder than he’d ever been in his life, unable to move as the cute and sexy woman snuggled on top of him.

He let out a large yawn.

“Boring you, are we?” asked Lisa.

“Not at all,” said Carl, “it’s just late and I thought you three might want to…”

Rose yawned.

“He’s right,” she said, “we should probably go to bed. Got a long day tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” asked Carl, as Lisa and Rose stood up, leaving his outstretched hands suddenly feeling empty.

“Well we can’t stay here forever,” said Rose.

“I guess not,” he said, still lying there.

“Come on,” said Lisa softly as she lifted Alice from Carl.

“But I was so comfy,” she said, “he’s so warm.”

“I bet he is,” said Lisa, a slight smirk on her face.

Carl lay there a moment as the three of them stretched and then got up himself, hoping they didn’t notice his erection.

“Oh,” said Rose, as if realising something, “where are we going to sleep?”

“I have a bed,” said Carl, causing the three women to immediately look at him. “I mean, you can have my bed. I’ll sleep out here. It’s clean,” he added, hurriedly, “it’s not been slept in yet.”

“We couldn’t do that,” said Rose.

“It’s fine,” said Carl, “the couch is comfy enough and the fire will keep the place warm. Besides, there isn’t enough space to sleep if the three of you don’t take the bed.”

“If you’re sure?”

“Very,” he said, reaching into the neck of his collar and pulling out a stray piece of wrapping paper, “well, pretty sure.”

“Alright,” said Lisa, “let’s hit the hay before he finds the rest of it and changes his mind!”

And with that, the three of them were gone, leaving him alone, in front of the roaring fire, with remains of Christmas all around him.



Chapter Eleven


He grunted as he rolled on the couch again, facing away from the fire this time, burying his face into the blanket. It wasn’t particularly comfortable, but that wasn’t why he couldn’t sleep.

His heart was thumping in his chest, his blood boiling, as thoughts of them ran through his mind.

Lisa.

Alice.

Rose.

The three strangers who had knocked on his door in the middle of a snowstorm and saved his Christmas. And now they were all tucked up snugly in bed – in his bed – as he struggled to get to sleep.

It was Christmas Day tomorrow and he couldn’t wait.

He couldn’t remember the last time he felt like this, either for Christmas Day or any other day.

He sighed, trying to ignore the butterflies in his stomach, trying to tell himself not to get too attached. They were guests, strangers really. Just a group of friends who needed shelter from the storm. They would be gone soon enough. Perhaps even before he woke up, assuming he ever fell asleep, that is.

He turned again, tugging at the blanket as he tried to straighten it out, but only managing to get it even more twisted around his restless body.

Finally, he sighed and pulled it off, throwing it onto the plush rug that still sat in front of the fireplace that still burnt with life and accepted the fact that he wasn’t going to sleep tonight.



Chapter Twelve


“Are you asleep?”

Carl murmured, shifting on the couch, his head groggy as he felt the blanket drift gently down over him.

“No,” he slurred, the weight of his deep sleep still heavy on him, “wide awake.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, kneeling down next to the couch. He opened his heavy eyelids and saw her smiling at him, the fluffy white robe fastened tightly to her slim body, “I couldn’t sleep.”

“Is something wrong?” he asked, sitting up suddenly.

“Oh no,” said Lisa, gently placing her hands on his shoulders and guiding him back down to the couch, “nothing like that.” He looked at her, her earlier snark gone, her eyes sincere. “I just felt bad that we were in your bed, all snuggled up, and you were out here, alone.”

“It’s ok,” he said, “it’s only for one night.”

“Yes,” she said, touching his face, “but maybe it doesn’t have to be.”

Before he could respond, she slid underneath the blanket as she crawled onto the couch. He shuffled onto his side, making space for her, until both of them lay there, their bodies pressed close together in the small face.

“What are you…” he began in a whisper.

“Shh,” she said, softly, placing a single finger against his lips, then slid it away and replaced it with her mouth. She moaned softly as she kissed him, her body wriggling closer to his even though there wasn’t any space. He reached behind her, wrapping his arm around her, keeping her steady on the couch for her own safety.

They began to kiss faster, lips parting and coming together as tongues tentatively explored one another, her hand resting softly on his cheek, as her leg slid out of her robe and curled over him, fastening her body to his as she began to rub herself against him.

His hand slid down the soft robe and onto her even softer thigh. Her skin was perfectly smooth and she purred as he stroked her softly, then gasped as he pulled her leg up, holding her close to him as they continued to make out under the blanket.

He felt himself hardening as their movements got more and more intense. Lisa must have felt it too, because he suddenly felt her shifting, her free hand sliding between their bodies and taking hold of his erection through his pj bottoms.

“I knew it,” she said, stroking his cock slowly.

“Knew what?” he asked.

She smiled her devilish smile then kissed him harder, rocking against him harder, her hand moving faster between them. She began to push him, angling them both until she was lying on top of him, straddling him.

She sat up, pushing the blanket back with her, her hands resting on his stomach as she shuffled up and rocked her hips over his hard cock. She moaned with pleasure and as she kept rocking, reached for the belt holding the robe together.

He felt his breath stick in his throat even as he tried to gasp for air. He’d only caught the faintest of glimpses of her body in the shower, but knew she was something special. She loosened the belt, the top of the robe parting, showing the bare skin of her chest, as the bottom of the robe rode up her thighs, where his hands were now firmly located.

“Merry Christmas,” she cooed, holding one end of the belt out for him, “time to open your present.”

He took hold of the belt, her fingers gently stroking his as he took it from her.

He held it there a moment, wanting to take some time to burn this memory into his mind forever.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, becoming still on top of him.

“Not a single thing,” he said, smiling, “merry Christmas.”

She smiled back at him, her perfect white teeth on display as he tugged at the belt, causing her robe to open.

He gasped as he saw it, his mouth wide open as she straddled him, her robe hanging loose, beneath which she was wearing the racy red lingerie set.

“I thought,” she began, her hands sliding under his pyjama top, pushing it up as she caressed further and further up his body, “you might like – 
oh my god!

 ” she cried as he shot up and pressed his face to her chest, kissing the bare skin as his hands slid up the back of the robe, over her ass and up, exploring every inch of her body as she began to rock on top of him once again. She slid a hand up his back and into his hair, holding his head in place as his lips explored her skin, kissing on and around and over the red bra, before taking her nipple in his mouth and sucking at it through the thin cup, his cock twitching as she moaned, her nipple hardening in his mouth.

“I knew this was for you,” she said, half-laughing, half-moaning with pleasure, “and now it’s for me. She slid her hands down his body and took the bottom of his shirt, pulling it up to his neck.

She cried out as he sucked hard at her nipple then released, raising his hands in the air and letting her pull off his top, throwing it across the room.

“Mmm,” she said, her finger stroking his bare chest, “very nice – 
oh, you greedy boy!

 ” she proclaimed as he lurched forward and began sucking at her other breast through the thin cup, his hands sliding up her sides, feeling the softness of her skin as her toned body moved under his touch. They slid up further and onto her shoulders, pushing the robe down her arms. She threw her head back and moaned as he sucked at her breast as he undressed her, the robe slipping off her body onto his legs.

She put her hands on his chest and pushed him back onto the couch, rubbing herself against his cock. She moaned as he stroked her thighs, as he moved his hands to her hips, feeling the silky material under his fingertips, the desire to flip her over and pull them off burning inside him.

She looked at him, biting her bottom lip, as if she could read his mind. Or perhaps she wanted the same thing, her look intensifying as he ran his hands up her body, cupping her breasts through the cups, wet from his mouth, then pulled them down over her pert breasts, and began to caress them.

As this Asian goddess rode him, he couldn’t take it any longer. He slid his hands around her back and pulled her towards him. Her body was warm on his as she kissed him, her skin so soft. He ran his hands down and cupped her firm ass, guiding her body as she moved on top of him.

She reached for his arm and ran her fingers down, reaching behind her, taking his hand in hers and guiding him down further, letting his fingers trace the soft silky panties that clung so perfectly to her body.

“Can you feel that?” she asked, as his fingers brushed against the material between her legs, so warm and wet, “can you feel how wet I am for you? How badly I want you? How badly I’ve wanted you all night?”

“I’ve wanted you all night, too,” he said, his fingers circling the wet spot as her hand slid back up his arm.

“Then take me,” she breathed in between kisses, “show me how badly you wanted me.”

She yelped as he rolled to the side, holding her close as he lowered both of them onto the plush fur rug beneath them, turning so that he landed on his back, then rolled her over again. He held himself over her perfect body, the one she was offering him, the one she was begging him to use, then leaned in and kissed her slowly on the lips, before moving down.

She moaned as he kissed down her body, his hands exploring her skin, over her toned stomach, to the red panties.

“Take them off,” she whined, “please.”

He took them in his teeth, pulling them from her body, then letting them go, causing her to moan with frustration.

“Don’t tease me,” she pleaded, “I need you now.”

But still, he continued to tease her, his hands and lips exploring everywhere except the one place she needed it most, his tongue tracing the spot where her skin met her panties, as she writhed with increasing need beneath him.

“
Please

 ,” she begged.

Finally, he relented, the sound of her pleas driving him wild. He slid his hands up her legs and took hold of her panties. She moaned as he carefully peeled the wet material from her body, thin strands running between them and her lips as he slid them down, carefully moving further until he slipped them from over her feet.

“
Oh fuck,

 ” she moaned as she watched him stand and bring the wet panties to his face, smelling her desire on them. He sighed, his cock throbbing, and pulled his pj trousers off. He watched her squirm on the plush rug, rubbing her long legs together as her eyes devoured his naked body.

He dropped to his knees and she parted her legs for him, her smooth slit glistening just for him. He ran a finger over her and she cried out, watching as he sucked her wetness from the tip.

“You taste so good,” he moaned.

“Show me,” she said, reaching out and taking his wrist in her hand, the one holding the panties. He leaned forward, his body pressing against hers, his cock rubbing against her wet slit as she guided his hand towards her face and opened her mouth.



Was she for real?



He took the panties, aiming the wet spot on them towards her and gently pressed them into her mouth. She moaned as her mouth filled with the soft fabric, the taste of her soaked into the material. Then, with just the faintest tip of material poking from between her lips, she reached down and grabbed his cock, giving it a squeeze as she guided him towards her entrance.

He moaned as she rubbed the tip against her wet lips, then she moaned as he reached down and took it and guided it into her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as he worked himself slowly into her, “you’re so fucking tight.” She moaned at those words, raising her hips, pushing him deeper into herself, as her fingernails dug into his ass.

He held himself there, fully inside her, feeling the tightness of her body on his cock, then began to slowly move, sliding in and out, feeling her lips gripping his shaft as he proceeded to stretch her tight pussy out.

She moaned as he moved faster, pressing deep each time as her hands continued to grip his ass, desperate for more.

He kept going, picking up speed, fucking her as the fire cast shadows and light over her body, dancing over her skin as his fingers and lips had done, the warmth of her pussy more revitalising than any fire. She wrapped her legs around him, squeezing him tightly as he fucked her, his hands running up her body and up her arms, pushing them over her head and pinning them to the plush rug by her wrists. She made no effort to resist, her body rocking underneath him as she squeezed him even harder, her small breasts, still freed from the bra cups, bouncing as he thrust deeply into her.

As he kept going, her muffled moans became higher-pitched, her body trembling beneath him, her wetness growing as he slid in and out of her with ease. The thought of making her cum with his cock alone was almost too much to bear, but he tensed himself, focusing on giving her the fuck of her life, the kind of fucking a woman like this deserved.



Fuck, how badly he wanted to cum inside of her right now. To feel himself release into her perfect tight body. The kind of body that was made to take his thick load, was desperate for it, even.



He kept going, fucking her at the same speed and intensity as she kept moaning, her reactions becoming more and more pronounced as she got closer and closer to the end until she finally released a long moan, her body shaking as her walls fluttered on his cock as she thrust her hips upwards, needing him as deep inside her as possible, her head flipping from side to side on the plush rug as the orgasm rushed through her body, as his cock filled her up. He kept going, driving her orgasm on and on, fucking her relentlessly, pushing her ever further until with a final whimper, she sank into the rug.

He lay on top of her, breathing heavily, feeling her shuddering beneath him as the last tremors of pleasure ran through her. Gently, he let go of her wrists and, stroking her face, took the tip of fabric that poked between her lips and gently tugged on it.

As the panties slid out of her mouth, she gasped for breath, her hands now on his back, holding him close.

“
I knew it

 ,” she whispered into his ear, “
I fucking knew it!

 ”

“Did you?” he whispered, smiling to himself.

“
Yes,

 ” she said, “
we all did

 .”

He looked at her with surprise.

It was then he heard the gasp. He turned and saw Rose on the couch, legs pulled up towards her, her hand buried deep in her shorts, moving in small circles.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her hand still in her shorts, “I heard a sound and thought something was wrong. But then I saw… and I… I couldn’t stop seeing.”

“It’s ok, sweetie,” said Lisa, softly, “isn’t it?”

Carl turned from Rose to Lisa, his hard cock still inside her, harder than ever at the thought of Rose touching herself to the sight of him fucking her friend.

“Yes,” he said, “it’s perfectly ok.”

Lisa shuffled underneath him and Carl slowly slid his cock out of her. She was so wet and now so was the spot on the rug underneath them.

“Oh my,” said Rose, staring, “you took all that?” She stared at Carl’s hard cock in disbelief.

“
I fucking did

 ,” said Lisa, struggling to get up. “I won’t be able to walk properly for a week,” she flopped down on the couch next to her friend, “but it was worth every inch.”

“
Really?

 ” she asked, still staring at his cock, as Lisa pressed her naked body close to her, her hand gently stroking her friend’s face.

“You can find out for yourself, if you don’t believe me,” said Lisa, pressing her lips to Rose’s ear, “I’m sure our generous host wouldn’t mind the extra courtesy?”

“Not at all,” said Carl, his mind swimming with the possibilities opening up before him.

“But maybe she needs a little help first?” said Lisa. “After all, it’s no small thing to rush into.” She smiled and touched Rose’s face again, turning her towards her and placing her lips against hers.

Rose moaned softly as they kissed, her tongue flicking out greedily, searching for more, as Lisa slid one hand over the top of her top, caressing Rose’s breasts through the pink silk top, moving from one to the other as Carl watched. Then her hand slid down and pulled Rose’s fingers from her shorts, and slipped them into Lisa’s mouth, sucking her friend’s fingers clean, taking them deep in her throat as she did so, sighing with satisfaction.

“You taste so good,” said Lisa, slipping the fingers out of her mouth and kissing Rose as she pulled the woman’s top up, freeing her surprisingly large breasts, then pulling back as she pulled it over her head and threw it at Carl.

He caught it and felt the soft silk on his naked body, hot from her skin, as Lisa leaned into Rose, kissing her as her hands explored her now topless body, one hand sliding down and into her shorts. Rose moaned as Lisa’s fingers stroked her wet pussy, as she sat helplessly on the couch.

“Here,” said Lisa, sliding her hand from her friend’s shorts, “see how good she tastes.” Carl crawled towards the two women and took Lisa’s fingers in his mouth.

“Mmm, that’s it,” she moaned, “get them nice and clean.”

Carl moaned as he sucked on her fingers, the taste of Rose’s pussy on her lips.

“Perhaps you’d like a real taste?” asked Lisa, her wet fingers tracing the outside of Rose’s shorts.

“Please,” asked Rose, her hips rocking.

Carl crawled to Rose and stroked her smooth legs, slid his hands up to her shorts and gently pulled them down. Rose moaned as she moved on the couch, lifting her ass to help Carl undress her and Lisa continued to tease her breasts.

“Isn’t she pretty?” asked Lisa as she stroked Rose’s body.

“She’s perfect,” said Carl, admiring the now naked woman in front of them, his hands gently touching her legs, parting them tenderly. Rose moaned as Carl began to kiss up her legs, his lips moving up her inner thighs, moving from side to side, smelling her desire as he moved ever closer.

She shuddered as he planted a soft kiss on her clit, then moaned deeply as he ran his tongue up her wet slip, licking deeper as she grabbed the back of his head and pressed him deeper between her spread legs.

She gasped as he listened to her body, licking her deeper and faster.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, grinding her hips against his face, “just like – 
mmm…

 ”

Carl looked up and saw Lisa kissing Rose, her fingers playing with her nipples, as Rose’s hand slid over Lisa’s slim body.

Not to be outdone, Carl continued licking, and began sucking at her as he did so, feeling his cock twitch as her grip on his hair tightened, the universal sign for 
don’t fucking stop.



Rose moaned as she pressed her clit deep into her mouth, her hips grinding on the couch, her free hand sliding behind Lisa’s back and with a flick of the fingers, undoing her bra strap. Lisa sighed with relief and pulled her arms towards her, letting Rose slide the last piece of clothing off her body. Lisa gasped as Rose slid her hand into her hair and firmly pulled her head back, pushing her small breasts into the air, ready for Rose’s waiting mouth.

“Oh god,” moaned Lisa as Rose flicked her tongue over her nipples then kissed underneath her breast, following the red marks from where the bra had pressed into the skin.

Rose began to breathe heavily as Carl continued to suck at her clit, his hands gripping her thighs as they pressed against his head. Then, with a tug, pulled him up towards her and turning from Lisa, kissed him hard. She sighed into his mouth, the two of them sharing the wetness of her smeared over his face, her tongue flicking out across his cheeks, lapping at her own desire as she wrapped her legs around him and pulled him closer.

“Now,” she whispered in his ear, “would be a really good time to fuck me.” She moaned softly into his ear, then turned back to Lisa, kissing her, sharing her taste. Rose moaned as Carl positioned himself between her legs, pressing the head of his cock into her. She was tighter than Lisa, if that was possible, but she was so wet, her desire and his saliva making her so slick, that he slipped in quickly, causing her to cry out as his cock slid inside of her.

“
Fuuuuck,

 ” she moaned, “I’ve never felt so full.”

“He’s only just getting started, sweetie,” said Lisa, stroking her friend’s face with one hand as she stroked Carl’s hair with the other, “he’s got so much to give.”

“Ah!” cried Rose, as Carl began to thrust, slowly but deeply, “I can feel that. Oh fuck, I can 
really feel that.

 ”

He began to move faster, thrusting deeply into her as he stood in front of her as she sat on the couch, watching as Lisa sucked on her friend’s tits, as her fingers slid down and began circling the clit that had been in his mouth just moments ago, now lubricated with his saliva.

Rose began to moan as they both pleasured her, letting out a cry as Carl hooked his arms underneath her legs and pulled her closer to him, her head sliding down the back of the couch as her hips lifted into the air.

“
Oh goooood,

 ” escaped her lips as Carl fucked her from that tight angle, his cock pressing deep into her, brushing against her inner wall, her wetness dripping down his cock as he pounded her as he held her ass off of the couch.

“I think she likes it,” said Lisa, her breathing increasing as her fingers moved faster across Lisa’s clit, “I know I like watching it.” She licked her lips as her eyes flicked from Carl’s back to his cock disappearing deep inside Lisa and back again. “And she tastes so good too.” She winked and took her fingers from Rose’s clit, sucking them and then dropping her head down, her body sprawled across the couch, her firm ass poking into the air, as she buried her face in Rose’s lap. “The perfect view,” said Lisa, smiling, before burying her face between her friend’s legs.

Rose cried out as Lisa began to suck on her clit, her tongue and mouth working her hard, as Carl continued to fuck her.

“What’s going on?” asked a sleepy Alice, as she walked into the room, her tartan pyjamas hanging off one bare shoulder, the top buttons of her shirt undone revealing a sizable amount of cleavage. “Where did everyone – 
oh!

 ”

She gasped, her hands covering her mouth as she watched Carl and Lisa fucking the very enthusiastic Rose.

“Don’t stop,” cried Rose, seemingly oblivious to what was happening, “I’m so close!”

He looked at Alice and then down at Lisa, who sucked firmly on Rose’s clit, causing her to cry out in pleasure.

“
That’s is, oh yes, that’s it – just like that – oh god, I’m so – ooooh – I’m so – just – just – just – I’m – yes yes yes!

 ”

She cried out as she came, her pussy tightening on Carl’s cock, her wetness dripping down his balls as he continued to pound her quivering body, her body shaking as she rocked her hips, draining every drop of pleasure from Carl and Lisa and they continued to work her together, fucking and sucking at her sweet pussy, pushing her hard and harder until they had ruined her, leaving her as nothing more than an exhausted heap on the couch.

Rose let out a low, staggered moan, her hands gripping the armrest, as if she were afraid she might slip off the couch and disappear from the world altogether.

“Are you alright, sweetie?” asked Lisa, softly, crawling up her body and gently stroking her wet, blonde hair, her touch sending shivers through Rose that seemed like they might cause her to explode at any second.

Carl lowered her legs and slipped his cock out of her, she shivered again.

His cock was throbbing, desperate for release, yet as he stood there above the two naked women, he couldn’t help but feel ashamed as he felt the eyes of Alice on him.

“I’m sorry,” he began, turning to face Alice. But before he could get another word out, she was on him. He moaned with pleasure and surprise as she kissed him, hard and needy, pushing him to the rug and straddling his naked body.

“I could feel your cock earlier,” she said, undoing the buttons on her bulging shirt, “when we were just like this.” She pulled the shirt off, freeing her large breasts, a silver necklace shining between them. “You like?” she asked, fingering the delicate item. “I thought it might look nice on me when you fucked me.”

“It’s perfect,” he said, staring at the half-naked woman on top of him, not even sure he had seen the necklace as it sat between her magnificent breasts.

“Good,” she said, “because tonight has been perfect.”

She leaned in and kissed him again, body pressed against his, his hands running over her back, feeling her soft body, then sliding down her sides and cupping her breasts as they pressed between them.

“Men are so easy to please,” she said, rocking on top of him, “it’s a shame Christmas only comes once a year.”

“Tell me about it,” he said, his fingers disappearing into her soft breasts.

She laughed, pushing herself up, rocking on top of him, her hands caressing his torso. He moaned, tensing. He needed to fuck her now, he didn’t know how much more teasing he could take.

“What’s that?” she asked, a hint of mischief in her voice.

“Oh fuck,” he murmured, as she took his cock in her hand and began to stroke him.

“You want to 
what

 me?” she teased, gripping his cock just that little bit tighter.

“
Fuck you

 ,” he gasped.

“You want to fuck me?” she asked, her hand speeding up. “You want to put all of this big thing into this,” she ran her other hand down her slim body, “little thing?”

“Oh god, yes,” he moaned, feeling the precum oozing from his cock, “I need to.”

“Well,” she said, stroking him faster, “if you 
need

 to. After all, it is the season for giving, and you’ve 
certainly

 got something you want to give me.”

She let go of his cock and hopped up, licking the precum from between her thumb and forefinger, then licking her lips. Then, as his eyes devoured her perfect body, she wriggled her hips and pulled down her tartan pyjama bottoms, letting them slip to the floor.

“Something like this?” she asked, standing over him, hands on her hips.

“Something exactly like that,” he said.

“Good enough,” she said, lowering herself to her knees.

He moaned as she straddled him again, rubbing her wet pussy over the underside of his shaft, then reached underneath herself and took hold of it, guiding it to her entrance.

“Merry Christmas,” she said, then gasped as she lowered herself onto him, “
merry fucking Christmas! Ahh!

 ” She groaned as she lowered herself deeper onto him, her tight body struggling to accommodate his thick cock.

“Go slow,” said Lisa, as she snuggled up with Rose on the couch, “ride him a little.”

Alice nodded, her eyes shut tight. She placed her hands on his tensed abs and began to slowly raise and lower herself on his cock.

“Is that better?” asked Lisa.

“Yes,” Alice gasped, nodding her head vigorously, eyes still screwed shut, “so much better.”

She kept going, sliding her tight body up and down his shaft, gasping each time she lowered herself deeper onto him, his cock filling her more each time, until finally, she was sitting on top of him.

“
Fuck

 ,” she said, rocking softly on top of him, pulling his cock around inside her body, “I didn’t think you would fit. It was so…” her eyes rolled back in her head, groaning at how good it felt.

“I know,” said Carl, his hand on her hips, guiding her as she swayed on top of him, “I was there.”

“Were?” she asked, looking down at him. “You’re not going anywhere.” She leaned in and pressed her naked body against him, pressing her lips against his as her other lips slid up his cock, then back down.

Alice moaned as she took his cock deep inside her body and then did it again, rocking faster, rubbing her body against his, her breasts pressing against his chest as she rode him faster and faster, the necklace she wore dangling down, brushing against his skin as she moved.

For some reason that invigorated him, the fact this beautiful woman was wearing the necklace he’d bought for 
her

 , riding his cock life her life depended on his whilst wearing 
her

 jewellery.

He’d forgotten he’d even bought it, but now, bouncing between Alice’s glorious breasts, he knew it had found its rightful home.

She sat up, hands on his body and rode him, bouncing on her knees as her breasts bounced, the necklace shimmering right between them.

Seeing it there felt like, no, revenge was the wrong word, it was something else. It felt like a release, it felt 
right.



“Whoo!” Alice cried with surprise, as Carl began thrusting, lifting her petite frame as she bounced on his cock, then moaned with the intensity of the sensation, causing her to lean forward once again, kissing him through pants as his hands gripped her ass, holding her cheeks firmly as he thrust powerfully into her as she rocked back and forth.

“More,” moaned Alice into his ear, “
moooore.

 ”

She gasped as he rolled her over onto her back and lifted her legs high into the air, placing them on his shoulders and fucking her on his knees, watching hungrily as she grabbed her breasts, squeezing them and twisting her nipples, rubbing them over the neckless trapped in between.

“Please,” cried Alice, “
pleeeease!

 ”

As he listened to her beg for his cock, he felt himself getting close. But it wasn’t him she was begging for, not completely at least, for suddenly Lisa and Rose were kneeling on either side of her, their hands and mouths caressing her body, kissing her mouth and sucking on her nipples through spread fingers.

Carl watched the two friends pleasure Alice, both women now sucking on her tits, as Alice’s fingers slid down her body and began rapidly circling her clit.

“I’m so close,” she moaned, her tremoring pussy taking Carl to the brink, “so very close.”

“Me too,” said Carl, his cock ready to blow.

“Oh fuck,” said Alice, “I want to see it. I want to see you cum all over my body.”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Carl, getting close to the point of no return.

“I want to see how much you want me.”

“I’m going to cum all over you,” he growled, his balls tensing, desperate for release.

“Do it,” moaned Alice, “
I want you to cum over me whilst I – oh god – whilst I’m – oh yes – oh god I’m cumming, I’m cumming!

 ”

She cried out, her body shaking, her pussy pulsating on his cock, like she was trying to milk him and at that moment of no return, he pulled his cock out of her dripping wet pussy and unloaded all over her body.

“Oh god yes,” she cried as he coated her fingers as they rapidly worked her clit, “give it all to me.”

He kept working his wet cock, hips thrusting as he shot thick ropes all over her orgasming body, watching as it splashed across her tight stomach and onto the cheeks of Lisa and Rose, who moaned as they continued to suck on Alice’s tits. He moaned as he kept cumming, his semen running down her throbbing pussy, dripping from Alice’s fingers as she massaged it into her clit, as he released more and more and more, coating her body and her pussy and her thighs, claiming her body as his own, flooding her with his seed, until he had nothing more to give.

“Oh fuck,” he gasped, his body sweaty and shaking.

He lowered Alice’s legs to the floor and watched as she lay there, writhing on the plush rug, her fingers tracing lines through the semen that covered her body.

“There’s so much of it,” she said, her fingers circling her belly button, now a small pool of cum.

“There’s plenty more where that came from, I’m sure,” said Lisa, laying next to her and stroking her hair, “pun 
very much

 intended.”

Carl wasn’t sure that was true. He’d never cum so hard or so much and was a little concerned that he had completely emptied his balls once and for all.

But as he saw Lisa lean down and lick a thick line of his seed from Alice’s prone body, his cock twitched again and he was confident he wasn’t done.

“What are you doing?” asked Alice, softly.

“Helping to clean up,” said Lisa, “after all, it is the polite thing to do. Isn’t that right, Rose?”

“Very polite,” said Rose, wiping some cum up with her finger and licking it off, “and we are polite guests.”

“Very polite,” Carl agreed, watching as the two women cleaned his cum from Alice’s body, then kissed one another and Alice, the three of them sharing his final gift of the evening.



Chapter Thirteen


It wasn’t the last gift of the evening, not even close.

There had been so many other gifts, in fact, from him to them and from them to him and from them to each other, that he had managed to lose count altogether. Not that it mattered all that much. After all, it wasn’t the quantity of gifts, it was the quality. And as far as he was concerned, each gift had been top-notch.

He stretched out in the bed, yawning.

He felt good, better than he had in a long time, perhaps better than ever. Last night had been a rollercoaster of emotions, but in the end, cathartic, the ultimate release.

But as he lay there, it dawned on him, they were gone.

He looked across the bed to where two of them had been laying, then to the right where Alice had been, all four of them snuggled up together, sleeping peacefully.

He looked again, as if the bed was big enough to lose three people in, which it most definitely wasn’t. It was barely big enough for them to all sleep in, not that they had done much sleeping.

He sighed and got out of bed, pulling on his pyjama bottoms before he walked towards the bedroom door.



Perhaps it’s for the best

 , he thought, picturing them sneaking out first thing in the morning, their clothes in their arms, leaving him in a deep sleep, his body completely exhausted from the evening’s activities.

No awkward morning.

No difficult goodbyes.

Just pleasant memories, the kind that last a lifetime.

But then, as he opened the bedroom door, it hit him.

He continued walking, through the living room, the fire now extinguished, and into the kitchen.

“Morning! Said Alice, potato peeler in one hand, a half-peeled potato in the other, wearing the novelty Christmas apron that had been hanging on the back of the kitchen door.

She was still in her tartan pyjamas.

“Morning,” said the other two as they dashed around the kitchen.

“What’s all this?” he asked.

“We’re making Christmas dinner,” said Alice.

“Well, actually,” said Lisa, rushing past with a bowl of stuffing, “
we’re

 making Christmas dinner.”

“I’m helping, too,” insisted Alice.

“Of course you are,” said Rose, giving her a peck on the cheek, then rolling her eyes at Carl.

“I saw that!” said Alice.

“Would you like some help?” he asked.

“Absolutely not,” said Rose, “you put in enough of a shift last night.”

“I wasn’t the only one,” he said, heat rising through his body.

“You should go relax,” continued Rose, trying to repress a smile, “you’ve earned it.”

“Yeah,” said Lisa, “and who knows how many shifts you’ll need to put in over the next week.”

“
The next week?!

 ” asked Carl, confused.

“The storm’s really bad,” said Alice, resuming her potato peeling duties, “looks like we’re going to be stuck here for a while.”

Carl looked out of the window.

There wasn’t a cloud in the bright blue sky and the sun overhead had already started to melt the snow. There was even some greenery to be seen.

“Yeah,” said Lisa, “no chance of getting out of here anytime soon. Might even last until the New Year.”

“Maybe even longer,” said Rose.

“Maybe,” said Carl, “there’s no telling how long such treacherous weather might continue. And I, as a considerate and respectful host, would be remiss if I didn’t insist that the three of you stay here until we are all 
absolutely

 sure the weather is sufficiently safe for travelling.”

“Such a considerate host,” said Rose, giving him a peck on the cheek.

“And so respectful,” said Alice, skipping over to kiss him on the other cheek.

“And so full of C–” Lisa paused, the three of them looking at her. “What? I was going to say ‘full of Christmas spirit’. Jeez,” she said, as Rose and Alice got back to work, “we all know he’s completely drained of the other thing.”

“Lisa!” cried Alice.

“Don’t pretend you didn’t play your part,” said Lisa.

“That’s not the point!” said Alice.

And as the three women began to bicker in the kitchen, Carl walked back into the living room, laughing as he dropped back onto the couch and stretched himself out.

It was hardly the sound of Christmas carollers singing outside his window, but to him, nothing had ever sounded sweeter.

Well, almost nothing.

She smiled to himself, shifting in his seat as he felt the familiar sensation run through his body. The one he expected to be feeling a lot of over the festive period.

Rose.

Lisa.

Alice.

It had been a tough time recently, but having them turn up in the middle of the night, three strangers seeking shelter from the storm, had completely changed not only his mood, but his vision of the future, for the better.

They had appeared as if out of nowhere, just when he had needed them most.

As he sat there, basking in the glow of the previous evening’s events, he thought about what came next and he realised he didn’t care. All he cared about right now was this very moment.

He didn’t know what fortuitous events had brought them to his door, or what would happen when it was time for the four of them to leave. After all, they couldn’t stay here forever.

But whatever happened next and however their futures unfolded, the one thing he did know for certain was that the three of them appearing in his life as if out of nowhere right at the moment when he needed them the most, that was a real Christmas miracle.
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