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Prologue – The Party



 



Jazzy upbeat Christmas tunes flowed through the Lancasters’ mansion, but laughter made for the sweeter music, every bit of it feminine. This was a girls-only party, and not even the self-proclaimed king of the castle Zack was allowed to stick around. Of course, his wife Karli, the long-reigning Hostess for the Stuffers party, always made it up to him later, sometimes with one or two of the other Stuffers to help salve the wounds in sweaty, frenetic ways.



The gorgeous forty-year old moved room to room with purpose, content but a little sad this would be her last year as the figurehead for the group she helped found and loved so dearly. When the Stuffers came to be, she found her truest self, the sexual goddess, the giver, the nurturer. Through the years, the group of women brought each other so much happiness. In their founding, she even met her husband, who not only tolerated Karli’s antics outside their marriage, but thrilled to them as she did. None of that would have been possible without these wonderful women in her life and those who came before them – and came, and came, and came. The little joke made her smile.  



Most everyone was gathered in the mansion’s great room, but nothing on the property was off-limits to any of the Stuffers. At least a dozen had scattered to “catch up.” Some of them were quite blatant about it. The game room was an orgy of tasty flesh on full display, with pussies being licked, red-and-white dildos shoved home, and in the case of two of the women, a pool cue used in a very creative way. The hot tub steamed not just from the waters, but the four young women who joined up last year getting reacquainted. In the kitchen, Amy, their newest and youngest recruit at twenty, was on her knees on a fluffy towel, enthusiastically licking Jennifer Kyle’s pussy while the other woman held up her red skirt with one hand and picked over a vegetable platter with the other.



“How’s our new girl?” Karli said, leaning down to slide her hand under Amy’s skirt and trace her pussy in a tiny red thong.



Jennifer held a cherry tomato to her lips and gave it a languid lick before speaking. “Wait until you hear our story. Can I keep her?” she asked Karli before popping the tomato into her mouth.



“Mm, she does make for a sweet treat, doesn’t she?” Karli asked, bringing her fingers to her lips and tasting the pretty young thing’s pussy. She shivered pleasantly. “Amy, you and I are so meeting up later. I have to try you right from the source.”



Amy glanced back and grinned. “We could sneak away.”



Karli thought about it and sighed. “No, I suppose we’d better start the stories. Otherwise we’ll be here for a week. As tempting as that sounds we should begin.”



“Okay!” Amy chirped, and returned her attention to Jennifer’s pussy. Jennifer gave Karli a wink.



“We’ll be right there,” she said.



In the great room, a pair of long buffet tables held a smattering of Christmas treats and foods, and three small fountains of alcoholic punch, spiked egg nog, and mulled wine gurgled merrily. An enormous tree, brought home by Zack and his friends, dominated a corner dressed all in bright bulbs and strings of lights artfully arranged. This was the showy tree – Karli and Zack had a much smaller personal one they kept in the master suite, covered in family ornaments. Fires in the great room’s twin fireplaces gave off not just warmth, but a rich cider and pine scent. And of course stockings for all the Stuffers hung by the fireplaces too.



Karli took in the room with a deep sense of satisfaction and longing. She would always remain with the Stuffers, and this home was their home as far as she was concerned, but it was time to hand the reins over to someone else. That next leader would be voted on by the group by mid-June in time to make their naughty and nice plans for the year. The process of finding a new leader would involve months of delightfully scandalous ploys by those interested in the position. Back when Karli campaigned, she won by sucking the cocks of every Stuffer’s male companions and eating out those who didn’t have any. Back then, they had maybe half the members they did now, but it still took her the better part of a month to find and fuck all of them to an emphatic, unanimous vote.



Good memories.



Here now in the room were most of Karli’s favorites excepting Jennifer, but she and her latest pet would be along shortly. The absences were so few this year, only two, and both of those were because of weather. Karli hadn’t been shy about floating the idea of retiring her hosting duties, and she liked to believe the best turnout in the Stuffers’ history was thanks to that. But honestly, who would want to miss out on the most debaucherous, warm, and loving party of the year?



A hand pressed to her back. Jennifer, so heartbreakingly beautiful, with a delicate face and such curves. She kissed away a tear on Karli’s cheek she hadn’t even known was there, and patted her bottom.



“You know as well as I do they’d keep you on forever.”



“It’s time, Jen,” Karli murmured back. “Zack wants a family. I’m ready to settle down.”



“You’ll never settle down,” her friend said, squeezing Karli’s curvy butt again.



Karli smiled faintly. “I’ll still have my fun. Zack too. But someone younger than me deserves this. Someone with energy and fresh ideas. And I’m so very excited to see what comes next.”



They watched Amy bounce her way across the room. The dress code for the party was always a variation on the sexy Mrs. Claus theme, and while most wore the traditional red skirt and top, Amy put her own saucy spin on it with a nod to her college cheerleading. The short foofy skirt and crop top left nothing to the imagination, and when she sat down, her wet folds were barely hidden by her thong.



“I’m very fond of that one,” Jennifer said.



“From the looks of it, you sure are,” Karli said.



Jennifer gave a deeply appreciative mm hm before turning to study Karli closely. “Ready, hon?”



“Oh, you ring it. Someone different should.”



“No. It’s tradition. And you’re still our fearless leader, even if it’s just for the next day or two.” Jennifer leaned in and kissed her softly. “We love you, Karli. I love you.”



“I love you too. So, so much.” Karli looked at the red-ribbon adorned bell in its customary place atop the fireplace. Such an insignificant purchase – she and Soni, a former member and a dear friend – bought it for twenty dollars from an antique shop. But even rung only once a year, it had come to mean the world to her. Karli teared up walking to it. The ring wasn’t even necessary. Everyone in the room fell silent watching, and when her hand reached for the bell, everyone – led by Jennifer – began to clap and cheer. They knew. And that made it easier, somehow.



Karlie grasped the bell, turned, crying so hard she couldn’t see through the tears, and rang it. The cheers and applause only grew louder, and everyone was on their feet, coming for her, hugging her, laughing with her, crying with her. She stood in the middle of her sisters in debauchery, turning, smiling, dabbing at her tears with someone’s tissue.



“I think it’s time we began,” she said. “I had a big announcement, but it seems word’s already gotten out.”



“Make it official,” someone called out. Victoria, fiery Victoria, who came into their group with such haughtiness. They’d fucked that out of her over a long, delicious holiday, keeping her tied up in a variety of positions and taking her in every hole with a variety of toys. Every year since, she turned that fire on the men she seduced around the holidays but was oh-so-subservient to her fellow Stuffers.



“All right then,” Karli said. Everyone stepped back to give her the floor, and she turned to look at them all, the tears drying up, the smile widening. “You have been my lifeblood. The joy of knowing every one of you is more than I deserve. This sisterhood has blessed me in so many ways. My husband. My fortune. Most dear to me, even more than my sweet Zack, is each and every one of you. I’m not saying goodbye. I’ll be a Stuffer as long as you’ll have me. But tonight…” She sniffed, and a pair of hands fell to her shoulders. Soon every woman in the room came forward to do the same, touching her or just gathering tight, caressing her, letting her know it was okay. “This party will be my last as Hostess.”



“We love you, Karli,” Amy said.



The sentiment was echoed somberly. Karli wiped at her tears again, and her smile was much more genuine and natural. “Thank you. Thank you all. Now. We still have one more task ahead of us for the year. The telling of the stories.”



“The stories!” all the Stuffers cried out. The sentiment was echoed from a few other rooms nearby, leaving them chuckling. No one was required at any of the festivities. People would come and go as they pleased and all the stories shared, both here and online on their secure website, but most, like Karli, loved the stories in person.



The words, long memorized, flowed out of Karli one last time, carrying all throughout the great room. Her back straightened as she spoke, the forlornness gone from her soul. This was what she lived for, so she made her last proclamation count. “We Stuffers have one yearly Christmas mission. A mission of mercy. A mission of lust. And sometimes a mission of love. We each of us have selected someone, man or woman, to share our bodies, our hearts, our minds. Whatever the need or the reward, we gift it. Have my sisters completed their stories?”



“Yes!” they cried out.



“Are you willing to share?”



“Yes!”



“Everyone grab a drink and a snack if you don’t have one. Amy, Kasalee, as our newest recruits, your job tonight is simple. Keep all of us satisfied however we see fit until you’re called on to share your stories. Got it?”



The two women nodded, smiling.



“All right then,” Karlie said, and clapped her hands. “Circle up the chairs, and for the last time, I say this. Holiday blessings to you, Stuffers, and may your blessings to others keep us warm and sated this wonderful day.” She grinned as they cheered. Her hand rose up, and they fell silent, waiting to see who would be picked first to speak.
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Gaelan faked left, then spun and passed the ball behind him to Jeffrey. The big, lumbering boy caught the ball more out of instinct than any skill and almost immediately passed it right back.



“I don’t want it!” Jeffrey squawked.



Gaelan spun away and looped his arm up and over the nearest defender, throwing the ball to Big Bam, who despite the name was the smallest on his team. Unlike Jeffrey, Bam was hyperaggressive on the court – and pretty much everywhere – and shot towards the hoop, already jumping, going for a layup.



Nothing but air.



They weren’t exactly the best trio, but that was by design. Back a few years ago when he graduated high school, Gaelan signed on to go semi-pro, but circumstances kept him from making good on the contract. Basketball was still his greatest passion save for his work, and if anything, he’d only become better with time. To keep things even, he often played with the worst on the court. The fifteen and sixteen-year olds had about as much history on the court as, say, Abraham Lincoln.



Gaelan’s long, braided hair bounced as he went for the rebound, nearly catching it on his fingertips before Armand, the best of the opposing teens, snatched it out of the air and charged like mad for the half court line.



“Yo yo yo,” Gaelan bellowed, “dribble.”



All right, so “best of the opposing team” was still a low bar, but the boys seemed to be having fun. And by that point, all of them had a pretty good sweat going, including Gaelan. That was the idea. Grab the guys, get them out and about twice a week for some workouts and physical activities. Other groups of boys got the same treatment the other nights, most of whom came from similar backgrounds. Foster kids, or at-risk youths, or kids from a single parent who didn’t really get a chance to do things like this with their teens.



Basketball and table tennis dominated the cold winter months. In the summer, it was baseball and golf. The fall, football and soccer. The spring, Gaelan liked a mix of track-style events. Once every other week they got together to learn basic life skills. Cooking, throwing a nail into a board, basic budgeting, coming up with a healthy diet, stuff like that. A couple of the boys were lucky to have someone in their life to teach them that stuff, but most weren’t. Gaelan liked the more physical activities, but growing up, he was a foster kid too and he knew the score. Even though his foster parents were a nice couple, they had a household full of kids and just didn’t have the time to really pass on a lot of knowledge.



As Gaelan passed Jeffrey, he slapped him on the shoulder. “Good hustle today, Jeffrey.”



“Thanks,” the big kid panted. He was sorely lacking for praise in his life, and Gaelan tried to make sure to find at least one way to compliment him and the rest of the guys each day.



They played for another fifteen minutes. Big Bam managed a few baskets, and Jeffrey even got in a two-pointer near the end. By that point, he was sweating rivers and had to sit down afterwards, but it was with a big smile that made the whole evening worth it.



The gym was a small public thing. There were locker rooms but it was generally understood that no one sane set foot in there. Instead, the boys toweled off on the side of the court as they talked smack to one another and dressed in their warm winter wear. The last few years, the late November days had been warmer than this, but the temps that year were already freezing. Gaelan went out ahead of them, shivering as the wind stabbed at the dried sweat on his skin. He started the big cargo van and brought it as close to the doors as he could. The boys knew the drill and gave him exactly three minutes before they hustled out. All of them cursed the cold with varying degrees of energy as they piled in.



“Good job out there tonight, guys,” Gaelan said as they buckled up.



“Unless you were on our team,” Bam said, slugging Jeffrey in the shoulder.



“Hey now,” Gaelan warned. “No hitting or you sit out next time.”



They zig-zagged across the city slowly. The four-wheel drive van did pretty okay in winter, but the rest of the drivers weren’t so trustworthy on the ice. Tow trucks here and there were evidence enough of that.



The boys asked for the radio so Gaelan turned it on to a modern hits station. Everyone wanted something different but Gaelan stood firm. “Just think, here pretty quick it’s Christmas music time,” he said, to groans from most the boys. He chuckled and tapped his fingers to the pop beat.



The boys lived pretty close together in a four-block radius. Gaelan had the perfect route mapped out to save time, and each boy hopped out with a thanks or a see you in a couple days. Soon it was just him, and he headed for the office, grinning.



The program occupied a tiny sliver of a space in a corner office building. The only great part about the location was the underground parking right next door. Given the cost and the quickly depleting donations, they might have to start looking at alternative options, which basically amounted to parking on the street, or worst case, shutting down in the winter and coldest parts of the spring and biking or commuting to the gym and parks. Worries for another day, Gaelan told himself, though that day was going to come soon.



The security guard at the parking garage knew him on sight, so the gate rose the minute the van’s nose turned the corner. Gaelan waved at the woman on duty and parked the van on the second floor in their building’s designated zone. Exhausted as he might be, he still had to drop off the keys before heading home.



The walk up the stairs and across the street made him shiver. Time for a new coat. Suuuure. Just toss that on the heap of expenses staring him in the face. The office building’s lobby was mostly dead this time of the evening, apart from a couple people from one of the other offices he knew only to say hi to. The night shift security guard, Erasmus, lounged behind the counter and nodded at him as he approached.



“What’s good, Gaelan?”



“Not much. Hey, the lost and found, no one’s left a coat there about my size? Not anything recent, mind. Not looking to screw anyone out of it.”



“Hang on, I’ll look.” Erasmus hefted himself up and headed into the security office. He came out shaking his head a minute later. “Sorry, man, nothing doing, unless you need a scarf. But it’s hot pink.”



Gaelan chuckled. “Think I’ll pass. Thanks anyways.”



“You bet. Mark’s still upstairs.”



That was a surprise. Gaelan’s boss was a good guy, but at five o’clock every evening, he was out the door like his feet were on fire. Gaelan raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? I’d better get up there.”



Despite his exhaustion, he took the stairs. He was proud of his lean muscles and worked hard to keep them that way. “No shortcuts” was a personal motto, drilled into him by his foster dad.



The scent of Chinese food wafted to him the moment he stepped onto the floor. That would be Burt and Ayesha, the husband and wife nighttime bail bondsmen duo. Mark was vegan, and Chinese smelling that good and greasy would have offended his sensibilities. Their door was open and they were locked in a talk about old-school fight movies. Gaelan gave them a nod as he passed, and Ayesha called him back to underhand an egg roll to him. He caught it and devoured it in two bites as he headed for the Point Match Program’s dismal office.



What had started off back in 2001 as a four-person charity program was now relegated to the pair of men still trying to keep the lights on. The office was barely bigger than a broom closet, with just enough room for a pair of back-to-back desks, a couple of office chairs, and a lone, sickly plant in the corner Mark affectionately called Booger Brain. The view from the stubby window amounted to the alley and a disused conference room in the building across the way.



Mark was looking out there as Gaelan entered. He was on the phone with someone and spun lazily in his chair to hold up one finger. Gaelan nodded and returned the van’s keys to a hook on a corkboard. He settled into his old creaky chair and rooted around in his desk for a stick of gum.



Though he was born a decade or two late for Woodstock, Mark would have fit right in with the hippie crowd. His long graying hair was pulled back in a ponytail, though sometimes he did it up in a man bun that Gaelan gave him shit for constantly. He peered out at the world through a pair of glasses that looked like they belonged to a tech geek from the late eighties. Instead of slacks, he preferred corduroys, and tended to favor pastel shirts. In warmer weather it was always sandals, even when he tried to look professional otherwise.



“All right, thanks. I owe you. We’ll be in touch,” Mark said, and hung up the phone. He sighed and rubbed his cheek with the edge of it.



“What’s up?” Gaelan asked. There weren’t many nights Mark stuck around, and his boss looked harrowed and worn. Something was wrong.



Mark clicked his tongue and dropped his phone into his shirt pocket. “Gaelan, it might be time to start polishing up your resume.”



Silence, then quietly Gaelan said, “Shit. That bad?”



“Yes.” Mark leaned forward and placed his hands together on his desk. “Rent’s going to be increasing by a hundred and fifty a month.”



“Jesus. How soon?”



“Beginning of January.”



Gaelan skinned the gum and popped it in. He chewed for a minute, and finally said, “Okay. Beth Werner-”



“-went into a home three weeks ago. Her family is cutting off all her charitable donations.”



Gaelan winced. Mrs. Werner had been keeping the program on life support practically by her lonesome. “Jimmy Ferguson?”



But Mark was already shaking his head. “Went to prison for the Ponzi scheme thing.”



“I thought he bailed out?”



“Tried to run to Canada.”



“Aw, son of a…”



Mark sighed. “Yeah. We’ve got one hail Mary left. Find yourself a suit. We’re going to beg for money at the Goosecatcher.”



The Goosecatcher, one of a hundred Christmas fundraiser parties around the city during the holiday season. It was a thinly veiled excuse for the rich to be seen with metaphorical and often literal checkbooks in hand. The cause was always some semi-obscure charity, like awareness about leprosy for alligators or some nonsense.



“This sounds like a job for you,” Gaelan said.



“I’m not kidding, Gael. If we don’t find a donor at this party, we’re done. So both of us go. We try to schmooze. I’m sorry. It stinks. But look at it this way. If we don’t manage it, there are worse ways to go than getting drunk on bad champagne and yakking up undercooked oysters, so…” Mark shrugged, and a tiny grin slipped through.



His boss had him pinned. Gaelan groaned theatrically, then jabbed a finger at Mark. “I don’t own a suit. And don’t even think about telling me to buy one. I just asked Erasmus if he had a coat in lost and found. True story.”



Mark winced. “I know you deserve better.”



“Yeah, well… you’re stuck with me, sinking ship or not.”



“Thank you. As for the outfit, I have an idea. And you’re really not going to like it.”



Gaelan frowned. “Why?”



“Because there may be a more, ah, seasonally appropriate suit you could wear instead. One I just happen to own.”



“Seasonally appr…” It dawned on Gaelan what his boss meant, and he remembered the way Mark earned a few extra bucks the year before, playing Santa Claus for families around the neighborhood. “Oh no.



“Got a better idea? They’re not going to turn down good old Saint Nick, are they?”



“Let me rephrase. Ahem. Heeeellllllll no.”



Mark’s grin widened, and he waggled his eyes. Gaelan balled up the gum’s wrapper and threw it at him, but he knew the choice had already been made. The boys needed this. Hell, he needed this.



* * *



Gaelan returned home deep into the evening hours. Any later and he would have missed the last bus heading in his direction, meaning another night spent on Mark’s couch downtown, or him bumming a ride from one of the night crew. And Gaelan was so very tired of bumming things at that point in the day.



The bus stop was a quarter of a mile from his house, and he slogged through the ice and fresh snow, trying to keep as much of his face protected as he could with his gloved hands. The house was on the very edge of Barringray, right in the middle of forty or so other identical houses with slightly different shrubbery. The first few months he lived there, he forgot sometimes which was his, and would have walked into the wrong house a few times if he didn’t have the address memorized.



Their house was one of a few on the block that regularly had Christmas lights on, but that night, they were off despite his roommates’ cars in the driveway. Gaelan sighed. One of the few things he asked them to do was step out and flip them on. It wasn’t like it was difficult. He had the thing rigged up to a big button, one you could nudge with your foot. Ten seconds, at most. He stopped just long enough to turn them on, and stepped inside to the stink of weed and microwaved canned ravioli.



Thad and JR sat on opposite ends of Gaelan’s parents’ couch playing a video game. Well, his couch now, but it was still hard to think of their old furniture that way. Between his roommates were a pair of bowls crusted with their eternal favorite dinner, along with a nearly empty baggie of weed.



“What’s up, dude?” JR asked languidly.



“We’re going to order pizza,” Thad added. “You want some?”



“No, I’m good,” Gaelan said. He shucked off his coat and stared at the TV. “You guys bought Archdragon?”



“Yeah, it’s the shit,” JR said. He grabbed the bowls off the couch and dumped them on the already crammed coffee table, also inherited by Gaelan. Just a year ago that table had been spotless, well-polished, and gorgeous. Now it was nicked, stained, and at one corner, scorched by someone being an idiot with a lighter. “Grab a chair.”



“I’m good,” Gaelan said. He thought about what to say next, the steam rising up in him. Thad caught his expression and nudged their roommate.



“Told you he’d be pissed.”



“Look, I’m not…” Gaelan rubbed his face. “Yeah, all right, I am. You both still owe me for last month’s split on the utilities.”



“It’s cool. I get paid on Friday,” JR said. “We’ll get you the money.”



“We’re skinning the cat here, guys,” Gaelan said. “You have to get caught up at some point or we’re all out on our asses.”



“We said all right. We’ll pay you,” JR said. “What do you want? We can’t return the game.”



“Just make smarter choices? Prioritize?”



JR turned off the game and looked at Thad. “I don’t want to stick around and wait for pizza if we gotta listen to this. You want to go get some tacos or something?”



“I could do some tacos,” Thad said. They stood up, and at least Thad gave Gaelan a sympathetic shrug before they headed to their rooms to grab their coats and shoes.



Gaelan bit back the anger rising up in him, and headed for his own room to flop down on his bed and stare up at the ceiling. He only meant it to be a minute, but by the time his roommates called out they’d be back later, he was already asleep, still in his coat and shoes.



* * *



Five minutes in, and Jaime knew Dr. Gary Wilkinson wasn’t the one. It was a shame, too. His graying hair, strong chin, and deep tan gave him a silver fox appeal, but the man was totally insufferable.



His piggish eyes roamed her body greedily from the moment she set foot in his office. Of course, Jaime was dressed to kill in case the doctor turned out to be her Stuffer story for the year. Her button-up skirt ended well above her knees, showing off a great deal of her legs in their black hosiery. Her size-too-small sweater hugged her big breasts and rode up high on her stomach, occasionally flashing a hint of her belly button. The worst choice was the pigtails, which she favored when she was trying to blend sexy and cute. Her honey-blonde hair looked stellar in them, and guys loved the look, especially with her big pouty lips.



Now, though, Jaime wished her hair was unkempt and wild, and she’d worn a muumuu or maybe just sweats. Dr. Wilkinson was nearly humping his desk. He seemed like such a slam-dunk. A local station ran a piece on him successfully performing a high-risk procedure on a four-year-old to remove cysts the size of golf balls. The humble words he gave while holding the young boy, now well into recovery, made Jaime’s panties practically squish. A little more research on his work and her fun bits could have doubled as a fountain.



But actually meeting the man made her realize what a horrible mistake she made. Dr. Wilkinson leaned back in his chair and she wished for the love of God his hands were visible. She wasn’t entirely certain he wasn’t playing with himself under there and the thought made her gag.



“So you see, you’re not just applying to be my scheduling assistant,” he said, “but part of a team doing extraordinary work each and every day. Of course, the fact you’ll be working right under me is just a bonus.”



The wink he gave her almost made her stand up and leave. “Sounds great,” Jaime said, lying through her teeth. She should have walked, but she was deeply into schadenfreude situations and deathly curious about how far this would all go. “I do have another job interview tomorrow, but…”



“Really?” Dr. Wilkinson scoffed. “Where else would you have an opportunity like this one?”



“It never hurts to keep your options open,” Jaime said as his gaze sank to her crossed legs for the umpteenth time.



“Well, I’ve got an offer for you. Come along with me this weekend to the Goosecatcher. It’s a charity event, one of the most exclusive in the city.”



Jaime was well aware of the Goosecatcher. It wasn’t exactly one of the “most exclusive,” but it was a genuinely intriguing idea. The event sought to match up the rich with slightly lesser known charities and goodwill programs. That would be an excellent place to find an individual to give her annual Stuffer gift, though she’d be damned if she went with Dr. Wilkinson.



“That is a terrific idea,” she said, standing up.



“So you’ll go,” he said, his smile aiming for wolfish and coming up short. “Good. Wear something like that, and-”



“Oh, I’m not going with you. You’re a pig. I have friends who can hook me up. Have a great afternoon.”



Jaime walked out, a sense of serenity filling her as she listened to his squawking. A pair of nurses, both of them drop-dead beautiful themselves, cast her baleful looks as she passed. She blew them kisses and said before she hit the door to the waiting room, “You deserve a less skeezy boss.”



“Bitch,” one of them muttered.



“Or not,” she said, shrugging. “Enjoy each other’s company.”



In her crossover, Jaime dialed up her real employer, Wendy. Once upon a time, Wendy had been a Stuffer too, but only lasted a couple years before she fell deeply in love with one of her beneficiaries. That happened a lot, and it was the number one reason by far why women dropped out of the sisterhood.



That didn’t mean Wendy wasn’t still a member in spirit, as was the case also for a lot of the former members. Once a Stuffer, always a Stuffer. Wendy brought Jaime on as her executive assistant in Jaime’s first year in the sisterhood, and afforded her all the time she needed to perform her Stuffer duties. Of course, this meant Wendy always got an advance telling of Jaime’s Stuffer party story, usually while working her wand massager spread-eagle on the couch in her office. Jaime loved her boss and would have happily helped her along if only Wendy would ask. Sometimes she wondered if she should volunteer her services, but worried that would be crossing a line.



Her boss picked up. “Oh no. You weren’t long enough that it could have gone well.”



“You’re right, unfortunately,” Jaime said, aiming the crossover for the edge of the parking lot. “I’m on my way back now, and I think I’m in the mood for a chai. Want one?”



“Of course. That terrible?”



“Ugh. Complete scumbag.” She explained what happened, and followed it up with, “But he did bring up one interesting idea. Accompanying him to the Goosecatcher.”



“Oh no, you’re not going with him are you, sweetie?”



“No. God no. I was hoping you could put out some feelers and see if you couldn’t land me an invitation?”



“Of course! That’s a great idea.”



“Do any of the others circulate there?” Jaime asked.



“It’s a big enough party you shouldn’t be fighting for scraps. Check my schedule when you come in. Maybe Robert and I will make an appearance too. Three sets of eyes have to be better than one.”



“I love that idea. Thank you, Wendy. See you soon.”



* * *



“We gotta see you in the suit,” Armand said.



“Nope,” Gaelan said. They were just finishing up that night’s activity – or pair of them, really. The indoor gym bowling was a favorite among the boys, but all of them, Gaelan included, loved the fuzzy dart-ball even more. It was just darts, but played with fuzzy balls that would stick to the oversized target. Gaelan had modified the target with more point zones, much more like a skeeball table. Points from both a game of bowling and darts were added up into one set, with five sets played. Nico, a usually quiet fly on the wall, was that night’s surprise winner.



Gaelan wanted to stay there forever, or at least, that night, anyways. When he dropped the boys off, he had to drive to Mark’s, shower there, and change into his – ugh – Santa suit. Then it was off to the Goosecatcher, where they would prostrate themselves before the city’s moderately wealthy and beg for patrons like good little doggies.



It was all for these boys though, and that more than anything else kept him from calling in sick.



Gaelan had yet to bring up the potential end of the program. If things tonight fell through, the last activities would happen just before Christmas. A very holly jolly time for all of them, Gaelan thought darkly. He would then help Mark close things down, and after that, he had no idea. This had been his first job when his semi-pro career fell through, and it was the only thing Gaelan was really good at. On top of which, there was no home to go back to anymore. No extended family. No parents to bail him out. This had to work, or he’d be working at a fast-food place or at a grocery store or something.



“At least can we see some pictures?” Jeffrey asked.



Gaelan thought about that and sighed dramatically. “Oh, all right. Yes. I’ll see if Mark can’t get a picture or two.”



“Hilarious,” Big Bam said.



“Yeah, yeah,” Gaelan grumbled. “I’m going to go start the van.”



The boys were in a goofy mood that night, and bellowed out lyrics like they were rock stars in the van. A lead ball formed deep in Gaelan’s stomach. There might not be too many days left like this. If he and Mark fucked it up that night, there was no tomorrow. He had to go. Had to do this, no matter how stupid he felt wearing a Santa suit. When he bumped fists with the last boy, he pointed the van toward Mark’s, and that ball in his guts only grew and grew.



A familiar face buzzed him up and greeted him at Mark’s door. Tia made him immediately stand straighter, as she always did.  Mark’s niece was a year or two older than Gaelan, and one of the more strikingly beautiful girl-next door types he’d ever seen. A heart-shaped face was framed with soft auburn colors and dark, glimmering eyes that made him want to jump in and fall forever. She was maybe twenty pounds overweight, something she bemoaned good-naturedly, but he liked the fullness of her, the softness.



Before Gaelan could step inside, Tia pressed a hand against his chest. “You gotta say it,” she said, showing off her cute underbite with a wide grin.



“Say what?”



“What would Santa say?”



From inside, Mark called, “Oh let him in. We’re running behind already.”



Tia dropped her hand and scooted aside to let Gaelan pass. “Spoilsport. The suit wasn’t going to be big enough around the shoulders and the chest, so I let it out some. Try it on. Worst comes to worst we rip the sleeves off and you go there looking like a Christmas stripper.” She tapped a finger against her ruby-painted lips. “Not my worst idea.”



Gaelan couldn’t help smiling at that. There had always been a certain crackle between them, but he didn’t want to make things weird at work by asking her out. “Good to see you, Tia.”



“You too.”



Mark was already dressed in his own suit, plaid blue over a slightly lighter blue button up. He was seated at his kitchen table, a cup of tea and a laptop in front of him. A white clothing box sat on an end table, and he gestured at it. Gaelan picked it up and groaned.



“I can’t believe I’m doing this.”



“I can’t either, but we really don’t have the time for whining.”



“Yeah, yeah.” Gaelan dragged ass to the bathroom and took a quick shower, not just out of necessity, but because Mark’s hot water heater sucked. His boss did have good shampoo, though. He stepped out, toweled off, and brushed his teeth with his fingers before finally opening up the box and pulling out the suit. Made from some coarse material, it was rough and was definitely going to itch everywhere it touched. The belt was a chintzy plastic, as were the “boot” sleeves meant to be worn above the ankle of a shoe. The beard smelled like ass, and the hair wouldn’t stay on.



“I’m not wearing the beard or the hair,” Gaelan called through the door.



“Would you hurry up?” Mark asked.



Gaelan emerged wearing the suit and the Santa hat. He tossed the hair and beard at Mark. Tia giggled. “Ah, I do good work.”



“Yeah, it’s a good fit,” Gaelan told her. And it was true. Though Tia hadn’t even measured him, she managed to get his sizing down to a general rightness. The chest was a little tight, but not bad at all. He shouldn’t have been surprised. She worked for an independent clothing store and part of her job was resizing. 



 Mark stood up and clapped Gaelan’s back. “Let’s get to it. Thank you, Tia.”



“Uh uh. I get a picture first.” She poked Gaelan in the chest. “This is gonna feed my Santa fetish for, like, weeks.”



“Um.”



* * *



Jaime thought about wearing something ultra-sexy. She had a red dress with slits on the side that would have shown off nearly everything, if she liked. Or the black cocktail dress with the thinnest veneer of fabric over her nipples. Or there was the emerald one that showed off her belly and her back. She very nearly went that route, but the objective that night was to blend in and observe, not to be the center of attention.



Of course, she could still class it up. The red velvet dress she chose rode well above her knees, but not scandalously so. The dip in the back teased more skin, but the chest was fairly conservative, and the stars emblazoned on it were super cute. Her long waves of blonde hair spilled down to her breasts, drawing an emphasis to her face and colorful makeup. She went heavy on the eyeliner, added more blush than she usually liked, and there may – may- have even been a dash of glitter. Adorable, she thought, and it got quite a look from Wendy’s husband Robert until his wife pinched his butt.



Her boss and her hubby looked quite the fashionable duo themselves, him in a charcoal suit with Santa and reindeer cufflinks, Wendy in a red dress that could best be called fluffy. They met Jaime in the grand atrium of the Myron Hotel, which was no longer a hotel at all but an event space. The place was a favorite for midrange charity events because of its colorful history as a brothel in the early parts of the 1900s. The original stylings were lost to time and a few remodels, but had been fixed up in the 1950s as a tribute to Old West-styled hotels, complete with gleaming pine beams, a wooden bar, and twelve suite-sized rooms that had seen their doors removed decades later and were now turned into smaller conference-styled sitting rooms for the guests. Despite how few rooms there were, the atrium and second floor balconies were extraordinarily spacious and lent the space a theater-like air. An enormous, real Christmas tree lit up the center of the room, ringed by silent auction items and sleek gift bags. All around them strewn from the rafters were green lights, a welcome change from the blues or whites these events seemed to rely on.



All in all, not a bad place to spend an evening drinking champagne cocktails and eating slivers of food from trays whirled around by the catering staff.



Robert and Wendy already held flutes of raspberry champagne, but Jaime wouldn’t have long to wait. A pair of yummy male servers swooped in at her from opposite sides of the atrium, trays of drinks in hand. She had just enough time to hug Wendy and accept a kiss on the cheek from Robert before the servers were upon her, promising to keep her well supplied with anything she might like that night. Jaime laughed them off, though she did accept a glass of champagne with a thank you.



Wendy shook her head. “I miss those days.”



Robert wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her in tight. “You, my love, are still the sexiest thing in this whole city. With Jaime as a very close second, of course.”



Wendy granted him a kiss on the cheek and said, “You’re sweet.” To Jaime she said, “Well, your priorities?”



“A good cause,” Jaime said immediately. “Something useful, something with a track record.”



“And your, ah, beneficiary?” Robert asked. “Don’t suppose you’d go for tall, suave, slightly over the hill, cheeseball named Robert?”



Jaime grinned. Her boss’s husband had always been free with his compliments and his flirting. It wasn’t just light amorous banter, either. He had something of an open relationship with his wife, one they both benefitted from. Jaime thought sometimes about taking Robert up on his advances. He really was quite handsome, and younger than he joked about, just now facing down the north side of his thirties.



“Well, we could always sneak away to the bathroom, but that would just be for pleasure. The story would be too good for the Stuffers.”



Robert raised his eyebrows at that and Wendy nudged him. “I’m not the only one who still has it.”



“Well, we’ll certainly put a pin in that. But any particular tastes in men that would help me narrow the search?”



Jaime tapped a painted fingernail against her lips. “Hm. I’m not particular if the cause is good enough. But I love a tall man, and someone… unique.” She gestured at one of the servers from earlier now making the rounds in amongst a new batch of beautiful twenty-somethings. “Someone like that, he’s handsome, but there’s no flavor there.”



“So… someone like him then?” Robert asked, nodding towards the entrance.



A pair of men entered, one in a garish blue suit with long, graying hair. At first, she assumed Robert meant him, and almost nudged him for joking with her. But then she took in his Santa-suited companion, and paused, studying him.



At first glance, it was hard to ignore the cheap Santa suit, which looked like it cost maybe twenty bucks at a big box store. Someone had done some excellent work with the stitching, making the green thread at the shoulders and across the chest seem like it was by design. But once her eyes traveled up, it was hard to look away. The Santa’s black hair was done in a dozen braids dangling behind his head. His unlined face spoke of his youth, made handsome not exactly by traditional measure, but by the way his various strong features contrasted with each other. His nose was long and thin, his chin square and strong, his cheeks hollow.



His companion nudged the Santa-suited man, and he glared in response before clearing his throat and giving a deep, rumbling, “Ho ho ho.”



The attendees cheered at that, and laughter broke out in small ripples. When Jaime finally looked away from him, she caught Wendy and Robert smiling at her, not the newcomers. “Yes,” she said, playing at the fabric of her dress. “Someone like that.”



* * *



Gaelan’s first impulse was to go for the drinks, but he restrained himself. Instead, he plucked some kind of meat on a stick from a passing server and bit into Dijon salmon. “Damn, that’s pretty good.”



“Enjoy it,” Mark said. “But work fast. You have the business cards?”



“Yeah.”



“Good. Get them circulating.”



“Let’s go kiss some ass.”



“Luck,” Mark said, with a tight smile.



“You too.”



A quick look around the room and Gaelan homed in on a group of older men in suits that probably cost more than two months of his rent. He started towards them, trying to take a mental inventory of who was probably there to donate and who was there to receive. It was harder than he expected. One guy in a wrinkled suit was probably in the same boat as him and Mark, and an older man with a young woman in tow was pressing as many pamphlets as he could into hands all over the room. Apart from that, it was guesswork. Most everyone else was dressed in the bland way of the affluent.



He stuck out in his Santa suit. It had been a smart move to ditch the hat and beard. The hotel might be big but it sweltered from the people and the bright lights. Tia should have come with. She would have been right at home with these people, laughing and charming her way into conversations. She was great at making friends with everybody. Gaelan, on the other hand, felt as awkward as a teenager trying to fit in with the cool kids.



He nearly banged into a server carrying a tray of drinks. “Sorry,” Gaelan said, and the server gave him the stink eye. The men watched him approach, and already they smirked. Fucking great. He started up the spiel anyways. “Hey there. Gaelan, from the Point Match Program.” He held out his hand and the men all shook, looking more and more amused. “Right, uh, I’m here because our program is, ah, really important to a lot of the at-risk youth in a downtown neighborhood, and I was hoping to talk to you about helping us keep our doors open.”



“One question,” one of the guys said. “Where did you get that suit?”



“Uh. My boss. He, ah, he plays Santa for some of the kids around the, you know, the city, and…” Gaelan floundered and shifted back. “So, um, the program, we get at-risk and in-need young men and we offer up some after-school sports and activities to help them learn life skills they may not have the opportunity to, ah, learn otherwise.”



“Sure, sure, great cause,” another one of the guys said.



“Jesus, look at the ass on that one,” one of the guys muttered. All the suits looked across the way to a raven-haired woman in a sequined gown.



Gaelan dug out his cards and accidentally dropped half of them. “Ah, shit,” he muttered, dropping down to scoop them up. When he stood up, two of the guys were moving on, and a third smiled at him sympathetically. Gaelan gave him a card, and watched helplessly as the guy walked away, stuffing it into his pocket.



“Fuck,” Gaelan muttered, rubbing his mouth. He needed a drink.



Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Mark hitting up a gargantuan woman in a red dress that fit her like a blanket. She was laughing politely at something he said, but eyeing the servers coming out of the kitchens with fresh trays of appetizers. Gaelan headed for a table loaded with drinks, scooped one up, and sipped it while he searched the place for the next pair of deaf ears.



That would wind up being Grace Nowitzki, a graying widow with a pair of wandering hands. Halfway through his speech, he fought the urge to jump when she traced his abs with her fingertips before hollering for a friend to join them. They promised a small donation if he let them sit on his knee and tell him if they’d been naughty or nice.



Gaelan was going to kill Mark for this.



He worked the room. Most everyone he spoke to talked about the suit, not the Point Match program or the children he was trying to help. More women and one man touched him in ways that made him want to strip down to his boxers right there. One guy did mention he owned a bowling alley and would be happy to host the boys once a month. Gaelan got down his personal information and tried not to seem too pathetic when he thanked the guy twice. It was something, but if they didn’t have better luck, they were sunk.



Mark caught up to him and guided him away from a trio of harpies wanting to know if he did parties with the suit. “Come on. I can see you getting angry. We both need a break.”



“I just…” Gaelan sighed. “You’re right.”



They grabbed a couple glasses of champagne and plates of appetizers. As they mowed down cheese arranged to look like Christmas trees, Mark muttered, “How do they not care?”



“Because it doesn’t affect them,” Gaelan said. “If it was their kids, they’d be writing checks for thousands and thousands. Our boys, they’re faceless here. Just more meat for the grinder. Below a certain income point, that’s all any of us are to them.”



Mark studied him sidelong. “Gaelan…”



“It’s okay. I’m okay.” Gaelan finished off his drink in a long swallow and set the glass behind him on a long table loaded with auction items. Probably not the place for the glass, but at this point, he could give zero fucks what any of these stuck-up assholes thought. Big Bam, who was so ugly and spiteful when they picked him up the first time but became something of the cheerleader of the boys, the energetic, driving one. Jeffrey, lost in his own world, who would go entire nights sometimes without speaking, but who seemed to be opening up, at least to the other boys. Ezra, one of Gaelan’s favorites, who walked with a limp his birth father gave him before storming out the door, and who, despite that, was so giving sometimes it broke Gaelan’s heart to watch him.



No. Gaelan wasn’t okay. He was pissed. And he was about to boil over.



* * *



The tall man in the Santa suit hustled the room like his feet were on fire while a dozen people vied for Jaime’s attention. It made catching up to the guy hard. Every time he looked ready to move on, someone caught Jaime’s arm.



Every Stuffer each year was given a small slush fund for donations of a less personal nature, and could obtain more if it was necessary by going through Karli Lancaster and the Angels, the three other Stuffers elected to act like a council for Stuffer business. Usually at a fundraiser like the Goosecatcher, Jaime would have given away her slush fund in a heartbeat, but there were some absurd causes that year, not to mention some obvious tax evasion schemes. Even Robert commented on it at one point when they caught back up, his face sour. This would very likely be the last time they attended. It was obviously rotten at its core.



Wendy caught up to her with a pair of cranberry tarts. Jaime thanked her. At least the food was better than average. They chatted for a moment, eyeing the room together. Then Wendy blinked. “What’s Santa up to?”



“Huh?”



Wendy pointed, and Jaime blinked. The man in the cheap Santa suit was at one of the auction tables, slowly and methodically stripping it of every item and placing them on the floor. Jaime and Wendy weren’t the only ones who noticed, and soon the man had an audience, some of them chuckling, some of them looking as confused as Jaime.



Then, in a remarkable show of athleticism, the man shot up with a flash. His foot barely seemed to touch a nearby chair and he stood on top of the table. Half the room broke into laughter or nervous chuckles.



“Laugh it up,” the guy said. “Go on ahead. Pull your phones. Record this.”



The man in the blue suit, his friend or partner or whoever he was, shook his head but didn’t make a move to stop Santa.



“You see,” the guy said, continuing, “I’m just trying to get some attention. That’s all. That’s why we’re here. While you guys are saving the fucking quartz beds or whatever it is you’re trying to raise money for, the Point Match program is trying to keep its doors open. Not for me, not for my boss, but for a bunch of young men from backgrounds you’re all busy sneering at. Foster kids, kids from single-parent homes, guys who may not need us, but whose lives are made just a little bit richer because we can give them a night of basketball, or baseball, or something productive to do with their evenings.”



Jaime’s hand found Wendy’s and squeezed. The other woman glanced at her and nodded. They knew.



“Sir, you need to get down,” one of the hosts snapped. “We will call the cops.”



“Yeah, good, cool. That’ll get us some press too. Do it. Fuck it, I’ll call them myself if you want. But I’m gonna speak my mind first. With Point Match, our boys get to learn a little bit about life. Not just sports stuff, but how to build something, how to budget, how to change a tire. Stuff none of you would even think twice about, because you have people to do that for you. They don’t. Our program dies in a month if we don’t get funding. We are desperate. Desperate enough that I’m willing to stand up here and look like a complete jackass.” He dug in his pocket and threw out a handful of cards in a spray. Security was coming for him now, and they looked pissed. “You want to support something that matters? Support our boys. Help them have, I don’t know, a few more months of good nights now and then.” He glanced all around the room and sighed heavily. “That’s it. I’m done.”



He hopped off the table, and the man in the blue suit raced for him. They hustled out of there, security close at their heels. While the rest of the room burst out laughing, Jaime went for the cards fanned across the floor. Robert joined her without a word, and soon Wendy too, with a hand on her shoulder.



 



* * *



“You can chew my ass out, you can fire me, whatever,” Gaelan said as they walked towards the line of cars on the street. “But I took my shot.”



“Fire you?” Mark chuckled. “That’s the ballsiest thing I’ve ever seen. I was shocked, yeah, but Gael, you went for it. I can respect that.”



“Think it’ll work?”



“With those vultures? Not a chance.” Mark smiled apologetically. “But maybe someone will see the footage and donate. We can hope.”



They drove back to Mark’s place in silence. The hour was early enough yet that the buses were still running out to the suburbs, so Gaelan changed back into his regular clothes, folded the suit up, and shook his boss’s hand before heading out.



The ride home was long and blessedly quiet, save for one guy on the first bus telling everyone how the city council was letting immigrants steal all the government jobs. Gaelan’s stomach rumbled the entire time. He’d only managed a few bites of food and two glasses of champagne. A sandwich, he thought, and then bed.



The house wasn’t lit again when he walked up to the door. He sighed and nudged on the lights. It was only then he realized there were no cars in the driveway and no lights were on in the living room. No biggie. His roommates were probably just out hunting down food or hanging out somewhere. He opened the door, flicked on the lights, and gaped.



“Motherfucker,” he muttered, then started chuckling. The TV was gone. The game console was gone. Half the furniture, including his couch, was gone. He dropped his keys on the coffee table, stumbled through the house, just nodding, unable to find any emotion but sheer exhaustion. At least they’d left his bed and most everything from his bedroom.



Gaelan stripped out of his coat, dropped it on the floor in his bedroom, and flopped down face first on the bed. He wondered vaguely if he left the front door open, then as he drifted off slowly into a dreamless sleep, he wondered if he cared anymore.



He woke sometime late in the morning, not having moved an inch from where he dropped. He pushed himself upright, groaning at the stiffness in his neck and back, and went first to see if he’d left the door open. Nope. Closed. Slowly he trudged through his daily routine. At least the dickheads left his toiletries alone. He found a lone can of jambalaya in the cupboard and heated it in a pan. Apparently not even thieves wanted canned jambalaya.



When Gaelan ate, he started to dial Mark, but what was the point? What could he do? There were Gaelan’s older foster siblings, but by the time he joined the home, they were all about to graduate high school or college. He barely knew them. None of them had wanted any of the furniture, just a few pictures and mementos. Would they take him in? Probably. Did he want them to? Well… no. But he might not have a choice.



There were options, though. He dialed the director for a series of low-income housing tracts close to work. Bill was a good guy. If he had something available, he’d work with Gaelan. It had come to this. Barely into his twenties and he was looking at subsidized housing because he couldn’t keep his temper in check at a dinner party or vet his roommates properly. Gaelan laughed with a hint of desperation and bitterness, emotionally stunned at his abject failure.



Bill listened sympathetically. That time of the year, he was full up, but he would shoot Gaelan’s name up on his list if something became available. In the meantime, he would ask around and see if any of the other housing directors had any openings. Gaelan thanked him, and Bill said something at the end before they hung up.



“Gaelan.”



“Yeah?”



“It’s okay. To ask for help now and then, it’s okay.”



Gaelan rubbed his forehead. “Yeah. Hey, uh, don’t mention this to anyone if you don’t have to, but… you don’t happen to have any openings?”



“For a job?”



“Yeah.”



“No. Is it that bad?”



“It’s bad,” Gaelan admitted. “Mark’s trying, but… I don’t know. I think we’re both about to be looking elsewhere.”



“Shit. Those kids love you guys. Hang in there.”



“Thanks.”



Gaelan hung up, and immediately started looking online for job opportunities. But just as he was thinking of heading to the library to print up his resume, Mark called.



“Hey Mark,” he said. “Sorry about last night.”



“Don’t be. Are you busy?”



“No. Well, trying to figure things out. My roommates ditched me. Stole half my stuff, too.”



“Jesus. Sorry.”



“Yeah, me too. They got my parents’ couch and…” Gaelan sighed. “It’s hurting a bit.”



Mark knew his situation, here he’d come from and how much Gaelan loved his parents. He was quiet a moment, and finally said, “Look, um, you might not be feeling up to it, but could you be ready to come to the office in about fifteen?”



“We closing up shop?”



“No. Be ready. Sally down the hall is going to pick you up. Don’t take the bus.”



“Oh-kay.” Gaelan hung up and frowned. Mark sounded happy. That was weird.



* * *



They lined the halls, everybody from the floor. Most of them held phones, and the volumes were way up on a YouTube video of Gaelan up on the table shouting at the guests at the Goosecatcher. Gaelan groaned, and everybody started clapping and cheering. “Ah, screw all you,” he said, but he couldn’t help a grin.



They parted for him, talking and laughing and clapping him on the back as he passed. Mark stood at the door to the office, grinning, his arms folded.



“This what you called me in for?” Gaelan grumbled, but it was good-natured. He felt an odd sense of calmness about things. This was rock bottom. He was losing his job, his house, his everything and it was okay. He’d live. He’d figure something out. It didn’t mean an end to helping out the boys, either. He could still keep in touch with them, and when he got settled, maybe start back up something informal if they were still up for it.



It was okay to fail. But what he wasn’t prepared for was success.



Mark’s voice was thick when he spoke. “No. It’s not.” He opened the office door. Sitting in Gaelan’s chair was a figure he vaguely remembered from the party the night before. A blonde at the periphery. Gorgeous, and dressed far nicer than most anyone they saw coming through that building.



“Hi,” Gaelan said, raising an eyebrow and looking sidelong at Mark. He held out a hand uncertainly. “Gaelan.”



“Jaime.” She stood and shook, and he could not take his eyes off her cotton candy-painted lips. Up close she was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever seen. Her bouquet scent intoxicated him, filling the tiny room pleasantly. She seemed to realize his discomfort and the corners of her lips turned up impishly. “That was quite a speech last night.”



“Oh, yeah,” he said, sticking his thumbs into his pockets. “I was, ah, a little frustrated. Our program, it really does help some young men in need, and we were getting shut down in every conversation. I guess I had enough.”



“You don’t have to explain yourself to me, though I wish I’d caught you before then and had a chance to listen to your pitch.”



Mark said, “I’m going to let you two speak for a minute. Get anybody a coffee or anything?”



“I’m fine, thank you,” Jaime said, giving him a dazzling smile. Gaelan muttered much the same, still unable to look away from her. The dark touches she added around her eyes now drew him there, and he lost himself for a moment as Mark headed out.



After a long minute of uncomfortable silence, Jaime finally said, “Should we take a drive?”



“The two of us?”



That impish smile again. “Yes.”



They moved together, and were downstairs before he fully comprehended it. He wanted to touch her, wanted to bend her over in the elevator and take her. Instead, he kept his distance, and forced himself not to stare at her ass in her tight skirt. Every inch of her brought out something animalistic in him.



As they walked through the lobby of the building, she dug in a coat pocket and produced a set of keys. “You’re driving.”



“Okay. Where?”



She told him an address, one he was intimately familiar with because it was his own. He stopped, suddenly cold.



“What is this?” he asked. “Who are you?”



“A guardian angel,” she said, and this time, there was no smile on her face. “Come on.”



* * *



Jaime loved how careful Gaelan was not to stare. Obviously he wanted to. He couldn’t help quick flicks at her body, especially when she got in and let her skirt slide up the tiniest bit, showing off her creamy thighs. He wasn’t gross about it, though. She wanted him to look and he had, enough to tell her he wanted her.



He was even taller up close, and she drank in the details of him openly. Definitely her beneficiary, if he wasn’t dating anyone.



“I had a long chat with your boss earlier. Mark is a very nice man.”



“He is,” Gaelan said.



“The Point Match Program isn’t one I’m familiar with, so you’ll have to excuse me that I did some digging this morning on it and the pair of you. There was a very nice article from a few years back but I couldn’t find much else.”



They made a right onto a busier thoroughfare. “That was just before I came on. Mark and my predecessors.”



“There used to be more than just the two of you?”



“Four, back when this all started. Mark works with families in need. He used to have a partner for that, and then there were two people who did my job. It was in the early 2000s, when charitable donations were roaring back. Mark was there for the start of it all, though he wasn’t in charge until… uh, I want to say 2006 or so.”



“The two of you seem close.”



“He’s my best friend.”



“My boss is my best friend too. Well, one of them.” She smiled fondly, thinking of last year’s Stuffer party and the aftermath, when two of her closest friends in the group spent a long weekend at her loft. The only time they left the bed was for necessities. Soon, Jaime told herself, they’d see each other again, and the wonderful debauchery would start again in earnest.



“What do you do for work?”



“I’m an executive assistant. I’m afraid I can’t talk about much more than that.” There weren’t actually rules about the Stuffers revealing personal information, though it always paid to be smart about how much a woman divulged if she didn’t know the beneficiary well. Gaelan might seem like a nice man but appearances could be deceiving. It was why they were going to his place instead of hers, and why she would only tell him her first name. It was also why she had a tracking app on her phone and carried a can of pepper spray. A girl could never be too careful when she was giving up a day of wild, inhibition-free sex.



“Okay,” Gaelan said, shrugging. “The best way I can pitch you on the organization is by introducing you to the boys we serve. Tonight we’re going to be learning some basic knots, so it might not be the most exciting thing, but you can get to know them for yourself.”



“I don’t need to be pitched on your program,” she said. “And I made other arrangements with Mark. He’s going to be accompanying them to the Swafford Escape Room.” Gaelan shot her a quick, surprised look. The Swafford was almost like an amusement park in scope, and its escape room was one of the best in the city, changed up regularly to keep it surprising. “The Swafford is also going to be one of your new funders.”



Gaelan drew in a sharp breath. “I’m sorry, what?”



“I know the owners. Well… a friend knows the owners. She set them up.”



“They’re funding us?”



“Yes. Them and a few more businesses besides. Enough that you and Mark should be comfortable for a good long while. So long as you keep up the good work.”



Gaelan slowed and turned into the parking lot for a paint store. He put the crossover in park, and turned to stare at Jaime. “Who are you? Why are you doing this?”



“I’m a friend, Gaelan. So are the people who will be looking after you and Mark. That’s all we are. There are no strings attached to this. We give. That is what we do.”



“Why us?”



“Because you stood up for them,” Jaime said, shrugging. “Because you believe in them, so do I. That’s all. There’s nothing beneath the surface.”



He stared at her for a long while, his eyes not leaving hers. Then, finally, he said quietly, “Thank you.”



“No. You don’t have to thank me for anything. You, Mark, people like you, thank you. You are the ones this broken world needs.”



He chuckled and put the vehicle in reverse. “Yeah, then the world’s doomed.”



“No,” Jaime said softly. “I don’t think it is.”



“So why my place, then?”



“Ah.” Jaime smiled to herself. “Because I also made up my mind about something else. Is there a girlfriend I should be expecting?”



“No. Why?”



“Because I’d very much like to fuck your brains out all afternoon.”



“What?”



She was already going for his pants. “Unless you don’t want to, that is.”



“Um. Nope. I’m… I’m pretty good with that.”



* * *



Jaime unzipped him, and Gaelan almost forgot for a minute that he’d been robbed. His hands tightened around the steering wheel as this impossibly beautiful blonde tugged down his jeans far enough that she could tease his cock through his boxers.



“Look, Jaime, before this gets too far,” he said, “my house, it’s not…” She pulled out his lengthy cock and he whispered, “Oh Jesus, oh fuck…”



“Ooh, very nice, Gaelan,” Jaime murmured, staring hungrily at his length. “And don’t worry, if your place isn’t clean or whatever, I don’t mind. I’m not looking for a relationship. This is strictly a one-time thing.”



“Okay. But it’s not that. I was robbed last night. Like, very literally. My roommates cut and ran on me because they owed me money, and stole half my furniture and almost everything else in the house. I was actually spending the morning looking fo… oh goddamn,” he croaked as she began to stroke his cock.



“You were robbed?”



“Yeah. It was a hell of a day.”



She let go of his cock and dug in her coat pocket for her phone. In a minute, she was dialing someone, and her hand returned to his hardening prick. “Jennifer, hey, it’s Jaime.” A pause, and she grinned. “I know. I’m excited too. How’s your hunt going? Oh my gosh, I can’t wait to hear all about it. Yes, well, that’s why I’m calling. I’m with mine right now, and I just found out he’s had a lot of his furniture stolen.” She squeezed his prick, and Gaelan gripped the steering wheel tighter. “Do we have anybody that could hook him up with some things? Oh, excellent. I’ll give him a call later. I’m going to be, mm, indisposed for a while.” She let go of Gaelan’s cock and he almost moaned with disappointment as she unbuckled and freed herself from her coat. “Oh yes. I picked a very yummy one. He’s long. No, I don’t know, and I’m not asking.” She giggled, and returned a hand to his cock. “I’m just about to give him a blowjob. And his eyes just went huge.”



“Jesus,” Gaelan whispered. “Who are you people?”



“Okay, talk soon. Sure, I’ll send on a picture. We’re on the road, so it might not be the best angle. Oh, I have an idea. I’ll take it after he comes. Yes.” She giggled again. “You should see his face. Okay, much love. See you in a few weeks.”



When Jaime hung up, Gaelan said, “The furniture… there are people who need it more, and…”



She let go of his cock and turned to look at him. “Gaelan, my friends and I all make contributions and volunteer our time across dozens of charities around the city. We try to make sure people are taken care of in our own way. But each of us, once a year, we pick one person we personally want to, mm, reward for being on Santa’s nice list. Understand?”



“No,” he said. “Not a bit of it. But… thank you. For helping us keep our doors open.”



“You’re welcome,” she murmured. “Keep helping people. That’s all the payment we want back. That… and maybe you can help me come a few times later.”



He chuckled. “I can try.”



“That’s the spirit. Do you have condoms?”



“Yes.”



“No need to stop then,” Jaime said, and twisted so she could lean over the center console, already reaching for his cock again. “Mmm. A nice big holiday treat.”



Gaelan couldn’t believe this was happening even as it was. She had his rigid cock in one hand, her breath hot against him, her blonde hair spilling across his thigh. Her tongue slid against his tip, and he moaned, “Oh fuck.” Never had he gotten head on the road like this. Traffic wasn’t exactly light, either. Anyone in a bigger vehicle could look over and see the blonde with her head in his lap. That only served to make him harder.



He laid a hand on the back of her head, fingers twining through her silky hair. Jaime moaned like she loved it, and hell, maybe she did. This woman was crazy. She had to be. But no way in hell was he going to turn her down.



She licked his tip like it was candy. The vibrations of the car on the road made it so goddamn good. Gaelan fought the urge to push her mouth down on him, forcing himself to enjoy this moment. Her tongue slid down along the side of his cock closest to her as far as she could with the awkward angle. Up and down she went like that for a few long minutes, then she leaned back up, her tongue disappearing from his cock.



Only to be replaced by her lips.



“Damn,” he groaned as Jaime slowly engulfed him. “Your mouth feels so good.”



“Mmm,” she hummed around him, and popped off just long enough to say, “Let me know when?”



“Of course.”



She gripped his cock with one hand as she began to bob her head up and down. Jaime wasn’t teasing, that was for sure. Her enthusiastic mouth sucked and slurped on his cock noisily and he began to thrust back up at her as much as he could given the constraints of the vehicle. When they pulled up to a red light, a beefy SUV rolled in next to them. A man in the passenger’s seat looked over. Gaelan, too close to stop or warn off Jaime, shrugged at the other guy and grinned. When the light turned green, neither vehicle moved for a long minute until someone hammered on their horn. Both vehicles lurched forward, and the guy gave Gaelan a thumbs-up before they turned.



“Fuck, Jaime,” he moaned.



His words spurred her on even harder, and she began to jerk his cock into her mouth. Her mouth and tongue swirled over the first few inches of him. The sensations were so overwhelming he nearly drove into the opposite lane. He gripped the back of her head involuntarily, pushing her face down.



“Sorry, I-”



Jaime let go of his cock and drove down, taking every single inch of him deep into her throat, then popping back up immediately and diving back down again, deepthroating him with a happy, “Gwark!”



“God yeah,” he groaned, “yeah, suck it deep, Jaime…”



Her head bobbed up and down enthusiastically. “Gwark! Gwark! Gwark! Gwark!”



Every time she deepthroated him he raced closer to his climax. “I’m right there.”



She came up off him, her hand returning to his root as she fished out her cell phone. “Come for me, stud, come all over my face, paint me with it…”



“Jaime,” he warned, and she closed her eyes, grinning as he came. Spurts hit her forehead, her lips, her chin, then back up again, across her cheeks. She let out a happy gasp and sat back up, free hand under her chin as she began to take a few selfies, her phone high up as she kissed and winked at the camera.



“Holy shit,” he grunted, trying to watch both the road and her. He finally had to settle for the former even as she began to gather up his come on her fingers and licked them clean. “That was mind-blowing.”



“Oh, we’re just getting started,” Jaime said. “But Gaelan, this really is a one-day thing. I need you to promise me that.”



He nodded. “Sure. The truth is, there’s someone I’ve been thinking about trying to date. Not that you’re not incredible on, well, just every conceivable level, but…”



“Ohh, tell,” she said, beaming. She pulled down the visor and started looking herself over in the mirror.



“Mark’s niece, Tia. She’s a friend. And maybe there’s something more there.”



“But you haven’t asked.”



“Work complicates things,” he said. They hit another red light, and he zipped himself back up. “Mark’s a good friend and I’m not kidding when I say that job’s my life.”



“I have to admit, I’m sort of curious about you. I did some digging on you this morning. I saw you were a great basketball player and there was a note in the newspaper about you signing with a semi-pro team.”



“Yeah,” Gaelan said. He sighed. “My parents were in a wreck. My mom was killed outright, and Dad was left in need of special care. I came back to help out. I’d gone through a couple foster homes before I came to them. They were the best people I ever knew, so of course I wanted to come back. For a couple years, Dad held on and fought, but…” Gaelan shook his head. “Mark knew them through the system, and offered me a job. By that point, I didn’t want to play basketball anymore. I mean, I did, but I needed something more in my life, something to really care about. That’s what this job gave me.”



“And it’s why you’re so passionate about the boys.”



“Yeah,” Gaelan said.



She leaned over and kissed his cheek. “Then for this Tia’s sake, I hope she cares for you as much as you do her.”



* * *



Jaime wandered through the emptiness of the house. She was shocked at first as to what had been done, but then she shifted into a calculating look. When she finished, she turned with a hard smile. “We’ll get you covered.”



“Thank you.”



“But for now, you’ve got a bed, and that’s all you and I need.”



They made their way there, and when Gaelan began to strip, she stopped him with a hand on his chest. “No. Today is about you. I’m here to be your fantasy. So undressing you? That’s my job.”



She pulled his shirt free, and lifted it up over his stomach. Years of regular exercise left him sleek and toned. Jaime tossed aside his shirt and trailed the ridges of his stomach and chest with the tips of her fingers.



“Mm. You are even tastier than I thought,” she said.



“And you’re jaw-dropping.”



Jaime tossed back her long hair and knelt. Her lithe fingers worked at the button on his jeans. She slipped them down at the same time as his boxers, and for the second time that day, she took his length in hand and sucked his tip.



This time though she pulled back and spit onto his tip. Slowly Jaime jacked him, staring up  with a grin that spoke volumes about how she knew she was owning the moment. Her hands moved to his tip and she slowly began to jack him, taking her time about it, spitting on him again and again to get him nice and slick. With his perfect view of the honey-blonde stunner and her mussed-up makeup, it wasn’t long before Gaelan was hardening again.



“You’re really my fantasy today?” he asked.



“Yes. Any way you want me, I’m yours.”



“Okay. Then stand up.”



Jaime did, still holding onto his dick. She stroked him harder now, stepping in close to kiss his chin, his lips. His fingers slid around her skirt and he squeezed her ass through the fabric before he found the clasp and undid it. He pulled down the skirt as far as he could while they were both still on their feet. Jaime pulled it the rest of the way off before her hands went to his cock again.



Then he was helping her with her tight blouse, taking his sweet time, his breath coming soft and fast as she spat into her hand again to keep him lubed. Her bra was a slinky white with thin threads of red as trim. She had to let go again to help him toss aside the fabric of her blouse, and she went to unclasp the bra, but Gaelan shook his head.



“Just let me look for a minute,” he said, his voice nearly a growl. Jaime thrust her elbows back, which helped puff her already sizable chest out. He looked up into her eyes, and the unsure man she’d known up to that point was clearly giving over to a primal one. That look shot warmth all throughout her body. “You were okay with taking pictures earlier. Can I snap one of you now? A keepsake?”



“I get to take the picture, and it can only be from the chest down.”



For an answer to that, he knelt and dug through his jeans for his camera. She took it from him when he rose again, and aimed it at her body. Click. Click. Jaime stepped back into him, and his arms wrapped around her waist instinctually, his cock wedging against her ass. She positioned one at her mound through her nearly sheer panties and the other at her breast. Click. Click. Then he murmured in her ear to turn around, and he took the camera from her. There was little chance of him seeing her face at that angle, so she did, and he snapped a picture or two of her ass before he handed it over her shoulder to her.



Jaime looked through them and set the phone aside. “They look good.” She started to turn, but he placed a hand on her back.



“Stay like that,” he said.



His thumbs slid into the band of her panties and he pulled them down as he knelt. Jaime’s lips parted as his thumb run down the cleft of her ass, across her puckered, freshly bleached bud, and down to her sex. The blowjob earlier made her wet, and by now, her thighs were slick with her need.



“Someone’s excited,” Gaelan murmured as he traced her core up to her clit and teased it briefly.



“God yes,” Jaime moaned. “The moment I saw you, I knew you were the one for me this year.”



“You are great at talking in riddles,” he said, but he didn’t follow up with any questions. Jaime was glad. She would sing like a canary when she was turned on enough, and oh Lord, she was turned on enough.



He eased his middle finger into her folds, going slow. But his tongue was about to set a different cadence, and the two opposing feelings were going to drive Jaime wild. He licked her pussy lips with a joyful abandon she hadn’t expected from him, When Gaelan committed to something, he committed to it whole-heartedly, it seemed, and Jaime thrilled to it. His tight measured inching in and out of her pussy was so controlled compared to his tongue. Once, one of her fellow Stuffers played at her nipples with a melting ice cube and a cup of warm tea, and the sensations alone made her come even without the other woman having touched her pussy. This was like that, the sensations so different and both so pleasurable that Jaime immediately started to grind back against him and bounce at the same time, not quite sure what her body wanted in any given second.



“Lick me, lick my pussy, mmm, I love that finger in me,” she gasped.



Gaelan twisted his hand and curled his finger. Her spot was big and intensely sensitive. When he stroked it, she nearly lost her balance, almost falling face-first into the bed.



“Oh fuck! Right there! Keep stroking my spot!”



Gaelan grinned against her folds and continued licking her as he continued tapping that sensitive patch of flesh. He had her nearly dripping with still one more card to play. His free hand came around to her clit and rubbed circles around it.



Jaime lost it. Her head rocked back, her breasts jutting out, and she thrust her ass back against his face, her bud right against his nose. “Fuuuu-UCK!” she gasped, and came so hard this time she did lose her balance, collapsing onto one arm as she frantically drove back at him. Gaelan was relentless, but this time, instead of licking her pussy, he buried his mouth against her ass, his tongue snaking out into her most delicate hole.



“Nnngh! My ass! Lick my a-ah-ass!”



Her whole body quivered with her continued pleasure. Gaelan didn’t let her come down as he rubbed her clit, fingered her pussy, and licked her asshole. She grabbed at the bedspread, crushing the fabric between her fingers as her words escaped her for a series of whimpered syllables.



“Mm yes ah ah ungh dirty so dirty ungh ungh ahhhh huh right there fuck oh fuck I’m right there!”



He speared her asshole one more time with his tongue, and without warning, his one finger inside her became three, pumping her hard and fast. This time Jaime came so hard she drenched his fingers, and Gaelan finally had enough of toying with her. He rose fast, hand shooting for his nightstand and the condoms inside. She spun and helped him with one, wrapping it around his rock-hard prick as she kissed his neck, his shoulder, his lean, cut pecs.



“How do you want me?” she croaked against him.



Gaelan didn’t respond. He pushed her not towards the bed but the wall, and his hands were on her ass, lifting her. Jaime spread her legs wide and joined them around his ass as he guided his prick into her entrance, sheathing himself inside her tight warm walls without hesitation, all the way to his root. She threw her head back, her pleasure real and so fucking intense. He pumped into her hard and fast, bucking her up and against the wall with every thrust. Jaime’s previous beneficiaries had been good but nothing like this. Gaelan had her digging her fingernails into his back. He took her, but he was so controlled about it. he knew exactly how good he was, how to control her sexual narrative, and he owned every inch of Jaime. If he told her in that moment to be his forever, she would have agreed without hesitation. Gone was the hesitancy in the SUV. This was a sexual devil, and he was already making her come for a wild third time, her head back again, her lips parted wide.



“F-fu-fuh…” she moaned, pure gibberish at this point, her pleasure so intense it was eating away her conscious thoughts. He bounced her three, four more times and she came, came so hard.



Air. Air against her back. They were moving again, his cock still hilted in her. Jaime had her lips against Gaelan’s neck, whimpering with pleasure, sure she was actually drooling on him and unable to care. Fabric against her back, her butt. He had her on her back, legs high in the air, his cock driving in and out of her again, so machinelike, so fast, so hard. She whimpered his name – Gaelan, she thought, barely able to hang onto it or anything. Their bodies slapped together, and his face drew tight, his effort clear in the way he was focused anywhere but on her. Jaime clutched at his face, his neck, and whimpered, “Come in me, we can still fuck so many times today, let go, let it go…”



“Jaime,” he gasped, and drove into her a minute more, finally sheathing himself hard inside her, grunting as he filled his condom.



They fell apart, both of them winded, sweaty, exhausted. Jaime stared up at the ceiling, gulping in air, reaching down for her sore pussy. He was the absolute best choice she could have made.



When she could make coherent words again, Jaime said, “Your Tia’s going to be the luckiest woman in the entire world.”



He laughed shakily. “Jesus. You’re fantastic. I love every inch of you.”



Jaime turned and threw one leg over his hip. “Mm. Not too bad yourself.”



They rested for a while. Gaelan got up to strip off the condom, brush his teeth, clean up, and bring her a glass of water. They sat on the edge of the bed together, his hand on her thigh like he was stopping her from going anywhere.



“We’ve talked a lot about me, but what about you?” Gaelan asked. “I take it you want to keep things kind of anonymous, but give me some generalities.”



Jaime took a long drink and smiled. “Well. Small town girl. I made my way to the city with my best friend right out of high school. We got boring office jobs, and I felt a little bit trapped. So when a coworker invited us to a, mm, exclusive adult party, we decided to go. It wasn’t as weird as you might think. The women there were all very beautiful, and the men were everything from yummy fuck boys our age to some sexy silver foxes. I thought, this isn’t right, this isn’t how these things are supposed to be. It’s supposed to be desperate older men trying to hook up with skanky desperate women.



“My friend was… intimidated. She walked out not too long afterwards, but I decided to stay. And I had…” Jaime shivered pleasantly. “…so much fun. It was a recruitment test, or part of one, anyways. I let myself go. I’d never been with a woman before and that day I was with three of them. And the man with us, he was a complete stranger, and it was so delicious to just use and be used and walk away, no regrets, no hang-ups.”



“You said that was half the test.”



“Yes,” Jaime said, smiling fondly. “Over the next month, there were a few incidences I didn’t think anything about. A man on the street asking for help finding a particular address. A woman asking for spare change or something to eat. Another woman asking to use my cell phone so she could call a tow truck. Little things, but a lot of them, and some I’m sure I didn’t even notice.”



“Your organization?”



“Yes. The Kringle Test.” She grinned. “I had no clue, but that June, I was invited back out to the property where the sex party happened, this time for a formal dinner with several other inductees. And ever since, I’ve been a part of their organization.”



“And you, what, look out for people like me?”



“Yes. It’s not just about helping out, but about taking joy in the physicality of how we give back. We all volunteer and do our part in other ways, but this, this is the backbone of who we are. I balked some at first, about the morality of using our bodies as rewards for good deeds, but it’s as much about our pleasure too.”



Gaelan thought about that. “You’re not, like, forced into it?”



“Oh no. Every sister – not literally, that’d be too gross even for us – makes a choice to do this. No one is coerced, even in the slightest. If there was no joy in the giving, it wouldn’t be so special. And sometimes it happens that women can’t find a beneficiary for that year.” She shrugged. “It’s not a race, not a competition. We love to get together and talk about it, but it’s really about the joy of giving. Just in a way that society might find appalling.”



“You said sisters.”



“Yes,” Jaime said. “It’s a women-only club.” She reached for his dick and squeezed it. “Otherwise I’d be on my hands and knees right now begging you to sign on. You’re the mold for the kind of men and women we find for our yearly stories.” She bit her lip. “If you’d like, though, I would love to bring you up to my sisters as a friend of the organization. You’re under no obligation to do anything, but if we ever needed you to fill in like I’ve talked about, or wanted to join in on some of our parties…”



“I gotta be honest, on that front, I’m kind of a one-woman man. I’m not sure sex parties would be my thing. But you, your friends, if you need someone to, I don’t know, lift some boxes or whatever you think I can do for you, absolutely. Your hearts seem to be in the right place and that’s all I’ve ever really cared about.”



Jaime turned her head and kissed him for that. Against his lips, she murmured, “Thank you. You’re kind of amazing, Gaelan. I mean it. She’ll be the luckiest woman in the world.”



“I don’t even know if she’s interested,” Gaelan admitted.



“She’d be an idiot not to be.” With that, Jaime nudged him. “Now lay back. I want to get my lips around that wonderful cock again, and then ride you until you’ve made me come a few more times. Think you can manage?”



“I will find it in me to try,” Gaelan said, laughing.



And he did.



* * *



She was in bed with him when he finally drifted off to sleep late that night. Twice more after Jaime rode him like a bronco they’d fucked, leaving him wildly exhausted and never so pleased in his entire life. But exhaustion finally did wear him down, and Gaelan slept, his arm wrapped around the beautiful blonde.



Jaime gave him five minutes. As with her previous beneficiaries, when she left Gaelan’s bed, she was crying softly. It was a good hurt, this final farewell. It was what made the gift so much more special to her, that it would be given to one man for only one day. She kissed Gaelan’s cheek, and slipped away into the living room to find her purse and a small notepad. Her pen flew across the page in the most heartfelt letter to her beneficiaries yet. She left it on the bedstand next to him, and couldn’t help one more gentle kiss before she left Gaelan behind to craft his own stories of kindness and warmth. And Jaime was sure there would be so many of those.



He woke to early morning light and someone knocking on his front door. The bed was empty, and it took him a long moment to realize why that hurt. Jaime had been wonderful, but she told him straight on that she was only temporary. He saw the note on the table, but whoever was at the door demanded his attention first.



“Coming, just a minute,” he called.



“No problem,” a masculine voice called back.



Gaelan hopped up and threw on his clothes from the day before. He hurried out and opened up the door to a pair of movers in matching blue uniforms. Lucas was on one guy’s nametag, and the other read Allan. There were a pair of trucks out on the street.



“Gaelan?” the guy named Lucas asked.



“Yes, that’s me.”



“We’ve got some furniture here, courtesy of a mutual friend.”



“Jaime?”



Lucas looked relieved. “I never know how much they tell people with these things. Some of them stay anonymous. Good time to bring it in?”



“Yeah, let me throw on my shoes and I’ll help you out.”



The furniture was outstanding. Though it would forever ache not having his parents’ couch anymore, Gaelan fought a lump in his throat as the living room filled up. There was even a new TV. The guys hooked that up last, mounting it to the wall, and while they worked, Gaelan’s landlord came by. Gaelan’s next six months’ rent had been paid by an anonymous source with a note instructing the landlord to bring by a receipt



It overwhelmed him, and when Lucas and Allan finished up and left, he sank onto the edge of a new loveseat, his hands on his mouth. He finally got up to retrieve the note, and was left shaking.



 



There is no gift in the world that can be given like someone’s heart. You gave yours to the young men you help. Now give it to Tia. A part of me will always be with you and I will forever cherish our day together. Take my gift, and make it bloom.



 



Have a very merry Christmas, Gaelan.



 



-Jaime



 



* * *



Mark and Gaelan watched the boys bowl. “You did good, Gael,” Mark said.



“Thank you for taking a chance on me,” Gaelan said.



“Hell, easiest decision I ever made. Your parents, they’d be proud of you.”



“You say that, but you might punch me for what I’m going to tell you.”



Mark turned his head and raised an eyebrow.



“I’m going to be asking out Tia. Seems like there’s a spark there, and… well, she’s the kind of woman a guy could spend every day giving his heart to.”



“You asking my permission?”



“No. Just letting you know so you can slug me later when we drop the guys off.”



Mark chuckled. “No slugging. It’s about damn time.”



“You knew?”



“She asks about you every time we get together. If you didn’t ask her, I think she was going to jump your bones one of these days when I’m not around.”



Gaelan laughed. “Yeah, well…”



“Come to Christmas dinner with us,” Mark said. “Ask her there.”



Gaelan nodded. They watched one of their young wards roll a gutter ball, and whooped with the other boys. Christmas dinner. Not a bad idea.









Interlude 1



 



Much like the tree, it was Christmas tradition that the first Stuffer story every year made Karli cry. She dabbed away the happy tears with a tissue as Jaime wrapped up.



“Well, Stuffers, what do we think? Christmas cheers, or Christmas blues?”



The question was redundant. Not once in the history of the Stuffers had there been a response of the Christmas blues. Every woman with a glass handy raised them up, and shouted, “Cheers!”



Jaime smiled wide. “Thank you all. And unless anyone has any objections, I’d like to list Gaelan as a friend to the Stuffers. I’ll put in the formal request on the website, of course, and you can all vote.”



“Any objections?” Karli asked. No one had any. “Then as is tradition, Jaime, you have the floor and can pick the next storyteller.”



“Ooh, let’s see,” Jaime said, looking out among the sea of beautiful faces. “I think I’d like to hear from one of our new members. Amy, how about you?”



Amy looked back from between the legs of Catalina, a member nearly as long as Karli. “Okay! But it’s really Jennifer’s story too. Should she tell it? She has seniority.”



“Isn’t she adorable?” Jennifer asked Karli. “I’m so serious about keeping her. Amy, you’re moving in with me.”



The words might have been teasing, but Amy blushed hard. “Well… I wouldn’t be opposed to that.”



A long and loud “ooh” circulated the room. The response caught Jennifer by surprise, and she blushed prettily too. “Well, in any case, I’d love to hear it from your lips, darling. Come here, have a seat with me, and we’ll tell it together.”



Amy hopped up and gave Catalina a kiss before bounding over to Jennifer and settling onto her lap. Jennifer wasted little time sliding the young redhead’s skirt up to let her fingers dance along her pussy, and Amy squirmed with pleasure.



Together, they began the next story.









Jennifer and Amy



 



Contains: FF, MFFM (no crossing of swords in this or any of my stories), interracial, anal



 



The bartender raised an eyebrow as Amy led Jennifer to a pair of stools. “Don’t worry,” Amy said, “she’s not going to try and con a drink out of you harder than a soda.”



Jennifer gave him a dazzling smile. “Or a sparkling water.”



“Flavor?” the guy asked.



“Surprise me.”



He nodded. “Jen, glass of red?”



“You know it,” Jennifer said.



The wine bar was a mellow place. Warmly lit by faux gas lanterns, everything was ringed in brass. When the owners came in, they gutted the too-small dance floor and replaced it instead with a long, low couch and a pair of mismatched armchairs along with stubby brass reading lamps. A tall bookshelf was lined with the owners’ favorites, and could be “borrowed” for a quarter while the customer was there. The quarter fund went towards a local used bookshop.



“This has to be the nicest bar I’ve ever been in,” Amy said. “I need to tell you, I’m not sure I can really afford to be here.”



“Honey, I invited you,” Jennifer said. “Don’t worry about it. Now, what’s on your mind?”



The bartender came back with their drinks. It was a slow afternoon and they were the only ones in the bar apart from a trio in a corner booth. In a few hours they would have had to fight with the early evening crowd to get this spot. The bartender didn’t bother telling them an amount, so Amy assumed Jennifer must be a regular.



Amy took a sip of her sparkling water and said, “I may have some ideas for the yearly story. But I wanted to run them by another member first and see if they’re okay.”



“You can always ask whatever you need to on the forums, too.”



“I know,” Amy said, blushing. “But I kind of wanted to, mm, make it personal so people didn’t laugh or…”



Jennifer reached out and took her hand. “We wouldn’t. I swear. This isn’t some catty sorority. We’re genuinely here for you.”



“Thank you,” Amy said, looking down at their hands. She licked her lips, and looked back up at Jennifer. “So my list was huge. I know so many people on campus who’ve done amazing things for other people.”



“Colleges tend to be a great hotspot for this,” Jennifer said, nodding. “Hospitals too. Same with police officers and soldiers. I’d say that’s our big four. At least one story from each group every year. Firefighters too, now that I think about it.”



“Oh gosh, should I try for something more original, or-?”



“No, no,” Jennifer said. “They’re popular for great reasons. And there are so many in those fields we could dedicate a whole month just to them. So it’s great they get some recognition as beneficiaries every year.”



“Okay, I just don’t want to seem dull or vanilla, you know?”



“I do,” Jennifer said, smiling. “Don’t worry about being original. Find the story you think deserves to be told. I absolutely promise you, we’ll love it just the same.”



Amy took her hand and squeezed it. “Thank you. It’s so good to just get this all out there.”



“You’re welcome. I want you to keep me updated. Spitball with me. Tell me about your conquests and victories.”



Amy laughed and let go of Jennifer’s hand. “That sounds like fun. A sister within the sisterhood.”



“Karli was like that with me. A mentor.”



“Mm. I can’t wait to meet her and all the others.”



“They’ll adore you. Kathy did great bringing you in. So tell me some of your ideas.”



* * *



The list preoccupied much of Amy’s free time, little as there was. Between taking eighteen credits that semester and her cheerleading duties, she hopped every day to keep ahead. At least she didn’t have to worry about a part-time job. In the summer, she worked on a dude ranch in Colorado. The pay was good, and since her room and food were all paid for, she made money hand over fist. Her mom, a CPA, instilled in her a need to budget early on in her life, and Amy used her summer earnings to manage a simple lifestyle off campus during the fall and spring.



Some of the other Stuffers on the forums mentioned too they’d be happy to take her in if she ever decided she wanted a roommate. That was intriguing, but she felt like something of an outsider to the organization, even if she became a full-fledged member that year. Still, the idea of living with someone she knew was going to be kind and sexually adventurous had an allure she couldn’t deny. Maybe after the big Christmas party at the Lancaster mansion she’d look into it more. By then, maybe she’d feel more like she belonged.



For now, though, the list. Amy began to carve away at names. Some of the people were really sweet but didn’t really appeal to her sexual nature. She sidelined those names because she felt bad about cutting them altogether, and thought maybe if she didn’t sleep with one of them, she would divvy up among them the allotted slush fund money the Stuffers gave her for smaller donations That felt like pity, but a lengthy talk online made her realize that’s what the organization was based around, and that she shouldn’t think of it that way but as compassion and kindness.



With those names off the board as her big beneficiary, the list shrunk considerably, but still not enough that Amy could really grasp at one name amongst the bunch. She spent time off from school tracking down and watching some of the standout names on the list. That helped narrow things further. Joss Nicolet, a fellow student she thought would make her final five, turned out to be something of a douchebag in private, bragging loudly to his roommate about how his woke façade got him all kinds of pussy. Bastard. There were other “oh duh” reasons to cut a couple of the names, too, like a professor she didn’t realize was gay until she saw him holding his partner’s hand at a coffee shop on campus. A few other guys were in relationships too and made easy cuts.



By late October, Amy had her list down to a dozen names. What kept drawing her eye was a core five from her campus, names she added not long after that pleasant evening with Jennifer at the bar. Frank, Dermott, Omar, Harlan, and Makale were the standout studs of the swim team. Makale, the team’s captain, made more metaphorical waves when he instituted a program with the okay of their coach that the team should get together and do charitable works in the city or campus once a week in the offseason.



The big question was if it was genuine or some way to attract attention for professional careers beyond college. That didn’t make a whole lot of sense, though, especially when it came to Makale and Omar, both of whom were already signed up to compete in worldwide competitions and, unless something went wrong, would have long careers in sports.



Another question – which guy? Five names. That was a lot to research by herself but Jennifer told her she wanted to be a mentor and help her however Amy needed. With a question mark next to those guys on her list, she picked up the phone and called her friend. And as it turned out, Jennifer had the perfect response – why pick just one?



* * *



“Squash noodles here, or my man Dermott’s got the real deal down the line,” Makale said cheerfully to the older couple in front of him.



“Squash noodles?” the guy said as though the words were some great personal affront.



Makale chuckled. “Hey, I thought the same thing until I tried them. Pretty good stuff, and with the sauce, you can’t even tell.”



The man shivered theatrically, and hurried down the line to Dermott. Makale grinned at the woman he was assuming was the guy’s wife. She beamed at him, and said, “I think I’d like to try them.”



“All right, I love the adventurous types,” Makale said with a waggle of his eyebrows. “You just tell me when, and I’ll hook you up.”



He ran the pasta fork through the noodles and tossed them on a plate. The woman said, “I’ll try that, and if I like them, I’ll come back for more.”



“Spoken like my last date,” Makale said, and the woman giggled and blushed. She hurried to catch up to her husband as he was getting his sauce on compliments of Harlan, but gave Makale a quick look over her shoulder.



Dermott nudged him. “Future ex-wife material.”



“I bet she was a stunner, what, ten, fifteen years ago?”



“Pretty eyes,” Dermott agreed.



The spaghetti feed was part of an annual grouping of charities to benefit the firefighters, and it was tradition for the swim team to provide some guys to work the event. The women’s basketball team was across the room working the dessert and drinks tables, and a few random volunteers were bussing tables and cleaning dishes in the back.



Those randoms included two incredibly gorgeous women. One, Makale thought he knew from campus. She was a busty redhead with an ass that her jeans worshipped beautifully. The other gave off elegant upper-class vibes, though she too had curves like a porn star. She was maybe in her late twenties or early thirties, and bore a kind of classical, delicate beauty to her face brought out by her elegant asymmetrical neck-length black hair.



They showed up together that afternoon when everything was still coming together and pitched right in. All the guys except for Makale and Omar made every excuse to wind up back in the kitchens, where the pair of stunning women were helping out wherever they were needed. Makale couldn’t blame them. His mind kept drifting towards the idea of the pair together on his bed in the house he shared with Harlan and Frank.



Makale seriously needed to get laid. His last girlfriend left him three months ago and since then he drifted. He didn’t want another relationship, not this close to graduation, but something quick and fun like he was a freshman again? That would be perfect.



The flow of people coming through the doors to get their pasta and cheesecake fixes slowed to a trickle, and while there was no real official end time for the event, the organizer closed up the doors when they didn’t have someone come through for ten minutes. Zelda was a big woman in every sense, and that included her booming voice. “All right, all you lovely people, last call for food. Get yourself some seconds or thirds, and then we’re going to slowly wrap things up.”



A few people stood up with their plates in hand, but it wasn’t many. Almost to a man they went for desserts instead of pasta, but the swim team served up a couple folks. The older couple from earlier swung by on their way out the door and the woman said to Makale, “You were so right! It was delicious.”



“Glad you liked it, ma’am. Take care, and thanks for stopping in.”



“Thank you!” she chirped.



The guys helped carry their trays to the kitchen. The excess food, of which there was plenty, was going to be divided up and delivered to seniors and people with disabilities who couldn’t make it to the event. The two beautiful women were still there washing dishes, and Omar and Frank zeroed in on them, asking if they needed help. Makale shook his head and joined the clean-up crew out in the main hall to grab chairs and clean tables.



The freshmen and sophomores took off, fast. They had pretty big chips on their shoulders, but then again, so had Makale at their age. Still, he hoped to be more of a mentor to them than however they saw him now. Oh well. Couldn’t win them all over.



The other core four came to him pretty soon when everything was cleaned up and good to go. The two beautiful women hung back, the older one talking to Zelda, the girl from college looking in the guys’ direction. Makale said to Omar, “I know her from campus, right?”



“Yeah. She was in my math class last year.”



“Amy,” Frank offered. “I think that’s right.”



Makale headed over to Zelda, Amy, and the other woman. Amy watched him, a little curl to her lips. “Amy, right?” he asked.



“That’s it,” she said, smiling wider. He liked her freckles and her dimples. Girl-next-door cute, that was for sure.



“Well, you, Zelda, and your friend, if you’re interested, we’ll be shooting some pool and having a bite down at the Ritterhouse in an hour or two. If you’re interested, swing by. Zelda, the rest of your volunteers too. Tell ‘em to come if they want.”



Zelda patted his arm. “I will. Thanks, Mack.”



“Maybe we’ll swing by,” the older woman said. He liked the way her one eye was hidden by her hair.



“Sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”



“Jennifer.”



“Well, nice to meet you regardless of if you show up or not,” he said.



Out in the parking lot, the five guys split up, but Makale was Omar’s ride. The two had been best friends since they were freshmen getting hazed with hair loss cream in their swimming gear. When college ended, Makale expected to drift apart from most people on the team, but Omar was like a brother. Makale wasn’t ever going to let that friendship crack.



In Makale’s coupe, Omar slipped on his sunglasses and asked, “What’d they say?”



“They might show up. Hard to get a read on Amy but her friend Jennifer was pretty revved up.”



“Cool. She was something else. What about the freshmen and sophomores?” The question was redundant, and Makale only answered with a grunt. “Eh, more for us, then.”



Makale chuckled, and they headed for Omar’s place.



* * *



“So we’re doing this, right?” Amy asked Jennifer.



“This is your story,” her friend replied. They were still in the parking lot, and gave a volunteer a wave as she headed out. “Do you think they deserve it?”



“I think so,” Amy said, pondering her words. “Let’s play it by ear, though. If any of them get handsy or gross, we call it off. But what Zelda and the others were telling us, they really do seem like the genuine thing. I guess what I’m wondering is, should we do more research?”



“What does your heart and your body tell you?” Jennifer asked. “Because mine’s telling me I’d really like to have Makale and Omar’s cocks inside me. As cliched as it sounds, I have a thing for young black studs.” She shrugged. “We all have types.”



Amy giggled. “They’re definitely handsome. I like all of them. Dermott kinda has that dark and stormy thing going for him. That was really doing it for me.”



“Mm, another favorite type.” Jennifer cocked her head, and added, “I suppose they’re all my favorite types.”



“You’re awful. And amazing. Thank you again, Jennifer. Tonight’s going to be something else.”



“I can’t wait.”



They split up, and Amy returned home. She settled on a wine-colored bodysuit and a pair of jeans that would really draw eyes to her toned ass. The top was so thin as to almost be sheer. She covered her nipples in pasties, and took a lookin the mirror. Not bad. Not bad at all. A little extra makeup and she was ready.



Jennifer picked her up, and Amy couldn’t stop staring at the way she curled the one side of her black hair. Sure, the rest of her looked good too, in that yummy crop top and jacket combo along with her ridiculously short leather skirt, but it was Jennifer’s beautiful face that drew Amy in.



 “You look incredible,” Amy breathed. “I wish I could pull off short hair like that.”



Jennifer teased a lock of it, her long painted nails gleaming through. “And here I was thinking earlier how much I wanted to see yours spread out on a pillow.”



Heat bloomed in Amy’s cheeks. “Thank you.”



“Too much? If I need to back off, tell me.”



“No, not at all,” Amy murmured, squirming in her seat. “I’ve just never been with a woman as beautiful as you.”



“Ah but you have been with other women?”



Amy nodded. “Yes. A few.”



Jennifer reached over and squeezed her thigh. “Good. Remember, Amy, in all this, no is always an option. And if someone, even a Stuffer, makes you uncomfortable, if someone, God forbid, ever assaults you, you come to your sisters and you tell them. You will be heard. Do you understand?”



“Yes. And if you’re going to ask…” Amy let her own hand creep over to Jennifer’s leg. “…I’m completely okay with whatever you might want to do.”



Jennifer’s lips parted, and the other woman glanced over for the briefest of moments. “Good.”



The Ritterhouse was a popular bar and grill. Half the building was a glass monstrosity, formerly a two-story bookstore. The bar owners kept the height but ditched the second floor, leaving the enormous panes of dark windows overlooking one of the prettier parks in the city. The second half of the bar was a single story but long and wide, and housed pool tables, air hockey, and some other arcade-style entertainment.



From the moment Amy and Jennifer walked in, every eye in the bar fell on them and rarely left. Amy blushed at the attention, knowing how revealing her bodysuit top was, but Jennifer took it all in with a knowing smirk. She knew she was hot shit and added a swish to her step that even Amy couldn’t ignore. Jennifer’s butt was so delicious.



And speaking of delicious, the core five of the swim team were at a pool table. Makale sat on a stool nearby while Omar, Frank, Dermott, and Harlan held cues. They looked good, all of them in jeans and shirts showing off their taut swimmer bodies. Dermott nudged Omar as he was about to take a shot, and the other man glanced up at the approaching two beauties. 



“You made it,” Makale said. His grin was sleepy, and suited his dark soulful eyes well. A face for late night lovemaking.



“What are you drinking?” Dermott asked. Amy thought about running her fingers through the black sleekness of his crew cut, warmth spreading through her body.



“I’d take a glass of red,” Jennifer said.



“I’m only twenty, so maybe a cranberry juice for me,” Amy said.



“Anything for you guys?” Dermott asked the other swimmers.



Frank, the craggiest member of the group, handed over a near empty glass and requested a soda. He wasn’t ugly, not by any stretch of the imagination, but roughly hewed and looked fifteen years older than he actually was. Amy really liked his buzzcut. It gave him a meaner look than the others. Dermott might have been her pick for out and out sexiest, but Frank was definitely sparking up some fun ideas too.



“Not a drinker?” Jennifer asked Frank.



“None of us are,” Frank said as Omar lined up for his shot again.



 Harlan nodded. “Not during the season anyways, and that stretches all damn year. September to March.” He was the most boyish of the group, both tall in stature and in the face, with a goofy lopsided grin and sparkling eyes. That smile was definitely a turn-on too.



Omar sent the seven into a side pocket. Harlan slapped his hand as he came around the table and lined up another shot. Where Frank was heavily tanned, Harlan milky white and Dermott somewhere in between, Omar’s skin was an espresso brown and Makale’s a cacao shade of black. Omar was tall and lithe, almost beautiful, with sharply defined cheeks and eyes that both seemed kind and intellectual, usually emphasized by a pair of thin rimmed glasses he currently had hooked on his shirt collar. “We’re almost done here if you two want in on the next game,” he said



“Absolutely,” Jennifer said, shrugging off her coat. Makale hopped off his stool and hurried for another pair of unoccupied ones. He brought them back and situated them close to his perch.



When Omar didn’t sink the next shot, Frank looked towards the bar and Dermott, then back at the table. “I’ll cover for him.”



“Or I could,” Amy said.



“Perfect.”



Amy hopped off and grabbed Dermott’s cue. She was well aware of Frank and Harlan checking out her ass with quick glances, and smiled to herself as she lined up her shot. She was good, but not quite good enough to dig herself and Frank out of the mess they left for themselves. “Gah,” she exclaimed as the cue ball wound up at a perfect angle for Harlan’s next shot.



“Did they bribe you?” Frank teased her. She stuck out her tongue at him and he nudged her with his cue.



Makale chuckled and glanced at Jennifer. “Amy we know from campus, but what’s your story, Jennifer?”



The team captain was, in a word, stunning. His neck and shoulders met in a delicious tangling of muscles that never quite seemed to end, leading to a chiseled face that could swap from warm to searingly intense. He always seemed tensed, as though at any moment he might leap from the stool and start sprinting for the door. That kind of coiled power thrilled both Amy and Jennifer.



“Oh, not much to tell. Upper management, mid-sized corporation.”



“Playing it mysterious.”



“Playing it safe.”



He raised his glass in her direction. “I can understand that.”



“Good.” As Amy was giving Harlan some crap over a flubbed shot, Jennifer leaned in and murmured, “Because if this is going to happen, I need to know you and your boys are going to treat her with the respect she deserves.”



“They’re good guys,” Makale said just as quietly.



“And you?”



“Considering what I’m fantasizing about doing to your ass later, jury’s still out.”



She smiled. “Good.”



“To which part?”



“Both.”



Dermott came back with the drinks. Though the smells coming from the kitchen were divine, no one brought up the possibility of food. Not a single person there was under any illusion as to what was going to happen soon. And sure enough, with Dermott there, the flirting went up a few notches.



“We finally found someone who will play with your cue,” Harlan said.



“She seemed pretty handy with it,” Dermott said, bumping up against Amy.



“Terrible, terrible!” she cried out, and punched him lightly in the shoulder. “I’m a little shocked none of you said anything about me handling balls. That one seemed pretty obvious.”



Frank chuckled. “You said it, we didn’t.”



“Amy and I have the winners,” Jennifer said.



“Is that innuendo?” Makale asked.



Jennifer winked at him. “Take it however you like it. Now that’s innuendo.”



Makale faked tugging at his collar and Jennifer dropped a hand to his hip as she sipped her wine. No one failed to notice that.



The game ended not too long after, and Amy and Jennifer prepared to play Omar and Harlan. Jennifer arranged the balls and said, “We need some stakes.”



“If we lose, we take this to a table and you sit on our laps,” Omar said.



“That’s all you’d want?” Jennifer asked. “Seems pretty tame.”



The guys all looked at each other, smiles fading. Harlan said, “What are you thinking?”



“You guys win, all five of you get to ride us all night long back at my place,” Jennifer said. Amy’s eyes widened, but she didn’t say anything.



“Jesus,” Dermott breathed.



“What if you win?” Makale asked, looking amused.



“We get to ride all five of you all night long,” Amy said, stepping in for Jennifer. The other woman gave Makale a challenging look.



“I’ll break,” Omar said. He came around the table and plucked up the eight ball. Looking straight at Jennifer, he dropped it into a corner pocket. “Damn. Guess we lose. Sorry, guys.”



“We’ll live,” Harlan said.



* * *



Jennifer lived in a sprawl of a two-story house with a long pie-shaped driveway leading to an attached garage. She pulled in, and the guys in their two cars parked behind her. Amy caught her hand before they got out of the car, and Jennifer looked into her eyes.



“Amy, if you’re not comfortable-”



Amy swooped in and kissed the other woman. It was a gentle press of her lips, but her eyes spoke volumes about her excitement. “I had to do that first,” she murmured when she pulled back. Jennifer leaned in and they kissed again, slower, softer this time.



“You are adorable,” Jennifer said. “Let’s go have some fun.”



“Mm.”



Jennifer led them in through the garage, past a spare bedroom, an office, and the laundry room. Then up a sleek glass and steel staircase to the second floor and a massive bedroom dominated by a bed half again the size of a California king. Seven paintings, tall and narrow, hung on the walls, each one of a different woman’s torso, the heads cut just above the jaw, the thatch of some of their pubic hair showing, those who had it. Each was labeled both with the artist’s name and a different last name. One of them stood out, a woman with a pleasantly big ass and curled letters tattooed on her lower back – Amor Vincil Omnia. It was the name that drew Amy’ eye – Lancaster. That must be Karli, the head of their organization.



“Condoms, boys?” Jennifer asked. They all produced a fistful, making her laugh throatily. “Harlan, help me strip the bed. Leave some of the pillows up top.” They moved together to the bed, and out of the corner of her eye, Jennifer caught Amy starting to undo her jeans. “Why do that yourself, Amy? Let one of them. Or two.”



“All right,” Amy said, butterflies twirling somewhere between her stomach and her wonderfully warm core, as though she were about to take a plunge down a very sharp hill. “Dermott, Frank, would you mind?”



“Our pleasure,” Dermott said, coming to her. Frank said nothing but took the other side. He ran his hands along her spine and her shoulders as Dermott took care of the button on her jeans. He stopped his hands before he tugged them down Amy’s waist and cupped her cheeks. Her lips parted as he brought his in to brush her cheek, her chin, her jaw. Finally Dermott kissed her, soft at first, then more pressing, his tongue slipping through her lips, meeting hers. She breathed softly into him, and his hands went down, slipping down the jeans as they still kissed.



Behind her, Frank knelt slowly to tug the jeans down the last couple feet and off her legs. “I love this ass,” he said, and leaned in to kiss a cheek, squeezing it with both hands.



Harlan and Jennifer had the covers off the bed, leaving it only in sheets and a small mountain of pillows near the head. She curled a finger at the young man and he hurried around to help her with her top.



“I’m going to take care of Jennifer first. I want that skirt still on,” Makale said. “Ditch her panties, though.”



Harlan gave him a blind thumbs up as he tugged Jennifer’s crop top up and over her big breasts held high and proud by a loving bra. Harlan worked that off too, and knelt to immediately suck one of Jennifer’s big nipples into his mouth. She let out an audible moan as his hand disappeared under Jennifer’s skirt. A moment later he knelt to tug a wispy pair of panties off her legs, staring up at her as she lifted one breast up in both hands to suck her own nipple.



“Fuck,” Omar groaned.



Jennifer let her nipple go. “Take care of us, boys, and everyone gets to go home as happy as they want to be tonight. With me, you can do whatever you like as rough as you like. Amy?”



“The same,” Amy said, shivering as Dermott cupped her sex through the fabric of her bodysuit. “Whatever you want.”



“Good,” Dermott breathed against her lips. He cupped the back of her head tighter to him, kissing her again. The bodysuit slowly came off as Frank stayed right where he was. She wondered why until she stood completely nude between both men and Frank nudged her legs apart. Was he going to…? He gripped her cheeks and spread her wide as Dermott dropped to his knees in front of her.



“Oh my God,” Amy whispered, and froze up as the two men’s tongues met her pussy and her ass.



Makale came to Jennifer. He gave Amy one cursory pleased look, but it was clear who he wanted and had been for a while. He guided Jennifer to the bed. Together they worked off his clothes in a hurry, leaving him with nothing on and her only in her skirt. He followed her up onto the bed, keeping her on her hands and knees so he could eat her out from behind while she watched her friend get doubly tongued.



Jennifer and Amy stared at one another, Amy’s cheeks burning bright, Jennifer already rocking back slowly against Makale’s long tongue. “Later I want to taste you,” Amy said.



“You too,” Jennifer purred. “You’re even more beautiful with your clothes off.”



Meanwhile, Harlan and Omar took up positions beside the bed, splitting their attention between the two beauties. They stripped down and began to idly stroke their cocks, taking their time and enjoying the show.



Makale tongued Jennifer with a degree of skill she always hoped for and rarely received. The swimmer wasn’t just good, but patient, too. His hands knew what they were doing too. He slid two fingers into her pussy, working them in and out slowly as his other hand alternated between her mound, her clit, and her ass.



Amy’s pleasure centers were being rocked left and right – or rather, forward and behind. Dermott’s hands rose up and she clasped them to her breasts. He squeezed and teased as he licked her slick folds and traced her clit with his tongue. Frank on the other side was wild in spearing her ass with his. He pulled back and barked, “Lube.”



“In the bathroom,” Jennifer said breathily.



“Get it,” Frank said to Omar and Harlan. “Bring back towels and whatever else you can find.” He rose to his feet and stripped. His cock slid through her cheeks and Amy looked over her shoulder at him, breathless. “I’m going to finger your ass now, baby.”



“Uh huh,” she moaned, reaching down to grip Dermott’s hair.



“Have you ever had a guy take you there?”



“Yesss,” she hissed.



“Good. Then you’ll be nice and ready for me.”



Harlan came back with lube, towels, and wipes. Frank took the lube and coated his fingers. Amy tensed as he traced one around her bud and slowly entered her.



“Oh, fuck,” she whimpered.



“Harlan, Omar, with us,” Jennifer said. She turned to Makale. “Rest on your back. Keep eating me. Your tongue is magic.”



“Glad to hear it,” Makale said. Jennifer scooted forward so he could flop over onto his back. He pulled her back to him, and she brought her pussy down to his eager mouth, pulling her skirt up high.



Once they stripped out of the last of their clothes, Harlan and Omar climbed up on the bed. Jennifer reached for their hard pricks, and when they were close enough, she leaned down and spat on them, one by one. As she ground down on Makale’s face, she stared the other two guys in the eye and began to jack them slowly.



“Mm, all these nice fat dicks, just for the two of us,” she said.



“Goddamn,” Harlan breathed as she fisted his cock slowly.



“Want to know a dirty secret?” Jennifer asked, now looking up at Omar. “I can’t keep my mouth away from young black cock. It’s the yummiest.”



And with that, she devoured him. Her dark hair fell across her one eye, but she stared up at him with fire in the other as she began to jerk Harlan off faster and faster. Omar gripped the back of her head. He wasted no time driving his prick deep into her mouth, and given how big he was, he stuffed her plenty.



Amy watched all this, her mouth wide open, eyes glazing over. Her slick folds squelched with three of Dermott’s practiced fingers, her ass was so full of Frank’s, but she barely noticed. What was setting her off was her beautiful friend, rocking hard on Makale’s face, her fist rocketing up and down Harlan’s thick cock, and her lips wrapped nearly to the base of Omar’s. The sight was so hot she began to whimper, a hand going out towards Jennifer, but her friend was too occupied to notice. She brought it instead to Dermott’s hand on her breast, squeezing it even tighter, and he responded, getting the idea, pinching her nipple, rough the way she wanted it.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she whimpered.



“You close, baby?” Frank asked her. She glanced back at him and nodded, frantically rocking hard back and forth, not sure whose fingers she was more anxious to get deeper inside. His free hand came around her waist and rose to her mouth. She grabbed at his fingers and sucked on two of them just as Jennifer pulled away from Omar’s cock with a wet slurp and a gasp of air.



“Oh, shit, Makale, right there, keep doing that, baby, just like that,” she cried out, rocking before swallowing down Harlan’s waiting prick and jacking off Omar.



“You two ever slept together?” Frank asked Amy. She shook her head as much as she could. “You want to taste her pussy tonight?”



Amy moaned around his fingers, “Essss.”



“Goddamn,” Frank murmured.



Between her legs, Dermott pushed three fingers deep inside her pussy, almost her limit. She wailed around Frank’s fingers when a fourth finger found its way inside too, filling her tight. Dermott’s tongue made such frantic love to her clit she started thrusting up against him, her foot rising up off the ground. She didn’t know what her body was doing. All she wanted right then were the fingers filling her entirely. Her mouth. Her ass. Her pussy.



Heat coiled through Amy from her head to her toes and she kicked out harder, Frank holding her up as she cried out, “Ohh, oh, like that!”



She came with a hard jolt. Her hand flew up and Frank popped his fingers out of her mouth to bring her hand to his face as he whispered in her ear what he planned to do to her, to them both. Amy heard little of it as the sensations peaked and finally settled after a long minute.



But Frank and Dermott weren’t going to leave her be for long. Dermott shot to his feet, and grabbed her ass, pulling her with him to the bed. He sat on the edge and caught a fistful of condoms from Frank. Amy took one from him and rolled it on before she straddled him, tossing back her red hair, her breasts rising and falling with every hard breath. She gripped his cock underneath her and guided him to her pussy, sinking down with a, “Mmmm, fuck, that’s filling me good.”



“Then you’re going to love this,” Dermott said, gesturing for Frank. The other man stepped forward, his condom going on fast as he stared at Amy’s tight butt.



Jennifer popped off Harlan and watched Amy, mouth agape as she rocked harder and harder on Makale’s face. “Take her ass, take my Amy’s ass,” she moaned. She reached out for both Harlan and Omar’s cocks, jerking them hard, still keeping her eyes on the double stuffing about to happen.



Frank brought his tip to Amy’s bud. She tensed up, but his fingering had left her ready for this and she slowly relaxed as he sank into her. “Ohhhh, God!” she whimpered.



“Too much?” Frank asked.



“I’m not made of glass,” Amy growled. “I’ll tell you – oh! Oh fuck!”



Frank pushed deeper inside her, making Amy arch her back and thrust her breasts right into Dermott’s face. He buried his mouth against her collarbone, sucking, kissing. He rocked his cock with gentle strokes inside Amy’s pussy, making her eyes widen. She didn’t go cross-eyed, not exactly, but one of them went wonky, something Dermott had never seen. She stared sightlessly at nothing at all, rocking back and forth, and when Frank pulled back to her entrance and pushed back in again, she finally gasped, “Ohmyfuck, ohmyfuck, ohmyfuck.”



“Harlan,” Dermott said. “Get over here and get her mouth on your dick. Let’s really fill her up.”



“Man, you guys won’t stop ordering me around,” Harlan huffed, but he was only joking and hurried off the bed, his cock in his fist. He turned Amy’s chin towards him, and her eyes focused again on his prick. She took it into her mouth, sucking him instinctually, her mind gone to the sensations in her ass and her pussy.



Omar moved directly in front of Jennifer, and gripped her black hair to guide her face back to his cock. She opened wide for him, but her own pleasure was reaching its mountaintop. She reached around Omar and gripped his ass as he really began fucking her mouth, using her face like her pussy. “Erk!” she gasped around him every time he shoved his cock home in her throat. “Erk! Erk! Erk!”



Makale caught her by surprise when he reached up and brought his hand down in a hard slap of Jennifer’s ass. Her cry sounded more pleased than pained so he did it again with his other hand before he pumped his fingers back inside her fast and hard.



She popped off Omar and looked up at him, her eyes watering from trying to take him so deep. “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come.”



“Do it, slut, come for him, and then he’s going to fucking pound that pussy.”



“Yes!” she screamed, drawing Amy’s eyes as Harlan drove deep into her mouth. “Yes, oh shit, yes, fuck me hard, fucking fuck, I love you young studs, so goddamn good… mmmmm, mmm, Amy, baby, I’m coming, I’m coming!”



Amy gagged on Harlan’s cock, her eyes feasting on the slightly older woman as she leaned back, hands beside Makale’s waist, dropping her pussy hard against his mouth and his chin. She nearly collapsed backwards until Omar grabbed her, pulling her forward into a doggy-style position again. She must have come because when Makale slid out from between her thighs, his face was dripping her juices. He wasted no time throwing on a condom and lining up behind Jennifer, his cock the biggest of the team by far. Jennifer’s eyes bulged as he fed her just the tip, and when he rammed his cock home, her voice went shrill.



“FUCK!”



Omar grabbed her face, grabbed her hair, and Jennifer choked on his cock again, staring up at him as she was fucked from both ends, her whole body rocking hard with the force of the men. In Amy’s ass, Frank pulled out, applied more lube, and hilted himself further than he’d gone before. Amy took at least half of him, his cock driving deeper in her ass than any man had ever gone. The thin membrane between her ass and her pussy was being massaged so hard and so good, and with every thrust Frank gave her, her spot ground against Dermott’s big fat cock without any real effort on his part. Her pleasure was enormous, bursting within her core and making even her toes tingle. She could barely make a sound other than a gasp around Harlan’s cock. His balls rested against her chin with every hard thrust from him, so silently, her eyes wet with need of air, the sexy young redhead came and came and came.



Frank grunted, “Fuck, I’m close. This slut’s ass is so goddamn tight.”



Amy wanted it, wanted to beg him for it, to fill up her ass, forgetting temporarily he was wearing a rubber. She wanted their warmth inside her, wanted them filling her every way they could. Frank grabbed her waist and plunged deep a few more times, really spreading her ass wide. He came with a hard grunt, stiffening, holding perfectly still for a long moment. Then he was pulling back, gasping.



“Let’s get her on the bed,” Harlan said. “Just like her friend, only backwards so they’re cheek to cheek and looking at each other.”



“I like that,” Dermott grunted. Harlan pulled out of Amy’s mouth, and she gasped for air, drawing in great big lungfuls.



She allowed herself to be manipulated. Jennifer looked sideways at her, her mouth bulging with Omar’s impressive thickness. She winked, and Amy winked back as Harlan took the bed next to her face. In an adjoined bathroom Amy hadn’t even noticed until now, she heard water running. The shower. Frank would be cleaning up, but she doubted he was out of the game entirely. Good.



Dermott and Harlan timed their fucking to Omar, but none of them could match Makale’s mad intensity. He was fucking Jennifer like he was furious with her, slamming his cock home into her cunt, making her whimper as he smacked her ass or reached under her to squeeze her tits. He was using her, and she loved it.



Amy did too. The two men fucking her held nothing back either. She didn’t want them to. This kind of intensity had been missing from her love life and it was going to be hard to go back to plain old missionary pump and squirts after this. Ruined for other men, she thought, grinning around Harlan’s cock.



She stared up at him, sucking him down to his balls. He stared right back and she knew she had his number. He groaned and said, “That’s the best, when she stares up at you like this.”



“Goddamn,” Omar said agreeably, even if he wasn’t paying that much attention. He looked pretty close too.



Harlan gave Amy a few more hard thrusts and then he tapped her forehead. “Close, baby,” he said, pulling halfway out before her hand shot to his root and gripped him tight. She still stared up at him as he held still and she thrust her head back down his length, face fucking him herself now. He swept a hand through her long red hair and groaned, “Oh shit, oh Amy…”



His come rocketed down her throat. So much warmth. As good as she was, she couldn’t help coughing on some of it, and this time when he pulled back, she let him, the last couple shots painting her cheek. She coughed out some of him into Jennifer’s sheets, then stared up at him and croaked, “Yum. I can’t wait to taste all of you.”



“Fuckin’ hell,” Dermott growled. “I’m not coming in a fucking condom. You want a taste of me, I’ll give you it right now.”



He pulled out and knee-walked around to her face, jacking his cock. Amy helped him, giving him her best sweet eyes as she cooed, “Come for me, baby, come all over my face and my tongue. Let me have it.”



Dermott grunted wordlessly. Fat streaks shot across her chin, her neck, back up towards her lips. She opened wide and his come whipped across her tongue. She sucked it down. Maybe the taste wasn’t the best but who the fuck cared in a moment like this? Her fingers slid across the come on her face and she looked up at Omar.



“Let Jen breathe for a minute. I’ve got a treat for her.”



Omar did, and Jennifer’s mouth dropped open more out of instinct than anything else. Rather than feed Jennifer with her fingers, Amy licked the come off her fingers and kissed Jennifer as Omar jacked his length, watching. The two women kissed, and Jennifer whimpered against Amy’s lips.



“It’s good, it’s so good.”



“Come for him again,” Amy whispered against her lips. They kissed and kissed again and Amy kept up the words as Omar grabbed a condom and took up a spot behind the college-aged redhead. “You’re so beautiful when you come, Jennifer. I want you so much. I…” She closed her eyes and shivered as Omar filled her needy cunt. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, they’re all so big, Jennifer. So big and filling my slutty pussy so good.”



Jennifer’s hand shout out and clutched at Amy’s head. She kissed the corner of Amy’s mouth with frantic need as Makale’s insane pace rocked her hard. “I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coming so hard…” she cried.



Amy’s lips parted wide and she grinned as Jennifer shivered through yet another climax. Then they were silent for a while out of necessity, the only sound in the room the two men fucking them so hard and so good. Someone beside them again, Frank, on his knees on the bed, stroking his half-hard and freshly cleaned cock.



Jennifer tried to reach a hand out to help him but she was too shaky and nearly lost her balance. The two women clung to each other, fucked too hard to do much more than that, their breaths hot against each other’s cheeks. Frank jacked his cock slowly over the show as Harlan and Dermott cleaned up. They took up spots near the bed too, watching, reaching out and touching.



“Almost there,” Makale grunted. “Get ‘em up on their knees.” He smacked Jennifer’s ass. “Jen.” She didn’t respond at first, not until he cracked her ass harder. “Jen!”



“Huh?”



“When we come on you, don’t wipe it off. This next round from all of us is going across your tits and your faces.”



“O-okay,” Jennifer whimpered. Amy wasn’t sure if she entirely heard or was just on autopilot, but when Makale and Omar pulled out of them, Jennifer rose up slowly onto her knees. “Ass… to ass for this,” she mumbled.



Amy nodded. They moved so their legs were entwined and their butts against one another. She opened wide for Omar, who stuffed his cock hard into her mouth. There was so much of him, so very much. She didn’t know how Jennifer could take so much. But the other woman had her own mouth full, crying out as Makale fucked her throat a few times before grunting her name. He pulled out and came across Jennifer’s face, her big tits, her collar. Then Frank was there, feeding Jennifer his half-hard cock. She seemed to catch her second wind, hands going around his ass, clutching him tight as he began to rock into her mouth.



Omar. Amy felt him stiffen, and he tapped her cheek. She kept him as deep as she could, and when he started coming, she swallowed him down much easier. He jerked out, a few blasts landing across her cheeks and her forehead. She didn’t wipe them off, didn’t even move. There was another cock in her face again. Dermott this time.



Suck suck suck.



As the face-fucking continuing, the guys started up a raucous conversation. The lust was still there, but the raging need in the room had been drained, at least temporarily. There were plenty of stops – at some point, someone went to grab water for the women, and came back with canned whip cream that wound up on a couple someone’s cocks. Amy and Jennifer were given time, time to have fun, time to really enjoy this. They sucked with their hands linked, butts still against one another. At times, Jennifer would bounce backwards in a physical act of saying hello and teasing the other woman, and Amy would respond in kind. It was a good time, a fun time, and despite the aches in their jaws, the women took each of the men in turn, swapping out frequently.



Who came and in what order was a blur, but Makale was the last, they remembered that. Jen and Amy by that point went at him together, their lips driving up and down the sides of his cock and meeting at his head for long, sloppy kisses between the two of them. Their hands were everywhere on each other, their passion growing minute by minute as the guys faded into soft background noise. Makale tried to get their attention but it was almost no use by that point. He came across their chins, their cheeks, their breasts, and Jennifer pulled Amy down to the sheets, giggling hoarsely as Amy’s hand slid down to the other woman’s sex.



Amy pushed Jennifer onto her back and began cleaning the other woman with her tongue, lips, and fingers, feeding Jennifer plenty of come along the way. Then she went lower as the guys murmured and watched. The spill of her red hair left her face hidden as she blazed a trail down to Jennifer’s parted thighs. Kisses to each hip, then her thighs, and finally, with audible sighs of pleasure from the guys, Amy tasted Jennifer for the first time.



This would be the longest portion of the night. Amy took her time exploring Jennifer’s every sensitive inch, her eyes locked on the other woman’s. Her hands roamed where they wanted, sometimes sliding into Jennifer’s folds, sometimes just resting under her thighs, sometimes squeezing her breasts or teasing the delicate flesh behind her knees. All of it was so good and such a calming show after the frantic fucking and blowjobs.



Jennifer’s orgasm was a stone skimming across the water, dappling the lake of her pleasure until she crested with a breathy moan, Amy’s name on her lips. As she was still coming down, Amy came to her, kissing her with real passion, real need. They stayed together like that for a while, holding each other, Jennifer murmuring nonsense sweet things into Amy’s ear.



The men came to them again one last time. They got on their knees, resting on their elbows, too tired to do much to help any of the men. Jennifer’s hand found Amy’s and squeezed it as Makale slid his cock into the young woman’s tender pussy and Frank Jennifer’s. Makale was far easier with Amy than he had been Jennifer, remembering the older woman’s words earlier about being gentle with their college acquaintance. Frank was rougher with Jennifer, his thighs slapping against hers with a hard rhythm until he finally grunted his pleasure and yanked his cock out of her. He stripped off the condom and came across her back, an impressive amount considering how much he’d already come.



Makale wanted to finish again in Jennifer and took her while Omar went for Amy. Cocks at their mouths – Harlan, Dermott – and they sucked them down. Their moans and the men’s grunts were the only sounds in the room.



The slaps of flesh intensified as the women caught their fourth or fifth wind of the evening and drove back to meet Omar and Makale. The sight of their asses rippling as they were fucked so hard and so fast did it for Omar and in a hurry. He jerked out of Amy and streaked across her ass, her back. Harlan took his spot, rolling on his condom and plunging in with a hard grunt. Makale just kept on going with Jennifer, not slowing down. She was a gurgling mess by that point and would hurt for days after this, but it was so worth it. How her clit hadn’t been stimulated to the point of numbness she wasn’t sure, but Makale’s fingers on it from time to time still drove her wild and she came again.



She wasn’t the only one. Harlan came across Amy’s back, and Dermott took his spot. He flipped Amy over to look into her eyes at the last, her legs up and over his shoulders, her hands joined with his at her pussy. Jennifer watched her with sightless eyes as the young woman stuttered her way through one last fuck, her body boneless. Dermott fucked her as slowly as Makale was fucking Jennifer fast. Makale was so close, his breaths hard, his need apparent in his wild eyes, but Dermott had been getting a blowjob before this, one of the very best in the world, and his own top was ready to blow. Though he held on, it wasn’t him that brought Amy over the edge one last time. It was Jennifer, pushing herself up and moving just far enough that she could kiss the other woman while Makale moved with her on his knees, keeping his cock buried in her.



“I’m close,” Amy whimpered.



“Come for him, baby, come one last time, that’s my girl,” Jennifer breathed.



“Will… it make a good story?” Amy asked.



Jennifer grinned. “Yes. The best I’ve ever been a part of.”



Amy nodded, and looped her hands around Jennifer one more time. Their lips crashed together, Jennifer whimpering, Amy going breathless. She came like a breeze at the end of its travels, so quiet, so exhausted. But she did come, and Dermott pulled out of her, tossing aside the condom and fisting his cock until he exploded over her mound, her stomach.



And finally Makale. The last man standing – and that was about to be literal. He pulled out of Jennifer and rolled her over onto her back near the edge of the bed. Amy crawled over on her hands and knees and Jennifer pulled her over her face. She was too exhausted to do more than press her lips to Amy’s well-used cunt, but the evening was almost done. Makale only lasted a few more minutes, the other guys watching, their own need finally sated. Makale jerked out of Jennifer, and pulled Amy off at the last, lining the two women up side by side. He came across both their faces, their tits, their necks.



Though the guys stuck around for another twenty minutes, helping clean the women up, taking showers themselves, and replacing the bedding, the night was over. Makale pulled the sheets and blankets up over two well-satisfied women, Amy’s head tucked against Jennifer’s breasts.



“Thank you,” Jennifer murmured to him. He nodded, kissed her cheek, and the men quietly slipped out of the bedroom and the house as Jennifer cradled the youngest Stuffer, wondering what delights the next year might hold for them both.









Interlude 2



 



Jennifer told the last of the story, her arms wrapped around Amy and holding her tight. The other women cheered them, but Amy barely noticed. She stared into Jennifer’s eyes, and said, “That was the best night of my life. And it wasn’t because of them. It was you.”



“Then come live with me, darling. You’ve seen my house. We could have so many more adventures, the two of us.”



“Yes,” Amy whispered. “If you’re serious, then absolutely, yes.”



They kissed, and their fellow Stuffers whooped. Pleased, Karli waited until the cacophony died down, and said to the group, “The beauty of two Stuffers finding not just passion and lust, but bonded by it. We could not ask for a happier ending, though it sounds like Amy and Jennifer gave those young men plenty of those.” Raucous laughter burst out, and she smiled. “Amy, Jennifer, you may pick who speaks next.”



“Go ahead,” Jennifer told Amy, and kissed her bared shoulder.



Amy singled out Kasalee and smiled. “How about you, Kasalee? Both the new girls telling their stories?”



“Oh, mine’s not nearly that sexy,” the other woman said. In her mid-twenties, she was a beautiful young woman with soft, almond eyes and full, frizzy hair. Karli would love a romp with the sweet, shy young woman.



“Every story is worth the telling,” Karli said, coming to Kasalee and laying a hand on her shoulder. “If you don’t wish to share now, you can always defer and tell us later or write it online, but we are here to hear you, no matter what.”



“Thank you,” Kasalee said. “Well, okay. Um… I’ll say too, my story might mean my time with you all is going to be awfully short. For the very best of reasons.”



“Ooh,” Karli said, eyes sparkling. “Now you have to share.”









Kasalee



 



Contains: MF romance, interracial. This one’s more on the sweet side.



 



Holiday menu planning at the diner used to be one of Mario’s favorite traditions. At Thanksgiving, there was always turkey and stuffing, and at Christmas, ham and potatoes. Beyond that, his imagination ran wild. His culinary creations weren’t always loved by his customers – last year, his spicy cranberry dip was almost universally hated, though the customers did like the cinnamon crackers he served with it. And then there was the year he got it in his head to try his hand at Bacalhau, which consisted of dried cod on potatoes and cabbage. That didn’t go over so well, despite his protestations that it was both tasty and popular in Portugal around the holidays. At least the pineapple punch that year had been a hit and now was a staple.



But this year, Mario remained uninspired. Nothing cultural really leapt out at him from the dozens upon dozens of websites of culinary crackpots like him around the world. No great and weird concoctions sprang to mind. His creativity was a desolate wasteland that holiday season and he wasn’t entirely sure he’d ever see it grow again.



The cause was easy to identify and impossible to ignore. The divorce came at Mario in a one-two punch, first stunning him, then draining him completely, and not just financially. In retrospect, it was easy to see Lisandra was miserable. The sex was great right up until the end – and once, memorably, in the late game of the divorce proceedings when they fucked in her office, clawing at each other like pissed-off cats. But sex alone couldn’t hold together a marriage.



The diner sat at the heart of their problems. At first, Lisandra made wry and amused cracks about it being Mario’s first great love. Then the cracks lost the amused half, and in the end, they grew claws and tore streamers into him. He was grateful he bought the diner before they met. There was little doubt in his mind now Lisandra would have insisted they sell it and split the profits, and given the way the judge slobbered over her curves, Mario had little doubt she would have got what she wanted. But even the lust-struck judge couldn’t make the diner part of her settlement, though she did get just about everything else.



If Mario could work up the energy to hate Lisandra for the divorce, it would have been one thing. But even her callousness over the last couple years couldn’t make him forget this was the woman who once loved him so fiercely, who could make him laugh, who would keep him up until all hours of the morning talking about whatever came to mind. His late twenties were defined by getting the diner up and running, but his early thirties belonged to her. To her smile, to the sight of her on top of him, rolling her hips, sweat matting her black curly hair to her brow, to the feel of her body pressed back against him at night, at least when they were still sleeping together.



But people change. A crack broke the ground underneath them and despite his attempts to bridge the gap, it was too late. In just a few short years, Lisandra, who used to come into the diner just to see him, grew to hate the place. She pelted Mario every day with snide comments about its failures and the fact that he was only seeing a tiny profit. It became a target for her, an outlet. Mario foolishly thought they were just going through a rough patch, that she would eventually find a sense of happiness again. And he supposed she had. The last few times he saw her, Lisandra looked happier than he’d ever seen her. There were edges there that hadn’t existed until life and marriage brought them out, but she smiled. It was hard to hate that.



But he was stuck with the knowledge that he made the woman he loved so miserable, and that was a hurt he couldn’t easily escape.



That pain bled over into the Entrée Level. The place was renowned for quirky specials for breakfast and later in the day. Mario’s breakfast manager Colleen was always terrific about some truly inspired and occasionally groan inducing ideas for her shift, like her famous Apple-achia Omelet, which – you guessed it – included diced apples, a combination most customers thought would be gross until they tried it. But Mario was locked in a creative tailspin for dinner. Only his oldest customers might have had a hint that he was recycling ideas from his earliest days there manning the helm. At least he saved the recipes. That was something.



But oddities as sides for his Thanksgiving and Christmas meals were a tradition, one he desperately didn’t want to screw up. It felt like his last real shot at redeeming something of the crummy year. It was a small thing, ultimately, and his regulars would certainly understand if he didn’t have some oomph behind him. But it was important to him. Mario loved owning the place people could come to when they needed a holiday meal. None of his employees were allowed in the door unless they had nowhere else, and then they were paid triple. Breakfast was always served until noon, and the holiday meal until four, after which he’d go home with a turkey or ham he cooked at work and put the finishing touches on the sides for a meal with Lisandra and their families.



Or that had been the tradition, anyways. Now, Mario stared blankly at a piece of paper in front of him at the counter with a long-cooled cup of coffee, unable to see the magic he lived for and wondering if it wasn’t time to finally sell the place.



* * *



There was never any doubt in Kasalee’s mind as to who her first beneficiary would be when she heard Mario and Lisandra Fondacaro were getting a divorce. The news came only a week after her induction into the Stuffers, and seemed portentous, as if she was being shown the way right from the very start.



Though she only lived an hour away from her one-time employer and the wonderful Entrée Level Diner, the real obstruction to Kasalee’s decision was her boyfriend, Ben. From the day he heard about the Stuffers and their interest in having her join, he was all for it, especially when he found out how stunning each and every member was. “Kass,” he told her, “you have to do this. You, with a bunch of swinging lesbos? Holy fucking shit.”



She balked at him calling the Stuffers “lesbos,” but that was nothing compared to what he said next.



“And the idea, I mean, you giving it up to some poor asshole once a year, that’s hot as hell. Think about you with, like, Dave or CJ. Or both of them at the same time. Jesus fuck, I gotta see that.”



Kasalee swatted him. Ben was being playful, she decided, and wasn’t serious. “It’s not about me getting it from all your buddies. It’s about a beautiful gift you give to someone every year.”



“A beautiful gift?” he asked, incredulous. “Baby, it’s a glorified swingers’ club. It’s about dicks and licking pussy. Besides, those dipshits are desperate. Can’t tell me they don’t need to get laid.”



Kasalee didn’t want to argue with him about it, but since he was okay with the prospect, she joined. And yes, she had some fun with her inductor, and there had been another sapphic hookup with a couple of the other Stuffers over the summer. Both times, she told Ben about it afterwards, and the sex had been so good. He fucked her like he was angry with her, nearly bouncing her off the mattress as she described to him the things she’d done with her tongue and fingers, or the way she sucked off the dildo that had been used in all their pussies.



The conversation Kasalee had with Ben about sleeping with his friends fell away into the background. Though she kept an eye out for other potential candidates, it was always Mario she came back to as the real beneficiary for her story near Christmas. Thoughts of his wide smile, sparkling eyes, his dimples… they’d always set her world on fire. Fantasies about gripping his black ringlets of hair while he kissed her, maybe with her on the countertop, maybe in bed, used to make her cry at night with the force of her desire for him. But she was a different person now, and not the same desperate, needy woman she’d been just a few years ago. Kasalee was with it, even managing a restaurant. Sure, it was a chain, and the job was a revolving door, but she was making what she earned back then and a dollar more besides.



Not that money had been the reason she quit. If she had it her way, she would have never left.



Kasalee decided she would head down there that weekend. It would be good to visit her family at the very least, and she could pop in and see Mario. If he had a girlfriend, she could say she was just dropping in to say hello and grab a bite to eat.



That night, Ben rested against the backboard, engrossed in a Kip Brucker documentary. His intelligence had been what attracted her at first – well, that, and the so-damn-tight-it-should-have-ripped polo he wore during the charity golf game where they met and he asked her out.



His pecs and his abs were on full display now, his free hand behind his head. Kasalee crawled up onto the bed and he turned, grinning at her. If she was feeling it, she liked to wear a silkier, naughtier nightie that only clung to her small breasts by the thinnest of straps and did nothing to hide the swell of her hips and ass, her best feature, she thought.



“Are we up to something… fun tonight?” Ben asked, setting aside the tablet.



“Maybe,” Kasalee said, crawling across the bed. “And maybe you should sit back and enjoy.”



“Enjoy what?”



Kass grinned and peeled the covers away from him. He spread his toned legs wide and she edged up between them, leaning down with her lips just over his cock. “This.”



She took his still-soft cock in one hand, and sucked him down. While he was still hardening she licked and slurped all over him, getting him nice and wet for her hands. Ben loved being jacked off while she sucked his tip.



Her nightie slid up over her ass, and Ben reached down to squeeze it. She moaned around him and sucked harder. He was good and ready now and she jacked his cock slowly, alternating hands and positions, licking and sucking first one side of his cock, then moving her head to the other side, making sore nothing about him ever got lonely.



“Get on top,” Ben told her.



She did, and with him still sitting up, he could fondle and squeeze her small tits. She moaned as he sucked one of her nipples into her mouth, grinding on his cock until he reached down and lifted his length off his belly for her. She dropped down onto him with a slap of skin, and began to grind him again. Her hips rocked hard on his and Kasalee thrust her chest against his mouth.



An image crept into her mind, an early fantasy of Mario seated on one of the stools at his counter, her climbing up on top of him. Logistically stupid – they’d both tip over if they rocked even the slightest bit, but as a fantasy, it was so intense it used to make her come in minutes. Kasalee tried to shoo the image away and focus on her boyfriend, but it stuck, and she submitted to it, imagining it was Mario’s lips at her breast, his cock she was grinding on, his hands on her ass.



“Oh fuck,” she whimpered. “I need to come, I need it…”



Ben started to rock back up at her, but it still wasn’t him she was thinking of. Mario, that look of bliss on his face when he was cooking, the way he’d dance with the mop when he was in a really good mood, the effortless way he bodily dragged a guy out who harassed Kasalee. All the old fantasies, all the old turn-ons, all the ways he used to make her feel collided in her and she came with such force she nearly fell off Ben. He rolled with her, taking her on her back as she clung to him. It wasn’t long before Ben filled her, and she finally opened her eyes again and kissed him.



“Damn,” he said breathlessly. “You are on fire tonight.”



“I really am,” she said, snuggling in tight to him. She’d need to get up soon and do her nightly hair rituals, but for the moment, they cuddled. Well, until Ben went right back to his documentary, his arm slipping free from her shoulder. She sighed internally and rolled out of bed.



After a quick shower, Kasalee oiled her hair. As she put it up with a satin scrunchy, Ben came in and ran his toothbrush under the faucet. She decided there wasn’t going to be a better time, so she said as casually as she could manage, “I think I’m going into the city this weekend. Going to drop in on Mario at the Entrée Level.”



He froze, and the storm clouds hit. “For the Stuffer thing?”



“Yes. Well, maybe. I want to see if he has a girlfriend or anything like that first. Don’t want to wreck his home life, you know?”



He stuck the toothbrush in his mouth, and around it said, “Thought we were talking about you maybe doing that for the guys.”



There it was. It had been months since their conversation about her beneficiary, and Kasalee assumed that Ben had only been joking about Dave and CJ. She should have known better.



“I never agreed to that. I told you who I was thinking about.”



“Your old boss.”



“Yes.”



He hadn’t even brushed, but jerked the toothbrush out anyways and spat into the sink. “Who you told me you had a big crush on.”



“That was years ago, baby. He was a good man. He took me in when I needed it the most. There’s no one I can think of that deserves this more.”



“Okay, you’re taking it way too far,” Ben said. “This is just a bit of fun and fucking.”



“That’s not the point of it at all, and if you’d listened to me, you know I don’t see it that way,” she protested.



Ben stormed out of the bathroom. She rolled her eyes at herself in the mirror and followed him into the bedroom, going to her side of the bed to grab a satin bonnet out of her nightstand.



“So we’re not even going to talk about options? Your mind is made up?” he asked.



“I’m not going to be the center for your fantasy gangbang,” she snapped.



“It’s not my fantasy,” Ben said.



“Bull. You’re the one pushing this.”



“I’m just saying, if you’re going to go outside the relationship, I should have a say in it.”



“This isn’t about you! It was never about you! We talked about this at every stage of the way. I told you who I wanted my first beneficiary to be. You were the one who got it in your head this would be about you. Well, it’s not the Ben show. It’s about giving something back.”



“It’s about finding an excuse to whore yourself out for a night,” Ben snapped.



The words rocked her, and Kasalee stared at him. “Get out,” she breathed.



“What?” he asked flatly.



“Take some clothes and go sleep at one of their houses. Maybe you can even find some undeserving slut to let you watch them fuck her.”



“This is my house!”



“Not tonight, it isn’t,” she said, slipping on the bonnet. “I’m going down to the city this weekend. You can either deal with it or not.”



“If you do, don’t come back,” Ben said.



She gaped at him. “You’re serious.”



“Dead serious.”



“My vagina is not your plaything,” she said. “I’m not your prostitute.”



“Then your mind is made up.”



“I haven’t even talked to him yet, Ben.”



He nodded and went to his dresser. “You’ve always been his, haven’t you?”



“That’s not true and you know it.”



“I know you’ve never given me all of you.”



“And what, me slutting myself out to your friends is going to make that up to you?”



“Leave the fucking key to the place on the table when you go. We’re done. I’m so fucking done.”



* * *



Alice rapped her knuckles on the table, making Mario jump. Her grin was a favorite of his, reflective of her sometimes surly nature while still leaving something of a childish twinkle to her eyes despite her nearly seventy years.



“Woke me up,” he grumbled.



“I know. We were getting complaints about the snoring. Mind grabbing a couple of the tables?”



Mario glanced around the corner of the booth and groaned. They were slammed. Damn, he really had been asleep. He pushed himself upright.



“Don’t forget, I got the grandkids,” she told him as she bustled towards the kitchen.



Double damn. Mario promised Alice she could take off a couple hours early to watch over her two grandchildren after school. That left only him and Gabriel, the cook, with dinner yet to go. No one left to call in, either. At least the hustle would help distract him.



He snatched up his notes on Thanksgiving dinner, which largely consisted of TURKEY in about seven different circles and a doodle that could only be seen as a dinosaur if someone were both drunk and blind. He folded and stuffed it away, and hurried to the back to wash his hands before he started serving up orders and tending to the new arrivals. Alice pointed at a trio of plates as she scooped up another pair, and said, “Two on the left, table three, and table five for the other.”



“Got it,” he said, but he didn’t need to know what table the parmesan chicken on Texas toast belonged to. That one was a regular’s order, complete with an extra house-brined pickle, and he grinned as he hustled it out.



It was early for an afternoon boom, especially given the chill in the air. The whole city was coated overnight in a fine layer of hoarfrost. Beautiful, especially on the windows, but usually the cold brought with it a drop in customers. Things picked up again around the big travel and shopping days. This was definitely an oddity, but one he was happy with. The Weirdo of the Day as he called the specials was the taco meatloaf, and it was a big draw. So too were the usuals – burgers, the chicken parm, the house chili.



Alice left and the customers kept streaming in. Gabriel was a great cook but even he could barely keep up with things. Mario had to run everything else, bussing tables, grabbing orders, taking payments. When the door jingled again and the foursome walked through the door, he could ill afford to stare.



But stare Mario did. Kasalee. Her parents and sister too. But it was Kasalee who drew his eyes and his full, honest smile.



She’d always been beautiful, but now, she stole his breath. She’d been so skinny when she first came in. Over the couple of years he got to have her around, she filled out some, but even then, she held onto a hint of the ghosts that chased her. Now her face wasn’t so gaunt and spooked. Her hair too, full and frizzy, was so different than the braids she used to prefer. He liked it back then and he liked the new style now too.



“Kass!” Mario called. “I’ll be with you as fast as I can. Don’t any of you dare go before we’ve had a chance to say hi.”



“You look short-staffed,” she called back as he whipped a pile of plates up and topped them with the table’s waste.



“Ah, a bit,” he said, and laughed.



Gabriel called out for him, and he hurried towards the kitchen with the plates. Kasalee leaned in and spoke something to her parents, and they nodded. Mario didn’t see what happened then, and hurried to load the plates in the dishwasher before cleaning his hands again and going for Gabriel.



Except there already was Kasalee, snatching up plates like the old days. Gabriel raised an eyebrow. “New hire?”



“Something like that,” she said, and oh God, that high, beautiful voice did it for Mario just as much as it used to. He felt so bad back then over his attraction to the young woman. For starters, when she came in to work for him, she was only nineteen or twenty. So young, and he was married. Happily, back then. He’d never acted on his attraction, but it always hung over him like clouds in the distance. “Tables?’



“One and two,” Mario said. “Thanks.”



She winked at him and hurried out. Gabriel gave Mario another look, and Mario shook his head. “She was an employee before your time.”



“That ass, though.”



Mario lost his good humor. “You want to keep working here, you don’t ever make jokes like that about her.” He hastily amended, “With any of your coworkers.”



Kasalee came right in at the tail end of that, and Mario jumped. No way she wouldn’t have heard that. She hurried by, grinning, and grabbed a bottle of ketchup out of the cooler. “Thank you, Mario,” she said as she went back by.



Mario couldn’t help staring after her, at the curve of her bottom in her too-tight jeans, and Gabriel snickered. “Yeah. I’ll definitely keep my mouth shut.”



When she first came to the diner, Kasalee could barely keep up with more than a couple tables. She broke more of his plates than just about anyone he ever hired, and you never, ever drank coffee she brewed. But in just a couple weeks, she was slinging plates like the best of them, and nowadays, she hustled even faster than he did, slapping down receipts, dropping a line or two of polite chatter with each customer, and bussing tables when he was falling behind.



Her family ordered three specials, and Mario insisted the food was on the house. Her mother, Tyesha, was a striking woman, her hair graying gently now, her eyes holding a sleepy beauty to them. Kass’s father, Denton, always struck Mario as a little sad and befuddled, but given the harsh situation his daughter went through as a young woman, Mario sure couldn’t blame him. The soft-spoken man’s smile was still tentative and somewhat shy even that day. This wasn’t the first time they’d come into the diner after Kasalee left town. They were good people and Mario was always glad to see them. Kass’s sister he knew only at a distance, but she always came across like she was all kinds of energy bottled up and ready to go at any time. He liked her, but just didn’t know her all that well.



After their meal, they rose to their feet, and Mario thought that was it, he’d lose Kasalee before he had a chance to even really say hello. But she hurried over, and they exchanged a round of hugs. A few tears slipped down her mother’s cheeks. Mario attributed that to Kasalee needing to drive back home. She hurried over to him as they still stood there, and he grinned.



“It was good to see you,” he said.



She raised her eyebrows. “Getting rid of me?”



“I assumed you needed to go?”



“No, they’re just heading home. Which is what I need to ask you about. Would you have time after we close to give me a ride?”



Hm. Kasalee lived in Bluebank. That was… what, an hour? Hour and a half? An hour and a half to get to catch up. “Absolutely,” he said.



“Thanks, Mario.” Her smile melted him, and he couldn’t help mirroring it as he hurried to the kitchens to get some dishes washed up.



For the first time since maybe his wedding night, Mario willed time to slow down. He wanted to enjoy what little time he had with Kasalee, but even given the insane number of customers that night, there had to come a time when he turned off the neon OPEN sign. The last handful of customers finished their meals and paid up while Gabriel and Kass cleaned up, and soon the cook was on his way out the door.



“Hey, uh, sorry about the butt crack earlier,” he said to Kasalee.”



“Butt crack?”



He squinted at her and finally got it, laughing on his way out the door. Mario locked up after him, and turned to Kasalee. Her hands played at the pockets of her jeans and she looked at him as fondly as her family. He knew the look was mirrored on his face as he came to her and embraced her.



Kasalee melted right into him, crying, and he tightened his arms around her, not saying anything. Under the smell of the hard shift she just put in was the faint smell of something new, something citrusy and fragrant. He liked it. Liked the feel of her in his arms. Liked this moment, despite her tears.



Finally he pulled away, and asked her, “Are you okay?”



She knew the question he was really asking, and pulled out a chip from her purse. She held it up, and he hugged her again after he saw the number. This time she laughed softly, and he kissed the top of her head.



He walked around the counter and opened the till. From it, he pulled out four twenties. She accepted the money with a smile, and slipped it into a wallet from her purse.



“Just need to gas up,” he said, “and then we’ll head to Bluebank.”



“Blueb… ohhh.” she said, and flashed him a wide smile that didn’t quite touch her eyes. “No, no, I’m staying with my parents.”



“Oh. Oh! I’m a dumbass.”



“Wellllll…”



“Hey now,” he protested.



“You said it, not me.”



* * *



The SUV was old and cranky, but at least the heater didn’t waste a lot of time. Kasalee hurried off her gloves and stuck her hands in front of the vents. “Ohhh, baby, that’s the stuff,” she moaned.



“Right? The cold… bleh.”



“You love this time of the year. You know, you might be the only straight man I ever knew who was excited about Christmas sweaters.”



Mario’s laugh was far more stunted than she expected. “Yeah. Used to be.”



She turned. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think about the divorce.”



“You heard?”



“My mom told me, yes.” She glanced aside at him, illuminated by street lights. “So it’s my turn to ask you. Are you okay?”



“It’s fine. I’m fine.” He drew in a deep breath. “Thank you for asking.” They drove for a while in silence. “Are you in town for the weekend, or…?”



“More like… semi-permanently.” Kass brought her hands away from the heaters and held them in her lap. “Things got weird and complicated with my boyfriend. We just broke up.”



“I’m sorry,” he said, and it sounded like he meant it.



“Thank you.”



“Do you need work?”



“Are you hiring?”



He snickered. “I’m always hiring. You know that.”



Her heart fluttered in her chest, and she willed it to be still in case he heard it. “Yes. I’m definitely looking for work. Mornings or afternoons?”



“Afternoons,” he said. He glanced over. “But, um, if mornings work better for you, I could always try to slot you in there.”



“No,” Kasalee said. “I think, um, I think I’d like to work afternoons. That sounds good to me.”



“Great.”



“Great.”



A few minutes later they pulled onto her street, and he squinted at the rows of identical houses. “It’s the purple one, right…here?”



“That’s it,” she said, smiling. “Good memory.”



“Lisandra used to…” he started, then shook his head.



“What?”



“Nothing. It’d make things weird.”



“No, come on, tell me. I’m already feeling awkward. Let’s even the score.”



He put the SUV in park. “All right. When I gave you rides, Lisandra thought…” he chuckled. “She thought you and I…”



“Ohhh.”



“Yeah.”



“Oh, Mario, I’m sorry. If I had anything to do with the divorce, I really… I can’t apologize enough.”



“No,” he said firmly. “You didn’t. You were always great, Kasalee. And if you need a ride tomorrow, you let me know.”



“Should be all right. The blue monster up there is me,” she said, pointing up at a squat, ugly car. She unbuckled and turned to face him. He turned on the dome light.



“Let me walk you up to the house,” he said.



She swallowed. “Okay.”



Mario got out, and came around the car. She had her door open and he offered her a hand. She took it, feeling faint, feeling like she was flying, and they walked together, so close their elbows brushed.



“Don’t look now,” he said, “but your mom’s watching us out of the corner of the window.”



“Am not!” Tyesha said. “But if you wanted to come in, we could disappear for a little while.”



“Mom!” Kasalee exclaimed. Her mother disappeared from view, and she turned to Mario. “I’m so, so sorry about them.”



“Don’t be. It’s great to see you again. I’m happy you’re back.”



“Me too,” she murmured.



Mario’s hand went to her shoulder, and her breath caught as he leaned in to kiss her. Just her cheek, but it was so much. She needed to sit down. She needed to find some quiet corner of the world where she could think about him and give herself relief she desperately wanted. She wanted to tell him, tell him about the Stuffers, tell him how much she had always appreciated what he did for her, tell him that she would be his, if he wanted.



Instead, he gave her that wide smile, and said, “See you tomorrow.”



“Yeah. Yes. Tomorrow.”



Kasalee watched him head back to his SUV. He gave her a wave as he got in, and she waved back. When he was gone and she stepped back inside, her mom hurried to her and practically slammed the door shut behind her.



“You could have invited him in,” Tyesha said.



“Mom!” Kasalee said, unable to help a laugh.



“We really would have disappeared for a while. Maybe go to see a movie or something.”



“If he was any of my old boyfriends you would have run him off.”



“Mario Fondacaro is not like one of your old boyfriends.”



She had a point. They settled onto the long, narrow couch, Tyesha curling a leg underneath her. Kasalee always thought her mom was half cat, the way she could fold herself up into knots like that.



“How was it?” her mom asked. “The kiss?”



“It was just a peck on the cheek. Him being polite.”



“Uh huh. How was it?”



Kasalee grinned. “Okay, it was… nice.”



Footfalls on the stairwell, and her father came down, dressed in a pair of baggy plaid pajama bottoms and a white tee. He came straight for his daughter and she rose to give him a hug, feeling as small and safe in his arms as she had as a child. Her father was a timid man, quiet and painfully shy. His was a sensitive, beautiful soul, an artist’s soul, and it broke her heart that she had so wounded him once upon a time. Both her parents, really.



Kasalee started crying again and her mother rose too, hugging both of them. Kass whispered against her dad’s breast, “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean for you to have to take me in again.”



“It’s okay,” her dad whispered to her. “Just promise me if it’s that bad again…”



“I’d tell you,” Kasalee said, sniffing and gripping him tighter.



“You stay here as long as you want,” Tyesha said, so firm it was almost angry. “You always, always, always have a home here. Well… until you and Mario run off and get hitched.”



* * *



Pregnant at nineteen.



The signs weren’t obvious for Kasalee. Her periods had always been highly irregular, sometimes skipping a month, sometimes nearly two. But when she started to gain weight she couldn’t keep off, wanted to sleep all the time, and she counted back the last time she had a period, she knew. Maybe she didn’t want to admit it on a conscious level, but she knew.



Back then she was living with her friend Taylor. They were already on the rocks because of Kass’s partying. She could barely make rent but could always scrounge up enough money for a bottle or some molly. When Kasalee approached her about her fears she was pregnant, Taylor told her she needed to get to the doctor, and now.



She went. And in that clinic’s waiting room, with her hands pressed tight together between her thighs, Kass began to imagine. Sure, she didn’t intend on being a mother for another decade or so, but she really did want to become a mom someday. Why not now? She had an okay retail job and maybe if she got serious about it, she could go for a manager’s position. Or maybe she could go back to school, get like an associate’s degree or something. What kinds of jobs did people with those get? She started looking on her phone. Scared, yes, but getting excited too. This was okay. It was going to be okay.



Except it wouldn’t.



The baby never stood a chance. Ironically, it wasn’t the drinking or the drugs but the alienness of her uterus, the way her body wanted to reject this basic functionality of life. A month after that day in the hospital clinic, Kasalee lost little Reese before she even had a chance to see the world. The doctors told her it was very likely she’d never have another child again, and numb, Kass followed up with a decision to get her tubes tied, just to make sure.



She sank.



Even in the darkest of Kasalee’s days she didn’t think of suicide, but she let herself go without a fight. Drugs made things too okay. She didn’t want to feel all right. She wanted to wrap the misery around herself, and so Kass drank. And drank. And drank. She lost her job a month after her tubal ligation. Her boss called and left her a message that she shouldn’t bother coming in the next day. Kass wasn’t surprised. She couldn’t remember the last time she went to work. Her booze and what little food she ate in those days came from a string of guys, ones she let fuck her not because it brought her any real pleasure but because they had things she needed to keep staggering through hell.



Taylor told her she needed to go, and when Kass couldn’t muster up the energy to pack her things, she came home one day to find the locks changed and her belongings at a friend’s. That friend kicked her out after another week, and so began a whirlwind of couch crashing and a black space of months she couldn’t remember, even when she got sober. She was shocked later to learn the only STD she had after the experience was crabs. It always felt strange to her she got so lucky, and in her heart of hearts, sometimes she wondered if it might not be her daughter now watching over her.



Home. Home would have meant pain. Her parents would take her in, that was certain, and they would tend to her and love her. They knew about the baby but they lost track of her after Taylor’s. Kasalee had no idea what happened to her phone – sold it, probably – and she couldn’t take the thought of going home. A wreck, a total failure, and now, at twenty, she was too far gone in her own mind to ever deserve love.



Out of the darkness came the rain. It was the first thing she noticed coming out of one of her blackout periods. Kasalee sat on her ass in an alley. Why she was there, she had no idea, but she was wearing a stranger’s coat, the hood drawn tight over her head. Had she been sleeping there? Had she just stopped for a rest? Kasalee would never know. She did know it was raining, hard, and her wet, ugly cough left her breathless and gasping. She staggered out of there, looking for warmth, for shelter, for anything. Her hands ran across her head. Beads. When had she braided her hair? When was the last time she’d shampooed? Used soap? She didn’t know. She was half-drunk, the saccharine sweet taste of cherry still on her lips, and she’d never wanted anything as powerfully as she wanted a drink right then – save maybe to be warm.



Kasalee walked, her head down and sweeping side to side to look at the businesses she passed. A tattoo parlor. A frozen yogurt shop. A corner market.



A diner.



The OPEN light was on, and she stumbled inside, water cascading down off her coat and from her hair. An older woman behind the counter stared at her as she came in, and yelled to the kitchen, “Mario? Come out here please.”



A man hurried out. He was powerfully built and moved like a train building up steam. He gaped at Kasalee.



“Should I call the cops?” the older woman asked. Her nametag read ALICE.



“Please don’t,” Kasalee croaked. “I just need to get warm. That’s all. I promise.”



The “promise” devolved into a series of hard hacking coughs, and she fell against a table, bringing down a metal cube of napkins. Mario hurried around the counter and helped her to her feet.



“Get some towels and a cup of coffee. And dig through the lost and found, see if you can find a sweater or something.”



“But-” Alice protested.



“Just do it. It’s okay.” To Kasalee, Mario said, “We need to get you out of that coat. Come on, the heat’s best in the corner booth here by the counter.”



Kasalee nodded as if this made perfect sense to her, and let herself be stripped of her coat. Her teeth chattered, something she thought only actually happened in bad novels, and she instinctually stuck her hands up her shirt and into her armpits. The man had towels now and was rubbing her down. He settled her into a booth and hurried to bring her a cup of coffee. She slurped it down, not caring about how hot it was, just needing the fire inside her.



She slept for a while. She didn’t mean to, but her body was past the point of breaking and she simply shut down. When she came back to, Mario dropped a bowl of chili and a BLT in front of her. He settled in across the booth from her and smiled tentatively. “Welcome back. Sorry to wake you up.”



“It’s okay,” she mumbled, wiping the sleep from her eyes. Her mouth still tasted of the cherry wine and coffee, and it was so gummy. She worked her lips and dry swallowed a few times. “Could I ask for a glass of water?”



“Oh sure, yeah. How about another cup of coffee too?”



“Thank you. I… I can’t pay you.”



“It’s okay. This one’s on the house.”



She looked around while he grabbed her drinks. The place was empty, save the two of them, and it was well past dark outside. The OPEN sign was off too, but traffic still flowed.



“How late is it?” she asked when he came back.



“Ah, about half after nine,” he said.



“Oh no. I’m keeping you?”



“Yes,” Mario said, grinning and shrugging. “But that’s all right. You looked like you needed the sleep.”



“Like you wouldn’t believe.” She drank the water first, gulping it down so fast it spilled down her chin. He rose and refilled it, then thought better and grabbed a pitcher, filling it too. As she scooped up some of the chili onto a cracker, he set the water down in front of her. “Thanks,” she said around the food.



“You’re welcome.”



She swallowed and blinked. “That’s the best chili I’ve ever had.”



“It’s a friend’s recipe. I used to cook for another restaurant here in the city, the Five Link.”



“I know that place,” Kasalee said, lifting the bowl straight to her lips and swallowing down the chili. A sheepish look crossed her face and she lowered the bowl.



“It’s okay. Have at it.”



Kasalee nodded, but didn’t lift the bowl again. She stuck to using her spoon, telling herself she wouldn’t embarrass herself in front of this man again. She would, many times, but that was okay.



“Anyways, one of the things we made there was fried catfish. We had a customer, a Houston native, she was a regular and she told the waiter that the catfish was the best she ever had, and she had it here, in the North.” He chuckled. “She was floored I was the one cooking it too. Said I was the only white guy to ever get it remotely right, let alone make it the best she ever had. She became something of a friend, but she got cancer and decided to leave me her recipe book.” He gestured at the chili. “That’s a long, roundabout way of telling the story, but yeah, that’s where I got the recipe from.”



“I’m sorry about her.”



“Me too. She was a character.” He looked lost in that moment and her heart broke for him. She wanted to tell him about Reese, about how she thought her daughter would have been a teacher or a librarian, about how she would have grown up and married someone handsome and sweet like Kass’s own father. But she hadn’t talked about Reese with anyone for… she didn’t know how long. Months, at least. Maybe a year or two. There was no concept of time in her mind anymore. She could have lost Reese weeks ago, or it could have been a lifetime. Mario refocused on her and smiled. “Anyways, maple’s the secret. Seems weird, but it works.”



Kasalee nodded and finished the last of the bowl. She went immediately for the sandwich, and Mario left her be to get his own glass and pour himself some water.



“Is there somewhere you can go? Friends, family I can call?”



The food in her mouth, good as it might be, gummed up and she settled the sandwich down, crying without meaning to. He grabbed a fistful of napkins and pressed one into her hand. She dabbed at her eyes and stared out the window. “Yes, but I… I can’t talk to them yet.”



“Okay,” Mario said agreeably. “Is there somewhere safe you can go tonight?”



“There’s a shelter, a women’s shelter. It’s on First.”



“I know the place. It’s not that far.”



“It’s not?” she asked.



“No. If you want, when you finish your sandwich, I can take you there.”



Kicking me out, Kasalee thought. Of course he would. She steeled herself for it. Might have to blow him for the ride, too.



“Okay,” she murmured.



She took her time with the sandwich, not wanting to go back out there in the rain. But eventually she couldn’t delay things any longer, and he walked her out to his SUV. She played with her hands in her lap, not looking at him, waiting for him to casually suggest she put one of those hands on his hip, or reach over and take her by the braids to guide her to his cock. But he didn’t. He drove, and they listened to the radio, and it was nice. At the shelter, he walked her to the doors like he was her date. It was embarrassing. It was sweet. And before she went in, he said, “Listen, Kasalee, if you need work, come by the diner sometime.”



“I’ve never been a waitress,” she said.



“Yeah? Well… might be worth a shot. Anyways. Come by. Have a coffee and a sandwich sometime. Let me know you’re okay.”



“I will,” she mumbled, not really meaning it.



But that night on a cot under her blanket, Kasalee curled up and thought about it. Thought about going back and becoming a waitress. About Mario’s sweet smile, his kind eyes.



And about the very glaring gold ring on his finger.



He was off limits. But his friendship wasn’t. And his was a hand in the dark, a hand she’d been missing for a while. In the morning, she dug through the shelter’s donated clothes and found a blouse that wouldn’t hang too far on her bony frame. The pants were almost all too big but there was a pair of shorts that would work. Kasalee dressed carefully, taking stock of all her bruises and memorizing them. She would never let it get this bad again, she told herself. And later she told it to Mario as she pushed the paperwork he needed to employ her across the countertop.



And later still, in a few days, to her parents and her sister in their living room.



* * *



Now, Alice hugged Kass tight and wouldn’t let her go.



“I’m not letting you go,” she said. “Not again. I’m handcuffing you to the cash register.”



“I’m not planning on leaving,” Kasalee said. “Not so long as Mario needs me. The help, I mean. Needs the help.”



Alice eyed her shrewdly. “Sure. Needs the help.”



“Am I coming across that desperately?”



Alice did finally let her go as a customer came up to the till with a twenty and told her to keep the change. She rang him up and stuffed away the tip as she said, “No. Not desperate. Just someone who cares about him very much.” Alice looked over at Kass as she closed the register. “And I think if he hadn’t been married to the devil, he would have asked you out the first week you worked here.”



“I was a mess.”



“Maybe. But I don’t think it mattered to him. I think he always saw you. Even when I didn’t.”



“Alice, stop, you were fantastic.”



“No, hon. I remember the way I treated you. I’ve apologized before and I’ll apologize again. You deserved better.”



“Aw, one more hug.”



They embraced, and once Alice hurried to take care of an occupied table and Kass bussed the last one who left, they came back together in the kitchen. Mario was cooking, a frown on his face, though it seemed distant and didn’t have much to do with them. Back out in the diner proper, Alice said to Kass, “Maybe you’re the one that can make Snow White wake up with a kiss.”



“Huh?”



Alice flapped a hand at the kitchen. “He’s been sleeping through the specials lately.”



“That bad?”



“Lisandra hurt him. No two ways about it.”



From the kitchen, Mario called, “You do know I can hear you, right? I might be distracted but I’m not deaf. And I would make for a lovely Snow White. I’ve got the lips for it.”



Kasalee cracked up and Alice grinned. They got back to work. The day was as quiet as the previous night had been busy. In a long lull, Kasalee carved out a twenty-minute chunk to fill out the paperwork Mario needed to hire her back on. It wasn’t long afterwards that Alice had to leave. It was just Mario and Kass there working. It made her happy. Not that she didn’t like Alice – once they got over the initial wariness, Alice had come to be like a cranky aunt to Kasalee and they still kept up. But she liked the coziness of it being just her and Mario.



When they finished up for the evening, he studied her with a smile. “Cook you something for the road?” he asked.



“I should be polite and say no, but I’m starving.”



He chuckled. “What do you feel like?”



“Alice told me you were in a creative rut.”



“I heard.”



She grinned. “So make me something. Anything. Make me the Kass Special.”



Kasalee watched Mario ponder that, and he headed back into the kitchen. She went with him, sitting up on one of the metal countertops as he pulled ingredients from the fridge. “No peeking,” he said. “And you have to at least try two bites.”



“Deal.”



“And get off my counter.”



She stuck her tongue out at him and he grinned. She repositioned herself so she couldn’t see what he was making and swung her legs idly.



“Mario?”



“Hm?”



“What happened with the divorce?”



He was silent a minute, but as he cracked a pair of eggs into a bowl, he finally said, “This place drained her. Things started to get vicious the last couple years. She felt trapped, and I didn’t want to sell the diner.”



“I love this place,” Kasalee said, looking all around her. “It was always in the back of my mind.”



He started cutting something. “Then why’d you leave, Kass?”



She turned, but didn’t quite look over her shoulder. “You have to know why.”



“Yeah. I guess I do.”



Silence for a while, then the sizzle and wonderful smells of bacon and eggs hitting the pan. Something else too, something she couldn’t quite place offhand. He toasted some bread or something too. “All right, almost done,” he said. “Keep your eyes closed when I bring it over, then you have to guess what’s in it.”



“Bacon, eggs.”



“Obviously,” he said, and she shivered as she thought about his smile.



“What do I get if I win?”



“What do you want?” he asked as he turned off the burners.



“A kiss,” she said, so quietly that she wasn’t sure he heard.



“And if I win?” he asked, nearly as quiet.



“Whatever you want.”



He brought whatever it was to her. A breakfast sandwich, she figured out that much. But when he brought it to her lips, she inhaled and smiled. “Bleu cheese.” That was one of her favorites. She was surprised he remembered. Or… no, maybe she wasn’t.



“Good.”



“Bacon.”



“You already guessed that,” he said, and his free hand brushed her hip. She tensed when it didn’t move on.



She took a bite, and dropped a hand down to his. His fingers twined with hers and she pulled it around her back. His big hand splayed out and went lower, gripping the top swell of her ass. She breathed hard, her legs parting.



“Over easy egg. Maybe… green chiles?”



“Very good,” he said, squeezing her ass harder and setting the sandwich aside. His other hand came to her upper back, and he pulled her down to him, her legs going around his muscular back as he leaned up. With Kass’s eyes still closed, she parted her lips, and his brushed hers, soft, insistent, warm. She melted into him, her tongue slipping out against his. Their first kiss. It had been so long. How she had always ached for this, needed this.



“Tomato,” she breathed against him.



“What?” he asked.



“There was tomato on it too.”



“No there wasn’t.”



“Oh darn,” she said, finally opening her eyes as he slipped his fingers under her shirt. “I guess I lose.”



“Well, then, you’re coming in early tomorrow and mopping,” he said, still lifting her shirt up, up over her paisley bra.



Once Mario tossed the shirt aside, Kasalee pulled him back to her, and they kissed again. His big hands on her skin made her tingle, and when he ground against her through their jeans, was that his hardness? Oh God, it was. She looped her hands up around his neck and the back of his head, grinding back, moaning.



“Mario, I want you.”



“You deserve better than this place’s countertops,” he said, even as he was unhooking her bra and tossing it aside.



“I love this diner,” Kass whispered. No, I love you, her mind added. “You won the guessing game, so what is it you want?”



He pulled back, and there was it was, his need finally and completely bared to her. His face had never been so intense. The way he was breathing he might have just sprinted a couple miles. His hands shot for her jeans, and she helped him, tugging down the zipper and lifting her butt up so he could tug them down. He stared at her briefs and pulled her to the edge so he could drop his head and nuzzle his lips against hers through the fabric.



“This is what I want,” he said, looking back up at her. “I want to taste you.”



Her mouth opened and she tensed up as he tugged down her panties too. He kissed first the trimmed down above her pussy. Kass knew she wouldn’t be too fresh and that left her shy, but he didn’t seem to mind and brought his lips lower, lower. So little time wasted before he sucked her hooded clit into his mouth, pulling her legs the way he wanted them, up over his shoulders. She leaned back, urging him on with soft whimpers.



“I love that, suck my clit, Mario…”



He was not teasing her in the slightest. He took. And she nearly erupted already when his fingers pulled her lips aside and slid inside her pussy. She was already wet, and he had no trouble fingering her fast and hard to begin with, going just as much for broke as with her clit. The sensations rushed through her like she was racing down the highway, and she leaned her head back, gasping as she rocked against him.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, like that, just like that.”



Mario kept it up, her butt sliding back and forth on the metal. His fingers plunged deep, his enthusiastic tongue sending her spiraling upwards. She arched her back and gasped, “Mario!”



She came with a delirious cry, a need pure and found reciprocated. He moaned against her clit and kept going, kept pumping his fingers in, out, his tongue bathing her sensitive button, making her twist hard. Her hand shot out for balance and she rested on her side, gripping the edge of the counter like she might fall off, her legs still straight out. A second orgasm made her cry out just a minute later, the fingernails on the hand not gripping the edge of the counter digging into her thigh.



“Mario, please,” she begged.



He was up and moving, kissing her hard, his need in his harsh breath. He fumbled at his own jeans, shoving them down and she slid off the counter and turned, folding her arms on the counter, blushing hard as she realized how slick she left the surface. But she didn’t have much time to think about that, nor did she notice the size of Mario’s cock until he was sliding into her.



“Ohh, fuck!” she wailed.



He filled her so fast and so good. Every inch of him fit just so inside her, and she thrilled to the feel of his balls against her thighs. His big hands grabbed her waist and he could hold nothing back, his need taking him as much as it had her. His cock rocketed into her, in, out, hard thrusts, thrusts that might have hurt if she wasn’t so wildly turned on.



“Fuck, oh fuck, Kass,” he moaned.



She banged on the steel countertop, mouth closed, eyes going wild. Nothing quite came out of her mouth right. “Fu… Mar… nee… you… God, God, God…”



Her curvy ass slapped back at him and he squeezed it with one palm, groaning, “This ass, oh my God, your ass…”



“Yessss!” she hissed. “Love your cock, love this, keep fucking me.”



He did, going even faster, a culmination of what they both wanted for so long. Thoughts of his eyes on her, furtive, embarrassed by his own need. Her own girlish attraction to him, trying not to be obvious, trying to be cool.



She came again in a sea of memories and the physical pleasures of the moment, and Mario was pulling out of her. “No, it’s okay, it’s okay,” she gasped, “remember? I had my tubes tied.”



“It’s not that,” he said, gasping. “I want to finish in you in the booth.”



He grabbed her hand and guided her back out to the diner proper. The shades weren’t drawn, and anyone could have peeked in as he laid her out in the booth, her arms going around him instinctually again as he filled her. The soft leather underneath her, the fullness, the adoration on his face, all of it left her so wonderfully happy. She laughed. She couldn’t help herself. How different it had all started, that long walk out of the nightmares of her life, only to wind up here, in his arms, the man she loved so much, and instead, here was her whole life’s desires.



He could not last long. She held him, and they rocked together in the last, kissing, teasing, loving one another without saying so much. And when he came, his hand dropped to her clit and she joined him with her own, smiling at him as he stayed inside her and they made it good for her one more time.



* * *



They woke in a tangled mess. Kasalee was mostly on her stomach, Mario’s arm thrown around her but angled down next to her hip, like he was guarding her sex. Her ankle was back and entwined with his, and his mouth was against her neck, his forehead brushing her bonnet. She turned over and cuddled into him. He woke just long enough to pull her close, and she rested her head against his chest. The divorce meant he now lived in a small one-bedroom apartment, and she could hear the tick of the electric heat in the living room come on. So warm together in that room. She could have stayed like that forever.



When Mario finally woke for real this time, he blinked. “You are most definitely not a fever dream,” he murmured, and kissed her bare breast.



“I don’t think I am. Better pinch your butt and find out.” It was a very nice butt, and very real, so she gave it a pat, too. And maybe a squeeze. And maybe her hand didn’t fall away. He kissed her breast again, and slipped out of bed to use the bathroom. They took turns and wound up back in bed together, with another couple hours to go before he had to go back to the diner.



“I’ll come with you,” she said.



“You’re off today,” Mario said, tracing her hip with a lazy finger.



“I wasn’t kidding last night. I do love that place. And Mario, if it’s not abundantly clear, I…” She choked on the words and knocked her head against his chest.



He kissed the top of her head. “I love you too. I broke a little bit when you left.”



“Me too. Ben was never you. I think that was a little unfair to him.” She pulled away and looked at him. “That’s as good a way to tell you this next part, I guess. I don’t want it to come between us. I need you to understand that. I do love you. With all my heart.”



“What is it?”



“I didn’t come to you just because I wanted my old job back. I’m part of this organization, this sisterhood. I just joined this spring.”



“A cult?” he asked, grinning.



She laughed and squeezed his butt again. “No. We’re called the Stuffers. And there’s a purpose to them you’re not going to believe and it might make you upset at first. But please, hear me out.”



“Of course.”



Kasalee told him everything. About how she was approached because the right people saw her being a wonderful person. About the Stuffers’ mission, and about being inducted. About what they’d done afterwards, and just like Ben, Kass telling him about the fun that had gone on with some of the other Stuffers turned Mario on. But he settled as the story wound to a close with her argument with Ben, and he rested on his back. She thought at first he was angry but then he pulled her to him so she was resting with her head on his chest.



“It’s an interesting idea,” he mused. “Giving someone a physical present like that.” He looked down at her. “I’m not a pity lay, am I?”



She smiled and kissed his nipple. “You are so very much not a pity lay. Thoughts?”



“Well, I appreciate you thought of me. Beyond that, it’s your body, Kass. I’m not going to tell you what to do with it.”



“I guess I need to know if you’re comfortable with the idea.”



“I don’t know,” he said. “And that’s the honest truth. The idea of another man with you doesn’t do it for me like it does Ben. It makes me a little jealous, maybe a little mad, but not enough to tell you no. I guess I’d want to make sure you were always honest with me. And that you’d come home to us. I couldn’t do a third in our relationship.”



“Well, I’m not sure I want to do it anymore,” she said.



“I really didn’t mean to talk you out of it.”



“You didn’t. When I signed up, I didn’t even really think I ever had a chance with you. That book had been closed, you know? And now, I’m here. I’m so in love with you. And the thought of doing this with someone else, it just doesn’t have that appeal to me when it was just a playful side thing.” She kissed him, and rolled on top. “You are all I want.” She paused, and thought about that. “Wait. I do have one thing I’m going to do before I resign.”



“What’s that?”



“There’s this annual Christmas party, just a Stuffers thing.” She winked. “Lots of playing, but no boys allowed.”



His eyebrows shot up, and his cock definitely liked that. “Really?”



“Oh, but I don’t know if that might be something against our relationship principles,” she said, stroking her chin as she reached underneath her to grip his cock.



“I, I think I could…” Mario groaned as she slowly writhed her way down, her pussy gripping him tight. “…be okay if you wanted to make an occasional exception. For… ah, them.”



Kasalee leaned down and kissed him. She stayed like that, enjoying the moment. “I love you. I’m so happy if I get to spend the rest of my life giving you my gift of appreciation.”



“I’d be the luckiest man in the world,” Mario said.



* * *



They sat at the diner together, cups of coffee in front of them. All of Mario’s employees who could make it, in a row. Gabriel, Alice, Kasalee, Colleen, Genie, Gemma.



“It’s time we got serious,” Mario said, and pulled out a box from underneath the counter. “But first, before we get started with this war council, turkey candy cane, anyone?”



“I mean, I have to try it,” Gabriel said.



“Can I just have a tiny piece?” Kass asked him. “I kinda need to know too.”



“Yeah, if they’re in it, we’re all in it,” Gemma said.



“It’s going to be so gross,” Colleen said, but she shook her head. “Fine. I’m in.”



Everyone took a tiny chunk and immediately spit it out, Mario included. He dropped the box of turkey candy canes into the garbage and shuddered. “Never again. We are gathered here, my fellow restaurateurs, because I had an epiphany.”



“Meaning you want us to come up with a menu for Thanksgiving for you,” Gabriel said, grinning.



“Yes and no. I actually came up with a long list of ideas after… well, let’s just say I had some good ideas,” Mario said, his gaze flicking to Kasalee and back. He dug out a notebook and tossed it in front of Gabriel.



The young man looked through it and whistled. “Boss, that cranberry Brule might actually work. And the stuffing cups.”



“Next year, maybe,” Mario said. “This year, I was inspired by Kasalee and her family. We were having dinner and I told them about my mental roadblock this year. They started talking about some old favorites their parents and extended family used to make. And I realized something. Despite all of you being the heart and soul of this place-”



“Damn right,” Alice said, and Colleen grinned.



“-I’ve never thought to do this.” Mario lost his smile. “I’m absolutely serious. I want all of you to come up with one thing. One thing you loved as a kid, or as an adult. Something that means something to you. Maybe it’s related to the holiday, maybe it’s something that you want to bring to other people’s lives. And then I want you to do the same for Christmas. Because I want this holiday to be about the people I love and need in my life, at home and here. I know I haven’t been myself for a while.”



“It’s okay,” Genie said.



Gabriel nodded. “We get it, boss.”



“Thank you. But regardless, I want this holiday to be a reflection of you and my appreciation for you.” Mario leaned on the counter and took them all in. “Thank you. Without all of you, this place doesn’t mean a thing. It’s just another diner. You give it its heart and its soul. Every single one of you changed this place the minute you walked in the door, and all of you made it for the better. So it’s a little early, but happy Thanksgiving, all of you.” He looked at Kasalee and smiled. “Thank you for your gifts.”









 Interlude 3



 



“So,” Kasalee finished, trying hard not to look away from her sisters’ gazes. “I need to apologize. I know I just signed on, and I already feel so much love for all of you, but I think I need to bow out of the future stories.”



Karli came to her and wrapped her in her arms before kissing her gently. “My sweet, you owe no one an apology. There is nothing more beautiful than gifting someone your heart, and your Mario sounds like a fabulous recipient. You are always welcome among your fellow Stuffers, even without a gift giving.”



“I am?” Kasalee asked, and several of the more experienced stuffers nodded and agreed with Karli. “Thank you. Thank you all. I really love being a part of the forums and chatting with you all, and I definitely think Mario’s not going to complain about me making an appearance at the Christmas parties.”



That brought a round of laughter, and Karli pinched her bottom. “They almost never do,” she said. “Well, Stuffers, Christmas blues?”



“No!” they cried out.



“Christmas cheer, then?”



“Yes!”



Kasalee laughed, and gave a tiny bow. “Thank you. Thank you all.”



“And,” Karli said, “you get the honor of choosing the next storyteller.”



“Well,” Kasalee said, “how about you, Karli? Or is it a formality or something for you to go last?”



“Oh no, my dear, that’s perfect. But I’m afraid my story is brief. Do you all remember Ralph Scheider?”



“Oh, Ralph,” one of the senior Stuffers exclaimed. “I miss him.”



“He’s a great man,” Karli said. “For those of you who weren’t around, Ralph used to drive for us Stuffers when we needed someone. He was always so patient and so sweet. He’s been losing his sight for years, so I decided before it went completely, I’d give him a thank you from the Stuffers, something that really could stoke his imagination for years”



“I wish I’d known,” Karli’s friend Violet said. Along with Karli, she was a founding member, but only occasionally dabbled in a story now and then after meeting her husband years back They were divorced now, but Violet had yet to really rejoin the Stuffers. Karli couldn’t blame her, knowing who truly owned Violet’s heart. .“I would have gone with and we really could have made it special.”



“The holiday season certainly isn’t over,” Karli said, “and he’s only, oh gosh, fifty-five, sixty. Very much a silver fox. I think he would enjoy a visit from the two of us.”



“We’ll talk later,” Violet said, winking.



“Well,” Kasalee said,” can I request a different kind of story from you?”



“What do you have in mind?” Karli asked as Kasalee dropped between her legs and parted them.



The young woman pulled up Karli’s skirt. “I know the story is on the forums, but how about telling us in your own way how the Stuffers got their start?”



“Oh, it has been a while,” Jennifer said, Amy still on her lap.



Heather, one of the most beautiful and vivacious of the Stuffers, said, “That would be poetic too. Your last story as Hostess being your first with the group. Girls, what do you think?”



There were some enthusiastic cheers about that, and Karli grinned as Kasalee began to lick her pussy. “Okay then. Back in the olden days of peasant tops and dinosaurs…”
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Contains: MF, FFF, group play



 



 Karli never imagined she really had a chance at the job. After all, the Stonecrafts were one of the pillars of the city. Paul Stonecraft’s family money came from smart twentieth century investments in automobiles and aeronautics, while Miranda Worlington-Stonecraft was newer money. Her father helped found one of the most popular computer companies in the world, sold while the selling was good, and reinvested in a variety of gaming and software developers. His bet paid off big-time, but his daughter was no slouch in smart investments either. Miranda, under a fake name, developed a name and reputation all her own as an underwear and bikini model in her late teens and early twenties, a career she parlayed into a hugely successful chain of snacks and drinks targeted at women interested in all-natural ingredients.



Together, the Stonecraft fortunes were rumored to be in the hundreds and hundreds of millions. Their charities kept hospital bills for the needy at a minimum. Several shelters in the city wouldn’t exist without them. Dozens of teens each year went into programming, engineering, and agriculture fields backed by Stonecraft scholarships. They were legends, people Karli wouldn’t have ever guessed she would get to meet.



One day, an email hit her inbox she deleted and ignored, thinking it was spam. It was a notification for a job opening, and it was sent to every librarian in the city, along with several English teachers and professors. A half hour later, her friend and fellow librarian Kim called her.



“Did you see it?” Kim asked breathlessly.



“What?” Karli asked, putting a copy of Frankenstein on the return cart.



“Oh, maybe you weren’t sent it. There’s an email that went out this morning, looking for someone experienced in book cataloging.”



“Okay?” Karli asked, amused. “Is it pretty good money or something?”



“Ninety thousand dollars a year.”



“No way. What does it say?”



“I’m going to CC you the email. You should apply. I think all of us are.”



“No kidding,” Karli said, blinking. She didn’t think she’d stack up against some of the other librarians. Kim had been at her job for twenty some-odd years. Karli had been head librarian at her library for just a measly two, after her old boss passed suddenly from a heart attack. She was barely into her twenties. Surely the Stonecrafts would want someone older.



But Karli did fill out the paperwork, and within a week, received a call back. That in itself was exciting until she learned almost everyone who applied got the same request. She went through a phone interview, and made it into a second round of in-person interviews. That was pretty cool. Only five others made it that far. Craziest of all, the interview would take place at the Stonecraft mansion.



Wow.



Karli, still thinking she was being put on, dressed her best in a long skirt and a simply light blue button down. Her roommate Christa loaned her a dressier pair of flats than Karli owned, though she had to stuff tissues in the front so she didn’t kick them off by accident. There was always a price to Christa’s favors, and vice versa. The ruby-haired sexual goddess wrapped her arms around her roommate as Karli pulled the shoes on and whispered in her ear just what Karli would be doing with her dildo later while Christa rode her face. The image sent Karli out the door squirming to relieve the ache between her legs, and Christa’s giggle followed her down the walk to her car.



The Stonecraft estate rested on the edge of the city beyond a tall wrought-iron fence. Karli had been given instructions to put in a temporary visitor’s PIN at the monitor by the gate, and after it beeped, a pleasant man’s voice said, “Karli Smith?”



“That’s me,” she said.



“Do you have your ID?”



She dug it out from her purse and held it up to the monitor. A moment later, the gate opened, and she drove slowly up the lane, marveling at the well-maintained yard, the rows of lavender, peonies, Astor, and daisies. Not many trees on the property. One day, that would change, and Karli herself would oversee the planting of four beautiful pines along the road, her very favorite tree. She had no idea this would someday be her home, her sanctuary, or that the young, bespectacled man who greeted her at the front door would forever be a part of her life.



He jogged and pointed at a spot at the end of a long U around what had once been a fountain and was now used for more flowers and shrubs. She parked, and he came to her door and opened it for her.



“Thank you,” Karli said, stepping out of the car.



He was lean, almost wolfish. His finely trimmed goatee could go, though, and she caught the faintest hint of a tattoo on one wrist. Definitely not a fan of tattoos, she decided he was handsome but ignorable. Someone else’s fantasy. Oh Lord, how that would change.



“Zack Lancaster.”



“Karli Smith.” They shook, and she stared up at the awe-striking mansion, her lips wide as she openly gaped. “I can’t believe I’m interviewing here.”



He chuckled. “I had the same reaction when I first met the Stonecrafts. I think everybody does.”



“I hope I’m not too early.”



“No, not at all. The Stonecrafts love punctuality, and being late is one of the cardinal sins here.”



“I’ll remember that.”



Zack stared at her a moment longer, his smile staying in place, then like he’d been bumped, he took a step towards the mansion. “Let’s get you in to meet Mel. She’s the head of staff relations around here, so if you do wind up getting hired, she’ll be your immediate boss. The Stonecrafts and their assistants will obviously take top priority, so if they say jump, you jump and tell Mel as soon as possible.”



“Got it,” Karli said.



They made their way up a short flight of low stone stairs to the grand front door, and again Zack held it open for her.



“Is that kind of your job?” she asked.



“Oh no. But you’re too beautiful to let slip by without trying at least to impress you a little.”



“Tch. We might be working together someday.”



“But not yet,” Zack said.



She let a retort die on her lips. The foyer was that stunning. The ceilings rose and rose, at least three or four times her height, forming a half-rotunda. A pair of elegant sitting benches lined the door, but apart from that, there was little to the room to distract from the beauty of the light filtering in the tall windows and grandiose nature of the ceilings.



“This is incredible,” Karli breathed.



“My gut clinches up every time I step foot in here,” Zach admitted. “I keep thinking to myself how did I wind up here? Why me?”



“Same,” Karli said, turning and turning before she realized she was acting like a gobsmacked child, and refocused on him. “Sorry, I’m not being very professional.”



He grinned at that. Okay, he was a little attractive, especially when he grinned. “Trust me, other than the spinning, I was right there with you. Shall we?”



“Yes.”



He walked her through the foyer and past what he called a great room. She joked that it was a fantastic room. He gave her a curious smile, and she shook her head. Everything in there looked like it belonged in a museum. Not exactly her style – she preferred comfort, but then again she didn’t have that kind of money to have the choice. Down past a kitchen as big as her entire house, they turned down a hallway and passed a billiards room before arriving at a simple, elegant office, centered by a gorgeously detailed dark wood desk helmed by a woman with short, crisp gray hair and thick glasses. She looked up from a stack of mail and smiled.



“Karli Smith for you, Mrs. Doherty,” Zack said, bowing low and waving his hand theatrically.



“Zack, why isn’t Diedrich showing her in?” Mel asked, a note of long-suffering impatience in her voice that her smile betrayed.



“Ah, tipped him five dollars to have to use the facilities while I said hello.”



Karli glanced sharply at him. “You’re serious.”



“I never joke about matters of the heart, and you, Karli Smith, have won mine.”



“Jesus wept,” Mel said, taking off her glasses and rubbing her eyes. “Go back to patrolling or… go sit in front of the monitors. Just go, Zack.” He bowed again, and she called after him, “And close the door.” Zack did, and Mel stood up to offer Karli her hand. Karli came to her and shook. “I’m very sorry about him. If you’d like to lodge a complaint…”



“No, it’s fine, so long as he’s not aggressive about it. It’s flattering even if he’s not my type.”



“In any case, if he becomes an annoyance, let me know. Sit, please. Water? A soda?”



“No, thank you, I’m good.” Karli did sit, and folded her hands on her lap.



Mel studied her for a moment with a faint smile. “Well, then, let’s get started. Your resume stated you did some work for a museum on Grosbeak? Would you mind sharing more about that?”



Karli blinked. “Oh yes, certainly. It was a summer job, just something to earn some extra money. They weren’t open yet, but working on it, and I helped them digitize… mm, I’d say twenty old hotel registries, and maybe half that many wedding guest books.”



“I spoke to your employer there, Wanda. She was very fond of you.”



“Aw, she’s very sweet. I was only sixteen. It was one of the first jobs I ever had.”



They talked some about her other employment, particularly her work at the library. Mel was particularly interested in the work Karlie did with their older sections, including one of the city’s larger rare materials sections



“Visitation for that is by appointment,” Karli said. “One of the librarians needs to be in the room. We’re very strict about wearing gloves and not bringing in any drink or food, obviously, but there are also ways in which the books need to be handled.”



Mel sat up straighter. “Go on.”



“Well, the spines are delicate, so we use padded surfaces-” Karli made a swooping gesture with her hand “-to protect them from being opened too far. Actual storage is just as complex. Obviously, a lack of direct sunlight is key, but you have to consider the way the books are kept on the shelves, with weights and heights roughly the same. And bookends, to keep them from falling.”



Mel stood up. “Walk with me.”



Karli rose, and together they headed up not the grand stairwell near the foyer, but a smaller servants’ staircase, cozy and still achingly beautiful in what she was sure was the same wood as the desk. Karli asked, and Mel seemed pleased at the question.



“It is,” she said. “Very observant. The carpenter we hired to do the stairwell was quite the artist, and the Stonecrafts were enamored with his work so they commissioned several pieces from him.”



“Have you worked for them long?”



“Going on twenty years. I started as a maid just after they were newly married and worked my way up to my current position.”



“Oh, that’s lovely,” Karli said as they stepped onto the second-floor landing and turned down a long hallway with rails overlooking the beautiful foyer and great room. “Gosh, that view.”



“It is a stunning house, isn’t it?”



“It really is.”



They passed a man and a woman, him in a red polo and black slacks, her in a buttoned black skirt and red blouse. They smiled and nodded as they passed. Zack had been dressed in red and black too, she remembered.



“The red shirt and black bottoms are the uniform?”



“Yes,” Mel said, again looking pleased at the question. “The color scheme should remain the same, but you may feel free to choose whether that’s with a skirt, pants, however you see fit. And every Friday is casual. A cliché, but we emphasize casual. Myself, I like to come in my flannel pajamas.”



Karli thought she was kidding that day and chuckled at the joke, but the first Friday after she was employed there, Mel would show up in red checked pajamas and slippers she put on at the side entrance.



They entered into a grand library. Bookshelves were built into the walls on all sides, even into a turret at the end of the room. Karli took it all in, eyes wide. There had to be thousands of books in that room.



“Up until three months ago, the library was a third this size,” Mel said, stepping further into the room. “Mr. Stonecraft’s uncle passed away and left his books to his sons, who didn’t want them. Mr. Stonecraft thought it would be a shame to let the collection be divided, and had it brought here. As you can imagine, we were somewhat overwhelmed by the sheer number of books.”



“This is incredible,” Karli breathed.



“Your initial job will be this – we need this room catalogued and arranged. We tried to keep up when the books first came in, but… well, you see the Herculean size of the task at hand.”



“I get the impression that some of these are rarer or older materials, or am I mistaken?”



“Just so,” Mel said, “but those we kept separate. We knew enough to be dangerous, so to speak, and kept them in the basement. There is no light in the storage room, so hopefully they are safe in the short term. Would you like to see them?”



“Yes,” Karli said. “Even if I don’t get the job, I’d kick myself for not taking a peek.”



This time, they took a glass-fronted elevator, a slow-moving thing that barely vibrated as they went down. The basement was well lit, though with far more corridors than the upstairs.



“This is also the heart of the complex,” Mel explained as they passed by a laundry room bustling with activity. “The staff offices are down here, as are the laundry room, obviously, the break room, and the staff gym and swimming pool.”



“There’s a swimming pool… and gym… for the staff,” Karli said. Mel grinned and she fanned her face. “Oh wow.”



“The job is nine to five and you would be salaried. Ninety thousand to start, and there are handsome benefits packages we can discuss later.”



“You’re talking like I have a real chance at this,” Karli said.



“I’ve been impressed,” Mel said. “I think you have the enthusiasm and intelligence to do this the right way. But let’s take a look at the… what did you call it? Rarer materials?”



“Yes.”



They headed into a large storage room that might have once been for cleaning supplies. Several large bookshelves had been placed against one wall, loaded with old leather-bound books. “What we would want from you is to have all these digitized and then properly preserved,” Mel said as Karli stepped closer to the books. “There are some family histories and books we don’t see listed online or in any registry. We’d like to provide anyone who might be interested access to them digitally, if not personally.”



“Would your cleaning staff happen to have white cotton gloves?”



“Hang on and I can find out.”



Mel disappeared for a minute, and Karli stepped closer to the books. Disappointment welled up inside her, a deep, bitter shame. She knew this was beyond her. Handling the books, yes, she could help them with more permanent storage. But actually digitizing these, that would take a conservator. She’d blown it. At the very last, she wasn’t enough.



“Hello,” a man said from the doorway. “You must be one of Melanie’s interviewees?”



Karli turned. Paul Stonecraft was a man she’d seen in pictures, but they couldn’t do him justice. His face was naturally severe, with a hawkish nose and a sharp pointed chin. He always tended towards a frown, something that intimidated her at first throughout the weeks ahead, but which she came to learn was just his natural expression. Middle-aged, just leaning into the salt in his hair, he was quite a figure in cream slacks and a blue golf shirt.



“Oh, hi! Hello. I’m, um, yes, I’m Karli. Smith.” She crossed the room and held out a hand, then hastily retracted it. “I’m sorry, is that too forward? I’m very flustered.”



“I can see,” Mr. Stonecraft said, his faded blue eyes twinkling. He held out his own hand and they shook. “Paul Stonecraft.”



“Yes, yes, of course you are. It’s very much a pleasure. This home is… it’s breathtaking. I’ve never seen anything like it.”



He chuckled. “I’m quite a fan of it too.”



“Oh, I’m sorry about the loss of your uncle.”



“Thank you. As you can see, he loved his books. It won’t be the same this Christmas without him reading to the young ones.”



“That sounds wonderful. Then I’m doubly sorry.”



“Mr. Stonecraft,” Mel said out in the hallway. She poked her head around the corner. “No luck on those gloves, Karli, sorry. But we will definitely get some purchased.”



Mr. Stonecraft stepped aside and let her in. “Zack was telling me you two were going over the library and the older books. Thought I’d come down.” To Karli, he asked, “So, can they be digitized, you think?”



“Well,” Karli started, and hesitated. “This job sounds fantastic. And I wish I could tell you that I could do it. The upstairs books, absolutely, yes, that is something I could definitely tackle. But this… I’m going to maybe shoot myself in the foot here, but this is a job for a conservator. I know a few in the area who could come in and they’d definitely be able to give you a better answer than I could. At the very least they could help you repair the books that have been damaged and hopefully give these the best home they need. But I just handle the books at the library. I’m not entirely sure if these could stand up to a digitization process or not. I’m sorry.” She smiled tightly, feeling the bottom of her stomach drop. “Thank you so much for the opportunity, and…”



Mel glanced at her curiously. “Karli, that’s not a dealbreaker for us. We expected to have some trouble with this, and you’ve confirmed what we suspected. If you’re willing to take on the responsibility of liaison to the conservator, you’re still very much the candidate I think best for the position.” She glanced at Paul. “Unless you object, sir?”



“Not one bit. She seems capable and understands her limits.” He offered Karli a hand again. “Welcome aboard.”



* * *



Christa and her friend Violet insisted on taking Karli out to celebrate. Both of them made good money as a dentist and a physical therapist in the same office building, and Karli usually felt like a third wheel going out with them. But that night, she was proud to say, “I’ll pay you back” and actually be able to back it up. Of course Christa waved that off. She loved being owed favors, especially in the creative ways she made Karli pay her back.



Not that Karli minded a bit.



After sushi came dancing. Cooler days were just around the corner and it seemed everyone was out in force to get in some last partying before the chill settled over the city. Dozens of people waited to get into the club. If it had been just Karli, she probably would have had to wait in line, but Christa pulled her two friends in her wake as she charged up to the bouncer, never hesitating as she lifted her black frilly top up over her big boobs. The bouncer’s eyes widened and he grabbed the rope for them. Violet leaned up and gave him a kiss on the cheek as they passed, and the guy chuckled as everyone in line grumbled.



The place, Charon’s Necktie, was sort of gothic with neon trim, giving it an odd vibe all its own. It was the trendiest club at the moment. A mohawked DJ mixed danceable, heart-pounding beats with nu metal that Karli loved and would pretend to hate just years later. She and Violet swayed to the music while Christa made a face and shouted that she was going for drinks. That was code for “stand at the bar and wait for some guy to pay twenty bucks a cocktail for them.”



Violet could be mistaken for shy, but she was just naturally quiet. She made an immediate move on Karli, coming in to drop her hands on Karli’s thighs, right where her thong was peeking out of her tight pants. Karli looped her hands around the back of Violet’s neck. Violet was a beautiful woman, slim and pale, with long silky black hair and fine, delicate features emphasized by playful makeup. She could look the good girl or the sultry queen depending, and tonight she looked somewhere in between.



They rocked together and within a minute a short, bleach-blond dork in baggy black jeans and a jersey tried to join them, his hands going for their backs as he grinned at them, sure of his win for the evening. Karli reached out, put her palm on his chest, and shoved him backwards, Violet staring up at her with a wolfish grin. This was a girls’ night and they owned it.



They moved together to the beats, Karli’s ass to Violet’s groin, the other woman’s hands all over her. More guys came, more guys left. One angry frat dude in a silk button down over a band shirt got pissed and berated them on the floor until a big black guy moved in between them. He was no hero, though, and told them he’d keep an eye out for them that night if they wanted. Violet laughed him off and he walked away muttering.



Christa came back, three Long Islands in her arms, and they moved to the tables, not sitting, but still swaying to the beat as they drank. The heat of the club left them flushed – or maybe it was from the knowledge of what and who was to come later. A guy came over with free drink tokens in hand. They chased him off but kept the tokens, and when Violet left for the bar to get refills, it was Christa’s turn to dance with Karli.



They rocked together at the edge, Karli’s hands all over Christa. She was on fire, and she could feel the same need in Christa too, especially when the other woman came in close, her breath hard and hot. She kissed Karli’s neck on the dance floor and Karli’s hands dipped down between their tightly coiled bodies.



“How many orgasms do I owe you tonight? Two?” she asked when the beat slowed just long enough to talk.



“Two, yeah,” Christa moaned as Karli slipped a hand up the other woman’s skirt. There were too many people around to not be noticed, but thankfully this was years before cell phone cameras became ubiquitous. People nudged each other and watched, and Karli grinned as she pushed Christa’s panties out of the way.



“How about one right now?” she shouted into Christa’s ear and the other woman nodded, her cheeks flushed.



Karli slipped two fingers up into her roommate, and the other woman shivered immediately. She was already wet, just like Karli, and being watched was one of her deepest-held kinks. She loved to sit on her bed spread eagled and play with herself while Karli watched, or would drop her towel at just the right times when a guy was around. This was the boldest either of them had ever been with her exhibitionist tendencies, and Christa loved it. She grabbed Karli tight, her legs quivering as Karli fingered her fast, with short strokes.



Violet, over Christa’s shoulder, shouted, “You sluts!” and giggled. The drinks were set aside and forgotten about, and she came to her friends, her hands all over Christa and Karli’s asses. A huge swath of people watched now, and Violet leaned in and licked Christa’s neck, making sure they got a show. A guy wearing a security shirt watched from the edges, his dick tenting his pants. He wasn’t going to make a move until this was done. Three women didn’t put themselves on display like that, ever.



Christa was right on the verge from the start. Violet stepped behind her and Christa threw her back a look of blazing need. They kissed, and with their lips together, Karli fingered Christa faster and faster until the fiery redhead looked back at her, lips parted. There needed to be no words. Christa shook hard once, twice, and she came. Always so wet, she slickened Karli’s fingers and Karli tugged them out. Violet watched her suck one down and opened her mouth for the other. They tasted their friend, looked around to the cheers and roars of their audience, and ran for it before the security guy could corner them.



Karli and Violet wound up in the backseat of Christa’s tiny car, hands all over each other. Karli skinned Violet’s blouse open and sucked a nipple into her mouth. Violet’s breasts had been something of a surprise their first time together. She thought they would be petite, but they were nearly as big as her own. Violet hid them away well, and unwrapping them was always a treat.



Violet spread her legs as wide as she could manage in the cramped space and slid a hand down, playing with herself as Karli feasted on her breasts. Karli loved every inch of a woman’s body but like a man, she was definitely all about the boobs and butts, and savored every second she could with Violet in the backseat until they turned up the driveway and parked.



Christa had the back door open in moments and yanked Karli out. Violet followed, hungry, wanting. The street was quiet and mostly dark, save for the streetlamps. That gave Karli an idea. She tugged Violet to the front of the car and stopped the other woman with a finger to her lips. Violet nodded, and Karli lifted her skirt high. She guided Violet’s hand to it and the other woman held it up as Karli pushed her backwards to the hood of the car, kissing her hard. Violet got the idea and sat up on the hood, making the springs squeak. That was the only sound as she rested back on her elbows until she gasped when Karli leaned down and licked her through her panties.



Christa kept her friend quiet by coming around the side and leaning down to cup her face and kiss her. Karli jerked down the panties and dove right in, licking Violet’s pussy with an enthusiasm and need that had been building all night. As she enjoyed her treat, she slid two fingers into the petite woman. Like with Christa, she fingered Violet hard and fast. Wet squicks joined the creaking of the car on its springs as she kept up her relentless attack, driving Violet wild.



“Oh fuck,” Violet moaned against Christa’s mouth, and the other woman snickered in the near darkness.



“I don’t think she’s going to be quiet for long,” Christa whispered.



As if in response to that, Violet’s knee jerked up and she spread her thighs wide, clutching at Karli’s hair. She wriggled, trying to hold it in, but when Karli sucked on her tiny nubbin of a clit, Violet exploded with another, “FUCK!”



She came, slapping her thighs against Karli’s head. Karli shot upright, looking all around. Someone was at the window across the street. Christa snickered and pulled Violet upright. They ran into the house as fast as they could manage, Violet on shaky legs.



They hurried to Christa’s big bed, throwing off clothes, giggling, touching, playing. There was something new to that night, something all their own that hadn’t really been there before. Each of them became something more, a conduit of joy and pleasure, one they would take advantage of many, many times in the future. Why that night of all nights came to define the beginnings of the chains that linked the Stuffers together, Karli wasn’t sure, but she, Christa, and Violet would discuss it often and come to the same conclusion. Though they’d slept together before, that was the true first day of the Stuffers.



But it was just a first line to a story, and there were many more pages yet to come.



* * *



Karli gave her two weeks and used them to train her assistant to take over for her. Her anticipation built and built. With a small loan from Christa, she splurged more on clothes those two weeks than she ever had in her life, but now she was ready for the job. A thousand worst case scenarios played themselves out in her mind. Her car would break down on the way, or the Stonecrafts would decide she was redundant and they could just hire the conservator themselves.



But no, nothing changed, save that she was sent a packet full of hiring paperwork and nondisclosure agreements stating that she would not talk about Stonecraft matters. That would be hard given Christa’s inventive interrogation techniques, but she would persevere.



The day arrived, and Karli drove to the Stonecraft mansion, dressed in her best new skirt and a ruffled red blouse she thought was both professional and playful. A block away from the enormous house, a woman jogged down the sidewalk in tight running shorts and a sports bra. Soft reddish brunette hair highlighted with streaks of blonde bounced in a ponytail spilling through a ballcap. Karli didn’t get a great look at her front, but the woman had an hourglass figure that drew her eyes like a magnet. Especially those tanned and toned thighs. Yum.



She gave the jogger a wide berth and took the small side road that led to the mansion’s employee entrance. Another gate waited on this side, much smaller than the grand entrance she came through originally. Despite that, the gate was still ornate and accented with gorgeously sculpted shrubbery. She stopped and murmured her employee code as she inputted it into the monitor. The gate opened and she coasted through. Five minutes early. Perfect.



A short, decorative road led to a sheltered parking area cleverly hidden along the side of the manor. From any angle a person could see only either the walls of the overhang or trees and bushes. Unless you were right up on it, it was completely obscured.



She headed down a short stairwell into the basement. The door to this section was locked and she didn’t have access yet, so she thumbed an intercom button and waved at the security camera, wondering if Zack was on duty. There was no response save for a short beep and a light beside the door turned green. When she entered, a couple women in red shirts and black pants pushed a cleaning cart ahead of them, talking and laughing. They turned, and one of them, an achingly beautiful Latina, said, “Oh! Hello! You’re new!”



“I am,” Karli said, coming forward immediately to shake. “Karli. I’m going to be helping the Stonecrafts with the books. Um, the literal books. I’m not an accountant or anything.”



The women laughed politely at that. The Latina introduced herself as Soni, the other was Cathy. She was a pleasant, doughy woman who Karli would come to adore like a gossipy aunt, and who would briefly serve as the head of her own household before retiring.



They walked with Karli to the employee stairwell and she headed up to speak to Mel. The chief of staff was already on her way, and they met halfway, heading back up the stairs and up to her office. There they spoke for a while and Mel went through her paperwork. Karli learned that the gate PIN codes registered her comings and goings, and she was assigned another security number for the employee entrance. They also covered more of the rules about the household. An hour later, they headed up to the library.



“So what will you need to make the job easier for you?” Mel asked.



Karli surveyed the room again. “Do you have a good-sized stepladder?”



“Absolutely. Anything else?”



“Boxes. Rolling book carts… hm, a handcart too, maybe. Is it okay to use the tables in here to stack books?”



Mel smiled broadly. “Karli, think of this now as your domain. I have zero doubt you’ll consider the needs of Mr. and Mrs. Stonecraft, so as long as those come first, do whatever is necessary to get your job done. They are practical people and will understand.”



“Thank you, Mel. I can’t tell you enough how much this opportunity means to me.”



They talked some about conservators too as Karli began to get a feel of the current organization of the books. The guy she wanted to contract out for the job was on vacation, and Mel agreed that if he was the best, he was worth the wait.



“Is this our new librarian?” a rich and sultry voice asked.



Mel and Karli turned. Coming into the library was the jogger Karli saw earlier, freshly showered and dressed. Karli had seen Miranda Stonecraft in pictures but nothing could have prepared her for the elegance and imminent realness of the forty-something beauty in front of her even in jogging clothes.



Miranda was
 stunning
 .



Her pear-shaped face was the first and obvious draw, especially with her dazzling smile and eyes that spoke of mischief waiting to be done. Her long tresses had been freshly blown dry, leaving them full and immensely touchable. The plunge of her white dress definitely drew Karli’s eyes too, as did her curvy hips. Miranda used to go by the nickname the Beach Bum, not just because she was a bikini model or loved surfboarding, but because of her ample ass and wide hips. She made the big booty look popular long before the 2010s solidified it as a look here to stay. It took every ounce of effort for Karli not to look at the way Miranda’s curvy hips were sheathed in the white fabric.



Keep your cool,
 she thought.
 This is your boss. Act professional.



And also I am so going to use my lunch break to finger myself to her.



“H-hello,” Karli croaked. She tried again. “Hi. I’m Karli. It’s a huge pleasure to meet you, ah, Mrs. Stonecraft. I’m sorry, do you prefer Mrs. Worlington? Or ma’am?”



Mrs. Stonecraft chuckled, and Mel grinned. “Mrs. Stonecraft or ma’am is fine, thank you.” She came closer and Karli offered her a hand. They shook, and Mrs. Stonecraft took a look around at all the books. “It’s quite a job you’ve got in store up here.”



Karli felt like they were back on safer ground, and nodded. “Apart from the rarer materials in the basement, the foreign titles here will be the toughest challenge. Most everything else should go smoothly but those I’ll need to stop and find out what they are and where they belong. Digitization for the uncatalogued books will be easy but it’ll take time.”



“Excellent, so glad to hear you’re on top of things. Paul loves reading. It’s something I should really make more time for, but I’m afraid to admit reality TV is really my bedtime vice.”



“Oh, I definitely hear you. Blackbeard’s Kitchen comes on and I’m useless.”



Miranda’s eyes lit up. “British or American?”



“I didn’t even know there was a British version.”



“Yes. And it’s so much more cutting, but so polite too.” Miranda shook her head. “But I’m off to a meeting. Just wanted to pop in and say hello. Very much a pleasure, Karli.”



“You too, Mrs. Stonecraft.”



When she left, Mel looked at Karli askance and smiled. “You’re going to fit in here just fine.”



* * *



Those first couple weeks flew by. While the book movers had made something of an effort to organize by author when they brought the books into the room, they fumbled the ball, and hard. Karli was left little other option than to take all the books down and sort them into boxes, and then started to rearrange them in that way. The classics, she was surprised to find, were well loved, as were a great many crime fiction and sci-fi novels. Paul’s uncle had definitely been a reader and not just a collector.



Paul himself came in every few days to pick out something new to read. “It’s my escape,” he told Karli cheerfully as he selected a book on the history of Las Vegas. “Most my days are phone and video conferences. By the end of it, I want words that don’t have to do with profit margins and shareholder confidence.” He looked around the library and frowned. “What’s a library without a coffee and tea set? My God, do you have to go to the basement to get yourself a cup of coffee?”



Karli laughed softly. “Yes, but that’s all right. It’s good exercise.”



Paul marched to a phone on the wall and dialed down to Mel’s office. “Mel? Hey. I want Karli and the library to have a coffee and tea station set up in here.”



He was often bombastic like that, full of energy and ideas, and he often muttered thoughts to himself as he studied the books. When he picked out a book, he would pace the room, whispering passages to himself, and if he liked what he read, he’d disappear without a word.



Miranda also came in every so often, usually in the morning after she finished her jogging or late in the afternoon after her work day was complete. “He was absolutely right about the tea set,” Miranda said. “Completes the room.”



She was drinking a cup herself and looking over a financial magazine. Karli was balanced up on the stepladder, putting away biographies and listening with a polite smile that began to feel more and more real as Miranda settled in.



“Come have a cup of tea with me,” Miranda said. “Or are you a coffee drinker?”



“This late in the day,” Karli said, “I’d better go with tea or else I’ll be up all night.” She stepped down and headed for the electric kettle on its bamboo tea cart in a corner nook. “Can I get you anything while I’m up, Mrs. Stonecraft?”



“No, thank you.”



The water, freshly boiled already, didn’t need long to heat, and Karli selected a green tea. She moved to one of the armchairs near Miranda and bent to settle the mug and plate on the end table. Odd, but she thought Miranda’s eyes might have flicked to her bottom. Talk about wishful thinking.



She settled in and Miranda set aside her mug. “Tell me about yourself, Karli.”



“Well, I was the head librarian at the Consell branch for two years. I was working there a couple years before that.”



Miranda raised an eyebrow. “Head librarian? You seem so young.”



Karli nodded. “I wasn’t expecting to fall into the position, but my boss had a heart attack.”



“I’m very sorry to hear that.”



“I was too. She had issues with social situations, but one on one, she was a very kind woman and incredibly smart. I learned more about books from her in a month than I did in years of English classes.”



Miranda dipped her head at that. “I imagine you must be an avid reader.”



“Yes and no. I wasn’t for a very long time, and only really started reading when I had nothing else to work on at the library. That’s changed a lot over the last few years. Now I read quite a bit, but I still feel like I’m playing catchup in a lot of ways.”



“I don’t believe you’re alone in that,” Miranda said. “I think I saw a study stating that fifty percent of adults read fewer than five books in a year. I know I’d probably be in their number most years.”



“I think it’s situational, you know? I certainly wouldn’t have if it wasn’t for the library.



“To an extent. I have the opportunity, just not the drive.” Miranda sipped and sighed. “Oh well. We are who we are. Do you enjoy any of the other arts?”



“Like theater and paintings?” Miranda nodded. “We would get free tickets to theater all the time. I’d go to represent the library if no one else wanted to. I liked the musicals, but classical theater, not really. It was all a little over my head. And modern plays are really hit and miss for me. I want to go to the theater and be entertained, not come out thinking about, you know, darker things.”



“I can see that,” Miranda said. “I do love musicals too.”



“Do you and Mr. Stonecraft get to the theater often?”



“Mm, not as much as we used to.” Miranda’s gaze flicked to her and she colored. “Our lives, they’re very hectic.”



“I can only imagine.”



They finished their tea in silence, and Karli rose to collect the cups and saucers. Miranda stood up too, and brushed Karli’s arm with her long fingers. Up and down, up and down, the contact making Karli tingle with warmth. “It was a pleasure. Sometimes it’s easy to forget to sit down with a cup of tea now and again.”



“I hope you’ll come by again if you want to relax.” Karli caught herself. “Uh, not that you need my permission or…”



Miranda’s laugh was as throaty and sultry as her voice. “Relax. You’ll find Paul and I aren’t so strict when it comes to conversation. And if you offended, I’d tell you.”



“Thank you, Mrs. Stonecraft. Have a very nice evening.”



“You too.”



* * *



One question popped up in the back of Karli’s mind a few days after her talk with Miranda. What came after this? She was still arranging books, and there were a great many from the upstairs library she could and would digitize herself for the Stonecrafts. All of that would take time, but it wasn’t going to be forever. She talked about it with Christa one night while she grilled rosemary chicken breasts.



“Well,” Christa said, a glass of red wine in hand as she sat up on a nearby counter, “they have to see your value by now. So I don’t think you have anything to worry about there.”



“Yeah, but-”



“Karli, I love you, but we both know the answer here is to go talk to Mel. Or were you looking to moan and groan and for me to nod?”



Karli giggled and swatted her friend’s arm. “You know it was me just getting my head on straight.”



“I know.” Christa hopped off and wrapped her arm around her roomie. “Just so long as it’s not too straight.”



“Awful.”



“I know. The worst. So… fool around later?”



Karli turned and gave her a peck on the corner of her mouth. “Always.”



The next day, Paul and Mel were talking outside Mel’s office as Karli headed upstairs. Paul saw her and called, “Karli, if you have a second?”



Karli felt an irrational pang of fear she’d done something wrong and tried to hide it as she hurried over. “Yes, Mr. Stonecraft?”



“Just wanted to let you know Miranda spoke to me about your tea date the other day.”



“Oh, um, yes sir, I can make up the time, if that’s a problem.”



Paul chuckled and Mel even grinned. “Is she always this nervous?” he asked Mel.



“It comes and goes.”



Back to Karli, he said, “You misread me. You did wonderfully. I was glad to hear it.”



“Thank you, sir.”



“Now why do I feel like my ears are burning?” Miranda called out to them from the second-floor landing. She came down the grand stairwell, dressed in a nearly scandalously short white skirt and a striped tank, with her hair up and back behind a visor.



“Couldn’t have timed it better,” Paul said. He wrapped his arm around his wife and kissed the side of her head. “I was just saying to Karli here that you mentioned your tea the other day, and I told her to keep it up. You poor soul, you, you need all the friends you can get.”



For that Miranda pinched his ass and said, “Yes, that was pleasant. Do you play tennis, Karli?”



“Yes! My mom loved it. She used to take me out to the public courts a few times a month when the weather was nice.”



“Well, bring some clothes here and we’ll have to play sometime. We have rackets so no need for any of that.”



“I’d love to, thank you,” Karli said.



She would, leaving some athletic wear in her employee locker and promptly putting it out of mind. Karli never expected Miranda to actually invite her again. She figured the other woman was just being polite.



For a couple days she worked away in her nook and with the conservator, oblivious to the comings and goings of the house around her. The Stonecrafts and their companies kept them away while she was on shift. Zack seemed to have disappeared too. The other members of the security team seemed normal in comparison to him.



One morning she decided to head in early and take advantage of the employee pool in the basement. Karli didn’t know what she expected but it certainly wasn’t a cool blue room lit like a bar. The lap pool took up half the room. Positioned nearby were a pair of comfortable waterproof loungers and a small table, and on the far wall was a large monitor set to the morning news. Someone was cutting through the water, his butterfly form impeccable. At that point in her life Karli could barely dog paddle, and she nearly backed out before Soni said behind her, “He’s very good, isn’t he?”



Karli turned. Soni was dressed in an eye-popping black two-piece, her best parts barely covered by the tiny triangle of fabric. Her silky long black hair fell nearly to her ass, and Karli had a hard time looking away.



“He is that,” Karli said, wondering how her voice wasn’t betraying her lust. “Beautiful form.”



“Don’t tell Zack that,” Sony said, kicking off her shower shoes and heading for the pool.



Zack. Of course it would be him. Karli almost turned around. She was dressed in a relatively modest one-piece but she could already feel him staring at her like a dog on a piece of meat. She did wonder what he was wearing, though. It didn’t seem to be shorts.



The thought spurred her on. She had to know. For… research purposes.



The water was an exact four and a half feet on both ends. Soni dropped in like a stone and immediately had to tug her top back down. Karli caught a tantalizing peek at a dark nipple and nearly groaned before she dove in herself. Zack stopped halfway, coming up out of the water and pulling off a pair of goggles. The tattoo on his arm was of a feminine devil and an angel back to back, hands held. Okay… so maybe Karli was usually against tattoos, but that one was pretty neat.



“Hoooo-” Zack started.



“Finish that thought and I will find a hammer,” Karli said.



“Hi, is what I was saying, Definitely wasn’t going to make a breast stroke joke,” Zack said. “Pleasure, as always.”



“And here I thought the Stonecrafts fired you,” Karli said, syrupy sweet.



He swam closer as Soni began to paddle away. She had good form but the bikini was far too small and she had to stop constantly to adjust it. Zack watched her with hungry eyes as he stood next to Karli. She had to admit she was staring too. It was hard not to. The Latina had some amazing curves.



“They like to hire beautiful people,” Zack murmured to Karli.



She very nearly licked her lips. “I noticed. So why’d they hire you?”



“Ouch,” he said, looking anything but wounded. “How’s the job treating you?”



“It’s good, thanks. Haven’t seen you around.”



“Miss me?” Karli flicked his ear and he grinned. “I go to school four days a week, then come here and work the other three.”



“School? How is second grade these days?”



He rolled his eyes. “Getting my master’s in finance and statistics.”



“Really?”



“Oh what, the dumb security guy can’t be trying to better himself?”



Karli shrugged. “I mean…” He splashed her. “I’m sorry. That was mean. But there has to be a story there, right?”



“There is, and I’ll tell you…” He looked into her eyes and she couldn’t help blushing. “…for a kiss.” But before she could say hell no, he started up the stairs. “But later. I have a job to go do.”



He stepped out of the water and Karli’s hand rose to her mouth. His swim briefs barely covered his tightly muscled ass, and when he turned to give her a wink, she saw practically everything. And there was a
 lot
 to see.



Soni came up beside her and stood as he grabbed up a towel. “Aw, and here I thought you were playing for our team,” she murmured in Karli’s ear. Karli turned to gape at her too, Soni grinned. “Or maybe you like both, hm?”



Whatever Karli might have said next was cut off by the intercom system. “Karli, to the phone, Karli, to the phone.”



Zack was gone, so Karli cupped Son’s chin and leaned in for a soft kiss. The other woman’s eyes lit up, and she turned it with a quick squeeze of Karli’s bottom. “To be continued?” Soni asked.



“Definitely,” Karli said.



She hurried out of the pool and grabbed a towel to dry off as she made for the nearest phone on the wall. When she picked up and contacted the mansion’s dispatcher, she was routed to Miranda.



“Karli, hello. Sorry to interrupt you before work, but I saw you were on the premises and thought I’d see about that game of tennis.”



“Sure!” Karli said, watching Soni skim through the water, not bothering to pull up her top. She shivered with pleasure. Sometimes the anticipation was as sweet as the release. “I’m down in the basement swimming pool. Let me shower off and get dressed, and I’ll be right up.”



“Perfect. Have you eaten? We have courts on the premises but I was thinking about breakfast so we may go to the country club instead.”



She had, but it was just cereal, so Karli said, “I could definitely go for a bite. See you in a minute.”



* * *



That day, and many more like it, would leave Karli rushing home to find Christa or making a detour to Violet’s. She was never so dominant, never so needy as the days she spent with Miranda.



Her employer stunned in a short black skirt revealing much of her tanned thighs and on more than one occasion a flash of her panties. Her tank and sports bra were more modest but Karli couldn’t help occasional glances at Miranda’s braided hair as they headed for the house’s main garage. That the house was big enough to have employee parking and two attached garages would forever amuse Karli, and she and Zack would eventually get rid of one in favor of a bigger gym.



“Mrs. Stonecraft, I have to say, I love the braids.”



“Thank you,” Miranda said, beaming. “My mother used to wear hers like this, and I had her teach me how to do it before I could even do basic math.” She glanced aside at Karli. “And when it’s the two of us, let’s go with Miranda.”



“All right,” Karli said.



“I really shouldn’t have interrupted your free time.”



“Oh, really, I’d barely even dipped my toes in. I’ve been looking forward to this. It’s been a year at least since I played.”



“You said your mother taught you here in the city? What do your parents do?”



They chatted all the way into the garage, and Karli stopped and gaped. Eight cars lined two rows, all of them the kinds of things she only ever saw on TV or in magazines. Two were muscle, two ultra-modern and comfortable, two Italian beauties, and two convertibles, both BMWs of a different model.



Miranda saw her stare and grinned. “Beautiful, aren’t they?”



“Incredible.”



They headed for a security cabinet on a wall. Miranda spun a combination lock and opened it up to a handful of hanging keys. She plucked one for a convertible, and they headed for the Z8 nearest the door.



“These are mine, save the Camaro,” Miranda explained. “Paul generally likes to be driven. I like to be more in control.”



“I can understand why,” Karli said, her eyes about to drop out from staring at the Ferrari she just walked by.



It wasn’t right to call Miranda a madwoman behind the wheel. She was as good a driver as Karli had ever met. But as Miranda explained, she lived for track days, and drove her cars like she was being chased by the devil himself. With the top down and a heavy club beat pumping through the system, they roared down a series of side roads and out onto a disused rural highway where Miranda really cranked it. Karli held on for dear life and whooped it up. There was nothing else really to do. If they crashed like this, they were both dead. It was terrifying. It was exhilarating. And all the while, her hand itched to drop to Miranda’s thigh, to explore, to play.



Oh, how she would burn for Miranda Stonecraft.



* * *



It took Karli a pair of games to warm up, but once she did, the sets were pretty evenly matched. She worried a tiny bit that she was supposed to lose or something, but Miranda seemed to love the competition. As Karli warmed up, so did she. She did not fuck around with her serves, rocketing them over the net with eerie precision. Karli would have loved to have seen her play ten, even twenty years ago. She must have been competition-level good.



The only distraction to Miranda’s game was Karli herself. Twice Karli caught her employer off guard when she served, and both times, Miranda’s eyes had dipped to Karli’s chest. It had to be her imagination. It had to be. There was no damn way Miranda Stonecraft was checking her out. Except she definitely seemed to be.



In the end, Miranda’s stamina and exercise regime won out slowly over Karli, but she gave it her all and came off the last serve sweating up a storm. Miranda too, she was pleased to see, and they met at the net.



“Credit where credit is due, you were terrific,” Miranda said.



“Still kicked my butt,” Karli said, hoping she didn’t sound as winded as she felt.



Miranda chuckled. “Come on. The club makes this to-die-for chicken walnut salad.” She looked around at the nearly empty courts around them and the golf course beyond. “It may be the last truly great thing about this place.”



Karli fetched their towels and gave Miranda one. “You don’t like it here?”



“I love the property. And just, oh, fifteen years ago, this place was hopping. But now Paul and I are probably the youngest members now, and we only keep our membership because Paul’s father is a friend of the owner’s.” They headed off the court and started up a well-kept gravel path. “I come here because of the memories. Paul thinks I’m crazy because we have our own court on the property, but… this is where I fell in love with him.”



“Aw. You two seem like you love each other very much.”



“Yes,” Miranda said, staring off into the distance. Her smile held a hint of pain, and Karli decided not to press the matter.



The salad was as good as promised and the sangria even better. They sat outside and chatted, soaking up the sunshine while they could. Their server, who was also serving as the bartender to the four patrons in the place, came out to chat for a few minutes, and Miranda made introductions.



“Did you get down to Australia?” the server asked.



“I did,” Miranda said. “The beaches were something else. Spectacular. Could do without the spiders and the sharks, though.”



He chuckled. “So glad to hear it. I’ll leave you two be.”



When he left, Karli took a sip of her freshly refilled sangria and said, “Vacation?”



“Mm, yes and no,” Miranda said. “For a fire relief fundraiser. Paul and I went down and I decided to stay a couple days. He wanted to join me, but work, you understand. I’d never been before. It was lovely and kind of terrifying. Wasn’t joking about those spiders.” She shivered emphatically.



Karli smiled. “So where is the perfect Miranda Stonecraft vacation?”



“Ooh, good question.” Miranda speared a bit of cheese off a tray in the middle of the table and chewed on it while she thought. “Of all the places I’ve been, I loved our honeymoon in the Maldives the most. That trip was so special, though, it’s hard to separate the wedding from the vacation. We went just a couple days after we were married.”



“Oh, that’s wonderful.”



“It really was. A villa, just a few miles from the beach. Not touristy, just the two of us and a lot of wine. Paul made dinner for me every night, and we made love like teenagers.” Miranda sighed happily. “The wedding was great. But it was being with Paul afterwards in the quiet, that was… sacred. Does that make sense?”



“It does,” Karli said, reaching out and squeezing the other woman’s hand.



Miranda squeezed back and sipped her drink again. “I’d love to go back someday. But I think my perfect vacation would be going somewhere we’ve never been. Somewhere to make new memories. It doesn’t have to be villas or resorts or any of it. I’d love to retire early and just travel with Paul. Places people don’t know us. We can just… be us. No work, no interruptions. Just spending our time loving each other again.”



It was that “again” that stuck with Karli. It went unnoticed at first, just part of the flow of the conversation, but she thought about it that night as she spooned with Christa. It would never quite leave the back of her mind. Love each other
 again
 .



* * *



It became a regular thing for Karli to show up an hour early and get in some kind of workout with Miranda. They jogged together, played more tennis, even bowled once in an empty alley one of their companies bought to renovate and turn into the headquarters for some kind of online encyclopedia. The idea seemed insane to Karli – how would it make money? – but she wasn’t part of the company’s decision making so she just shrugged internally when she found that out.



One week, Miranda needed to fly to New York to be present at a shareholder meeting, and Paul was elsewhere in the city, leaving the staff at the mansion to play. Karli didn’t think much of it, keeping up her regular duties by checking in first on the progress the conservator was making downstairs – slow, but steady – and heading up to the library to do more digitizing in the library.



An hour passed and she didn’t think much of the thumping at first. The mansion was a noisy place, especially when the Stonecrafts and any guests weren’t around and the employees could get some serious work done. She assumed someone was moving or maybe hammering something. She was oh-so-right about the latter.



Ten mnutes in, with the noise coming faster and faster, Karli decides to investigate. She padded down the hallway back towards the servants’ stairwell and paused. Moans joined the pounding. Someone had left the security door open just a hair, and she peeked in.



Flesh slapped against flesh. Soni rode Zack with her ass back against him, her hands balanced on the arms of the chair. He had hold of her waist and was pounding up into her, his thick cock glistening with her wetness.



“Fuck me fuck me fuck me,” Soni whimpered.



Zack reached up and yanked back on her hair, pulling her head back towards him. “Shut. Up,” he growled against her neck. “I don’t want to be heard.”



Soni turned her head, maybe to kiss him, maybe to look back and respond. Karli thought to move a second too late and Soni grinned. “Too, nnngh, late.”



He pushed her upright and jumped up, hiding his cock with two hands, but Karli saw enough to know he was the biggest guy she’d ever seen. His angry red tip was as wide around as her wrist. Karli slapped a hand across her mouth and hurried away. Zack stormed over and slammed the door behind her. “I told you to make sure it was shut,” he said, barely audible, and then she could hear no more.



* * *



Benches lined the interior of a gazebo outside the employee area. Karli sat with a lunch provided by the kitchen staff. The employees on duty were always fed very well, and that day, it was sweet and sour pork and fried rice. She’d remember it forever, mostly because she had a dab on her shirt she was trying to wipe away when the second great love of her life, only behind her fellow Stuffers, came to her with his hat in hand.



“I’m sorry,” Zack said.



“You don’t have to be. We aren’t dating.”



“No. I mean it.”



“So do I,” Karli said, smiling up at him. She swirled around a bite of pork and held it up to him. He hesitated, then reached for it. She pulled her fingers back and ate it herself. “It was just flirting between us. That’s all it was.”



He didn’t seem pleased at that, but he didn’t argue. “Can I sit?”



“Yes. I’d like that.”



He did, and this time, when she held a bite of food out for him, she didn’t pull her hand away. Zack took it, and stared at her for a long moment until he swallowed. Then he looked away again, and reached down for her hand. She let him take it. The contact was nice. He was so warm. He was always so warm.



“It wasn’t just flirting for me,” he said.



“Okay,” Karli murmured. He looked at her, and she leaned over, quick as a snake, and kissed him. “A kiss. For your story.”



“Oh right, that. I… fucked up. At college,” Zack said. “I got a full ride scholarship. You can guess from who.”



“The Stonecrafts,” Karli said.



“Yeah. I drank, I partied, I smoked way too much weed. I had the world in front of me and I gave it up for a bunch of frat parties and a train of sorority girls.” She squeezed his hand and he looked down at their joined fingers. “By the end of my second semester, I was barely pulling a one point five. I was kicked out of school and my parents, understandably, shut the door on me. Not forever. They love me and I love them. I don’t blame them for a second. But they told me I had to get my shit together.”



“I couldn’t do it by myself, though. I had met one of the scholarship committee when I won it, and I looked him up and where his office was. I showed up there the first few days and he wouldn’t give me the time of day. I got a job cooking for a fast food place and I was living at a friend’s, but every day, I kept showing up to this guy’s office until finally he gives me five minutes.”



“You talked him into it,” Karli said.



Zack chuckled. “Hell no. He kicked me out after four. But the story got to Paul somehow. I was called back in a few days later. There was the scholarship committee guy, and Paul. I was scared they were going to throw me in jail or something. I didn’t know what to expect. Instead, Paul gave me an ultimatum. First, I was going to go to a rehab clinic for a couple weeks. I wasn’t really addicted to anything but I agreed. Second, he wanted to keep an eye on me personally. I was going to become his pet project, and I would show up every day for work at the mansion when I wasn’t at school. That lasted throughout my bachelor’s. He had me cleaning toilets, mopping floors, doing every shit job in the place to make sure I was dedicated. I was. I moved up, and now here I am.”



“Zack, if you’re telling me all this because you want a relationship, you need to know something. I’m not a one-man woman.” She turned to look at him. “I do want someone in my life. Someone I can come home to, someone to share something with. But I have my… friends. Soni will probably be one of them. I don’t expect you to stop what you’re doing with her, but I would want to be number one.”



“What about me says that I have a problem with that?” he asked.



She was surprised he wasn’t more hurt. “You would be okay with sharing?”



“Yes,” Zack said simply, leaning in closer.



She poked his chest and pushed him backwards. “Good. Then you might be in the running.”



“Might be?” he asked, grinning and slipping off the bench onto his knees before her.



“Might be,” Karli said again as he parted her thighs and slowly eased up her skirt.



“By the way, Soni had the whole thing planned, apparently. Wanted you to join in.”



“Mm. Now that sounds like fun.” She lifted her butt so he could pull down her panties. “Someday.”



“Someday?” he asked before brushing his lips against her inner thigh.



“Oh, I’m going to tease that one as long as I can stand it,” Karli said, her voice going husky. “You too. I’m going to make you wait.”



He looked up at her. His smile was gone, and she thought he might be mad at that. “If this-” he leaned in and kissed her pussy lips at the very tip, just barely brushing against her clit, “-was the only taste of you I ever had, I’d still be the luckiest man in the world.”



Words she would remember until the day she died.



Zack made love to Karli that day for the first time. Not with his cock, but with his lips, his tongue, and his fingers. There was little fear in them of being caught. They were young, and moved together with the fervency of their lust. Zack guided her sideways and onto her back on the bench, one of Karli’s legs dangling down as his tongue wrote a love story along her pussy. He settled onto her clit and she murmured pleased noises, no louder than the fall breeze and carrying no further than their ears.



His fingers parted her folds and slipped inside, three of them, and she wanted more so badly she nearly told him to take her. She rocked against the lacquered wood under her butt and back, her head up, watching this handsome man as he sucked and licked her clit and explored her pussy’s every inch.



“Kiss me, Zack, I’m close and I want you to kiss me,” she breathed.



He moved, his own knee on the bench between her knees, and he rocked his hand inside her as he brought his lips to hers. She tasted her need on his lips, but it was his eyes she zeroed in on, the soft seriousness of them, the mocking smile on his face gone for once. Most their kisses would be that, just kisses, fun, sweet, loving, reflexive. But that kiss, and a thousand more like it, rocked them both with the rightness, as though the universe was made of two halves, finally lining up. Zack grunted his own need against her, and she felt his hardness against her hip, naked and freed from his slacks. She helped him as he helped her, smiling up at him, lifting up her blouse for him, teasing him with a hint of her bra.



He made it sweet for her first, and she cried out his name as she came, shaking with the force of it long afterwards. He kept going, kept kissing her, and she clutched at him, both his cock and his neck, keeping him right there, his warmth her everything.



“Karli,” he warned her.



“On my stomach,” she told him and he took her hand away from him, aiming where he needed to, coming so hard he still hit her breasts. She giggled at his boyish apologies, grabbing at her paper bag to clean her up while she was still coming down.



“It’s okay, it’s okay,” Karli told Zack, “just kiss me again and it’s all okay.”



* * *



The weeks flew by like a dream. Karli neared the end of her work in the library, but she had so much positivity in her life she barely noticed it. Once a week she allowed Zack to take her on a date. The first was dinner. He was a bad cook back then but they had fun together, eventually winding up outside under a tree, necking and rolling around in the wet fallen leaves. The next week he took her to a pumpkin-themed festival after her proclamation pumpkin spice was the greatest flavor of all time. That date left her all smiles. Him too, especially after she gave him a long, teasing blowjob before he ate her out again.



Christa and Violet wanted to meet him – and Soni, too. Karli didn’t stop her antics with them, and every morning when Zack was on, she’d stop in early and whisper into his ear what she’d done with her roommate and friend, leaving him achingly hard.



And speaking of the gorgeous Latina maid, Soni made her feelings known in a big way late one afternoon when the Stonecrafts were gone again. She came into the library, shutting the door behind her. Karli turned, grinning. The other woman was already slipping free of her top, baring her big breasts in a black bra that Karli couldn’t wait to get off her.



“No more teasing,” Soni said.



“About me and Zack…” Karli said, but Soni shook her head.



“No. Don’t apologize. You still let me play with him, and now I get to have you too.”



She dropped her skirt, and Karli joined her, kissing her as she slid her hands down to Soni’s lower back. Her hunger took over and she guided Soni back until the other woman’s butt thumped against the door. Then Karli dropped, grinning as she pulled Soni’s panties down too.



“That morning in the pool left me so wet,” Karli said as Soni spread herself wide for Karli, her other hand coming down to play with her own clit.



As Karli began to lick her pussy, Soni said, “Mm hm. When I went up to clean the Stonecrafts’ room, I maybe borrowed one of Mrs. Stonecraft’s toys and came thinking about you.”



“Dirty girl. You deserve a spanking for that.”



“I like that idea,” Soni said. Karli leaned back and turned her around. She rose to her feet as Soni wiggled her butt back and forth for her. Karli brushed aside her long black hair and sucked at her neck before looking down at Soni’s terrific ass and giving it a hard spank. The other woman gasped and leaned over, her hands against the door. Karli spanked her again, leaving a red mark against her tanned ass. Soni whimpered and took another, and another before Karli massaged her dripping wet pussy.



“Like that?” Karli breathed. “Do you like to be spanked, Soni?”



“I love it,” Soni gasped.



“I need to introduce you to my roommate Christa. She’ll tie you up-” spank! “-gag you, and spank you all night.” Spank!



“Oh, fuck, yes,” Soni moaned. When Karli slipped two fingers into her, she jumped and threw a look over her shoulder, pleading with Karli with her eyes. Karli fingered her fast and hard, leaning in to give the other woman a sloppy kiss before focusing on getting her off. She tugged Son’s bra down, baring her tits, and squeezed one of them roughly, tweaking the nipple as hard as she would have dared to do with Christa or Violet. Soni went absolutely nuts, slamming back at her hand, gasping hard and fast. Her desire left her pussy slick, and Karli couldn’t wait to taste her again.



“Oh fuck, coming, I’m coming already,” Soni gasped, and Karli grinned.



“Good little slut, come all over my hand, come for me baby.”



“Your slut,” Soni agreed fervently, “your good slut, y-your…” She dropped her head and gasped, “Oh, fu-uck!”



She came so hard she squirted juice down her thighs and onto the rug. Karli pulled her hand out and spun Soni so she could feed her the wet fingers. Soni sucked them down greedily and Karli dropped before her again, this time pulling one leg up and over her shoulder, burying her mouth against Soni’s cunt.



“Oh, shit, oh God, eat my pussy, eat my pussy!” Soni begged.



Anyone walking by could and would have heard. Anyone on the first floor might have. Karli didn’t care. She was gone to her lust, licking and finger-fucking Soni hard. Her own cunt ached to be licked and filled and she damn near came herself just doing this to Soni. The other woman was slapping back against the door, her hands all over her own tits, her fingers occasionally sliding up to her mouth so she could suck on them and then play with her clit.



She came again with a gurgled, “Karli, Kar… li…” The leg not draped over Karli’s shoulder went boneless and she stumbled sideways, crashing to the ground with a thump. She giggled and Karli figured she was okay so she kept going, grabbing Soni’s legs and pushing them up to the other woman’s breasts, amazed but not really surprised at Soni’s flexibility. The other woman grabbed her knees, her feet kicking outward as Karli dropped again to lick her pussy, not stopping, never relenting.



“So… good!” Soni cried out. “Ahhhh, ahhhh, Karli!”



A few more minutes like that and Soni was a wordless mess, panting and crying out in equal measure, her feet kicking weakly, her eyes half-lidded. She looked dazed, as though she didn’t know where she was. Karli would someday learn the word “ahegao” from one of Zack’s anime movies, when a woman went cross-eyed from the pleasure she was receiving from a guy ramming her ass. Zack went wild for the look and Karli could understand why – she saw it so many years prior on Soni’s face, and frequently on Violet’s too. Maybe not quite so exaggerated, but she got it and understood the appeal.



* * *



“Wait,” Violet said in the present. She was breaking one of the cardinal rules of the storytelling by interrupting, but since she was a central character in Karli’s tale, she sorta kinda had the right. In any case, no one was going to complain. The air carried the heaviest sexual charge yet, every Stuffer practically crackling with it. Once already Karli came in the telling, and she would have been close again if it wasn’t for Violet’s interruption. “I really do that?”



“You do,” one of the Stuffers said.



“Definitely,” another one agreed.



“You certainly used to,” Karli said, grinning.



“I say we need scientific proof,” Mary said. She was one of the feistiest women in the room, a redhead thirty-something and one of the most sexually daring women Karli had ever met. That was saying something. “Tie you up with some velvet ropes, take a nice long taste test…”



“Later,” Violet said, and shivered with delight.



“Anyways,” Karli said, pulling Kasalee back to her wet folds…



* * *



After Soni’s third orgasm she could take no more from Karli, but insisted on a taste. They pushed further into the library and Soni rested on her back on a thick rub near the turret. Karli pulled her skirt up and dropped her panties before kneeling down onto Soni’s mouth. It was then and only then she realized the door to the room, which had definitely been closed when she gave Soni her first couple orgasms, had been opened – just a hair, but it was open.



Karli was sober enough to realize that this could mean the end of her job. She was also fully aware that they’d probably already been caught, and there was no harm in piling on more shame. Maybe that was lust-drunk logic, but Soni had her tongue buried in Karli’s cunt and she just couldn’t work up the energy to care for the moment.



And then Karli saw her.



Miranda wasn’t supposed to be home for another day. But there she was, peeking around the edge of the opened door. She gasped when she saw Karli looking at her, but Karli saw enough and was floored.



Miranda Stonecraft, one of the former top twenty models in the world, had her hands down her slacks, watching Karli get her pussy licked.



“Fuck,” she and Karli breathed, Karli out loud, Miranda silent.



Karli gaped at her. She was so wet. So close. She couldn’t help what happened. Her hand extended, palm up as she rocked on Soni’s eager mouth and tongue. One finger curled.
 Come to us.



Miranda hesitated, and for a moment, Karli thought she might do it, push open the door and join them in the naughtiest, most taboo hookup of Karli’s life. She reached for the door…



…and closed it.



* * *



“You’re not supposed to be up on this floor,” Miranda said dully. Her head rested on her hand, elbow on her desk. She had been crying. Karli heard the sobs down the hallway before she worked up the courage to finish the short walk to Miranda’s office.



“I know,” Karli said quietly. “If someone’s going to get in trouble for this, let it be me. Soni… she didn’t instigate it.”



“I’m not firing you,” Miranda said. She looked up, and for the first time since Karli met her, she was a mess. Her makeup ran, her eyes red and puffy. “If we fired everyone who hooked up on the job, we probably wouldn’t have many employees left.”



Karli smiled wanly at that, fidgeting with her hands. “I won’t tell Mr. Stonecraft, Miranda. You know that.”



“I do,” Miranda said. “You’re a good friend, Karli. I can’t tell you how much that means to me.”



“Do you want to talk about it?”



“About us? There really isn’t much to talk about. You and I will stay friends. This was… a momentary lapse in judgment.”



“I don’t mean that. I meant why you look at Paul like you hurt so much.”



Miranda gestured at one of the leather chairs in front of her desk. “Sit.”



Karli did. It was the first time she’d ever been in Miranda’s office, or the fourth floor. This was the Stonecrafts’ floor, with their offices, a master suite, and a lounge all their own. No one came up here save the cleaning staff or Mel. It was an elegant office, the walls cool blue and trimmed in white, the furniture a fine line between comfortable and beautiful. Miranda’s glass-topped desk would someday become Karli’s own, one of many pieces of furniture she and Zack kept as a tribute to their bosses and friends and perhaps her most treasured, save for the beautiful century-and-a-half-old bed where she still imagined she could smell Miranda’s perfume twenty years later.



Miranda stood up and from a minibar, she retrieved two glasses of wine. She settled one in front of Karli, and drank hers down to the last drop in one go before refilling it nearly to the brim.



When Miranda sat back down again, she dabbed at her face with a tissue and took a much smaller sip before speaking. “I think he is falling out of love with me. Or I’m worried that we’re falling out of love with each other.”



“That’s not true,” Karli said automatically. She shook her head. “No. I don’t buy it. Not from you, anyways.”



“You barely know me,” Miranda said. She didn’t sound angry, but lost.



“I know enough. I know the way you sounded when you talked about him at the country club. When you think he’s not looking, you give him such heartbreaking looks it nearly makes me cry. You just shot down an entirely drama free hookup you obviously want because of him. Because you still love him. Tell me I’m wrong if I don’t know you.”



Miranda bobbed her head in a minute nod. “Then maybe you do.”



“What’s going on?”



“I want our spark back,” Miranda said tonelessly. “I know we can’t be young again and so careless and free, but it’s… it’s what I want most in the world, Karli. I want to be his number one again. It may seem to people that we married because it was convenient for our families but we loved each other so much.” Her eyes misted up again and she drove home the point. “So, so much. And I know we have responsibilities. I get it. Our lives are different now.”



“But it doesn’t stop the hurt,” Karli said.



Miranda nodded. She couldn’t speak, and Karli stood back up, setting aside the wine she’d never touched. She came around the desk and Miranda rose to hug her, resting her head against Karli’s shoulder and getting out a good, ugly cry.



Later, much later, she helped Miranda remove the last vestiges of her makeup. Her boss sat there, hands clasped between her knees. “Soni was, um, very vocal,” she said.



Karli snickered. “Yes. She was. Sorry about that.”



“Don’t be. I might be prying here but did you and Zack break up?”



“No. Things are pretty open between us.” She smiled at Miranda’s surprised expression. “I sleep with my roommate Christa and a friend or two pretty regularly too.”



“Oh. That’s… well, that’s interesting,” Miranda said. “I don’t mean that harshly. Paul and I had a little dalliance of our own in our late twenties.”



“Reaaaally?” Karli asked, grinning. “I need details.”



Miranda pulled back. “You won’t tell?”



“Not a word. My girlfriends always come first.” She winked.



Miranda looked so pretty when she blushed. “Well… you see that picture on the far wall? The one of the sunset?”



“Yes.”



“That was in Mexico. We were spending a week at a resort, and there was this other couple, Eamon and Fiona. They were handsome. Beautiful. They didn’t know who we were, they thought we were just a middle-class American couple. And they were so bold with their flirting.”



“Oh my gosh,” Karli said, her grin going even wider. “You swung.”



“We did,” Miranda said, her eyes flicking to the door as though someone might walk in. “We were taking this boat out on the water. The sun was starting to set, and the lights and music and everything, it was perfect. Paul was sitting with Fiona and I was kind of near Eamon. Fiona got real quiet as Paul was telling a story and leaned over to kiss him.” Miranda chuckled. “He was so panicked. Looking at me like, ‘help!’”



Karli laughed too, a little turned on by the story. She settled back into her chair and collected her glass of wine again. “And you?”



“I don’t know,” Miranda admitted. “It was… hot. The idea of it, watching him fuck her. Not make love to her. That was for me.” Karli nodded, getting it. Truthfully, she wouldn’t mind seeing Zack make love to Christa, Soni, or Violet, but she at least understood where Miranda was coming from. “I gave him a nod and I think he looked even more worried than before. So I got up, came to them both, and kissed her. It was the first time I’d ever done it. Thought about it, yes, but I’d never touched a woman that way.”



“Incredible,” Karli breathed.



“Mm. We were out there so long it was nearly dawn by the time we were done. Eamon wasn’t nearly the lover that Paul is, but that was sort of the appeal. When Paul would take me after Eamon finished, it was always like he was trying to prove a point, that he was the manlier of the two.” Miranda smirked. “It was pretty damn hot.”



“I can only imagine. So did you ever do it again?”



“No,” Miranda said, and sighed. “I wanted to. I really enjoyed it. But I was afraid to bring it up with him again. It wasn’t about me being with other men. That’s appealing, of course. I do like to look as you can probably tell by the standard of the men we hire here. It was about him being so dominant. Competitive.”



“How’s your sex life now?”



Miranda shrugged. “Better than some, worse than others. We travel so much independently, and we both have such late nights sometimes. But we try.” She blushed. “I don’t mean to belittle Paul. Don’t take it like that.”



“I wouldn’t.”



The phone on Miranda’s desk rang. She glanced up at a clock and cursed. “Karli, I’m sorry.”



“No, no, don’t apologize. I’m the one who should. I promise, nothing like that will happen when I’m around again.”



Miranda smiled and reached for the phone. But before she picked up, she said, “Well… don’t exactly make it a daily habit, but I’ll let Mel know there’s some, ah, young love blossoming and not to be too harsh about it.”



Karli bobbed her head in appreciation, finished off her glass of wine, and left, thinking already of a conversation that would likely wind up with her losing her job.



* * *



When Paul was back in the city, Karli made a call to Mel and told her she’d come down with a stomach bug. She felt bad about that, but for her employer – no, her friend – she would take the consequences of her lie, and there could be no doubt this would eventually reach Mel’s ears.



It struck her the night before she had no real idea where Paul’s downtown office was. That nearly led her to call the whole thing off for the moment and approach him at the mansion, but she wanted to do it away from the house and prying ears. In the morning, Karli waited on the street for Paul and his chauffeured car, and followed them at a distance. They drove through the heart of the city, pulling into the parking lot of a round seven or eight story office building. Paul’s space was right up front in the first spot. He got out, and Karli muttered to herself, “Do or die.”



She jerked into the spot next to him, marked “CFO,” which she most certainly was not. His driver shot out of the car, hand going for something on his belt. A gun or a stun gun or something, Karli’s feverish mind thought. She jumped out too, and Paul asked, bewildered, “Karli?”



“Get behind me,” his driver said.



“Oh, knock it off. It’s Karli. What are you doing here?”



“I need to talk to you,” she said.



Paul glanced at his watch. “I’ve got a meeting in five, but if you give me… half an hour, I can get you on the books.”



Karli marched to him, ignoring the burly guy trying to burn holes in the back of her blouse with his eyes. “It’s the most important conversation of your life.”



Paul raised an eyebrow. “A bit melodramatic, don’t you think?”



“Hey, have you noticed lately Miranda’s kind of miserable?”



That froze Paul. He stared at her, his face going beet red. He said, “Inside. Now.”



* * *



They stopped by his secretary’s desk. “I need you to reschedule this morning’s meeting,” Paul said, his words clipped and his anger barely in check.



His secretary, a thin woman whose name Karli never knew, blinked up at him. “But-”



“I know. The Minister of Economy and Finance.” Paul turned and glared at Karli. “That’s who you’re bumping off the schedule. The head of the goddamn French economy.”



Karli swallowed. “It’s worth it, Mr. Stonecraft.”



Paul stared at her for a long, cold moment, then returned his attention to his secretary. “Be ready to speed dial Mel. I say the word, she’s to fire Karli Smith immediately, and then I want the word out that she’s unhireable.”



“Is that a word?” his secretary asked, and Paul’s eyes bulged. “I will,” she added hastily.



Paul didn’t quite slam the door to his office behind them, but it was close. He pointed at a chair and barked, “Sit.” Karli did, and started to open her mouth, but Paul pointed a finger at her and she snapped her mouth shut again. “Miranda thinks the world of you and that got you in the door. You have all of five minutes to tell me why I shouldn’t be throwing you out.”



“I don’t need five minutes. Just five words.” She flicked them off on one hand. “Mr. Stonecraft, she misses you.”



His chest rose and fell, his eyes still cold, but his finger faltered, and his hand slowly lowered to the desk. “What?”



“Yesterday, she and I had a talk. She broke down crying because she doesn’t know how to tell you she doesn’t want to feel so alone.”



Karli began to talk. She left out what she and Soni did, or Miranda watching them, though that eventually came out in the wash later. As she spoke, as she began to detail Miranda’s fears and her deep love of her husband, the color drained from Paul’s face. His hands began to tremble by the end of it, and he leaned back, his eyes closed.



“I’m sorry,” Karli said. “I know this probably means I’m fired. I was almost done with the books upstairs anyways and there’s not much I can do to help the conservator, so I don’t know how much longer you could have justified keeping me on. But Miranda is my friend first, and like I told her, my girlfriends always come before anything else.”



Paul nodded, his eyes still closed. “Jesus, I had no idea. I was so blind.”



“I’ve seen you look at her. I know how much you still adore her. But she needs to feel it.” Karli looked at her hands, folded on her lap. “Anyways. I’m going to go.”



She rose and headed for the door. “Karli,” Paul said weakly.



“Yes?”



“You’re not fired. I don’t know what else is going to happen, but you were never at risk of losing your job. After the books, we’ll find something for you at the mansion.” He blinked up at her. “Even if that’s just being there for her, I’d… I’d pay millions for that.”



She nodded, fighting back tears, and said, “Thank you, sir.”



“No. Paul. From now on, it’s Paul and Miranda. Forever.”



* * *



Zack and Soni came to her and Christa’s place that night, looking freaked out. She greeted them at the front door, and they hurried in.



“Two weeks paid vacation for everybody,” Zack said. “They’re hiring on temporary crews to take care of security and that’s it. Something is seriously wrong.”



“Not even the cleaning crews are allowed in,” Soni said. Then she finally saw Christa lazing on the couch in a sports bra and shorts. Soni grinned. “Oooh, you must be Christa.”



“Soni, right?” Christa asked, sitting up. “You’re just as yummy as Karli said you were.”



Soni gave her a long, hungering look. “You too.”



Then, to Karli, Christa said, “Do you need a few minutes?”



Karli shook her head. “I can’t talk about what I know.”



“It does involve you,” Soni breathed. “You were sick, so we all figured… did Paul try something with you?”



“What? No. He’s always been super kind and professional,” Karli said. Well, he had peeked at her boobs and butt a couple times, but it was purely just flicks of his eyes, nothing more than a glance. And he had been angry about her cutting into his meeting, but come on, she was surprised he even let her in the door.



“Then… Miranda?” Zack asked, grinning slyly.



Karli shifted foot to foot, uncomfortable at everybody in the room staring. “I do know what’s going on, but I can’t talk about it. I’ll say this. I’m very sure we don’t have anything to worry about. This is a good thing.”



“Could torture it out of you,” Zack mused.



“I have a clit vibrator that makes her beg pretty quickly,” Christa said.



“Mm, with toys and Zack, I think we could get her to talk,” Soni said, squeezing Karli’s bottom.



Karli blushed. “I’m all for having fun. But I really can’t say a word. I’m sorry. I love you all so much but I can only say it’s all going to work out. And for the better, I hope. How about I go rent a couple movies, we can get takeout, and you two can get to know Christa better?”



“I’ll come with,” Zack said. “Christa, nice to meet you.”



“You too,” Christa said, still eyeing Soni. “Can’t wait to find out if Karli’s stories about you are true.”



“Soni, you want to come, or you good here?”



“Oh, I think I’m good here,” Soni said. She smiled distractedly. “Take your time.”



Zack and Karli headed out to her car. Once they got in, Zack said, “Any bets on how long it takes them to go to bed together?”



“If you walked back in there right now and they weren’t making out, I’d be shocked.”



He shivered pleasantly as she started the car. “Karli, are you okay?”



“Yes,” She pulled out onto the street and took his hand. “Zack, I don’t want to build our relationship on hiding things from you. But if I tell you this, I need to know it stays between us. It’s not just about us being the Stonecrafts’ employees. It’s about us being Paul and Miranda’s friends.”



He squeezed her hand and let her go. “Of course. I’ll keep quiet.”



Karli told him everything, starting with Soni coming to her in the library. His eyes lit up when she told her about what she and Soni did together, then turned to shock at Miranda fingering herself to the show. They made it to the movie rental place before she finished the story, and they sat in the car, the heater rolling, as Karli went over the long talk with Miranda in her office and the later one with Paul in his.



Silence, the heater ticking away. Zack finally shook his head and said, dazed, “I didn’t know it was that bad between them. Miranda hid it so well.”



“If we hadn’t been spending so much time together, I would have never known anything was wrong. I’m not sure she would have been quite so, um, bold with anyone else.”



Zack nodded. “I think you’re right. I’ve never seen her as close to anyone except for Paul as you. And even Paul… ah jeez.”



“I’m sorry for laying this all on you,” Karli said.



“No, I appreciate knowing. I’m sorry they put you in this spot, but I’m glad it’s you. Paul’s… well, it’s corny, but he’s my hero.”



“No, I get it. I feel the same way about Miranda.”



“Do you think they’ll be okay?”



“Yes,” Karli said, without hesitation. “The look on Paul’s face, the realization… they love each other so much more than anything else going on. I think they just needed to be reminded of that. I think they’re probably using these two weeks to figure some things out, and if Paul’s smart, maybe doing some traveling.”



“I hope so.”



They got out and headed inside. This was a few years before the death or rentals, and they browsed the new releases, Zack’s arms around Karli’s waist. He nuzzled her neck and rocked with her, his half-hard cock pressed against her ass while she picked up empty VHS cases and looked at the backs.



“What do you want to see?” she asked him over her shoulder.



“I don’t care,” he said. “That’s not me passing the buck. All I want tonight is to be with you.”



Her lips parted, and she nestled back against him, a pleased note escaping her. She settled on a comedy and a romance, and they necked some in line. Nothing dirty, nothing more than a few slow kisses and hands wandering over each other’s backs, but they were together and alive and Karli knew that night would be it, the night they finally made love.



They picked up a mix of wings and pasta for dinner, and came back to the house, both of them quiet but happy together. When they walked in, it was to the sounds of Soni whimpering and Christa’s sultry laughter. Karli took the food from Zack and shoved it into the fridge before she took his hand and pulled him towards her bedroom. He followed, his eyes locked on her butt.



There were few words between them as Karli began to strip him down, taking her time, running her hands and lips across every inch of him that she adored – and there were so many. Zack shivered under her touch, and tried more than once to get her as naked, but she always took his hands and pulled them away. He was so slim and muscular, so blazingly handsome. Karli wanted him so much in that moment. All of him, heart and soul.



She leaned up to kiss him, and finally allowed him to touch her as he took her cheek and jaw in his hands, stroking them as he brought his lips to hers. “I am falling pretty hard for you, Karli Smith,” he murmured.



“Same,” she murmured back. He slid his hands down to begin the delightful task of undoing every button on her blouse, then lower to her slacks, She let him get her down to her thong before she pulled away and crawled onto the bed. He wanted to chase her, but she turned and said simply, “Stay right there.”



Karli turned around and rested on her stomach with her face near the edge of the bed. Her hand curled around his cock and guided him closer. She stared up into his eyes and smiled before she kissed his tip, the sides of his cock, one of his balls. He groaned softly, stroking her hair as she worshipped him, taking her sweet time and loving every second of it. He couldn’t decide what to stare at, the tease of her lips or the thong disappearing into her sweet flesh.



As rain tapped against the roof, Karli suckled Zack. She held just his tip in her mouth for a while, savoring the tease, driving him crazy. Her tongue flicked all around, and more than once she popped off him with a lurid slurp to toss her hair back – not necessary, but she loved putting on a show – and looking up into his eyes.



During one such look, she stared up at him and slid her mouth down further along his big dick. He blew out a long, needing breath through his nose, and she slurped back up along his length. From Christa’s room, they heard Soni cry out, “Oh, fuck!” and Karli had to pull off, she was giggling so hard. Zack chuckled too, though his cock now stood raging hard and she knew he needed her.



“Use me a little,” she whispered to him.



Zack raised an eyebrow, but slid his cock back against her lips. “Then open up for me, baby.”



Karli did, and Zack sank his length into her. She wasn’t yet a blowjob queen and didn’t really know all the fun tricks she could do with her hands to get him off, so she contented herself with being his enthusiastic and willing mouth slut. And when given the order, did Zack use her. He slid his cock all the way to her tonsils before pulling back nearly to her lips. She drew a breath and moaned as he shoved his cock back into her mouth, her tongue happily slickening the base of his fat prick.



Sex for them would always have that strange light-switch potential to go from loving and slow to joyous and frenetic, or vice versa. There was little they denied each other, and from the very start, they trusted each other completely. There would be moments of jealousy, of sexual boredom and ruts, as with all marriages, but more than most, sex was a partnership between them, and everything was on the table. They gave, they took, they always talked about their urges to play with others, and above all else, Zack realized the sanctity of Karli’s relationship with the other women in her life. The men he knew were temporary, the women as permanent as he was. They would come and go, yes, but they would always occupy a space in her heart at least as large as his.



He used her then, really used her, for the very first time, but she could feel the caution in him, the desire to not choke her, and the warmth she felt for him burst into a thousand crackling fires that would never go out. She reached around him, gripping his butt, and staring up at him on the next downstroke, she thrust her mouth even further down on his cock, taking a man deep in her throat for the very first time, tearing up, nearly gagging.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, Karli, that’s incredible,” he gasped.



Her feet kicked against her butt as she threw her mouth down his length over and over again, his hands twisting in her hair now, his pleasure making him rock. She deepthroated him, fucked his cock with her mouth, and when he frantically told her, “Karli, I’m right there…” she drove deep again, staring up at him, eyes watering. His come shot down her throat, blast after blast of it and she hurried off him, coughing, her hand against his hip for balance, then laughing through the coughing fits.



“You… you make me want to do so many crazy things,” she told him in between gasps.



“You’re incredible,” he breathed. “That… was incredible.”



She beamed up at him and ran a finger along her lips, sucking down the bit of him that hadn’t made it into her mouth. Then he slid his arms underneath her and Karli laughed and grabbed him around the neck as he spun her and carefully set her at the head of the bed, kissing her cheeks before heading further south.



He kept her guessing with long licks of her body on his way down to her pussy or leisurely kisses that left her tingling. She moaned as he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, teasing the other with the pad of a finger, then hurried to the other, licking it, leaving it wet and peaked against the cold air as he returned to the other nipple, sucking it again. The tension already had Karli wet and needy. By the time he teased her belly button with his tongue, she was frantically rocking, her hands going to her lips to spread herself wide for him. But Zack wasn’t done with his playing, not yet. Down, down further he went, kissing the sides of her pussy lips, but not her core itself, and she whimpered her frustration and need as he instead lifted one leg, kissing her damp thighs, drawing the foot up over his shoulder to kiss her toes and ankle. Then he did the same with her other leg, and Karli could take it no more, plunging three fingers into her soaked cunt as Zack watched, pleased.



“Zaaack,” she moaned.



“I want to enjoy every inch of you,” he murmured, going for her other foot. She fucked herself hard and fast, watching him, her chest rising and falling, cheeks flaming red. He went even slower this time, his lips and tongue leaving long trails down her legs. She hiccupped his name again as he brushed her thighs, and finally dropped her head back and arched up when he finally returned his mouth to her pussy.



Karli came so fast and so hard. It couldn’t have been a minute, his tongue helping her fingers, lapping up her wetness as she finger-fucked herself. Her neck popped with the force of her orgasm and she wasn’t even aware she had yelped or the giggles it elicited from Christa’s room.



“Zack, oh, oh, God…”



He pulled her hand free of her pussy and she sucked her wet fingers down, eyes closed as she tasted herself. She squirmed as he slid his own fingers into her, pumping them in and out as his palm rested on her clit. He sucked one of her nipples back into his mouth again, and she wrapped her arms around his head, holding him to her.



He wasted little time there, dropping back down again and driving his tongue through her wet folds as he shifted his hand and fucked her with his fingers faster and faster. He stared up at her, looking so serious, so intent on her next orgasm. She clutched his hair in one hand and brought him back to her clit, his tongue whipping across her sensitive bud, a thousand currents making her every nerve ending cry out for joy.



“Come for me, Karli,” he said against her clit. “Fuck, I love the taste of you. The feel of you. You’re perfect. So goddamn beautiful. Come again, and then I’m going to fuck you.”



“Yesss!” she gasped. “Fuck me! I want you, I want that cock inside me.”



He sucked her clit again and let it loose, staring up at her. “I’m going to take you fast first, then I’ll make love to you all night. Two weeks to be together. Two weeks to fuck you, to love you.”



“Yes!” she cried out. “Zack, I’m close, I’m close… nnnnnn, fuck!”



She came, and like a rocket, Zack was up and moving, his hand pulling out of her and grabbing her ass. She blinked away tears of pleasure as he leaned over her, crushing his lips to hers as his hard prick slid between her thighs. He reached down and guided his tip to her entrance. Wordless, she nodded frantically, and he drove into her.



“Oh Zack!” she cried out. “Fill… filling me so… ngh, so good!”



He promised he’d fuck Karli and he did, his ass flexing hard as his cock punched in and out of Karli with squelches so loud Christa told them later they could hear it in her room. Karli clung to him, mouth open wide, her eyes staring at nothing in particular as her fingernails cut into him. Still he kept going, pounding her cunt with his magnificent dick, and she turned to goo in his arms, her third orgasm nearly making her black out.



She was being turned, flipped, and she wound up on her stomach, legs spread so wide she was nearly doing the splits as Zack fucked her hard into the mattress, her head twisted to the side on one of her pillows. She mewled his name, the pleasure never ceasing, and he was an animal, pulling her hair back until she was on her hands and knees, feet still spread wide. His balls slapped against her ass, her thighs, and she begged him to come, to bury that cock deep and let go. She was on the pill and he knew it, so with a few more hard pumps Zack growled, “Karli, oh fuck, Karli!” His warmth filled her, her pleasure still leaving her without a real tether to her mind. When his cock left her, Karli fell forward, laughing with the force of her pleasure. She’d come so many times. So many. He turned her over and kissed her again, holding his spent cock in his hand and running it along her messy folds before he finally stood up and retrieved towels and some water for them both.



There was no reprieve though. When Zack left, her door popped back open and two gorgeous, nude women pranced in. Karli tried to prop herself up but Soni dove between her legs and Christa pushed her back down and straddled her face. Karli giggled and pulled her roommate's pussy down to her lips as Soni began to slurp up Zack straight from Karli.



Zack came back in and gaped at everyone in the room. Christa gave his cock a long, appreciative look and said, “Oh, you’re going to do very, very nicely.”



“Karli?” Zack asked, tossing aside the towels and setting the water down on a dresser.



“Nnn huh!” Karli mumbled underneath Christa’s pussy. She pointed at both women and gave him two thumbs up before she grabbed Christa’s thighs and pulled her down even tighter.



“Two whole weeks off,” he mused, staring between Soni’s ass and Christa cupping her huge tits in her hands. “Two weeks. Two whole weeks.” He glanced down at his slowly stiffening prick and grinned. “And would you look at that? Guess it’s time to get started.”



* * *



Two weeks, and the Stonecrafts still weren’t home. Two weeks of debaucherous bliss, of Zack taking Karli twice a day at the very least and often taking Soni, Christa, or Violet too. By the end of those two weeks he’d lost three pounds of water weight and looked frighteningly pale, but you couldn’t have wiped the smile off his face. He and Karli didn’t so much walk back into the mansion as limp like boxers after twelve rounds.



Mel was left in charge, and handled things quietly and efficiently. She told everyone to resume their duties as though nothing had changed, and called Karli into her office. Karli sat, wondering how much the Stonecrafts told her boss.



“The Stonecrafts told me everything,” Mel said.



“Ah,” Karli said, squirming.



“If it was up to me, Karli, I’d fire you. You stepped in messes that weren’t your business-”



“Miranda’s my friend,” Karli snapped.



“-and now the whole mansion is in an uproar.” Mel leaned back and sighed. “But Miranda wants nothing to happen to you or Soni over this. In fact, I’m supposed to see to it you have more work after the books are handled.”



“Did you have anything in mind?”



“Yes,” Mel said. She rubbed her eyes. “I’m going to be retiring. So I’m going to teach you how to do my job.”



Karli stared at her. “That’s… but I’m still so new, and…”



“You know more about the Stonecrafts than most of us who have worked here for decades. Everyone here likes you, and you’ve demonstrated you have a spine. Don’t worry, we’re not going to make the transition lightly. It’s probably going to be months yet before I feel comfortable leaving and you’ll be here every day, learning what I can teach you.” Mel stabbed a finger at her. “But it’s also going to be hard work. This job requires knowing a lot about everything. Budgeting. Accounting. Human resources. Payroll. You may think you’ve seen how many plates I juggle, but I promise you, it’s far more than that.”



“I understand,” Karli said weakly.



“It’s also going to mean a pay raise. A drastic pay raise. You will be expected to act now as a representative for the family, and though that comes with a great many benefits, you will need to curtail the lovemaking out in the goddamn lawn.”



Karli nearly choked. “You… heard about that?”



“Karli, there are security cameras everywhere. Yes, of course I heard about it.”



“It won’t happen again.”



“No. It won’t.” Mel paused, and eyed Karli shrewdly. “And one thing not in your job description, but I will expect it from oy anyways. Take care of Miranda and Paul, the way you are now and however you see fit. I love them like a mother. You have solved a problem that’s been hurting them for longer than I care to think about, and it pains me to say it, but it’s something I should have attempted myself years ago.”



“You can’t beat yourself up.”



“When you love two people like I love them, you most certainly can,” Mel said. She leaned back and sighed. “Go. Finish up with the library. Then come find me and we’ll begin the countdown.”



* * *



Paul and Miranda came home a week after Thanksgiving. All the members of the household lined the doors and welcomed them home with smiles and cheers. They walked hand in hand, tears streaming down Miranda’s face, her smile huge and honest. They stopped and shook hands or hugged everyone. Absolutely everyone. All told, the whole processional lasted over twenty minutes, and second to last was Karli. Paul hugged her tight, and whispered “thank you” into her ear. She smiled and nodded, and then Miranda was in her arms, hugging her with a fierceness they would always share. Both women cried, and Karli rocked with her. Miranda spoke no words to her, not for a good long while that day, but in the end, through liquid eyes, she looked up and kissed Karli. Not as a lover, but as a sister, and it warmed Karli to her very toes.



And the idea hit her. The dirtiest idea. The best idea. When Miranda and Paul took Mel in their arms, Karli clapped a hand over her mouth, and looked across at Zack. He glanced at her quizzically, and she knew already he’d be up for it.



For a chance to fuck Miranda Stonecraft, of course he would be.



* * *



Karli stripped out of her work clothes, leaving her in just her bra and panties. She couldn’t be bothered to get dressed, and came back out into the living room, her eyes a million miles away. Zack sat on the couch, Violet on his lap. Christa and Soni took up the other end of the couch, Soni deep in a quiet conversation with the other woman. The three of them had been seeing more and more of each other, even outside the sex pit that had become Christa and Karli’s house. Zack glanced up at Karli, his grin sliding into place.



“Ooh, we getting up to some fun?”



Karli ignored that and stood in the center of the living room. “I owe the Stonecrafts so much,” she said. “Zack, I know that’s true for you too.”



“And me,” Soni said. “Without them I don’t know where I’d be.”



Karli nodded enthusiastically. “Good. Christa, Violet, I’m inviting you in on this too because… well, I think you’re going to love how bananas it is.”



“All right, I do love bananas,” Violet said. “Count me in, bitches.”



“I haven’t even told you what I want to do,” Karli said, amused.



“Bananas, Karli. I want all the bananas.”



“What do you have in mind, baby?” Zack asked Karli.



“This absolutely cannot leave this room unless we decide to go through with it. Can everybody keep a secret?”



Everyone nodded or said yes, and Karli told them about Miranda and Paul’s solitary swinging experience. It clearly had an effect on Violet. She ground down on Paul’s cock through his pants and squirmed. Christa stared at her, and Karli knew she understood almost straight away.



“You want us… all of us… to, to… sleep with them?”



“Yes,” Karli said, and Zack whistled. Violet stood straight up and for a confused second, Karli thought the pale beauty was irate and leaving. Instead, she shimmied down her jeans and unzipped Zack.



“This idea requires some cock in me,” she said.



Zack shrugged at Karli, and she shrugged back. He guided Violet down onto his fat cock. Karli did love the sight of him fucking her. Violet was so tight around him it was like a second skin.



“Miranda fell in love with the idea of a no-complications fuck with other people. She wasn’t worried about Paul running away with the woman or her with Eamon because things were always going to be temporary. There were no stakes, just sex.” Karli gestured at everyone else. “We can give that to them.”



“Karli, Miranda loves you,” Soni said. “Like, not just as a friend, but loves loves. That woman adores the ground you walk on.”



“I know,” Karli said. “But she can trust me too. I’m not going to mess things up between her and myself. And then there’s the other reason. The one I’ll probably need to tell her so she doesn’t think I’m a lovestruck puppy.”



“What’s that?” Christa asked.



Karla watched Zack bounce Violet on his lap, and blushed. “Because I’m deeply in love with Zack.”



The room froze. Zack stopped guiding Violet up and down, and after a moment, tapped her ass with his fingers. She stood up, and he followed, coming to Karli. He was wordless as he brought her chin up and kissed her, then he whispered in her ear, “I love you too. So much.”



“Zack, there’s always going to be a part of me that loves them too,” she said.



“I know. It’s what makes you you. You have the biggest heart in the world.”



“Agreed,” Christa said quietly. Violet nodded, and Soni joined in.



Zack returned to the couch, and Violet settled on his lap again. Karli paced the room. “I’m thinking we do it before they leave for Christmas. An early present.”



“A stocking stuffer,” Christa said, grinning. “Or… a stuffed stocking.”



Karli groaned at that, “That’s awful, but yes. In any case, I think I’m going to try to do it.”



“I’m in,” Zack said. “I’m with you a hundred percent. Whatever you need from me.”



“Miranda may not be comfortable with the idea,” Karli warned. “We could wind up getting fired.”



“Could,” he said agreeably. “But you’ve had your finger on their pulse since day one. Besides, I trust you. This is crazy but I love it.”



“I’m in too,” Soni said. “What the hell.”



“You know I’m in,” Christa said. “I’ve got nothing to lose.”



“Same,” Violet panted, bouncing hard on Zack’s dick.



“You’re going to need to tell one or the other,” Soni mused. “To make sure they’re both there, to get Mel to clear out the staff from the upper floors for a while.”



“And to help us get through the house like ninjas,” Karli said. “Good point.”



* * *



Paul greeted her at his office door with a wide smile. This was at the mansion, not the office downtown, and she thrilled to finally see the equivalent of Miranda’s space on the fourth floor. His red-lacquered wood flooring and the ornate, antique desk seemed like they came out of an office hundreds of years old, but the bright, cheerful lighting and a massive computer on a smaller desk in the corner spoke of modern functionality. She really loved those lights. Simple cups had been built into a circle of wood abscessed from the ceiling instead of the standard recesses. It was a striking feature, almost futuristic.



“I’m not interrupting the President of Mexico or anything, am I?”



Paul chuckled and gave her a brief hug. “No, your time is your time. I’m sorry again for my reaction.”



“Paul, you had every right. I barged in. I hope your trip went fantastic.”



“Just what we needed. Nothing but sightseeing and the sun. And my Miranda. I can’t thank you enough for opening my eyes.” He gestured at the minibar.  “Can I get you anything?”



“No, thank you.”



“Settling in okay with Mel? She says you’re doing great.”



“Yes, she’s fantastic. I hope I’m not pushing her out the door or anything.”



Paul settled behind his desk and shook his head. “Not as far as I can tell. I think she feels some guilt about not noticing anything going on. It’s silly. She’s as much a part of our family as our blood, but once Mel has an idea in her head, it’s hard to dissuade her.” He shrugged. “Sit, please. What can I do for you?”



Karli did sit, her hands knotting nervously in her lap. “I have an idea for a Christmas present for Miranda, but it’s going to sound insane at first.”



Paul listened. At first, he lounged back in his chair, but as Karli talked about Miranda’s yearning for their exploration of a safe swinging experience, he leaned forward, his eyebrows raised as high as humanly possible. By the time Karli finished, he was visibly knotting his hands together just like she was, his cheeks red. From anger, from something else, Karli didn’t know. But he finally sat back again and ran a knuckle across his mouth.



“I told you it would sound crazy.”



“Insane, I believe, was your word,” he said, chuckling. His voice was tight, and he shook his head, a slow, small smile spreading across his face. “I didn’t know she felt as strongly about that as I did. We never really talked about it after it happened, and I let it go.”



“She said pretty much the same thing.”



“Amazing what just talking does for a relationship. You trust these women implicitly?”



“Yes. We would all get tested well beforehand, with a promise not to hook up with anyone in between. Zack, Soni, and I will sign whatever we need to in order to make sure this doesn’t come back to bite you professionally.”



“I wouldn’t want to approach the lawyers about this,” he said. He looked at Karli and she realized he was considering it. Holy. Shit. She expected to be laughed out of the room, but Paul was actually considering this. “Miranda’s pleasure would be my biggest concern. Zack is… capable?”



“Yes. And he’s devoted to me. I’m not going to say there’s no chance of someone developing feelings or attachments, but this is as safe and controlled a sexual experience as we could provide for Miranda.”



“I like it,” Paul said softly. “I have to admit, I have been… guilty of looking at you and Soni. I apologize for the bluntness of that but it is the truth.”



“You’re very handsome too,” Karli admitted. “But we’re both dedicated to our partners. This isn’t going to lead to me developing some schoolgirl crush on you, and I wouldn’t have approached you about it if I felt like you weren’t emotionally stable and reliable.”



“Thank you,” Paul said. He leaned back again and breathed, “I can’t believe I’m about to say this. Tell me what you need. Let’s do it.”



* * *



Miranda thought her Christmas present from Karli was a weekend trip to the spa, and she loved it.



“I really hope you don’t mind me inviting some other friends,” Karli said. She really did want to treat Soni, Christa, and Violet to a special couple days as well before this all got started, but it would also provide a good opportunity to test the waters between Miranda, Violet, and Christa.



“No, not at all. I’m looking forward to meeting them,” Miranda said. “It’s been forever since I’ve been on an honest-to-God girls’ day. This is the perfect gift.”



I sure hope so
 , Karli thought to herself.



“I spoke to Paul. He seemed so excited about spending Christmas with you in England.”



Miranda’s broad smile warmed her to her toes. “I’m so grateful to hear that. I have this fear in the pit of my stomach he’s humoring me and everything will go back to the way it was.”



“Miranda, believe me when I say I think he’d do anything for you.”



Miranda’s hand fell on her knee and squeezed. “I know. Thank you for, well… making us us again.”



“You’re so very welcome. Thank you for your friendship and… just everything. This year has meant the world to me.”



“Me too.”



The spa resort resembled something out of an old colonial village, simple in its beauty and sort of severe all at once. But the gorgeous views of two mountain ranges and a small stream they had to cross before they reached there definitely softened the place.



They pulled into the gravel parking lot as snowflakes began to fall. Miranda hopped out and tugged at her cloche winter hat as she took in the sights. “Oh, this is perfect,” she breathed.



“Yes?” Karli asked.



Miranda nodded. “I’d heard how beautiful it was out here, but I’ve never made the time. Thank you, Karli.”



“The fun hasn’t even started yet.” She gestured at another car in the lot. “That would be Christa’s car. And that means Violet and Soni are here too.”



Miranda took her arm and they walked together to the front door where a smiling middle-aged woman greeted them. The first floor was dedicated to the three types of tubs, saunas, massage and waxing rooms, and the other services provided by the staff. The second floor was more like a big bed and breakfast, with a kitchen and communal area central to eight spacious rooms. Booking this late in the year hadn’t come cheap, but Karli thought at the time this was going to be a one-time experience. That she would not only be back with all these women and other friends as well, but someday own the spa outright would have stunned her.



Soni hurried out of one room draped in a plush robe. “Mrs. Stonecraft!” she said, smiling.



“Please, Miranda this weekend. Good to see you, Soni. You look very comfortable.”



“Mm, yes. I could soak all day. And might!” Soni turned to Karli and threw her arms around her. “Thank you, thank you, a hundred thank yous.” She wasn’t shy about kissing Karli. “Christa and Violet are in the tubs. We’re going to go outside, I think, now that it’s snowing. Go get ready and come join us.”



“Sounds perfect,” Karli said.



A hostess guided them up to their room. The big bed would require the pair of provided footstools to get up on it. It was that tall. Miranda tossed her overnight bag onto a chair in the corner and peered out the window. “This really is spectacular.”



“Hope you’re okay with splitting the bed.”



“Oh yes. Fair warning, I’m a cuddler.”



Karli stared at her friend’s butt in her slacks. “Oh good. Because I definitely like to be cuddled.”



Miranda chuckled and they set about getting ready for the spa. The place was females only, so they felt little shame in undressing completely. Karli got an eyeful of Miranda’s deliciously curvy bottom and just the faintest hint of her big reddish-pink lips before averting her eyes. She thought maybe Miranda snuck a peek over her shoulder of Karli in just her panties, but maybe that was wishful thinking.



They got more than peeks when they met Soni and the others out in the mineral-rich hot tubs on the terrace. The wind was mercifully still that day, leaving the chill in the air pleasant as opposed to bitter. The covered terrace made it perfect for soaking and watching the snow fall, but first came a round of introductions as Miranda and Karli slipped out of their robes.



“I am looking at Miranda Stonecraft’s naked equipment,” Violet said in awe, and Karli elbowed her. “Sorry, but… you’re kind of incredible.”



“Thank you,” Miranda said, clearly embarrassed.



“And now that we’ve made this weird, hi, I’m Christa and the walking foot in her mouth is Violet,” Christa said, offering Miranda a hand into the hot tub.



Violet might have made things awkward at first, but after a while, Miranda settled in and relaxed with the others. No one got up to anything kinky, which helped. Christa flirted some with the gorgeous blonde who did her mani-pedi, but that was about it.



Karli would be the one to unintentionally change that. After everyone got a Brazilian, they had a round of massages lined up. It would be two to a room, with Miranda and Karli pairing up. A curvy black woman handled Karli’s massage, while Miranda’s masseuse was a strikingly beautiful Nordic blonde. Things were already charged between the two. They’d been looking and Karli knew Miranda felt some guilt about it. She tried to keep things as chaste as possible, undressing behind a privacy screen and keeping her modesty intact as she climbed up on the table and adjusted her towel behind her bottom. Miranda followed in kind, and they smiled at each other before Karli called out, “Okay, we’re ready.”



Oh, Lord, those women’s hands were magic. Karli never got their names or she would have eventually tracked them down to hire them later in life. All she knew was when her masseuse struck a match and lit up the clary sage and rose candles and began her long, luxurious work on Karli’s body, she was going to melt like ice on a hot summer day. And given the way Miranda murmured in appreciation as her masseuse began to knead her muscles, she was going to be right there behind her.



 Their masseuses started with their freshly cared-for feet while they were still nice and relaxed from the pedicures. Miranda caught Karli’s eye and smiled beatifically as the pads of their feet got some love. Karli smiled back, and wished they could hold hands for this, but the distance between the tables was too great.



“Neck or legs?” Miranda’s masseuse eventually asked her as she finished up kneading the woman’s ankles.



“Ooh, definitely the neck,” Miranda said, and her masseuse obliged. Karli got the same question and opted for the same response.



There was some mild pain and discomfort as Karli’s masseuse started in on her neck, but it gave way fast to sheer nirvana as the masseuse kneaded out her worst knots. They used a blend of knuckles and thumbs, and got in there deeper than any other massage Karli ever had before. Judging from Miranda’s soft, pleased sighs, she was getting the same good treatment.



Then came their backs, and Karli turned her head to look at Miranda again. Her boss now had her legs spread a touch, her head turned towards the wall. Karli watched her for long minutes, remembering this in case the next afternoon backfired and she wound up destroying their friendship as opposed to strengthening it. But in that moment, she felt with calm clarity there was nothing she could do to shatter what she built with Miranda. The worst was behind them. She loved the women with her that day, and always would. And Miranda was definitely a part of that. Everything would be okay.



Miranda’s masseuse dipped lower and lower, working the muscles above her towel hard, and the softest, strange noise escaped Karli’s boss. Karli glanced over, drawing a rebuke from her masseuse, but Miranda’s head was turned away. Maybe it was her imagination. Maybe Miranda’s masseuse just hit a really sensitive knot.



Or maybe her boss was really that turned on.



Karli tried to return to her blissful meditative mood, but it didn’t come back. She was listening too closely to Miranda’s side of the room, waiting to hear her make a sound again. Miranda gave some deeply appreciative sighs when her masseuse worked her lower back, nothing overly sexual. Miranda’s masseuse moved to her legs, spreading more warm oil over her hands and kneading the former model’s calves. Karli sighed appreciatively as her own masseuse went harder on her back. It felt like corks of tension were being pulled from her body, and she relaxed into it, loving the firm feel of the other woman’s hands.



Massages this good always turned her on and Miranda’s soft whimpers and sighs weren’t helping matters much. She wanted so badly to slip a hand down under her body and slide two fingers into herself. Karli was so wet she wouldn’t have lasted long. Soon it might be Miranda or Paul doing that to her, though. She couldn’t count on it, but the thought made her already needy pussy desperate to be touched.



Miranda moaned again. Karli thought about the masseuse over there sliding her hands around Miranda’s thighs, maybe lifting the towel and teasing the other woman’s hips. The oils would make her body gleam. Karli swallowed hard at the thought, squeezing her thighs together.



“Something hurt?” her masseuse asked.



“No,” Karli breathed.



This time she did peek, and Miranda was looking too. Her masseuse was doing nothing crazier than rubbing her thighs well below the towel line, nowhere close to her pussy, but Miranda blushed as though she were getting fingered. Karli tried to smile but her breaths were coming sharp and ragged now. She’d seen Miranda in less and not all that long ago, and yet somehow this view of her, on her stomach, her breasts pooched to the side, a towel covering her pert butt, this did it for Karli. And she realized with a start if the masseuse touched her for even a minute longer, she was going to come. And that same masseuse had only just begun to touch her legs.



Karli moved her head so she was looking down again, panting as softly as she could. Her body wanted to rock to the fingers along her legs. She wanted to urge her masseuse to touch her, to lick her, to do anything she liked. She wanted to cross the room and do the same to Miranda. She wanted to flip her boss over and kneel on her face.



“Oh God,” she whimpered, not so inaudibly as she hoped.



“Are you okay?” Miranda whispered.



And that was it. Her boss’s voice set her off. Karli gritted her teeth and nodded as her body betrayed her, her fists clenching, her whole body shaking. Her masseuse leaned in and murmured into her ear, “It’s okay. Do you want to clean up or should I keep going?”



“I should… clean up,” Karli whispered back.



She looked over. Miranda’s own lips were parted, her eyes locked on Karli. She smiled tentatively, and Karli smiled back, horrified and more than a little amused that she’d just come in front of the woman paying her salary.



* * *



Miranda came out of the bathroom in a silky nightie, classy and sexy all at once. Karli dressed in a pair of comfy panties and a long shirt, and was already tucked in on her side, still not sure what to say to the other woman. They had dinner together with the others, and Karli went for a walk with Violet afterwards, avoiding Miranda.



“We going to talk about it or are we going to dance around it all night and really make things weird?” Miranda asked, pulling down the thick, downy comforter.



“It’s embarrassing,” Karli said. She reached for a brush on the table and began to stroke her hair.



“Why? Having a natural reaction to your body being touched? The whole point of a massage is pleasure.”



“Not sexually.”



“But it’s all linked.” Miranda shrugged. “If it makes you feel better, Paul’s, mm, gotten me off before just tickling me.”



Karli glanced over her shoulder, amused. “Really?”



“Yes. My nerve centers are silly things and decided somewhere along the way that people tickling me really makes me excited.” Miranda chuckled. “Don’t think I’ve ever told anyone but him that. So there you go. Here, let me.”



She crossed the bed on her knees and took the comb from Karli. Karli tensed as the other woman began to run the comb through her hair. “Thank you for being so wonderful and making this so much less awkward.”



“And thank you for a fun weekend. I hope you’ll like what Paul and I got for you.”



“You didn’t have to-”



“We know,” Miranda said softly. “I want to.” A few more strokes, and her boss added, “Want a hint?”



Karli grinned. “Yes.”



“I don’t think you or Zack will see it coming from a million miles. But it’s something you both already love.”



Karli pondered that. “Something we already love… sausage and onion pizzas.”



Miranda snickered. “Not even close.”



“Ah, pineapple and black olive then.”



“Much warmer. You have such beautiful hair, you know that?”



“Thank you,” Karli said, feeling shy.



“All of you is really stunning, but this hair… one of your very best features. And that’s a big list.”



“I love yours too.” A thump from next door and a very breathy moan made them both pause. Karli glanced back at Miranda, amused. “Sorry. We get together and… well…”



“Oh, if you’d like to join them, I don’t want to keep you to myself.”



“No, it’s okay. Really. We’re always getting together and having some fun. We’ll hook up tomorrow night or sometime soon.”



Miranda returned to brushing her hair. “Almost sorry I’m going to miss that.”



Oh, we’re going to be doing it right on your bed, if everything goes the way we hope
 , Karli thought.



The noises next door grew more and more enthusiastic, but Miranda never broke from her task. Karli did her hair next, both of them pausing frequently to give the wall a glance now and then.



“I’m not surprised Soni’s so vocal. Besides your little, mm, incident in the library,I’ve heard her fool around now and then,” Miranda mused. “But your friend Violet seemed so quiet. I didn’t have her pegged as so vocal.”



“For what it’s worth, I’ve slept with her a dozen times and never heard her swear like this. I think you brought something out in her.”



Miranda giggled. “Really? You think?”



“Oh yes. She’s had her eye on you all day. I don’t mean to make this sound hopeful, but have you ever been with a woman?”



“During our dalliance.” She turned. “And why would it matter if it were hopeful?”



“I know you’re very much in love with Paul.”



“I am,” Miranda allowed. “But I wasn’t exactly making those noises today with the masseuse because I enjoyed her touch. I liked you watching.”



Karli drew in a sharp breath. “Miranda, I…”



“It’s okay, Karli. I am with Paul, yes, but who knows what the future might bring? I’ve certainly seen him look at you, and I’ve noticed you look at both of us. But I hope you know I wouldn’t want to do anything without Paul around or knowing about it.”



“Understood,” Karli whispered. Her spirit soared, and any last doubts she might have held about what was in store the next night fled her. She fell into bed that night with Miranda, scooting in close for some chaste warmth and occasional shy brushes of her hand along safe zones – Miranda’s belly, her hip. But she wasn’t going to sleep that night, not a bit. She stared at her friend long after Miranda cuddled in even tighter, and thought about the future.



* * *



Christa was the only other one up when Karli emerged from her room. She was seated in the upstairs common area, reading a newspaper and chewing on a toasted bagel. Karli leaned over and kissed her on the cheek before prancing her way to the coffee maker.



“Someone looks happy this morning,” Christa said. “Get up to something fun last night?”



“Not quite. But she admitted she’s interested. Very interested. So we’re a go for later.”



“That’s great!” Christa said. When Karli rejoined her with a bagel of her own and a steaming cup of rich coffee, she pondered her friend. “You know… I’ve been having a lot of fun planning this.”



“Me too,” Karli said, taking a big bite. She was ravenous and she wasn’t all that sure there would be any time to eat anything later.



“It gave me an idea. You know Shane Parker?”



Karli thought about that and finally fished up a face to go with the name. “The grocery store guy. What about him?”



“He does the toy drive and the free dinners every year. I’m thinking someone needs to go by and officially thank him.”



Karli blinked. “Okaaay?”



Christa’s look turned exasperated. “With my pussy. Thank him with my pussy.”



“Oh,” Karli said, then her eyes went huge. “Ohhhh!”



“I’m not talking a relationship with the guy. I’m thinking just a one and done thing, a one-night stand. Something to say, hey, you’re a decent person.”



“Is it moral to make sex a thank you for doing the right thing?”



“Honey, I don’t really give a damn. He’s handsome, I want to sleep with him anyways, and I don’t want a messy relationship. This gives me the perfect excuse.”



From the door, Violet said, “I like it.”



“See?” Christa said, pointing at her sometime-lover with the end of her bagel. “Seconded.”



“What about Chelsea Abernathy?” Violet asked. Chelsea was a mutual acquaintance, a mom to three teenagers and one of the pillars of the school volunteers.



Christa’s eyes widened. “Ooh. Ooh. Damn. Yeah, she could use a thank you. A very enthusiastic thank you. With toys and tongues.”



“What are you two even talking about?” Karli asked, laughing.



“Whatever it is, if it involves tongues and toys, you know I’m in,” Soni said, sauntering in. Well, not so much sauntering as gingerly wincing her way towards the croissants.



“You all right?” Karli asked.



“These two had me in just about every way they could get me,” Soni said. “Don’t worry, coach, I’ll be ready for the big game later today.”



“Shh, sh sh sh,” Karli said, looking pointedly at her wall. “She still doesn’t know yet.”



They ate and talked of little things, but the anticipation hung heavy in the air. Karli’s friends packed up and headed out. They would go home, get ready, and head to the mansion to meet up with Paul and Zack. The rest of the mansion’s staff were given the day off.



Miranda joined Karli in the common room just minutes after they left, and accepted a cup of coffee and a croissant gratefully. Karli lulled her into a conversation about her plans for Christmas, and they finally headed downstairs nearly half an hour later, thanking their hostesses profusely. Miranda stopped to buy a pair of care baskets, and after a moment’s deliberation, two hooded loungers. She gave one of each to Karli, and thanked her again before they left.



“There’s one thing,” Karli said, smiling as they got in the car.



“What’s that?” Miranda asked.



“That was only half of your Christmas present.”



“Oh, Karli… no, honey, you’ve done so much already, not just this, but for me and Paul…”



Karli hesitated, then leaned across and kissed Miranda’s cheek. The other woman blushed and reached up to touch the spot as Karli sat back in her chair. “Trust me, Miranda. I think you’ll like it. I hope so, anyways.”



Miranda knew, she said later. She knew, but she didn’t want to hope. She drove them back to the mansion, where Karli had parked her car, and all the while she kept reaching up to touch where Karli kissed her. They were mostly quiet the whole way, and when they arrived at the house’s big garage, Miranda barely even batted an eye when Karli took her hand and walked into the house with her instead of heading for her own car.



Christmas music played from the great room. There was a reason the Stuffer party was held there every year, and it stemmed from that day, that loving moment out of time as Miranda followed Karli, her breaths coming quicker, the anticipation now reaching a crescendo. Karli stopped her only once, just as they were nearly in view of the great room.



“If you don’t want this-” Karli started, but Miranda’s hands shot up to her face, clutching at her cheeks, pulling in to kiss her. They held each other for a long while, hands roaming all over each other. Miranda’s lips were soft, and tasted like the honey she ate with her croissant, and Karli flicked her tongue against them playfully, drawing a desperate smile from the other woman.



“I want it. I want it so much,” Miranda whispered.



“Come on, then.”



They walked in. Zack and Paul, both in suits, stood on either end of a big couch, A pair of club chairs bookended them, so wide they were nearly love seats. A suitcase rested near the big Christmas tree centering the room. Violet, Soni, and Christa sat on the couch in matching Mrs. Claus outfits. The skirts were nearly non-existent, the arms missing, the necklines plunging in delicious ways.



“Oh my God,” Miranda whispered.



“They… we… are your real Christmas presents,” Karli said.



“Karli told me about how much you enjoyed our vacation hookup on the boat,” Paul said. “The truth is, I loved it too and I was afraid to say something. I’m not saying we should turn this into an open relationship. We can talk about that later if it’s what you really want-”



“No,” Miranda said firmly. “Just… this. Every now and again. If we both feel it.”



“Perfect,” Paul said, relieved. “Because that’s exactly what I was thinking.”



Miranda went to her husband and looked him in the eyes. “Honey, I need to tell you something. I… kissed Karli. Just now. When I realized what this was. I’m sorry.”



“You have nothing to apologize for,” Paul said.



Karli came into the room, hands at her lap. “Miranda,” she said, emotion weighing her words. “We will keep this safe and secret. I know that’s important to you. No one here will talk or get attached who isn’t already. This is a one-time, no-frills situation.”



Paul nodded at Zack, who came up behind Miranda and kissed her neck. “And if you’d like it to only be Paul or the girls with you, I completely understand. We are here for you. Whatever you want. Whoever you want.”



Miranda turned, and raised a hand to his cheek. “Oh, my Zack… of course I want you.” She turned and looked at all three of the smiling women on the couch. “And after hearing you all last night, I definitely want you three too.” She returned her hand to her husband’s. “Thank you. Thank you all.”



Paul kissed her again, and whispered, “Merry Christmas, baby.”



Zack came to Karli next, and kissed her too. “You’re sure?” he asked her, studying her seriously.



“I love you. I trust us.”



“Me too,” he said.



Karli came to her three friends on the couch and knelt before them, taking their hands one by one and kissing them. “Thank you all for agreeing to this.”



“Getting sexed up by a group of the hottest people I’ve ever met,” Christa said. “Let me tell you, I’m suffering here.”



“Let’s get these presents unwrapped,” Violet said, and Soni groaned.



“That’s… not great.”



Violet giggled and kissed her. “You hush,” she said against the other woman’s lips.



Miranda came around the couch, and reached out for Karli. “I have one request,” she said to everyone in the room. “Karli’s mine first.”



“Any other rules?” Zack asked, looking around. “Anyone uncomfortable with anything?”



No one was. The three women on the couch stood up and faced the men, grinning like a pack of wolves about to dine on porterhouses.



“This is going to be a Christmas to remember,” Paul said as Christa came for him.



* * *



Karli and Miranda kissed like two lovers separated for years, clinging to one another as their lips met over and over again. Then, without warning, Miranda brushed her lips across Karli’s cheek to her ear, and whispered, “I knew we made the right decision.”



At that moment, Karli thought Miranda meant hiring her, and she smiled and kissed the warmth of her boss’s neck, drawing a pleased shiver from her. Their hands wandered each other’s backs, their lips returning to each other. It seemed like only seconds had passed, but Christa’s breathy, “Oh, Paul, that is something,” drew their attention.



Christa was on her knees already, her butt in her skirt resting on her heels. Paul stood beside her, pants unzipped, his hardening cock right at her face. He was big – not porn star huge or even Zack’s size, but his was definitely one of the bigger cocks Karli had ever seen. Never one to be shy about what she wanted, Christa wasted absolutely no time plugging her mouth with Paul’s dick, staring up at him lustfully as she rocked her face back and forth, sucking and slurping on him, getting him nice and wet.



Meanwhile, Zack had Soni and Violet with their asses to him as he helped them out of their flimsy panties. He stopped to kiss first Violet’s pale butt, and then Soni’s brown one. “Bend over with your hands on the couch,” he told them, and they did, watching Christa suck Paul off. Zack slipped out of his suit jacket and tossed it on a chair. He knelt behind Soni and Violet so he could reach up and trace both their pussies with his deft fingers. They glanced at each other and giggled as he began to knead their pleasure centers in the way they both liked it.



Their giggles turned to kisses as Karli ran her fingers down the front of Miranda’s slacks. Across her mound, her sex, and then back up, teasing everything through the fabric. Miranda’s eyes were pure fire as Karli undid her buttons and worked the zipper down. Karli settled onto her knees on the thick rug, pulling Miranda’s pants down with her. She’d already seen Miranda nude but this right now, her nose just a few inches away from Miranda’s cotton-panty clad pussy, was somehow a thousand times more erotic.



Miranda reached down to brush the hair out of her eyes and whimpered one solitary word – “Please.”



Karli nodded, and slid Miranda’s panties down too. Her pussy was still a little red from the waxing the day before, but Karli made it better by leaning in and giving it gentle butterfly kisses up and down the length of Miranda’s lips.



Husband and wife glanced at each other. Paul gave her something of a sheepish grin, and she smiled back. “You should have heard them last night, Paul. The three of them together, it made me so wet.”



“Did you and Karli…?”



“No,” Miranda whimpered. “But I wanted to, baby. I was up all night thinking about how much I wanted her.”



Karli moaned against her pussy. Miranda slipped her top up and off, leaving her in only a bra. That was tossed away too, and Karli leaned back for a moment to adore her friend. “You know how much I want you too.”



Miranda knelt and brought her lips to Karli’s, tasting herself on her. Karli wrapped her arms around Miranda and guided her down further still, onto her back. She kissed one of Miranda’s big breasts and teased the woman’s pussy with her fingers, running them up and down her lips before sliding them in. Miranda gasped, and clutched Karli to her breast as the other woman sucked on her nipple and teased it with her tongue.



Meanwhile, Christa had her lips wrapped around Paul’s cock and enthusiastically shoved her face down on him, taking him all the way to the balls with every thrust. She grabbed his hands and guided them to her hair. He got the idea and chuckled. Violet, who was getting her pussy vigorously fingered hard alongside Soni, watched this, her mouth agape. “Tell her what a dirty slut she is.”



Paul raised an eyebrow at that, and might not have if Christa didn’t moan appreciatively around him. He returned his attention to her and took over the face-fucking himself, fisting her hair and driving her down onto his big dick. “You do actually love this, don’t you?”



“Urk! Urk!” Christa gasped around him. He let her pop off him and she gasped, “Love it.” He drove her back down onto him, and she swallowed every inch, her hand between her legs, playing at underneath the hem of her skirt.



Zack had enough of the foreplay by this point, the view of Christa and the two asses in front of him driving him wild. He rose to his feet and stripped out of his button-down, slacks, and boxers. As Miranda writhed under Karli’s touch and tongue, Zack said, “Everybody’s been tested and clean, but I brought condoms if you don’t-”



“I trust you,” Miranda gasped. “Shut up and fuck them.”



She shoved her fingers into her mouth and watched as Zack lined up his prick with Soni’s waiting pussy. He plunged into her hard, and she arched her back, hissing with the pleasure of it. “Fuck me hard,” she cried out. Violet hurried up and onto the couch, sliding in front of Soni and spreading her hips wide, playing with her own pussy. Soni dropped her head and drove her mouth against the other woman’s wet length. Zack pounded in and out of her, zero to sixty in nothing flat, his balls slapping against her ass.



The sight drove Miranda wild, and she clutched at Karli’s face. “Oh God, oh Karli, lick my clit, I’m right there…”



Karli did as she was told, hurrying back down Miranda’s body. She grabbed up Miranda’s legs and threw them over her shoulders before dropping her mouth against Miranda’s button. Her boss only took another minute of fervent licking before she grabbed fistfuls of Karli’s hair and gasped, “Ka… Kar… LI!”



She came, a warm splash hitting Karli’s tongue. She lapped it up with joyful abandon, loving the feel of Miranda’s pussy pulsing with the fierceness of her orgasm. Then Miranda was pulling her up, her eyes wild, and they kissed again, hands slipping around each other, legs entwining.



Paul pulled Christa off his cock and said, “With me, on the chair.”



He took her hand and they hurried to one of the big chairs. They ditched their clothes in a hurry. Paul sat and she mounted him, her big tits right at the perfect level for him to suck and play with as she grabbed his cock and aimed it up. With an audible squelch, she dropped down onto him, gasping, “Oh, fuck, yes that’s what I needed.”



“Fuck her good, baby, pound that pussy.”



Paul glanced at Miranda sharply at the language, but his grin spread wide and he nodded before returning his attention to Christa. She gripped his shoulders and thrust her chest harder against his mouth. “Hear that, Mr. Stonecraft? Better listen to your wife now and pound my slutty pussy as hard as you can. I want to come all over this dick.”



Zack had Soni moaning regularly as he gripped her waist and fucked her hard. His frenetic pace matched anything Karli had ever seen him do before, and she wondered if he could last long enough for Miranda and maybe Violet. Her attention was drawn back to Miranda when the other woman dropped her hands to her ass and squeezed. “I want your clothes off, now,” Miranda whispered against her lips. Karli pulled away and rose up on her knees above Miranda to do just that, kicking her heels off and slipping out of everything. She glanced over at Paul just long enough to notice him staring at her unabashedly. She winked, and he winked back before Christa guided his chin in her hand back towards her breasts.



Miranda pulled her down. “Oh, to be as young and beautiful as you again,” she murmured.



“You are still one of the most beautiful women in the world,” Karli said.



“Agreed,” Paul grunted.



“Yup,” Zack said mindlessly, slamming to the hilt again into Soni.



“Uh huh!” Soni agreed fervently. Karli wasn’t sure if she was agreeing with the sentiment or urging Zack on.



“Hell yes you are,” Violet said, strumming her clit hard now. “In fact, I think I need a taste while you’re eating Karli out.”



She rolled sideways away from Soni and off the couch, crawling over to Karli and Miranda on her knees. She stopped first to kiss Karli. “Love you, babe,” Karli told her.



“Love you too. Ooh! Wait! Christa brought toys. Be right back, Miranda.”



Miranda licked Karli with a tentative grace, slow and thoughtfully. Then she tentatively gripped Karli’s backside, squeezing, kneading. Paul grunted orders at Zack and they were moving along with Christa and Soni, but Karli paid them no mind, or Violet. Her world at that moment was Miranda and her tiny, warm tongue delving into her, exploring her depths. The sexual tension had been building so long between the two she nearly came just in the first couple minutes, but Violet broke her out of her daze when she returned, holding a massager with both a head for the clit and a nubbin for anal stimulation. Miranda couldn’t see, and yelped when Violet turned on the vibrator and brushed both her bud and her pussy.



Karli turned around on Miranda’s face so she could watch Violet play. Her friend surprised her by lurching forward and kissing her hard.



“I missed you last night,” Violet said. “I maaaaybe made a little extra noise just for you.”



Karli reached around her and pinched her bottom. “Tease.”



“You know it.”



“Ohhhh, fuck!” Christa wailed. Both Violet and Karli looked over. Christa and Soni were both bent over the couch’s arms, asses high in the air. What remained of theirs and the guys’ clothes were gone now, and Paul and Zack rammed their cocks into them, the women nearly face to face. It was all Christa and Soni could do to hang on, but there was nowhere for them to go. They clutched at the cushions but the men had them entirely at their whim. It was fucking hot and Karli shivered on top of Miranda.



If she was close before, now she ran. Violet kept her attention divided between working the vibrator against Miranda’s pussy and reaching out with her other hand to play with Karli’s clit. And then there was the visual feast of the men dominating Christa and Soni. When Zack smacked Soni’s ass, that was it. She cried out Miranda’s name, and drove down, her pussy clenching hard. Miranda kept licking her throughout the orgasm and beyond, hungry for her until Karli fell away, unable to take any more of the pleasure. She rested on her back, propped up on her arms, gasping for air. Violet dropped down to kiss Miranda next, her hand and the toy still at her pussy, but Miranda was on fire now and twisted with the other woman, snatching the toy from her and using it on Violet herself. Their laughter turned into long, hungry kisses, and Karli thought for sure Violet would be the next to come given the way her thighs kept spreading wide and slapping back together.



But no, it was Soni, sexy Soni, who arched her back and shouted, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, Zack!”



Her eyes squeezed shut and one of her feet shot up off the ground as Zack kept driving his cock into her. She came with a sharp cry and Zack jerked out of her, helping her to her feet and into a chair before he joined Paul at the couch and lifted one knee onto it so he could feed Christa his glistening, wet cock. They took her hard and fast from both ends, almost brutal in their relentlessness. Christa gurgled around Zack’s cock, the redhead staring up at him with fire in her eyes as she started slamming back and forth, getting as into it as they were. Miranda and Violet watched, both of them with dull, hungry expressions on their faces until they looked at each other again and did another tumble together, this time winding up on their sides. Violet stuffed her fingers into Miranda’s pussy and Miranda buzzed her with the toy, making Violet whimper.



Karli pushed herself to her feet, going for the suitcase. She dug out a big red dildo, and sauntered over to Soni. The other woman stared up at her and licked her lips. “Mrs. Claus’s favorite helper,” she murmured, and Karli grinned. She helped Soni to her feet and then took the chair herself. Soni sat between her legs so they could both watch the show of flesh before them. Almost idly, Karli brought the dildo first to Soni’s lips so the other woman could give it a good suck, and then down to her pussy. She kissed and nibbled on the Latina’s earlobe as she watched Zack and Paul fuck Christa. Her friend was a whimpering mess by that point, her chin wet with saliva, her legs shaking so hard she wouldn’t have stayed upright if she wasn’t bent over the couch. And on the floor, Miranda had Violet kicking one leg up as she buzzed her clit and her ass with the double-headed vibrator, making Violet squirm and beg for more.



But right in front of her was the gorgeous Soni, who helped start all this that morning in the pool. Karli slid the head of the dildo into her friend and murmured, “Merry Christmas, Soni.”



“Nnn, you too,” Soni gasped.



On the couch, Christa came up off Zack, gasping for air and stuttering, “Harder, fu-fuck me har… harder!”



Paul slammed his cock in and out of her, grabbing her hands and pinning them behind her back. Christa gurgled out her pleasure, her eyes closing, mouth wide open, and with a singular whimpered, “Oh!” she came. Paul jerked out of her and stumbled towards his wife and Violet on the ground. He pulled the toy away from Violet and guided her onto her back while Miranda got up on her hands and knees to kiss her husband and guide his pussy-slick cock to Violet’s entrance. He hilted himself in her hard, not bothering with niceties.



“Ride her face,” he told his wife.



“Want to see my ass or my face?” she asked him.



“Your ass,” he said, and slapped it for good measure. Miranda gave him a saucy wiggle as she walked on her hands and knees to Violet’s face and dropped down onto it, sighing with pleasure.



Zack jerked his cock as he walked towards Miranda, looking like a zombie as half-lidded as his eyes were. She glanced up at him and actually licked her lips. He gave her one raised eyebrow and she nodded before he brought his cock to her lips.



“Miranda…” he groaned. Paul watched with an almost angry look on his face as Zack fed his wife his cock. Karli almost stepped in until she remembered Miranda’s story, about how incensed Paul became about Miranda having another lover. This was part of the dance, she realized. Besides, the sight of Miranda staring up at Karli’s boyfriend, the tip of his cock disappearing into her mouth, was so goddamn hot that rational thought fled Karli’s mind. She wanted to see this as badly as anyone else in the room. Her boyfriend, using one of her newest and best friends, while another friend ate Miranda out and Paul stewed about it.



She buried the dildo into Soni, pumping it in and out slowly as the other woman leaned back against her. Soni turned and murmured, “Hot, isn’t it?”



“Mm,” Karli moaned. “Use her, baby. Fuck Miranda’s mouth. Come down her slutty throat.”



Miranda’s eyes flicked towards them and she rocked harder on Violet’s face, reaching back and down with one hand to her ass. It wasn’t Zack she watched, but Karli and Soni. Karli gave her a show, pulling the slick dildo out and bringing it to Soni’s lips. Soni sucked it down with a flourish, and brought the dildo back down to her pussy, spreading herself even wider for Miranda. Their boss shivered at the sight, and corkscrewed her mouth slowly down Zack’s prick, finally bringing her eyes back up to his face.



In all this, Violet writhed with every hard thrust from Paul. He fucked her with the ferocity his eyes held for Zack getting a blowjob from his wife. His hips slapped against Violet’s, her legs kicking uselessly in the air. He reached down and flicked her nipples before blatantly groping her breasts, squeezing them, pinching the nipples hard as he stared at his wife’s ass and the back of her head as she bobbed harder and harder on Zack’s prick. Violet came, and came again, her body jerking like she touched a live wire, and still Paul kept going, pounding into her. She raised a wavering hand and gasped against Miranda, “No more, please, I can’t…”



Paul jerked out of her and Miranda pulled her mouth off Zack. She looked back at her husband, expecting him to take her, but instead, he walked with his angry prick leading the way to Soni, who sat up. Karli pulled the dildo from her pussy and Paul took her place, driving his cock into her and making her cry out with pleasure.



“Oh FUCK!”



Paul didn’t stop there. He gripped her under her back and lifted her, carrying her with his cock buried in her tight pussy to the couch, where he dropped her and gestured for Karli to come to them. He flipped Soni onto her hands and knees and snarled at Karli, “Get under her and lick us both while I fuck her from behind.”



“Yes sir,” Karli breathed, and hurried to do as he said.



Miranda watched now with a flare of that jealousy, and gripped Zack’s cock tight. “On the ground,” she told him, and he hurried to comply, dropping down and resting on his back. She mounted him fast, dropping onto his cock with a pleased sigh. Karli couldn’t keep an eye on her and lick Paul and Soni at the same time, so she focused on the point where Paul spread Soni’s pussy wide, sticking her tongue out and trying to lick at whatever she could manage as Paul fucked her with relentless strokes, same as he had Violet.



Christ, he and Zack were lasting a long, long time. She knew from lots of experience Zack could go, but he was reaching superhero levels of stamina. With Miranda rocking on top of him, maybe he could hold on to give her one more orgasm. Karli could not see him play with Miranda’s big breasts. She couldn’t see him grip her ass and spank it. She could not see when Miranda dropped onto him out of sheer pleasure and rocked up and down, her breasts squashed against his chest.



But she could hear the mixing of their pleasure, the build to their crescendo – and Paul’s. Soni was a whimpering mess above her. Her body betrayed her pleasure as she rocked hard backwards, trying to get more of Paul’s cock deep inside her. Karli tried to lick her with precision but there was just no way to, not with Paul fucking Soni so hard. Given his grunting, given the pace, she was positive he was going to come soon. She reached around Soni’s bottom and teased the other woman’s bud, not quite sliding a finger into her ass but just tracing the rim. It was enough. Soni yelped and surged upwards and back, crying out, “Oh fuck, oh fuck!”



She came, and with it gushed a fine dewy mess Karli licked up. She expected Paul to add to the mess at any moment but then he was lifting Soni out of the way, none too gently depositing her into an empty chair before coming back for Karli. She spread her legs wide for him, staring not at him, but at Miranda and Zack.



Miranda pushed herself up, her eyes wild, and she gasped, “Paul.” He froze, his hand on his cock, his tip just above Karli’s entrance. He started to open his mouth. But before he could say anything, Miranda murmured, “Don’t fuck her. Make love to her. Please. For me.”



The depth of those words hit Karli. The joy of Miranda and Paul’s first swinging experience had been the lack of attachments. No one got hurt. She enjoyed watching Paul fuck that other woman, not make love to her. That was for her, Miranda said. By telling Paul to make love to Karli, Miranda was putting her trust in them and making this mean more than just a hook-up. In a way, she was giving Karli a piece of her heart.



It would not be Paul Karli watched as he slowly slid inside her. It would not be Zack, the great love of her life. It would be Miranda, and when they came to sit beside their hostess, Christa, Violet, and Soni. Miranda, who would never quite be a full-fledged member of the Stuffers, but who would share her heart and her bed to these four and many of their friends through the years. Christa, who would soon begin to sneak away at odd hours with a pen and paper in hand to write out the beginnings of what would become the creed of the Stuffers, and who would lead them for two wonderful years. Soni, who would have her own special route to travel with the Stonecrafts, becoming the surrogate mother to their child. And Violet, the last one to leave the group save for Karli herself, who would share so many debaucherous stories each year, and eventually become the very best friend to all the Stuffers when she decided to step back from her role as an official member.



It was these women Karli watched, and who she reached out to as Paul brought her close. Miranda came with a gentle sigh watching her friend and her husband. Zack and Paul had endured enough. Miranda slipped off Zack and pulled him to the couch, where she guided her husband off Karli. Both women eased back on the leather, taking their own men for the few minutes they had left that first time. Their hands joined, and Miranda leaned over to kiss Karli with such fondness and love that Karli couldn’t help her own release, joyous and full-bodied. And at the last, Christa, Violet, and Soni joined them, laughing, teasing the men, urging them on, and most of all, loving the two women at the center of it all.



* * *



Christa, Violet, and Soni headed for the fourth floor and the master suite’s shower. The men’s first climax would not be the end to that day’s fun – far from it – but Miranda and Paul needed a reprieve to speak to Karli and Zack alone.



They lounged in robes and towels, glasses of wine and bottles of beer at hand. Miranda looked at Paul, and nuzzled his cheek with a soft kiss. “Thank you. Best Christmas present ever.”



“I want you to know, you and Karli, any time, I’m okay with it.” Paul hesitated. “Zack too, so long as I’m around or I know about it. Bit more protective and jealous there.”



Miranda grinned. “That’s half the fun of it.” She shifted her attention to Karli and Zack. “But now we need to talk about your presents.”



“Everything we need, we have here,” Zack said, taking Karli’s hand and kissing it.



“Agreed,” Karli said, content.



“Good. Because that’s exactly the point,” Miranda said. “We want you both to come live here.”



“That’s not all,” Paul said, his smile disappearing. “Zack, I have a proposition for you.”



“What’s that?”



“As of January fifteenth, I’ll be officially done with my family’s company. Miranda and I are going to be taking more time to ourselves and our passion projects.”



“And there are no two projects we’re as passionate about as you two,” Miranda said.



Paul nodded. “I’m not resigning just for Miranda’s sake, but yours. Ours, if my faith isn’t misplaced. I’m bringing with me a few people I trust and we’re starting something new. I’d like you to come work with me. To be my protégé and my right-hand man. And in a few years, if you’re half as capable as I believe you to be, to run the company yourself.”



Zack stared at him, dumbstruck. Karli squeezed his hand and Zack stood up. “Yes. Absolutely. Yes. That’s… Paul, this is huge. Thank you.” His throat tightened and he added, “Not just for this. But for being there.”



“No,” Miranda said, looking right at Karli and smiling. “Thank you. You gave us our happiness back. There’s nothing in the world we won’t do for the two of you. You’re family now.”









Interlude 4



 



“Eight months later, Zack and I were married,” Karli said “Paul gave control of the new company over to Zack five years later, and the mansion to the two of us. They spend their time now traveling. A month here, a year there… it’s the sort of life Zack and I are aspiring to right now. We may even join them in a few more years.”



“Aw,” Kasalee said, pulling back from Karli’s very damp thighs. She came twice during the telling, thanks both to the memories and Kass’s enthusiasm. The young woman accepted a handful of tissues and helped Karli clean up. “And what about Soni and Christa?”



“Still very much friends of the organization. Soni, like I mentioned, became Paul and Miranda’s surrogate. The money she made from that allowed her to start a new life in Colorado, and I’m sure she’s on the slopes right now.” Karli’s eyes flicked towards Violet’s and looked away again. “And as for Christa, our founder and the true first Stuffer, she had quite a lot on her plate, and decided a focus on her career and her personal life was due.”



“Karli is glossing over the truth for my sake,” Violet said. The Stuffers’ gazes fell on her and she shifted uncomfortably.



“Violet, you don’t have to,” Karli said quietly, rising and coming to her friend of over twenty years. “This is not a story that needs to be shared.”



“It’s okay, Karli. They should know the real history. The truth is, Christa and I became more romantically involved. I didn’t realize the depths of her feelings for me, and…” Violet’s gaze broke and she stared at the floor. “As much joy as we Stuffers share, sometimes we can be reckless with people’s hearts, our sisters included. Christa told me she wanted to be in a serious committed relationship. I thought she was joking, because it was Christa. I brought home a friend one weekend. I tried to convince her it was a surprise for her, but the truth was I… just wanted her. It wasn’t the end, but it kind of was.”



Karli hugged her tight as Violet began to cry, and said to her quietly, “She forgave you a long time ago. She still loves you. You know that.”



“I know. But it doesn’t stop the hurt.”



Karli kissed her gently, and was surprised when a handful of hands reached out for Violet. She turned, and all the Stuffers in the great room were there, right there, reaching for Violet, murmuring kind words. They took their time with her, hugging her, making sure she was okay, and finally all returned to their seats. Karli sniffed and smiled at everyone.



“I suppose this means it’s time for another story.”



“A happy one,” Violet added.



“I may have something to share,” Heather said. Of all the sexpots in the room, of which there were many, she maybe was the one with the biggest wow factor. There was nothing subtle or unique about her good looks – a blonde with big curves in all the most delicious places – but what was there was so spectacularly drool-worthy that she stood out even in a sea of incredible-looking women.



Karli wiggled her butt in her chair, her eyes twinkling. “Oooh, Heather, perfect. You always have such devilish stories.”



“Then this one definitely won’t disappoint.” Heather gave the room a once-over and finally blurted, “Jory Quick.”



A lot of the newer members looked around, confused why the rest of the Stuffers gaped at Heather. “No way,” Jennifer said uncertainly. “You did not.”



“I did,” Heather said, grinning. “I didn’t think you’d believe me, so I have proof I’ll share at the end, and some of our friends will back me up.”



“Who is Jory Quick?” one of the second-years asked.



“The great white whale of our organization,” Karli said in disbelief. She shook her head, dumbfounded. “I’ll be damned.” She cleared her throat. “Jory Quick is a legend of kindness. I’ll let Heather tell it, but we’ve tried many times before to reward him. He’s never once accepted.”



“Until now,” Heather said, her smile broadening.









Heather



 



Contains: MFF. Heavy on the story.



 



“Oh no, not one of you again,” Jory groaned.



Heather frowned. It was awfully cold, and not just because of the wind outside the jewelry store. She held her blouse up over her full breasts in her very best lace bra, sure the tantalizing hint of her nipples underneath would drive the greatest Never Was of the Stuffers to lustful madness. Instead he seemed impervious, despite all her research pointing to him being both straight.



“Well… shit,” she muttered.



“Nice try,” he said, closing the door to the store and locking it.



Someone honked, and she finally tugged the shirt down before she caused a wreck. “A blowjob?” she asked. “Wild threesome with one of my Stuffer friends?”



“No,” he said, pulling the security gate down into place.



“Foursome.”



“Nope.”



“Fivesome.”



“Jesus Christ,” Jory muttered, walking away. That didn’t help matters much. He had an ass meant for walking away. His face was pretty ordinary but the guy was extremely fit.



“Seventeensome, but it’s going to take time to get them together,” she called after him. “I’m serious! Seventeen women!”



He raised a hand over his shoulder and waved. She kicked at the snow, and said to no one in particular, “Well… now what?”



* * *



It had been three years since one of those crazy women tried to seduce Jory for their sex cult. He thought maybe they learned their lesson and gave up on him, but apparently there was a new nutcase in town. This one took the cake, too. Just walked right up to him as he closed out the jewelry store and lifted up her top.



The dumbest part about it was if she’d just come into the shop and flirted a bit, he would have followed her anywhere she liked. Jory didn’t kid himself that he was any great catch. Sure, he kept himself fit with rigorous dumbbell workouts and jogging five days a week, but he had the kind of stony face and piercing eyes that made people uncomfortable if he looked at them too long. The thick glasses and dead-end managerial job didn’t help matters much either, but he liked glasses over contacts and he loved the job. Sure, being a nearly-forty manager of a jewelry store wasn’t the career path he thought he’d follow, but most the sales he made were people giving to others, and there was a simple joy to that. Seeing someone’s face light up when they found just the right thing for a loved one was the highlight of his days, and under his care, most people did.



Whatever. Jory did his best to put the blonde woman out of mind and focus on the weekend. He trudged up the street to the light rail station. Ten minutes later, he was huddled in a corner, staring out at the city lights. Not long until Thanksgiving, and then Christmas. He dug out his phone and looked at the ever-growing list of names of people he wanted to give some small present, then closed out the notepad app again before the low-level depression could sink in. So many people in need.



Do what you can.



He hopped off on the other side of the city a few blocks on from the trendy downtown shopping districts and high-rises. Here were the guts of the city he loved, right between the glitzy façade of wealth and the quiet suburbs beyond. This ring was devoted to industry, and of more importance to Jory, here was where the city’s poor and homeless were buffaloed and put out of sight. The city council and the mayor’s office loved to tout the homeless shelters seeing lower and lower numbers every year as well as the rock-bottom unemployment, but the truth was far grimmer than they let on. Incomes might have been up across the board, but the numbers couldn’t keep up with the exponential hikes in rental and real estate prices. Then, when the homeless problem began to tarnish the city’s self-masturbatory news conferences about how high the minimum wage was, the cops rounded up the homeless and deposited them not in shelters, but in the city’s abandoned office buildings or apartment complexes.



If they broke free of those confines and wandered the streets, they were taken right back, sometimes with force to make a point. Not wanting any trouble, the homeless would stay put, thus keeping the shelters’ numbers low and creating nice, tidy reports that looked good on paper but wound up being a nightmare in reality. In the last twenty years, deaths by starvation jumped astronomically because the homeless had only a few reliable sources of good food. Same with a lack of heat and clean water. If it wasn’t for the charities and churches, those numbers would jump even higher.



He wasn’t the only person who knew the truth, far from it, and the city earned its reputation as being one of the most charitable for a reason. Jory believed fervently that little acts of kindness could make a difference, and even if they couldn’t, it was important to try, to show people there were some who cared.



He headed first for the bus stop. Most the people there knew him and made room under the shelter. He thanked them absently and when the bus pulled up, he stayed back as he usually did, letting everyone else board first. When he found a seat towards the middle, a hairy fellow in a yellow parka and a bobble beanie stood up from his and dropped onto the pleather beside Jory.



Not tonight
 , he wanted to say. Jory was tired of this routine. “What’s the word tonight, Cole?”



The man beside him spoke softly, so that only the pair of them and the harried woman on the seat ahead of them could hear. “Be completely humble and gentle, be patient, bearing with one another in love.” He lifted his hand and squinted at words scribbled on the back in shaky handwriting. “Make every effort to keep the unity of the Spirit through the…” He squinted again, and began to dig out the Bible sticking out of his coat pocket before Jory finished the sentence for him.



“Through the bond of peace.”



Cole nodded, fat droplets of water falling from his greasy hair. “You heard it before?”



“It’s a pretty common one in the shelters and the soup kitchens.” Jory hesitated. He knew he shouldn’t encourage Cole, but the man kinda got to him that night, piercing his bad mood. “That’s an old favorite.”



“I underlined it three times,” Cole said, slipping the Bible back home.



“This is going to be my stop. Good to see you, Cole.”



“You too.”



But Cole didn’t move as the bus slowed, and Jory smiled. “Dude. You gotta move over.”



“Oh. Right.”



The woman ahead of them couldn’t help a chuckle, and Cole took it as an invitation to join her. At least he was mostly harmless. Jory only ever saw him get physical once, and that was with a couple of kids harassing someone. Cole smacked the backs of their heads hard enough to send them sprawling. If he ever actually got seriously angry, Jory didn’t want to be in the vicinity.



He rested a hand on the man’s shoulder as he passed. “Happy Thanksgiving if I don’t see you before then.” Cole glanced up and gave him a tiny, serious nod before reading the same Scripture he’d just spoken, halting lines and pauses intact. Jory hurried off, thanking the bus driver.



Half a block away was one of the few grocery stores in the area, a chain that stuck out like a sore thumb with its bright, plastic façade. Jory headed for, tugging his thick wool cap tighter down around his ears and pulling off his glasses before he even entered the store. They would steam up immediately, and he could see all right enough without them to navigate his way to the deli. There, he took his time and plucked up two of the big sub sandwiches. He could cut them up with his pocketknife. To that, he added an order of the deli’s fried chicken, on sale. His stomach growled at the sight of the macaroni salad, a personal favorite, but he had to ignore it. Utensils weren’t generally an option.



A quick trip down to the other side of the store for a twelve pack of cherry Coke. He wasn’t sure why that was the eternal pick, but he did know the guys liked their traditions, and it always had to be cherry Coke.



“Jory,” a voice said behind him. He turned, and Tran, the small Vietnamese man in charge of the deli, held up a brown bag full of cookies. “From the bakery. Day old section.”



“Thanks.” From the discount section his ass. The cookies had been discounted to a single penny. These were fresh, and the gesture left Jory grateful and bizarrely tired, in that this act of kindness was still necessary in this day and age when so many had so much. “They’ll appreciate it.”



“Come by before Thanksgiving. We’ll make sure you and your family get a good deal on a bird.”



“I’ll do that.”



Jory paid for his purchases and carried everything to a bus stop headed in the opposite direction, back towards the light rail. That wasn’t his destination, though. He went further, down two stops and then another block and a half on foot to the Flexavan building. Whatever the place’s original purpose had been, he never knew, but Jory always thought it sounded like some kind of drug company. Whatever the case, it was a short stub of an office building with the name still emblazoned above the front doors in silver lettering.



Three of the guys sat out on the front step, two smoking cigarettes, the other shooting the breeze with them. They saw Jory and called out his name boisterously. Jory raised the bags of food and the twelve pack in response, and one of the guys, Steve, jumped up to help him. Jory passed over the soda.



“Ah shit, you got diet again,” Steve said.



It was an old joke, born of the one time Jory made that mistake, and he grunted, “Har har, asshole. How’s it going, guys?”



“We live in paradise,” Tom, another one of the guys, said. The other man, who always clammed up whenever Jory was around, just nodded and shuffled in the door after them.



Each of the building’s new occupants took up one of the former offices within the building, making it into something of an apartment complex lined with tents, ratty sleeping bags, blankets, and whatever junk they wanted to keep. A few more guys sat around a radio and a makeshift firepit made out of bricks and stones. Most the occupants fled south for the winter, heading down to Florida or Texas to avoid the cold.



“Who the hell is he?” one of the new guys asked. “You carrying anything?”



“Just food,” Jory said. There was always someone new, and invariably they wanted booze or drugs. He couldn’t blame them. Any escape from this place would have been welcome.



“Yeah?” the guy asked. He sniffed. “Nice fuckin’ coat.”



The room got real cold, and not because of the wind whistling through the cracks in the windows. Steve said with quiet menace, “No one messes with Jory. He’s one of the good ones.”



The group stared at the guy. For a long moment Jory thought there was going to be violence. It happened, and with shocking frequency. Fistfights over the food he brought were the most common, but this too, this vile desperation for even the most basic of things like coats or good shoes could draw it out of people. He’d been punched, kicked, and once even stabbed. But cooler heads prevailed that day. The troublemaker stood up on a bad leg and shuffled away, muttering to himself. Jory didn’t miss the way his hands shook or the jerks of his head side to side. Tweaking, or in need of a fix.



One of the other guys held the sandwiches while Jory cut them as neatly as he could manage, given he was using a pen knife. Tabs were already being popped and before he even got the first sandwich passed out, someone belched and tossed aside an empty. Old Father got the first bite, like always. That was the only name anyone ever got out of him. He was some kind of castaway from Alaska and believed in old Innuit magic. That much they got from him before he stopped talking much. He gave Jory a watery-eyed toothsome smile as he bit into the bread from the top down, like he forgot how to eat. Jory nodded back to him, and kept up the cutting.



“There’s chicken too. And cookies. Where’s Winston? Someone go wake him up and tell him to get down here,” Jory said absently. Winston was an old family friend and the reason why he originally started coming to the building.



“Nobody told you, kid?” Steve said. He always called Jory that, despite being two years younger. He was a football burnout who got hooked on pills. He’d go straight on occasion, disappearing for six or eight months at a time before popping back up in the building when he was using again.



Jory glanced up sharply. “What happened?”



“Just collapsed,” Tom said. His story, like most of the others, wasn’t one he wanted to share, but Jory had picked up enough tidbits from him to know he had something of a nervous breakdown. On his worst days he was a rambling mess, but most of the time he was distant and foggy. “We got a guy to call an ambulance, but…”



“Shit,” Jory breathed. He closed his eyes. “Shit shit shit.”



“Sorry,” Steve said. “Smartest guy I ever knew.”



“Nice too,” one of the other guys offered.



“Thanks,” Jory said, numb. He finished cutting the sandwich for them, and begged off sticking around. He promised he’d be back on Thanksgiving, and headed out, rubbing his forehead. Jory always knew Winston was going to go out someday. He refused to stay in the shelters, always preferring the streets. Hell, he had pneumonia more often than he didn’t. But Jory never actually expected the goodbye to be so sudden and severe.



* * *



His second-floor apartment had a small balcony Jory usually only used during the warmer months, but that Saturday, he made an exception. He bought two six packs of his favorite beer and sat out there in a heavy parka and his wool cap, staring out at the world with the intent of drinking every single one of those bottles.



His mom took the news with a quiet, “Oh.” And why wouldn’t she? That part of her life was dead to her. She liked Winston, maybe even loved him, but he was a reminder of her ex-husband in prison. His mom had never understood why Jory clung to the old life the way he did. He could never make her understand why he felt the need to atone, even if nothing that happened was his fault.



Jory’s siblings didn’t care either. They were too young to remember Winston playing games with them, but they at least sympathized with Jory before asking if he was flying to Oregon for Thanksgiving. His youngest brother was hosting that year since he and his wife bought a new home. But the holidays mattered to Jory in a different way than family. Not that he didn’t want to see them, and he would try maybe in the spring, making a sweep from California to visit his youngest sister, to Oregon and one brother, and to Washington for his mom and his other brother.



Jory loved them all. But his family hurt people. Hurt them very badly. And he promised himself a long time ago he’d try to make it up. Maybe not in big world-changing ways, but whatever he could manage, he’d do.



He just started his second beer when someone stepped out two doors down from him. He smiled already. Either it was Marielle or one of her two kids, and the building was way too quiet for it to be one of her kids. Just as he thought, the petite woman stepped out, draped in a terrycloth bathrobe. Her auburn hair was streaked through with yellow and blue, a good look on her. Pretty, but life as a single mom rode her hard and she looked more Jory’s age than her late twenties.



“Morning,” he said cheerfully.



“Oh hey, Jory.” She held up a pack of cigarettes with a sheepish smile, as though she had something to apologize for. “Just… you know.”



Marielle only smoked when the kids were gone. It was a rule he liked, and he’d never seen her break it, though she admitted she had a few times.



“How’s the weekend treating you?” he called.



“Good. Hey, I don’t want to shout back and forth. Mind if I pop over?”



“Not a bit.”



“Okay. Cool. Be right there.”



Jory chuckled, and thought for a moment about bringing in the beer so Marielle didn’t see him drinking. Not that he was ashamed of it. He rarely drank more than a six pack in a week, and this was definitely a one-time thing. But still, he felt that age-old awkward sense of needing to present his best self to a woman, even if it was with someone he was as comfortable with as Marielle.



Things with her were interesting. That they both wanted each other was pretty obvious, even to someone as generally relationship-dense as Jory. But Marielle didn’t know how he spent a lot of his evenings and weekends, something he wasn’t about to give up, even to someone as great as Marielle. And for her part, the two kids made dating even more complicated for her. She had a couple guys come around to visit during her time in the apartments but no one stuck around for long.



Jory had to admit something else to himself too, something darker but no less true. He wasn’t ready to commit to a life with two kids. It wasn’t that he didn’t like Marielle’s children, far from it. They were decent enough kids. Loud, sure, and they fought some, as kids do, but in general they managed to be polite to Jory and the others in the building. The problem was more with Jory himself. Despite liking kids and helping distribute toys for yearly charity drives, he got snipped at twenty-one specifically because he didn’t ever want to become a father. It had nothing to do with kids, and everything to do with his family history.



Thoughts of Marielle vanished when a shuffling figure on the sidewalk turned towards the grassy backyard of the apartment complex down below Jory’s balcony. She was unrecognizable until she lifted her eyes and gave him a madwoman’s grin.



“Oh, you gotta be kidding me,” Jory groused. “Again?”



For an answer, the blonde glanced all around, and quickly tugged up the back of her coat. She turned, leaving her golden-tanned lower back visible. There was writing there, but it was obscured by her pants. She knew this and a moment later, those came down too, exposing one of the greatest asses Jory had ever seen.



“Jesus,” he breathed just as his balcony door opened up and Marielle stepped out. He leaned forward, squinting at the letters as Marielle joined him.



“’Thar you can blow,’” Marielle said, loud enough the blonde heard. The woman down below yelped and tugged up her pants. In her haste to scramble away, she fell face-first into the snow and lunged forward on all fours for safer footing, pulling down her coat as she went. “She seems friendly.”



“Doesn’t she?” Jory asked. He grinned and shook his head. “Sex cult.”



“Ah.” Marielle paused, and added, “Nope. This needs explanation. And why are you drinking this early?”



“A friend died this last week.”



Her smile vanished. “Oh. Jory, gosh, I’m so sorry.”



He turned and gestured at the chairs. They sat, and he sighed deeply. “It’s okay. It was a long time coming. I just wish I could have been there for the end of it.”



“Were you close?”



“Ye-es,” he said, trying to figure out how to best explain his way around Winston, his father, and the complicated knots of his teenage and new adult years. “More when I was a teenager, but I still went and visited him once a week or so.”



“Aw, hey…” Marielle reached out and took his hand. The contact was nice, and they didn’t let it break for a while. But finally she did, and slid out a cigarette. She lit it with a cheap plastic lighter and let out a short plume of smoke over the balcony. “Anything I can do?”



“No but it’s appreciated.”



She nodded and took another drag. As she let it back out, Marielle said, “And the blonde inviting you into her backdoor? A sex cult? Really?”



Jory chuckled. “About, mm, fifteen years ago or so, these women started showing up in my life. They call themselves Stuffers, and each year, each one of them picks someone around the holidays to sleep with. Apparently I’m a hot commodity with them, but I have no damn clue why.” He did know why, but he still vehemently disagreed with their reasoning. Atonement and generosity were two wildly different things. He deserved no credit for what he did, and a reward defeated the purpose.



Marielle gave him an appraising look. “You’re intelligent and one of the most decent people I’ve ever met. Seems like they have plenty of reasons.”



“Thanks,” Jory said, the mood suddenly uncomfortable. “In any case, they’ve all mostly been polite, or sexy, or tried to trick me into it. This one seems, uh…”



“Blunt.”



Jerry ticked a finger towards Marielle. She finished off her cigarette and he did some damage to the bottle of beer. While he rolled the nearly empty bottle between his hands, Jory took the time to admire the femininity of her. The delicate bones in her neck, the round cheeks, the narrow chin. Her amber eyes reminded him of sunny days on the beach as a kid, and when they flicked towards him, he had to fight the urge to straighten up.



“Any ideas on what your kids might want for Christmas?”



“Oh Jory, you really don’t have to…”



“Just something little.” He already had an idea for Marielle herself, a preserved meats and cheeses set from a grocery store closer to home. Summer sausage and cheese was her vice, she told him one day at a small building potluck, and he remembered it.



“Well… thank you.” Marielle thought for a moment and finally said, “Hank’s big into House Mates at the moment.”



“Sorry?” Jory asked.



Marielle grinned. “It’s a toy line. Action figures based on everyday items. Like, there’s a microwave armed with a ray gun. The only ones he has are Chief Inspector – that’s a magnifying glass – and Lady Shaker.”



“Let me guess, a salt shaker?”



“Yup.”



“Cute. And for Dana?” Jory’s phone rang. “Sorry, just one second. There’s a notepad on the end table by the couch. Could you grab it and write the toy stuff down?”



“Sure. Want some privacy?”



“No, you’re fine.” He answered as Marielle vanished inside. “Hello?”



“Hey, Jory, it’s Laverne from Modest House.” Modest House was a food bank on the edge of the suburbs, and a place he volunteered sometimes.



“Yeah, of course, how are you?” he asked.



“Good. Well… strained. That’s why I’m calling you. Two of my regulars called in sick today. I hate to ask, but are you able to help out? Just for a few hours?”



Jory barely noticed Marielle stepping back out. He was already standing. “Sure. Let me check the bus schedule and I’ll be right there.”



“Need a ride?” Marielle asked.



Jory thought about that. On one hand, Marielle didn’t know about his volunteer work, something he’d rather keep private. On the other, with two employees out, that would mean Laverne was probably working almost alone. At that time of the day, there would be a lot of families lining up for boxes of food. It was no decision at all, really.



“Thanks. That would be great.”



“Be right back. Gonna grab my keys and my coat.”



He nodded and back to the phone, “Never mind. Got a ride. On my way now.”



By the time he put the beer away and grabbed his own coat, Marielle was ready to go. In her car, she kicked on the heaters and set up her GPS app. “Where we going?”



He gave her an address half a block away from Modest House, trying to remember what was in that direction. Either it was a strip club or an office building. Well… fifty-fifty chance, he supposed. Along the way, they talked some about their Thanksgiving plans.



“I’m going to have a small thing at my place before we go to my ex’s. If you’re not doing anything,” Marielle said, looking straight forward, “you could come over and have a bite with us.”



“Thanks,” Jory said, feeling a little bit shitty about giving her a half-truth. “But I’m going to be doing a couple dinners myself.” True. Just not the way she thought.



Marielle shut down after that. She thought it was about her, or her kids. Jory knew he should tell her the truth but he’d been working to hide what he did for so long it was second nature to keep up the façade.
 Sorry, Marielle
 , he told himself.



Ten minutes later, they pulled up to the strip club. “This is… you?” Marielle asked.



“This is… me, I guess,” Jory said.



“A strip club.”



“Yeah.”



“A closed strip club.”



“Needed help cleaning and getting ready,” he offered.



“Sure.”



“Um. Sorry. About… this. And Thanksgiving. And all of it. But thanks for the ride.”



“Yeaaaah,” Marielle said as he got out. Jory shut the door and gave her an awkward wave. She pulled away from the curb, and he watched her turn the corner before shuffling up the street, hands in his coat pockets, heading for Modest House.



What he couldn’t have known was Marielle thinking to herself how odd it was that the man she not-so-secretly wanted would want to be dropped off at a strip club with no cars in the parking lot yet. She drove a couple blocks, then muttered to herself, “No, that’s not right,” and circled back just in time to see Jory stopping to talk to a few people before entering the food bank just up the street from the strip club.



“Huh,” she murmured to herself, and drove on again.



* * *



The day before Thanksgiving, Jory trudged to the bus stop in simple sweatpants and a tee shirt. The only things on him were his bus pass, keys, and his ID. Though the prison was minimum security, Jory learned a long time ago not to bring anything extra with him. Anything even slightly unusual would mean he couldn’t get through the security check, tempting as that might be somedays.



He took a bus to the light rail, and rode it across the city, staring out the window, thinking about Winston. One of his first memories was of the big man showing up at his parents’ house, a big cheese pizza in hand just for Jory and himself. Jory was certain his family friend must have brought a pizza for his parents too, but all he could remember was sitting with Winston on the couch and laughing at how Winston would pull a slice from the box and the cheese would stretch for what seemed like miles.



Then there were the clearer memories. Winston sitting at the dinner table with two of Jory’s siblings, teaching them how to play a board game. He loved games, and he was a patient teacher. Other memories too. Winston always showed up on the big holidays, sometimes just for a few minutes with food or presents, but sometimes for hours on end like he was part of the family. And Jory’s father Ned was always laughing with him. Winston pulled good humor from everyone around him, but especially Ned. Jory’s father was close to his other employees too, a lot of whom Jory still loved as much as Winston. But no one’s heart or mind was as broken by Ned’s betrayal as the gentle giant.



Winston showed up a few times after Ned’s arrest. He still brought gifts. Jory always carried that with him, that even when it was obvious how much the visits pained Winston, he still tried to look out for Silvia and the children.



One of the most horrific days in the aftermath of the guilty verdict came when Jory asked his mom if they couldn’t go visit Winston, and maybe bring him dinner. His mom, who walked through those years in a vapid, drug-induced fugue, cleared up just long enough to snarl at him that part of their life was over. It angered Jory enough that he ran away and went to Winston’s house himself with a shitty loaf of garlic bread from the store in hand. He didn’t know what to give their old friend, but he wanted to bring something.



Winston was there, and he invited Jory in, but it was clear something was wrong. Everything of value was gone. The TV, Winston’s game console, his PC, half the furniture, just gone. Jory distinctly remembered the lighter patterns on the wall, bleached where Winston’s big, comfy couch used to be.



Winston made him soup, and they ate together on a pair of kitchen chairs. Jory didn’t know the garlic bread was supposed to be baked and cut it up for both of them. He spat out his first bite and apologized, but Winston told him with a distracted smile it was very good. His responses to conversation came slow and disjointed, and he moved like a mechanical man, all joints, no swing. Eventually he told Jory the truth, that job hunting wasn’t going so great. It was an understatement. In another two weeks, Winston vanished. That spring, a family friend mentioned they saw Winston downtown at a job interview, that he stunk like piss and garbage, and looked like he hadn’t slept for days.



Jory began to pay attention then. He gathered stories about his father’s former employees, the victims of the charity he bled dry, and anyone associated in the slightest. They weren’t ammo. Even in the darkest of days, Jory could never really bring himself to hate his father. The stories were fortifications. Jory used them to build the man he wanted to become, the man his father used to pretend to be.



Now, he stepped off the light rail into a blustery wind surprisingly warm for the holiday. He trudged up the street to the bus stop. Here he wasn’t known, and kept his distance from the pair of women huddled close together. Never paid to make anyone more nervous, especially with his naturally angry face. They got on the next bus, and Jory waited for two more to pass before his came through.



The Club, as it was derisively called by most everyone around the city, was a brightly painted structure that didn’t so much look like a prison as perhaps a college building from the 1950s. It was actually sort of a beautiful building, something that irritated a lot of locals, who thought the place should look more like a gulag. The eight-foot chain-link fence surrounding it was there mostly for looks. Anyone working outside of the prison could and frequently did walk off the property, though they would immediately be hauled off to the starker, far grimmer medium-security prison just a short half mile away. Ned stayed there a couple times throughout the last twenty years, both times after he was caught trying pull more schemes. What should have been a breezy twelve-year sentence was now well past its twentieth.



Jory headed for the visitation center. The bored guards inside knew him and kept his frisk to a bare minimum after he went through the formalities of signing in. The interior doors popped, and he entered into a long corridor. Along one wall were the booths to visit with loved ones, complete with only the finest plastic chairs and phones so visitors and prisoners could speak to each other, and colorful posters explaining just how severe the consequences would be if anyone got naked or brought anything into the prison. Jory had no intention of doing either and took the numbered seat he’d been given.



A few minutes later his father trotted into view. His hair was long now, almost to his neck. It was a style preference, not prison neglect. Even in minimum security, Ned managed to look his best. The beard was new and spotted with white among the steel gray. His warm eyes crinkled when he saw his son, and he took the chair like a man exhausted after a long day’s work before picking up the phone.



“Happy Thanksgiving, Jory.”



“You too, Dad,” Jory said. Even now, late into his thirties, he felt like the child he’d been, and fought down a swell of emotion.



“You having dinner anywhere?”



Ned asked that every year, like he didn’t know the answer his son would give. “I’m cooking for a shelter and then for the guys. You know that.”



Ned made a gesture with the hand holding the phone like, “Yeah, yeah.” “Your mom? Your siblings?”



“All fine. All good. They send their love and say happy holidays.”



Liar.



“Liar,” Ned said, his eyes losing their sparkle for just the briefest of moments. “You know you don’t have to come.”



“Yeah. I do.”



Ned nodded slowly. “I appreciate it. Listen, my cellmate’s going to be getting out soon, and I wanted to talk to you about something he’s got going on.”



Jory closed his eyes. Even after getting his hand slapped twice more in prison, Ned was trying to run a grift. And on his own son, no less. It wasn’t the first time. It wouldn’t be the last, he was sure.



“He’s going to-”



“Winston’s dead, Dad.”



Jory opened his eyes just in time to see his father flinch. It was brief, even briefer than the sadness in his eyes when Jory talked about his mom and his siblings. But it was there, and it was visible, and Jory wondered if it was real or just another act.



“He was a good man,” Ned said.



“He was,” Jory croaked. Tears slipped down his face. “I can’t even… find out where they buried him. He was a John Doe. No one’s in a hurry to get back to me. I didn’t know for days.”



“I know you looked after him. You were always a good boy like that, Jory.” His father amended, “A good man.”



Jory couldn’t speak for a long minute, but time with his dad was too short to be wasted. He sniffed and wiped at his eyes, and looked back up to his father’s mask back in place again.



“This thing, though, with my cellmate-” Ned started.



“Do you even care, Dad?”



“Of course I care. But it’s in the rearview now.”



“It sure wasn’t for him. Or any of them. You hurt so many people.”



“Over twenty years ago,” Ned said quietly. “What do you want me to say?”



“What I’ve always wanted. For you to say you’re sorry and show some… some inch that they matter to you. All your employees and the people you stole from, Dad. Tell me any one of them matters.” Ned lowered the phone and leaned back. He looked away from Jory, off to the side somewhere. He nodded once, and Jory whispered, “Please.”



“Happy Thanksgiving and merry Christmas, Jory,” His father’s voice was calm, rational. He dropped the handset back into its cradle, and stood up. When he was out of sight, Jory pressed his forehead to the glass and fought the urge to yell.



* * *



Hank had the loveseat half-turned so he could fire his new Nerf gun at his sister Dana down the hallway. The toys were new, presents from Marielle’s ex who watched them play with a grin so big she could have stuffed a basketball in there. Tempting. Brian knew she didn’t like the kids playing with gun-like toys and brought them just to spite her.



He came over so damned early too. She told him one o’clock, early enough he could split for his family’s big gathering right after and she could clean up before her parents’ dinner at four. But instead of one, he showed up at ten. Three hours of him and that stupid grin she wanted to burn off with her lighter.



An errant arrow landed on the pumpkin pie. Thankfully the pie was covered, or she might have thrown the arrow out the window. Instead, she called, “Not towards the kitchen unless you want to eat one of those.”



“Sorry, Mom,” Hank said.



“Uh huh,” Marielle said. She blew a strand of hair away from her face and looked around the kitchen. Nothing needed to be done for a while but leaving the room meant hanging out with Brian, and that, she most definitely didn’t want to do. Instead, she poked around at a few pots and bowls with a spoon, hoping it sounded like make-busy work.



“Trying to pretend you’re cooking so you don’t have to talk to me?” Brian said, making her jump. He snuck by her and gave her ass a pinch on his way to the fridge. “Just like we’re married again.”



“Knock it off,” she muttered. When he opened the fridge, she remembered something. “Did you grab the walnuts and the whipped cream?”



“Uh, yeah, why?”



“It wasn’t in the bags you brought up.”



Brian pulled out a soda. She shook her head frantically at him. If the kids heard the tab crack, they were going to beg for a soda too, despite having pie and sweet potatoes later. “Oh, I think I left it on the back floorboards. Hang on, I’ll go get it.” His grin reappeared and he cracked the soda open.



Immediately the chaos in the living room and bedroom broke into, “Can we have a soda?” and “I want something to drink too.” Marielle stepped in close and whispered in Brian’s ear, “Asshole.” She dipped her hand into his jeans pocket and snatched out his keys. By the time he protested, she was out of the kitchen and running for the door.



It reminded her too much of the good days, back when their playfulness lacked its cutting edge and Brian decided to sleep with a young piece of ass who didn’t know any better and thought he was in love with her. Marielle slowed on the stairwell and walked the rest of the way down, caught somewhere between the low-level anger she felt all morning and satisfaction at finally getting one over on him that day.



Brian drove an SUV far too big for what he actually needed. She headed for it in the parking lot, shivering. Yesterday’s warm blast definitely was a fluke. Through his tinted windows she saw the whipped topping and walnuts in the back like he said. She unlocked the doors, and had to hop up on the running board to lean in and grab the bag.



A car pulled up, one she’d seen come around for Jory a few times. He didn’t drive thanks to his depth perception and always took the bus unless someone gave him a ride. Marielle gave him a few since she moved in, but there was always a hesitancy to his asking for them. Not that she minded one bit. Jory was… intriguing. Maybe not handsome by modern conventions, but sit and watch his intelligent eyes or the way he sometimes cast aside his natural slouchiness and became something more predatory, and yeah, Jory definitely could do it for Marielle. She knew there probably wasn’t anything there long-term between them. He liked to shroud himself in secrecy and Marielle wasn’t in it for complex guys. And of course there were the kids, who liked Jory okay, but he always held himself stiffly around them. He was kind to them, but kept his distance.



Despite that, there was an attraction there, one she was certain was reciprocated. She felt his eyes linger on her at times, and she definitely enjoyed an eyeful when he went running. He liked to lift weights too, which left his ass one of the top five of her fantasies. She bet she could bounce an egg off it. And Marielle certainly wasn’t the only one who saw that in him. The blonde who showed off her curvy bottom to him – a sex cult? Really? – skulked around the apartment building at least twice that Marielle caught. The lady was like a sex ninja, waiting to strike out of nowhere. It was pretty funny. And Marielle had to admit, she was kind of jealous of both parties in that arrangement. She hadn’t been with a woman since her oh-so-cliched days in her one semester of college, when she and her roommate fooled around when neither of them had boyfriends. This woman now was one of the most attractive Marielle had ever seen.



Jory’s behavior the other day had been sketchy as hell, and it had her intrigued. Marielle pulled the door shut on the SUV and hunkered down, watching the door to the building. Sure enough, a minute later, Jory hurried out, shrugging on a zippered hoodie. He was probably just going to one of the dinners he talked about. Right?



Marielle scrambled up and over the console, banging her knee hard and barely noticing as she dropped into the driver’s seat. She yanked out her phone as she started up the vehicle and called Brian. He answered on the first ring. “Don’t tell me I forgot them at the store.”



“Watch the kids for a little bit. I have something I need to run and do.”



“What do you mean? Where are you going?”



“Just do it, Brian. I’ll be back soon.”



“You’re not just leaving me with-”



Marielle followed Jory and his driver out of the parking lot. Into the phone, she snapped, “Yes. I am. And you’re going to do some things while I’m gone. Peel the potatoes. I need half an onion chopped and diced. You’re going to check the bird, and most importantly, you are not going to be a complete shit when it comes to looking over our children. Got it?”



A pause, then Brian said, “Well, you don’t have to get angry about it.”



Marielle hung up on him and gripped the steering wheel, feeling like a complete and total boss for the first time in… weeks. Months. Maybe even years. She giggled to herself and followed her mysterious neighbor.



They drove first to the Interstate and shot downtown, then pulled off on an exit leading towards the innermost suburbs. The city had once taken a great deal of pride in that area, fleshing out the public spaces with statues and fountains and beautiful walking malls. Nowadays most the suburbanites lived further out of the city, leaving the spot hauntingly beautiful and mostly empty of foot traffic. They turned down a series of roads leading to tracts of apartment buildings and mass housing. Past a corner store and a laundromat was a big community center, tagged and scuffed around the edges but pretty enough in its general design. A sandwich board out front read “Free Thnxsgiving Meal – 2 p.m. Til Gone. Donations Wlcme!”



Jory and his driver pulled to a stop in front of the building. Marielle slowed just enough to watch Jory get out, then she sped away, lost in thought and confusion. It was clear as day he was volunteering at shelters all over the city. Why hide it? Community service, maybe? Had he committed a crime and that wasn’t why he wanted to talk about it? That would make sense, but Jory didn’t seem like that kind of guy.



She drove back home more confused than when she started out. On the sidewalk staring up at Jory’s balcony was the blonde woman, the supposed sex cultist. She half turned as Marielle approached, but returned her focus to Jory’s balcony.



“How tall is that, do you suppose?” she asked Marielle.



“Sorry?”



“I don’t think I have a ladder tall enough,” the woman said, frowning. “Might have to get one of those… what do you call them? The buckets on the construction thingies. Lifters? Is that right?”



“Are you really a sex ninja?” Marielle asked.



Finally she had the blonde’s full attention. The woman glanced aside at her, amused. “A sex ninja?”



“Jory said you belong to some sort of cult. A sex cult.”



“A cult?” The woman laughed so hard she had tears slipping out of her eyes by the time she was done. “A… cult. We do love sex, but no, we’re not a c-cult.” Her snickers wore off and she held out her hand. “Heather.”



They shook. “Marielle.”



“I know.”



“You do? I’m not being stalked too, am I?”



Heather grinned. “Not exactly, but you are definitely stalk-worthy, sexy momma.”



Marielle blushed at that. She was wearing jeans and a tee shirt stained with drippings and dusted in flour. She sure didn’t feel sexy.  “Um. Thank you. You’re very beautiful too. But how do you know me?”



“I asked one of your neighbors who you were.” Heather shrugged. “We do our homework. I wasn’t going to go for Jory if I thought you two were an exclusive item. By the way, sorry about the butt shot the other day.”



Marielle cracked a smile. “That was sure an introduction. Nice butt, though.”



“Thank you! Kegels and lunges, that’s the ticket.”



“My questions still stand though. Why Jory, and who are you people?”



Marielle’s balcony door opened, and Hank ran out. “Mom! Are you down there?” He was too short to see over the railing.



“Be up in a minute, honey.”



“Dana spilled soda all over the floor,” he complained.



“Oh Jesus,” Marielle muttered, then louder, “Okay, be right up.”



Heather said, “Tomorrow, what are you doing?”



“Why?”



“I’m going Black Friday shopping. Come with. I’ll explain everything.”



“I’ve got the kids…” Marielle said, but it was so tempting. The need to know what the hell was going on kept growing and growing in her. Plus, she still had to get some gifts for the kids, and maybe something for Jory now too. Not that she had any ideas for him. His place revealed nothing about what he actually liked to do or anything he might enjoy. The supermarket had those lovely cheese and meat sets, though. Maybe she’d even pick one up for herself if they were cheap.



“Do you know the Cubtown Daycare?”



Marielle frowned. “Yeah, of course, but I don’t know if I can afford them, and besides, a day before on a holiday weekend-”



“Hold that thought,” Heather said. She dug her phone out of her purse and browsed her contacts for a minute before dialing someone. A moment later, someone cried out on the other end of the line and Heather grinned. “Glad to hear your voice too. Hey, Cherry, Stuffer business here. I’ve got a friend I want to drag out tomorrow. Think you could work two little ones into your schedule?” She looked at Marielle, watching all this with her mouth slightly open, dazed. “How old?”



“Uh. Uh. Four and six.”



“Any special needs?”



“No, not really.”



Back to the phone, Heather said, “Get that? Oh, you’re amazing. Bill it to me.” Another pause, and Marielle couldn’t take her eyes off Heather’s dazzlingly white teeth when she smiled. “Aw, I insist. Well, you’re the sweetest, Cherry. Coming to the Christmas party? Oh good! Then I’ll make it up to you there. Much love, hon.”



Heather hung up, and Marielle asked, “What the heck was that? How… you…?”



The other woman winked and put her phone away. “You’re going to have your mind blown. Let’s leave early. Say… five-thirty?”



“Yes. Yeah. Sure.”



“Perfect.” Without hesitation, Heather leaned in and kissed Marielle. And it wasn’t exactly a chaste kiss, either. Marielle’s eyes shot wide and her hands rose uncertainly, unsure whether to push the other woman away or drag her back to the SUV. Heather broke the contact first and twirled away. “See you tomorrow, sexy mama.”



“Yeah. See you,” Marielle said faintly.



* * *



“You all right?” Steve asked Jory. He held a drumstick in one hand and a paper plate loaded with stuffing and creamed corn in the other. Bits of the creamed corn kept dripping down along his arm, but he didn’t notice. It was one of the few times a year outside Easter and Christmas the guys ate off plates, drank from plastic cups, and used plastic silverware. It was downright homey.



Jory sat against a wall, his own plate mostly untouched beside him. “Yeah. Good.”



“Winston?”



“Yes. I wish I knew where they buried him.”



Steve nodded and sat down near him. Most of what remained of the corn sloshed onto his lap and he scooped it up to lick it off his fingers. “Don’t stare, kid. No one likes to be broken like this.”



“Sorry.”



Steve shrugged. “S’okay.” He chewed away until the drumstick was gnawed nearly to the bone. The meat was far too dry. Jory cooked it after visiting his father, and he’d been distracted. He brought the whole meal – turkey, corn, stuffing, and pie – down to the guys in a foldable red shopping cart meant for someone much shorter, stooping over as he pushed it along.



A wet splat drew both their attention, and immediately someone shouted, “I told you careful, you fuckin’ asshole.”



“Ah, Jesus, there goes the pie,” Steve muttered.



Jory grunted. They both tensed as a couple guys toppled together into a fistfight. A lot of them carried knives or whatever they could use for a weapon. But the fight was over nearly as fast as it started. One of the guys caught a knee and went down hard, coughing up bile and phlegm. Jory started to rise but the guy gasped out the other man’s name and staggered away, waving off attempts to help him.



“Jory, any more pie?” one of the others asked.



“Not today. It’ll be cheap tomorrow. I’ll bring some out after I’m done with work.”



“No you won’t,” Steve said. “You need to go home, get some rest. You’re looking like one of us.”



“I’m fine, Steve.”



Through a forkful of stuffing, the other man said, “Waddn’t your fault.”



Jory choked back a laugh. Winston was most definitely his fault. Well… his responsibility, anyways. “He died cold and alone. I should have tried harder to convince him to go to a shelter. Or housing or something… I don’t know.”



“Got news for you,” Steve said. He swallowed and pointed the fork at Jory. “We all die cold and alone. Don’t matter if it’s one of us or some rich dude up in a penthouse with a blonde with great tits.”



“You just contradicted yourself.”



“What the fuck does contradick mean?”



Jory didn’t rise to the bait and laughed. He knew Steve was sharper than that. “I get your point.”



“But still.”



“But still,” Jory agreed. He leaned back, head against the wall, and watched the guys tear through what was left of the turkey and the stuffing. Shit, he forgot the potatoes. For some reason that left him nearly as sad as contemplating his old friend, and he closed his eyes, fighting the bile in his throat. No matter how hard he tried, it was never enough.



He stayed like that long into the night. Someone brought over a bottle of whiskey, something cheap and plentiful, and for once, Jory drank with the guys, downing three nearly full cups before staggering out into the late-night air, leaning on his cart for support. Steve walked with him to the bus stop, and surprising Jory into tears, gave him an awkward one-armed hug.



“Don’t know why you blame yourself, but quit that shit, kid.”



* * *



It was amazing how Heather could flit away from talking about Jory or the Stuffers. Every time Marielle managed to wedge in a question about either, the gorgeous woman dodged it like an expert. Not surprising, considering she was going to law school.



Despite the frustrating lack of answers, Marielle did have a load of fun. It was hard not to gravitate to the other woman’s cheerfulness. Heather insisted on buying her new friend a staggering amount of lingerie and slinky nighties, easily the sexiest clothes Marielle had ever owned. When they stopped in the toy department of a big box store, Heather grabbed a hula hoop and started working it like a pro, drawing laughter and more than a few exasperated sighs from people trying to get through the rush. She also had a “try anything” policy on Christmas candy, making Marielle her partner in calories as they downed peppermint bark and cookies at seven in the morning.



“I have to find something to give to the other girls at our Stuffer Christmas party,” Heather said, nibbling on a piece of fudge. “Or that’s the excuse I give myself anyways. This month is the only month I really eat sweets, so…” She shrugged and grinned as she held out the tiny sampler box she just bought.



Marielle took a piece. It was creamy and light all at once, with a touch of rum flavoring. It was better than good. “That’s amazing,” she said.



“Right? I think I found a winner.”



“That’s twice now you’ve mentioned that Christmas party,” Marielle said.



“It is, isn’t it?” Heather said, sealing back up the box. She laughed and poked Marielle in the shoulder. “Oh, all right. I see you squirming. Let’s go get a cup of coffee and sit down for a while. I’ll tell you everything you want to know about Jory and the Stuffers.”



“Is that okay? I don’t mean the Stuffers, but… Jory?”



“You mean, is it my place to tell you who he is? Probably not. But that doesn’t mean you don’t deserve to know. The whole world does, really. Jory’s extraordinary.”



“When he goes to volunteer at the shelters, it’s not because he’s doing community service, is it?”



Heather winked. “Maaaaaybe. I’m going to torture you for a few minutes more until we get that coffee.”



They did, at a quaint small bakery downtown. Already loaded up on sweets, they skipped the donuts, but they did grab a pair of buttery croissants and a heavenly chive spread. They found an unoccupied table and settled in. Heather dug in her purse and brought out a folded sheet of paper. She slid it across to Marielle and said with the first note of seriousness of the day, “That’s Jory’s father.”



Marielle unfolded the paper. It was a photocopy of a news article. The headline drew her eye for a long moment. HEAD OF CHARITY ORG GUILTY ON ALL COUNTS.



She read through the story quickly. Twenty years prior, a man by the name of Ned Quick was discovered by members of his staff to be embezzling huge amounts of money from several major charities they ran. Though his staff wasn’t implicated, investigations were still ongoing, the paper proclaimed, and more charges might be pending.



“Oh no,” Marielle breathed. She folded the paper and handed it back. “I didn’t know. I’ve looked Jory up online but I didn’t see any of that.”



“You wouldn’t,” Heather said. “He was underage, and the newspapers wouldn’t print his name or any of his brothers or sisters. We know his mother sought out a divorce and moved west. Jory came back when he was eighteen and he’s been on our radar ever since. He’s worked in at least two dozen soup kitchens, food banks, and shelters across the city, and that’s only the ones we know about.”



“He’s trying to make up for it, isn’t he?”



Heather nodded. “He is. Not just with money but with everything he can possibly do, day in, day out.”



“He’s never mentioned any of this.”



“That makes sense. A lot of people like him don’t want recognition for their work.”



“So… what does your, um, sex not-cult want with him? What is going on?”



Heather’s smile made an appearance again, and she leaned back like a pleased cat. “The Stuffers have been around as long as that news article. We are a group of women dedicated to finding people like Jory out, those who have done real good for this world, and we reward them.”



“Reward them…” Then it dawned on Marielle and she leaned forward, blushing. “With sex?” she whispered.



“Yes,” Heather said. “We do other charitable works too, volunteer a lot, donations, that sort of thing, but once a year, we each pick out someone we think is worthy of our pleasure for one night. And then a couple weeks before Christmas, we get together and tell each other the stories. It is, no exaggeration, the highlight of my life.” She explained the tenets of the Stuffers and her own history with them over the last few years. Marielle listened. It seemed like lunacy at first but she had to admit the idea really turned her on. A gorgeous group of women dedicating a part of their lives to sexual pleasure, not just for the fun of it, but for someone else’s benefit. Heather also explained some of the behind-the-scenes influence the Stuffers had, including owning the jewelry store where Jory worked, though he definitely didn’t know about that.



“That’s incredible,” Marielle breathed. She reached for her cup and sipped, staring at the other woman, trying to comprehend what she just heard. It came as a surprise that her coffee had gone lukewarm. She hadn’t realized just how long Heather talked.



“Some people find it morally wrong.”



“I’m not a prude,” Marielle said. “Sex is sex. There are good reasons to have it and Lord knows there are bad ones. This sounds like you’re doing something good.”



“Really?” Heather asked, genuinely curious. She leaned forward too. “I wasn’t expecting you to be this… open.”



“Oh, I have a bunch of questions, but I know Jory and if the people you help are like him, you’re definitely doing the right thing. He said other Stuffers have been coming around for a while. He’s never…?”



“No. Jory’s the Stuffer legend. We’ve tried maybe seven or eight times to get him to sleep with one of us, but no dice. But the Stuffers never had me try before, and Marielle, once I have a beneficiary in mind, they’re going to be with me, damn it.”



Marielle laughed. “You certainly have the body for it. You’re one of the sexiest women I’ve ever met.”



Heather reached out and stroked Marielle’s arm. “And I meant it too when I said you really are one sexy mom.”



Where she touched, heat bloomed, and Marielle’s breathing shortened. She stayed still for a moment, sure that if she moved, this would all turn out to be some strange fantasy. “Why are you telling me all this?”



Heather’s fingers traced Marielle’s skin, making her shiver. “Because I think I know how to make Jory finally say yes.”



“H… how?”



Heather curled a finger, and Marielle leaned forward. Despite all the people in the coffee shop, the blonde scooted closer and twisted her head just so to give Marielle a soft brush of her lips.



“Us.”



* * *



After his usual morning run, Jory opened up his mailbox. Nearly a week’s worth of advertisements and junk mail filled it. He flipped through it as he climbed the stairs, vaguely pleased to find the first few Christmas cards among the bunch. When he showered and dressed, he fixed a cup of coffee and started opening them as he leaned against the counter.



Someone knocked on the door and he tossed aside the mail. Thanks to his perception his aim was off and half it fell on the ground, including a letter he missed among the bunch. He called out, “Just a minute.”



“Just Marielle,” his friend called back.



Forgetting the mail for the moment he headed for the door. When he opened it up, Marielle stood there, grinning. And she wasn’t alone.



“They infected you,” he breathed, staring not at Marielle’s face, but the red leather corset she flashed him underneath her robe. It pushed her breasts up high, her dark areolas so big they peeked over the cups. Beside her, his blonde stalker in a matching outfit snickered.



“I know everything, Jory,” Marielle said. “About your dad, about what you do at the shelters and around the city to help make up for it. And they’re right. You deserve this.”



“I don’t deserve anything,” Jory said, his voice faint. But he was so tired of saying no. He needed something good, some pleasure, some release, and they were offering it to him. Maybe he’d regret it. Maybe not. Like someone else was controlling him, he stepped back, and the two women came inside, dropping their robes in puddles before grabbing his arms and dragging him to the bedroom.



* * *



They undressed him, Marielle going for his shirt, the blonde going for his pants. “What’s your name?” he asked after his shirt came up over his head.



The blonde tugged his jeans down. “Heather.”



“You are very persistent.”



She grinned. “I’ve never had a beneficiary say no yet.”



“Is that what I am?”



“What you are…” Heather said, pulling down his briefs too and staring down at his hardening length. “…is extraordinary.” Marielle took a look too and stroked his lean chest. She was stunning that day, her hair cut short in enticing ringlets, her makeup professionally done.



“Stop that,” he said. Marielle pulled her hand back and he shook his head at her. “Not you. Her.”



“You are not your father,” Heather said. “You have looked out for so many and taken no credit for it.”



“None of it matters if you do it looking for attention,” Jory said.



“That’s exactly why you deserve this, Jory,” Marielle murmured. She turned his head and kissed him. Her ruby red lips left their mark on him, but he didn’t care. All he noticed in that moment was how soft they were, the taste of peppermint on her breath, the press of her breasts against his chest. And lower, a hand on his cock. Heather spat on his tip, giving her enough lube to work him slowly, and still he couldn’t break his eyes away from Marielle, even despite the perfection of the curvy blonde kneeling in front of him.



How they got to the bed, he didn’t know, but he was resting on it, a warm, welcoming woman on either side of his knees. Heather’s hand swirled up and down his length. It had been so very long he knew he wouldn’t last, especially with the sight of these two gorgeous women in their corsets. He pulled at the strings to Marielle’s and she helped him, pulling down the cups to free her breasts. She fed him one as her fingers dropped to his thigh and joined Heather’s. They jerked him together and he sucked at one of her big brown nipples.



 Jory couldn’t keep track of whose hand was doing what. One of them stroked the length of his shaft while the other jacked his first couple inches. Heather spat on his tip a few more times, and each time he tensed, the sensations nearly too much. He distracted himself by reaching around Marielle and palming her ass. The hand stroking his length moved faster and she tensed as his fingers slid across her cleft to the red lace stretched across her pussy. Using two fingers he traced Marielle’s lips and she began to rock against him.



Heather obviously didn’t want to be left out and shifted on the bed, circling around counter-clockwise, hand still on his cock as her knee bumped against his other arm. He got the hint and brought his hand to her curvy ass. Jory thought about the lettering she showed off last Saturday morning and shivered at the thought of driving his cock into Heather’s perfect ass. He would, too. If he was going to do this, to let go and allow himself this lone pleasure, he was going to enjoy everything he could.



He tugged down their panties. Need roared up within Jory and he dropped away so he could see what he was doing, and to watch these two gorgeous women take care of him. Marielle moaned and Heather wiggled as he plunged his middle fingers into them. So fucking wet. He had to taste it. He pulled his fingers out almost immediately and sucked them down, watching as Heather brought her lips down to his cockhead, gracing it with her tongue. Marielle shifted too so she could join her apparent newfound friend. Jory sank his fingers into them again as they licked and kissed his tip.



As excited as he was, they were just as ready. Marielle’s hand brushed his as she dropped it down to play with herself. Heather followed suite, and both women played with their clits as they started to suck and lick him deeper and faster. He groaned when Marielle popped up off him, then watched in stunned fascination as she tilted Heather’s chin up.



Then they kissed.



Their tongues played, and Jory wasn’t convinced it was just a show for him. Marielle looked at Heather the same way he was looking at them – wide-eyed, a little dazed, and more than a little lustful. Their lips met again and again, and Heather whispered against the other woman, “Are you on the menu?”



“Yes,” Marielle whispered back. “Are you?”



“Oh yes.”



“Good.” Marielle glanced back at Jory and smiled. “Oh, I think he likes that idea.”



“Should we take care of him first and while he recovers we’ll play?”



“Mm, I love that idea.”



“Good. Let him come all over your tits. I want to lick him off you.”



“Oh Jesus,” Jory moaned.



They continued to kiss and jacked his cock with their fists now, going for broke. Jory reciprocated in kind but the sight of them had him enthralled. When Marielle glanced back and asked, “Want to see her lick my pussy, Jory?” he nodded and tightened up, gritting his teeth to keep from coming. “Close?”



“Yeah,” he grunted. “Right there.”



She pulled away from his hand and positioned his cock between her tits. Heather did the work for her as Marielle opened her mouth in a wide grin. Jory came like a floodgate had been opened, his first shot going so high as to hit Marielle’s chin. He came and came across her tits, fountaining on them before collapsing backwards, unaware of his finger slipping out of Heather as the pleasure overwhelmed him.



Heather moved fast, coming off the bed and guiding Marielle up beside him. He rested an arm underneath her back and she twisted her head so they could kiss as Heather began to lick up the streaks of come. Marielle stared into Jory’s eyes and said, “This doesn’t have to be a one-time thing, but am I wrong in thinking the kids kind of put you off?”



“No, hey, they’re great,” he protested.



“Jory, it’s okay. We can have our fun. I like you a lot but I don’t want you to give up the things you like doing. The volunteer work and… everything. That’s obviously important to you. And my kids are important to me. What I’m saying is…”



“Friends with benefits,” Heather said before dropping her mouth to the same nipple Jory had been sucking. She had her hand between Marielle’s legs and the other woman parted them, squirming as she nodded.



“Maybe this goes somewhere. Maybe it doesn’t. But in the meantime, when I don’t have the kids, maybe I come over some nights, or you come to my place. We give each other what we need and we figure out the rest later. And besides, after talking to Heather, I’m not sure I want to be a one-man woman anymore.”



“Oh no, are you going to be a future sex cult stalker too?” Jory asked.



“Hey!” Heather exclaimed. “You’re the only man we’ve ever had to stalk. You weren’t exactly giving up the dong so easy.”



Marielle giggled and ran her hand through the blonde’s hair. “It sounds like they help a lot of people. And they have fun doing it. I really like that idea. I think they have to recruit me, I don’t just apply, but… if the opportunity came, yes. I’m so intrigued by them. Though I don’t think I’ll ever be able to stand outside a guy’s balcony, drop my pants, and moon him begging me to take my ass.”



“Definitely one of my finer ideas,” Heather said.



“It was certainly, ah, surprising,” Jory said.



Marielle kissed him again and studied him seriously. “So… what do you think? Something a little casual to start?”



“I like that,” he said. “Just… try to convince them not to flash me outside the jewelry store anymore. The owners are really patient but even that might be stretching things.”



“Oh, heh, about that,” Heather said. “We… ah… kinda bought the jewelry store a couple years after you came on. You did amazing work and we wanted to make sure you got paid for it. Plus, jewelry and us go together like caramel and apples.”



Jory groaned. “Of course you did. A filthy rich sex ninja cult. I was doomed from the start.”



“You really were,” Heather said. “Now get undressed and spread ‘em, Missy. I want a taste of you, hot mama.”



Both women stripped out of their corsets, and Jory scooted over and sat up to watch Marielle rest back on a pair of pillows, her hips spread wide. She caught him staring and smiled shyly. He grinned back and took her hand as Heather slid between her knees. She brought them up and bent, tossing back her blonde hair before her lips met Marielle’s pussy lips.



There was little foreplay, little teasing. Heather was well-practiced at this and she slipped her tongue along Marielle’s folds like a pro. Marielle shivered with pleasure as she curled her tongue and dragged it up. She shivered when Heather drove it deep, slicing through her folds. She shivered when Heather zig-zagged across the sensitive flesh just below her base and came back up teasing the sides of her lips and her inner thighs. Heather had yet to touch Marielle’s big, prominent clit and still nearly brought an orgasm out of her new friend just with the slow tease.



Jory twisted, and on his knees, he traced Marielle’s flesh. He had nowhere in mind, just needing to touch her. Her neck, her breasts, back up to her chin, her sides.



“Uh huh,” Marielle moaned as Heather finally reached her clit and pinched her hood gently with two fingers to lick her sensitive button. Jory joined her and she took his hand to guide it to Marielle’s pussy. He got the idea and slid three fingers into his neighbor’s ready sex as Heather sucked and licked her clit. The dual stimulation made Marielle wild and she had a hard time not bouncing down against both of them, gripping the sheets tight.



“Just like that, mm hm…”



Jory loved the sight of Marielle squirming as she neared her orgasm but the look of intense focus on Heather’s was just as wildly attractive. His prick responded admirably, rising already. He knew what he wanted the minute Marielle came. He wanted Heather on her knees just like that as he fucked her from behind. He wanted to see that ass again.



Marielle wasn’t long. Her hands roamed her breasts, squeezing, pinching, and she worked her thighs slowly apart. Her toes curled and she gasped out, “Oh fuck! C-coming!”



She splashed Jory’s fingers with warmth. Heather tugged his hand free and drove her mouth down to Marielle’s cunt, licking and sucking up the liquid as quickly as she could. Jory rolled off the bed and grabbed a fistful of condoms out of his nightstand. He rolled one on as he got back up on the bed. Heather was still so preoccupied with keeping up her tonguing that she didn’t notice him until he pressed his cock insistently at her pussy. Her head tossed back and she gasped, “Do it, fuck me, stud.” He drove into her, hard, harder than he intended, but Heather loved it and cried out, “Yes! Take me!”



There was no holding back after words like that. He grabbed her hands and pinned them behind her back. Gripping her wrists, he pounded in and out of her, her pussy making wet sucking sounds with every thrust.



“Nnngh, take her, Jory, fuck her hard,” Marielle panted, clutching Heather’s face against her slick pussy. She watched him, face sheening with the afterglow of her orgasm, both the one she just had and the one she was already racing towards. He nodded and intensified the pace.



“I want this ass later, Heather,” he told the blonde.



“Yes!” she gasped against Marielle’s pussy. “Take my ass, nnngh, my mouth, whatever you want, mmmm, fuck. It’s all yours today.”



“Roll her over,” Marielle whimpered.



Jory nodded and let go of Heather’s hands. He pulled out of her, and she flopped over onto her back, panting. Marielle got up on her knees and dropped her pussy right back down onto Heather’s mouth. She leaned over and guided Jory’s prick back to Heather’s entrance. When he plunged back into Heather, Marielle began licking her new friend and rubbing her clit with her fingers. Heather’s response was immediate and sharp. One of her legs kicked up and Jory caught it, gripping her ankle and pulling her other leg up and out, leaving Heather spread wide for both their pleasure.



Both women rode the edge. Marielle rocked hard on Heather’s face but Heather was squirming so hard Jory knew she was going to come soon. All he could do was keep up the hard pace. But even with him fucking Heather and Marielle teasing her clit, Marielle still came first, arching up hard. “Oh fuck, Jory, Jory, she’s making me come again…”



“Do it, baby,” he told her, letting go of one of Heather’s ankles to grip Marielle by the back of her head. They stared into each other’s eyes. She parted her lips and gasped out one more time before she came again, her hips shooting up and down before she collapsed sideways, panting for air. Then, like magic, she was scrambling onto her stomach and onto her hands and knees, coming to Jory and really getting down into it, licking and rubbing Heather’s clit as he stroked the back of her head. Heather looked down at both of them, unable to form words, just low moans of pleasure.



“You can fuck me later,” Marielle said desperately. “When she comes, I’m going to run and grab some lube. I want to see you finish in her ass.”



“Fuck,” Jory groaned. “So long as I get you eventually.”



“Oh yes,” Marielle said, watching his long, thick cock flex in and out of Heather’s tight pussy. “We are going to be doing this a lot.”



Heather’s whole body relaxed and tightened up in a slow rhythm. Jory thought she was coming but it wasn’t quite the case. She brought her thumb to her lips, sucking on the tip, and moaned, “Marielle, I want you with us…”



“I want that too,” Marielle breathed. “The idea, it’s so fucking hot.”



“Kiss me.”



Marielle did, driving up the bed to cradle Heather’s gorgeous face in her hands. They kissed and kissed, and now Heather came, her body clenching hard one last time, her pussy quivering around Jory’s cock. Marielle kissed her as she came down, and glanced back at Jory. “Be right back. Don’t come.”



“I’m good.”



She nodded and hurried for the robe near the door. She slammed it on her way out and he heard the thump of her feet as she ran down the hallway to her apartment. It couldn’t have been more than half a minute before the thumping returned in the other direction. She rushed in, lube in hand, and gasped, “I think I just flashed Mr. Mervin.”



“Merry Christmas to him,” Jory said, and Marielle gave a mad fit of giggles. She pulled him away from Heather, stopping to give both of them a good grope. At the blonde’s request, he sat on the edge of the bed. Heather bent over beside him, and Marielle probed her gently with slicked fingers on one hand while she jerked Jory slowly with the other, keeping him hard.



“Strangest Christmas of my life,” she said.



Heather chuckled. “Oh, Marielle. If you’re brought in to the Stuffers, just wait for the yearly stories.”



“Stories?” Jory asked.



“I’ll explain everything later,” Heather said. ‘For now…” She waggled her ass and he forgot all about his question for the moment. Marielle pulled her fingers free and squeezed Heather’s bottom before the blonde pushed herself upright and turned so she was sitting over Jory’s lap, her bottom towards his groin. She gripped his cock and angled him upwards as she sank down. Surprising him and Marielle, she didn’t hesitate to drop slowly onto his cock, taking him with ease.



“Wow,” Marielle breathed. “I’ve never been able to take a guy that deep back there.”



“I’m sure our man Jory will help you practice if you want.”



“Mm, yes please,” Marielle said, nearly making Jory choke.



Instead, he focused on the gorgeous blonde on his cock. She rocked on him at first, several of his considerable inches disappearing into her ass as she drove down further and further. Finally she looked back at him and murmured, “About there, okay?”



“Got it,” he said back, and kissed her shoulder.



Marielle gaped at the connection of their bodies and said, “Is it okay if I just watch for a minute?”



Heather pulled nearly off Jory and murmured, “Mary, honey, you can do whatever you want. Or if there’s something you don’t want to do, don’t. Just because we love…” Jory cupped her tits at that moment and she breathed out with a lustful sigh. “…sex, doesn’t mean you have to do everything. It’s a-ah-about joy. Giving and receiving. If it’s, mm, no good for you… then it defeats the purpose.”



Marielle nodded, her cheeks bright red. She grabbed a pillow and dropped onto it on her knees, watching. Jory focused his attention on Heather. Her full breasts filled his hands and then some, but he wanted her to enjoy this as much as he did. When he dropped a hand to her sex, though, Heather took it and brought it right back to her breast. She looked back at him and smiled. “Enjoy them, Jory. I’ll get mine.”



“You’re pretty incredible, Heather.”



“Oh, I know. Those other sluts are going to have their minds blown I finally hooked you.”



He laughed helplessly and kissed her shoulder again. “With you, I never stood a chance.”



Heather kept control and slid up and down his cock faster and faster. Their smiles disappeared as lust began to take over. Heather’s eyes were closed when Marielle leaned forward and spread her new friend’s pussy wide to begin tentatively licking her again.



“Yesss,” Heather breathed, “just like that, both of you.”



Jory was glad he’d come once already. Heather’s grip on him was divine, and apart from having to stop once or twice to lube back up, they fit together so well. He wondered if he would ever see her again after this day. If Marielle really became involved with them, he hoped he would. Sure, she was very probably insane and had stalked him for over a week and change, but goddamn if he wasn’t having fun, too. Gone were his self-loathing, his doubts. They would come back, of course. He would never be entirely free of them. But now there felt like hope, too, and maybe, he realized, he’d been so focused on other people’s needs he might have neglected his own.



He moved with Heather, grinding up into her ass as she whimpered with the pleasure and couldn’t maintain her easy pace. With him and Marielle sweetly torturing her, Heather didn’t last long at all, and a mellow orgasm slipped through her again as she clawed backwards at Jory’s face, gasping his name.



They changed positions, Jory needing to come now, his balls aching. Heather bent over the bed, one knee up on it, and he fucked into her with hard but short strokes, remembering her words about how deep she could take him. Marielle played with herself at the top of the bed, watching them with dazed, pleased eyes as Jory fixated on Heather’s ass. He warned her a few minutes later he was ready, and she hurried off him to grab Marielle and spin around on the bed, their faces upturned to him as he jacked himself. He came across their chins, their foreheads, their faces, so much despite having just come.



* * *



The good vibes lasted through his quick shower. Heather wanted a minute to recover so Marielle was cleaning her gently with a rag and hot water. When he was done, the pair of women shot to their feet, locked into giggling fits over something that had been said or done while he was in there. He shook his head, grinning, and headed for the kitchen for a glass of water.



The mail. He forgot about the mail. He knelt to scoop up what had fallen and started tossing out the junk before he returned to the Christmas cards. One was from his friend Alex and-



The letter caught his eye. Specifically, the return address, the same low-security prison housing his father. If it had been official business, the envelope would have been one of those ones with the plastic window and the address inside. This one, his name and address were handwritten in his father’s neat handwriting.



Jory set all the other mail on the table and sat to open the letter. He read the words, reread them, read them again. Tears rolled down his face and Marielle asked quietly, “Jory?”



He tried to tell her but he couldn’t make his voice work. Without a word, he handed over the letter.



 



Jory,



 



You asked me to say I’m sorry and I couldn’t. You’re right. I’m not as empathetic as I could be to the people I took advantage of. In my own way, I do mourn Winston, and I regret that I made him an unwitting part of this. I am so very glad you were there for him.



 



I am sorry, Jory. For all of it, but most of all, for hurting you so very badly. I don’t know where your kindness, your generosity and your spirit came from, but I am proud of you for them.



 



And so I have decided to give you a gift. It is a painful one, but it’s time to help you move on, as best as I can. Not from caring from others like Winston, but from me. I’ve decided to revoke your name from my visitors’ list. In a year and a half, I will be up for parole again, and unless I make another stupid mistake in here, I hope to actually see the world again as a free man. When that day comes, I’d like to speak to you. To hug you and tell you it in person. I am so sorry, Jory.



 



Find peace, if you can, and love. You deserve it.



 



-Dad



 



Marielle settled the letter on the table, and without a word herself, she came to him, cradling his head to her breast. He thought he was all out of tears. He was wrong.



* * *



Heather and Marielle dressed in their robes, and Jory sat in a pair of basketball shorts as he explained everything from his perspective to them both. Good as the Stuffers were at their research, they hadn’t known Winston’s story or his relation to Jory.



“It’s been driving me crazy not knowing where he’s buried. I want to say goodbye and make sure he has a headstone or something. I feel like I failed him, not being there at the end. Or getting him better shelter, or… any of it. And don’t tell me not to feel guilty. I want to.”



“It’s that guilt that makes you more human than your dad,” Heather said, squeezing his knee. “It’s natural for you to want to hold onto it because he didn’t.”



He nodded. “I guess. The shelters, your people must have contacts there.”



“We do, yes. Lots of them. Why? What do you need?”



“A counselor, down in the buildings now and again. Just someone else to try to get them what they need. Food, and warmth, and maybe encouragement to get to the shelters. Just… another presence there. I feel like the only one who cares.”



Heather nodded. “We can definitely pull some strings. Your friends and the others might not want to go but we’ll see what they want and what our contacts can do.”



“Thank you,” Jory said, profoundly grateful. “If you’d come to me with that, I’d have slept with you a thousand times over.”



“Oh, sure, get me all hot and bothered,” Heather said, grinning.



“And you,” Marielle said, “I want to help out, when I can. If you need a ride or food or whatever and I’m around, I don’t want you hung up on asking. I want to share this with you, even if we don’t work out.”



“Okay,” Jory murmured. Marielle leaned in and kissed him. He brought his arm around her and the kiss deepened.



“I’ll be right back,” Heather said. “I can get the ball rolling on some of this right now. At the very least we can get them some clean bedding and…”



But the other two weren’t paying any attention. Though they might be proclaiming things would be casual between them, Heather had a good sense when a long, passionate romance was brewing, and these two definitely sparked together. She smiled and slipped away, pulling the robe together and tying it off. She fetched her phone as Jory pushed Marielle onto her back on the couch, his hand sliding between the open part of her robe. Marielle whispered his name as Heather stepped out into the hallway.



The man she called, Perry, was a captain at a precinct downtown, and one of the smartest friends of the Stuffers they had. He was an information bloodhound, and if there was something they needed found out, he was one of their very best. He was also her first beneficiary, and answered with a smile she could envision



“Heather. How are you?”



“Amazing. I’m with a beneficiary right now. Well… not right at the moment, but you know.”



He chuckled. “Lucky man.”



“Mm, don’t think I’ve forgotten about you. I think we should meet up one of these days for dinner.”



“I’d love to. What’s up?” She filled him in quickly on Jory’s friend Winston. He had her repeat some of the details, and said finally, “Let me make some calls and light some fires.”



“You are the absolute best. Perry?”



“Yes?”



“Wear your uniform when you come to dinner. Just… don’t expect much of a meal.”



He let out a long, pleased breath, and said, “Will do. Talk to you soon.”



Heather laughed and hung up. She made a few more calls, more mundane ones, and arranged for someone to drop off some sleeping bags, blankets, food, and clean clothes to Jory’s friends. They would begin some of the more long-term planning on that front soon. It disturbed her she hadn’t known about the building before, but there were so many stories like that. Jory would make for a fine friend of the Stuffers if he kept his ear to the ground like that. They could help so many people with him.



She smiled and headed back into the apartment. Marielle and Jory moved on from the living room back to the bedroom, and when Heather peeked inside, Marielle was riding the lovely man, her hands behind her head, her breasts thrust out. Heather watched for a moment, unseen, and slowly backed away. Let young love lie, she decided, and stole away, grinning to herself.



Jory Quick.



The other Stuffers would never believe it.



* * *



Jory wiped down the front of the jewelry case, smiling to himself. Marielle just came through with lunch, her and the little ones. They pawed at the glass endlessly despite Marielle’s warnings not to. He didn’t mind so much. It was getting easier and easier to be around them and not feel so distant.



The door opened again, and he straightened. “Hello, welcome to-”



Heather. It was the first time he saw her since that crazy day at his apartment. She looked both sexy and professional, dressed in a gorgeous tan overcoat and a big faux fur cap that would have looked ridiculous on anyone else but somehow emphasized her model-like features.



“Hello, Jory,” she said, her voice sing-song.



“Hey yourself!”



He crossed the room and kissed her warmly and openly. Marielle had come up with some basic foundations for their friends with benefits relationship. One of the key tentpoles was that either of them could fool around with a Stuffer, if they ever came around again.



“You should know,” Jory said, taking a half-step back but keeping her close, “Marielle thinks maybe she upset your organization.”



Heather giggled. “No, not a bit. I’ve inducted a couple of our girls and I’m sure she’s a shoe-in. But there are rules we have to follow about new candidates. Trust me, if Marielle is half as kind as she seems, she’ll be fine. And if you’re up for it, I’d like to nominate you as an official friend to the Stuffers. All that means is if we need help with something, we can call on you.”



“Of course! I’d be honored. So is that why you’re here?”



“No,” Heather said.



“What’s up?”



“I’m here to replace you for the afternoon.”



“What?” he asked, chuckling.



Her smile faded away. “Out there is your ride. Jory. Take all the time you need. They’ll wait for you.”



Jory stared at her. “No.”



She nodded, her throat working. “We found him.”



He stared at her long and hard, and rushed forward to hug her. Except it wasn’t much of a hug. He crushed Heather to him, holding her close for a long minute, his breath hard and hot against her neck. She held him until he was ready, and walked with him out into the snowy day.



“Whatever you need, always,” Jory swore to her before he slipped into the passenger’s seat.



“I’ll hold you to that,” Heather said.



“Good. Crazy sex ninja.”









Finale



 



“Jory Quick,” Jennifer breathed. “I can’t believe it. He didn’t even give me a second look.”



“Same here,” Karli admitted. Two other women nodded.



Heather cackled – actually cackled. “I thought you all might doubt me, so when he came back to the jewelry store, I had him record a video for all our viewing pleasure.” She tapped away on her phone and held it up.



On screen, Jory Quick gave them a sheepish wave and said, “Hi, Stuffers. Yes, she actually got me in the sack. Please stop flashing me in random places. Or… wait, no, don’t. In any case… thank you. For all that you do for so many and for never giving up on me. You’re all loony, but you have my support. All right, much love. Heather’s trying to get my belt off.”



Heather ended the video as cheers erupted. Karli clapped along with everyone else, and came forward to clasp one of her very favorite Stuffers tight. She kissed each of Heather’s cheeks. It would come down to Heather or Jennifer in replacing her, she thought, and what a delicious struggle for Hostess that would be.



The cheers and clapping died down and Karli turned, smiling at them all. “With that bombshell, I think we are going to take a well-deserved twenty-minute break. There are so many stories yet to come, this year and in all the years ahead of us. I love you, my sisters in debauchery. I hope we are all having the very merriest of times.”



More cheers. The group broke up into friendly bunches, and Karli slipped away, her heart so warm it could light the firewood beside the hearths. She wandered outside, into the chill wintery day, and decided a walk around the property was just what she needed, as wrapped in memory and love as she was. Karli and Zack kept so many memories of the Stonecrafts, but her very favorite of the bunch was the gazebo, painted just the way it had been when she fell in love with him. The only change to the place were their initials carved into their bench.



A couple walked arm in the distance, nearly at the fence. That was odd. There shouldn’t have been any men on the property for at least another couple days. Even odder, the couple looked like Paul and Miranda. They used to go about the property arm in arm often in the years when they mentored Zack and Karli. The woman who couldn’t possibly be Miranda turned and waved, and Karli realized it was no vision at all, but her friends, her loves.



Soni said right beside her, “Merry Christmas, Hostess.”



Karli turned, already crying. They streamed out, a whole field of women in festive wear. Every Stuffer was there who could be, not just the current members, but all of them. Soni was at the forefront, still so achingly beautiful. Christa cried and clasped her heart, Violet beside her, looking as dazed as Karli to be hand in hand with her old love again. Zack waved from the back, grinning. Men weren’t allowed but this was a year for changing the rules, for allowing them a day of warmth, to help say thank you to the woman at the heart of it all. They came to her, one by one, hugging her, kissing her, and Paul and Miranda were there too, Miranda laughing, crying.



The very best Christmas of all.



 



* * * * *



Thanks for reading! Please consider leaving a review. It’s one of the best ways you can help a writer out. And if you enjoyed these stories, how about checking out some of my other erotic collections? You won’t run into any duplicate stories, though you might find some links between characters in the collections. See if you can spot them all.



 




Delectable Fancies




 




A general collection of erotic short stories and romances, Delectable Fancies includes stories about a wife’s discovery of her cheating husband, consensual mind control, a playful take on the rich billionaire genre, and a road trip ménage novella.




 




Neighbors




 



Featuring two hot and sweet novellas, Neighbors focuses on stories about the women next door. The first novella follows a blossoming romance between a young college student and a slightly older neighbor. The other novel, a personal favorite, follows a failed actor as he returns home and falls in love with the hard-on-her-luck neighbor next door.



 




The Wives




 



These two novellas and a playful short story feature a married couple falling in love with a female houseguest, a wife’s secret desire to have sex on a train, and a sweet romance about a male barista falling for a woman who will only agree to date him for two weeks after a failed marriage has left her bitter and broken.



 




Bites




 



A smaller collection of short stories, Bites features a hot and heavy couple discovering their lust for each other minutes before cops are about to break down their door and arrest them for a robbery. Another story follows a married couple as they fall in lust with their new neighbors, a pair of sexy webcam girls. And a third long and sweet novella follows the proprietor of a new bakery falling for a junior executive, leading to a hot and sticky food play scene.



 




Wisps





Four women are vacationing on Rahu Island for wildly different reasons. Some for love, some to get away from it all, and some to have the wildest time of their lives. Four intertwined stories of love and lust await!



 




Bodies of Knowledge




 



Seven short stories and novellas about hookups between the sexiest teachers and students (all over nineteen!) at Hudwell Academy await readers in this lengthy collection. Featuring super-hot gangbangs, wild orgies, and sweet romantic one-on-one scenarios, this one has a little bit of everything for those who enjoy college or teacher fantasies.



 




Ginger Bred




 



On a quiet Christmas Eve in New Bainbridge, twelve men and women are about to be given gifts of love and lust in this steamy holiday collection. Featuring everything from ultra-sweet one-on-one romances to raw, frenetic orgies, there’s sure to be a present under this particular tree to satisfy your Christmas cravings.



 




Casual Games




 



A crazy hot collection of novellas and short stories focused around games of all kinds – (fictional) video games, pen-and-paper games, massively online games, and even a simple game of basketball with a scorching conclusion that will leave you breathless and ready for more.



 




Strings




 



What worlds would open up to you if you could control someone’s mind? For one man, that means becoming a billionaire playboy with nothing better to do than scores of gorgeous women… right up until the point when he falls in love with an alluring guest at his sex club. Combining a full-length erotic novel about mind control and coming to terms with the costs of the ultimate power with a sweeter short story about opening up to saying yes, Strings commands you to check it out. Yes, I hate myself for that joke.



 




Trio Trysts and Twists




 



When two just isn’t enough! Contains five steamy stories and novellas about threesomes, if that wasn’t readily apparent. Two beautiful women stumble across a cabin in the midst of a snowstorm and find that the stranger inside may be just what they’re looking for. A pop star looks for some after-show entertainment from her two newest bodyguards. Hard on his luck, a man calls upon the one who got away and her lovably silly sapphic partner for a place to stay. At the end of her rope, a woman cheats on her husband to free herself of the loveless marriage. And in the collection’s centerpiece, a beautiful young nanny comes to live with a couple looking for more than just care for their infant.



(Note – no crossing of the swords here or in any of my stories)



 




Trio Tales




 



Because my readers loved Trios Trysts and Twists, Trio Tales brings more of that threesome loving! A model fresh off a hard divorce and a long year of shoots and movie roles decides a vacation is in order, and falls head-over-heels for the friendly couple celebrating a much-belated anniversary. A wildly sexual woman celebrates her new implants by inviting a pair of smoking hot guys to spend an unforgettable night with her. A husband helps his wife fulfill a favorite fantasy by inviting his best friend to join them on her birthday. Two lovers take on a third roommate as they face down eviction. And in a unique take on the mobster story, a former criminal makes a cross-country trip with a woman he just met when the ex-wife of his cellmate asks him to come to his funeral.



 




Power




 



In the titular novel-length story, one man’s rise from rags to riches is detailed in all its debaucherous and sometimes tragic glory. A story about love, money, and regrets, it’s the bittersweet focus to this collection, and is joined by two more playful shorter stories about bosses and their sexy and handsome employees.



 




Summer Swells




 



Summer heat abounds for two best friends in this pair of novellas. Tiffani’s just accepted a new job as a museum curator in an idyllic lakeside town, but that isn’t all that’s about to change. Her new, mysterious neighbor drives her wild with curiosity and his good looks, but a dark secret from his past might keep them apart unless he can find it within himself to tell her the truth. And for Fiona, sweet revenge is at hand when a childhood flame reappears in her life. But he’s got a secret too – he’s already got a girlfriend. Contains a bonus third story, but to keep things spoiler-free, it needs to remain hush-hush. HEAs and heat guaranteed with this one!



 



* * * * *



 



Find me on Facebook!




https://www.facebook.com/writeriansnow/
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