
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Gifted Guardian

        

        
        
          Jesse Jones and Stacy

        

        
          Published by Jesse Jones, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE GIFTED GUARDIAN

    

    
      First edition. March 16, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Jesse Jones and Stacy.

    

    
    
      Written by Jesse Jones and Stacy.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Jesse Jones

	    

      
	    
          
	      1

          
        
          
	          The Advocate Of Shadows

          
        
          
	          Nomadic Eyes: The Mother-Son Detective Agency

          
        
          
	          Nomadic Eyes: Daughter and Father Duo

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold's Ecstasy

          
        
          
	          Crimson Confessions

          
        
          
	          The Suburban Seduction Project

          
        
          
	          The Surrogate Lovers

          
        
          
	          The Gathering Of The Titans

          
        
          
	          The House Of Reawakened Desires

          
        
          
	          Four Shades Of Futa Intimacy

          
        
          
	          The Futaverse: A Gay Man's Paradise

          
        
          
	          The Sisterhood Of Curves

          
        
          
	          The Shared Sanctuary

          
        
          
	          Forty And Fabulous

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold's Delight

          
        
          
	          The Gifted Kin

          
        
          
	          The Craving Within

          
        
          
	          The Dustbin Baby And The Mistress's Pleasure

          
        
          
	          The Bonds That Bind Us

          
        
          
	          The Unspoken Desire

          
        
          
	          The Autumn of Longing

          
        
          
	          The Weight of Desire

          
        
          
	          The Matriarchs' Legacy

          
        
          
	          Portraits of Confidence

          
        
          
	          The Dysfunctional Family

          
        
          
	          The Road to Intimacy

          
        
          
	          Intimate Confessions

          
        
          
	          A Tapestry of Shared Lives

          
        
          
	          The Fortunes of Family

          
        
          
	          The House of Ink and Echoes

          
        
          
	          Veiled Inheritance

          
        
          
	          Echoes in the Valley

          
        
          
	          Masked Desires

          
        
          
	          Homestead Dreams

          
        
          
	          The Forest of Eternal Night

          
        
          
	          Family of Secrets

          
        
          
	          Grease Under One Roof

          
        
          
	          The Gifted Guardian

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
	    
	      Also by Stacy

	    

      
	    
          
	      1

          
        
          
	          A Sharing and Caring Family- Part one

          
        
          
	          A Complicated Family - Part One

          
        
          
	          Nomadic Eyes: The Mother-Son Detective Agency

          
        
          
	          A Caring and Sharing Family - Part two

          
        
          
	          Nomadic Eyes: Daughter and Father Duo

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          A Mother's Taboo Desires Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Desert Nights: A Mother's Seductive Awakening

          
        
          
	          Mom's Temptation Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Tropical Desires Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Sexual Odyssey - My Slutty Wife

          
        
          
	          Gang Banged Fantasies Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Mother's Descent Into Exhibitionism

          
        
          
	          Desert Degradation - A Taboo Encounter

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Sultry Encounters: Unfaithful Desires

          
        
          
	          Public Playground Of Passion

          
        
          
	          Unbridled Desires: A Sinful Vacation

          
        
          
	          Desires Unleashed - Cuckquean Chronicles

          
        
          
	          The Forbidden Affair

          
        
          
	          Unseen Desires Unveiled

          
        
          
	          Seduction Unraveled - Taking Her Son's Best Friend

          
        
          
	          The Scandalous Neighborhood Affair

          
        
          
	          The Seven-Fold Slut

          
        
          
	          Seraphina And Liam

          
        
          
	          Four Shades Of Futa Intimacy

          
        
          
	          The Futaverse: A Gay Man's Paradise

          
        
          
	          The Sisterhood Of Curves

          
        
          
	          The Shared Sanctuary

          
        
          
	          Forty And Fabulous

          
        
          
	          The Cuckold's Delight

          
        
          
	          The Gifted Kin

          
        
          
	          The Craving Within

          
        
          
	          The Dustbin Baby And The Mistress's Pleasure

          
        
          
	          The Professor's Secret Discipline

          
        
          
	          The Bonds That Bind Us

          
        
          
	          The Unspoken Desire

          
        
          
	          The Autumn of Longing

          
        
          
	          The Weight of Desire

          
        
          
	          The Matriarchs' Legacy

          
        
          
	          Portraits of Confidence

          
        
          
	          The Dysfunctional Family

          
        
          
	          The Road to Intimacy

          
        
          
	          Intimate Confessions

          
        
          
	          A Tapestry of Shared Lives

          
        
          
	          The Fortunes of Family

          
        
          
	          The House of Ink and Echoes

          
        
          
	          Veiled Inheritance

          
        
          
	          The Trainer's Secret

          
        
          
	          Echoes in the Valley

          
        
          
	          Masked Desires

          
        
          
	          Homestead Dreams

          
        
          
	          The Forest of Eternal Night

          
        
          
	          Family of Secrets

          
        
          
	          Grease Under One Roof

          
        
          
	          The Gifted Guardian

          
        
      

      
    
    


The Gifted Guardian



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Start of New Life
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The silence in his childhood home had a different quality now. It wasn’t the quiet of everyone being out, or of late-night studying. It was a solid, permanent thing. A void.

John stood in the middle of the living room, a tall, awkward figure amidst the unchanged furniture. He was supposed to be packing a box, but he’d been staring at the same shelf of paperback sci-fi novels for twenty minutes. His dad’s. He was wearing just his boxer briefs, the way he always did at home, the familiar fabric a small comfort against the unfamiliar chill in the air.

A key turned in the front door.

He didn’t move. Only one other person had a key.

Jenny let herself in, closing the door softly behind her. She was in a thin cotton camisole and a pair of his old basketball shorts that she’d claimed years ago, the hem frayed. She carried a paper bag from the bakery and a six-pack of root beer.

“You’re standing in the dark,” she said, her voice cutting through the thick silence. She flipped the light switch. The sudden fluorescence made him blink.

“Yeah,” he said. It was all he could manage.

She put the bag and drinks on the coffee table and came to stand beside him, following his gaze to the books. Her shoulder brushed his arm. She didn’t say anything about his state of undress; she never did. It was just them. It had always been just them.

“I was thinking about distance ed,” John said suddenly, the words tumbling out. “Before. You know? Sit right here, get my degree. Then...”

He trailed off. The ‘then’ had vaporized.

“Then they were gone,” Jenny finished softly, not as a question, but as a simple, horrible fact.

He nodded, a sharp jerk of his chin. “So I’m giving the house to the Millers. They’ll rent it. Their kid goes to the community college. It’s enough to cover the taxes, a little more. I got that job at the warehouse loading trucks. Starts Monday.”

He recited it like a checklist. A plan built on rubble.

Jenny was quiet for a long moment. She was looking at him, but he could feel her gaze was seeing more than just his face. She had that way about her, like she was reading the fine print on his soul.

“Quit the warehouse job,” she said finally.

He finally turned to look at her. “What?”

“You’re not loading trucks. You’re coming to the city with me.”

“Jenny, I can’t just—”

“You can. You rent this house out. That’s income one. You come live with me. Rent’s zero. You work as my assistant at the firm. I’ll teach you the accounting software, the client management. It’s a real skill. That’s income two.” She spoke with a calm, unshakable certainty, as if she were describing the layout of a room only she could see. “You save both incomes. In a year, you enroll in the MBA program downtown. The one we looked at online last summer.”

He stared at her. The plan was so complete, so blindingly obvious, that he couldn’t understand why he hadn’t seen it himself. It was a ladder thrown down into the hole he was in.

“Why would you do that?” he asked, his voice rough.

She reached out and poked him hard in the center of his chest. “Because you’re my best friend, you idiot. And you’re smarter than any of the pretentious jerks at my office. And you’re walking around your own house in your underwear looking at your dad’s books like the world ended.” Her tone softened, just a fraction. “The world didn’t end. It just... changed shape. And you don’t have to reshape it alone.”

Tears, hot and sudden, pricked at the corners of his eyes. He looked away, back at the bookshelves, blinking fast. He hadn’t cried yet. Not really. He’d been too busy trying to be solid, to be the adult in the room when he was the only one left in the room.

“What would I do as your assistant?” he mumbled, swiping at his nose with the back of his hand.

“You’ll learn. I’ll show you everything.” She paused, and a familiar, almost mischievous glint came into her eye.

John let out a wet, choked sound that was almost a laugh. She talked like that sometimes. About ‘nudging’ people. He’d always thought it was just Jenny being Jenny, her unique way of saying she was persuasive.

“So, come on,” she said, steering him by the elbow toward the couch. “We’re not spending tonight being sad. We’re spending tonight with cherry danishes and root beer, and you’re going to tell me every single useless thought you’ve had in the last six hours. No secrets. The dirty, the stupid, all of it. And tomorrow, we start packing.”

He sank onto the couch, the springs creaking under him. Jenny pulled a danish from the bag and handed it to him, then popped the tab on a root beer and passed it over.

He took a bite, the sweetness momentarily shocking his system. Jenny folded herself onto the couch beside him, tucking her feet underneath her. She was five-foot-seven, with a dancer’s lean musculature that spoke of controlled strength rather than gym routines. Her body was, objectively, what magazines called perfect: full 36D breasts, a 26-inch waist that flared to 38-inch hips, all wrapped in smooth, tan skin. To John, it was just Jenny. It was the same form that had climbed trees with him, taught him to swim, and now sat eating a pastry in his silent living room. He’d seen her in less than her current camisole and shorts a thousand times. It was comfort. It was home.

John, at nineteen, was six-foot-two and still getting used to the space his body occupied. Years of adolescent gawkiness had solidified into a surprisingly handsome frame—broad shoulders, a narrow waist, long legs. His face, with its strong jaw and clear blue eyes, often drew second glances he never noticed. In his mind, he was still the scrawny kid with glasses who got picked last for dodgeball.

He was unaware of other things. Of the latent, immense power that slept within him, a deep, still well of potential that made the air around him subtly charged if you knew how to feel for it. Jenny knew. She could feel it humming, a harmonious counterpoint to her own abilities. She could do anything, really. Nudge a traffic light to green, convince a landlord to forget a late fee, heal a papercut with a thought, or rewrite a person’s core desires if she chose to abandon all humility. Her parents had taught her restraint, to use it only for genuine need, to be a quiet balance in a chaotic world. She followed those rules, mostly.

She never used it on John. And she never told him about his own gift. That revelation, she knew, had to come from within. To tell him would be to risk shaping the power with her expectations. It had to wake up on its own.

“So,” Jenny said, licking cherry glaze from her thumb. “Start talking. The six-hour rundown. Go.”

John took a swig of root beer. “The realtor was wearing this purple suit. Like, full-on grape. I kept thinking he looked like a giant piece of wrapped candy.”

“See? That’s the quality content I’m here for.”

“And I tripped over the vacuum cleaner cord this morning. Full sprawl. Hit my knee on the floorboard your dad fixed that one summer.” He paused, his voice dropping. “Then I just laid there for a bit. On the floor. Thinking about how Mom would have yelled at me for leaving the vacuum out.”

Jenny didn’t offer empty sympathy. She just nodded, taking a sip of her drink, creating a space for the memory.

“Then I tried to pack up the kitchen,” he continued. “Got to the good mugs. The ones they got from that road trip. I put them all back in the cupboard. I can’t... the Millers don’t get those.”

“They don’t get the mugs,” Jenny agreed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He looked at her, gratitude a solid lump in his throat. “Is this really going to work? Me, in the city, doing accounting?”

“It’s going to work,” she said, and her words carried the weight of absolute truth. Not a prediction, but a statement of fact. She could, with a fraction of her will, make it work. She could ensure his application was approved, his tutors were brilliant, his path was clear. She wouldn’t. But she could. Her confidence was unshakable because she could see the tapestry of cause and effect, and she was gently, subtly, threading his needle for him.

He believed her. He always did.

“The office is kinda lame,” she said, shifting the mood.

John managed a smile. “Sounds romantic.”

“Oh, it’s a real den of iniquity. I once slipped a very important note to a colleague in there.” Her eyes twinkled.

“A love note?” he asked, playing along.

“Something like that. It had a symbol on it. A circle with a line through it. Told him it meant ‘audit pending.’ He nearly had a heart attack.” She laughed, and the sound finally chased the last of the heavy silence from the room.

They sat in comfortable quiet for a while, finishing the pastries. John felt the paralyzing fog of the day begin to lift, replaced by a fragile but definite sense of forward motion. Jenny was a fixed point, a north star. With her, the reshaping of the world felt possible, not terrifying.

“We should pack the books tomorrow,” he said finally, looking back at the shelf. “You can help me choose which ones go into storage.”

“Deal. But I call dibs on your dad’s copy of Dune.”

“It’s got chip crumbs in it.”

“Even better.”

“I don’t know what I’d have done if you weren’t here,” he said, his voice low.

“You’d have figured it out. You’re smarter than you give yourself credit for.” Jenny stood and stretched, the thin material of her camisole pulling tight for a moment. “But you don’t have to. So stop trying to borrow trouble from tomorrow. Come on. Bed.”

He followed her down the hall to his room. It was unchanged from his teen years—band posters, a cluttered desk, a shelf full of trophies for math and science fairs. The twin bed looked impossibly small for his frame now. Jenny went to his dresser, opened the second drawer as if she owned the place, and pulled out one of his old, soft t-shirts. She tossed it to him.

“Put that on. You’ll get cold.”

He caught it, the familiar cotton soft in his hands. He turned his back to her out of unthinking habit and swapped his boxer briefs for a pair of loose sleep pants, pulling the t-shirt over his head. When he turned back, Jenny had already changed. She stood by the bed in a thin, grey tank top and a simple black thong, her perfect form silhouetted in the light from the hallway. It wasn’t a display. It was just Jenny. As automatic and unremarkable as breathing. She slipped under the covers on the side closest to the wall, the side she’d always claimed during sleepovers when they were kids, when the world was ghosts and scary movies and not this hollow, adult grief.

John clicked off the light and got in beside her. The bed creaked under their combined weight. They lay on their backs in the dark, not touching, staring at the ceiling where glow-in-the-dark stars from a decade ago had mostly faded.

“The funeral director had spinach in his teeth,” John said into the darkness. “The whole time he was talking about ‘eternal rest’ and ‘loving memory,’ all I could think was ‘dude, your incisor.’ Mom would have hated that.”

Jenny let out a soft puff of laughter. “She’d have told him.”

“She would have. Point blank.” John swallowed. “I didn’t tell him.”

The space between them lessened. He felt the warmth of her arm against his. Then her hand found his under the covers, her fingers lacing through his. Her touch was solid, real, an anchor in the formless dark.

“It’s okay that you didn’t,” she whispered.

He rolled onto his side, facing her. In the faint light from the window, he could see the curve of her cheek, the dark fringe of her lashes. She turned her head to look at him. Without a word, she opened her arms. He moved into them, his head finding the space between her chin and her shoulder, his face pressing against the soft cotton over her collarbone. She wrapped herself around him, one arm under his neck, the other across his back, her leg hooking over his. She held him not like he was fragile, but like he was hers. The scent of her skin, clean and faintly sweet like vanilla, filled his senses.
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