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Content Warning



This book contains graphic sexual content, BDSM themes, and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters involved in sexual content are over 18. Safewords are in use at all times during BDSM scenes.


Chapter one
Holiday Magic


I've always been a sucker for the holidays. There's something about the way the air gets crisp, the lights start twinkling, and everything feels just a little more magical. But if I'm being candid, Halloween holds the crown as my absolute favorite.

Growing up in my family meant Halloween wasn't just a holiday—it was a full-scale production. My dad, uncles, and grandfather would spend weeks transforming our garage into what could only be described as a mini-haunted house that rivaled anything you'd find at a professional attraction. They'd hang fake cobwebs from every corner, set up creaky floorboards that groaned under your feet, and install speakers that would emit blood-curdling screams.

But the real star of the show was my grandfather's masterpiece. He was a carpenter by trade, and every year he'd build this elaborate table with a huge bowl sitting in the center. What the trick-or-treaters didn't know was that he'd cut a hole in the bottom of the bowl and covered it with thick rubber that would keep the candy from falling through while allowing him to push his hand up from underneath.

I can still picture it—my friends from the neighborhood approaching that innocent-looking candy bowl, their little hands reaching in eagerly for their treats, only to have my grandfather's weathered hand suddenly lurch out and grab their wrists. The screams that followed were absolutely priceless. They'd go running back to their parents, candy scattered across the driveway, hearts pounding with that mix of terror and delight that only comes from a really good scare.

I probably enjoyed watching their reactions a little too much, standing in the shadows and giggling as each new victim approached the table. But it was all in good fun, and by the end of the night, those same kids would be back with their friends, daring each other to try again. There's something about that rush of adrenaline, that delicious fear that makes your pulse quicken, that I've always found irresistible.

Maybe that's where my love for pushing boundaries comes from—that same thrill I felt watching those kids get the fright of their lives, knowing they were perfectly safe but still getting that incredible rush. It's not so different from the excitement I feel when Chris and I explore new territory in our relationship, that same mix of nervousness and anticipation that makes everything more intense.

Thanksgiving brings a different kind of joy, though. Chris's family is this massive, boisterous group that descends on his aunt's house like a loving hurricane. Kids running everywhere, adults catching up over drinks, and the most incredible fusion of traditional Southern and Cuban cuisine you could imagine.

His grandmother makes this arroz con pollo that could make you weep with happiness, while his aunt prepares a turkey brined for two days that comes out so perfectly juicy it practically melts in your mouth. There's black beans and rice, yuca with garlic sauce, lechón that's been roasting since dawn, and cornbread dressing that his great-aunt guards the recipe for like state secrets.

And then there's my contribution—sweet potato soufflé topped with pecans and marshmallows. Every single year, they tease me mercilessly about it. "That's not a side dish, Skylar, that's dessert!" his cousin Miguel will say, shaking his head in mock disapproval. "You might as well serve us ice cream with dinner!"

But here's the thing—at the end of the meal, when we're all sitting around groaning about how full we are, guess which dish is practically licked clean? That's right. My so-called "dessert" casserole gets scraped clean while there are still leftovers of everything else. I just smile and help clear the table, secretly vindicated.

Chris and I aren't interested in having kids of our own—we've talked about it extensively, and we're both content with our lives as they are. But being around his family's children during the holidays fills a part of my heart I didn't even know was empty. Watching them tear around the house, their faces sticky with pie, arguing over board games and falling asleep in piles on the couch—there's something so pure and joyful about it that makes the whole world feel lighter. And the best part is, we get to go home to our quiet house afterwards.

But Christmas is when everything really comes together. It's like Halloween's magic and Thanksgiving's warmth have a beautiful baby, and suddenly the whole world is sparkling with possibility. The only downside is that without kids of our own, Christmas morning can feel a little... too quiet. We exchange gifts, make coffee, and enjoy the peaceful silence, but there's definitely a part of me that misses the chaos and excitement that children bring to the holiday.

Last year, I was particularly looking forward to our first Christmas as close friends with Michelle and Nathan. I'd been planning all these festive activities we could do together—cookie decorating and maybe even a party. But then Nathan surprised Michelle with a trip to visit his family in Sweden for the holidays.

I was happy for them, of course. Michelle had never been to Europe, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little disappointed. It was going to be just Chris and me with quick visits to our respective families on Christmas Day—nice, but not exactly the festive celebration I'd been envisioning.

That's when Chris, the sweet husband he is, came to the rescue. He knew how much I love throwing parties, how I get this almost manic energy when I'm planning events and coordinating details. "What if we hosted a Christmas party for the restaurant group?" he suggested one evening as we were curled up on the couch. "All the employees and their families. Make it a real celebration."

I practically launched myself off the sofa. "Yes! Absolutely! That's perfect!"

Chris laughed at my enthusiasm, but I could see he was pleased with my reaction. "I thought you might like that idea."

I started planning immediately. This wasn't going to be some half-hearted office party with cheap wine and grocery store cookies. If we were doing this, we were doing it right.

I planned the party for Saturday afternoon, the first week of December. I sent out beautiful invitations with hand-lettered calligraphy, and started planning the day's events. I wanted something that would appeal to everyone—the restaurant staff came from all kinds of backgrounds, and many would be bringing their children. Since it was a restaurant group, I decided to make the food a potluck and let everyone bring their most impressive dishes.

For decorations, I went completely overboard. I'm talking about garlands draped from every possible surface, twinkling lights wound around the stair railings, a Christmas tree so perfectly decorated it could have been featured in Southern Living, and enough poinsettias to stock a small greenhouse. I even hired a quartet to play Christmas carols in the background.

The guest list grew to about forty people, including fifteen children ranging from toddlers to teenagers. I spent hours planning activities to keep everyone engaged—cookie-decorating stations, a hot chocolate bar with every topping imaginable, Christmas movies playing in different rooms, and even a craft corner where kids could make ornaments to take home. And finally, an ugly sweater competition to close out the day.

But the day before Michelle and Nathan left for Sweden, I was having lunch with Michelle at our usual spot when she asked about my party planning. I was rattling off my checklist, feeling pretty proud of myself, when she stopped me mid-sentence.

"Please tell me you booked a Santa to give out gifts to the kids," she said, looking at me like I'd forgotten something incredibly obvious.

I felt my stomach drop. "Fuck!" I said.

"Skylar! You can't have a Christmas party with kids without Santa! That's like... that's like having a birthday party without cake!"

She was absolutely right, and I couldn't believe I'd overlooked something so fundamental. "Oh my God, you're right. But how am I going to find a good Santa on such short notice?"

Michelle got that look in her eyes that I'd learned to recognize. It was the same expression she'd worn when she first suggested we visit Club Paradise. "Actually, I know just the guy. He would be perfect for your party."

"Really? Who?"

"Just trust me on this one. He's amazing with kids, totally professional, and he'll make your party absolutely unforgettable." She pulled out her phone and scrolled through her contacts. "Here, call this number and ask for Big Nick."

I stared at the number she'd written on a napkin. "Big Nick? Michelle, please tell me you're not setting me up for some kind of joke. This is important—there are going to be children there."

Her expression grew serious. "Skylar, I would never, ever mess around when it comes to kids. This guy is the real deal. He's been doing this for years, and he's incredible at it. The children will absolutely love him, and the parents will too."

But then that devious glint returned to her eyes. "There is something... special about him. But I think it's better if it's a surprise."

"What kind of special? Michelle, I need details."

She just smiled and shook her head. "Trust me. You'll see. Just call him."

That evening, I sat in my studio with the napkin in front of me, staring at the phone number. Michelle's cryptic comments had me both curious and nervous. But the party was in a week, and I was running out of options.

I picked up my phone and dialed.

"Hello?" The voice that answered was surprisingly gentle, with just a hint of a gravelly undertone that suggested age and experience.

"Hi, is this Big Nick?"

"It is indeed. What can I do for you, dear?"

There was something immediately warm and reassuring about his voice. It had this grandfatherly quality that made me feel like I was talking to someone who could read me a bedtime story as I drifted off into sleep.

"I got your number from Michelle Larsen. I'm hosting a Christmas party next Saturday and need a Santa for the kids. She said you would be perfect."

"Oh, Michelle! What a sweetheart. Yes, I'm absolutely available. I love working private parties, especially with children. There's nothing quite like seeing their faces light up when Santa listens to them and hands them a gift."

The genuine enthusiasm in his voice melted away any remaining skepticism. "That's wonderful. The party is from two to six on Saturday afternoon. It's at my home in Alpharetta, and we'll have kids ranging from about three to fourteen."

"Perfect. I work best with mixed age groups—the little ones remind the older kids why Christmas is so special."

The more he talked, the more I liked him. There was such genuine care in his voice when he spoke of the children. "What should I provide for you?"

He chuckled, a rich, warm sound. "Just a comfortable chair for Santa to sit in—these old bones aren't what they used to be—and maybe a glass of milk and some cookies if you want to really sell the magic. And, of course, presents to hand out."

"Of course! I can't believe I didn't think of that."

"Don't worry, dear. I can tell you're going to throw a wonderful party. And I'll be there to help."

I hung up the phone feeling at ease. Big Nick's reassuring, jolly voice had washed away all my anxiety. There was something so genuine about him, like he truly understood the magic of Christmas.

Now I just needed to tackle the gift situation. Fifteen kids ranging from toddlers to teenagers meant I had some serious shopping ahead of me. I grabbed my notebook and started making lists organized by age groups.


Chapter two
Big Nick


When the day arrived, everything seemed to magically fall into place. Chris and two helpers had picked up the chairs and tables from their storage facility downtown, which they used for catering jobs. They were now set up in the backyard to handle overflow from inside the house. The December air carried just enough chill to make the outdoor heaters necessary, creating cozy pockets of warmth.

I'd spent the morning arranging the wrapped gifts by age group and setting up hot chocolate and coffee stations. The house smelled like cinnamon and pine, and soft Christmas music drifted through every room. Everything looked perfect.

An hour before guests were set to begin arriving, there was a knock at the door.

I opened it to find a mountain of a man standing on my doorstep. Big Nick lived up to his name—he stood at least six-foot-two with shoulders that seemed to span the entire door frame. His build was imposing, muscular in a way that spoke of years of bodybuilding, yet his face held the gentlest expression I'd ever seen. His thick, salt-and-pepper beard cascaded down to his chest, with distinctive white streaks running down both sides. A perfectly groomed handlebar mustache with upturned ends framed his warm smile.

"You must be Skylar," he said in that same gentle but jolly voice I remembered from our phone call. "I'm Nicholas, but most call me 'Big Nick.'"

Despite his intimidating size, everything about his demeanor radiated warmth and kindness. His eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled, and he carried himself with a grace that immediately put me at ease.

"Please, come in," I said, stepping aside. "Thank you so much for doing this on such short notice."

He carried a large red bag over his shoulder. "My pleasure, dear. I love what I do."

I led him through the foyer toward the kitchen, where Chris was setting up the drinks table. "Chris, I'd like you to meet Nicholas."

Chris turned around, took one look at our guest, and his face went white. His mouth fell open, and he started stammering like a child who'd just seen his hero walk into the room.

"Do you... are you... oh my God, do you know who this is?"

I looked between them, confused. "No. Should I?"

Big Nick just smiled warmly and chuckled. "I recognize a fan when I see one."

Chris's words tumbled out in a rush. "My dad used to take me and my brothers to see him wrestle every time he was in town. This is Big Nick! He's a professional wrestler!" Chris's voice pitched higher with excitement. "I had a poster of you on my wall as a kid!"

Nick's expression softened with genuine fondness. "Those were good days. I'm retired from all that now, though." His voice carried a hint of melancholy. "The injuries piled up over the years—knees, back, neck. My body finally told me it was time to hang up the boots."

Chris looked at me with wonder in his eyes. "He had a wrestling persona," Chris continued, barely able to contain his excitement, "he wore this long white beard and was covered in Christmas tattoos! He promoted goodwill and told all the kids in the audience to be good, or they would get on his naughty list. It was brilliant!"

Nick's laugh was rich and warm. "I used to have to dye my beard white back then. Now these white streaks come naturally." He stroked his beard thoughtfully. "Father Time has a sense of humor, I suppose."

Chris turned to Nick, still buzzing with energy. "You have to show her your tattoos. They're incredible."

Nick glanced at me with those gentle eyes, then nodded. "If the lady doesn't mind."

He began unbuttoning his flannel shirt, and I felt my breath catch in my throat. As the fabric fell away, I found myself staring at the most perfectly sculpted torso I'd ever seen. Even at his age—which I guessed to be mid-fifties—his abs were defined and his chest broad and powerful. But it was the artwork covering his skin that made me gasp.

Elaborate Christmas-themed tattoos covered both of his arms in full sleeves that extended onto his chest and back. Holly leaves with bright red berries wound around his biceps, intertwined with delicate mistletoe branches. Candy canes spiraled down his forearms in red and white stripes so realistic I wanted to reach out and touch them. A magnificent winter scene spread across his back—snow-covered pine trees, a quaint village with glowing windows, and children building snowmen under a starlit sky.

I felt heat pooling between my legs as I stared at this incredible display of artistry on a living canvas. The tattoos were beautiful, but it was the way they complemented his powerful physique that made my pulse quicken.

"Guests will be arriving soon," Nick said, rebuttoning his shirt. "I need some time to get changed and prepare myself."

I cleared my throat, trying to regain my composure. "Of course. Let me show you to our bedroom—it has its own bathroom where you can change."

I led him upstairs, acutely aware of his presence behind me. "Is there anything you need to get ready?"

"I could use a coffee before we get started, if it's not too much trouble."

"Not at all. I'll bring it right up."

I rushed downstairs, my heart still racing from seeing those tattoos. In the kitchen, Chris was on his phone, practically vibrating with excitement.

"You guys won't believe who's at my house right now," he was saying to what I assumed was one of his brothers. "Big Nick! The wrestler! He's our Santa! You have to come over—no one's going to believe this."

I prepared a cup of coffee, trying to steady my hands. Something about this man had rattled me, and I couldn't quite put my finger on why. There was something magnetic about him that went beyond his impressive physique.

When I returned upstairs with his coffee, I knocked gently on the bedroom door. "I have your coffee," I called out.

"Come in," came his voice from inside.

I pushed the door open, coffee in hand, and started saying, "I think my husband has a crush on you—" but the words died in my throat.

Big Nick stepped out of the bathroom completely naked except for a small red banana hammock that barely contained what had to be one of the most impressive members I'd seen. The fabric strained against his size, and I could swear if it were released, his cock might fall to his knees.

My mouth went dry, and I nearly dropped the coffee mug.

He noticed my stare and smiled knowingly. "I saw the way you were looking at my tattoos downstairs, and I don't think your husband is the only one with a crush."

Heat flooded my cheeks, and I felt my face turn crimson. This had to be Michelle's secret—the thing she hadn't wanted to tell me. He was one of us. Part of the lifestyle. A swinger.

Nick's voice dropped to a low, intimate rumble. "Michelle told me how naughty you can be. Want to know a little secret?" He stepped closer, and I caught the scent of his musky cologne. "Santa has something special for naughty girls."

Guests would start arriving in thirty minutes. I should have excused myself, should have left him to get ready. But I couldn't move. I stood frozen, mesmerized by his powerful body, those incredible tattoos, and that massive cock threatening to escape its confines.

He approached me slowly, like he was approaching a skittish animal. His large hand reached out and gently touched my chin, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. I felt myself melting under his intense stare as every fantasy I'd ever had about older men came rushing to the surface.

"My instincts are usually pretty good," he said softly, his thumb tracing along my jawline. "Are you a naughty girl, Skylar?"

I couldn't find my voice. I just nodded, looking down sheepishly as heat spread through my entire body.

"Don't be shy," he murmured, his voice like velvet. "It's okay." His thumb moved to my bottom lip, pressing gently. "Would you like to help Santa relax before the festivities begin?"

I looked up at him through my lashes and whispered, "Yes."

His thumb slipped past my lips, and I instinctively began sucking on his finger, my tongue swirling around the digit.

"Good girl," he groaned softly. "I know we don't have much time, but I don't think it will take long with that sweet mouth of yours."

A shiver ran down my spine. Part of me wondered if I really had time for this. But a larger part of me was already lost, already surrendering to whatever this man wanted from me.

My hands seemed to move of their own accord, reaching out to touch the bulge straining against the red fabric. I pulled the elastic down, and his cock sprang free—thick, long, and growing stiffer by the second. He had to be ten inches long and impressively wide.

Suddenly, his entire demeanor shifted. The gentle grandfather disappeared, replaced by something commanding and powerful.

"Get on your knees," he ordered, his voice firm and authoritative.

I obeyed without question, sinking onto the carpet and looking up at him.

"Open wide."

I parted my lips, and he pressed the head of his cock into my mouth. I had to relax my jaw to accommodate his size. There was no way he could go down my throat, but I took as much of him as I could, my lips stretching around his girth.

He groaned deep in his chest. "That's my good girl. Santa has something sweet and tasty for you."

It should have sounded ridiculous. I should have laughed. But something about the way he said it, the commanding tone mixed with that gravelly voice, filled me with desperate anticipation. All I wanted was to please this man I'd met mere minutes ago. I wanted to make him lose control.

"Play with my balls," he instructed, placing his hands on the back of my head.

I reached up and cupped them in my palm—they were as impressively large as his cock. I massaged and pulled on them while he began moving his hips, fucking my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes.

Saliva pooled in my mouth and began dripping down my chin as he picked up his pace. I felt completely used, completely owned, and loved every second of it. His breathing grew heavier, and I could tell by the way his body tensed that he was close.

Without warning, his cum shot into my mouth in thick, hot spurts. I swallowed quickly, trying not to gag as he continued pulsing against my tongue. When he finally pulled out, I continued kissing up and down his shaft, cleaning him thoroughly.

"Look up at me," he commanded softly.

I tilted my face toward his, my lips swollen and my eyes probably glazed with lust.

"Open your mouth. Show me you swallowed every drop like a good slut."

I parted my lips, showing him my empty mouth.

"Perfect," he said, stroking my hair. "You can go greet your guests now. I'll be down soon."

I stood on shaky legs, trying to collect myself. I smoothed my hair and checked my reflection in the dresser mirror, hoping I didn't look as thoroughly debauched as I felt. When I turned to leave, his hand connected sharply with my ass in a firm slap that made me gasp.

"This isn't over," he said. "You've been a good girl, but I have more lessons to teach you."

I gave him an innocent smile and headed for the door, my heart pounding and my body humming with arousal.


Chapter three
Star Attraction


The doorbell chimed just as I reached the bottom of the stairs, and I smoothed my hair one final time before opening the door to our first guests. Within an hour, our house buzzed with laughter and conversation as Chris's restaurant family filled every corner.

The food was spectacular. Mario, our head chef at the flagship location, had prepared a bourbon-glazed ham with a peach chutney that practically melted in your mouth. Sofia, one of our sous chefs, brought her abuela's tamales—perfectly steamed corn masa wrapped around tender pork shoulder, slow-cooked with chilies and spices. The aroma alone made my mouth water.

James, our pastry chef, had outdone himself with a dessert spread that looked like something from a magazine. Miniature pecan tarts sat alongside chocolate-dipped strawberries and his signature bread pudding with whiskey sauce. The kids gravitated toward his sugar cookies decorated like Christmas trees and snowmen, their faces lighting up with pure joy.

Chris moved through the crowd like the natural host he was, making sure everyone had drinks and introducing spouses who hadn't met before. I watched him laugh with the line cooks' kids, genuinely interested in their stories about school and sports. This was why I loved him—his ability to make everyone feel valued and important.

Then Big Nick made his entrance.

The transformation was remarkable. Gone was the commanding presence who had dominated me upstairs. In his place stood the most authentic Santa Claus I'd ever seen, his voice gentle and warm as he greeted each child, asking their name—somehow through the afternoon, he remembered every single one.

His nickname now had an entirely different meaning. Big Nick wasn't just about his imposing physical presence; it was about the enormous heart he showed to everyone around him. Yet I couldn't stop thinking about what that name meant to me personally after our encounter upstairs. I knew what he was packing under those fluffy red pants.

The children flocked to him immediately, their eyes wide with wonder as they whispered their Christmas wishes. Watching him with the kids, I couldn't reconcile this gentle giant with the man who had just commanded me to my knees.

It was like witnessing Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in reverse—the monster had been upstairs, and down here was the saint.

But the children weren't the only ones captivated by him. I noticed how the men's faces lit up when they recognized him.

"Oh my god, that's Big Nick Santori!" exclaimed Tony, one of Chris's business partners, loud enough that several people turned to look. "Dude, I used to watch you wrestle at the Omni when I was like twelve!"

More men gathered around, sharing memories of matches they'd attended, moves they'd tried to recreate in their backyards. They peppered him with questions about his wrestling days, and several even asked for autographs. Nick graciously obliged, signing napkins and taking photos, but kept deflecting attention back to the children present.

"Come on, man, show them the tats!" Tony insisted, gesturing toward Nick's arms. "You gotta see this guy's tattoos—they're incredible!"

The kids had overheard and were now chanting for him to show his tattoos, so he relented with a theatrical sigh.

"Well, if Santa's helpers insist..."

He shrugged off the red velvet jacket, revealing a form-fitting white undershirt. His chest and shoulders stretched the fabric taut, and when he flexed his arms, the intricate Christmas-themed sleeve tattoos came to life.

"Grab onto my arms," he told the kids, dropping to one knee so they could reach him better.

Three children latched onto each arm, giggling and squealing as he slowly stood, lifting all six off the ground effortlessly. Their delighted screams filled the room as he spun in a slow circle, his muscles bulging under their combined weight.

"More! More!" they chanted when he finally set them down.

I found myself watching the women's reactions more than the spectacle itself. Every single one of them was staring at Nick with flushed cheeks and slightly parted lips. Susan, one of the server's wives, was practically fanning herself with a napkin. Even elderly Mrs. Rodriguez, Mario's grandmother, was eyeing Nick with appreciation that had nothing to do with his Christmas spirit.

The masculine energy radiating from him was indeed like catnip. There was something primal about the way he commanded attention without trying.

I tried not to think about our time together before the party, but those memories kept crashing into my mind.

Nick caught my eye across the room and gave an almost imperceptible nod toward the stairs. My pulse quickened. I waited a few minutes, then excused myself to check on something upstairs.

I'd barely made it to the top landing when I heard his heavy footsteps behind me. Before I could turn around, his arms lifted me up and whisked me into the bedroom, closing the door behind us.

His mouth moved toward mine, but I placed my palm against his chest.

"I can't," I whispered. "I can't kiss you on the lips."

He paused, studying my face. I expected him to argue or push the boundary, but he simply nodded once.

"I'm used to being a bull."

A bull, in swinger terms, meant a single man who played with married couples, usually focusing on the wife while the husband watched. Bulls were expected to be dominant, well-endowed, and skilled at giving pleasure without emotional attachment. They respected boundaries because their role was purely physical.

"Many couples have that rule," he continued, his voice low and understanding.

His acceptance surprised me. Here was a man who clearly commanded respect and submission, yet respected the rules of our lifestyle.

He spun me around, my chest now pressed against the wall.

His large hands slid down my back and around to my front, one sliding inside the waistband of my pants while the other found my breast under my sweater. The hand in my pants slid deep, his thick fingers stopping between my legs.

He found my clit, already swollen and sensitive. One finger circled my sensitive bud while another pressed inside me. I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning loud enough for the party guests to hear.

His mouth found the back of my neck, placing soft kisses along my hairline while his fingers worked their magic. The hand on my breast squeezed and kneaded my nipple, rolling it between his fingers.

The sensations were overwhelming. My breathing became ragged as I felt my orgasm building, that familiar tightening low in my belly spreading outward like warm honey. My legs began to tremble, and I pressed my forehead against the wall.

He apparently sensed the change in my breathing and in my body's response to his touch. Just as I reached the edge, just as that first wave was about to crash over me...

He pulled his hand away.

I spun around, my eyes wide with shock and desperate need, but he was already walking back toward the stairs, bringing his fingers to his mouth and licking them clean.

"Fuck," I whispered to the empty hallway.

Now he was all I could think about. The party, Chris, our guests—everything faded into background noise as my body thrummed with unfulfilled desire. I considered ducking into the bathroom to finish what he'd started, but the sounds of laughter and Christmas music drifting up from below reminded me of my responsibilities as hostess.

I took several deep breaths, smoothing my hair and adjusting my clothes before returning to the party. But for the rest of the evening, every time I caught sight of Big Nick's gentle smile or heard his warm laughter, I thought about his fingers inside me and wondered if he would finish what he'd started.

[image: ]

I waited a minute before following Nick down the stairs, trying to compose myself and shake off the lingering effects of his touch. When I reached the main floor, he was already surrounded again by children and grown men acting like kids, holding court near the Christmas tree. The bastard looked completely satisfied with himself after leaving me in a state of limbo.

Our eyes met across the room, and he had the audacity to wink at me. Heat flooded my cheeks as I remembered his fingers inside me just moments ago, the way he'd brought me right to the edge only to walk away. The man was diabolical. Unfulfilled need ached inside me.

"Skylar?"

I turned to find Karen, one of the sous chefs' wives, approaching with a smile. She was a petite blonde with sharp green eyes and a reputation for speaking her mind.

"He seems taken with you," she said, nodding toward Nick.

I felt my face burn hotter. "I have no idea what you're talking about."

Karen laughed, a light, tinkling sound. "It's okay, honey. I'm not going to say anything, but I saw how you two keep looking at each other. The sexual tension's thick enough to cut with a knife."

I opened my mouth to protest, but she held up a manicured hand.

She lowered her voice conspiratorially. "I would love to play with that candy cane, too, if I had the chance. Jesus, look at the size of him."

Despite my embarrassment, I couldn't help but smile. "You should give it a shot."

Karen's expression fell slightly. "My husband's far too jealous. And he wouldn't last two seconds against a guy like Big Nick." She glanced over at her husband, Tony, who was barely five-foot-six and maybe a hundred and forty pounds soaking wet. "Tony would get crushed."

She was right. Tony was sweet but incredibly insecure, and Nick could probably bench press him without breaking a sweat. The thought made me appreciate Chris even more—his confidence in our relationship, his willingness to let me indulge my ravenous sexual nature.

"Excuse me," I said, needing to escape before Karen asked any more pointed questions. "I should check on the rest of the guests."

I made my rounds through the house, refilling drinks and making everyone feel at home.

As the evening wound down, Chris announced the finale: the ugly sweater competition. The living room transformed into a quasi fashion show as everyone lined up to display their worst holiday attire.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Chris called out, playing master of ceremonies. "Welcome to the first annual ugly sweater extravaganza!"

The parade began with store-bought options. Linda from accounting wore a bright red sweater with a massive reindeer head that lit up and played "Jingle Bells" when you pressed its nose. One of the line cooks sported a green monstrosity covered in sequined snowflakes that caught the light like a disco ball.

But the real gems were homemade. Maria, one of the servers, had clearly spent hours creating a masterpiece featuring felt Christmas trees with actual ornaments dangling from the branches. Every time she moved, she jingled like Santa's sleigh.

Tony emerged wearing what could only be described as a textile nightmare—a brown sweater featuring a three-dimensional gingerbread house, complete with candy-cane columns and gumdrops hot-glued to the front.

Even Big Nick had come prepared. He disappeared briefly and returned wearing a red sweater that made everyone burst into laughter. Across the chest, in bold white letters, it read "HO HO HO."

When Chris announced Maria as the winner for her jingly tree creation, Nick made a show of being outraged. He threw his hands up in mock anger, grabbed the bottom of his sweater, and dramatically ripped it apart, tossing the destroyed garment onto the floor and stomping on it.

"This competition is rigged!" he bellowed in his best wrestler act, but his eyes were twinkling with mischief.

The room erupted in laughter and applause. It was the perfect way to end the evening—everyone thoroughly entertained and in high spirits.

As guests began filtering out, collecting coats and saying their goodbyes, I noticed Karen slip something into Nick's hand. From where I stood, it looked suspiciously like a folded piece of paper. Something told me that was probably her phone number, despite what she'd said about her husband's jealousy.

Nick glanced at whatever she'd given him and tucked it into his pocket with a polite nod. Professional courtesy, probably—he likely got propositions at every gig.

Once everyone had left, Chris surveyed the aftermath of tables, chairs, and general party debris scattered throughout our usually pristine home.

"I need to return the tables and chairs to the storage facility," he announced, already reaching for his keys. "We need them for a catering event tomorrow."

Nick stepped forward without being asked. "I can help with the heavy lifting."

Together, they recruited a couple of the restaurant guys who'd lingered to help load everything into their trucks and Chris's SUV. Watching Nick effortlessly hoist a six-foot table over his head and slide it into the truck bed made my stomach flutter with renewed desire.

"I'll be back in an hour or so," Chris called out, climbing into the driver's seat. "Thanks for the help, Nick."

"My pleasure," Nick replied, but his eyes were on me.

As the trucks pulled away, I found myself alone with Big Nick. The house felt enormous and intimate all at once.

"I can help clean up," he offered, his voice returning to that gentle tone he'd used with the children earlier. "Least I can do after such amazing hospitality."

I surveyed the remnants of our party—empty glasses scattered everywhere, crumpled napkins, a few stray ornaments that had fallen from Maria's sweater during her victory dance.

"I just have a few things to put away," I said, trying to sound casual despite the way my pulse quickened in his presence. "Food and drinks need to go into the fridge. A cleaning service is coming tomorrow to handle the main mess."


Chapter four
Property of Big Nick


Nick helped me pack away the leftover food. We worked in comfortable silence, stacking containers of ham, wrapping up the remaining tamales, and finding space in the refrigerator for the handful of leftover desserts.

When we finished, his demeanor shifted almost immediately. The gentle Santa who'd charmed children and guests vanished, replaced by something darker, more commanding.

"Go upstairs and run me a bath," he said, his voice dropping to that low, authoritative tone I'd heard earlier. "That Santa suit was hot, and I've been sweating all day."

I blinked, caught off guard by the sudden shift. "You're welcome to use the guest bathroom to shower if—"

His hand shot out, fingers wrapping around my throat—not squeezing, but firm enough to make his point crystal clear. His transformation was absolute.

"Bitch, that wasn't a request." His voice carried the weight of absolute authority. "Get your ass upstairs and run me a bath. Now. Or I can go. It's your choice."

Anger flared hot in my chest. Who the hell did he think he was? This was my house, my territory. I'd been riding high on months of dominating Chris, of being in control, of calling the shots. Fury bubbled up, ready to explode.

"You can get the fuck out of my house," I started to say, the words forming on my tongue like weapons.

But then I stopped.

Was this his game? Edge me in the hallway and leave me unsatisfied, only to do it again? Push and pull until I was so frustrated I'd snap? The memory of his fingers bringing me to the brink before walking away burned through my anger.

He seemed to sense my hesitation because his grip relaxed.

"What's your decision?" His tone was unchanged.

I looked down, feeling something inside me crumble. Defeat. Submission. Call it what you want, but I knew I couldn't tell him to leave. I was so fucking horny it was making me lightheaded, and every rational thought was being drowned out by pure need.

I felt something like hate for him. And I wanted him with every ounce of my being. The two feelings existed simultaneously, feeding off each other in a way that made my skin burn.

"I'll prepare the bath," I whispered.

"Sir."

I looked up at him, confusion clouding my features.

"I'll prepare your bath, Sir," he corrected, his eyes never leaving mine.

The word stuck in my throat like a foreign object. This was completely uncharted territory. I almost choked out the word. "I'll prepare your bath, Sir."

Something about saying it aloud made my knees weak. Chris had dominated me once—that night when he'd tied me to that St. Andrews cross and used paddles and floggers to punish my rule-breaking. I'd enjoyed it, the surrender, the freedom that came with giving up control. But since then, I'd been the dominant force in our relationship. I spanked Chris when he misbehaved. I gave the orders. I decided when and how we played.

I was out of practice at being submissive, but something told me Big Nick was about to remedy that. I was going to have to do exactly what he wanted—or maybe I wouldn't, and then he would punish me in ways I wouldn't forget.

The thought sent a shiver down my spine—equal parts fear and anticipation.

As I turned to head upstairs, his hand connected with my ass in a sharp, resounding smack that was much harder than the playful swat he'd given me earlier. The sound echoed through the house like a gunshot.

"Fuck!" The word exploded out of me before I could stop it.

"Do you want another?" His voice was calm, almost amused.

"No," I said quickly, practically running toward the stairs.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I climbed to the second floor, each step taking me further from him. I knew in my heart this was still a game—when I'd told him in the hallway that I couldn't kiss him, he'd respected that boundary immediately. That told me he understood the rules, understood the color-coded safewords that governed our lifestyle.

I could always say 'red,' and he would stop.

But something in his demeanor, in the casual way he'd grabbed my throat, in the absolute certainty in his voice when he gave commands, told me he was going to push me to my limits.

A jolt of fear shot through me as I reached the top of the stairs, but it was accompanied by something else—a dark thrill I hadn't felt in months. The excitement of not knowing what came next, of having someone else in control, and knowing my pain thresholds might be tested.

Our master bathroom was spacious, with a large soaking tub that Chris and I rarely used. I turned the taps, adjusting the temperature until the water ran hot but not scalding. Steam began to rise, fogging the mirror above the sink.

I found bath salts in the cabinet—lavender, which seemed almost comically inappropriate given the circumstances—and poured them under the rushing water. The scent filled the room, creating an oddly peaceful atmosphere that contrasted sharply with the tension coursing through my body.

As the tub filled, I caught my reflection in the steamed mirror. My cheeks were flushed, my eyes bright, full of arousal and apprehension. My hand drifted unconsciously to my throat where his fingers had been, the skin still tingling from his touch.

What was I doing? An hour ago, I'd been the hostess of a perfectly respectable Christmas party. Now I was running a bath for a man who'd just called me a bitch in my own kitchen.

The rational part of my mind screamed that this was insane. But that voice was being systematically drowned out by the hunger that had been awakened the moment he'd commanded me upstairs.

I heard heavy footsteps and felt my pulse quicken. He was coming.
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The steam swirled around us as Nick stepped into the bathroom, his massive frame filling the doorway. Water droplets clung to the mirror behind me, and the scent of lavender filled the air. He stood there for a moment, studying me with those penetrating eyes, before speaking in his calm, commanding voice.

"Undress me."

My hands trembled as I reached for his shirt. His chest rose and fell beneath my fingers. The red fabric slipped over his torso to reveal the intricate tattoos I'd admired earlier—holly, mistletoe, and candy canes.

His belt buckle proved challenging with my shaking hands, but eventually it gave way. I pulled his pants down slowly, then his boxers, until he stood completely naked before me. Towering over me. He was massive—probably more than twice my size, all muscle and commanding presence. His cock hung heavy between his legs, thick and intimidating even in its current state.

Without ceremony, he stepped into the tub. The displaced water surged toward the edges, nearly spilling over onto the tile floor. He settled back with a satisfied grunt, his broad shoulders barely fitting in the space meant for two normal-sized people.

His eyes never left me as he made himself comfortable, and when he spoke, his voice carried that same quiet authority that made my stomach clench.

"Now undress for me."

I started to tear at my clothes, desperate to get them off, but his sharp command stopped me cold.

"Slower." His tone brooked no argument. "This is for my pleasure, and I want to be entertained. Dance for me."

"Can I go get some music?"

"No."

The single word hit me like a slap. I felt my cheeks burn with humiliation as I began to move to an imaginary song, some made-up rhythm that would help me get through this degrading performance. My movements were awkward at first, self-conscious under his unwavering stare.

But he watched with genuine interest as I slowly stripped away each piece of clothing. My sweater came off first, revealing the red lace bra underneath. Then my slacks, sliding them down my legs with exaggerated slowness. His eyes tracked every movement, every reveal of skin, and despite my embarrassment, I found myself responding to his evident hunger.

"Come closer," he commanded, as I stood naked before him.

I stepped within arm's reach, and his hands immediately found my body. His touch was rough, possessive, as he mapped my curves with calloused fingers.

"You have an attractive figure," he said matter-of-factly, as if commenting on the weather. His hands squeezed my breasts, testing their weight, before trailing down to my hips. "Now bathe me."

I knelt beside the tub and reached for the washcloth, my movements still shaky from his examination. I started with his shoulders, working soap into his skin, marveling at the solid muscle beneath my hands. I moved down his arms, then across his chest.

As I worked, his voice cut through the steam.

"Do you want me to fuck you and leave before your husband gets back? Or wait for him so I can use you like the slut you are in front of him while he watches?"

My breath caught in my throat. Before I could formulate an answer, he continued.

"Never mind." A slow smile spread across his face. "I could see your nipples hardening just thinking about being used in front of him. Besides, I wouldn't want to deprive a fan of mine the opportunity to watch his wife get fucked by his idol. I'll show him how a real man fucks a woman."

Heat coursed through me—not the pleasant warmth of arousal, but the burning fury of pure rage. I don't think I'd ever been as angry with anyone as I was in that moment. The casual cruelty of his words, the way he dismissed Chris so completely, made me want to claw his eyes out.

But even as anger flooded my system, I felt my pussy clench involuntarily. My body betrayed me, responding to his dominance even as my mind recoiled. I could picture it—being used while Chris watched, being claimed so thoroughly in front of my husband. The image sent a pulse of unwanted arousal straight to my core.

"I want to taste you," he said, as if my internal struggle was written across my face.

I climbed into the tub, the hot water soothing against my skin. I turned my back to him and lowered myself onto his mouth. His tongue found my clit immediately, sending a shock of arousal through me. Despite everything he'd said, despite my anger, his tongue felt impossibly soft against my sensitive flesh. It was hard to reconcile this gentle, skilled touch with the man who'd just insulted me and my husband so cruelly.

A pulse built deep inside me, and I let out a loud moan, pressing hard against his mouth. This time, I was going to finish whether he liked it or not. I was owed that much.

But just as I felt myself approaching the edge, he pushed me away. I tumbled out of the tub, landing hard on the wet tile, water streaming from my body.

"You motherfucker!" I cursed him, my voice echoing off the bathroom walls. "I got you off earlier and even swallowed your nasty cum. The least you could do is let me finish just once!"

Without warning, he stood and stepped out of the tub. Water cascaded from his massive frame as he reached down and scooped me up effortlessly. He carried my struggling form to the bedroom, where he threw me onto the bed with casual strength.

He sat on the corner of the mattress and grabbed me, positioning me ass-up over his knee like a misbehaving child. The first swat of his hand against my bare skin sent shockwaves of pain through my entire body.

"I know about safe words," he said conversationally as he continued the relentless spanking. "You can stop this anytime. But I won't suffer brats. You submit to me completely and totally, or you get punished."

He was so strong that every swat sent pain rushing through my body like lightning. I kept cursing him, calling him every name I could think of, but I refused to say the word that would stop it all. I would not give him that satisfaction.

The spanking seemed to go on forever. My ass felt like it was on fire, each new strike building on the last until the pain became a constant, throbbing presence. But I kept fighting, kept cursing, kept struggling against his iron grip.

Only when I finally stopped fighting, when my body went limp over his knee in true submission, did he relent.

He picked me up and carried me back to the bathroom, standing me in front of the mirror. My reflection shocked me—hair wild, eyes defeated, with mascara running down my cheeks from tears shed, skin flushed from exertion.

"Look at your ass," he commanded.

I twisted to see. My skin was as red as it had ever been, angry welts marking where his hand had landed. The sight should have horrified me.

"I like you and Chris," he said matter-of-factly, his eyes meeting mine in the mirror. "But if you insist on continuing to challenge me, I WILL make you suffer."

A normal person would have been done with this, would have told him to leave. But I wasn't normal. Something dark had been awakened in me tonight, something that responded to his dominance even as it rebelled against it. I knew this wouldn't be the last punishment I experienced tonight, and part of me—the part that terrified me most—was looking forward to finding out what came next.

This man could push me to limits I'd never explored, test boundaries I'd never even known existed. I might never find another man like him.

The thought both thrilled and terrified me.


Chapter five
Total Submission


I retrieved a towel from the linen closet, my hands still trembling from the spanking. Nick stood motionless as I patted his massive frame dry, starting with his shoulders and working my way down his torso. His skin was hot beneath the terry cloth, and I could feel his eyes watching my every movement. When I finished, he nodded approvingly.

"Bring me some of your lipstick," he commanded.

I walked to my vanity and retrieved a tube of red lipstick, my favorite shade that Chris always complimented. Nick uncapped it and gripped my chin firmly, tilting my head back. The waxy tip felt cold against my forehead as he wrote something across it in bold strokes.

"Look," he said, positioning me in front of the mirror.

The letters were backwards in my reflection, but I could make out the words: "Property of Big Nick." The bright red stood out starkly against my olive skin, marking me as clearly as a brand. My stomach dropped at the sight—this was real, undeniable proof of my submission written across my face.

Nick rummaged through his red bag, producing a black leather collar with silver studs and an attached leash. The sight of it made my pulse quicken. He fastened it around my neck, his fingers brushing against my throat as he adjusted the fit. The leather felt heavy and foreign.

"On all fours," he ordered.

I hesitated for just a moment before dropping to my hands and knees. The bathroom tiles were cold against my palms and knees. Nick gathered his bag and took hold of the leash, giving it a gentle tug.

"Time to go downstairs."

I started to rise, but his sharp voice stopped me instantly.

"No. You crawl."

My cheeks burned with humiliation. I'd witnessed similar scenes in the dungeons at various swingers clubs, couples pushing boundaries in ways that had seemed exotic and distant from my own experiences. But everything Chris and I had done until now felt playful and tame compared to this. This was raw, primal dominance that left no room for negotiation.

I crawled behind him, the leash creating a slight tension at my throat with each movement. My knees scraped against the wooden stairs as we descended, and I was acutely aware of my nakedness, of how vulnerable and exposed I felt in this position.

In the kitchen, Nick opened the refrigerator and peered inside.

"Are you thirsty?" he asked casually.

"Yes," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Yes, what?"

Heat flooded my cheeks. "Yes, Sir."

He pulled out a carton of milk and poured it into a ceramic bowl, the kind we usually used for cereal. Setting it on the floor in front of me, he stepped back and crossed his arms.

I reached for the bowl with my hands, but he stopped me with a sharp command.

"No hands."

I stared at him in disbelief. The request was so degrading, part of me wanted to refuse outright.

"Are you going to drink, or do I have to get out my belt?"

The threat in his voice was unmistakable. I crawled toward the bowl, my pride warring with my arousal. Bending down, I extended my tongue and began lapping at the milk like a pet. The cold liquid splashed against my nose and cheeks, dripping down my chin in humiliating rivulets. Some spilled onto the floor, creating small puddles around the bowl.

"Messy girl," Nick observed. Before I could react, his large hand gripped the back of my head and pushed my face down into the spilled milk on the floor. "Clean it up."

I licked the floor clean, my face sticky and wet with milk, my dignity in tatters. But beneath the humiliation, an undeniable heat pulsed between my legs. My body was responding to his dominance in ways that confused and aroused me.

The sound of Chris's car pulling into the driveway made my blood run cold. The familiar rumble of his BMW's engine was like a slap of reality. I'd been so caught up in Nick's control that I'd forgotten about my husband's return. Panic surged through me as I realized the situation Chris was about to walk into. I should have told him about my earlier encounter with Nick, should have prepared him somehow. Instead, he was about to discover me, collared and crawling around on the floor.

Nick tugged on the leash, leading me into the living room. He settled into Chris's favorite recliner—a leather chair that had been his sanctuary for years—and gestured for me to lie at his feet. His massive frame filled the chair, and his cock lay heavy across his thigh.

"You are not to make eye contact or communicate with Chris unless I instruct you to," he said firmly.

I curled up on the carpet beside the chair, the collar's weight a constant presence around my throat. The sound of Chris's key in the front door made my heart race.

"Skylar? Is that Big Nick's truck out front? Is he still—"

Chris's voice came to a sudden stop as he entered the living room and took in the scene before him. His eyes widened as he processed what he was seeing: me naked and collared at Nick's feet, Nick sitting nude in Chris's own chair, his impressive cock displayed casually, one hand holding the leash attached to my collar.

"What the hell?" Chris asked.

Nick's voice was calm. "Your friend Michelle told me that you like watching your wife get fucked. Is that true?"

I could practically see the wheels turning in Chris's mind as he processed the situation. Watching me with other men was not new, but the collar and leash were new territory for us, far beyond anything we'd explored before. After a moment, he nodded slowly.

"That's true. I do."

"Would you like to see me fuck your wife?"

Chris was quiet for a long moment, his gaze moving between Nick and me. I kept my eyes fixed on the carpet, following Nick's instructions, but I could feel the weight of my husband's stare. Finally, in a voice barely above a whisper, Chris answered.

"Yes. I would."

"Good. That's what I thought you'd say." Nick's tone was satisfied, as if everything was proceeding according to plan. "Your wife has already figured this out, but I'm not your average bull. I like complete control—that means of her and of you. As I've explained to Skylar, I demand total submission. If I don't get it, I extract my punishment on you or leave. Normal color-coded safewords are in effect. If they are used, I will simply pack up my shit and leave. Do you understand and consent to this?"

Chris looked at me, but I kept my gaze averted as instructed.

"She's mine for the rest of the evening," Nick stated matter-of-factly.

I could sense Chris's internal struggle, could almost hear him weighing his options. This was so far beyond our usual dynamic, so much more intense than anything we'd negotiated. But I knew my husband well enough to predict his answer. His curiosity always won out.

"I agree," he said hesitantly.

"I agree, Sir," Nick corrected.

Chris paused, then repeated the words with proper deference. "I agree, Sir."

"Very good." Nick's approval was evident in his tone. "What would you like to drink?"

"Whiskey neat," Chris replied, still sounding somewhat stunned.

"That's my kind of man." Nick tugged on my leash. "Go make us two whiskey neats. You can stand."

I walked to the kitchen, acutely aware of both men watching me. I poured two generous measures and returned with the glasses, carefully balanced in my hands.

"Good girl," Nick praised as I handed them their drinks. "Now suck my cock while we talk."

I positioned myself between his legs and took his semi-hard length into my mouth. It was surreal—here I was, performing oral sex on another man while my husband sat mere feet away, and they were having a casual conversation about wrestling.

"I remember watching you at the Georgia Dome in '98," Chris was saying. "You had that cage match against Thunderbolt McGee."

"Ah, that was a good one," Nick replied, his hand resting casually on the back of my head as I worked. "McGee was actually a decent guy outside the ring. We got drunk together after that match."

They continued chatting as if I wasn't present, discussing various matches and wrestlers Chris remembered from Nick's career. Occasionally, Nick would praise my technique or ask Chris if he thought I was doing a good job.

"It looks like she is," Chris replied, his voice full of pride.

"Would you like her to suck you off for a few minutes?" Nick offered generously.

"I would."

Nick guided me toward my husband with the leash. I crawled over to Chris and began working on his belt and zipper. When I pulled his pants down, I discovered he was rock hard. It usually took some time to get him this hard. The sight of his arousal pleased and unsettled me. He was enjoying watching me submit to Big Nick.

They continued their conversation as I pleasured Chris, discussing wrestling politics and behind-the-scenes drama as if I were just a toy at their disposal. The casual dismissal of my presence infuriated me. Without thinking, I bit down very lightly on Chris's cock—not enough to hurt, but enough to express my displeasure.

Chris winced slightly, and Nick noticed immediately.

"Bend over the dining room table," Nick commanded sharply.

My stomach dropped. I crawled to the dining room and draped myself over the polished wood surface, my ass exposed and vulnerable. Nick retrieved a thick leather belt from his red bag.

"Give her three licks with this," he instructed Chris, holding out the belt.

Chris took it reluctantly. His first strike was tentative, barely more than a tap across my backside. I barely felt it.

"Watch how it's done," Nick said, taking the belt back.

Without warning, he brought it down across my ass with devastating force. The pain was immediate and searing, like liquid fire spreading across my delicate cheeks. I cried out involuntarily, the sound echoing through the dining room.

"Be quiet," Nick ordered. "You have one more coming, and if you cry out, there will be another."

He handed the belt back to Chris with a stern look. "If you don't swing it like I did, then I'll do it again."

Chris had no choice. If he held back, it would only mean more punishment for me. He raised the belt and brought it down with real force this time. I stifled my scream, biting my lip, as tears welled up in my eyes from the intensity of the pain.

I remained draped over the table, my ass throbbing with each heartbeat, and realized with crystal clarity that this was going to be a very long night.
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The pain from the belt continued to throb across my ass as I remained bent over the table, trying to process what had just happened. Nick's footsteps echoed across the hardwood as he moved to his red bag, the sound of zippers and rustling filling the tense silence.

"Chris, remove your clothes," Nick commanded. "Now."

Nick returned with four metal clamps, their cold steel gleaming under the dining room lights. They looked like tiny medieval torture devices, complete with small screws for tightening.

"Place these on each other's nipples," he instructed, holding up the clamps. "Nice and tight."

Chris took two of them with trembling hands, his expression a mix of nervousness and arousal. I picked up the remaining pair.

"Ladies first," Nick said with a predatory grin.

I approached Chris, who stood perfectly still as I positioned the first clamp around his left nipple.

"Tighten the screw," Nick ordered.

I turned the small screw, watching Chris's face contort as the pressure increased. His jaw clenched, but he didn't make a sound.

"More," Nick commanded.

I gave it another turn, and Chris's legs buckled slightly. A sharp intake of breath escaped his lips as the metal bit into his sensitive flesh. I moved to his right nipple and repeated the process, trying not to think about how this must feel for him.

"Chris's turn," Nick commanded.

His hands shook slightly as he positioned the first clamp on my left nipple. The initial pressure was uncomfortable but manageable.

"Tighter," Nick demanded. "I want her to feel it."

Chris's eyes met mine apologetically before he tightened the screw. The sharp pinch made me gasp, the sensation shooting straight through my body. The second clamp followed, and soon we were both standing with metal biting into our flesh.

"Beautiful," Nick murmured appreciatively. "Now, Skylar, get on the table, legs up."

I climbed onto the dining room table, the polished wood against my back. I raised my legs.

"Chris, eat her pussy. Get her wet for me," Nick ordered. "And don't you dare let her cum."

Chris positioned himself between my legs, his warm breath ghosting over my clit before his tongue made contact. I moaned, my body wound tight from everything that had transpired.

Nick's hands found the chains attached to my nipple clamps, and he began to pull gently, adding pain to the pleasure Chris was producing between my legs.

Chris knew exactly how to touch me, where to focus his attention, and I could feel my orgasm building rapidly. My hips began to move against his mouth, seeking more pressure, more contact.

I let out a loud moan, unable to help myself.

Just as I was about to crest, Nick yanked Chris away from me by his hair. My body screamed in protest, the denied orgasm leaving me shaking with need.

"Not yet," Nick said, as if denying me pleasure was the most natural thing in the world.

I lay there panting, my entire body thrumming with unsatisfied desire. Nick waited until my breathing had somewhat returned to normal before he touched my pussy, checking my wetness with clinical precision.

"I think you're ready for me now," he announced. "Chris, are you ready to watch me fuck your wife?"

"Yes," Chris replied without hesitation, his voice thick with arousal.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Stand up," Nick commanded me. "Chris, get behind her and put your arms around her."

I slid off the table, my legs unsteady from the combination of arousal and adrenaline. Chris moved behind me, his strong arms wrapping around me. I could feel his erection pressing against my back.

Nick positioned himself in front of me, his massive frame dwarfing both Chris and me. He lifted my legs and placed them over his shoulders, leaving me suspended between the two of them.

The head of his cock pressed against my wet pussy lips, and rubbed it up and down my slit, using my own wetness as lubrication. His size was intimidating, and I wondered what it would feel like. Could I accommodate him? Would it hurt?

"Tell your husband everything I'm doing to you," Nick ordered. "I want him to know exactly what you feel as another man claims you."

I began, my voice shaky. "I can feel how big he is against me. He's... he's pushing inside now."

The stretch was immediate and intense. Nick was considerably larger than Chris, and my body had to stretch to accommodate him.

"Oh god, Chris, he's so big," I gasped. "I can feel myself stretching around him. He's going so slowly, letting me adjust."

Nick pushed deeper.

"I feel so... full. So incredibly full. He's deep inside me. I can feel every inch of him."

Chris's arms tightened around my waist, and I could feel his cock throbbing against my back at my words.

Nick began to move, pulling almost completely out before thrusting back in. The angle with my legs over his shoulders allowed him to hit spots deep inside me.

"He's fucking me harder now," I narrated breathlessly. "Long, deep strokes. I can see his massive cock sliding in and out of my pussy, covered in my wetness. Chris, he's using me… like I've never been used before."

"Pull on her clamps," Nick instructed Chris.

Chris's hands found the chains, and he tugged gently. The additional sensation made me cry out, my body writhing between the two men.

Nick's pace increased, his powerful thrusts driving me wild. The combination of Nick's domination, Chris's support, and the constant tug on my nipples was rapidly pushing me toward the edge again.

"I'm going to cum," I called out, hoping this time he would let me.

But just as my orgasm began to build to that crucial point, Nick pulled out and told Chris to put me down.

My legs gave out the moment they touched the floor, and I collapsed in a heap of desperate need. Every nerve ending screamed for release, and it took all my willpower not to touch myself.

"Both of you, on your knees in front of me," Nick commanded.

Chris and I knelt side by side, looking up at Nick's imposing figure. He took his massive cock in his hand and began slapping it against our faces, alternating between Chris and me.

"Look how pathetic you both are," he taunted, the head of his cock striking my cheek. "You deserve each other, don't you? Two little sluts who get off on being used."

I wanted to look at Chris to gauge his reaction, but I didn't dare move my head. In my peripheral vision, I could see him kneeling there, taking Nick's humiliation just as I was.

"Chris, bend over the table and spread your ass cheeks," Nick ordered suddenly.

My heart nearly stopped. Was Nick planning to... to fuck my husband? Chris hesitated for only a moment before moving to the table and assuming the position Nick had demanded.

But Nick had something else in mind.

"Skylar, lick his ass," he commanded.

The order hit me like a physical blow. I'd only done this a few times before, and the thought filled me with a strange arousal mixed with disgust. But the fear of Nick's punishment was stronger than my revulsion.

I moved behind Chris, my hands shaking as I parted his cheeks and leaned in. The intimacy of the act was overwhelming, and I could hear Chris's sharp intake of breath as my tongue made contact. Chris's body trembled under my tongue as I explored this forbidden territory, my own arousal spiking at the taboo nature of what Nick was forcing us to do. Chris's quiet gasps encouraged me to be bolder, my tongue circling and probing as he pushed back against my mouth. Despite the humiliation, or perhaps because of it, I found myself getting wetter, my body responding to this degrading form of submission.

"Good girl," Nick praised. "Now do the same to me."

Nick took Chris's place at the table, and I found myself faced with the same task. His body was different from Chris's – larger, more imposing, with that distinctive masculine musk. As degrading as it was, I found myself responding to his dominance, my body betraying my mind's protests.

"Now it's your turn," Nick said to me. "On the table, spread those cheeks."

I took my position, feeling incredibly exposed as I bent over the same table where we normally ate dinner.

"Chris, lick her ass," Nick instructed. "Get it nice and wet."

Chris's tongue was tentative at first, exploring with careful, hesitant strokes that sent unexpected shivers through my body. Without thinking, I found myself pressing back against his mouth, encouraging him to be bolder. The soft, wet heat of his tongue against the small bundle of nerves caused my body to respond with a flush of euphoria that surprised me.

Each gentle stroke of his tongue sent waves of pleasure radiating through me. Chris seemed to sense my response, his tongue becoming more confident as he explored, and I felt myself surrendering to the forbidden, taboo nature of what Nick had commanded us to do.

I heard Nick rummaging in his bag again, and moments later, he was back with a bottle of lubricant and a large red-and-white candy cane about a half-inch thick.

"Lube her up and fuck her ass with this, Chris," he ordered.

Chris's lubed fingers worked me open carefully, and when he finally pressed the candy cane into me, the stretch was manageable. He started slowly, letting me adjust, but Nick wasn't satisfied with the pace.

"Harder," Nick demanded. "Fuck her harder."

Chris began to thrust the candy cane more forcefully, and while it wasn't painful, it was intense. I gripped the edges of the table, trying to steady myself against the unusual sensation.

"Pull it out," Nick ordered. "Let her taste it."

Chris withdrew the candy cane and brought it to my lips. I hesitated only briefly before taking it into my mouth, the sweet peppermint mixing with my own taste.

Nick took it from Chris and popped it into his own mouth, grinning with satisfaction.

"Chris, lie on the floor."

Nick pulled me off the table and positioned me over Chris's prone form.

"Mount him," he ordered. "Cowgirl style."

I straddled Chris, lowering myself onto his familiar hardness with a soft moan. But before I could find my rhythm, I felt Nick pressing the candy cane into my tight asshole again.

"Do you like being fucked in the ass?" Nick asked, sliding it deeper.

I gasped, trying to process the dual sensations. "It's not something I'm really used to. I haven't made up my mind yet if I like it or not."

He pushed the cane in even deeper, making me cry out. I looked back at him to find him smiling at me as he pulled it out and popped it back into his mouth.

"I think it's time for something a little bigger. Chris, spread her ass cheeks for me," Nick commanded.

Terror shot through me. Taking a candy cane, or even Chris, in my ass was one thing, but Nick was enormous. Could I even manage taking him in my ass while Chris was inside my pussy?

I felt Chris's hands on my ass, spreading me open for Nick. I felt so vulnerable, so used.

"Look at each other," Nick ordered. "I want you both to watch each other's faces when I enter her. Skylar, tell Chris everything you're feeling."

I gazed down into Chris's warm brown eyes, searching his familiar face for any sign of what he might be thinking. The concern I saw there was unmistakable—his brow slightly furrowed, his lips pressed together in that way they did when he was worried about me. I wanted desperately to offer him some kind of reassurance, to tell him that everything would be okay. But the truth was, my heart was racing with genuine fear about whether my body could take what was coming next.

Cold lube hit my stretched hole, followed by Nick's thick fingers. Finally, I felt the massive head of his cock pressing against my opening.

"He's... he's trying to get it in," I told Chris, my voice shaking. "God, he's so big. I don't know if I can..."

The pressure increased, and suddenly the head popped inside. I cried out, my body trying to adjust to the intrusion.

"He's in," I gasped. "Just the head, but... oh god, Chris, I feel so… stretched."

"Where's my cock?" Nick asked.

"In my asshole."

"And where's Chris's cock?"

"In my pussy."

"Are you a little fucktoy?"

"Yes.. oh god, yes."

Nick pushed deeper, and I could feel my body struggling to accommodate both of them. I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

"He's going deeper, baby," I narrated for Chris. "I can feel both of you moving inside me. It's... it's incredible."

Eventually, my body adjusted, and the pain subsided into a deep, aching fullness. Nick and Chris found a rhythm, alternating their thrusts so that as one pulled out, the other pushed in.

'That feels so amazing. I've never felt so used before. My pussy is your's and my ass is his."

Chris began to moan beneath me, and I could tell he was close. Nick's pace increased, his hands slapping my ass as he drove into me harder.

My own orgasm built rapidly, and for once, Nick didn't stop me. When it hit, I screamed in ecstasy, my body convulsing around both of them. Chris came a few moments later, filling me with his release.

Nick continued thrusting in my ass before finally pulling out and ordering me to my knees.

"Open your mouth," he commanded.

I knelt before him as he stroked himself to completion, his massive load covering my face. The amount seemed impossible, coating my cheeks, lips, and dripping down onto my breasts.

"Lie on your back," he told me.

I complied, feeling the cum slowly dripping down my face. Nick turned to Chris.

"Clean her up."

Chris reached out with his hands, but Nick stopped him.

"No. With your mouth."

My heart stopped. Did he want Chris to lick his cum off my face?

To my shock, Chris didn't hesitate. He leaned over me and began cleaning his idol's cum from my face with his tongue. I could see him fighting his gag reflex, but he persevered.

"Good boy," Nick praised. "Now get some in your mouth and kiss her. I want her to taste it too."

Chris gathered some on his tongue and kissed me deeply, sharing Nick's masculine emission between us. He continued until every drop was gone, his submission complete.

"You've both been very good little sluts tonight," Nick finally said. "Go clean yourselves up."

As we made our way to the bathroom on shaky legs, I realized we had just shared an experience unlike anything we had ever shared before.


Chapter six
Naughty List


In the bathroom, Chris and I cleaned one another in silence, taking great care with each other's tender spots. I gently washed the dried cum from his face while he carefully applied lotion to the welts on my ass. At any moment, I expected the door to fly open and for Nick to begin issuing more demands, but he left us in peace to care for one another.

Once we were done, Chris gave me a big hug, and I embraced him back tighter than I had in a long while. We had survived this intense experience and were, as usual, the stronger for it.

While Nick had been physically brutal with me—the spanking, the double penetration, the degradation—I realized his psychological assault on Chris had been devastating as well. Forcing my husband to watch another man use me, especially anally, had pushed him into uncharted waters. The cock-slapping, the humiliation of being made to clean Nick's cum from my face with his tongue—that was virgin territory.

We opened the door and walked back into the living room, ready to face Big Nick together.

But he wasn't there.

Sitting in the middle of the floor was a folded piece of paper. Chris picked it up and read aloud:

"My two favorite little sluts - You've both exceeded my expectations tonight. Don't worry about being on my naughty list. That's exactly where I want you. Good girls and boys are boring, but naughty ones? They get my special attention. I hope to see you both again soon at my private dungeon. Chris, if we do meet again, you should be ready to submit to me fully next time. Tonight I took it easy on you. Next time I'll treat you both equally. - Big Nick"

We collapsed onto the couch and laughed at the absurdity of our lives. My ass was so sore, and I knew it would likely be even more sore tomorrow.

"Jesus Christ," Chris shook his head, still holding the note. "Did that really just happen?"

"I think my bruises are proof enough."

We sat there for a moment, the weight of the evening settling over us. I studied Chris's profile, wondering what he thought of Nick's invitation and if he desired even rougher treatment from a man like Nick. How far might he be willing to go? The way he'd responded tonight, the humiliation and arousal in his eyes—it suggested depths we hadn't fully explored.

I had to admit that I wanted to find out, but this seemed like not the right moment to ask. With everything that had happened today, I think we deserved some time to just hold one another and maybe have a drink.

"Whiskey?" Chris asked, as if reading my mind.

"Please."

He returned with two glasses, settling beside me on the couch. We clinked glasses quietly, neither of us quite ready to dissect what we'd just experienced.

"Merry Christmas, baby."

"Merry Christmas, Sky."

The End
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