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Hannah is the kind of wife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ...

This Fourth of July, the fireworks are private and Hannah's not the only one getting lit up.
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Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of wife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ...

Together, this young couple have turned the holidays into a playground for their fantasies, making each celebration a chance for Hannah to surrender to the thrill of being stripped, shared, and utterly used.

On Halloween, Hannah is the naughty nun on her knees. At Thanksgiving, she’s the one getting stuffed. And come Christmas, she’s the gift everyone gets to unwrap.

With Paul always encouraging Hannah to let loose, this devil-may-care blonde quickly discovers the joy of becoming his slutwife—living to please and be pleased, no matter who’s watching, or joining in.

Perfect for fans of erotic exploration, daring couples, and edge-of-your-seat seduction, these stories are packed with explicit, X-rated scenes, intense emotions, and themes that’ll leave you breathless. Hannah and Paul don’t hold back—and neither should you. The holidays have never been this hot.


Gifted

This Christmas, the gifts aren’t under the tree—they’re on their knees.

When Paul tells Hannah to pack for a holiday getaway to the Hamptons with his wealthy client Ralph and his trophy wife Erica, Hannah knows she won’t need her thermal underwear.

Ralph has a specific request for the holidays: a high-end, explicit photography portfolio of his wife. He wants Erica captured in every state of undress and surrender—from the “innocent bride” to the “leather-bound slut.”

And he wants Hannah to show her how it’s done.

Hannah slips into the role of consultant and fluffer, guiding Erica through a Christmas Eve of degradation that includes a glass-topped dining table that hides nothing and a Christmas Morning photoshoot that tests the limits of Erica’s throat. But as the flashbulbs pop and the shutter clicks, the line between the model and the muse begins to blur.

Gifted (9,000 words) is a dark, luxurious age-gap hotwife-sharing fantasy. This intense festive novella features themes of artistic objectification and female submission. It includes scenes of bi-female interaction, deepthroat training, public exposure, and a messy, paint-the-walls double facial finale. Fans of dominant older men, free-use fantasies, voyeurism, and messy, shared endings will find plenty to love (and swallow) in this story.

Molly Pike

December 2025


Gifted

Paul moved between the closet and the bed with the same efficient, silent energy he used when prepping his camera bag. He didn’t ask me what I wanted to wear for Christmas. He had a list.

“Black silk robe,” he said, checking it off on his phone. “The sheer one.”

I pulled it from the hanger. Folded it. Placed it in the case.

“The red dress,” he added.

I paused. My fingers brushed the fabric. The same dress I’d worn on the Fourth. The dress I’d worn when I sucked Ralph’s cock while my husband watched.

“Good choice,” I murmured.

Paul didn’t look up. “Ralph requested it. Said it’s iconic.”

He tossed a small velvet bag onto the pile of silk and lace. I heard the heavy clink of metal inside. My diamond gag.

“Pack the heels. The five-inch Louboutins. And the thigh-highs. Not the cheap ones. The Wolfords.”

I obeyed. I moved around the room, gathering the pieces of myself that Paul and Ralph intended to play with. It was December 23rd. Most wives were packing ugly sweaters and presents for the in-laws. I was packing three thongs, a bottle of premium lube, and a gag that cost more than my first car.

Paul sat on the edge of the bed, scrolling through his iPad. The glow of the screen lit up his face—focused, professional, distant.

“Take a look at the mood board Ralph sent over,” he said, angling the screen toward me.

I sat beside him. My thigh brushed his. He didn’t react. He was in work mode.

The document was titled The Hostess.

Page one: Innocence Corrupted. Reference photos of soft lighting, white lace, wide eyes.

Page two: The Office Whore. Pencil skirts, glasses, messy hair, lipstick smeared.

Page three: Total Submission. Leather. Latex. Restraints.

And then, the technical diagrams.

I stopped at one page. It wasn't a costume reference. It was a lighting setup. A single subject, kneeling. A harsh key light from above to accentuate the cheekbones and the throat. The diagram was labeled: Deep Throat / Extension.

“He wants close-ups,” Paul said, his voice clinical. “He wants to capture the mechanics of it. The stretch of the jaw. The saliva. He wants to see her accommodate him.”

My mouth went dry. My pussy did the opposite.

“Is she ready for that?” I asked.

Paul looked at me. A small, sharp smile played on his lips. “That’s why you’re coming, Hannah. To make sure she is.”

He turned off the iPad. “Pack the macro lens. The 100mm. I want to get right inside her mouth.”

I looked at the suitcase. At the lingerie that was barely there. At the tools of my trade.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. “And what should I wear for the drive? This OK?”

I stood in the center of the room, arms out, turning slowly. The heating vent rattled in the corner, but I was sweating. Not from heat. From the look on Paul’s face. He wasn’t looking at me like a husband looks at a wife. He was looking at me like a cinematographer checks a lens for scratches.

“Not that,” he said flatly.

I looked down at the sweater dress. Cream cashmere. Hugged my tits, stopped mid-thigh. Classy. Winter chic.

“It’s freezing in the Hamptons, Paul.”

“Ralph keeps the house at seventy-two degrees,” he countered, taking a sip. “And the visual language needs to be accessible. That dress says ‘guest.’ We need ‘available.’”

I didn’t argue. I just unzipped it.

The dress fell to the floor, pooling around my ankles. I stepped out of it, wearing nothing but the matching cream thong I knew he liked. The air in the room hit my skin, cool and sharp, prickling my nipples instantly.

Paul didn’t blink. His eyes tracked the goosebumps rising on my arms, then dropped to my thighs. Checking for bruises. Checking for tone. For readiness.

I reached for a second option. A sheer black slip dress with a cowl neck that dipped dangerously low. I pulled it on. The fabric was like smoke, it hid nothing. You could see the dark circles of my areolas, the shadow of hair I’d shaped into a neat, tiny landing strip just an hour ago.

I turned again. Arched my back slightly. Let the light catch the curve of my ass.

“Better,” Paul murmured. “Good for cocktails. But it’s a little… romantic. Ralph isn’t looking for romance this weekend. He’s looking for proficiency.” He thought for a moment. “The leather skirt. And the boots.”

I smiled and obeyed.

I slid into the micro-mini, first. It was black leather, barely wide enough to be called a belt. It sat low on my hips and ended right at the crease of my ass cheek. If I bent over—even an inch—I’d be fully exposed.

Then the boots. Thigh-high. Suede. Stiletto heel. They lengthened my legs and forced my posture into that constant, strutting arch.

Finally, the top. A tight, ribbed turtleneck that was sleeveless. It pushed my tits up and out, serving them on a platter while pretending to be modest.

I stood in front of him. Hands on my hips. Legs spread just enough to show him I wasn’t wearing underwear.

Paul leaned forward. His eyes narrowed. He looked at the gap between my thighs, then up to the swell of my breasts, and finally, locked onto my mouth.

“Turn,” he commanded.

I spun. Stopped. Looked back over my shoulder.

“Lift the skirt.”

I hooked a thumb under the hem and hiked it up. My ass cheeks were bare, pale, and twitching slightly under his gaze.

“Perfect,” he said. The ice in his glass clinked. “That’s the uniform. You’re not there to be the star this time, Hannah. You’re the assistant. The fluffer. You need to look functional.”

“Functional,” I repeated, turning back to face him. “I like that.”

He set the glass down on the nightstand. The sound was heavy in the quiet room.

“Come here.”

My stomach dropped. That good, heavy drop that feels like an elevator cutting a cable. I walked over to him, the heels sinking into the carpet, making me tall. Looming.

But not for long.

Paul spread his knees. He didn’t reach for me. He just looked at my mouth again.

“We’ve got a long drive,” he said softly. “And once we get there, you’re going to be busy. Managing Erica. Managing Ralph. Keeping the energy up.”

He reached out and ran a thumb over my bottom lip. Dragged it down, pulling my mouth open.

“And I’ll need to focus.”

I didn’t ask what he meant. I knew. I dropped to my knees.

The movement was smooth, practiced. My knees hit the carpet between his feet. The leather skirt rode up, leaving me bare to the room air, but I didn’t care. My world narrowed down to the zipper of his jeans.

I undid it. The sound was loud, a rip of metal teeth.

I pulled him out. He was already hard. Thick, heavy, twitching with a pulse I could feel against my cheek before I even touched him.

“Open,” he said.

I opened. Wide. Sticking my tongue out, flat and inviting.

He didn’t wait. He put a hand on the back of my head—fingers tangling in my hair, gripping tight—and pushed into me.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t a morning blowjob to wake him up. It was a throat check. He filled me completely, sliding past my tongue, hitting the back of my throat with a wet, solid thud.

I gagged. Just once. My eyes watered instantly.

“Good,” he grunted.

He began to move. Hips snapping forward. Rhythm steady. Using my mouth like a sleeve. He wasn’t looking at me with love; he was looking down at the way my lips stretched around him, the way my cheeks hollowed, the way my throat worked to accommodate the size of him.

I wrapped my hands around his thighs, anchoring myself. I focused on relaxing my throat, opening it up, letting him go as deep as he wanted. The taste of him—salt and skin and pre-cum—flooded my tongue.

Functional.

He picked up the pace. His grip in my hair tightened, pulling my scalp, angling my head so I couldn’t pull back even if I wanted to.

I moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock.

“That’s it,” he whispered. “Take it. Get used to it. You’re going to have a lot of work to do this weekend.”

He fucked my face for another minute—hard, relentless strokes that made my mascara smudge and my breath hitch—before he groaned, his hips stuttering.

“Swallow,” he ordered.

He thrust deep one last time and held it there.

I felt him pulse. Felt the hot spurts hit the back of my throat. I swallowed reflexively, gulping him down, taking every drop because that was the deal.

When he finally pulled out, I slumped back on my heels, panting. My lips were swollen. My chin was wet. A single string of saliva connected my lip to his cock before breaking.

Paul zipped up. He looked down at me—wrecked, kneeling, wearing his cum and a micro-skirt.

He smiled. A genuine, proud smile.

“Okay,” he said, standing up and grabbing the car keys. “Now we can go.”

**

The drive took three hours. I spent the whole time shifting in the passenger seat, the leather of my skirt sticking to my bare ass, the buzz between my legs growing with every mile marker we passed.

The Hamptons in December was a different kind of quiet. Not the lazy, humid silence of our pool in July, but a sharp, frozen stillness that felt like holding your breath.

Snow crunched under the tires of Paul’s Range Rover as we pulled up the long, winding drive.

Inside the car, the heat was cranked up, but I shivered anyway.

My body remembered.

It had been five months since the Fourth of July. Five months since I knelt next to Erica and ate my husband’s cum off her skin. We’d seen them for dinner twice since then—civilized, clothed dinners in the city where Ralph bought the wine and Paul talked about lighting—but we hadn’t touched.

Not really.

Just looks. A brush of a knee under the table. A lingering stare from Ralph that made my nipples harden against the silk of my blouse.

I guessed we’d been building to this.

Ralph’s place was less a house and more a statement of dominance.

It sat on a cliff edge, overlooking an Atlantic Ocean that looked like churning liquid slate. The house was all sharp angles, glass walls, and poured concrete. It was beautiful and cold, a fortress built for people who didn’t need privacy because they owned everything as far as the eye could see.

No inflatable Santas here. Just icy, expensive silence.

We pulled into the circular drive as the sun was starting to bleed out on the horizon—a bruised purple streak over the grey water.

The front door opened before Paul even killed the engine.

Ralph stepped out to welcome us. He was wearing a thick cable-knit sweater and dark jeans, holding a glass of wine. He looked like the patriarch of a very twisted dynasty. Silver hair perfectly coiffed, smile easy but with teeth.

“Paul,” he said. “Right on time.” He pulled him into a handshake that turned into a back-slap, then turned his gaze on me.

“Hannah.” He pulled me in for a kiss. Not on the cheek. On the mouth. It was dry, firm, and lingered just a second too long for polite society, but exactly long enough for us.

“You look delicious,” he murmured against my lips. “But you didn’t dress for the weather here, did you?”

“Merry Christmas, Ralph,” I said, stepping back, feeling the flush already rising in my neck. “I dressed for the indoors.”

“Smart girl. Well come on, come inside. Before you freeze those beautiful tits off.”

Inside, the house was warm. Almost stiflingly so. The air smelled of pine needles, expensive leather, and woodsmoke. A massive fire roared in a stone hearth that took up an entire wall.

“Where’s the talent?” Paul asked Ralph, looking past him into a cavernous white living room.

“Erica is in the studio,” Ralph said, gesturing us inside. “She’s been prepping since noon. Nervous as a cat.”

We left our bags in the foyer—the staff could deal with them—and followed Ralph into the main living space. It was massive. One wall was entirely glass, looking out over the dunes. The furniture was low, Italian, and white. But one side of the room had been transformed. A wardrobe rack stood filled with garments. A makeup station was set up with lights. And Erica was standing in the middle of it all, wrapped in a fluffy white robe, clutching a glass of champagne like a lifeline.

She looked pristine. Like a snow angel. And younger than I remembered. Her hair was set in perfect, soft waves. Her face was fully made up—dewy skin, wide lashes, lips painted a soft, bruised pink.

“Hi,” she squeaked when she saw us.

“Erica,” Paul said, stepping forward. He didn’t say hello. He walked right up to her, reached out, and tilted her chin up. Turned her face left. Then right. “Good,” he said. “The contouring is sharp. It’ll catch the light well.”

Erica blinked, her eyes darting to me. “Hi, Hannah.”

“Hey, sweetie,” I said. I felt a strange, twisting sense of power. I wasn’t the one under the microscope today. I was the consultant.

Ralph clapped his hands once. “Alright. Let’s not waste the light. I want to do a fitting. See what works for the shoot tomorrow.”

He sat on the white leather sofa, spreading his legs, looking like a king waiting to be entertained. “Paul, you direct. Hannah, you style. Erica… strip.”

Erica hesitated for a heartbeat. Just one. Then she untied the belt of her robe.

It fell to the floor.

She was naked underneath.

Her body was tight, tanned, and trembling. Her tits were high and perky, nipples already hard from the chill in the room. Her bush was gone—laser smooth.

“First look,” Ralph commanded. “Innocence.”

I walked over to the rack. My heels clicked loudly on the polished concrete floor. I found the hanger marked #1. A sheer white baby-doll nightie. Lace trim. And a pair of white, thigh-high stockings with lace tops. No panties.

I pulled it down and turned to Erica. “Arms up,” I said softly.

She obeyed. I slid the sheer fabric over her head. It drifted down her body like smoke. It hid nothing. The white mesh only emphasized the pink of her nipples, the dark shadow of her slit.

I knelt in front of her to roll the stockings up her legs. Her calves were tense.

“Relax,” I whispered, smoothing the nylon over her knee. “They can smell it if you’re scared.”

“I’m not scared,” she whispered back. “I’m excited.”

I looked up. Her eyes were dilated.

I stood back and adjusted the straps on her shoulders. I tweaked her nipples through the lace, pinching them just enough to make them stand out.

“She’s ready,” I told the men.

Paul circled her. “Turn,” he said.

Erica spun slowly. The short hem of the nightie flared, showing her ass.

“The light hits the fabric well,” Paul muttered. “It gives that halo effect. Ralph, this works for the morning set. Bedside. Maybe holding a wrapped gift.”

“Or holding my cock,” Ralph said dryly.

“That too.”
“Next,” Ralph barked. “The Secretary.”

I stripped the nightie off her. Erica stood naked again, chest heaving slightly.

I handed her the next outfit. A tight black pencil skirt. A white silk blouse. Black framed glasses.

She stepped into the skirt. I zipped it up the back. It was so tight she had to take smaller steps.

“No bra,” I said, taking the blouse from her hands. “Paul hates lines.”

She nodded and slipped her arms into the silk. I buttoned it for her—low. Leaving the top three buttons undone so the swell of her breasts was framed in a V of white silk. I slid the glasses onto her face.

“Bend over,” Paul said instantly.

Erica gripped the back of a chair and bent at the waist. The skirt strained. The slit rode up her thigh.

I walked over and adjusted the fabric, pulling it higher, exposing the smooth curve of her ass cheek and the wet lips of her pussy peeking out.

“Wider stance,” I instructed, tapping the inside of her ankle with my shoe.

She widened her legs.

“Perfect,” Paul said, snapping a test shot with his phone. “That’s the shot. The ‘working late’ angle.”

“Last one,” Ralph said. His voice was thicker now. “The hardware.”

I went back to the rack. The last hanger was heavy. Black straps. Metal rings. A complex lattice of elastic and leather designed to frame the body, not cover it.

Erica looked at it and swallowed.

“I’ll need help with this one,” she whispered.

“I’ve got you,” I said.

I guided her arms through the loops. Pulled the straps tight across her torso. The leather dug in, creating valleys in her soft skin. It pushed her tits up and together, serving them on a platter. A metal ring sat right at the base of her throat. Another ring sat directly over her clit.
I pulled the buckles tight at the back. I heard her gasp as the air was squeezed out of her.
I stepped around to face her. I ran my finger down the center strap, right between her breasts, over her belly button, down to the ring at her crotch.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

“Tight,” she gasped.

“Good.”

I turned to Ralph. “She looks like a gift.”

Ralph stood up. He walked over to us, his eyes fixed on his wife. He reached out and hooked a finger into the ring at her throat.

“She looks like holes,” he said.

He tugged the ring. Erica stumbled forward into him.

“Dinner is in an hour,” he said. “I want you to change back into the Secretary outfit for the table but keep this collar on.”

He looked at Paul. “No panties, obviously.”

“Obviously,” Paul agreed.

Ralph looked at me then. “And Hannah? You brought the red dress?”

I smiled. “Yes, Ralph.”

“We have a long night ahead of us,” Ralph said, releasing Erica’s collar with a snap. “I hope you’re all hungry.”

**

Dinner was a surreal little piece of theater. The dining room was a study in shadows and crystal. A long, rectangular table dominated the space, set for four, but long enough for twelve. And—crucially—the tabletop was a heavy, inch-thick slab of tempered glass.

I sat to Ralph’s right. The red dress clung to me like a second skin, the hem riding high on my thighs, the neckline plunging low enough to catch every flicker of candlelight. I felt expensive. Dangerous.

Paul sat across from me, camera sitting on the tablecloth next to his wine glass.

Erica sat next to Paul. If you didn’t look too close, she could have been a respectable executive secretary—hair pinned back, glasses perched on her nose, the crisp white blouse. But I knew the truth. I knew how tight that skirt was. I knew her nipples were rubbing against the blouse with every breath. And I knew that beneath the table, her thighs were bare, pressed against the cold leather of the chair.

The staff Ralph had hired were ghosts—two young women in severe black uniforms who moved silently, pouring wine and placing plates of seared scallops and filet mignon. They were professional, averting their eyes from the way Ralph’s hand rested casually on the back of my neck, his thumb tracing the line of my spine.

Erica ate carefully, taking small bites, terrified of spilling anything on her white silk blouse.

“The lighting in here is difficult,” Paul murmured, swirling his Cabernet. He wasn’t looking at me. He was looking at the reflection of the candles on the glass table.

“Let’s call it atmospheric,” Ralph suggested, slicing his steak.

One of the waitresses reached over to refill Erica’s water glass. Her sleeve brushed Erica’s shoulder. Erica flinched, just a fraction, her knees knocking together under the table.

The waitress paused. “Apologies, ma’am.”

“It’s fine,” Erica whispered, face flushing pink.

Ralph smiled, not looking up from his plate. “She’s just jumpy. She’s not used to wearing clothes at the dinner table.”

The waitress froze. Her eyes flicked to Ralph, then Erica, then me. I just smiled at her, sipping my wine.

“You can leave the bottle,” Ralph said dismissively. “We’ll serve ourselves for the rest of the evening. Clear the plates and go.”

The girls moved fast. They sensed the shift in the air—the sudden, heavy charge of static that happens right before a storm breaks. Within two minutes, the room was empty of witnesses. The heavy oak doors clicked shut.

Silence.

Ralph wiped his mouth with a linen napkin and tossed it onto the table.

He turned his chair slightly toward Erica. “You’ve been very polite this evening, Erica. Very good table manners.”

“Thank you, Ralph.”

“But Paul didn’t come all this way to take pictures of you eating salad.” He gestured down with his eyes. “Under the table, please.”

Erica swallowed hard. She didn’t ask questions. She didn’t look at me for help. She stood up, smoothing the black pencil skirt, and then sank to her knees on the plush rug.

She disappeared from eye level.

But not from view.

I looked down through the glass surface. It was like looking into an aquarium. Erica was crawling on all fours, the movement pulling the tight skirt up her thighs, exposing the pale curve of her ass and the dark, wet slit between her legs. The white blouse hung open, her breasts swinging heavily as she moved.

She looked up through the glass. Her eyes met mine. Distorted, wide, pleading.

“Go on,” Ralph commanded from above. “Service the table.”

Paul was already moving. He didn’t stay in his seat. He stood up, grabbed his camera, and climbed onto his chair. He hovered over the table, aiming the lens straight down through the glass.

“Don’t look at me,” Paul instructed, his words echoing in the quiet room. “Look at your husband’s cock.”

Erica crawled to Ralph.

I watched from above as she reached for his zipper. Her hands were shaking, but her movements were practiced. She freed him—thick, heavy, half-hard already.

I took a sip of wine, watching another woman blow a man through a sheet of glass. It was mesmerizing.

She ran her tongue along the full length of it, her glasses slipping down her nose. The visual was surreal—her mouth pressing against him, flattened slightly by the perspective, while Paul’s shutter clicked rapidly from above. Click-click-click.

“Good,” Paul directed. “Get the tongue out. Flat. Lick the underside. Hold it there.”

Erica froze, tongue extended, eyes squeezed shut.

“Open your eyes,” Ralph said. “Look at Hannah.”

Erica’s eyes snapped open. She stared up through the glass, straight at me, while her husband’s cock rested on her tongue.

I smiled and spread my legs a little wider under the table, letting the red dress ride up. “She looks hungry,” I said softly.

“She’s starving,” Ralph agreed. He reached down—blindly, effortlessly—and tangled his hand in Erica’s hair. “Now take it deep. Show Paul how much you can take.”

He thrust his hips forward and Erica gagged, her head snapping back.

Ralph held her firm and she took him, inch by inch. Her cheeks hollowed. Her throat worked.

From above, it looked like art. The black frames of her glasses, the white silk blouse, the pink of her mouth, and the thick, invading flesh.

Paul was leaning precariously over the center of the table now, getting the macro shot. “Perfect,” he whispered. “Now, hold that. Don’t breathe.”

Erica held it. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, magnifying behind her glasses.

I felt a damp heat spreading in my own panties. I shifted in my chair, grinding my clit against the seam of my thong.

Ralph looked over at me. He saw the movement. He winked. And then his gaze snapped back to the woman beneath him. “Don’t stop,” he said and his hands tightened in Erica’s hair, knuckles turning white as he forced her head down, establishing a brutal, rhythmic cadence.

I watched through the glass, mesmerized. Erica’s cheeks were hollowed, her throat working furiously to accommodate him. The distortion of the thick glass slab made it look like a terrifying, beautiful oil painting—flesh tones smeared with saliva, the stark black frames of her glasses, the flash of her tongue.

Ralph groaned and his hips bucked forward, lifting off the chair. “Take it,” he commanded. “Take every fucking drop.”

He shoved deep, burying himself to the hilt, pinning her head against his thighs, and I saw Erica’s eyes go wide behind her lenses—panic warring with duty. Her throat bulged visibly.

Ralph stiffened, his head thrown back, teeth bared in a silent grimace of ecstasy. Under the glass, his body jerked—once, twice, three times—pumping jet after jet of hot seed straight down her throat.

Erica gagged. I saw her chest heave, her diaphragm contracting violently as she fought the reflex. But she didn’t pull away. She clamped her lips tight around the base of him, swallowing hard.

Gulp.

And again.

Gulp.

Paul was firing rapidly, capturing the struggle, the tear leaking from the corner of her eye, the way her neck corded with the effort of draining her husband dry.

Finally, Ralph exhaled—a long, shuddering breath—and pulled back.

Erica slumped back on her heels, gasping for air. A thick, white string of saliva and cum connected her bruised lower lip to his softening cock. It stretched, glistened in the candlelight, and then broke, landing on her chin.

She swiped at it with her tongue, desperate to clean up, to be a good girl. She looked wrecked. Beautifully, tragically wrecked.

“Delicious,” Paul murmured, checking the display on his camera.

Ralph adjusted himself, tucking his half-hard cock back into his trousers but leaving the zipper down. He picked up his wine glass, took a sip, and then looked at me.

His eyes dropped to my lap. To the way I was squirming in my seat, my thighs pressed tight together, the red dress riding dangerously high.

“Feeling left out, Hannah?” he asked smoothly.

“I’m enjoying the show,” I managed, though my voice was tight, breathless.

“I’m sure Erica isn’t finished yet,” he said with a knowing grin. He nudged his wife with his foot. She looked up, dazed, cum still shining on her lip.

“Yeah, look, she’s still hungry.” Ralph gestured towards me with his glass. “Go see if Hannah tastes as good as I felt.”

Erica didn’t hesitate. She didn’t even wipe her mouth. She turned on her knees, the carpet soft beneath her, and began to crawl toward me.

I watched her approach through the glass. The swing of her heavy breasts in the open blouse. The sway of her hips. The dark, wet stain on her chin.

She reached my chair and parted my knees with her hands. Her touch was cool, firm.
I spread my legs instantly. I had no shame left. I planted my heels and opened myself completely. To the room, to the camera, to her.

Erica looked up at me. Her glasses were crooked. Her lipstick was smeared. She smelled of expensive perfume and fresh sperm.

And then she buried her face in my crotch.

She didn’t bother pulling my thong down. She simply hooked her thumbs into the lace and yanked it aside, exposing my swollen, soaking slit.

“Oh, god,” I gasped as her mouth made contact. It was hot. Wet. And she didn’t waste time teasing. She went straight for the clitoris, her tongue broad and flat, lapping at me with a hunger that felt frantic.

I gripped the edge of the glass table, my knuckles turning white.

My husband moved. I saw his shadow fall over me. He was standing on the table now—actually standing on the glass—shooting straight down between my legs. “Yes,” Paul encouraged. “Open wider, Hannah. Let me see Erica work.”

I threw my head back, staring at the ceiling, lost in the sensation. Erica was relentless. She was using her husband’s cum as lubrication, her tongue flicking faster, harder against my sensitive nub.

It was much too much. And it was perfect.

The friction was incredible. Every swipe of her tongue sent a jolt of electricity straight up my spine. I could feel the pressure building low in my belly—a tight, coiling heat that demanded release.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily, grinding into her face.

Erica groaned against me, the vibration humming through my clit. She grabbed my ass cheeks, digging her nails in, holding me steady as she sucked hard.

“I’m close,” I panted. “Ralph, I’m—fuck—”

“Let her have it,” Ralph said calmly from his seat. “Make a mess of her, Hannah, really let go.”

His permission was the final straw.

Erica flicked her tongue rapidly—left, right, left, right—right over the peak of my throbbing clit, and I shattered for her.
My thighs clamped down on Erica’s head, trapping her there as my pussy pulsed violently against her mouth.

“Yes! Yes!” I came so hard my vision blurred. Waves of pleasure rolled through me, cramping my toes, arching my back off the chair. I felt my juices soaking her chin and creating a slick, filthy mess between my legs.

Erica drank it up. She kept licking at me through the spasms, milking every last drop of my orgasm out of me until I was limp, breathless, and utterly ruined.

I slumped back in the chair, chest heaving, staring up at Paul, who lowered his camera slowly, a satisfied smirk on his face.

Under the table, Erica, panting, rested her cheek against my thigh.

**

Later, in the guest suite, the adrenaline was still humming under my skin. I stripped off the red dress, letting it pool on the floor. I was soaked. Aching. I needed another release.

I walked over to Paul, who was sitting on the edge of the bed, reviewing the images on the camera’s LCD screen.

“Paul,” I whispered, sliding my hand onto his shoulder. I leaned down, pressing my breasts against his back. “Did you see how wet I was?”

He didn’t turn around. He zoomed in on a photo of Erica’s face, distorted by the glass and the cock in her mouth.

“The contrast is good,” he muttered. “The glass added a nice texture.”

My hand slid down his chest, toward his belt. “Baby… I need you to fuck me.”

Paul caught my wrist. Firm. Unyielding.

He turned to look at me. His eyes were cold, professional.

“Not tonight, Hannah.”

I blinked, stung. “What?”

“I need you hungry tomorrow,” he said. He dropped my hand. “Ralph has big plans for Erica’s morning shoot. He wants you to coach her.”

“I can coach her better if I’m satisfied,” I argued, though I knew it was a lie.

Paul stood up and walked to the bathroom to brush his teeth. “No. You coach better when you’re jealous. When you’re desperate to show off.”

He paused in the doorway, looking back at me standing there in my black lace thong, frustrated and dripping. “Go to sleep, Hannah. You’re on the clock at 8:00 AM.”

**

Christmas morning broke with blinding white light. Snow had fallen overnight, reflecting the sun through the massive windows of the living room, turning the space into a natural soft-box.

It was beautiful. And clinical.

We were set up by the fireplace. Paul had erected two scrims to diffuse the light further.

Erica was dressed in her Innocence Corrupted look. The white lace bridal lingerie. It was virginal, delicate—except for the way it framed her body like a sacrifice.

Ralph sat in a high-backed velvet armchair in the center of the set. He was wearing a silk robe, open at the waist. He was fully hard.

Erica knelt between his legs.

“Alright,” Paul said, adjusting his ISO. “Let’s start with the preparation. Erica, hands on his knees. Look up at him. Adoration.”

Erica placed her manicured hands on Ralph’s thighs. She looked up. She looked terrified, and beautiful.

Click.

“Good. Now, tongue out. Just the tip. Like you’re tasting the air near him.”

She obeyed.

“Hannah,” Paul called out. “Fix her hair. It’s falling over her shoulder. I need the neck exposed.”

I stepped into the frame. I was wearing a black silk kimono, tied loosely. I moved behind Erica, gathering her hair. My hands brushed the nape of her neck. She was sweating.

“Breathe,” I whispered in her ear. “He wants to see the cords in your neck. Tilt your head back.”

She tilted.

“Okay,” Ralph said. His voice was gravel. “Let’s stop playing. Paul, are you ready?”

“Ready, yes,” Paul said. He switched lenses. The long, heavy 85mm portrait lens clicked into place.

“Erica,” Ralph commanded. “Stand up. Bend over the arm of the chair. Face Paul.”

She stood. The white lace panties were crotchless. I could see the pink flush of her asshole as she bent over.

“No,” Ralph said. “Turn around. Kneel on the cushion. Face me.”

She climbed onto the chair, kneeling on the velvet cushion so she was towering over him.

“I want to see it go down,” Ralph said. “I want you to hold the base with one hand and force yourself down on it. And I want you to keep your eyes open. Staring right at the lens.”

This was the shot. The money shot.

Erica positioned herself. She gripped his cock—it looked enormous in her small hand. She lined it up with her lips.

“Wait,” Paul said. He walked over to me. Handed me a reflector. “Hold this,” he said. “Bounce the light right into her throat. I want to see the uvula.”

I took the reflector. My heart was hammering. I knelt beside the chair, angling the silver disc so the light flooded Erica’s open mouth.

I was inches from her. I could smell her perfume, mixed with the musky scent of Ralph’s arousal.

“Action,” Paul said.

Erica lowered herself. The head of Ralph’s cock breached her lips. She stretched. She slid down, an inch, then two. Her eyes started to water. She hit the gag reflex—her throat convulsed around him.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, angling the light. “Push through it.”

She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Eyes open!” Paul barked. “Look at me!”

Erica’s eyes snapped open. They were swimming with tears, panic, and a dark, twisted resolve. She pushed down. Hard.

Gluck.

She swallowed him. Whole. Her nose buried in his pubic hair. Her throat bulging as the head of his cock lodged deep in her esophagus.

Paul was firing rapidly. Click-click-click-click.

“Hold it,” Paul commanded. “Hand away from the base. Let it stand on its own.”

Erica released her grip. She balanced there, impaled, hands hovering in the air like a surrender.

Ralph groaned, his hands gripping the arms of the chair, knuckles white.

“Beautiful,” I whispered, watching the saliva pool at the corners of her mouth, catching the light I was holding for Paul.

“Hannah,” Paul said, not looking away from the viewfinder. “Get in there. Fix the strap on her shoulder. Keep holding the light.”

I leaned in. One hand on the reflector, the other reaching out to touch the trembling white lace on Erica’s shoulder.

I was so close I could hear the wet, ragged sound of her breathing around the meat in her throat.

I looked at Paul’s lens.
And then I looked at Ralph.

He was looking at me. While he was buried in his wife’s throat, he was looking at me.

“Your turn soon,” he mouthed.

My breath hitched in my throat, hot and sharp.

“Okay, Erica,” Paul said from behind the camera, his voice cutting through the thick, wet sound of her throat working. “Slow withdrawal. I want to see the seal break. I want the string.”

Erica obeyed. She gripped Ralph’s thighs and began to lift herself off him. It was a slow, agonizing process. Her lips dragged along the length of him, slick with saliva, suctioning tight.

Pop.

Her mouth came free of the head.

A thick, glistening rope of spit connected her bottom lip to the tip of his cock. It held for a second, catching the strobe light, looking like spun sugar, before it snapped and draped across Ralph’s glans.

Click-click-click.

“Beautiful texture,” Paul muttered, checking the review screen. “That’s the shot right there.”

Erica slumped back on her heels, gasping, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked wrecked—mascara smudged, lips swollen and red, chest heaving beneath the white lace.

Ralph didn’t offer her a towel. He just looked down at his cock—still hard, wet with her spit—and then up at me.

“Take her to wardrobe,” he said. “Get her out of the lace. Put her in the hardware. I want the ‘Total Submission’ look next.”

I nodded, my pulse thumping low in my belly. “Yes, Ralph.”

**

The dressing area was quiet, save for the sound of harsh breathing and the rustle of fabric.
I stripped the white bridal lingerie off Erica’s sweating body. She stood there, naked and trembling, her skin flushed pink from the exertion.

“You did good,” I whispered, handing her a bottle of water.

She drank greedily, some of it spilling down her chin. “He’s so big,” she gasped. “I thought I was going to choke.”

“But you didn’t,” I said, picking up the heavy black leather harness. “And the pictures are going to be incredible.”

I stepped behind her to fasten the straps. This outfit was cruel. It wasn’t meant for comfort; it was meant to display meat. The black leather dug into her ribs, pushing her breasts up and together until they looked ready to burst. The bottom half was just a series of straps that framed her pussy and ass without covering a single inch of pink skin.

I tightened the buckles. Erica winced but leaned into my touch.

“He’s going to fuck you next, isn’t he?” she asked quietly.

I met her eyes in the vanity mirror. “Yes. Probably.”

“Good,” she whispered, a dark, jealous heat in her eyes. “I want to see how you take him.”

**

When we returned to the set, the lighting had changed. Paul had moved the soft-boxes closer, creating deep, dramatic shadows.

Ralph was standing now, leaning against a high white pedestal, looking like a statue of a debauched Roman emperor.

“Erica,” Paul directed. “On all fours. Center stage. Face away from the camera. Arch your back.”

Erica dropped to her hands and knees. The leather harness framed her ass perfectly—a target.

“Good,” Paul said. “Now, look back over your shoulder. Scared but willing.”

She turned her head. Click.

“Ralph,” Paul said. “Step in.”

Ralph moved into the frame. He didn’t touch Erica. He stood behind her, looming.
“Hannah,” Ralph said. “Come here.”

I walked onto the set. The lights were hot on my skin. I felt the heat radiating off Ralph, off Erica, off the whole twisted scene.

“Kneel,” Ralph commanded.

I dropped to my knees beside Erica. We were side by side—her in her leather straps, me in my kimono.

“Paul,” Ralph said, looking directly into the lens. “I want a series of Hannah preparing me.”

Paul nodded. “Hannah, get to work. Mouth only. I want to see you getting him ready to fuck.”

I moved between Ralph’s legs. His cock was beautiful—thick, heavy, and still slick from Erica’s throat. I didn’t hesitate. I leaned in and licked the drying saliva from the head, tasting his musk and Erica’s spit.

I heard the shutter firing. I took him into my mouth, swirling my tongue, getting him rock hard again. I wasn’t trying to make him come—not yet. I was polishing him. Preparing the weapon.

“Enough,” Ralph growled.

I pulled back, my lips wet, looking up at him.

“Stand up, Hannah.”

I stood.

“Lift the kimono.”
I gathered the black silk in my hands and bunched it up around my waist. My pussy was bare, swollen, and soaking wet. I could feel the cool air of the room hitting my heat.

“Turn around,” he said. “Hands on the pedestal. Bend over.”

I leaned forward, bracing my hands on the white plinth. I arched my back, sticking my ass out, presenting myself to him and to the camera.

“Erica,” Ralph barked. “Watch this. Watch how a professional takes a cock.”

I felt the tip of him press against my entrance. No warning. No finger to loosen me up. Just the blunt, heavy pressure of him.

I gasped, pushing back against him.

He slid inside. Slow and thick. Stretching me wide.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my head dropping forward.

Paul was right there. I could hear his breathing. He was crouched low, aiming up, capturing the exact moment of penetration—my lips stretching around Ralph’s girth, the way my ass cheeks spread.

“Hold that,” Paul ordered. “Ralph, stop there. Hannah, look back into the lens.”

It was agony. It was ecstasy. I turned my head, hair falling over my face, and found the glass eye of the camera. I gave it everything—the pain, the pleasure, the absolute submission.

Click.

“Now fuck her,” Paul said.

Ralph slammed his hips forward and I screamed.

He began to piston into me, finding a rhythm that was punishing and possessive. My tits swayed with every thrust, nipples grazing the cool white stone of the pedestal.

“Look at her, Erica!” Ralph shouted over the sound of slapping skin. “Look at how she takes it!”

I looked to my left. Erica was still on her hands and knees, watching us with wide, glassy eyes. She was mesmerized—watching her husband balls-deep in another woman, and she looked like she was praying.

“Come here, Erica,” Paul directed, not looking away from the viewfinder. “Crawl over. Get under them.”

Erica scrambled forward on her knees. She crawled right under the arch of my body, between my arms.

“Look up,” Paul said.

Erica looked up. She was staring directly at my heaving tits, at Ralph’s chest pressing into my back.

“Lick her tits,” Ralph groaned, his rhythm never faltering. “Taste her sweat.”

Erica reached up. Her hands cupped my breasts, squeezing the soft flesh. Her tongue darted out, dragging wet stripes across my nipples.

It was more than I could take. Ralph pounding into me from behind, filling me completely, while his wife sucked and licked at my tits from below. I was surrounded. Consumed.

“Paul,” I gasped, reaching back blindly with one hand. “I want… I want you…”

I didn’t even know what I was asking for.

But Paul knew. He lowered the camera. He stepped into the frame. He didn’t unzip his pants. He just stood there, towering over Erica, looking down at the pile of bodies he was orchestrating.

“Keep going, Ralph,” Paul said calmly. “Make her come. I want to capture the orgasm.” He lifted the camera again.

Ralph grabbed my hips. His fingers dug into my flesh, leaving bruises I would wear like jewelry for a week. He drove into me—harder, faster, hitting that spot deep inside that made my vision white out.

“I’m gonna fill you,” Ralph growled into my ear. “I’m gonna pump you full of cum and make you carry it home.”

That did it.

The dirty talk, the camera, Erica’s mouth on my nipple—it all coalesced into a sharp, blinding point.

My body tightened, every muscle contracting as if trying to hold onto the moment before it exploded. It started low, a desperate, curling heat in my belly that clawed its way outward. Ralph felt it. He felt my internal walls gripping him, squeezing him, begging him to break me. And he answered by burying himself to the hilt, grinding his pubic bone against my ass with a force that knocked the breath out of me.

"Yes! Fuck! Fill me!"

The orgasm ripped through me, tearing down every defense I had left. My vision went white at the edges. My toes curled so hard they cramped against the floor. My pussy clamped down on Ralph’s cock like a vice, milking him in violent, rhythmic spasms. Every contraction was a flash of pure, blinding white light. I was drowning in sensation—the sting of my stretched cunt, the wet heat of Erica’s tongue on my breast, and the cold, unblinking eye of my husband’s lens capturing it all.

I looked at Paul. Through the haze of pleasure, through the tears leaking from my eyes, I locked eyes with my husband. He wasn't looking away. He wasn't jealous. He was watching another man make his wife scream, and he was smiling. That look—that permission, that pride in my degradation—pushed me over the edge into a second, deeper peak. I sobbed, my head hitting the pedestal, my body bucking uncontrollably as the pleasure turned almost painful, too much to contain in one skin.

"Yeah, that's it," Ralph grunted, his voice rough and barely recognizable. "Squeeze it out of me, you greedy bitch."

The feeling of my climax triggering his was electric. I felt his cock swell inside me, expanding until it felt like he was rearranging my insides. He stopped thrusting. He drove deep—one final, impaling lunge that hit my cervix and pinned me there.

And then he erupted.

I felt the first jet hit my womb like a physical blow—hot, heavy, and searing.

"Oh god," I gasped, my eyes rolling back. "Ralph—"

He unloaded into me with terrifying force. I felt every single pulse, a rhythmic spurting of thick, boiling heat that painted the walls of my vagina. One. Two. Three. Four. It went on and on, wave after wave of another man’s virulent seed claiming the space that belonged to my husband.

It felt corrosive and holy all at once. I could feel the sheer volume of it pooling deep inside, heavy and irrevocable.

Click-click-click-click.

The sound of the shutter was the only thing grounding me. Paul was capturing the exact moment I became a cumdumpster for his client. He was preserving the second where Ralph’s cum flooded my body, immortalizing the look of absolute, slack-jawed bliss on my face.

Ralph groaned, a long, shuddering sound that vibrated against my spine, his grip on my hips tightening until his nails broke skin. He held himself deep, refusing to pull out, letting his cock throb as the last aftershocks pumped the final dregs of his release into me.

I was floating. My body felt heavy, weighted down by the fluid inside me and the exhaustion of the release. I was keenly, hyper-aware of everything: the slick sweat between our bodies, the smell of sex filling the room, the silence of the winter morning outside, and the knowledge that I was full.

Filled. Bred. Used.

When the spasms finally faded to a dull, throbbing ache, Ralph didn’t pull out immediately. He leaned his weight on me, breathing heavily against the sweat-damp hair on my neck. I felt him soften slightly inside me.

"Good girl," he whispered, biting my earlobe hard enough to sting.

He pulled back slowly. The friction was incredible—wet, sliding, suctioned.

As the head of his cock slipped free, a thick stream of white cum and clear juices ran down the inside of my thigh, hot as tea.

"Look at that," Paul said softly.

He stepped closer, the camera lens inches from my ass.

"Don't move, Hannah. Let it drip."

I stood there, trembling, legs shaking, clutching the pedestal for support, while my husband photographed the mess another man had made of me. Erica watched from below, her eyes wide, tracking the rivulet of cum winding its way down my leg, looking like she wanted to catch it with her tongue.

“Erica,” Ralph said. “Don’t let that go to waste. Clean her up.”

Erica didn’t hesitate. She didn’t look at him for confirmation; she just moved.

She shifted forward on her knees, the leather harness creaking softly against her skin. Her hands gripped my thigh, fingers digging into the flesh to hold me steady. I gasped as her breath hit my wet skin—hot and frantic.

Then her tongue.

She started at my knee, licking upward. It wasn’t a tentative lick; it was a hungry, broad swipe. She chased the trail of her husband’s seed back to the source. Her tongue was rougher than I expected, scraping against my sensitive skin, gathering the thick, cooling fluids into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” I breathed, head falling back. The sensation of her cleaning me—claiming her husband’s leftovers, the man who just wrecked me—was fucking incredible.

She worked her way up to my pussy lips. I was swollen, gaping, still twitching from the aftershocks. Erica buried her face between my legs, lapping at the overflow, humming with a dark, submissive pleasure. She wasn’t just cleaning; she was tasting him. Tasting me. Blending us together in her mouth.

Paul captured every second of it. The flash fired, illuminating Erica’s face buried in my crotch, her lips slick with the evidence of my infidelity.

“Good,” Ralph said. “Spotless.”

Erica pulled back, licking her lips. She looked up at me, eyes glazed, a smear of white on her chin.

“Delicious,” she whispered.

Ralph clapped his hands once, breaking the trance. “Alright. I think that’s what they call a wrap. Except you ladies are forgetting someone.”

He turned to Paul. My husband lowered the camera, letting it hang by the strap around his neck. He looked composed, but I knew him. I saw the tension in his jaw, the dark flush high on his cheekbones, the bulge pressing against the denim of his jeans. He had watched everything, directed everything, and hadn’t touched a soul.

“Paul has been working very hard,” Ralph said, walking over to the leather sofa and sitting down, spreading his arms along the backrest like a spectator at a gladiator match. “I think it’s time you thanked the photographer.”

Paul didn’t say a word. He just set the camera down on a side table—carefully, deliberately—and unzipped his fly.

He fished his cock out. It sprang free, rock hard, dark with congested blood, twitching in the cool air. It was angry. Needy.

“Ladies,” Ralph commanded. “On your knees.”

I dropped first. My legs were jelly, but instinct took over. I crawled to Paul. Erica followed, the sound of her knees on the floor syncing with mine.

We knelt before him. Two wives.

“Together,” Paul said. His voice was tight. Strained.

I took the lead. I leaned in and kissed the head of his cock, swirling my tongue around the slit. Erica mirrored me, kissing the underside, her hands coming up to cup his balls.

Then we went to work.

I took the left side; she took the right. We licked in unison, long, synchronized strokes that coated him in spit. It was a dance we hadn’t rehearsed but both knew perfectly. I felt Erica’s tongue collide with mine at the tip, a wet, slippery meeting of flesh.

“Suck it,” Paul groaned, his hands landing on our heads.

I opened wide and took him in. Erica kissed the shaft while I sucked the head. Then we switched. The friction was incredible—two mouths, four lips, two tongues, creating a vacuum of heat that no single woman could replicate.

I looked at Erica across the bridge of his cock. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. She was worshipping him. Thanking him for making her beautiful. Thanking him for making her a slut.

Paul’s hips started to snap forward. He wasn’t gentle. He fucked our faces, pushing into the wet heat we created. His fingers tangled in my hair, pulling, guiding, demanding more.

“Deeper,” he growled. “Both of you.”

We pressed our faces together, cheek to cheek, creating a single, tight channel for him. He drove into the space between us, his cock rubbing against my lips, then hers, sliding into my mouth, then hers. It was chaotic and messy and perfect.

“I’m close,” Paul warned. “I’m gonna paint you both.”

“Do it,” Ralph encouraged from the couch. “Cover those bitches.”

Paul picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming short, sharp jabs. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, but I didn’t pull away. I hummed against him, vibrating my lips, doing everything I knew he liked.

“Fuck—Hannah—Erica—”

He pulled out.

We didn’t move. We stayed on our knees, faces upturned, mouths open, eyes wide, waiting for the blessing.

Paul gripped his cock at the base and stroked it once. Twice.

And then he exploded.

The first rope of cum hit me square in the eye. It was hot—scalding hot—and thick. I blinked, blinded, gasping as the second jet landed on my lips.

“Yes!” I moaned, tasting the salt, the life, the absolute ownership.

He turned his hips. The next wave caught Erica across the cheek and nose, white streaks slashing across her tan skin. She stuck her tongue out, trying to catch the spray, desperate for it.

Paul groaned, a long, guttural roar of release as he emptied himself over us. He covered us. My forehead, my chin, Erica’s mouth, the leather straps of her harness. He painted us in his white heat. It was intense. Visceral. I felt it seeping into my pores, the sticky weight of it sealing my eyes shut. It was the photographer’s signature. The final gloss coat on the masterpiece.

Paul shuddered, squeezing the last drops onto my chest and then silence fell over the room. The only sound was our jagged breathing.

I wiped one eye carefully, blinking through the mess. I looked at Erica. She was covered—a splatter across her glasses, a drip hanging from her nose, her lips coated in white. She looked deranged. She looked euphoric.

And I knew I looked exactly the same.

Paul stood over us, zipping his pants, chest heaving. He picked up his camera again.

“Stay,” he whispered.

He lifted the lens.

Click.

The flash fired.

Two wives. Kneeling. Covered in his cum. Smiling up at him.

“Now that,” Ralph said from the sofa, raising his mimosa glass, “is a Christmas card.”
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