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“Once they go Black, they can’t even keep track.”

Confession 1: My New Year Craving

Riley, 34 — Chicago, IL

There’s something about the last day of the year that doesn’t sit right. Not for me.

It’s like the hours leading up to midnight are too heavy with expectation — everyone waiting for some glitter-drenched moment of transformation, some perfect kiss, some clean slate you can scribble your better self onto come January.

But I’ve stopped pretending. I’m not turning over a new leaf.
I’m peeling one back.

The city outside was locked in deep freeze. Chicago silence is different in winter — deeper, heavier. Everything muffled by snow and sky. You could hear your thoughts whether you wanted to or not. And mine were loud.

The condo was warm. Too warm, maybe. The heat clicked on every few minutes, pumping through the radiators with a hiss and rattle. The fireplace was on — not real wood, but it gave enough of a glow that the room didn’t need lamps. I’d turned off the overheads an hour ago. Too much light made things feel exposed. This wasn’t a night for bright things.

I stood at the window and watched the street below. A cab pulled up. A couple in party clothes spilled out — the woman in sequins, the man in a peacoat — both laughing too loudly, the kind of laughter that doesn’t always make it home.

My reflection hovered on the glass, faint but unmistakable.

The silver dress clung to me like it had learned my body by heart. Smooth, tight, strapless — a second skin poured over bare flesh. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Not for shock. Not for convenience.

For want.

My breasts rose high under the fabric, nipples already pressing sharp little peaks that caught the firelight behind me. I could see the faint outlines of my thighs, oiled earlier with that spiced almond stuff I only use for special occasions. The hem barely covered my ass. If I walked too fast, it would ride up. I wanted it to.

It wasn’t about looking beautiful. Not really.
It was about looking ready.

And I was.

My skin tingled. My pulse thudded low, deep in the pit of me — a hunger that hadn’t dulled since Christmas Eve. That night had carved something open inside me, left it raw and aching.

I hadn’t told anyone what happened. Not my friends. Not my therapist. Just me. Just him. Just us.

My husband knew. Of course he did. He’d been there. He’d watched me offer myself — watched me bend, open, take — and hadn’t looked away. I’d let another man inside me while my husband sat across the room, hand wrapped around his cock, breathing like he was watching his world end and begin at once.

Douglas.

The name still made my thighs press together. That night hadn’t been careful. It hadn’t been tender. It had been real.

And once you’ve been wrecked like that — opened and used with purpose, seen with hunger and cruelty and reverence all braided into one — you can’t go back to candlelight and missionary.

You just can’t.

I’d been different all week.

Touchier. Softer. Meaner, maybe. But also more… there. More present. My husband noticed it. Every time I reached for him, every time I let my robe fall a little lower, every time I whispered what I remembered, I saw his eyes darken. He didn’t say no.

But tonight?
Tonight, I was pushing the line again.

Except this time, it wasn’t just one man.

Royce would be here soon.

Royce, who Douglas said had a calm kind of confidence.
Royce, who liked to watch before he acted.
Royce, who liked his women married. Taken.
Used.

I didn’t know Royce from Adam.
But Douglas did.

And I trusted Douglas — with my credit card,
my Twitter password,
and my cunt.

Douglas called him his partner-in-crime.
That was enough.

I didn’t know exactly what would happen. Not yet. But that was part of it — the risk, the thrill, the tension that slid under my skin like silk over glass.

Behind me, I heard a low clink — a bottle against glass.

My husband. Bourbon in hand. Watching.

I turned.

He was sitting on the edge of the couch, elbows on knees, his gaze heavy and unreadable.

My thighs stuck together for a second when I took a step. The slickness had already started.

I walked slowly. Let the dress shift with each movement, high enough that he could see the curve beneath, the glisten where I was already wet.

He didn’t speak. Just watched.

Good.

I leaned over him, hands on his knees, my breasts pushing forward in the tight silver wrap. His eyes dipped.

“I’m not asking permission,” I whispered.

His jaw clenched.

“I’m telling you this is happening.”

He nodded. One slow, tight nod.

I kissed him — not a peck. A kiss that tasted like bourbon and nerves and memory.

Then I stood again.

Walked back to the window.

And waited.

The buzzer hadn’t rung yet.
But I knew it would.

It was only a matter of time.

The knock wasn’t loud.
It didn’t need to be.

I felt it in my spine before I heard it. A soft, deliberate thud-thud against the door — no buzzer, no chime. Just knuckles meeting wood with quiet confidence, as if the man on the other side didn’t believe in announcing himself. He believed in being expected.

My husband flinched. Just slightly — not a jerk, not a panic. Just a subtle tightening of his shoulders. I turned my head slowly, catching his eyes. They were already on me. Wide. Dark. Open in a way that didn’t need words.

I held his gaze.
And then I smiled.

I didn’t run to the door. I walked. Slowly. Each step making my thighs brush, making the silk rise higher in the back. My nipples grazed the inside of the dress, dragged with friction that made me bite my lower lip.

I paused before opening it.

Just one breath.
One heartbeat.

Then I turned the handle.

He was taller than I expected. Taller than Douglas, even.

A long coat, dark camel. High collar. Deep brown skin with golden undertones, as if he kept some secret sun to himself. Lips full. Beard short, neat. Eyes the color of strong coffee — rich and unblinking, already drinking me in like I’d answered the door naked.

I might as well have.

The silver dress didn’t hide a thing.

His eyes traveled down my body like he’d been told to take his time. And I let him.
The wind outside made a low whistling sound through the hallway. It kissed the backs of my bare thighs as he stood there, silent, taking me in.

“You’re Royce,” I said, voice low.

He nodded once.

“You’re early.”

That made him smile. Slow. Crooked. Dangerous. “No. You’re just ready.”

God.

I stepped back.
Held the door open.

He walked in like heat. Like gravity.

I closed the door behind him and leaned against it for a moment, just to breathe him in. He smelled expensive — leather, spice, and something faintly resinous. Oud, maybe. It mixed with the scent of our apartment — firewood, bourbon, a candle burning somewhere in the kitchen — and turned everything heavier.

He didn’t take his coat off right away.

He looked around first. Just once.
Not at the room.
At us.

At me, still pressed against the door.
At my husband, who stood slowly now, unsure what to do with his hands.

Royce didn’t acknowledge him, not directly. Just gave a slow nod. Respectful. Neutral.

Then he turned back to me.

The room felt warmer suddenly.

I crossed it barefoot, the rug brushing my toes, and stopped in front of him. I reached for his coat — slow, deliberate — and slid it off his shoulders.

It was heavy. Lined. Still cold from outside.

I draped it over the arm of the chair. When I turned back, Royce was already watching me like he had questions. Or maybe like he already knew the answers.

“You don’t want small talk,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

I shook my head.

“Good.”

He reached for a button on his sleeve. Undid it. Then the other.
Rolled them both up, slow. His forearms were long, lean. Veined.

His voice dropped. “But you’re not ready for the main course either.”

My breath caught.
Not from nerves. From truth.

He stepped closer. Only a few inches. Close enough that I felt the heat of him.
His hand didn’t go to my waist. Or my ass. Or my breasts.
It went to my throat.

Not tight.
Not aggressive.

Just… ownership. A palm settling at the base of my neck, thumb resting against the hollow where my collarbones met, fingers light along the side.

I stood still.
Let it happen.

I felt my pulse jump against his touch.

“I like to start with the edges,” he murmured. “Not the middle.”

I nodded.

Behind me, I felt the heat of my husband’s gaze.
He hadn’t sat. He was leaning against the back of the couch now, hands still, breath shallow.

Watching.

Royce leaned in — not to kiss me, but to breathe me in. His nose brushed along my jaw, then lower, just under my ear. His voice came in a whisper.

“You smell like you’ve already been fucked.”

I gasped. My thighs clenched.

“I haven’t,” I whispered back. “Not since Christmas.”

He pulled back, just enough to look me in the eye.
And smiled.

“Then I won’t go easy.”

He didn’t kiss me.

That would have been too easy.

Royce’s hand slid from my throat down to my chest, grazing the edge of the silver fabric where it hugged the top of my breasts. He didn’t pull. Didn’t grope. Just traced.
The barest line of contact, like he was drawing something invisible on me.

My nipples had already stiffened, but now they throbbed — sharp, aching little beacons under the silk. He hadn’t even touched them. Not yet.

The silence stretched. It wasn’t awkward.
It was aware.

Royce tilted his head just slightly, and for the first time, he looked at my husband. Really looked.

“Drink?” he asked.

It wasn’t permission.
It was inclusion.

My husband blinked, startled by the sound of Royce’s voice in that low register. He nodded once — almost grateful. Then moved to the bar cart in the corner.

I watched him pour two bourbons.
His hands were steady. Barely.

He handed one to Royce, kept the other.

Royce took a sip — slow, appreciative. “Nice heat.”

My husband nodded again. “Four Roses, single barrel.”

Royce looked back at me. “You have good taste.”

I didn’t respond. Not with words.
I stepped closer.
Took the glass from Royce’s hand and sipped from it, lips on the same edge.

The bourbon bit my tongue, bloomed into warmth. I let it slide down, slow, then exhaled through parted lips.

Royce didn’t blink.
He didn’t smile.

But he saw me.

I turned and walked to the couch.
The fire crackled behind me. My dress shifted with every step, hips swaying like punctuation.

I didn’t sit. I leaned forward — hands braced on the armrest, back slightly arched — and glanced over my shoulder.

A soft command, no louder than a breath:
“Come look.”

Royce followed. No hesitation.

He stood behind me, just out of reach.

“You want to be watched tonight?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yes.”

“You want your husband to see you teased?”

“Yes.”

“Beg?”

A pause. Then, “Yes.”

He stepped closer.
Close enough that I could feel his presence at my back, but still not touching. The heat between us made my skin hum.

“I take my time,” he said. “If I’m going to fuck you, I want to see you come apart before I’ve even pulled it out.”

Behind him, I saw my husband sink slowly into the armchair across from the couch — bourbon still in hand, but barely.

His pupils were wide. His lips parted.

I knew that look.
That helpless, hungry, ruined look.

I turned back to Royce.

And smiled.

“Take your time,” I whispered. “I’m not going anywhere.”

He didn’t touch me at first.
He hovered.

I stayed bent over the couch, hands pressed into the velvet armrest, my spine a soft arc of submission. My dress was still on — barely — riding up just enough to reveal the slope of my lower back, the top swell of my ass, the way my thighs pressed together.

Royce’s fingers came close. So close. I could feel the heat of them at the back of my leg, but he didn’t make contact. Not yet.

Behind me, the fire hissed gently. The bourbon glass clinked once — my husband setting it down on the side table without looking. His focus was locked on me, jaw tight, hand resting on his thigh like it didn’t trust itself yet.

Royce leaned in.
I felt his breath before his touch.

He inhaled — slow, deliberate — right above the curve of my hip. And I felt it. The air shifted. My skin pebbled. My core pulsed once, hard, and I let out a sound I hadn’t meant to make — a soft, desperate little gasp.

“You’ve been edging yourself for days,” he murmured.
It wasn’t a question.

I nodded. Still arched. Still waiting.

His hand touched my calf first. Just the backs of his knuckles, trailing up the line of my leg like he was tracing a vein. Over my knee, up my thigh. When he reached the curve of my ass, he paused.

His other hand joined it. Flat, warm, certain.
He pressed. Spread.

My breath caught.

The dress was bunched now — the entire bottom half of me exposed. I was standing there half-naked, bent forward with my ass open, my pussy dripping, and my husband watching.

Royce leaned down again. His voice was right at the base of my spine.

“This pussy already wet for me?”

I whimpered. “Yes.”

He chuckled. “Good.”

One finger — finally — slid through my folds. So slow. So slick. He dragged it up, found my clit, circled once. I gasped.

“You shaved for me,” he said.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He dipped lower.
Two fingers now, gathering the wetness. Spreading it. Working it in.

“You want my mouth?” he asked, voice a whisper just above my skin.

“Please,” I breathed.

And then — he dropped to his knees.

My thighs trembled before his lips even touched me.

I’d been fucked before. Used.
But this?

This was something else.

Royce started slow. Just his tongue, flat and wide, dragging from my opening up to my clit in one long, savoring stroke.

I shivered.

He did it again.
And again.

And then he buried his mouth in me like he was starved.

One arm hooked around my thigh, locking me in place. His mouth sucked, his tongue circled, flicked, lapped. His nose pressed right up against me, his beard scratching lightly — the texture sending sparks through me.

I moaned — loud. Open.

My hips rocked back into his face. I was shameless. My hands scrabbled for the edge of the couch. I couldn’t stay still.

Behind me, I heard my husband curse softly. A long, low fuck that sounded half broken, half reverent.

He was stroking now. Slow.

Watching me grind on another man’s mouth like I’d earned it.

Royce’s tongue moved lower again, teasing my opening. Then back up. He sucked my clit into his mouth and held it, just tight enough to make me squirm, then swirled his tongue around it in tight, relentless circles.

I was shaking.

“Shit,” I gasped. “God, yes—Royce—please don’t stop—”

He didn’t.
He groaned into me. The vibration made my whole body jerk.

And I shattered.

My thighs clamped around his face as I came. My spine arched. My head dropped forward, hair swinging. I sobbed his name — over and over, wet and cracked and grateful.

He licked me through it.

Slow.
Gentle.
Patient.

Lapping up every bit of slick like it was the only thing on the menu.

When I finally lifted my head, I looked straight at my husband.

His cock was hard in his hand. His mouth was open.

Our eyes locked.

I was on fire.

Used.
Blessed.
Opened.

And the night was just beginning.

The silence after an orgasm is always strange.
Like a held breath. A pocket of weightless time where no one wants to speak in case it breaks the spell.

I stayed bent forward over the couch, my body trembling, my breath coming in short, uneven pulls. My pussy twitched — raw, slick, open. My thighs were soaked. Royce hadn’t just eaten me. He’d fed.

Behind me, I felt his hands slide slowly up my legs, like he wasn’t ready to let go. He kissed the back of my knee. My calf. The curve just beneath my ass. Reverent.

Then he stood.

I heard the whisper of fabric, the weight of his movement, the shift in the air as he rose behind me — taller now, looming again. I turned to look over my shoulder.

His lips were wet. His beard glistened with me.
His eyes were molten.

And then I saw it.
He was unbuttoning his shirt.

One.
Then another.
Then another.

The fabric peeled open over golden brown skin, lean and smooth and lightly dusted with hair. His chest was cut but not showy — strength without vanity. I watched him slide it off his shoulders, slow, folding it once and draping it neatly over the back of the chair.

He looked at me while he did it. Steady. Grounded. In control.

Then his belt.
He didn’t make a show of it. Just undid the buckle, one-handed, then the button, then the zipper.

The sound of it — that soft, metallic zzzzp — made my cunt clench.

His pants dropped.

And fuck.

He wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

His cock swung free — long, thick, smooth, already glistening with the start of slick arousal. It hung heavy, curved slightly upward, the kind of cock you’d have to prepare for.

His cock was thick like Douglas’s, but darker, heavier, and straighter — no elegant curve, just a straight line of intent. It didn’t glisten with teasing arousal. It pulsed.

No warm-up, no charm.
Just heat and promise.
A cock meant for married mouths and open wives.

But I didn’t want to prepare.
I wanted to devour.

I turned slowly, letting the fabric of my dress fall back over my hips, silk clinging to the wet heat between my legs. I crawled across the couch — slow, feline — until I reached the edge, then dropped to the floor in front of him.

My knees sank into the rug.

I looked up.
Met his eyes.

“Let me taste,” I whispered.

His hand slid into my hair. Not hard. Just enough to anchor me.

I leaned forward. Breathed him in — the scent of sweat, skin, bourbon, the faintest hint of my own slick still clinging to his beard.

Then I licked him.

From base to tip, one long, wet stroke of my tongue that made his fingers tighten just slightly.

His cock jumped.

I moaned.

And opened my mouth.

The first inch stretched my lips. Warm, smooth, pulsing with life. I sucked it in, slow, letting the weight of him settle against my tongue. Another inch. Another.

My jaw ached.
I didn’t care.

He filled my mouth like he belonged there.

I worked him slow. Hollowed my cheeks. Let my spit gather and dribble. I wanted him soaked. Slippery. Shiny.

Royce groaned low. His hips rolled forward slightly, feeding me more. I gagged — just once — and he pulled back instantly.

“Breathe through your nose,” he murmured, thumb brushing the corner of my mouth. “No rush. We’ve got all night.”

My eyes fluttered. I nodded. And took him back in.

This time, deeper.
Smoother.
Eager.

My husband hadn’t moved from the armchair. But I could feel him. Could feel the heat of his gaze burning into me, could feel the way the rhythm of his breath matched the bob of my head.

I didn’t look at him. Not yet.

Right now, this was about me.

My mouth.
My need.
My hunger for a man who tasted like power.

Royce let me work him. Let me worship. Let me drown.

His hand tightened again in my hair. Not pushing — just holding.

I moaned around him. Loud. Wet. Honest.

And pulled back.

His cock slipped from my lips with a loud, messy pop, a string of spit trailing from his tip to my chin.

I looked up. Wrecked. Glowing. Wanting more.

“Get on the couch,” he said.

I obeyed.

I didn’t lie back right away.

I knelt on the couch first, facing away from him — the fire warming my spine, the city lights blinking through the frosted window. The dress was still on, but barely. Its straps had slipped down my arms. The back hung low enough that one more tug would expose everything.

My thighs were still wet from his mouth. My breath still short. My cunt — aching.

Royce stood behind me, bare. Solid. Unhurried.

He didn’t tell me to spread.
He waited.

So I did it on my own.
I sank onto my elbows, arched my back, and slowly parted my knees until my bare, slick folds opened to him — dripping, glistening in the flicker of firelight.

I heard the sound he made. Not a groan. Not a word. Just a low, involuntary exhale.

“You sure?” he asked.

That voice.
Steady. Confident.
Not asking for reassurance.
Asking if I knew what I was inviting.

I turned my head just slightly. Caught his eyes.

“I’m sure.”

Then I looked past him — to the chair.

My husband sat there. One hand curled around his cock, moving slowly now. The other gripping the armrest like he needed something to anchor him. His eyes were glassy. Wide.

He nodded. Once.

Consent.
Witness.
Wreckage.

I faced forward again.

And Royce stepped in.

I felt the head of his cock press between my folds — wide, hot, thick. He didn’t slam. Didn’t thrust.

He pressed.

One slow, steady glide forward, parting me inch by aching inch.

I gasped. My fingers gripped the cushion. My body stretched.

“Shit,” I breathed. “Fuck—oh fuck…”

He filled me with patience. With purpose. With that maddening, delicious control that made me feel every ridge, every pulse, every centimeter of him sinking into a cunt that wasn’t ready… and didn’t care.

My pussy clutched at him. Desperate.

He bottomed out with one final roll of his hips, his skin pressing flush to mine. His hands slid up my back, pushing the dress the rest of the way off.

Now I was naked.
Bent.
Open.
Full.

I moaned — raw, low, feral.

Behind me, Royce stilled. Let me adjust. Let my body recognize the invasion.

Then he pulled back.
Halfway.

And slammed forward.

I cried out. Loud. High.

The couch rocked.

My husband groaned from the chair — his fist a blur now.

Royce fucked me slowly at first — long strokes, dragging through my soaked heat like he was reading me. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me back into every thrust.

The sounds…

Wet. Heavy. The slap of his hips against my ass. The soft suck of my pussy around his cock. My moans. His breath.

The low crackle of fire.
The slick, wet smack every time he bottomed out.

And always — always — the rhythm of my husband’s breathing across the room, getting rougher.

I looked back.

“Are you watching?” I gasped.

He nodded. Couldn’t speak.

“You see how deep he is?”

Royce slammed into me again. Harder.

“See how I open for him?”

Another thrust.

“You can’t do this to me,” I whispered. “Not like he can.”

My husband let out a strangled sound. His legs shook.

Royce leaned forward. His chest brushed my back. His mouth found my ear.

“Fuck that’s one tight velvet cunt,” he growled.

I shattered.

Came hard.
Gushing around him.
Crying out.

And he didn’t stop.
He fucked me through it.
Let me collapse, let me scream, let me shake.

And kept going.

I didn’t know how long he fucked me.
Time dissolved somewhere between the second orgasm and the fourth.

Royce had a way of staying in control even when my body was falling apart under him. His rhythm never broke. His breath stayed steady. And every thrust seemed to find me — that sweet, pulsing ache inside that turned my moans into sobs.

I was soaked.
Slippery.
Raw.
Wrecked.

My arms had given out. I was flat on the couch now, face down, cheek pressed to the velvet cushion, hair plastered to my neck with sweat. The silver dress lay in a forgotten heap on the floor.

And Royce was still inside me.
Still hard.
Still moving.

Slow now. Like he was enjoying the mess he’d made.
And I was a mess.

My ass was red from the impact of his hips. My inner thighs were slick with a mix of spit and cum. I could feel it leaking around his cock, dribbling out of me with every shift of his weight.

My husband hadn’t moved from the chair.

He looked shattered.

His pants were pushed down to mid-thigh now, one leg half-kicked out. His hand was still wrapped around his cock, but he wasn’t stroking anymore.

He was staring.

At me.
At Royce.
At the way another man had bent me, filled me, claimed me.

I saw his jaw twitch.

And that’s when it happened.

The doorbell.

Soft.
Two chimes.

My breath caught.

Royce stilled inside me.
He let out a long, quiet exhale — not of surprise.
He knew.

That had been the plan.

He leaned down, lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“You ready for the second?” he whispered.

I shivered.
Nodded.

He pulled out.
I whimpered.

My body hated the emptiness.

I rolled over, trembling, legs still open, cunt wet and gaping. My chest heaved. My nipples were swollen, stiff, streaked with sweat and arousal.

I couldn’t sit up yet.

So I watched as Royce walked, completely naked, to the door.
He didn’t rush.
Just unlatched it.
Opened it.

I couldn’t help but stare at his black muscular ass as he moved — smooth, tight, the kind that flexed with quiet power.
Like everything else about him, it didn’t try to impress.
It just was.

And then there was Douglas.

Larger than I remembered. Wearing black again — a long coat, gloves, boots dusted with snow. His jaw was tight, his expression unreadable.

But his eyes — God, those eyes — went straight to me.

Saw the flushed skin. The parted thighs. The wet mess between my legs.

He stepped inside without a word.

Closed the door behind him.

Royce handed him a glass from the bar cart. Douglas took it. Sipped. Never broke eye contact with me.

“You look wrecked,” he said. Voice like gravel and sin.

I licked my lips.

“You look late,” I rasped.

Royce chuckled. “She’s still got more in her.”

Douglas smiled — slow, dangerous.

“I know.”

And then he unbuttoned his coat.

Douglas took off his coat like he had all the time in the world.
First the gloves.
Then the buttons — one at a time, thick fingers slow, precise.
Then the shrug — the heavy wool falling away from his broad shoulders as if even the fabric understood who was in charge.

He wore black underneath, of course. Black tee, black pants, boots that thudded when he walked to the couch.

I tried to sit up.
Failed.

My body felt like a toy that had been used. Bent, slick, fucked open.

Royce hadn’t left me broken — he’d left me primed.

Douglas stood in front of me now, looking down, his drink in one hand, the other already reaching for his belt.

“You remember how I fucked you on Christmas?” he asked, voice low, a dangerous purr under it.

I nodded. My lips parted. My body responded before my voice did — thighs spreading, hips lifting, as if he’d triggered something instinctive.

“Thought about it every night since,” I whispered.

His mouth twitched.
But he didn’t smirk. Not yet.
This wasn’t playful.
It was intent.

He unbuckled his belt.

My husband groaned.

I turned my head.

He’d gotten up from the chair — but barely. He was on his knees now, on the floor, pants still around his thighs, cock still hard and aching in his fist.

Watching.

Begging with his eyes.

Douglas let his pants fall. No underwear. Just cock. Already hard. Already thick. The same heavy, veined monster that had split me open under the tree just a week ago.

I whimpered.

Royce stepped in behind me. His hand slid over my lower back, fingers gentle, grounding.

“One cock is not enough for you, slut” he murmured.

“Yes.”

“You want both of us tonight?”

“God, yes.”

“Then kneel.”

I moved — slow, shaking — and turned between them.

Knees on the rug.
One man in front of me.
One behind.

Douglas stepped closer. His cock brushed my lips.

“Open,” Douglas said.
I obeyed.

His cock filled my mouth like memory — thick, familiar, stretching my jaw wide as I sucked him slowly, worshipfully, cheeks hollowing with each pull.

Behind me, Royce knelt.
His hands slid up my thighs, spreading them wide. I was already dripping again — ruined, messy, and ready.
He slid two fingers into me while I sucked.

I moaned around Douglas’s cock, and he grunted — low, pleased.
Royce pulled his fingers out.

“Switch,” Douglas murmured.
He pulled out of my mouth with a wet sound.
Royce rose and stepped in front of me.

I looked up — his cock inches from my lips, thick and dark, veins pulsing with need.
Douglas’s spit still glistened on my chin.
I opened wider.

Royce fed it in — slower, deeper — and I took him with the same reverence. My tongue flicked under the crown, my lips sealed tight.
His groan was different. Rougher. Less practiced.

Behind me, Douglas moved.
I felt the heat of his body return — deliberate, grounded.
His fingers slid between my cheeks, spreading me open again, slower this time.
Almost reverent.
Like he was reacquainting himself.

I felt him watching.
Then—
Then it was his cock.

The pressure built, and then he breached me — one long, thick, deliberate stroke.
No rush. No mercy.
Just that inevitable stretch.

My spine arched as he filled me.
My mouth stayed open, lips sealed tight around Royce.

Two men.
One purpose.
No part of me untouched.

Now I was used.
Now I was claimed.
Now I was full.

Mouth.
Cunt.
Held between them, stretched and filled and shaking.

Douglas thrust shallowly into my mouth, his hand wrapped in my hair, guiding. Not brutal. Not gentle. Just real.

Royce fucked me with slow, deep rolls — not chasing orgasm.
Building something.

Claiming something.

I was drooling.
Moaning.
Falling apart.

My husband knelt in front of the couch, watching it all. His mouth open. His fist moving.

I pulled back from Douglas with a gasp, spit connecting us.

“You see this?” I choked, tears in my eyes. “You see them inside me?”

He nodded.
His cock jerked.

I turned back to Royce.

“Harder,” I begged.

He gave it to me.

Slamming now.
Balls smacking against me.
Douglas gripped my chin, fed his cock back into my mouth.

My throat opened.

I gagged.

I came.

Hard.

Royce growled behind me. “Fuck, she’s squeezing—”

I sobbed around Douglas’s cock, choking as I came, full-body shaking.

And still they didn’t stop.

Royce thrust harder.

Douglas pulled out — slick, glistening — and slapped his cock against my cheek.

“Ready for both?”

I nodded.

Barely able to breathe.

“Then get on the couch,” Douglas said. “And spread your fucking legs.”

I climbed onto the couch like I was moving through water.
Heavy. Slow.
My body not quite mine anymore — just this soft, soaked thing they had opened and worked and pulled to the edge again and again.

I lay back across the cushions, legs parted, hair stuck to my shoulders, the fire behind me throwing gold across my skin.
Douglas stood at my feet. Royce knelt between my thighs.
My husband crouched to the side, cock in hand, eyes blown wide.

I looked at him.
“Enjoying the view, love?” I said shamelessly.

He nodded — slow, stunned, reverent.

I turned to Royce.
He hadn’t touched me yet. Just stared.
His hands rested on my thighs like he was holding open a gift.
Like he didn’t want to ruin it by rushing.

“Take your time,” I whispered.
“Just know I don’t have any left.”

“You first.” I looked at Royce with lust-crazed eyes. 

He guided his cock back into me with the ease of a man who knew exactly how I felt inside. He didn’t need to ask. I was soaked — gaping, pulsing, eager.

He filled me in one long, slow thrust. My mouth dropped open. My hands clenched at the cushions.

Douglas moved behind me now. I felt the weight of his knees on either side of my shoulders, his cock heavy against my chest, then sliding higher — smearing across my collarbones, my neck, my jaw.

“You ready for the rest?” he asked.

I was shaking.
I nodded.
“Yes. God, yes.”

Royce stayed buried in my cunt, slow thrusts keeping me full.

Douglas knelt higher. I felt his fingers at my ass, spreading me. I whimpered.

“Relax.”
That voice — deep, calm, dangerous.
“You can take me.”

He spit. Twice. Slick heat against my hole.
His thumb rubbed gently.

I breathed deep.
Opened.

And then — pressure.
Thick. Blunt.
The head of his cock nudging against my ass.

I cried out, legs twitching.

Royce gripped my hips.
Douglas gripped my throat.

And I gave.

Slow.
Too slow.
Stretching. Burning.
Then—slide.

He sank into me inch by inch, forcing my body to split around him.

I screamed. Loud. Broken. Beautiful.

My cunt clenched around Royce.
My ass swallowed Douglas.

I was full.

More than full.

I was taken.

Pinned between two cocks.
One thick and buried in my pussy.
One brutal and stretching my ass to the edge of madness.

They began to move.
Not in rhythm.
Not in chaos.
But in concert.

Royce pushed in as Douglas pulled out.
Douglas drove deep as Royce rolled his hips.

I was nothing but wet heat and wrecked nerves.

Their cocks used me.

My hands clawed at the couch. My moans broke into cries.
I came again — hard — convulsing around them, drenching Royce’s cock, sobbing Douglas’s name.

“Look at her,” Douglas snarled. “She’s fucking shaking.”

“She's loving it,” Royce growled. “This little wife’s made for it.”

Behind them, my husband made a noise — choked, helpless.

I turned my head, barely able to focus.

He was on his knees.

Stroking himself furiously.

Tears in his eyes.

I opened my mouth to speak—
But all that came out was a scream.

Because Douglas slammed forward — all the way, bottoming out in my ass.
And Royce matched it — filling my cunt so deep I swore I could feel him in my belly.

They fucked me.
Hard.
Relentless.

Flesh slapped against flesh. My body shook.

I was owned.

Used.

Opened.

Two cocks inside me.
One husband watching.

Douglas grunted. “I’m close.”
Royce cursed. “Me too.”

I reached between my legs — fingers slick — and rubbed my clit like I was trying to set myself on fire.

“I want it,” I sobbed.
“Please — fucking come in me.”

They did.

First Royce.
With a groan and a deep final thrust, I felt his cock twitch, pulse —
Then flood me.

Hot. Deep. Endless.

Seconds later, Douglas roared.
Buried in my ass.
Filled me there too — thick, pulsing jets that made my whole body convulse.

I collapsed.
Used.
Wrecked.
Owned.

Both of them stayed inside for a moment — holding me there, stuffed and trembling, their cum leaking from both holes.

My husband came watching it.

Fist moving fast.
Then slowing.
Then spilling.

All over himself.
All over the floor.

No one said a word.

Just breath.
Fire.
Slick skin.

And the sound of the new year arriving with the chime of midnight.

For a while, no one moved.

The fire hissed quietly, throwing ribbons of light across the couch where I lay — bare, slick, open. My legs were still parted. Cum leaked slowly from both holes, a thick mix of men that slid onto the couch cushion beneath me. I couldn’t bring myself to care.

Douglas’s cock slipped from my ass with a wet, quiet pop.

I whimpered.
Not from pain.

From loss.

He leaned down, one hand gripping the back of the couch for balance, the other dragging gently across my hip.

“When does that cunt ever go dry?” he said, almost amused.

I turned my head and winked at him. My hair clung to my cheeks. My lips were swollen. My mascara had bled down my temples. I looked like sin after the sacrifice.

Good.

Royce stood beside the couch, wiping his cock with a folded towel from the bar cart. Calm. Almost clinical. I saw his eyes flick over me again — a small, approving smirk at the mess he’d made. He didn’t speak.

Douglas stepped back and stretched, muscles rippling under his skin. He still hadn’t put his shirt back on. He didn’t need to.

He looked down at me again — cock softening, still glistening, still hanging thick between his thighs — and grinned.

“You good, sweetheart?”

I swallowed. My voice came rough.

“Better than good.”

He chuckled. “Figured.”

My husband hadn’t moved.

He knelt on the plush rug just beyond the ottoman, slacks bunched around his knees, his spent cock limp and glistening—almost delicate, small and soft compared to the thick, heavy, longer flaccid lengths of Royce and Douglas still swaying between their powerful thighs. Cum streaked his wrist in pearly ropes, some dripping slow and warm down his inner thigh, pooling in a sticky sheen against his skin.

His chest rose and fell in shallow, stunned breaths.

He was staring at me like I’d just been reborn—eyes wide, glassy, reverent. Like the woman sprawled open on the leather in front of him was both his wife and something sacred, something untouchable and filthy all at once.

I reached for him.

My fingers trembled slightly—aftershocks still rippling through me—but I crooked them, beckoning.

He crawled forward slowly, reverently, as if approaching an altar.

When he was close enough, I cupped his jaw, pulled him between my parted thighs, and kissed him.

Deep.
Slow.
Deliberate.

I let him taste everything—salt and sweat and the raw musk of two men who had just owned me. The faint metallic tang of my own release still clinging to my lips. The lingering heat of cum that had leaked from my ruined holes, smeared across my skin, part of me now.

He moaned into me—low, broken, desperate. His tongue slid against mine, searching, savoring, drinking it all in like it was communion. His hands hovered at my hips, afraid to touch, until I guided them there myself, pressing his palms into the bruises already blooming where Royce and Douglas had gripped me.

When I finally pulled back, a thin string of spit connected our lips for a heartbeat before it broke.

I smiled—soft, wicked, glowing.

“Thank you,” I whispered, voice hoarse from screaming their names.

He nodded, eyes shining suspiciously. His throat worked, but no words came. He looked like he might cry—from gratitude, from awe, from the sheer weight of what he’d just witnessed.

Douglas’s brow lifted, a slow, amused smirk tugging at his mouth.

“She’s something else,” Royce said, voice warm and rough, eyes still tracing the mess between my thighs.

I laughed—breathless, radiant, the sound bubbling up from somewhere deep and satisfied.

And my husband?

He didn’t protest.

Of course he didn’t.

This was our new year.

No resolutions.
No rules.
Just this.

The raw, unfiltered truth of what I needed.
And the men who made it real.

Royce leaned in first, brushing a surprisingly gentle kiss to my cheek—dry, tender, almost affectionate. Then he lingered, dark eyes searching mine, like he was memorizing the flush on my skin, the swollen curve of my lips, the way my body still trembled faintly. Like I was something worth coming back for.

Douglas wasn’t gentle.

He stepped close, bent down, and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the side of my neck—slow, deliberate, tongue dragging over my pulse point, teeth grazing just enough to make me shiver. A claim. A reminder. His hand cupped the back of my head possessively as he marked me one last time before pulling away.

Royce broke the moment with another kiss—this one on my mouth, messier, deeper. His tongue swept in, tasting the remnants of everything we’d done, and I kissed him back hungrily, hands sliding up his chest, nails scraping lightly over the hard muscle beneath his shirt. He groaned softly into me, one big hand cradling my jaw, thumb brushing the corner of my lip where a faint trace still glistened.

Douglas was already dressed, coat slung casually over one broad shoulder, that heavy, commanding presence still thick in the room like lingering smoke. He watched us for a moment, eyes hooded, then stepped toward the door.

“Happy New Year,” he said at last.

Not sarcastic.
Not soft.
Just… earned.

Royce broke our kiss slowly, brushing a strand of sweat-damp hair from my face. He glanced toward my husband—still kneeling, still reverent—and smiled, calm and knowing.

“To a very lucky man,” he said quietly.

My husband let out a cracked, breathless laugh—half embarrassment, half pure gratitude. His eyes flicked to mine, shining with something tender and fierce.

I didn’t speak.

I just blew them both a lazy kiss from the couch—thighs still splayed wide, my body aching in the most delicious way, open and used and glowing.

“Happy New Year,” I whispered, voice low and satisfied.

They left.

The door closed with a soft, final click.

Silence fell—broken only by the distant pop of lingering fireworks outside and the low hum of the TV replaying midnight highlights.

I lay back against the cool leather, sticky and ruined and utterly radiant. My skin hummed, every nerve singing. I could still feel them—Royce’s curve pressing deep in my pussy, Douglas’s brutal thickness claiming my ass. The phantom stretch. The heat settling inside me.

My husband moved then—slowly, carefully.

He fetched a warm, damp cloth from the bathroom, returned, and began to clean me.

Tenderly.
Reverently.

He wiped the sweat from my breasts, the smeared mascara from under my eyes, the sticky trails along my thighs and the backs of my knees. Every touch was worship—soft circles over bruises, gentle passes where I was still swollen and sensitive. When his fingers brushed my clit, I gasped softly, hips twitching, and he paused, eyes flicking up to mine in silent question.

I smiled, pulled him closer, and guided him onto the couch with me.

He curled into my lap, head resting on my breast, one arm wrapped around my waist like he was afraid I’d float away. I stroked his hair, feeling his breath steady against my skin.

We didn’t need words.

But I gave them anyway.

“Next year,” I whispered into the quiet, fingers tracing lazy patterns on his shoulder, “I want three.”

He stilled for a heartbeat.

Then exhaled—a soft, shaky sound of surrender and excitement—and pressed a kiss to my collarbone.



One Week Later

I still feel it when I sit down.

That sweet, secret ache. The slow bloom of stretch when I shift in an office chair or slide into the car. The faint, delicious burn when I touch myself in the shower—fingers gliding over swollen lips, dipping inside where my body still remembers being opened so completely.

Like it’s holding onto the memory.
Not ready to let go.

Douglas hasn’t texted.

Not yet.

But Royce did.

A week later, while my husband slept beside me, my phone buzzed on the nightstand.

A single photo: a glass of bourbon, amber liquid catching warm light. Ice cubes slowly melting.

Below it, three words:

Next time, three.

My breath caught.

I turned the screen toward my husband—he’d been pretending to sleep, eyes cracked open in the dark.

He read it.
Smiled—slow, knowing, already half-hard under the sheets.
And handed the phone back to me.

This is who I am now.

Not a resolution.
A revelation.

And the year has only just begun.


Confession 2: The New Year’s Eve Swap
Emma, 34 — Omaha, NE

They say how you spend New Year’s Eve is how you’ll spend the year.

If that’s true, then the year ahead was already sliding out from under me — slow, deliberate, soaked in anticipation.

The city below us looked frozen solid. Omaha at night in winter always feels like it’s holding something back — streets glazed with ice, traffic lights glowing soft and distant, the sky hanging low and heavy like it’s pressing down on the world. Snow threatened but didn’t fall. Everything was paused. Waiting.

I felt like that too.

Ryan sat beside me in the backseat, his knee brushing mine every time the car shifted. We weren’t holding hands. We hadn’t since we left the house. That space between us wasn’t distance — it was tension. The kind that hums, that tightens your stomach and makes you hyperaware of every breath.

It had been a week since Christmas Eve.

Seven days since I’d watched my husband kneel between another woman’s thighs. Seven days since I’d been bent beneath a tree that glowed red and gold, my mouth open, my body split wide, my voice no longer under my control.

We hadn’t rehashed it. Not in detail. Not with words sharp enough to bring it roaring back. Some things were too alive to touch directly.

But my body remembered.
God, it remembered.

The hotel loomed ahead of us, glass and steel cutting into the sky. Warm light spilled from the upper floors like an invitation. When the car pulled up, Ryan’s hand finally found my lower back as we stepped out into the cold. His touch was grounding — familiar — and still, my pulse jumped.

The elevator ride up was quiet. The mirrored walls reflected us back at ourselves: Ryan in dark wool, composed but tight around the mouth; me in a deep red dress that clung like it had been poured on. Strapless. No bra. The fabric hugged my breasts just enough that every breath made my nipples brush against it. I caught myself in the reflection and felt a flash of heat between my thighs.

I hadn’t even been touched yet.

The doors opened directly into the suite.

Marcus was there.

Barefoot. Relaxed. Wearing a midnight-blue blazer over bare skin, the fabric framing his chest like it knew it was only a suggestion. His smile was slow, confident — not surprised to see us, not relieved. Expectant.

“Hey,” he said, voice low and warm, like it had been waiting in the room for us.

Behind him, the suite stretched open — wide windows, city lights, a champagne tower gleaming on the marble island. The balcony doors were cracked just enough to let the cold kiss the warmth inside, the firepit outside flickering low and steady. The whole place felt curated. Intentional.

And then Simone stepped into view.

She wore silk the color of pale champagne, cut daringly low, draping over her body in a way that made it impossible not to imagine her naked beneath it. Her shoulders were bare. Her skin glowed. When she smiled, it wasn’t polite — it was intimate, knowing.

“There you are,” she said softly.

She kissed Ryan’s cheek, her lips lingering just long enough that his breath stuttered. Then she turned to me and pulled me into a hug, her body pressing fully into mine — breasts against breasts, hip against hip. Her hand slid to my waist and stayed there.

“You look incredible,” she murmured into my ear. “Still glowing.”

I knew exactly what she meant.

Inside, the air was thick with heat and scent — citrus, smoke, something darker underneath. Music played low, slow, heavy with bass. Ryan slipped my coat off, his fingers brushing my bare back, lingering just a second longer than necessary.

Marcus watched. Didn’t pretend not to. His gaze moved over me openly — the line of my collarbone, the swell of my chest, the curve of my hips. When his eyes met mine, his mouth tipped up at the corner like he could already hear me moan.

Simone poured champagne. The bubbles rushed up the glass, frantic. When she handed mine over, her fingers brushed my palm. My skin tingled where she touched me.

“To New Year’s,” she said.

We clinked. The sound rang sharp and intimate.

Conversation started easily — work, travel, the weather — but it was all surface. Underneath, something coiled and restless moved between us. Every laugh lingered too long. Every glance landed heavy.

Marcus sat across from me, one ankle resting on his knee. When he leaned forward to set his glass down, his hand brushed my knee. Slow. Intentional. My thighs tightened immediately, heat pooling low and insistent.

I didn’t move away.

Simone laughed at something Ryan said and rested her hand on his forearm, her thumb tracing a small circle there like she was testing a memory. Ryan’s shoulders shifted. His jaw tightened.

I felt my pulse throb between my legs.

No one mentioned Christmas.
No one needed to.

It was in the way Simone watched me. In the way Marcus’s gaze dipped when I crossed my legs. In the way Ryan’s hand stayed firm on my thigh, grounding and possessive and just a little reverent.

Simone crossed her legs slowly, silk whispering. “So,” she said casually, lifting her glass again. “Are we pretending last time didn’t happen?”

The room went still.

Marcus’s eyes flicked to me. Ryan’s breath changed beside me — shallow, controlled.

“Or,” Simone continued, her smile slow and wicked, “are we letting tonight be… more honest?”

Outside, somewhere far below, a test firework cracked against the sky — sharp, bright, gone too fast.

My body answered before my mouth did. A slow, unmistakable slick warmth spread between my thighs.

This wasn’t about repeating Christmas.
It was about what came after.

And I knew, sitting there with champagne on my tongue and heat climbing my spine, that the year ahead was already claiming me.

We settled in like it was nothing. Like we were four friends on a regular night, with nothing tangled between us but shared playlists and charcuterie preferences.

But the truth was hanging in the air like perfume — warm, intoxicating, impossible to ignore.

Simone slipped off her heels first, curling one leg under her on the couch, champagne glass in hand. I followed suit, letting the tension slide from my spine as I tucked my feet beneath me. My dress pulled tight across my thighs when I did, and I saw Marcus clock it from across the room. The twitch of his jaw. The lazy stroke of his thumb over the base of his own glass.

Ryan sat close beside me, not touching, but I could feel the pull of him — like his body didn’t know where to look, where to belong.

Another round of champagne was poured, and this time, the flutes clinked a little slower. Simone passed hers to Marcus with a small, lingering brush of fingers. He took it, but didn’t look at her. He was still looking at me.

She leaned back with a satisfied sigh, gaze sweeping over the room like she owned it. “So…” she began, her voice honeyed and dangerous. “Do we talk about Christmas?”

Ryan shifted beside me. His thigh brushed mine. Still nothing from him, but I felt the ripple of nerves flick through him.

Simone tilted her head, eyes gleaming. “Or pretend it never happened?”

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was dense. Heavy with memory. Heat. My mouth was already dry, but I took a sip anyway, the bubbles sharp on my tongue. I let them linger as I met Simone’s eyes.

“I think about it,” I said finally, letting the words land slow. “More than I probably should.”

Ryan turned to look at me. There was surprise there. But behind it — relief. Something in his posture loosened. Like my admission gave him permission to want it too.

Marcus’s voice rumbled across the room. “I haven’t stopped craving the way you sounded.”

My gaze snapped to him.

He sat like a man relaxed, but there was nothing casual in the way he looked at me. Nothing soft in his eyes. Just heat. Hunger. The kind that doesn’t fade — the kind that remembers exactly how you tasted when you came around his cock, and knows your body hasn’t forgotten either.

My pulse fluttered in my throat. I pressed my thighs together, subtle but not invisible. Marcus’s eyes dropped there and lingered. He knew. Of course he knew.

Simone made a soft humming sound, like approval. “She was loud,” she said, sipping again. “I loved that.”

Ryan’s breath hitched beside me.

I looked over at him — sweet, steady Ryan, who had watched every moment that night with reverence and ache. He still hadn’t said anything. But his knuckles were pale against the stem of his glass.

He was aroused. Wrecked already and trying to stay composed.

Simone noticed too. Of course she did.

She tilted her head again, her voice going lower, silkier. “Maybe we don’t unwrap each other yet.”

My breath caught.

She set her glass down, leaned forward, elbows on knees, chin in her palm. The motion brought her cleavage into view — that perfect swell, soft skin glowing in the light. She caught me looking and smiled.

“Maybe we just… flirt a little.”

Marcus raised a brow. “Define flirt.”

Simone’s lips curved like a cat stretching in sun. “Play. Talk. Touch a little. Keep the stakes low. Build the heat.”

“Like a game?” I asked, trying to sound steady.

She nodded. “Exactly.”

Marcus’s eyes didn’t leave mine. “Let’s play.”

Simone turned her attention to Ryan. “Dare,” she said, lifting her glass again. “Let’s start with something simple.”

He blinked. “Me?”

She nodded. “Tell me the first thing you noticed when I opened the door tonight.”

Ryan swallowed. “Your collarbone,” he said finally. “And the way the dress clings right here.” His finger pointed, vaguely — but we all knew exactly where he meant. Simone’s smile turned knowing. Her chest lifted as she took a deeper breath. She didn’t say thank you.

Her eyes flicked to me. “Emma. Compliment Marcus.”

I hesitated for a second — not because I couldn’t, but because I had so much to say. The memories weren’t old yet. They were still warm. Still pulsing.

“Your hands,” I said softly. “I remember how they felt. The way you held my hips when you—”

I stopped.

He smirked. “When I what?”

I shook my head, lips parting. “You know.”

Simone exhaled. “This is going to get dirty fast.”

“Isn’t that the point?” Marcus asked.

She just smiled. “Eventually.”

There was a pause. Everyone sipped. No one broke eye contact for long.

Outside the window, more fireworks began popping in the distance — small, low, too early for midnight but loud enough to make the glass tremble faintly.

Inside, we were trembling too.

Just a little. Just enough.

Because the storm wasn’t here yet. But it was close.

So close I could feel the heat of it rising between my legs.

The city below was starting to crackle.

Fireworks hadn’t officially begun, but you could feel them coming — distant thumps in the air, small sparks of color blooming low between buildings. Test shots. A tease. The sky above us remained stubbornly closed, the clouds thick and low like a lid on a boiling pot.

It matched how I felt. Everything in me was simmering.

Marcus slid open the balcony door and looked back at me.

“Fresh air?” he asked, but it wasn’t a question. He already knew I would follow.

The cold hit hard the second I stepped outside, sharp as a slap — a jolt of winter that stole the breath from my lungs and made every nerve hum. But I didn’t pull my wrap tighter. I didn’t cross my arms. I stepped up to the railing beside him and let it bite into my skin.

The city spread out around us, glittering and distant. Somewhere down below, people were lining rooftops with plastic cups in hand, waiting for their moment. I had mine already.

Marcus’s body radiated heat. He stood close but didn’t touch me, his presence louder than any fireworks could be. I could feel the tension in his shoulders, the way his breath steamed in the cold, the way his gaze settled on my mouth when I turned to look at him.

“You’ve been quiet tonight,” he said.

I smiled. “Trying to be good.”

He made a low sound in his throat. “That’s not the vibe I remember from Christmas.”

God, that night.

It came back in pieces — his weight above me, the sound of the tree lights clinking as my body rocked against the rug, the low growl of his voice in my ear as he pushed deeper. My nipples tightened against the dress just thinking about it.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it,” I admitted, my voice barely more than a breath.

He turned fully then, eyes dark, head tilted slightly. “What part?”

“All of it.”

“No,” he said, stepping closer, heat sliding into the space between us. “Be specific.”

I licked my lips, heart thudding. “The way you held me down. The way you fucked me like my body belonged to you. Like you already knew how to use it.”

His breath caught, sharp and audible.

I let mine out slow. “It scared me how much I liked it.”

Marcus stepped closer, so close now I could feel the heat of him through the dress. His hand came up, slow and deliberate, and brushed a strand of hair away from my face.

“Did it still scare you when you came screaming my name?”

My thighs clenched automatically. The air between us felt like static — thick, charged, trembling.

“No,” I whispered. “It didn’t scare me. It broke me open.”

His fingers brushed the curve of my jaw. I leaned into it, shameless. Needy.

His mouth was so close now I could feel the warmth of his breath against my lips.

“I’ve wanted to taste you again since that night,” he murmured.

Then he kissed me.

Not fast. Not greedy. Slow. Deep. Devastating.

His mouth fit over mine like it had been molded to do exactly that. His lips were warm, soft at first, then demanding, coaxing mine open, drawing a moan from somewhere deep in my chest.

My fingers found his blazer and curled into it, anchoring myself as his hand slid to the base of my neck, pulling me closer. The cold disappeared. My skin burned. The kiss deepened, his tongue sliding over mine in lazy, sinful strokes that made my knees soften.

I gasped when he pulled back just enough to press his mouth against my jaw, then lower — his lips skimming the side of my neck, dragging down to the hollow of my collarbone, tongue flicking against the sensitive skin.

The cold air hit the wet trail he left behind and made me shiver.

“Cold?” he asked, voice rough.

“No,” I breathed. “Just wrecked.”

His hand slid under the back of my dress, fingers splaying across my lower back. No hesitation. No apology. Just a man who already knew my body — and still wanted more.

“I need to see you on your knees again,” he whispered against my skin.

I whimpered.

Inside, through the glass, I saw Simone.

She was in Ryan’s lap.

Her dress had ridden up just high enough to show the line of her thigh, one bare leg draped over his. Her body moved slow and easy, hips rolling subtly, back arching as she leaned in to whisper something into his ear.

He was stiff beneath her, hands frozen at her waist like he didn’t know where to put them. His mouth parted, his eyes locked on mine through the window.

He saw me.

He saw Marcus.

He saw the kiss, the way my hand clutched at his blazer, the way his mouth was still against my throat.

And he didn’t look away.

He didn’t flinch.

He leaned into Simone instead, one hand sliding up her back, the other anchoring at her hip.

I met his gaze and smiled.

Consent, again, given in the language we knew best — breath, eyes, hunger.

No words needed.

Marcus pressed his lips against my ear, tongue tracing the edge, breath hot.

“I want to fuck you with the window open,” he said. “Let the city hear you.”

I moaned quietly. My thighs were wet now. I could feel it — the slick between them, warm and urgent. My body already saying yes.

Inside, Simone had turned to look at us. Her hand slid down between her thighs, working herself slowly as Ryan watched.

There were no rules anymore.

Just heat.

Just want.

And it was almost midnight.

Inside, the clock was seconds from midnight.

Someone had turned the music down. The city beyond the glass had gone still in that suspended way — the breath-before. The second-before. Then, from somewhere in the distance, we heard it. The crowd at the riverfront began to count down.

“Ten…”

Simone turned from the window and met my eyes.

“Nine…”

Her dress slipped off her shoulders with a shrug. Silk puddled to her waist like it couldn’t bear to keep covering her.

“Eight…”

Ryan stood still, stunned. But his chest was rising fast, and his cock strained visibly beneath his pants. He didn’t move when Simone dropped to her knees in front of him. She moved like gravity wanted her there — like that floor was where she ruled from.

“Seven…”

I moved too. I don’t remember deciding. One moment I was standing next to Marcus. The next, I was on the rug, dress rising over my hips, bare knees brushing soft carpet, the chill of the floor shocking and sharp against flushed skin.

“Six…”

Simone was already unbuttoning Ryan’s pants. Her hands were slow, teasing. She glanced at me sideways, lips parted, lashes low. A shared look — not approval, not competition.

Sisterhood.

Wicked, wet, filthy sisterhood.

“Five…”

I reached for Marcus’s belt and felt the heat of him pulse through the fabric. His breath hitched. I didn't look up. I unbuckled him with slow precision, letting the clink of metal and slide of leather ring out as clearly as any bell.

“Four…”

Simone already had Ryan out. His cock stood flushed and stiff, thick and twitching. She didn’t start sucking yet. She breathed on him. Close enough that the steam of her breath made him flinch.

“Three…”

I pulled Marcus free.

God.

I’d forgotten how big he was. How heavy. How perfect that curve was — dark, slick at the tip already, thick at the base. My mouth watered.

“Two…”

Fireworks lit the sky behind us — a spray of gold, a low boom that shook the windows.

“One.”

I opened my mouth.

Simone opened hers.

Happy New Year.

—

My lips slid over Marcus’s cock like a prayer. First slow — the kind of slow that lets you feel the texture of it. The ridges, the heat, the pulse. My tongue curled around him on the way down, memorizing. Worshipping.

Beside me, I heard Simone moan as she took Ryan deeper. I didn’t look yet. I was busy drowning.

Marcus let out a groan — deep and low — his hand tangling in my hair, thumb stroking behind my ear as I bobbed gently, cheeks hollowing, spit sliding down the shaft in long, glistening trails.

I pulled back to catch a breath — and that’s when Simone met my eyes.

She was sucking Ryan like she owned him. One hand stroking the base, the other cupping his balls as her lips worked his crown with slow, luxurious laps of her tongue. Her mouth was glossy, her chin slick.

She smiled at me around his cock. I smiled back around Marcus’s.

Then we switched sides.

I didn’t need to ask. I just moved.

Ryan gasped when I took him — a surprised, broken sound that made my thighs clench. His taste was different. Sweeter. My spit dripped down his shaft as I worked him with purpose, tongue teasing the slit, lips wrapping around him tight enough to make his thighs tremble.

Simone moaned when Marcus hit the back of her throat. Loud. Guttural. Her throat bulged as she took more, deeper, her fingers digging into his hips.

Behind us, the fireworks kept coming — gold and blue and red exploding in the sky in bursts of color and light. Their reflections danced across the glass windows and lit the walls inside the suite.

But we didn’t look at the skyline.

We were the show.

Two wives on our knees, dress straps slipping down arms, knees apart, mouths open, moaning around our husbands’ cocks.

Every now and then, Simone would look at me. Every time, it made my clit throb harder.

I switched again.

Marcus’s cock was harder now — flushed dark, thick with veins, the head glistening with pre-cum. I opened wide and sank down, deeper this time. My throat flexed. I gagged once — loud, messy — and he groaned above me.

“Fuck, Emma…” he hissed. “God, your mouth…”

Ryan was stroking Simone’s hair now, his hips twitching in little pulses. His face was wrecked. Lips parted. Brow furrowed. Sweat beading near his hairline.

I bobbed faster.

Sloppier.

My spit mixed with pre-cum and dripped in strands onto my chest. My breasts were out now — I didn’t remember when — bouncing with every movement, nipples stiff from exposure and arousal.

Simone made a sound that shook the room. A moan that rippled with power.

Then Ryan gasped.

Loud. Shuddering.

And came.

Hard.

His hips jerked forward, cock pulsing in Simone’s mouth as she moaned around it, swallowing every drop like it was her resolution.

She didn’t stop until his legs shook.

She licked him clean, slow and sensual, then turned to me, chest heaving, lips red, eyes dark.

“One down,” she murmured, voice husky.

Marcus’s hand tightened in my hair.

“Your turn,” he growled.

And I dove back down, hungrier than ever.

When we rose from our knees, we were soaked in it.

My lips were swollen. My chest slick with spit and pre-cum. Simone looked like she’d been worshipped and wrecked at once — her hair wild now, her dress hiked up, mouth open as she licked the corner of her lips with that same slow confidence I’d fallen in lust with.

Ryan’s chest was heaving. His pants still unzipped, his cock glistening and softening now in the aftershock of Simone’s mouth.

But Marcus?

Marcus was hard as hell.

He pulled me to my feet like he was done playing games. One big hand wrapped around the back of my neck, the other on my ass, guiding me backward toward the couch with a force that made my knees tremble. My whole body followed without question — already aching, already soaked, already wide open for him.

I heard Simone behind me, her voice low and teasing.

“Take her.”

I wasn’t sure if she meant me or him. But it didn’t matter.

Because he did.

Marcus laid me back on the couch like I was precious. Like I was his. His hand slid down my chest, rough fingers grazing the tips of my nipples, making me gasp. My dress was already ruined, bunched around my waist, the fabric cool against my flushed skin. He tugged it lower. No ceremony. No apology.

Then he looked down at my bare pussy, glistening, twitching.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You’re drenched for it already.”

I was.

I didn’t need prep.

I needed him.

He lined up, pressed the head of his cock to my entrance, and looked into my eyes.

“You want it?” he asked, voice low, voice rough, already knowing the answer.

“Yes,” I breathed. “God, yes.”

He didn’t start slow. Not this time. Not tonight.

He sank into me in one deep, ruthless stroke that knocked the air out of my lungs.

I screamed. Full-bodied. Shameless. My back arched off the couch, legs flying open wider as he filled me to the hilt.

“Still so fucking tight,” he growled. “But your cunt remembers me.”

I could barely breathe. My fingers clawed at his shoulders, my nails leaving red crescents in his skin as he started to move. Deep. Brutal. Perfect. The kind of fucking that drowns thought. That erases everything but the rhythm of skin, the slap of hips, the pulse of your orgasm building like an earthquake.

Behind me, through the couch cushions, I could feel every sound he ripped from me — guttural moans, sharp cries, broken yesyesyes with every thrust.

Then I heard her.

Simone.

“Fuck him, baby. Let him split you.”

I turned my head.

She was pressed against the window — palms flat on the glass, bare chest fogging the cold surface, hips rolled back into Ryan’s hands. He was inside her. Deep. His face buried in her neck, her curls tangled in his fingers as he thrust into her from behind.

Her moans were music. Low, luxurious, dirty.

He was groaning, too. Mouth open. Face flushed.

Watching them made my orgasm climb faster. I wasn’t even thinking anymore. Just feeling. The slap of Marcus’s hips. The stretch. The fullness. His voice in my ear.

“You feel that? That’s how you’re supposed to be fucked.”

I nodded, moaned, sobbed.

“You’re not just open for it, Emma. You’re made for it.”

My pussy clenched around him like it agreed.

Then Simone’s eyes found mine.

Through the glass, through the fog, our gazes locked.

And she moaned my name.

“Emma…”

I whimpered. “Simone…”

The world collapsed around me.

My orgasm tore through me — violent, shattering, body-shaking. I screamed into Marcus’s shoulder, hands gripping him like I was afraid I’d fall off the edge of the world. My pussy pulsed around his cock, squeezing him tighter, begging for it.

“Give it to me,” I gasped. “Fucking fill me.”

He growled in my ear. “You want it inside?”

“Yes. God. Please. Claim me.”

He didn’t hold back.

With a rough, filthy grunt, he slammed into me one last time and came.

Hot.

Deep.

Ropes of it spilling inside me with every pulse of his cock, his body trembling above mine as he filled me, marked me, took me.

Across the room, Simone cried out. Her whole body convulsed. Ryan held her upright as she came, hips jerking, her slick dripping down her thighs as he fucked her through it. Then he groaned again — loud this time — and I knew. He was coming again. Inside her. Buried to the hilt, cock twitching, arms wrapped around her like he couldn’t let her go.

For a moment, we were all still.

All of us wrecked.

Breathless.

Marked in sweat and cum and something deeper.

Then Marcus pulled out of me, and I gasped at the stretch, at the way I could feel him dripping from me already. My thighs were slick, my pussy open and twitching.

Simone turned from the window, legs shaky, her breasts rising with every labored breath. Her face glowed. Her inner thighs were wet.

And when our eyes met again, she smiled.

“Switch?” she asked softly.

I nodded.

Of course.

We crossed the room like two women drunk on pleasure, dress straps fallen, mouths swollen, bodies glowing.

Simone climbed into Marcus’s lap without a word. His cock was already hardening again, twitching beneath her as she rubbed herself against it.

I reached for Ryan.

He kissed me hard — deep, grateful, reverent.

“You okay?” he asked, his hands on my hips, grounding me.

“Better than okay,” I whispered. “I want you. Now.”

He lay back on the couch, and I climbed on top of him, lowering onto his cock with a sigh that felt like home.

It wasn’t just the position that changed.

It was the intimacy. The way he held my hips. The way we locked eyes. The way his fingers traced my cheek as I rode him slow, deep, steady.

In the corner, Marcus was whispering filth into Simone’s ear as she bounced on his cock.

But I was moaning into Ryan’s mouth, forehead to forehead, hearts thudding together.

“I love you,” he gasped.

“I know,” I said, and kissed him.

And came again.

Just like that.

Full of him. Full of everything.

We lay there tangled for a moment — bodies slick, mouths parted, fireworks still echoing somewhere beyond the glass. Someone laughed softly. Someone reached for champagne.

I closed my eyes.

And then I felt him.

Marcus — his hand on my thigh, slow and sure. The rough drag of his palm over my skin. A shift in weight beside me. His breath, warm at my ear.

“You remember what I said on the balcony?” he murmured.

I didn’t answer with words. I turned my face toward the wall of glass — floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the entire city, fireworks still blooming and fading in the night sky — and nodded once, slow. My breath hitched.

“I want the city to see what you look like when I’m buried in you.”

He pulled me up by the hips and walked me to the window.

My hands splayed against the cold glass, bare tits pressing to the pane. The temperature made my nipples stiffen instantly, the heat of my skin steaming the surface in wet, cloudy bursts.

Marcus didn’t wait.

He stood behind me, dragged the head of his cock through the mess leaking from my pussy, then slammed back inside — hard.

I gasped, head falling forward against the glass, breasts flattening as his hips hit mine with wet, brutal rhythm. The window was cracked open at the top, just enough to let in a shock of winter air — and I could feel it: against my neck, against my nipples, curling around my thighs.

“Let them hear you,” he growled.

And I did. I moaned. Loud. Filthy. Desperate.

His cock drove deep with each thrust, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the suite like applause. My palms smeared against the glass as he fucked me from behind, hips slapping hard enough to shake the window frame.

Behind us, I heard Simone gasp — breathy, amused, wrecked.

“God, you two…” she murmured.

I turned my head just enough to see.

She was on all fours now, facing us, hair falling into her eyes, her mouth slack. Ryan was behind her, on his knees — not fucking her, but devouring her.

His face was buried between her cheeks, his hands spreading her wide as his tongue worked into her ass with slow, worshipful attention. She was trembling, one hand between her legs, two fingers deep inside herself as she rocked back against his face.

“Fuck, Ryan…” she whispered. “Eat my ass, baby. Just like that.”

The sight undid me.

I whimpered. Moaned. Ground my hips back into Marcus’s cock, needing more, needing all of it. He grunted behind me, one hand on my throat, the other gripping my hip so tight I’d be bruised.

His voice hit my ear, rough and reverent. “You love this. Letting them watch you get ruined.”

“Yes,” I sobbed.

“You’re dripping down my balls, Emma.”

“I want to be. I want them to see it.”

He shifted his stance and thrust harder, deeper — the kind of fucking that blurs vision. The kind that makes your spine feel like it’s vibrating.

Simone’s moans grew sharper. She was close — hips rolling, fingers pumping, her mouth open in a silent scream. Ryan was groaning now too, his hands tightening around her thighs as his body jerked forward, chasing her taste, lost in her.

I turned my face back to the window, mouth open against the cold glass, moaning with each thrust. My breath fogged the pane. My nipples dragged across it with every movement. I was coated in slick, used and open, completely unguarded — and loving it.

Then I heard Simone’s voice shift — commanding now. Hungry.

“Ryan,” she gasped. “Come here.”

He pulled back, panting. She spun around like a goddess claiming her offering and grabbed his cock in both hands — still hard, glistening from her. She sucked him deep in one smooth motion.

He cried out.

I watched her work him with skill and need, spit dripping down his shaft as she bobbed her head, her moans vibrating through his cock. Ryan was shaking. His thighs trembled. He looked at me — wrecked, helpless — and I nodded.

“Let her,” I said softly, as Marcus pounded into me from behind.

And then he came.

His mouth dropped open, his eyes squeezed shut, and his whole body jerked as Simone sucked him dry — moaning around his cock, swallowing every last drop.

My orgasm hit seconds later.

Marcus was still fucking me, relentless and filthy, his cock hitting just the right spot inside me. I cried out — loud, broken — as I came again, clenching hard around him, my juices leaking down the insides of my thighs.

He followed with a roar.

His cock pulsed inside me, shooting hot, messy spurts that made my knees buckle. He held me up, buried to the hilt, as his cum filled me. My pussy fluttered around him, open and ruined.

And then we collapsed.

—

Blankets appeared — I think Simone pulled them down from the bed, but everything was a blur. We ended up tangled on the rug: me curled against Ryan’s chest, Simone stretched across Marcus’s stomach, her hand still lazily stroking his cock.

Champagne glasses sat half-full on the floor beside us.

The firepit flickered behind the glass. The city twinkled. The room smelled like sex and smoke and citrus peel and skin.

No one spoke for a long moment.

Then Simone broke the silence with a grin. “So… same time next year? Or should we just book Vegas now?”

Ryan laughed — a hoarse, breathless sound. “We could always just… stop pretending this is casual.”

Marcus made a low, amused sound in his throat.

Simone looked at me. “Would you?”

I didn’t answer right away. I looked around the room. The mess. The pleasure. The ease. My body still aching from what Marcus did to it. My husband’s scent on my skin. Simone’s cum still shimmering on her thighs.

I smiled, flushed and full.

“Let’s just say,” I said softly, “this isn’t our last swap.”

The fire crackled.

City lights shimmered outside the window.

And as the four of us sank deeper into the blanket pile — skin to skin, mouth to mouth, breath to breath — the year officially began.

Exactly how I wanted it to.
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December 30, 2025

The kids were gone by noon on the 30th—packed off to my sister’s with duffels stuffed full of pajamas, tablets, and enough sugar to survive a week-long cousin sleepover. I stood on the porch waving until their minivan disappeared around the corner, the sound of their excited chatter fading into the crisp winter air.

The moment the taillights vanished, the house felt cavernous. Too quiet. Like it was holding its breath.

I closed the door and leaned against it, the silence pressing in from every corner. No cartoons blaring from the living room. No thump of little feet overhead. No demands for snacks or arguments over whose turn it was on the iPad. Just the low hum of the refrigerator and the faint tick of the wall clock in the hallway.

Ours.

Ethan appeared from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a dish towel. He’d been loading the last of the kids’ things into the car earlier, playing the calm, capable dad while I hugged them one more time than necessary. Now he looked at me—really looked—and something electric passed between us.

No kids.
No schedule.
A whole week stretched out in front of us like uncharted territory.

He crossed the foyer slowly, eyes dark, and stopped just close enough that I could smell the faint trace of his cologne mixed with the winter air still clinging to his jacket. Without a word, he cupped my face and kissed me—slow, deliberate, the kind of kiss that started soft and built into something hungry.

His hands slid down my back, over the curve of my waist, until they settled on my ass, gripping hard through my thin black leggings.

I melted into him, a soft sound escaping my throat as he pulled me flush against his body. I could feel him already half-hard against my stomach, the heat of him seeping through his jeans.

I nodded, already wet, the ache between my thighs pulsing in time with my heartbeat.

He broke the kiss just enough to speak, lips brushing mine, voice low and rough.
“Whatever happens this week… it’s just us. No interruptions. No pretending.”

I smiled, dragging my hand over his lap, cupping the soft weight of him through his shorts.
“Looks like Dominic’s rubbing off on you,” I murmured, massaging his cock as it began to swell, warm and slow in my palm.

“Fuck,” he groaned, hips twitching, “you should see your ex more often.”

His words hit me harder than they should have, a flush rising to my chest. My husband—aroused, open, surrendering to what this was.

No pretending.

He meant it.
After Christmas—after Dominic—we’d only just begun to peel back the layers of what we were becoming.
And now we had time.
Real time.
No kids. No work. No guilt.

Just the two of us.

“I would want it to be just us,” I whispered back.

But I had no idea how big the week was about to get.

That night, after a quiet dinner and a bottle of wine that left us loose and laughing on the couch, Ethan disappeared into the master bathroom for a shower. I stayed downstairs, tidying up out of habit more than necessity, the house still feeling too big, too empty.

My phone buzzed on the kitchen island.

I glanced at the screen and froze.

D.

The single initial glowed like a brand. I hadn’t heard from Dominic since Christmas night—since he’d left me on my knees in the bedroom, lips swollen and dripping with his cum, chin sticky, throat raw. Since he’d kissed me goodbye at the door like he owned every inch of me, then slid into that Uber and vanished into the snow like a ghost who’d just rewritten my entire marriage.

My fingers trembled as I unlocked the phone.

D: Your ass will dazzle in New York, trust me.

I swallowed hard.

Then another message came in.

D: Pack warm clothes and that red sequin dress. Flight leaves tomorrow morning. Midnight. We are going to attend the ball drop. It’s going to be unforgettable.

My heart slammed against my ribs so hard I had to grip the edge of the counter to stay upright. The words blurred for a second, then sharpened.

New York.
Times Square.
The ball drop.

With him.
With us.

I read it again. And again.

My thighs pressed together involuntarily, the seam of my leggings rubbing against my clit just enough to make me bite my lip. Every filthy memory from Christmas crashed over me in a wave so intense my knees nearly buckled.

The weight of Dominic’s thick black cock stretching my throat until tears streamed down my face. The way he’d flooded my ass with pulse after hot pulse while Ethan knelt beside us, untouched, coming just from watching. The lazy, possessive way Dominic had pinned me between their bodies all night—his arm locked around my waist, cock still half-buried inside me even in sleep, like he refused to let go.

I was instantly soaked. Embarrassingly, desperately soaked.

The shower shut off upstairs. Footsteps padded across the bedroom floor. Ethan appeared at the top of the stairs in nothing but a towel slung low on his hips, water still dripping from his hair, tracing paths down his chest.

He took one look at my face and paused.
“What is it?”

I couldn’t speak. I just turned the phone toward him, screen glowing.

He came down the stairs slowly, reading as he walked.
His eyes scanned the message—once, twice—and by the time he reached me, his pupils were wide, that same dark, hungry flicker from Christmas Eve burning behind them.

He looked up.
“Times Square?” he said, voice low. “VIP pens?”

I nodded, my throat too dry to speak.

He stepped closer, close enough that drops from his damp hair hit my collarbone. He cupped my jaw, thumb brushing over my lower lip—slow and deliberate—like he was remembering exactly how swollen and used it had been after Dominic had finished with it.

“Say yes,” he murmured.

My thumbs were already moving.

C: We’re in.

The reply came almost instantly.

D: Good girl.

I whimpered—actually whimpered—out loud. The sound echoed in the quiet kitchen, needy and helpless.

Ethan heard it. His breath hitched.

In one swift motion he backed me against the refrigerator, the cold steel biting through my thin tank top. He kissed me hard, claiming, teeth nipping my lip as his hand shoved straight into my leggings.

Two thick fingers sank into me without resistance—gliding through the slick evidence of how turned on I already was.

“Jesus, Claire,” he groaned against my neck, pumping slow and deep. “Already dripping for him. So fucking wet.”

I clung to his shoulders, head falling back against the fridge as he worked me with steady, ruthless strokes—curling just right, thumb circling my clit in tight, perfect circles. I stared at Dominic’s last text until the words blurred behind fresh tears of pleasure, hips rocking shamelessly into Ethan’s hand.

It didn’t take long.

I came clenching around his fingers, biting down on his shoulder to muffle the cry, thighs shaking as wave after wave crashed through me.

All while imagining it was Dominic’s cock splitting me open instead.

Ethan didn’t stop until I sagged against him, boneless and panting.

He pulled his hand free slowly, brought his glistening fingers to his mouth, and sucked them clean while watching me—eyes dark, possessive, reverent.

“We’re really doing this,” he said quietly.

I nodded, still trembling.

We barely slept that night.

Every time I closed my eyes, I felt Dominic’s hands on me again. Heard that low, filthy “Good girl” in my head. Felt the phantom stretch of him inside me.

Ethan held me close in the dark, his own arousal pressing hard against my back, but neither of us moved to do anything about it.

We were saving it.

Waiting.

Because tomorrow night, everything would change again.

And we couldn’t fucking wait.

We barely made it.

The alarm had gone off, but neither of us heard it—not after the way we’d clung to each other through the night, tangled in the heat of what we weren’t yet touching. By the time Ethan bolted upright and cursed under his breath, we had thirty-eight minutes to get dressed, pack, and get out the door.

I threw things into a carry-on half-blind: boots, scarves, chargers, toothbrush. Somewhere in the chaos, I paused and slipped the red sequin dress into its own pouch, smoothing the fabric like a spell. My hands shook slightly. I could still feel Dominic’s voice in my bones from the night before—Good girl—and it echoed every time I blinked.

Ethan drove like a man on a mission. He was silent at first, focused, hands white-knuckling the steering wheel. But at every red light, one hand would drift to my thigh and squeeze. Not casually. Possessively. Like he could feel Dominic’s shadow sitting in the back seat, watching.

Neither of us said much. We didn’t need to. It was all there in the air between us: the thrill, the fear, the ache. The unspoken truth that we weren’t flying to New York for a vacation. We were flying straight into another reckoning.

By the time we found long-term parking and wrestled our bags into the shuttle, I was already sweating under my coat. The terminal was chaos—post-holiday families corralling kids, couples dragging duffels, the usual orchestra of wheeled luggage and overhead announcements. Ethan handled check-in while I stood off to the side, scrolling through my phone just to steady myself.

It buzzed in my palm.

D: On your way?

My stomach fluttered. Just seeing that letter—just knowing he was out there somewhere, waiting—was enough to send a pulse of heat between my legs. I typed back quickly.

C: At the airport now. Checking in.

His reply came before I could exhale.

D: Good. What are you wearing under that coat, baby? Tell me everything.

I hesitated, eyes darting around. Ethan was talking to the agent at the counter, distracted. I bit my lip and texted fast.

C: Black leggings. Thin tank top. No bra. You?

D: Nothing you haven’t tasted before. But tell me more. Those leggings tight? Hugging that ass I own?

I could see myself blushing, my body already reacting. The waistband felt tighter somehow, my skin too sensitive. My thighs shifted, trying to chase friction.

C: So tight. And... getting damp just thinking about you.

D: Fuck, Claire. Damp? Or soaked like the needy little slut you are for me? If I were there, I’d shove my fingers down the front and show your husband just how wet you get for me.

My breath caught. I looked up, heart hammering. The line moved forward. Ethan gestured for me to follow. I did, slowly, my pulse ticking in my ears.

D: You gonna be a good girl and give me proof?

We made it through security. I tried to act normal, to laugh at the TSA agent’s joke, to hold Ethan’s hand like I wasn’t throbbing inside. But I couldn’t stop replaying Dominic’s words.

At the gate, Ethan went to grab coffee. I told him I needed the bathroom.

The stall door shut behind me with a soft click. My hands were already moving before I made a decision.

Down with the leggings. Two fingers slipped into the slick heat of my cunt, and I nearly dropped the phone. I was drenched—unbelievably, humiliatingly soaked. My thighs trembled.

I saw Dominic’s message.

D: On a scale of 10, how soaked are you?

C: 10. So wet. Fingers not enough. Need you.

D: That’s my girl. Rub that little clit for me. I want your legs shaking before you get on the plane.

I braced one hand against the tiled wall, the cold bite of it grounding me for a second—but barely. The other hand moved fast, desperate, slick fingers circling my clit in frantic, uneven bursts. I could feel how wet I was—absurdly soaked, the kind of dripping mess I would’ve been ashamed of once. Now? It only made me hungrier.

Somewhere beyond the stall, the world carried on: a toilet flushed, suitcase wheels rolled past, a child laughed. But it all felt distant, underwater, like background noise in a dream I wasn’t part of.

Everything in me tunneled toward the pulsing heat between my thighs. Pleasure coiled tight, then tighter still, and when it finally snapped—
—I came hard.

A strangled moan caught in my throat as my body jolted, my free hand flying to my mouth, biting down on the heel to muffle the sound. My knees buckled, vision blurring, thighs clenching as the orgasm rolled through me in thick, molten waves.

I clung to the wall, gasping, blinking hard against the sudden wet heat behind my eyes.

It took three tries—maybe four—before I could stand up straight.

My panties were ruined. My whole body buzzed.

I cleaned up quickly. Splashed water on my face. My reflection looked flushed, guilty, glowing.

Back at the gate, Ethan had two lattes and a suspicious smile.

“You okay?” he asked, eyes scanning me. “You look… warm.”

“I’m good,” I murmured, sipping. “Just ready to go.”

He cocked an eyebrow but didn’t press.

On the plane, we were seated in a tight row—Ethan by the window, me in the middle, and a woman with reading glasses and a Kindle on the aisle. I fumbled with the seatbelt, nerves jangling, pulse still elevated from what I’d done in the bathroom.

As we taxied, my phone buzzed one more time.

D: Something to think about during takeoff.

An image.

I tapped it open—and gasped.

Dominic’s cock. Hard. Huge. Held in his fist, gleaming at the tip. The photo was taken in a hotel mirror, his abs cut and dark in the soft light. His fingers curled around the shaft like it was nothing, but I knew better. I’d felt that stretch. I’d cried from it. I’d begged for more.

The woman next to me glanced sideways.

Saw.

Her lips parted just slightly. A flicker of amusement passed over her face—then she turned back to her Kindle, cheeks slightly pink.

I sat frozen, phone still glowing in my lap, screen angled slightly toward Ethan.

He saw it too.

He didn’t speak—just adjusted himself under the tray table, his jaw tight.

I snapped the phone shut and slid it into my pocket.

The engines roared.

As we took off, I stared out the window, thighs clenched, cunt aching. Ethan’s hand found mine and squeezed. I turned slightly and caught the aisle woman peeking again. Not judgmental. Curious.

I wondered what she’d think if she knew. About who we were flying toward. About what that cock had already done to me.

New York couldn’t come fast enough.

We landed at JFK with a jolt that rattled through the plane, the tires screeching against the runway like a promise of the chaos waiting outside. The cabin air was stale, thick with the recycled breaths of a hundred strangers, but all I could smell was Dominic—his cologne lingering on my coat sleeve from where our arms had brushed during the flight, woody and sharp, mixed with the faint salt of my own arousal that had been building since takeoff. Ethan grabbed our carry-ons from the overhead, his knuckles white on the handles, face flushed like he’d been holding his breath the whole time. Dominic just stood, calm as ever, his presence filling the aisle without effort.

The terminal was a swarm—holiday travelers dragging suitcases, announcements crackling overhead in clipped voices, the scent of overpriced coffee and greasy airport food hanging heavy. We moved through it fast, Dominic leading, until we hit the curb. A black town car waited, engine purring low, exhaust curling white in the biting air. The driver didn’t say a word, just loaded our bags into the trunk with a thud.

Inside, the leather seats were cool and smooth against my thighs as I slid in between them again—Ethan on one side, fidgeting with his phone; Dominic on the other, thigh pressed firm against mine, heat radiating through denim. The car smelled new, like polished hide and faint air freshener, but as we pulled into traffic, the city’s edge crept in: distant horns, the metallic tang of snow-dusted streets.

Midtown unfolded around us—skyscrapers clawing at the gray sky, yellow cabs weaving like predators, pedestrians bundled in wool and down, faces pinched against the wind. The hotel was tucked on a side street off Madison, an old brownstone with ivy clinging to the brick facade, frost etching the edges like lace. No neon sign, no doorman in uniform—just a polished brass plaque by the door.

Inside, the lobby enveloped us in warmth, low golden light from sconces casting long shadows, velvet armchairs tucked in corners, a crystal bowl of blood oranges on the marble desk releasing a sharp citrus burst as we passed. The air was scented with cedar and faint jasmine, subtle, expensive.

“Reservation under King,” Dominic said to the concierge, voice calm, final.

The man—mid-fifties, wire-rimmed glasses—nodded without a flicker, sliding a single key card across. “Penthouse suite. Enjoy your stay.”

The elevator was vintage, iron gate rattling as it closed, brass-trimmed mirror reflecting us back in soft distortion. I stood in the middle, heart already picking up speed. Ethan on my left, shifting his weight. Dominic behind me, close—too close—the heat of him pressing in, his breath ghosting the nape of my neck, raising tiny hairs.

The doors shut with a soft clang.

The car lurched upward, humming. No music. Just the faint creak of cables, our breaths syncing in the confined space.

Then Dominic’s hand moved.

Gloved at first—leather smooth and cool—sliding under the hem of my coat, tracing the back of my thigh. Higher. He tugged the glove off with his teeth, the sound a soft pop, and bare fingers replaced it, warm, callused, skating up until they brushed the lace tops of my stockings, then higher still, dipping beneath the damp cotton of my panties. I was already slick, had been since the plane, and his fingers found me easily, parting my folds with a deliberate press.

I gasped, soft, the sound echoing in the tight space.

He pushed two fingers inside—slow, unrelenting—the stretch immediate, delicious, my walls clenching around the intrusion. Wet sounds filled the air, obscene in the quiet, as he curled them just right, thumb settling over my clit with perfect, circling pressure. My hips jerked forward on instinct, coat bunching, the mirror fogging slightly from our breaths.

Ethan sucked in a sharp breath beside me, eyes locked on our reflection—my face flushing pink, lips parting in a silent moan, Dominic’s arm disappearing under my coat, his expression unchanging, controlled.

“Don’t come,” Dominic murmured, voice gravelly, mouth at my ear, breath hot and bourbon-laced from the airport lounge. “This isn’t for you yet. This is just to make sure you’re dripping for the rest of the day.”

His fingers thrust deeper—slow drag out, slick and shining, then push back in—thumb pressing harder on my clit, sending sparks up my spine. I bit my lip, tasting copper, thighs trembling against his hand, the elevator’s hum vibrating through me like a tease. The scent of my arousal mixed with the lobby’s jasmine bleed, heady and thick. Ethan’s hand found the small of my back, steadying me, his fingers shaking just a little.

The elevator dinged—too soon—and Dominic withdrew, fingers glistening in the mirror’s light. He wiped them casually on the inside of my thigh, leaving a warm, sticky trail, then pulled my coat closed as the doors opened. I staggered out, knees weak, panties ruined, the ache between my legs throbbing like a heartbeat.

Room 602. Penthouse floor.

Inside, the suite was all dark wood and deep green velvet, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the gray sky, a king bed with crisp white sheets turned down like an invitation. The air was warm, scented with faint citrus from a diffuser, the city skyline sprawling below like a glittering promise. A bottle of champagne chilled in a silver bucket by the window, beads of condensation dripping slow.

Dominic locked the door with a click. Turned to me.

“Coat off.”

I let it drop to the floor in a whisper of wool. The red sequin dress hugged me tight, short hem riding high on my thighs, nipples peaking against the fabric from the elevator’s tease.

Ethan stood near the door, breathing heavy, eyes dark.

Dominic looked at him. “On your knees.”

Ethan dropped instantly, knees hitting the rug with a soft thud, hands behind his back without a word. His gaze lifted to mine—hungry, submissive, no hesitation.

Dominic walked to the window, pulled the sheer curtain aside with a soft swish, letting pale morning light flood in, casting long shadows across the bed. Then he came back, stood in front of me, and unzipped his pants.

His cock sprang free—thick, dark, veined, already rock-hard, the head flushed deep purple and slick with precum. The musky scent of him hit me immediately, making my mouth water. I sank to my knees before he could say it, the rug soft but biting under my bare legs.

He didn’t guide me. Just let me take him.

I licked first—a slow, flat stripe up the underside, tasting salt and heat, the faint bitterness of his skin. Then I opened wide, lips stretching around the girth as I took him deep, tongue pressing against the pulsing vein, throat relaxing to swallow more. He filled my mouth completely, nudging the back until tears pricked my eyes, saliva pooling and dripping down my chin in warm strands. My fingers dug into his thighs through wool pants, muscles tense under my palms.

Behind me, Ethan shifted closer on his knees, hands finding the hem of my dress. He lifted it gently, bunching the sequins at my waist so it wouldn’t drag, exposing my ass in the lace panties, the damp spot visible, cool air kissing my wet skin. His fingers trembled against my hips, holding steady, the heat of his breath ghosting my lower back.

Dominic threaded one hand into my hair—not pushing, just anchoring, fingers tight enough to sting. The other rested on the back of my neck, thumb stroking slow.

“You suck like you’ve been dreaming about this,” he murmured, voice rough, hips flexing forward once to slide deeper, making me gag softly, tears spilling. “And you—” he glanced down at Ethan, “hold her dress like you know she’s mine to use right now.”

I moaned around him, the vibration drawing a low groan from his chest. My pussy clenched hard, empty and desperate, fresh slickness sliding down my inner thighs. I ground against nothing, hips rocking, the ache building unbearable.

He let me work him—slow, deep strokes, saliva coating him until he gleamed, dripping off my chin onto the rug. Every time I sped up, greedy for more, he tightened his grip, slowing me, drawing it out. My jaw ached, throat raw, but I didn’t stop, the taste of him flooding my senses—salt, musk, him.

His breaths grew ragged, hips snapping forward once, twice. “Fuck… take it, C.”

He came with a guttural growl, cock pulsing on my tongue, thick ropes flooding my mouth—hot, salty, bitter, filling me until my cheeks bulged. I swallowed what I could, but some spilled past my lips, warm and sticky down my chin. He held me there through every twitch, eyes locked on mine, until he softened slightly. Then pulled out slow, a final strand connecting us before snapping.

I knelt there, mouth full of what I hadn’t swallowed, lips swollen and shining. Dominic tucked himself away, zipped up. Looked down at me with that dark, satisfied gaze.

“Feed him,” he said, voice low and commanding, nodding toward Ethan. “Give your husband what he watched you earn.”

I turned on my knees, dress still bunched at my waist, sequins rasping against my skin. Ethan’s eyes widened, a flicker of resistance—his throat bobbing, lips parting but not fully. I leaned in, cupped his jaw gently but firm, my thumb stroking his bottom lip.

I pressed my mouth to his, slow, and let the cum spill—warm, thick, salty—pushing it with my tongue into his. He hesitated, a soft grunt of protest, pulling back just an inch.

“Come on,” I whispered against his lips, smiling soft, teasing. “You’ve had worse things in your mouth.”

The words came out husky, playful, my free hand sliding to his neck to pull him closer. He relented with a shudder, opening, tongue meeting mine as the cum mixed between us, slick and obscene, the taste lingering bitter and intimate.

Dominic watched, a low chuckle rumbling from him. “Good boy.”

I broke the kiss, licking my lips, still tasting him—us. My body was on fire, pussy throbbing, empty and aching for more.

“Dom… I’m still itching for a fuck,” I said, voice breathy, turning back to him with a needy glance, thighs pressing together against the slick mess.

He smirked, adjusting his coat. “Later. We gotta get to Times Square early for a good spot.” He grabbed his bag by the door, slinging it over his shoulder. “Food’s on me—order anything, drinks too. Room service, whatever you want.”

He paused at the threshold, eyes raking over us one last time. “Build it up. I’ll be back in a couple hours.”

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving the air heavier, charged.

I turned to Ethan, still on his knees, face flushed, lips shining from our kiss. The taste of Dominic lingered in my mouth, but the ache between my legs was screaming.

“Come here,” I whispered, pulling him up, hands fisting his shirt.

We stumbled to the bed, clothes shedding in a frantic rush—his shirt over his head, my dress pooling at my feet with a sequin whisper.

I pushed him down onto the crisp sheets, climbing over him, skin hot and flushed against his. His cock was hard, straining, the head leaking as I straddled him.

“I need you,” I breathed, guiding him inside—wet, easy slide, the stretch familiar and filling, but not the wrecking I craved from Dominic.

We made love slow at first, then urgent—his hands on my hips, guiding my rolls, my nails raking his chest, leaving red trails. The room filled with our gasps, the wet slap of skin, the citrus diffuser mixing with sweat and sex.

I came first, clenching around him with a cry, back arching, but he followed seconds later, spilling hot inside me with a groan, our bodies trembling together.

We collapsed tangled, breaths ragged, sheets damp. The city hummed outside, but in that moment, it was just us—horny, spent, waiting for more.

Evening.

We bundled up as the sun dipped low, the suite’s windows turning gold then gray with the fading light. My coat over the red sequined dress, wool heavy and warm, sequins peeking at the hem like a tease. Gloves snug, scarves wrapped tight against the wind’s bite.

Dominic returned with takeout bags—steaming containers of ramen and gyoza, salty broth and ginger sharp in the air, washing down with chilled sake that burned smooth. We ate quick, tension simmering, my thighs still slick from Ethan, the ache returning like a promise.

At 8:00 p.m., we headed out.

The cold had deepened into a razor edge, wind howling down avenues, snow spitting in flurries that stung my cheeks and clung to lashes. The private car idled at the curb, exhaust white and acrid, leather seats creaking as we slid in.

Traffic crawled, horns blaring impatient, the city alive with pre-midnight frenzy—pedestrians in glittering hats, distant cheers echoing off buildings.

Barricades started six blocks out—metal rails cold under gloved hands, crowds thickening, drunk laughter bubbling, NYPD in neon vests waving flashlights that cut through the dusk. The air smelled of beer spills and street food—greasy hot dogs sizzling, roasted chestnuts sweet and nutty, weed smoke curling lazy from groups huddled together.

Choppers thumped overhead like heartbeats, sirens wailing distant but insistent.

Dominic flashed lanyards at each checkpoint—VIP access, no questions, just nods from security.

We pushed forward, deeper into the heart, until the pens opened to us.

Inside the closest barrier, just hundreds of feet from the stage.

The screens loomed massive overhead, pulsing ads and countdown timers in electric blues and reds, light washing over faces in erratic flashes. Music thumped through the concrete, bass vibrating up my legs into my core, syncing with my pulse.

Fire pits crackled orange nearby, heat licking our faces in waves, smoke curling acrid and woody, cutting the cold. The crowd’s energy was electric—bodies pressed tight, breaths fogging white, cheers rising in spontaneous waves.

Snow dusted hats and shoulders, melting cold on my lashes, the ground slick underfoot with trampled confetti from early drops.

Dominic stood directly behind me, body flush, hands in his coat pockets but pressed to my hips. I felt him—hard, insistent against my ass through layers, a constant, throbbing reminder.

Ethan to my right, arm brushing mine, eyes on the stage but flicking to us, breath visible in sharp puffs.

A reporter passed with a camera crew, lights sweeping bright and blinding, microphones catching snippets of excited shouts.

By 9:00 PM, the pens were packed shoulder to shoulder, bodies layered in puffer jackets and sequined hats, holding glowing foam sticks and cups of steaming cider. Music blared from overhead speakers between DJ sets, punctuated by countdowns on the giant digital displays looming above the stage. Every time the camera cranes swept the crowd, people screamed and waved, hoping to get noticed. But we weren’t here for that.

Dominic had us arrive early enough to secure prime positioning, just left of center stage. We were maybe twenty feet from the front barrier, close enough to feel the vibrations in our ribcages when the bass dropped. Behind me, his presence was a constant burn: one gloved hand on my hip, the other occasionally drifting lower, casually possessive, his breath warm against my neck every time he leaned in to speak.

At one point, around 10:30, he whispered, "You're mine at midnight. You understand that? Everyone will see."

I nodded, too breathless to speak. Ethan stood beside me, close enough to hear, close enough to pretend he hadn't.

By 11:45, the tension in the square was palpable. The lights had dimmed slightly, countdown graphics taking over every screen. The DJ launched into a final, high-energy set, and the crowd began to sway and jump, bundled arms lifted high. The heat from the fire pits flickered against our cheeks, but the real burn was between my legs.

Dominic pressed in tight behind me, erection hard against my ass despite the layers. His gloved hand slipped under my coat, fingers gripping my waist. My breath came in shallow puffs, heart pounding like a drumline in my chest.

"Ten minutes," he murmured against my ear. "And I'm going to claim you in front of the entire country."

I swallowed hard. Ethan’s hand brushed mine, a silent gesture of support, submission, something in between.

Then came the final countdown.

Ten.

Dominic shifted, turning me fully toward him.

Nine.

His hands went to either side of my face, fingers sliding into my hair.

Eight.

The crowd around us surged forward, people jumping and screaming.

Seven.

He leaned in.

Six.

I saw the red light of a camera crane sweeping our section.

Five.

His eyes locked on mine. Dark. Certain.

Four.

Ethan turned to look, lips slightly parted.

Three.

Dominic grinned.

Two.

He pulled me in.

One.

The ball dropped. The crowd erupted.

And Dominic dipped me.

Right there, in the middle of Times Square, surrounded by fireworks, confetti, and a million screaming strangers, he dipped me low and kissed me like he owned me. It wasn’t a quick peck. It was long. Deep. Wet. Filthy. Tongue and teeth and breathless moans, my body arched against his, one leg lifted slightly off the ground. I clung to his coat, lost in the sensation.

The camera caught every second.

Later, we’d find out it wasn’t just on ABC or NBC. It was live on TikTok, Instagram, a YouTube multi-cam stream. Some influencer with a verified account zoomed in and posted it with the caption: "This is how you start a new year, damn." It got half a million likes by dawn.

But in that moment, I didn’t care.

When he pulled back, my lipstick was smudged, my lips swollen, and his voice was rough and reverent against my cheek: "I love you. And I’m never letting this go."

People around us were clapping, some whistling. A girl next to us shrieked, "Get it, girl!" while filming us with her phone. Confetti fell like glittering rain. And beside me, Ethan’s face was flushed red, eyes wide, lips parted. He didn’t look angry. He looked wrecked. Turned on. Devoted.

We didn’t stay long after that.

Dominic kept his hand on my ass the entire walk back to the hotel, guiding me through the sea of drunk, celebrating tourists like he was steering his property through a crowd. Ethan walked beside us, silent, erect, breath misting in front of him with every step.

We stopped at a 24-hour deli for beer and snacks, the kind of greasy post-midnight food that tastes like heaven after hours of cold and adrenaline. Dominic insisted on buying. We ended up with a bag of hot pretzels, two tallboys, and a basket of waffle fries slick with salt.

Back in the room, still in our coats, we collapsed onto the bed with our feast. Ethan sat at the edge, scrolling through social media on his phone while I peeled off my gloves. Dominic was already unzipping his jacket.

“Happy New Year,” he said, lifting one of the tallboys in a lazy toast.

Ethan and I echoed it softly, a clink of metal cans, a quiet smile passed between us all—worn out, exhilarated, tangled in something we couldn’t name yet.

Then Ethan froze.

"Oh my God," he said.

He turned the screen toward us.

It was a reel.

Our kiss. Full view. Dip and all. Captured from two angles. One from the official live stream, the other from someone standing nearby. The caption read: "Midnight kiss goals. Whoever you are—respect."

The view count was already over 200K.

My stomach flipped. Heat flooded my cheeks.

"Jesus Christ," I muttered, hand over my mouth. "That was... that was us. On camera. On the fucking internet."

Dominic just grinned, sipping his beer like a man who’d planned this all along.

"That kiss was real," he said simply. "Let them watch."

Ethan looked stunned. Turned on. Horrified. Possibly all three.

My phone buzzed with texts. A college friend. A cousin. Someone from my office.

"Was that you on the Times Square stream?? 😳??"

I could have lied.

That was the first thought that hit me once we were back inside the hotel room and the door finally shut behind us—once the noise of Times Square faded and the adrenaline settled into something heavier, something stickier.

I could have laughed it off.
Could have said it was a random kiss.
Could have shrugged and said, New Year’s, crowd energy, cameras everywhere.

But Ethan had been right there.

Clear as day.
Close enough that anyone watching—anyone who knew us—could see his face while another man dipped me and kissed me like I belonged to him.

And not just a polite kiss.

A hungry one.

We weren’t brushing lips. We weren’t smiling for the camera. We were swallowing each other’s saliva, mouths open, bodies locked, Dominic’s hand firm at my waist like he wasn’t worried about who was watching because he already knew.

And Ethan—God—Ethan hadn’t stepped away.

He hadn’t looked shocked or angry.

He’d stood there, flushed, breathing hard, eyes dark, letting it happen.

Letting me happen.

The realization hit me slowly, then all at once: probably half the people who knew us—friends, coworkers, distant family—had just watched my husband stand there while I was kissed by another man. Not hidden. Not ambiguous.

A cuckold.

That word slid into my mind uninvited, heavy and undeniable.

And worse—
he looked okay with it.

I felt my stomach drop as I kicked off my boots, my hands shaking just slightly as I peeled off my gloves. My phone buzzed again on the table. Another notification. Another reel. Another angle.

I didn’t even open it.

I was suddenly very aware of how provocative it must have looked. Not just the kiss—but the story it told. The way Dominic held me. The way Ethan didn’t interrupt. The way the camera lingered because it felt different.

Not just two drunk strangers.

A dynamic.

A choice.

I pressed my palms to my cheeks, heat blooming there. Please, I thought, irrationally, please let it not go viral. Please let it be just one of a thousand kisses tonight.

But even as I thought it, I knew.

Ours hadn’t been like the others.

And I’d have questions to answer. From friends. From family. From people who’d seen it and thought they understood something they weren’t supposed to see yet.

I opened my mouth to say something—to Ethan, to myself, to the room—

And then Dominic moved.

He didn’t rush. Didn’t ask. Just stepped out of his coat and let it fall to the floor, unbuttoning his shirt with infuriating calm, like the world outside no longer mattered.

Like none of that mattered.

My thoughts fractured the moment his cock came free—thick, dark, already heavy in his hand, hanging beautifully like it had been waiting for this exact second. The sight of it cut through my panic with brutal efficiency.

My breath caught.

My body responded before my mind could catch up—heat pooling low, that familiar ache blooming between my thighs like a reflex I no longer fought.

Dominic looked at me—not the crowd, not the cameras, not the internet.

Just me.

“All that noise out there?” he said quietly. “Forget it.”

He stepped closer, close enough that the warmth of him replaced the cold still clinging to my skin.

“You’re here now.”

And just like that—I did forget.

The questions.
The embarrassment.
The possibility of being seen.

It all dissolved the moment his fingers hooked into my waistband and pulled me toward him, the moment I felt Ethan’s gaze on us—not anxious, not conflicted—but dark, hungry, already turned on by the proof that the world had just seen what he already knew.

Ethan hadn’t moved away.

He’d stepped closer.

And as Dominic’s cock brushed my thigh and my body leaned into it without hesitation, I understood something with startling clarity:

Whatever labels people wanted to use.
Whatever assumptions they made.

None of it mattered.

Because the only truth that counted was right here—
the way my body softened for Dominic,
the way Ethan watched, breathing heavier, not asking me to stop.

I wasn’t afraid anymore.

I was exactly where I wanted to be.

He didn’t say a word.

Just stepped in and kissed me again—like we hadn’t just done it under a thousand flashing lights, like the cameras hadn’t caught every filthy second. This one was deeper. Possessive. His tongue sliding in slow, commanding mine, coaxing it, sucking it like he wanted the taste of my fear, my thrill, everything. The faint bitterness of champagne lingered on his lips from the VIP toast earlier, mixing with the salty tang of sweat from the crowd’s heat. His breath was hot, ragged against my mouth, carrying the subtle musk of his cologne—something dark and woody that always made my stomach twist with need.

I moaned into him, the sound vibrating low in my throat, raw and involuntary. My fingers fumbled for his chest, gripping the open edge of his shirt where it gaped over his broad, sculpted pecs. The fabric was damp from the melting snow outside, cool against my palms, but underneath, his skin burned like a furnace, the hard ridges of muscle flexing as he pulled me closer. I didn’t realize I was walking backward until my thighs hit the edge of the velvet armchair—the soft, plush fabric brushing my calves like a lover’s whisper. I gasped, the air escaping in a sharp huff, but Dominic didn’t stop. He kissed harder, his teeth grazing my lower lip, nipping just enough to send a spark of pain-pleasure straight between my legs.

One hand gripped the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair, tugging with that perfect pressure that made my scalp tingle and my knees weaken. The other moved down my body, tracing the line of my coat—thick wool still chilled from the New York night—then sliding up underneath, his palm rough and warm against the bare skin of my midriff. He found the zipper and yanked it down in one swift motion, the metallic rasp echoing in the quiet suite. The coat slipped to the floor with a heavy thud, pooling around my ankles like discarded restraint.

My dress—the red sequin one he’d told me to pack—clung damp to my thighs, the hem still cold from the snow and confetti that had swirled around us in Times Square. The sequins glittered under the low hotel lights, catching every flicker like tiny stars, but they scratched as he shoved the fabric up without ceremony, bunching it around my waist. The rough texture dragged over my hips, abrading my sensitive skin, leaving behind a trail of prickling goosebumps that made me shiver. The air in the room was warm, heavy with the scent of pine from the lobby Christmas tree downstairs, but it felt electric against my exposed flesh, every nerve ending alive and humming.

“Take it off,” he growled, mouth hot against my ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my chest and settled deep in my core. His breath fanned over my earlobe, sending shivers cascading down my spine.

I did—arms shaking, pulling the thin straps down over my shoulders, the sequins scraping lightly over my collarbones. My breasts spilled free first, nipples already tight and aching from the cold and the building tension, pebbling into hard peaks that begged for touch. The bodice crumpled, the dress sliding down around my hips in a whisper of fabric, pooling at my feet alongside the coat. No panties. Just the gleam of wetness already slick between my thighs, the cool air kissing my swollen folds and making me clench involuntarily. The scent of my arousal hung faint in the air—musky, sweet, undeniable—mixing with the lingering champagne on Dominic’s breath.

Dominic stepped back just enough to take me in, his dark eyes raking over my body like a physical touch—slow, deliberate, devouring. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his slacks, thick and dark and glistening at the tip where a bead of pre-cum had already pearled. The outline was obscene, promising that stretch I craved, the kind that ruined me every time. He looked at Ethan, who had barely moved, still standing near the hotel window, eyes wide, jaw tight, breath coming in shallow, uneven pants that fogged the glass behind him.

“Cock out,” Dominic said, his voice casual but commanding, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Ethan obeyed without hesitation, his fingers trembling slightly as he fumbled with his zipper. The metallic slide filled the room, followed by the soft rustle of fabric as he shoved his pants and boxers down his thighs. His cock sprang free—hard, flushed pink at the tip, veins pulsing along the shaft. He wrapped a hand around the base, stroking once, slow and deliberate, his eyes flicking between me and Dominic. Pre-cum smeared over his fingers, glistening in the dim light, and a low groan escaped his throat, raw and needy. He looked wrecked already—cheeks flushed, lips parted—like he knew this moment wasn’t his, not yet, but he belonged here. Part of this. His gaze locked on my naked body, drinking in the way my breasts heaved with every breath, the slick shine between my legs.

I didn’t look away from him. I watched my husband stroke himself as I stepped forward again, bare except for my black boots, the leather still cold and sticky from the street slush, creaking softly with each movement. The carpet was plush under my soles, but every step sent a jolt through me, my pussy throbbing with anticipation, slickness dripping down my inner thighs in slow, warm trails.

Dominic grabbed my hips suddenly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to bruise, and spun me toward the window. The city lights blurred below us—Times Square still pulsing with post-midnight chaos, confetti drifting like snow in the wind. My hands pressed flat to the cold glass, the shock of it against my palms making me gasp, my breath fogging the pane in quick bursts. My chest caught the chill next, nipples hardening to painful points as they brushed the window, the contrast of freezing glass against my fever-hot skin sending sparks straight to my clit.

Behind me, I felt him line up—his cock thick and hot, the blunt head nudging between my folds, parting them with ease. He dragged it through my wetness once, coating himself, the slick slide teasing my entrance and making me whine low in my throat. The musky scent of him filled my senses—sweat, arousal, that dominant edge that always made me submit without question.

And then—he shoved in.
One stroke. No warning. No mercy.

I cried out, the sound sharp and echoing off the walls, muffled only slightly against the glass. My body arched involuntarily, back bowing as he stretched me wide around him, the delicious burn of being filled too fast, too deep, too much. He was thicker than I remembered—every ridge, every vein dragging along my inner walls, igniting nerves I didn’t know I had. The fullness was overwhelming, a hot, pulsing pressure that made my toes curl in my boots and my fingers scrabble against the window for purchase.

He didn’t give me time to adjust—just grabbed my hips tighter, nails biting into my skin, and started moving. Slow at first, pulling out almost to the tip so I felt the loss of him, the cool air rushing in where he’d been, then slamming back in with a wet smack that echoed through the suite. The rhythm built faster, punishing, his balls slapping against my clit with every thrust, sending jolts of pleasure-pain radiating through me. The sounds were filthy—his guttural grunts, deep and animalistic; my desperate moans, high and broken; the squelch of my wetness coating him, dripping down my thighs in hot rivulets.

My breath fogged the glass in thick clouds, my forehead pressing against it as sweat beaded on my skin, mixing with the melted snow in my hair and trickling down my neck. My breasts bounced against the window with every snap of his hips, the cold sweat making them slide slickly, nipples scraping the pane until they ached. The burn of it all—the exposure, the way the city sprawled oblivious below us, the faint vibration of bass from the streets—it was all too much, coiling tight in my belly.

“Hold her open,” Dominic barked, his voice rough, strained, like he was holding back his own edge.

Ethan dropped to his knees behind me without a word, the thump of his body hitting the carpet vibrating through the floor. I felt his hands on my thighs—warm, familiar, but trembling with arousal—gently but firmly spreading them wider, exposing me completely. His face was so close now—his breath hot and uneven against the backs of my legs, inches from where Dominic’s cock drove in and out of me, slick and obscene, glistening with my juices. He looked up once, our eyes meeting in the reflection of the glass—his wide and dark, filled with a war of shame and raw hunger, cheeks flushed crimson.

Shame and arousal warred on his face, his cock still hard in his fist, stroking in time with Dominic’s thrusts. But he didn’t move away. Didn’t hesitate.

Dominic fucked me harder, his pace turning brutal, hips snapping with a force that knocked the air from my lungs. The wet slap of skin filled the room, mingling with the distant roar of the city outside. Every thrust pushed me closer, my pussy clenching around him, fluttering desperately as the coil in my core tightened to breaking.

The sounds were a symphony of depravity—guttural grunts from Dominic, my desperate moans rising to sobs, the squelch of wetness with every thrust growing louder, more obscene. My breasts heaved against the window, cold sweat mixing with the melted snow in my hair, trickling down my spine in icy rivulets that contrasted the fire building inside me. The burn of it, the exposure, the way Ethan’s breath warmed the backs of my thighs while his hands held me open—it was all too much, pushing me over the edge.

I shattered.
Came with a cry so loud I half-expected a knock at the door, my voice breaking on Dominic’s name. My pussy clenched tight around his cock, milking him in rhythmic waves, pleasure detonating through me like fireworks—hot, blinding, endless. My body pulsed, thighs quaking, slick gushing around him as aftershocks ripped through me, leaving me trembling and boneless against the glass.

He didn’t stop. Just growled low in his throat, fingers digging deeper into my hips as he chased his own release. One more brutal thrust—and he groaned, deep and low, slamming fully inside as he came. I felt it all: the throb of his cock swelling thicker, the hot spurts flooding me, thick and possessive, painting my walls in pulse after heavy pulse. His grip bruised my hips as he emptied himself completely, hips grinding against my ass to push every drop deeper.

Then stillness. Only our ragged breaths filling the room, the faint drip of our combined release trickling down my inner thighs.

My head dropped against the glass, forehead cool and slick with sweat.

Dominic pulled out slowly, a soft wet sound accompanying the loss, his cum already leaking from me in slow, warm drips that made my oversensitive folds twitch.

And then, almost casually, he turned to Ethan—still on his knees, cock hard and leaking in his hand.

“Clean her.”

Ethan blinked—but nodded, his throat bobbing as he swallowed hard. He leaned in closer, hands still holding my thighs apart, his mouth hesitating only a second before he pressed it to my pussy. I gasped again, exhausted but overwhelmed as his tongue lapped up Dominic’s cum from between my folds—hot, slow strokes that delved inside me, swirling through the mess, tasting the salty, musky mix of us. The sensation was electric, sending fresh aftershocks through my core, my clit throbbing under the gentle pressure of his lips. He moaned softly against me, the vibration humming through my sensitive nerves, his own arousal evident in the way his hips twitched.

Dominic watched from above, arms crossed over his chest, still breathing hard, his cock softening but still glistening with our juices. A satisfied smirk played on his lips, eyes dark with possession.

Ethan didn’t stop until I was trembling anew, every lick drawing whimpers from my throat. Only when Dominic said, “That’s enough,” did he pull back—lips shiny, chin wet, eyes glazed with a mix of humiliation and ecstasy.

I collapsed into the velvet armchair, legs splaying weakly, body spent and glowing. The fabric was soft against my overheated skin, cradling me like a lover’s embrace.

Dominic took a sip from the beer on the table—calm again, like nothing had happened, the bottle cool and sweating in his hand.

The city outside sparkled, lights twinkling like distant stars.

Inside, I was still trembling, pussy aching and full, the taste of Dominic lingering on my tongue from our kiss.

But I’d never felt more claimed. More alive. More theirs.

January 1, 2026 – Afternoon Flight Home
JFK → Hartsfield-Jackson

The flight back was almost empty—post-holiday lull, most seats dark. Dominic had booked us the same row as before: him window, me middle, Ethan aisle. As soon as the seat-belt sign dinged off, he threw the thin airline blanket over our laps and slid his hand straight between my thighs.

No warm-up. No teasing.

Just two thick fingers pushing inside my leggings, past the soaked fabric of my thong, and sinking deep into me with a single glide. I was already wet—had been since the hotel shower that morning, where he’d bent me over the marble counter and fucked me slow while Ethan watched from the doorway. Dominic curled his fingers now, stroking that spot that made my vision blur, thumb pressing hard circles over my clit.

I bit my lip to stay quiet, but a whimper slipped out anyway. The flight attendant walked past; I froze, thighs clamping around his hand. Dominic didn’t stop. If anything, he went faster—slow, deep thrusts of his fingers, palm grinding against my mound until my hips started rocking involuntarily.

Ethan glanced over, saw the blanket moving, heard the wet sounds I couldn’t hide. His jaw tightened. He shifted in his seat, adjusting the obvious bulge in his jeans. Dominic noticed and smirked, leaning close to my ear.

“Tell your husband how close you are.”

I couldn’t speak at first—just shook my head, eyes squeezed shut. He pinched my clit lightly, punishment and reward at once.

“Tell him.”

“I’m… close,” I breathed, barely audible.

Ethan’s hand found my free one under the blanket, squeezing hard. Dominic added a third finger, stretching me deliciously, and rubbed faster. The plane hit light turbulence; the vibration hummed through the seat, through his hand, through me. I came silently—mouth open in a soundless cry, pussy pulsing around his fingers, slickness coating his palm. He kept stroking through it, drawing out every aftershock until I sagged against his shoulder, trembling.

He pulled his hand free slowly, brought his glistening fingers to his mouth, and licked them clean while staring straight at Ethan. Ethan’s breath hitched. Dominic offered the last finger to me. I sucked it obediently, tasting myself, eyes locked on my husband’s tortured expression.

We landed forty minutes later. I was still throbbing.

––––––––––

Hartsfield-Jackson Long-Term Parking → Home

Ethan’s SUV was exactly where we’d left it, frost on the windows from the cold snap. We tossed the bags in the back and climbed in—Ethan driving, me shotgun, Dominic stretched out in the middle of the back seat like he owned the car.

The engine had barely turned over when Dominic leaned forward between the seats.

“Drive slow,” he said. “We’re not done celebrating.”

Ethan pulled out of the deck, hands tight on the wheel. Traffic was light; most of Atlanta still recovering from New Year’s Eve. Dominic’s hand appeared over the center console, sliding up my thigh, pushing my skirt higher. I spread my legs without being told.

At the first red light on Camp Creek Parkway, he unzipped. I heard the sound, glanced back—his thick cock already out, heavy in his fist, the head dark and slick. He guided my hand to it. I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking slow, feeling him throb against my palm.

Ethan watched in the rear-view mirror, knuckles white on the steering wheel.

Dominic’s other hand slipped between my legs again, pushing my panties aside. Two fingers plunged in deep. He started fucking me with them in the same rhythm I was stroking him—lazy, deliberate, possessive.

“Talk to her,” Dominic told Ethan, voice low and rough. “Tell your wife how pretty she looks with my dick in her hand.”

Ethan swallowed hard, eyes flicking between the road and the mirror.

“You look… fucking incredible, Claire.”

I moaned, pumping Dominic faster. He rewarded me by curling his fingers, rubbing my G-spot until my hips bucked.

“Tell her what you see when you look back here,” Dominic growled.

Ethan’s voice was low, unsteady. “I see you knuckle-deep in my wife… while she strokes your cock in my car.”

The light turned green. Ethan accelerated too fast, then braked hard at the next one. Dominic chuckled darkly.

“Keep going,” he said. “She’s close again.”

He wasn’t wrong. My thighs were shaking, pussy clenching around his fingers as he worked me mercilessly. Cars passed on both sides—families, commuters, none of them knowing what was happening in the black SUV crawling through south Atlanta traffic.

I came hard, biting my forearm to muffle the cry, slickness flooding his hand. My strokes on Dominic faltered; he took over, using my limp grip to fuck my fist until thick ropes of cum spilled over my fingers, hot and sticky, dripping onto my wrist.

Ethan groaned like he was in pain, swerving slightly before correcting. Dominic wiped his hand on my inner thigh, marking me, then leaned back with a satisfied sigh.

“Almost home,” he said. “But the night’s just starting.”

He glanced at his phone, then added casually, “I’m heading to my hotel. Got a bit of work to catch up on.”

Neither of us said anything. We just watched him zip up, adjust his jacket, and step out into the night like nothing about us had changed.

That Night – Downtown Atlanta Rooftop Bar

Dominic didn’t ask if we wanted to go out. He simply texted at 9 p.m.:

D: Rooftop at the Glenn Hotel. 10:30. Wear something easy to get into.

I chose a short black satin slip dress—no bra, tiny lace thong, heels that made my legs look endless. Ethan wore dark jeans and a fitted black button-down, sleeves rolled up, looking edible and nervous at once.

The Glenn Hotel's rooftop bar pulsed with a sultry energy that night, the kind that wrapped around you like smoke—thick, intoxicating, laced with the promise of something reckless. The January air was crisp, biting at my exposed skin despite the orange glow of the heat lamps scattered like fireflies along the perimeter. String lights draped overhead, casting a warm, flickering haze over the crowd: couples pressed close on the small dance floor, bodies swaying to the deep house beats thrumming from the DJ's booth; groups laughing too loud over craft cocktails; the occasional flash of phone screens capturing the glittering skyline beyond the railing. Atlanta sprawled out below us—Mercedes-Benz Stadium lit up like a jewel, the Centennial Olympic Park fountains shimmering in the distance, the hum of traffic a distant roar beneath the bass.

Dominic had chosen the spot with intent, as he did everything. He didn't ask if we were up for it; his text at 9 p.m. was a command wrapped in velvet: Rooftop at the Glenn. 10:30. Wear something easy to get into. I'd slipped into the short black satin dress—no bra, just a tiny lace thong that already felt inadequate against the ache he'd left me with from the car. The fabric whispered against my thighs as we climbed the stairs, cool and slick, hugging every curve like a second skin. Ethan walked beside me in dark jeans and that fitted black button-down, sleeves rolled up to show the veins in his forearms, his hand brushing mine occasionally—reassuring, but tense, like he could feel the storm building.

We spotted Dominic immediately, lounging against the railing with a whiskey neat in hand, his black shirt open at the collar to reveal the smooth expanse of his chest, dark skin catching the lights like polished obsidian. His eyes scanned the crowd until they locked on us, that crooked smile curling slow and predatory. He didn't wave; just crooked a finger, summoning us like we were already his.

We wove through the bodies to join him at a high-top near the edge, but he shook his head, nodding toward a dark corner booth tucked away from the main flow—semi-private, shadowed by a potted palm and the low overhang of the bar's awning. The booth was intimate, the black leather seats cool and slightly sticky from the humidity, the table low enough to hide sins beneath it. We slid in: me in the middle, Dominic on my right, Ethan on my left. The heat from their bodies pressed in immediately, sandwiching me in a cocoon of muscle and anticipation. The air smelled of citrus from spilled cocktails, mingled with the faint metallic tang of city smog and the earthy musk of Dominic's cologne—something spicy and dominant that made my pulse quicken.

He ordered without asking: old-fashioned for Ethan, champagne for me, another whiskey for himself. The server—a tall woman in a tight black top—flashed a knowing smile as she set them down, her eyes lingering a beat too long on Dominic. He didn't notice; his hand had already settled on my lower back, thumb tracing slow, deliberate circles just above the curve of my ass, the pressure firm through the thin satin. Each stroke sent a spark straight to my core, my thighs shifting restlessly against the leather.

We clinked glasses, the crystal chime cutting through the music.
“To new traditions,” Dominic said, his voice low and rough, eyes flicking between us with that possessive gleam.

Ethan echoed it hoarsely, his free hand finding my knee under the table, squeezing gently. But Dominic's touch was bolder—his fingers drifting lower, inching the hem of my dress up my thigh in tiny, teasing increments. The satin bunched, exposing more skin to the cool air, goosebumps prickling in its wake. I sipped my champagne, the bubbles fizzy and sharp on my tongue, trying to focus on the conversation as Ethan asked about Dominic's work trip coming up.

But then Dominic's phone buzzed on the table—once, twice, a flurry of notifications lighting up the screen. He glanced at it, chuckled low in his throat, and tilted it toward us.
“Looks like our little Times Square moment is going viral.”

My stomach flipped. There it was: a grainy clip from some TikTok account, timestamped midnight, showing the three of us in the VIP pen amid the confetti storm. The camera zoomed in on Dominic pulling me into that deep, claiming kiss—his hand cupping my neck, my body arching into him—while Ethan stood inches away, his expression a mix of awe and hunger. The caption: NYE goals? Or third wheel vibes? #TimesSquareKiss #NYE2026

Friends were texting already: Was that you guys?! Holy shit, Claire! from my college roommate. Dude, explain, from Ethan's brother, with a laughing emoji. The views were climbing—10k, 20k—comments flooding in about the "hot mystery throuple."

Dominic leaned back, casual as ever, his voice steady and amused as he scrolled through.
“Your sister's blowing up my phone too, Ethan. Wants to know if we're 'official' now.”
He laughed, deep and rumbling, while his hand—hidden under the table—slid fully between my thighs. His fingers brushed the lace of my thong, tracing the damp seam with agonizing slowness. The touch was electric, my breath catching as he pressed harder, parting the fabric to dip a fingertip into my wetness.

I bit my lip hard, the metallic taste of blood faint on my tongue, fighting to keep my face neutral. The bar's noise helped—laughter from a nearby group, the clink of glasses, the steady thump of bass vibrating through the seat and straight into my clit—but Ethan noticed. His eyes flicked to me, then down to where the table hid Dominic's arm, his own hand tightening on my knee.

“Tell her we're just getting started,” Dominic continued, voice smooth as silk, like he wasn't circling my entrance with one thick finger, teasing the slick heat there. He pushed in slowly—inch by inch—the stretch making my inner walls flutter, my hips shifting minutely to take more. The leather creaked under me, the cool air kissing my exposed thighs as he added a second finger, curling them deep to rub that sensitive spot.
“What do you think, Ethan? Should we post a follow-up? Show them how we really celebrate?”

Ethan swallowed audibly, his cheeks flushing as he nodded.
“Yeah... maybe.”

His voice was strained, eyes darkening as he glanced at me again—I was gripping the edge of the table now, knuckles white, my champagne flute trembling in my other hand. Dominic's thumb found my clit, pressing firm circles that matched the rhythm of his fingers thrusting slow and deep inside me. The wet sounds were faint, masked by the music, but I felt every slick glide, every curl that sent sparks radiating through my core. My pussy clenched around him, greedy, the pressure building like a storm—hot, coiling, inevitable.

Dominic kept talking, casual as ever, scrolling through more texts.
“Your buddy Mike just DMed: 'Bro, that's your wife? Wild.' What should I say back?”

His fingers sped up, plunging deeper, the heel of his palm grinding against my mound. I was dripping now—slickness coating his hand, trickling down to dampen the leather seat beneath me. The scent of my arousal hung subtle in the air, musky and sweet, blending with the citrusy haze of the bar.

Ethan shifted uncomfortably, his jeans tenting obviously now.
“Tell him... it's complicated,” he managed, voice rough.

But Dominic wasn't done playing.

“Stroke yourself,” Dominic ordered quietly, eyes locked on Ethan's.
“Through your jeans. Discreet. Until you're leaking for us.”

Ethan's breath hitched, but he obeyed—his hand dropping under the table, palm pressing against the bulge in his jeans. He rubbed slow at first, then firmer, the fabric rasping softly as he worked himself. His face flushed deeper, lips parting on a silent groan, pre-cum no doubt soaking through as his hips twitched subtly.

All while Dominic finger-fucked me relentlessly—three fingers now, stretching me wide, thrusting in a rhythm that matched the DJ's beat. The heat lamps warmed my skin, but the real fire was inside: my clit throbbing under his thumb, my walls fluttering, the coil tightening until I shattered. I came silently—body rigid, mouth open in a soundless cry, pussy spasming around his fingers in wave after clenching wave. Slick gushed over his hand, my thighs quaking, vision blurring with tears I blinked back. The orgasm ripped through me like lightning—hot, blinding, leaving me trembling and boneless against the booth.

Dominic didn't stop until the last aftershock faded, then withdrew slowly, his fingers glistening as he brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean—right there, casual, eyes on Ethan.
“Good girl,” he murmured to me, low enough for only us to hear. Then, louder:
“Another round?”

I nodded weakly, thighs sticky, heart pounding. Ethan was still rubbing himself, leaking through his jeans, his expression pure torment and arousal.

Cab Ride Home

The cab smelled like cheap air freshener—pine mixed with faint cigarette smoke—its vinyl seats creaking as we piled in after last call. The driver, an older man with a thick accent, barely glanced back as Ethan gave our address, the city lights streaking past the windows in a blur of neon and rain-slicked streets. Dominic slid into the back with me, his thigh pressing against mine, while Ethan took the front passenger seat—his choice, or maybe Dominic's silent command. The partition was half-up, music from the radio humming low: some old R&B track that throbbed through the speakers, syncing with my still-pulsing core.

We'd barely pulled away from the curb when Dominic's hand found my knee again, sliding up under my dress with casual ownership. But he didn't finger me this time. Instead, he unzipped his slacks—the metallic rasp loud in the confined space—and freed his cock. It sprang out thick and heavy, dark veins pulsing along the shaft, the head already glistening with pre-cum under the passing streetlights. The sight made my mouth water, my thong soaked anew from the bar's aftermath.

“Suck me,” he said, voice low but commanding, eyes locked on mine. No question. No hesitation.

I glanced at the driver—oblivious, focused on the road—then at Ethan in the front, his eyes already glued to the rearview mirror, wide and dark. My heart hammered, the risk electric: the cab's interior light dim but enough to expose us if anyone looked. But the need overrode it. I leaned down, hair falling like a curtain, and took him into my mouth.

The first taste was salty-sweet—pre-cum coating my tongue as I swirled around the swollen head, savoring the smooth, velvety texture. He was thick, stretching my lips wide, the musky scent of him filling my senses as I sank lower, taking inch after inch until he nudged the back of my throat. I gagged softly, tears pricking my eyes, but didn't stop—hollowing my cheeks, sucking hard as I bobbed slow and deep. His hand threaded into my hair, guiding the rhythm, hips lifting subtly to fuck my mouth.

The cab hit a pothole, jolting us; his cock thrust deeper, making me moan around him, the vibration drawing a low groan from his chest. Saliva pooled, dripping down his shaft to his balls, the wet slurps obscene but muffled by the radio and the engine's hum. Streetlights flashed overhead, casting fleeting shadows over us—illuminating the bob of my head, the way my dress rode up to expose my ass, thong pulled aside from earlier.

Ethan watched helplessly from the front, one hand gripping the door handle, the other adjusting his straining erection through his jeans. His breath fogged the window, eyes flicking between the mirror and the road, the driver chatting idly about the weather.
“You folks have a good New Year's?” the man asked, oblivious.

Ethan choked out a “Yeah,” voice wrecked, as I deep-throated Dominic again, nose burying in the trim hair at his base. Dominic's free hand slipped between my thighs, fingers plunging into my dripping pussy—three at once, curling hard. I whimpered around his cock, the dual sensation overwhelming: his thickness filling my mouth, his fingers fucking me in sync.

The cab swerved slightly—Ethan's distraction evident—but the driver didn't notice. I came first, again silently, pussy clenching around Dominic's fingers in rhythmic pulses, slick flooding his hand as I sucked harder, desperate. He followed with a guttural growl, hips bucking as hot ropes of cum shot down my throat—thick, salty, endless. I swallowed greedily, milking every drop, lips swollen and shiny as I finally pulled off with a wet pop.

Dominic tucked himself away, smirking.
“Good girl.”

Ethan paid the fare with shaking hands, his jeans dark with pre-cum stains. We stumbled into the house, the door barely shut before clothes hit the floor.  Dominic had decided to accompany us back to our home.

The celebration had only just begun.

We stumbled through the front door just after 2 a.m., the house dark and quiet, the faint scent of pine from the Christmas tree still lingering in the air. The three of us were exhausted—bones heavy, skin flushed from the rooftop chill and the heat of everything that had happened. Shoes came off in a haphazard pile by the door; coats draped over the banister. No one spoke as we drifted into the living room, collapsing onto the big sectional like we’d been deflated.

Dominic grabbed the remote, flicked on the TV—some mindless late-night rerun of a sitcom, volume low, the blue glow painting the room in soft shadows. Ethan stretched out on one end, head on a throw pillow, while I curled into the middle, legs tucked under me. Dominic took the other side, pulling my feet into his lap without asking, his thumbs pressing slow circles into my arches. The simple touch felt grounding after the chaos of the night.

The viral clip found us anyway.

Ethan’s phone buzzed on the coffee table—another text from a friend: Dude, you’re famous. That kiss tho. He groaned, showed us the screenshot someone had sent: a freeze-frame of Dominic’s mouth on mine, confetti exploding around us, Ethan’s face half-visible in the background, rising and falling with deep, even breaths.

For a few minutes, we just existed there—the TV’s glow painting shadows on the walls, the distant tick of the wall clock marking time we didn’t care about. But then Ethan’s phone buzzed on the coffee table, insistent and sharp. He reached for it lazily, squinting at the screen.

“Shit,” he muttered, tilting it toward us.

It was the clip again—forwarded from another friend, the grainy footage of our Times Square kiss exploding across social media. Confetti swirled in frozen chaos, Dominic’s hand on my neck pulling me deep into him, my body arching like it was made for his touch. Ethan stood inches away, his face caught in profile—eyes wide, lips parted, the hunger plain even in the low-res video. The views had skyrocketed overnight: 500k now, comments flooding in like a tidal wave.

Throuple goals AF
Wait, is that her husband?
Wild.
Jealous! Who’s the hunk?

And worse: texts from family, acquaintances.

My sister: Claire?? Explain pls.
Ethan’s coworker: Bro, you in some kinda poly thing? Lol.

I curled tighter into myself, the knot of anguish twisting sharp in my stomach, souring the lingering buzz of champagne. My hands fidgeted with the hem of my dress, nails scraping the satin.

“I don’t know about this,” I whispered, voice small and raw. “What if the kids see it someday? Or my mom finds out and freaks? People are already asking questions—judging. It feels… exposed. Like we’re some freak show.”

Dominic’s hands stilled on my feet, his thumbs pausing mid-circle. He shifted slightly, turning to face me more fully, his dark eyes steady and unflinching in the TV’s glow. No defensiveness, no dismissal—just that calm authority he always carried.

“Claire,” he said, voice low and measured, like he was grounding me with every syllable. “We’re adults. Consenting adults in a relationship that works for us—nobody’s getting hurt, nobody’s lying or cheating behind backs. If people have a problem with it, that’s on them, not us. At least the kids aren’t growing up with separated parents screaming in separate houses, tearing each other apart. We’re together. Happy. Just having fun. That’s more real, more stable than half the ‘normal’ families out there.”

He glanced at Ethan. “What do you say, man?”

Ethan, eyelids already heavy, half-asleep against the pillow, nodded slowly—his head lolling a bit as he fought the pull of exhaustion.

“He’s right,” he murmured, voice thick and slurry with fatigue. “We’re good. Really… good.” Then he reached over, his hand warm and familiar as it cupped my cheek, thumb brushing my lower lip in a tender sweep. He pulled me into a soft, sleepy kiss—lips gentle, tasting of whiskey and the faint mint from gum he’d chewed in the cab. It was reassuring, loving, melting the last edges of my worry.

“Don’t stress, baby. I love this. Love us.”

The knot unraveled, tension bleeding out like air from a balloon. I exhaled long and slow, sinking deeper into the cushions. Dominic resumed rubbing my feet, his touch firmer now, working up to my calves with slow, kneading strokes that made my muscles hum. Ethan’s eyes drifted shut fully, his breathing evening out into soft, rhythmic snores—chest rising and falling steadily, one arm draped loosely over the pillow.

Dominic and I stayed awake a little longer, the TV’s murmur fading into white noise. He tugged me closer with a gentle pull on my legs, until my head rested on his chest, ear pressed to the steady thump of his heartbeat—strong, reassuring, like a drumbeat under warm skin. His cologne lingered faintly, woody and masculine, mixing with the subtle musk of sweat from the night’s exertions.

“Remember sophomore year?” I whispered, tracing idle patterns on his shirt with my fingertip—circling the buttons, feeling the crisp fabric give way to the heat beneath. “When we’d stay up like this in your dorm, tangled in those shitty twin sheets, talking until the sun came up through the blinds?”

He chuckled low, the sound vibrating through his chest and into me, warm and intimate. “How could I forget? You’d steal my hoodie every time—said it smelled like me, like home. Refused to give it back until I’d fuck you senseless just to earn it.”

I smiled into the dark, the memory flooding back sensory-sharp: the creak of his cheap bed frame, the faint dorm smell of ramen and laundry detergent, the way his body pinned mine, hot and insistent, our laughter turning to moans in the quiet hours.

“It did smell like you,” I murmured. “Still does. God, we were so reckless back then—fucking in the stairwell, your car, that one time in the library stacks…”

His hand slid up my leg, resting possessively on my thigh, thumb stroking the inner seam where my skin was still sensitive from earlier. “We were addicted,” he said, voice rough with nostalgia. “Couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Every fight ended the same way—you on your knees or me buried inside you, making up without words.”

I shifted closer, my breath warm against his neck. “What about now? You seeing anyone… current? Like, seriously?”

He paused, fingers stilling for a beat before resuming their lazy path. Honest, no evasion: “A couple over the years. One got close—thought she might be the one. Smart, beautiful, wanted the whole thing: house, kids, forever. But she couldn’t handle this side of me—the dominance, the openness. Wanted to change me, make it ‘normal.’ Didn’t work. Ended messy.” His tone was matter-of-fact, no bitterness, just truth. “Nobody’s ever fit like you, C. Nobody’s ever let me be this real.”

The words hung heavy, stirring something deep—arousal mixed with affection, the old flame flickering brighter. But exhaustion tugged harder. He kissed the top of my head, lips lingering in my hair, and we let silence wrap around us. Sleep came gradual, his arm heavy over my waist, Ethan’s soft snores a lullaby. The TV droned on, forgotten.



January 3, 2026 –   Morning

I woke first, my gut heavy and insistent—the familiar full pressure low in my belly, the kind that had been building since last night's rich food and drinks. My body felt deliciously used: thighs sticky from dried cum, pussy tender and swollen, a faint ache in my ass from the cab ride's intensity.

The bedroom was still dim, winter sunlight filtering through the half-drawn blinds in pale, dusty beams, catching on the rumpled sheets where Ethan and Dominic slept deeply on either side of me—both naked, bodies sprawled in post-exhaustion abandon. Ethan's chest rose and fell steadily, his cock soft and nestled against his thigh; Dominic faced me, one heavy arm draped possessively over my waist, his morning wood thick and insistent where it pressed hot against my hip.

I slipped out carefully, not wanting to wake them yet, the heated tile floor cool at first under my bare feet before warming to my skin. The en-suite bathroom glowed softly in the low light—marble counters gleaming, the air still faintly scented with last night's sex and the subtle, clean note of eucalyptus from the diffuser.

The toilet sat in its own alcove, American standard with a strong flush and a fresh roll of ultra-soft toilet paper on the holder. I didn't close the door more than a crack; after everything, privacy felt like a forgotten concept—a silly barrier we'd shattered long ago.

I lowered myself onto the cool porcelain seat, the chill biting briefly against my warm skin before I relaxed. The relief came slow at first—a soft, intimate push as my body opened, the thick, warm log beginning to crown, stretching me with that familiar, grounding pressure. The earthy scent bloomed immediately, rich and unmistakable, filling the small space as the first firm piece slid out with a quiet, wet crackle, coiling heavily into the bowl below. Another followed, softer and longer, the sensation raw and vulnerable, my breath hitching as I bore down, feeling every inch emerge—warm, real and intimate.

The sounds echoed faintly: the soft plop into the water, the subtle rustle as I shifted, my thighs parting wider instinctively.

Halfway through—the pressure easing but not done—the door creaked wider on its hinges.

Dominic wandered in, yawning deep and unashamed, his naked body a vision of morning glory: muscles taut from sleep, dark skin glowing in the soft light, cock swaying heavy and half-hard between his thighs, already thickening as his eyes landed on me.

He didn't pause, didn't avert his gaze—just like old times in college, when we'd share everything without a flicker of embarrassment: showers mid-shit, brushing teeth while the other pissed, fucking through the mess because nothing was off-limits between us. The rawness of it had always bonded us deeper, turned the taboo into trust.

He stepped right up to me on the toilet, the earthy scent hanging thicker now, and bent down—cupping my jaw with one big hand, tilting my face up for a slow, filthy kiss. His tongue slid in deep and claiming, tasting my morning breath while I was still mid-push, another warm log easing out with a soft, obscene slide. The intimacy crashed over me like a wave: vulnerable, exposed, yet so fucking safe with him. His free hand threaded into my hair, tugging gently as he deepened the kiss, a low rumble in his chest vibrating against my lips.

He pulled back just enough, eyes dark and hungry, that crooked smirk curling as he inhaled the scent without flinching—embracing it, like always.

“Morning, baby,” he rasped, voice gravel-rough from sleep, grabbing his toothbrush and paste with casual ease.

I smiled up at him, cheeks burning hot but my pussy throbbing wet, the last thick piece dropping with a heavier plop as I finished. Without breaking eye contact—daring, turned on by the sheer filth of the moment—I reached for him, fingers wrapping around his thick cock. He hardened instantly under my touch, swelling heavier and hot in my palm, veins pulsing as the head flushed darker, a bead of pre-cum already pearling at the slit. The musky scent of him mingled with the earthy richness in the air, heightening everything—the taboo rawness making my clit ache.

He started brushing, foam bubbling at his lips, the minty sharpness cutting through the heavier notes as he rocked his hips forward subtly. I leaned in and took him deep—lips stretching wide around the swollen head, tongue lapping that salty pre-cum while the taste of him exploded on my senses: clean skin, faint sweat, pure male. I bobbed slow at first, savoring the velvety slide over my tongue, then deeper—cheeks hollowing as I sucked hard, saliva dripping down his shaft in shiny trails. He groaned around the toothbrush, foam flecking his chin, one hand bracing the counter while the other guided my head, fucking my mouth in shallow, possessive thrusts. The wet slurps mixed with the hiss of bristles and his muffled grunts, the earthy scent still lingering like a filthy secret we shared.

The mattress creaked in the bedroom. Ethan appeared in the doorway, sleepy-eyed and tousled, his naked body stirring to life—cock twitching hard as his gaze took us in: me fresh off the toilet, the bowl still unflushed behind me, Dominic's cock buried in my throat, foam on his lips. Ethan's erection rose fast and full against his stomach, pre-cum glistening at the tip as he stroked himself once, slow and mesmerized, the sight hitting him with raw arousal.

I pulled off Dominic briefly—lips slick and swollen, a thick string of saliva connecting us—to flash Ethan a breathless, wicked grin.

“Good morning, baby.”

Dominic spat into the sink with a quick rinse, water rushing loud, then pushed my mouth back onto him—deeper, the head nudging my throat as I moaned around him. Ethan stepped closer, his cock bobbing heavy, and reached over, fingers tangling in my hair beside Dominic's, eyes locked on my stretched lips.

I reached for the toilet paper—soft sheets rustling as I wiped myself clean, front to back, the paper coming away warm and marked—then stood on quivering legs, pussy dripping anew. I flushed—the powerful whoosh echoing as everything vanished in a swirl—before Dominic yanked me up by the hair for another deep kiss, minty and dominant, his chin still flecked with foam.

He smirked, tucking his slick, throbbing cock into sweatpants grabbed from the floor.

“Heading downstairs for a workout—burn off last night.” He kissed my forehead, then Ethan's cheek in a rough, affectionate peck, and strode out, door clicking shut.

Ethan turned to me, cock straining, eyes dark with questions and heat.

“You’re… this open with him? Like, everything?”

I stepped to the sink, grabbing my toothbrush, mint paste cool and sharp as I started brushing—foam bubbling while I answered around it.

“Yes,” I murmured, voice muffled but steady, the words stirring fresh arousal in me. “We used to hide nothing from each other—shits, piss, all of it. It was just… us. Raw. Real. No shame, ever.”

The confession hung intimate, my nipples peaking against the cool air, pussy clenching at the memory.

Ethan groaned low, pulling me close—his erection hot and leaking against my thigh—as I rinsed, his hands roaming possessive, the morning promising more filth and connection.

The confession hung in the steamy air like a forbidden promise, my words about our no-shame past echoing off the marble walls as I rinsed the sharp, minty foam from my mouth, the water swirling down the drain with a soft, seductive gurgle.

The mirror was still half-fogged, reflecting our naked forms in hazy, erotic fragments—my skin flushed a deep pink from the raw heat building between us, nipples hardened into tight, aching peaks that begged for fingers, tongues, anything to ease the throb. Ethan's cock strained upward like a weapon, thick and veined, the flushed head glistening with pre-cum that dripped in slow, viscous beads down the shaft, pooling at the base before trickling onto the tile.

His eyes raked over me, dark and feral, pupils blown wide with that intoxicating mix of awe and possession, his chest heaving in shallow, ragged pants that synced with the insistent pulse between my thighs—my pussy already slick and swollen, clit throbbing with need.

He didn't waste words—just surged forward, backing me against the cool marble counter with a growl low in his throat, the edge biting into my ass as his hands claimed my hips, fingers digging in hard enough to leave faint red marks on my skin. His thumbs traced upward, sliding over the curve of my waist to cup my breasts with a reverence that bordered on worship, squeezing the soft flesh until I arched into him, gasping.

The friction of his callused thumbs circling my nipples sent electric jolts straight to my core—slow, teasing strokes that made them harden further, aching points of fire under his touch. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, the faint salty tang of morning sweat mixing with the clean sharpness of toothpaste still on his breath as he leaned in, lips brushing mine in a whisper of promise.

"Shower," he rasped, voice thick and rough, like gravel wrapped in velvet, as he reached past me to twist the knob.

The rainfall head roared to life, hot water cascading in a wide, pounding sheet that drummed against the marble like an urgent heartbeat, steam billowing up in thick, enveloping clouds that clung to our skin, beading in tiny, shimmering droplets on his chest hair and my collarbones. The temperature hit like a lover's fever—scalding at first, prickling my flesh in a rush of pins and needles, then soothing, melting every tense muscle as he pulled me under the spray.

Water sluiced over us in relentless waves, soaking my hair until it plastered dark and heavy against my back, rivulets tracing fiery paths down my breasts, teasing my nipples before dripping from them in steady, hypnotic streams.

Ethan's hands never left me—grabbing the body wash, the bottle cool and slick in his grip, pouring a generous dollop into his palms with a wet squelch. The citrus scent exploded sharp and invigorating, cutting through the steam like a knife, as he rubbed his hands together, thick lather foaming between his fingers in bubbly white clouds.

His touch was everywhere—sliding over my shoulders in slow, massaging circles, the soap silky and warm against my skin, bubbles popping with faint, wet snaps as he worked downward. He cupped my breasts again, lathering them with deliberate slowness, thumbs flicking my nipples until they throbbed, hard and sensitive, each stroke sending sparks radiating through my chest straight to my clit.

I moaned low, the sound echoing off the tile, arching into his hands as water poured over us, diluting the suds into milky streams that ran down my stomach, teasing the sensitive skin there before pooling between my thighs.

Ethan's cock pressed insistent against my hip, hot and rigid, the velvety skin sliding through the soap as he rutted subtly against me, leaving wet trails of pre-cum that mixed with the lather. I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking slow and firm, feeling every vein pulse under my palm, the head swelling darker as I thumbed the slit, coaxing more slickness to drip free. His breath hitched sharp against my ear, a broken groan vibrating through me as his free hand dipped lower, parting my folds with soapy fingers—sliding through the slick heat there, circling my clit in tight, slippery strokes that made my hips buck involuntarily.

The bathroom door clicked open then, a rush of cooler air slicing through the steam like a knife, carrying the faint, masculine tang of fresh sweat.

Dominic strode back in—body pumped and glistening from his workout downstairs, muscles swollen and defined from the exertion, chest heaving with deep, labored breaths that made his pecs flex under the sheen of perspiration. Veins stood out like cords along his arms and neck, skin flushed dark and hot, the post-exercise endorphins hitting him hard—making him even more primal, more dominant, his cock already twitching to full hardness at the sight of us, rising thick and insistent between his thighs, the head beading with fresh pre-cum that caught the light.

His eyes raked over us, dark and feral, breath still ragged from the burn, the salty, musky scent of his sweat mingling with the citrus soap, heightening the raw, animal heat in the air.

"Couldn't wait, huh?" he rumbled, voice gravelly and thick with arousal, stepping into the shower without a second's pause.

The space shrank around him—his presence overwhelming, water sluicing over his pumped shoulders in cascading sheets, tracing every swollen ridge of muscle, pooling in the deep cuts of his abs before spilling lower to his cock, making it glisten like polished obsidian. He crowded in behind me, chest to my back, his workout-hot skin searing against mine like a brand, cock nestling thick and heavy between my ass cheeks, throbbing with urgent need.

His arms wrapped around me from behind, big hands splaying possessively over my stomach, fingers digging in just enough to claim as he pulled me flush against him. Water poured over us in relentless waves, soaking his hair until droplets beaded on his lashes, his lips finding my neck in slow, open-mouthed kisses—tongue tracing the wet skin, teeth grazing the pulse point with a bite that made me whimper.

One hand slid up to cup my breast alongside Ethan's, their fingers intertwining over my nipple in a shared, possessive pinch—rolling it slow and firm, the dual pressure sending jolts of fire straight to my core.

The other hand dipped lower, parting my folds with two thick, sweat-slick fingers, sliding through the soapy slickness there—my arousal gushing fresh and hot, mixing with the lather as he teased my entrance, pressing in shallow, circling thrusts that made my inner walls flutter greedily.

Ethan's eyes met Dominic's over my shoulder—a silent, heated exchange passing between them, arousal thickening the air like the steam—as he poured more soap into his palms, the bottle squelching wetly. His hands worked over my body with renewed fervor, lathering my breasts in slow, worshipful circles, thumbs flicking my nipples until they ached with oversensitivity, each stroke amplified by the water's heat.

Down my sides, over my hips, then forward to where my pussy throbbed—fingers gentle around my clit, rubbing in soft, slippery circles that synced with Dominic's teasing probes.

Dominic's cock slid between my thighs now—not entering yet, just grinding through my folds, the blunt head nudging my clit with each slow rock of his hips. The friction was exquisite, his thickness parting me slick and hot, water and soap making everything glide like liquid silk.

His breath was hot and ragged against my ear, post-workout heat seeping into me like fire, his pumped muscles flexing against my back with every movement—hard, unyielding, dominant yet laced with that rare tenderness.

"Turn her for me," Ethan rasped, voice wrecked with need, his cock pressing insistent against my thigh, leaking steadily now.

Dominic obliged, spinning me gently to face him under the pounding spray. Water streamed down his face in rivulets, beading on his full lips, his dark eyes locking on mine with that intense, soul-deep gaze—possessive, loving, raw. He lifted me effortlessly—hands under my thighs, spreading me wide with a firm grip that made my pussy clench in anticipation—until my legs wrapped high around his waist, ankles crossing at the small of his back.

The position opened me completely, cool air kissing my exposed folds for a split second before he pressed close, the heat of his cock searing against my entrance.

He entered me in one slow, deliberate glide—no rush, just the exquisite stretch as his thickness filled me inch by throbbing inch, my slick walls parting greedily around him until he was buried to the hilt, hips flush against mine. The fullness was overwhelming, hot and pulsing, his head nudging that deep, sensitive spot that made stars burst behind my eyes.

I gasped, head falling back against the tile, water cascading over us as he held me there—letting me feel every vein, every twitch, the water making our connection even slicker, more intimate.

He started to move—slow, deep thrusts that lifted me slightly with each one, gravity pulling me back down onto him in a rhythm that bordered on worship. The drag of his cock inside me was pure ecstasy, every slide igniting nerves like fire, the tenderness in his grip—fingers dimpling my thighs without bruising—contrasting the primal throb of him filling me.

His forehead pressed to mine, breaths mingling hot and wet in the steam, water dripping from his hair onto my face, tasting faintly salty on my lips.

Ethan pressed in from behind, his soapy hands roaming over us both—lathering Dominic's back in broad, firm strokes, feeling the pumped muscles flex under his palms, then down to my ass, sliding between my cheeks to clean and tease where Dominic thrust into me. His fingers traced the base of Dominic's cock as it moved, slick with my arousal and soap, then up to my clit—rubbing in tight, slippery circles that matched the slow pace, amplifying every sensation until I was trembling between them.

The pressure built gradual and intoxicating—Dominic's tender thrusts claiming me deep, Ethan's devoted fingers on my clit sending sparks radiating outward, the heat of the water enveloping us like a lover's sweat. I clung to Dominic's shoulders, nails digging into the swollen, workout-pumped muscles that flexed like steel under my grip, my body shuddering as the wave crested.

I came with a shattered cry that echoed off the tile—pussy spasming hard around Dominic's cock in rhythmic, milking waves, pleasure detonating hot and blinding, rolling through me in endless, warm pulses that left me boneless, gasping, slick gushing around him.

Dominic groaned deep and raw, thrusts faltering as he chased his release—hips grinding deeper, slower, more insistent, his body tensing like a coiled spring, muscles rippling under my hands. He came with a guttural rumble that vibrated through his chest into mine—hot spurts flooding me, thick and possessive, his cock throbbing wildly as he emptied every pulse inside, the overflow leaking out hot and slick around him, washed away in milky streams by the water.

Ethan's breath hitched sharp behind me, his hand flying frantic on his cock now—the slick, wet sounds desperate over the water's roar, his body pressed tight against my back, cock sliding through the soap between us. Dominic eased me down slowly, legs unsteady as my feet hit the warm, slick tile, turning me in his arms so I faced Ethan.

My husband's face was wrecked—flushed crimson, eyes glassy with unrestrained need, cock flushed dark and straining in his fist, pre-cum mixing with the lather.

Dominic held me steady from behind, one arm banded around my waist like an anchor, his free hand cupping my breast, thumb stroking my nipple in lazy, possessive circles that kept the aftershocks humming through me.

"Come on her," he commanded, voice low and rough, water streaming down his face, his post-workout heat still radiating like fire against my skin.

Ethan surged forward, a few more desperate strokes wrenching a broken groan from his throat—his body tensing bowstring-tight as he came hard, thick ropes of cum arcing hot onto my breasts. The spurts landed in heavy, pearly splatters—warm against my flushed skin, beading on my nipples before running in slow, viscous rivulets down my stomach, over the curve of my hips, the scent musky and male cutting through the citrus steam.

The sensation was filthy and intimate, his release marking me while Dominic's hands held me open, exposed, the water diluting it into milky streams that teased my oversensitive skin.

We stayed tangled like that under the spray—kissing slow and shared, hands gentle now as we washed each other clean. Ethan's fingers traced the paths his cum had taken, soaping me reverent and thorough; Dominic's lips brushed my shoulder, his touch lingering possessive yet soft.

The water began to cool, but the warmth between us burned hotter—bodies sated, hearts intertwined, the morning unfolding with endless promise of more.
More touch.
More surrender.
More us.

We lingered in the shower until the water ran cold, bodies tangled and spent, the steam slowly dissipating to reveal our flushed skin, marked with faint red fingerprints from grips that had been anything but gentle. Ethan turned off the spray with a reluctant twist, the sudden silence broken only by our heavy breaths and the drip-drip of residual water from the showerhead.

Dominic stepped out first, grabbing towels from the heated rack—thick, fluffy white ones that smelled faintly of lavender detergent—and wrapped one around my waist, his hands lingering to dry me with slow, deliberate strokes, thumbs brushing my nipples until they pebbled again under the soft terrycloth.

We didn't bother dressing fully. Ethan slipped into loose boxers, the fabric tenting slightly from the lingering arousal; I threw on a silk robe that barely skimmed my thighs, the cool material whispering against my still-sensitive skin. Dominic stayed naked—gloriously, unapologetically so—his body still pumped from the workout, muscles defined and gleaming under a thin sheen of post-shower moisture, cock hanging heavy and semi-hard between his thighs as he led us downstairs to the kitchen.

"Lazy morning calls for hotel-style breakfast," he announced, voice low and commanding, rummaging through the fridge with casual efficiency.

Eggs, bacon, fresh berries, croissants from the bakery we'd picked up yesterday—he pulled it all out, his naked form moving with that effortless grace, ass flexing as he bent to grab pans from the lower cabinet. The sight was mesmerizing: water droplets from his damp hair tracing paths down his back, the kitchen lights casting shadows over every ridge and curve.

Ethan and I watched from the island stools, my pussy giving a traitorous throb at the domestic yet deeply erotic display.

He cooked naked, the sizzle of bacon fat popping in the pan, the rich, smoky scent filling the air and making my mouth water. Oil spattered lightly on his chest—tiny hot flecks that made him hiss once, but he just smirked, wiping them away with a thumb before licking it clean.

Eggs scrambled fluffy and golden, croissants warmed until crisp, berries washed and piled high in a bowl, glistening like jewels. He plated it all on a big tray—complete with fresh-squeezed orange juice in stemless glasses, the citrus tang cutting through the savory aromas—then carried it upstairs like a king bearing tribute, his cock swaying with each step, half-hard again from the casual exposure.

We piled back into bed, the sheets still rumpled and warm from our earlier sleep, the tray balanced between us on the mattress. Dominic set it down carefully, then slid in beside me, his naked thigh pressing hot against mine under the covers. Ethan flanked my other side, boxers discarded now, his erection brushing my hip as we arranged ourselves—me in the middle, propped on pillows, the robe falling open to expose my breasts, nipples tightening in the cooler bedroom air.

"Feed me," Dominic said, voice rough with playful command, leaning back against the headboard, arms crossed behind his head to accentuate the swell of his biceps.

I smiled, picking up a forkful of scrambled eggs—fluffy, buttery, flecked with black pepper—and brought it to his lips. He took it slow, tongue flicking out to lick the tines clean, eyes locked on mine with that dark intensity that made my clit pulse. The taste lingered on his breath as he leaned in to kiss me, sharing the buttery flavor.

Then he reciprocated—spearing a strawberry, juicy and red, dipping it in a dollop of whipped cream from the side, and pressing it to my mouth. The berry burst sweet and tart on my tongue, cream cool and silky, a dribble escaping down my chin that he licked away with a slow, deliberate swipe of his tongue.

Ethan watched, breath hitching, his hand drifting to stroke himself under the covers. I turned to him next, offering a strip of crispy bacon—salty, smoky, grease shining on my fingers. He took it eagerly, nipping my fingertips, eyes darkening as he chewed.

"Your turn," I whispered, and he fed me a bite of croissant—flaky layers crumbling buttery and warm, the golden crust flaking onto my chest.

The feeding turned playful, intimate—forks and fingers exchanging bites, lips brushing, tongues darting out to catch drips. A game emerged naturally: who could make the other moan first with just a taste. Dominic smeared whipped cream on my nipple, leaning down to suck it clean—his mouth hot and wet, tongue swirling until I arched with a gasp.

Ethan followed, dipping a berry in juice and tracing it down my stomach, the cool fruit leaving a sticky trail that he licked up slow, his breath fanning my skin.

But I wanted more—craved the kinkier edge, the filthier play we'd danced around all morning.

"Nutella," I breathed, voice husky, pointing to the jar we'd added to the tray on a whim.

Ethan's eyes widened, but he obeyed—unscrewing the lid, the rich, chocolate-hazelnut scent blooming thick and sweet in the air. He dipped two fingers in, scooping a generous dollop, the paste thick and gooey, clinging to his skin.

"Put it on me," I commanded, lying back fully, robe falling open completely, exposing every inch—breasts heaving, pussy glistening with fresh arousal, thighs parting in invitation.

Ethan hesitated only a second, then smeared it around my nipples—cool and sticky at first, warming quickly against my fevered skin, the chocolate scent intoxicating as he circled the peaks, leaving thick, glossy rings that made my nipples throb under the weight.

He leaned in, licking slow and deliberate—tongue flat and hot, lapping the Nutella in long strokes that sent shivers racing through me. The flavor mingled with my skin's saltiness, his mouth sucking gently, teeth grazing just enough to make me moan low and broken.

Dominic watched, stroking himself now—cock fully hard again, fist sliding slow through pre-cum—before joining in, smearing more Nutella lower: a trail down my stomach, circling my navel, then dipping between my thighs to paint my inner lips, the cool paste shocking against my hot, slick folds.

Both men descended then—Ethan on my breasts, licking and sucking the chocolate rings clean with wet, obscene slurps, his tongue swirling until my nipples ached with oversensitivity; Dominic between my legs, spreading me wider with strong hands, his breath hot against my pussy before his mouth claimed me. His tongue delved deep, lapping the Nutella mixed with my arousal—sweet chocolate blending with my musky tang, the sticky paste smearing on his lips as he sucked my clit, teeth grazing the swollen nub.

The dual assault was overwhelming—sensory overload in every way: the rich, nutty scent filling the room, the wet sounds of tongues and lips echoing over our moans, the sticky pull of chocolate on skin giving way to hot, slick saliva. Ethan's hands roamed, pinching my nipples as he licked; Dominic's fingers joined his tongue, two plunging deep into my pussy, curling to hit that spot while his mouth worked my clit relentlessly—sucking, flicking, the chocolate melting into a filthy, delicious mess.

I shattered first—orgasm crashing like a wave, sudden and all-consuming. My back arched off the bed, a sharp cry tearing from my throat before I could muffle it, raw and animal, echoing off the bedroom walls. My pussy clamped down hard around Dominic’s fingers, walls fluttering in tight, pulsing spasms as slick gushed hot and sudden over his tongue. He moaned into me—devouring every drop, his mouth greedy and relentless, refusing to let up even as I twisted and gasped and writhed beneath him.

But they didn’t stop.

Ethan moved lower, slow and sure, his lips ghosting down my stomach, breath warm on my overstimulated skin. I barely had time to recover before his mouth joined Dominic’s between my thighs. Their tongues tangled—sliding against each other over my soaked folds, trading kisses and strokes, licking me in wet, shared circles that felt too much and not enough all at once. They lapped at me like I was the sweetest thing they’d ever tasted, messy and unhurried, groaning against my skin as they fed together, drinking in every drop of chocolate-smeared arousal, every shiver and tremble they coaxed from my ruined body.

My hands scrabbled uselessly at the sheets, fists clenching tight around handfuls of fabric, hips jerking wildly of their own accord. Their mouths moved in tandem—Dominic's tongue flicking sharp over my clit while Ethan suckled low on my entrance, then swapping, switching, circling until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Their rhythm was ruthless: tongue and teeth and heat, wet and filthy and devastatingly tender, building the pressure in me again like a wire pulled tight.

I cried out again, the sound choked and broken, thighs trembling violently as the second orgasm slammed into me—fierce and brutal and blinding.

My vision went white at the edges, sparks bursting behind my eyelids. My whole body seized with it—muscles locking, breath knocked from my lungs, pussy clenching in frantic, involuntary pulses around nothing, slick pouring down over their tongues as I came harder than I ever had in my life.

They still didn’t stop.

Ethan groaned against me, tongue working deep as if he couldn’t bear to miss a drop. Dominic growled low, the vibration thrumming through me, his lips closing around my clit and sucking hard—drawing out every last wave of pleasure until I was nothing but nerves and noise and shaking limbs. My cries dissolved into whimpers, then into breathless gasps, my body too far gone to fight the intensity.

I collapsed back into the pillows, boneless, trembling, utterly wrecked—spread wide, marked by mouths and sweetness and hunger, filled with the heat of devotion and the filthy, decadent thrill of being shared.

And still, they licked.

Like I was theirs. Like I’d never stop coming.

Like the morning had only just begun.

The air in the bedroom hung thick and heavy with the mingled scents of chocolate, hazelnut, and sex—sweet Nutella blending with the musky tang of my arousal still slick on their chins, the faint citrus from the shower lingering like a distant memory. My chest heaved as I lay there, spent and trembling from the back-to-back orgasms that had ripped through me, my pussy still fluttering with aftershocks, folds swollen and glistening, inner thighs sticky with a mix of saliva, chocolate, and my own cum.

Dominic and Ethan hovered over me, breaths ragged, cocks hard and leaking—Dominic's thick and dark, curving upward with that familiar, demanding heft; Ethan's flushed pink and straining, pre-cum dripping in slow strings from the tip.

Dominic's eyes darkened further, that possessive gleam sharpening as he reached for the Nutella jar again, the glass cool and heavy in his grip. He scooped a thick dollop onto his fingers—gooey and viscous, the rich, nutty aroma blooming sharper in the warm room—and smeared it deliberately along his shaft. The chocolate spread clung to his skin, coating the veined length in a glossy, dark layer that made his cock look even more obscene, the head peeking through the sweetness like a forbidden treat. Drops of pre-cum mixed in, creating a sticky, swirling pattern that glistened under the morning light filtering through the blinds.

Without a word, his hand tangled in my hair, guiding me down—firm, insistent, pulling me onto my knees between his spread thighs. I leaned in, the scent hitting me first: rich chocolate-hazelnut fused with his musky male essence, intoxicating and filthy.

My tongue flicked out tentative at first, lapping the Nutella from the base—sweet and creamy exploding on my taste buds, the warmth of his skin beneath melting it slightly, making it slide smoother. I licked broader strokes, flattening my tongue along the underside, gathering the sticky mess in long, deliberate drags that left his shaft shining with saliva instead. The texture was addictive—velvety chocolate giving way to the hard ridges of veins, the salt of his pre-cum cutting through the sweetness like a perfect contrast.

He throbbed under my mouth, growing harder with each lick, the head swelling as I reached the tip—sucking it clean with a wet pop, the Nutella coating my lips and chin in a messy gloss. Ethan watched from the side, hand wrapped around his own cock, stroking slow and deliberate—his fist sliding through pre-cum with slick, rhythmic sounds that filled the room, his breaths coming in heavy pants, eyes glued to my mouth working Dominic's length. I could hear the faint squelch of his grip, see the way his abs tensed with each pull, pre-cum beading faster at his tip.

Dominic's fingers tightened in my hair, urging me deeper—I took him fully into my mouth now, lips stretching wide around the chocolate-smeared shaft, the sweetness dissolving on my tongue as I bobbed slow and deep. Saliva mixed with the Nutella, dripping in thick strands from the corners of my mouth, trailing down his balls in sticky rivulets. The taste was overwhelming—sweet, salty, musky—all blending as I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks to draw out every drop of flavor, his cock pulsing hot against my palate. Low groans rumbled from his chest, hips rocking subtle to fuck my mouth, the obscene slurps echoing louder, wet and filthy.

Ethan's strokes sped up, his free hand reaching out to pinch my nipple—twisting just enough to make me whimper around Dominic's cock, the vibration pulling another groan from him. But I wanted more—craved the balance, the shared indulgence. I pulled off Dominic with a gasp, lips shiny and swollen, a string of chocolate-laced saliva connecting us briefly before snapping.

Reaching for the jar again, I scooped my own dollop—cool and thick on my fingers—and turned to Ethan.

His cock jumped as I smeared the Nutella along his length—starting at the base, circling upward in slow, teasing strokes, the chocolate clinging sticky and dark against his flushed skin, making him look even more rigid, the head poking through the gloss like a beacon. The scent doubled now—rich and heady, filling my nostrils as I leaned in to lick him clean first: tongue flat against the underside, lapping the sweetness in broad sweeps, the salt of his pre-cum bursting sharper against the nutty flavor. He hissed, hips jerking, hand falling away to let me take over.

I alternated now—sucking Dominic deep, throat relaxing to take him to the hilt, Nutella dissolving thick on my tongue as I bobbed, then switching to Ethan, lips closing around his tip to suck the chocolate off with hard, pulling draws that made his thighs tremble. Back and forth—my mouth a shared vessel, saliva and Nutella mixing into a filthy, glossy mess that dripped from both cocks, coating my chin, splattering onto my breasts in sticky drops.

The tastes blended on my palate: Dominic's musky depth contrasting Ethan's lighter saltiness, both sweetened by the chocolate, the textures varying—Dominic's thicker girth stretching my jaw wider, Ethan's curve hitting the back of my throat at a different angle.

Ethan's hand fisted in the sheets, stroking himself between my turns, breaths coming in desperate gasps as he watched me devour Dominic—lips stretched obscenely, throat working to swallow around him. Dominic's fingers guided my head faster now, fucking my mouth in shallow thrusts, the wet gags mixing with Ethan's slick fist sounds, the room filled with the symphony of slurps, moans, and heavy breathing.

I focused more on Dominic—sucking harder, deeper, my hand joining to stroke what my mouth couldn't reach, Nutella smearing sticky on my palm as I twisted. Ethan's strokes faltered, his cock throbbing untouched now, leaking profusely as he watched, denied my mouth. I glanced up at him—eyes locked on his desperate gaze—while deep-throating Dominic, the denial heightening everything, his hand flying faster on himself in frustration.

Dominic came first—hips bucking with a low, guttural groan, hot spurts flooding my mouth, thick and salty-sweet with the lingering Nutella, coating my tongue as I swallowed greedily, milking every pulse until he shuddered and pulled out, slick and spent.

Ethan's fist blurred now, breaths ragged, but I turned away—focusing on licking Dominic clean, ignoring Ethan's pleas in his eyes.

He came with a broken cry—hand stripping his cock furiously—thick ropes arcing hot onto the sheets beside me, wasted, his body shaking as he watched me lavish Dominic with final, slow licks.

The denial burned hot in his gaze, but it only fueled the fire—promising payback later, the morning far from over.

January 3, 2026 – Evening

The evening air in the house carried a quiet tension, the kind that built like a storm after a day of teasing touches and stolen glances. We'd spent the afternoon lounging—me in a thin sundress that clung to my curves, no panties underneath at Dominic's insistence, the fabric brushing my thighs with every move and reminding me of the ache between them.

Ethan had caught us in the kitchen earlier: Dominic pressing me against the counter, fingers dipping under the hem to tease my slick folds while Ethan poured coffee, his eyes darkening with that mix of jealousy and hunger we'd all come to crave.

Dinner was simple—grilled steaks, the savory, charred scent still lingering—but the real meal was the anticipation, forks clinking against plates as hands wandered under the table.

By 9 p.m., the bedroom was our stage. The lamps cast a warm, amber glow, shadows flickering across the walls from the single candle on the nightstand—vanilla-scented, sweet and heady, blending with the faint musk of our earlier sex that clung to the sheets.

Dominic didn't ask; he commanded, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers straight to my core.

"Chair," he said to Ethan, nodding to the upholstered armchair in the corner—the one with wide, sturdy arms built for exactly this.

Ethan's breath caught, but he obeyed without protest—stripping slowly first, his shirt peeling off to reveal the lean muscles of his chest, rising faster with anticipation. Pants and boxers followed, his cock springing free already half-hard, twitching in the cool air as he sat. The leather seat creaked under his weight, cool against his bare ass and thighs, the arms smooth and unyielding as Dominic approached with the silk ropes—deep crimson, soft yet strong, whispering against Ethan's skin as Dominic bound his wrists to the arms, then his ankles to the legs.

The knots were tight, no slack, Ethan's muscles flexing futilely against them, veins standing out on his forearms as he tested the bonds. His cock hardened fully during the process, rising thick and flushed between his spread thighs, the head glistening with a bead of pre-cum that swelled and dripped slow down the shaft, leaving a shiny trail on his balls.

I watched from the bed, heart pounding, my sundress discarded in a puddle on the floor—naked now, skin prickling with goosebumps in the dim light, nipples tightening into hard peaks that ached for touch. My pussy was already wet, folds slick and swollen, the musky scent of my arousal perfuming the air as I shifted on the silk sheets, the fabric cool and slippery against my ass.

Dominic turned to me, eyes raking over my body like a caress—slow, deliberate, making my clit throb with need. He stripped with agonizing slowness—shirt unbuttoned to reveal the hard ridges of his abs, pants shoved down to free his cock, thick and dark, curving upward heavy and ready, the head shiny with pre-cum that caught the lamplight like dew.

He joined me on the bed, the mattress dipping deep under his weight as he pulled me into his lap—back to his chest, my legs draped over his thighs, spreading me wide open for Ethan's view. The position exposed everything—my breasts heaving with each breath, nipples begging; my pussy parted slick and pink, clit peeking swollen from its hood, inner thighs already glistening with arousal that dripped slow onto the sheets.

Dominic's arms wrapped around me, one hand splaying possessive over my stomach, the other dipping between my legs—fingers parting my folds with rough gentleness, the cool air kissing my hot, wet core before his touch ignited it.

Ethan's eyes were glued, pupils blown black with lust, his cock twitching untouched, pre-cum leaking steadily now in thin streams that pooled on the leather seat beneath him.

Dominic's breath was hot against my ear, voice a gravel whisper: "Gonna make you beg first. Then him."

He started slow—fingers tracing my outer lips, gathering slickness before circling my clit with feather-light pressure that made me whine, hips bucking desperate for more. The tease was merciless: building heat with lazy swirls, my clit throbbing under his touch, slick gushing fresh and hot over his fingers as he dipped inside me shallow—two thick digits stretching me just enough to feel the burn, curling to graze my G-spot before pulling back empty.

The wet schlick of his fingers echoed obscene in the quiet room, my moans spilling unfiltered—high and needy, breath hitching as he edged me closer, closer, my inner walls fluttering greedy around nothing.

Sweat beaded on my skin, the vanilla candle's sweetness thickening the air, mixing with my musky arousal and the faint salt of Dominic's sweat as he ground his cock against my ass—hot, hard, pre-cum smearing sticky between us.

Ethan strained in the chair, ropes creaking as his hips twitched, cock weeping pre-cum in heavy drops that splattered his thighs, balls drawn tight and aching.

"God... Claire," he groaned, voice wrecked, eyes pleading as he watched Dominic's fingers plunge deeper now, fucking me slow but stopping just as my orgasm crested, leaving me sobbing with frustration.

Dominic flipped me onto all fours—ass up toward Ethan, knees sinking into the silk sheets that bunched slick under me. The position made me feel exposed, filthy—my pussy dripping openly, folds parting wet in the air, clit throbbing visible, ass cheeks spread slightly to reveal the tight pucker above.

Dominic's hands gripped my hips, nails biting into the soft flesh, leaving crescent marks as he dragged his cock through my slickness—the blunt head nudging my entrance, sliding up to circle my asshole with teasing pressure, the ring clenching instinctive under the threat. Pre-cum mixed with my arousal, making everything glossier, stickier, the musky scent intensifying as he pressed just the tip into my pussy—stretching me open with a burn that made me gasp, then pulling out empty, leaving me clenching desperate.

He edged me like that for what felt like eternity—shallow thrusts into my pussy, building me to the brink with slow, grinding rolls that dragged every vein along my walls, slick gushing hot over his shaft as I begged, voice breaking: "Please... fuck me deeper."

Ethan's pleas joined mine—"Let her come... please"—his cock purpled and leaking profusely, hips bucking futile against the ropes, pre-cum pooling on the seat in a shiny puddle.

Finally, Dominic switched—coating his cock thick in my slickness, pressing the head against my ass. The stretch burned exquisite as he pushed in slow—inch by unrelenting inch, my ring yielding tight around his girth, the fullness overwhelming, nerves firing like lightning as he bottomed out, balls flush against my dripping pussy.

I cried out, fingers clawing the sheets, the pressure deep and consuming—every throb of him inside making my clit pulse untouched. He held there, letting me adjust, the heat of him searing, then started moving—slow drags out that left me empty and whining, punishing snaps back in that knocked the breath from my lungs, fucking my ass with that same edging rhythm.

The sounds were depraved: wet, sucking slaps as he claimed my hole, my sobbed moans filling the room, Ethan's desperate grunts from the chair. Sweat dripped down my spine, pooling sticky in the dimples above my ass, the candle's vanilla sweetness cloying now against the primal musk of sweat and arousal.

Dominic's fingers found my clit again—rubbing furious while he thrust, building me higher, but pulling back at the last second, leaving me teetering on the edge, tears streaking my cheeks.

Ethan broke first—"Fuck, please... let me watch her come. I need it. Begging you." His voice cracked, ropes straining as he thrashed, cock weeping endlessly, balls aching visibly.

Dominic laughed dark and triumphant, slamming deep into my ass once more before pulling out—my hole gaping slick and empty—then flipping me onto my back. He plunged into my pussy without warning—hard and deep, the sudden fullness making me scream, walls clenching greedy around him. Fingers back on my clit, rubbing relentless now, he fucked me brutal and fast—thrusts pounding that deep spot until the coil snapped.

I shattered—orgasm crashing like a tidal wave, pussy spasming wild around his cock, slick squirting hot over his shaft as I screamed, vision whiting out in blinding pulses that ripped through every nerve, leaving me convulsing, boneless.

Dominic followed with a roar—hips grinding savage as he came, hot spurts flooding my pussy deep and thick, overflowing in creamy rivulets that leaked slick down my ass, pooling on the sheets.

He pulled out slow, cum dripping obscene from my stretched folds—thick and white, scented musky and male.

"Clean her," he ordered Ethan, untying him with swift pulls.

Ethan stumbled forward on shaky legs, knees hitting the bed as he dove between my thighs—mouth hot and desperate, tongue lapping at Dominic's cum with greedy slurps. The sensation was electric—his lips sucking my folds clean, tongue delving deep to scoop every drop, the salty-bitter taste making him moan against my clit, sending fresh aftershocks through me.

He licked until I was spotless, face smeared shiny with cum and my slick, eyes glazed with humiliation and ecstasy.

Only then did Dominic nod. "Come on her tits."

Ethan knelt up, fist blurring over his cock—desperate, frantic strokes after hours of denial. He came with a guttural cry, body shuddering as thick ropes arced hot onto my breasts—pearly white splattering heavy across my nipples, running slow and sticky down the curves, the warmth seeping into my skin as he milked every pulse.

He collapsed beside me, spent and shaking, as Dominic pulled us both close—bodies entwined, breaths syncing in the afterglow. The ropes lay discarded on the floor, but the night was far from over—promises of more in their touches, the room reeking of us, candles guttering low.

The rest of the evening blurred into a haze of sated exhaustion after Dominic untied Ethan from the chair, our bodies collapsing in a tangled heap on the bed—sweat-slick skin sticking together, the sheets damp and rumpled beneath us. The candle had burned low, its vanilla wick flickering weakly before guttering out with a soft hiss, leaving the room in the dim glow of the bedside lamp.

My breasts were still sticky with Ethan's cum, the pearly drops cooling and drying into a tacky film that pulled at my skin with every breath, the musky scent of it mingling with the heavier aroma of Dominic's release leaking slow and thick from between my thighs, dripping in warm rivulets onto the mattress.

Ethan nuzzled into my neck from one side, his breath hot and ragged against my ear, while Dominic spooned me from behind, his thick cock softening but still nestled heavy between my ass cheeks, a possessive reminder of what he'd just claimed.

We didn't speak much—just soft murmurs, hands roaming lazy over heated flesh, tracing the faint red marks from ropes and grips. Ethan licked a slow path across my cum-smeared breasts, tasting himself with a low groan, his tongue flat and warm as he cleaned me reverent, nipples hardening again under the wet drag.

Dominic's fingers dipped between my legs, swirling through the mess there—his cum mixed with my slickness—before bringing them to my lips. I sucked them clean, the salty-bitter tang exploding on my tongue, my pussy clenching empty at the filthy intimacy.

Sleep came gradual, the three of us shifting positions in the dark—me on my back now, Ethan suckling lazily at one breast like a comfort, Dominic's head pillowed on my thigh, his breath fanning warm over my mound. The house settled around us, creaks of wood and distant traffic lulling us under, until dreams claimed us in a shared, heavy silence.

January 4, Morning

The day dawned crisp and bright, sunlight slicing through the blinds in golden shafts that danced across our naked forms. I woke to the sound of Dominic stirring early—his body heat pulling away as he slipped from the bed at 6 a.m., muscles flexing under his skin as he dressed in workout gear, the rustle of fabric soft in the quiet room.

He leaned down to kiss me awake—lips firm and possessive, tongue dipping in for a quick taste—then Ethan, a rough peck on the forehead.

"Work calls—back by lunch," he murmured, voice gravelly from sleep, his hand lingering to squeeze my breast one last time, thumb flicking my nipple until it pebbled. The door clicked shut behind him, his footsteps fading down the stairs, the front door opening and closing with a distant thud.

The bed felt emptier without him, but Ethan's arm tightened around me, pulling me close in the warm cocoon of sheets that still smelled of us—sweat, cum, and faint vanilla.

We dozed a little longer, the morning light warming our skin, but the ache between my thighs stirred fresh as Ethan's cock hardened against my hip, hot and insistent.

He rolled me onto my back without a word, eyes dark with that cuckold fire we'd ignited—jealousy twisted into desire, the knowledge of Dominic's claim on me fueling his own.

"You let him fuck you like a whore last night," he growled low against my ear, voice rough and accusatory, but his cock throbbed harder as he said it, pre-cum smearing slick on my thigh.

His hand slid down, fingers plunging into my pussy without warning—two, then three—stretching me with a burn that made me gasp, my walls still tender and slick from the night before.

"Begging for his cock in your ass while I watched like a pathetic cuck. That's what you are now—his slut first, mine second."

I moaned, arching into his hand, the abuse hitting that dark, thrilling spot inside me—the words stinging sweet, making my clit throb under his thumb as he rubbed rough circles.

"Yes," I hissed back, grabbing his cock hard, stroking with a twist that made him buck. "And you loved it—tied up, leaking like a desperate boy while he owned me. My pussy's still full of his cum, and you're hard just thinking about it, aren't you? Pathetic."

His eyes flashed with that mix of hurt and heat, and he flipped me roughly onto my stomach, knee shoving my thighs apart as he mounted me from behind—cock slamming deep in one brutal thrust, the stretch burning exquisite through my sore walls, his balls slapping heavy against my clit.

The bed creaked under us, sheets tangling as he fucked me hard and fast—hips snapping with punishing force, each plunge grinding deep, the wet squelch of my pussy echoing obscene.

"Take it, slut," he growled, hand fisting my hair to yank my head back, the pull stinging my scalp as he bit my shoulder—teeth sinking in just enough to mark, the pain blooming hot and sharp. "This is what you get for letting him use you like a toy."

I pushed back against him, meeting every thrust with a grind of my hips, my own abuse spilling out in gasps.

"Harder, cuck—fuck me like he does, if you can. But we both know you can't fill me like him, can you? You're just cleaning up his mess."

The words fueled him—his pace turning frantic, cock swelling thicker inside me as he slammed deeper, the head battering my cervix with each brutal drive. Sweat dripped from his brow onto my back, hot and salty, the room filling with the slap of skin, our mingled grunts, the heady musk of fresh arousal overpowering the morning air.

He came with a shattered groan—hips grinding deep as hot spurts flooded me, thick and pulsing, mixing with the remnants of Dominic's load from last night. The warmth spread deep, leaking out around him as he collapsed over me, spent and shaking, his breath hot against my neck.

We lay there panting, his cum trickling slow down my thighs, until he rolled off—pulling me into his arms for a soft, contrasting kiss, the abuse fading into affection as sleep tugged at him again.

He napped hard—chest rising steady, soft snores filling the room—while I slipped out, robe wrapped loose around me, the sticky mix of their cum drying on my inner thighs as I padded downstairs.

The kitchen was bright with midday sun, and hunger stirred—both for food and the thought of my men. I imagined making sandwiches for us—thick turkey and cheese on fresh bread, mayo slick and creamy, pickles crunching—feeding them bites while they fed me something else entirely.

The idea made my pussy clench, fresh slickness gathering as I pulled ingredients from the fridge, bending over the island to assemble, the cool counter pressing against my hips.

I loved how my kitchen looked, bathed in the warm glow of midday sun streaming through the large bay windows, golden beams dancing across the granite countertops and catching the faint dust motes swirling in the air. The faint chill from the open fridge door raised goosebumps on my exposed thighs, the loose robe barely holding together at the tie, my breasts threatening to spill free with every movement as I leaned over the island. I was halfway through spreading the mayo on the fresh-baked bread—the knife gliding smooth through the cool, creamy spread, its tangy scent sharp and appetizing, mixing with the yeasty aroma of the loaf that filled the room like a comforting embrace. Slices of turkey and cheese waited nearby, the cold cuts glistening with moisture, pickles crunching under my knife as I prepped them, the juice from the jar dripping sticky onto my fingers.

My pussy still ached from the morning with Ethan—his cum dried tacky on my inner thighs, a constant reminder of how he'd abused me like a desperate cuck, filling me while calling me Dominic's slut. The thought made me clench, fresh slickness gathering between my folds, the robe's hem riding up to expose the curve of my ass as I bent further. The house was quiet, Ethan napping upstairs, but the click of the front door shattered the peace—Dominic's footsteps echoing heavy and purposeful through the hall, his presence filling the space like a storm cloud before I even turned.

He didn't say hello—just strode in, eyes raking over me with that predatory hunger, taking in the loose robe, the way my breasts nearly spilled free, the subtle shift of my hips as I worked. The air thickened immediately, charged with his scent—fresh sweat from whatever errand he'd run, mixed with that woody cologne that always made my clit throb. He was behind me in an instant—big hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise, flipping up the robe to bare my ass completely, the cool kitchen air kissing my skin in a rush that made me gasp. My cheeks parted slightly from the position, exposing everything—the sticky remnants of Ethan's cum leaking from my pussy, my asshole winking tight and untouched.

"Making lunch for your men?" he murmured, voice low and rough like gravel over silk, breath hot against my ear as he leaned in close, one hand sliding between my thighs to find the mess there—fingers dipping into the slick mix of cum and my arousal, swirling it higher. He groaned approvingly, the sound vibrating through his chest into my back, smearing the creamy fluid over my asshole in slow, deliberate circles that made the ring twitch and pucker under his touch. "Good girl. But first... need to taste this filthy hole."

No warning—he dropped to his knees behind me, hands spreading my cheeks wide with a firm grip that made the flesh dimple under his fingers, cool air rushing over my exposed asshole for a split second before his mouth descended. His tongue was hot and wet, flat and broad as he licked a long, slow stripe from my dripping pussy up to my asshole—gathering the sticky cum on his way, the salty-bitter tang exploding on his taste buds as he circled the tight pucker. The sensation was electric—his tongue probing insistent, swirling around the rim in teasing laps that made my hole clench and relax, nerves igniting like sparks under the wet drag. He sucked lightly, lips sealing around the ring as he delved deeper, tongue pushing inside with a filthy, probing thrust that stretched me open just enough to burn sweet, the earthy musk of me blending with the cum on his palate.

I moaned loud and broken, hands splaying on the counter, mayo-smeared knife clattering aside as my hips bucked back against his face, the cool granite biting into my palms. The scents intensified: tangy mayo forgotten on the bread, now overpowered by the primal musk of my arousal gushing fresh over his chin, the salty remnants of Ethan's load, Dominic's hot breath fanning my skin. His groans vibrated through me, low and animal, as he ate my ass like a starving man—tongue fucking deeper, lips sucking the rim until it puckered wet and slick, saliva dripping down to mix with my pussy juices in hot trails down my thighs.

Footsteps in the hall—Ethan, woken from his nap, hair tousled and wild, boxers tented obscenely with fresh arousal straining the fabric. He froze in the doorway, eyes widening at the sight: me bent over the island, robe hiked up to expose my ass, Dominic on his knees behind me, face buried deep, tongue lapping my asshole with wet, obscene slurps that echoed through the kitchen. Ethan's cock throbbed visibly, pre-cum darkening the front of his boxers as he watched, breath catching sharp in his throat.

Dominic pulled back just enough—chin glistening with saliva and cum, eyes dark and commanding as he glanced at Ethan over my shoulder. His voice was strained but unyielding, lips shiny and swollen. "Lick her asshole. Clean her for me."

Ethan hesitated only a second—eyes flashing with that cuckold mix of humiliation and heat—before dropping to his knees beside Dominic, hands trembling as he gripped my cheek to spread me wider. His tongue was tentative at first—hot and soft, lapping the slick ring where Dominic's saliva still dripped, tasting the earthy musk of me mixed with the salty remnants of his own cum smeared there. The sensation doubled now: Ethan's tongue swirling slow and worshipful around the pucker, probing the rim with gentle pushes that made me whimper, while Dominic watched, stroking his cock slow and deliberate, the slick sounds of his fist adding to the wet laps.

Ethan grew bolder—tongue delving deeper, fucking into my asshole with shallow thrusts that stretched the ring, his moans vibrating against me as he savored the filthy taste, nose buried in my cheek, breath hot and ragged. The dual vulnerability hit hard: my husband eating my ass on command, preparing me for another man, the kitchen scents of mayo and bread now drowned in the primal fog of sweat, saliva, and arousal—my slick gushing over Ethan's chin, dripping onto the floor in puddles.

Dominic stood finally—cock thick and unyielding, pre-cum beading heavy at the tip—as Ethan pulled back, face flushed and shiny, lips swollen. "Good boy," Dominic rumbled, then pressed the blunt head against my asshole—no more prep, just raw and insistent. The stretch burned fierce as he pushed in—inch by slow, claiming inch—my ring yielding tight around his girth, the fullness overwhelming, nerves igniting like wildfire as he sank deeper, the improvised lube of saliva and cum making the slide slick but burning. I gasped sharp, hands clawing the counter, mayo smearing sticky under my palms as he bottomed out, balls flush against my dripping pussy, the pressure intense and consuming—every throb of him inside making my clit pulse wildly, inner walls clenching empty below.

He started moving—slow drags out that left me gaping and whining, the burn fading into a deep, throbbing pleasure that made my toes curl against the tile floor, then punishing snaps back in that knocked the breath from my lungs, wet slaps echoing through the kitchen like obscene applause. The scents enveloped us: tangy mayo forgotten on the counter, now overpowered by the raw musk of sweat dripping hot onto my back, the sticky cum he smeared further with each thrust, my arousal gushing in fresh waves over his balls. My breasts swung heavy with the force, nipples scraping the cold granite until they ached raw and sensitive, moans spilling unfiltered—high and needy, the fullness in my ass coiling heat tighter in my core.

Ethan's footsteps had frozen him in place, but Dominic's voice cut through the haze—strained and commanding, hips never faltering. "Hold her hands. Kiss her through it."

Ethan obeyed instantly, stepping forward on shaky legs—his cock straining against his boxers, leaking dark spots through the fabric—as he grasped my wrists, pinning them to the counter with a gentleness that contrasted the brutality behind me. He leaned in, capturing my mouth in a desperate, deep kiss—tongue sweeping in to muffle my cries, tasting the faint mint from his nap mixed with the lingering earthiness from licking my ass. The dual sensation was overwhelming: Dominic's cock claiming my ass with punishing depth, the burn blooming into fireworks that made my hole clench rhythmically around him; Ethan's lips soft and loving, his grip grounding me as my clit throbbed untouched, slick gushing with every thrust.

The kitchen enveloped us in sensory chaos: sunlight warming our skin in golden patches, the faint chill from the fridge raising goosebumps on my arms; sounds filling the space—wet, sucking slaps from behind as Dominic's balls smacked my pussy, my muffled moans vibrating into Ethan's mouth, the counter creaking under our combined weight, the knife clattering forgotten nearby. Heat built unbearable—sweat beading on my brow, dripping salty into my eyes; Dominic's pace turning savage, one hand snaking around to rub my clit in rough, pinching circles that made stars burst behind my lids, fingers slick with my arousal that squelched audibly.

"Come for us, slut," Dominic growled, voice wrecked, fingers clamping hard on my clit as he slammed deeper, the head of his cock grinding that deep spot in my ass.

I shattered—orgasm ripping through me like lightning, ass clenching vise-tight around Dominic's cock in rhythmic spasms that milked him, pussy squirting hot slick over his hand and down my thighs in gushing waves, soaking the floor beneath us. I screamed into Ethan's kiss, vision whiting out in blinding pulses, every nerve alight with hot, electric fire that left me convulsing, boneless between them.

Dominic followed with a primal roar—hips grinding brutal as hot spurts flooded my ass, thick and thick, pulsing deep and overflowing in creamy rivulets that leaked sticky and warm down my thighs, mixing with my squirt in a filthy puddle. He pulled out slow, my hole gaping slick and empty, cum bubbling out in slow, obscene drips that splattered the tile.

Ethan broke the kiss, eyes glazed and desperate, cock leaking through his boxers—but Dominic just smirked, slapping my ass lightly with a wet smack that made the flesh jiggle. "Lunch can wait. Clean up your mess later."

We ate eventually—sandwiches smeared with mayo that tasted faintly of our interruption, the tangy spread now laced with the memory of my mayo-slick fingers gripping the counter, bodies still buzzing, the afternoon promising more in the heated glances across the table.

It had been nice—the kind of nice that lingers in your muscles and your heart long after the moment passes.

The slow, grounding fucking from my husband that afternoon, the way Ethan had held me close afterward, breathing into my neck like he needed reassurance as much as release, his cum warm and thick inside me, marking me in that familiar, loving way.

And later, the deeper claiming from Dominic when he returned—the ass-fucking that wasn’t rough for the sake of it, but deliberate, intimate, stretching me open while he stayed pressed close, whispering reminders that I was safe, that I was chosen, his release flooding me hot and possessive, leaking slow as we moved through the evening.

Dinner had been quiet and perfect—Ethan's roasted chicken with herbs, crispy skin and juicy meat, the scent of garlic and rosemary filling the house like comfort. We'd eaten at the table, candles flickering low, wine glasses clinking softly, hands brushing across the wood—Dominic's foot nudging mine under the table, Ethan's fingers tracing my wrist.

Conversation light at first—work, the kids' latest antics from photos my sister sent—then deeper, eyes meeting with that shared knowledge of what we'd built.

By the time dishes were cleared and left soaking in the sink, the house had softened into that rare, heavy calm that only comes after everything honest has already been said with bodies—no words needed, just the quiet hum of contentment.

The fire had settled into a steady, comforting burn—logs glowing deep orange at their cores, the occasional sharp pop sending tiny sparks racing up the chimney like fleeting fireflies in the dark. The flames licked upward in lazy, hypnotic waves, casting shifting shadows across the room that danced over the walls and furniture, painting our skin in warm, flickering gold that highlighted every curve, every bead of sweat tracing slow paths down bare flesh.

The heat rolled outward in soft, enveloping pulses—warm breath against my cheek, the faint prickle on my thighs, drawing beads of sweat along my spine and between my breasts, making the air thick, intimate, scented with burning oak—smoky and resinous, grounding—and the lingering vanilla from the candle, sweet and heady, blending with the subtle musk of our skin, the faint trace of sex that still clung to us like a secret.

The three of us were sprawled on the thick, plush rug in front of the hearth—a nest of soft blankets and pillows beneath us, the fibers warm from the fire’s glow and slightly rough against my bare back and ass, grounding me in the moment.

I wore only Dominic’s oversized button-down shirt, the soft cotton worn thin in places, brushing mid-thigh with every shift, carrying his scent deeply—woody cologne layered with warm male skin, a hint of sweat from the day that made my chest ache with quiet possession. The hem rode up as I moved, exposing the curve where thigh met hip, the shirt hanging open just enough to reveal the inner swells of my breasts, nipples tightening into sensitive peaks from the alternating waves of fire heat and cooler drafts whispering across the room.

Ethan lay curled against my left side, his head heavy and trusting on my thigh, cheek pressed warm into my skin, the faint stubble there scratching lightly with each breath. His fingers traced slow, absent patterns just above my knee—light circles that feathered higher occasionally, brushing the sensitive inner skin, sending lazy tingles racing up my leg and pooling low in my belly.

His breathing was even and deep, but I could feel how alert he still was—tuned in to every shift, every sigh—the warmth of his exhale fanning soft across my thigh through the thin shirt fabric.

Behind me, Dominic sat with his legs spread wide, my back resting fully against his bare chest—the hard planes of his muscles solid and reassuring, skin radiating heat like a living furnace that seeped into me, chasing away any chill. One arm draped possessively over my shoulder, hand resting loosely at my collarbone, fingers splayed wide to feel the rise and fall of my breaths.

His thumb brushed the hollow at the base of my throat in lazy, rhythmic circles—so light it was almost absent, yet deliberate enough to make my pulse flutter beneath his touch, a quiet reminder of where a collar might one day sit.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table again—fourth time in maybe twenty minutes, the vibration sharp and intrusive against the rhythmic crackle of the fire. The clip had hit 2.1 million views now, trending everywhere—screenshots, edits, reactions flooding every platform, the comments a whirlwind of curiosity and speculation.

I sighed, a mix of nerves and quiet resignation settling in my chest, reaching for it—but Dominic’s arm tightened slightly, his body shifting with a warm press against my back, the faint prickle of his chest hair through the shirt sending a shiver down my spine.

He leaned forward, picking it up before I could, the movement making his thumb pause its stroke at my throat, his heat enveloping me more fully.

He glanced at the screen—my sister’s name flashing bright—and then looked at me, dark eyes steady and searching in the firelight, one eyebrow lifting in silent question. My heart thudded hard, a rush of vulnerability and trust flooding me, but I nodded—slow, certain.

He swiped to answer and immediately put it on speaker, setting the phone face-up on the rug between us, the screen's blue glow contrasting the warm orange flames.

“Hey, Lis,” I said, trying to keep my voice light and even, though it came out a little breathy from the heat wrapping around us and the anticipation tightening my chest.

“Claire.” Her tone was careful, measured—the big-sister voice she used when she didn’t want to sound shocked or judgmental but clearly was processing something big. “Everyone’s sending me this video. That kiss… on New Year’s. With that guy. And Ethan right there, just… watching. Are you… okay? What’s going on?”

The fire crackled in the pause—a log shifting with a soft thud, sending up a fresh shower of sparks that illuminated our faces briefly, casting fleeting shadows over Ethan's relaxed features and Dominic's steady gaze.

Dominic’s hand tightened just a fraction on my shoulder—not restraining, simply present, his thumb resuming its slow, soothing stroke at my throat, grounding me.

Ethan’s fingers stilled on my knee, the absence of movement feeling louder than any sound, his head lifting slightly so his cheek brushed warmer against my inner thigh.

I swallowed, the sound faint but audible in the quiet, my throat dry despite the warmth enveloping us like a blanket.

“We’re good,” I said softly, honestly. “Really good.”

Lisa hesitated, her breath faint over the line, a small exhale of surprise or relief. “The guy—who is he? You looked like you were going to devour him on live television.”

Heat crept up my neck, flushing my cheeks in the fire's glow, my thighs shifting restlessly against Ethan’s cheek, the movement making Dominic's arm tighten possessively.

Dominic leaned forward slightly, his chest pressing warmer and firmer against my back, lips brushing the shell of my ear as he spoke—voice low and smooth, carrying clearly over the speaker without effort, the rumble vibrating through me.

“Tell her, sweetheart.”

My pulse spiked hard enough to make me dizzy, a rush of heat flooding lower, my thighs parting subtly as arousal stirred fresh despite the vulnerability.

Ethan’s hand squeezed my thigh once—firm, grounding—his fingers warm and steady, thumb brushing higher in silent encouragement.

I exhaled slow, the fire's heat making the air feel thicker, closer, the scent of burning oak wrapping around us like smoke.

“He’s… important,” I said softly, the words feeling weighty, true. “Part of us. Part of our life now.”

Silence stretched on the line—long enough that I could hear the faint static, Lisa’s breath catching, processing.

The fire popped again, sparks rising and fading like breaths.

Then: “Part of you how,” she asked carefully, voice softer now, “exactly?”

Ethan spoke up before I could find more words—his voice low but steady, head still resting on my thigh, fingers resuming their slow circles higher up my leg, brushing the hem of the shirt.

“We’re in something open,” he said quietly. “Claire’s… his. I’m okay with it. More than okay.”

The words landed heavy, real—raw in the firelit room, the admission hanging between us like the smoke curling upward.

Another long beat.

Lisa’s breath audible, shaky over the speaker.

“Wow. I… didn’t expect that.” A pause, longer this time, the fire crackling softly as if filling the gap. “You all seem happy?”

“Very,” Dominic answered for us, his tone calm, final, the deep rumble vibrating through his chest into my back, his thumb pressing lightly over my pulse as if feeling it race. “We are.”

Lisa let out a small, nervous laugh—half relief, half disbelief, the sound tinny through the speaker. “Okay. I mean… as long as you’re happy. Just—be careful, yeah? Love you.”

“Love you too,” I whispered, voice thick with emotion, tears pricking unexpected at the edges.

The call ended with a soft beep.

The phone went dark, screen fading to black.

For a moment, only the fire spoke—popping sharply as a log shifted, sending up a brief flare of light that illuminated our faces: Ethan’s flushed and vulnerable, eyes shining with quiet emotion; Dominic’s steady and possessive, fire reflecting in his dark gaze; mine caught somewhere in between, cheeks warm from more than the heat.

No one spoke for a long moment, the crackle of flames and our synchronized breathing the only sounds, the warmth wrapping us tighter, sweat tracing slow paths down my spine under the shirt.

Ethan broke the silence first, voice barely above a whisper, his head lifting slightly so his cheek brushed warmer against my inner thigh, breath fanning soft and hot through the fabric.

“Hearing it out loud like that… to family…”

He swallowed, the sound faint.

“It made everything feel even more real. More… submissive, somehow.”

He looked up at me, then at Dominic, vulnerability raw and beautiful in his eyes, firelight reflecting like liquid gold.

“The public stuff. The video. People knowing. It turns me on in a way I didn’t expect. Like I’m really yours to watch. Both of yours.”

Dominic’s hand slid from my shoulder to my throat again—gentle, deliberate, his thumb tracing the delicate spot just below my jaw where a collar would rest one day, the touch sending a deep shiver through me that pooled hot and liquid between my legs.

“And you, Claire?” he asked, voice low and intimate, lips brushing the shell of my ear, his breath warm and scented faintly of wine, making my skin prickle.

I leaned back fully into him, letting his chest support my weight completely, feeling Ethan’s warmth still anchoring me on the other side—the contrast of their bodies, their touches, perfect.

“It scares me,” I admitted, voice soft, honest, the words tasting vulnerable on my tongue. “A little. The judgment, the questions from people who don’t understand.”

Then, softer, truer, tears welling again: “But it also feels… freeing. Like we’re not hiding anymore. Like we’re choosing this—really choosing it, out loud.”

Ethan nodded, emotion raw and unguarded, his hand sliding higher on my thigh—fingers brushing the hem of the shirt, the touch grounding and electric, sending fresh heat blooming low in my belly.

“That’s why I’ve been thinking…” He took a breath, steadying himself, eyes locking on Dominic’s with quiet courage. “I want it permanent.” Another breath, deeper. “A symbol.”

He looked at Dominic directly, voice steady despite the vulnerability.

“Dominic… I want you to collar her.”

The words settled into the room—heavy, reverent, undeniable—like embers glowing brighter in the fire, the air thickening with their weight.

My heart stuttered hard, a rush of emotion flooding my chest—love, trust, arousal, a profound sense of belonging—all braided tight, tears spilling hot down my cheeks in silent streams.

Dominic didn’t answer right away. His fingers stayed at my throat, warm and still, as if feeling my pulse race beneath them, the fire crackling softly in the background, sparks rising and fading like breaths held and released.

The heat wrapped us closer, sweat tracing slow paths down my spine under the shirt, the scent of oak smoke and our skin intensifying.

“I’ve thought about it,” he said finally, voice low and serious, each word measured and deliberate. “A lot. Not as play.”
His thumb pressed lightly over my pulse, grounding us both.
“As commitment.”

He shifted slightly, his free hand finding Ethan's on my thigh—covering it with his own in a silent bridge, fingers intertwining briefly, the touch warm and connecting.
“Something she can wear every day,” he continued, voice dropping lower, intimate. “Subtle enough for the world. Obvious enough for us. A reminder—for all of us—of what this is.”

He met Ethan’s gaze steadily, then pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my temple—lips warm and firm, breath fanning my skin.

“I’d like to collar her,” he said quietly. “We’ll see what makes sense. But I want that.”

Then, softly, like sealing it in the fire's glow:
“We’ll choose something together. Soon. What say, lady? “

The tears came faster now—quiet, overwhelmed, happy—spilling hot down my cheeks as the emotion crested.

I turned in his arms, cupping his face with trembling hands to kiss him slow and deep—tongues gentle at first, brushing soft and exploratory, then deeper, tasting salt from my tears and the faint smoke from the fire, the connection profound and wordless, a silent yes to everything.

Ethan sat up slowly, joining us seamlessly—his lips brushing my neck first, soft and reverent, tracing the line of my jaw with feather-light kisses that made me shiver, then Dominic’s jaw in a tender, shared press that felt like sealing everything we’d just promised, his hand sliding up to cup the back of Dominic's neck.

The fire burned lower, casting long, flickering shadows that danced intimate across our skin, the warmth wrapping us like a living thing—three hearts beating in quiet, perfect harmony, the future feeling solid, chosen, and endlessly ours.

The fireside confessions had left us raw and connected, the air in the living room thick with the scent of burning oak and our shared vulnerability—smoky warmth blending with the faint musk of arousal that lingered from earlier in the day, my skin still tingling from the memories of Ethan's possessive thrusts and Dominic's deliberate claiming.

The flames had died to a soft glow, casting long, dancing shadows across the rug where we sprawled, the heat now a gentle caress rather than a roar, beads of sweat drying cool on my collarbone and the nape of my neck. The button-down shirt clung slightly to my damp skin, the fabric soft and worn, carrying Dominic's scent like a second skin—woody, masculine, with that undercurrent of sweat and desire that made my pulse quicken even in the quiet.

The room felt intimate, enclosed—the fire's crackle a steady underscore to our breaths, the vanilla candle wax pooling in its holder, releasing sweet, lingering notes that mixed with the primal hint of our earlier exertions still clinging to the air.

We lay there in the afterglow of words unspoken and spoken, the emotional rawness stirring a deeper hunger—a need to connect physically before the night ended, before Dominic's early departure pulled him away again. I shifted first in Dominic's hold, turning to face him fully—my body sliding against his with a soft rustle of fabric, the movement making the shirt ride up further to expose the curve of my ass to the fire's lingering heat, the warmth kissing my bare skin like a lover's breath.

My hands slid up his bare chest, fingers tracing the hard ridges of his pecs, feeling the steady thump of his heart under my palm accelerate slightly, the heat of him radiating like a furnace against my cooler skin, his nipples hardening under my touch as I circled them slow.

His throat was warm and pulsing under my grip as I pulled him down for a kiss—it started slow, lips brushing feather-light in a tease that made my breath catch, tasting the faint salt of sweat on his upper lip, the smoky whisper of the fire on his breath mingling with the deeper, masculine flavor of him. But it deepened quickly—my tongue slipping in to tangle with his, wet and insistent, exploring the hot cavern of his mouth with deliberate strokes that made him groan low, the vibration rumbling through his chest into mine like distant thunder.

The kiss turned erotic, unhurried yet intense—our lips sliding slick, saliva mixing in warm, stringy trails as I sucked his tongue hard, biting his lower lip just enough to sting, drawing a sharper grunt from him that sent a jolt straight to my core.

His hands roamed in response—sliding under the shirt with possessive ease, palms rough and hot as they cupped my breasts, squeezing the soft weight until I arched into him with a muffled moan, the sound wet and needy against his mouth. His thumbs circled my nipples in slow, teasing strokes—rough pads dragging over the sensitive peaks, making them harden into aching points that throbbed with every pass, the friction sending sharp sparks of pleasure racing down my belly to pool hot and liquid between my thighs. Slickness gathered there, dripping slow down my inner skin in warm, viscous trails that cooled sticky against my thighs, the musky scent of my arousal blooming stronger in the warm room, blending with the oak smoke and vanilla wax.

Ethan watched from my side, his breath coming faster and more ragged against my skin, eyes dark and hooded in the firelight, his cock stirring visibly under the loose blanket draped over his lap—thickening slowly, the head pushing up against the fabric with a damp spot spreading as pre-cum leaked. I could feel his gaze like a physical touch, heating my skin further, his fingers on my knee tightening slightly as he shifted closer.

I broke from Dominic's kiss with a gasp, lips swollen and shiny with saliva, turning to Ethan—pulling him up by the neck with a hand that trembled slightly from the building need, my lips crashing against his in a kiss that matched the intensity.

His mouth yielded soft at first, then surrendered completely—tongue delving to tangle with mine, tasting of the minty gum from after dinner and the salty hint of wine lingering on his breath, the kiss turning sloppy and desperate as wet sounds of lips and tongues filled the space alongside the fire's soft crackles. His hands fisted in the shirt, yanking it open further with a sharp rip of seams straining, exposing my breasts fully to the fire's warm glow and his hungry gaze, nipples peaking harder in the flickering light and cooler drafts that whispered across the room.

The kiss deepened—I sucked his tongue hard, nipping his lip until he gasped sharp into my mouth, the sound vibrating through me, my free hand sliding down his chest to cup his hardening cock through the blanket—stroking slow and firm, feeling it jump and throb heavy in my palm, pre-cum dampening the fabric in sticky warmth as he bucked into my touch with a low, broken grunt that made my clit pulse swollen and sensitive.

The arousal built like the fire—slow at first, then consuming, the air thickening with our mingled breaths and the heady musk of sweat and slickness, my pussy aching empty, clit throbbing with need as the slickness dripped down my inner thighs in hot, viscous trails that cooled sticky against my skin.

But as Dominic's hand slid between my legs from behind—fingers parting my folds with a wet, obscene schlick, dipping into the heat there to coat themselves in my arousal—I pulled back from Ethan's kiss, breath ragged and hot against his lips, my voice low and husky with command.

"Other room," I whispered, the words laced with heat and finality, my hand squeezing his cock once more—firm, teasing, feeling it pulse desperate under my fingers—before releasing him slow, the pre-cum stringing sticky between us as he pulled away.

Ethan's breath hitched sharp, cock twitching hard at the denial, eyes glazing with that raw mix of submission and fire—the denial hitting him like a drug, his hand already drifting to wrap around himself as he nodded, pre-cum leaking thicker now. He stood on shaky legs—blanket falling away to reveal his erection standing proud and flushed, head glistening wet in the firelight, veins pulsing along the shaft as he backed toward the doorway, fist moving in slow, deliberate strokes, the shadows swallowing him as he settled just out of reach, the faint wet schlick of his grip echoing like a tease.

The room felt charged now—me and Dominic alone by the fire, the heat intensifying as he pulled me fully into his lap, the button-down riding up to expose my pussy, slick and swollen, brushing against his cock in wet slides that made us both groan low, the sound rumbling deep from his chest. The firelight played over his skin, highlighting every ridge of muscle, the sweat gleaming like oil as he unbuttoned the shirt slow—fingers deliberate, exposing my breasts to the warmth, nipples peaking harder in the flickering glow, aching for his mouth as the cool drafts whispered across them, contrasting the fire's kiss.

His hands cupped them, thumbs rolling the buds rough until I arched with a gasp, the pinch sending jolts straight to my core, my pussy dripping fresh slick onto his thigh.

He kissed me again—deeper, more urgent now, tongue fucking my mouth in slow, claiming thrusts that mimicked what was coming, wet and possessive, tasting of smoke and raw desire, saliva mixing in hot strings as I sucked his tongue hard, biting his lip until he grunted sharp and low, the sound vibrating through me.

His hands roamed everywhere—pinching my nipples until they throbbed red and sensitive, the pain blooming hot and sweet, then sliding down to spread my thighs wide, fingers plunging into my pussy with a wet squelch—three thick digits stretching me open, curling hard against my walls as slick gushed over his hand, dripping down to soak the rug beneath us, the obscene squelch echoing louder with each thrust of his fingers.

From the doorway, Ethan's hand moved faster—fist sliding slick and frantic over his cock, the wet schlick echoing faint but clear, his breaths coming in heavy, desperate pants that carried across the room like fuel to the fire. The knowledge he was there—watching every detail, hearing every sound, denied touch—intensified everything, my moans growing louder, more unfiltered, the wet slap of Dominic's fingers fucking me echoing deliberate for Ethan's ears.

Dominic flipped me onto my back—rug rough and heated beneath me, fibers scratching my skin in delicious contrast—as he rose over me, cock thick and straining, head glistening with pre-cum that dripped in slow, heavy strings onto my stomach, warm and sticky. He positioned himself between my legs, the blunt head nudging my entrance—parting my slick lips with a stretch that burned sweet, pre-cum mixing with my arousal in glossy trails.

He pressed inside in one slow, deep glide—the fullness overwhelming, my walls yielding tight and hot around his girth, every vein dragging along sensitive nerves as he sank deeper, inch by unrelenting inch, until he bottomed out, balls flush against my ass, the pressure deep and consuming, making my clit pulse wildly.

He held there—throbbing inside me, letting me feel every inch, eyes locked on mine with raw intensity, sweat dripping from his brow onto my breasts in hot splatters. Then he moved—slow drags out that left me empty and whining, the burn of loss making me clench desperate around him, snaps back in that filled me completely with a wet slap, the rhythm building to a punishing pace.

The sounds were a cocktail of raw need: his low, guttural grunts with each thrust—deep and animal, rumbling from his chest like thunder; my high, broken moans spilling unfiltered—gasps turning to sobs as he hit deep, the head of his cock grinding that spot over and over with brutal precision; the wet, sucking slaps of skin on skin, slick gushing around him with every plunge, the obscene squelch filling the room like a symphony of filth.

Sweat poured down his chest, dripping hot onto my stomach and breasts, mixing with the slick between us in sticky trails that cooled in the air, the scents thickening: my arousal heavy and primal, his sweat salty and male, the oak smoke wrapping us in a cocoon of warmth, vanilla wax melting nearby adding a sweet undercurrent to the raw musk.

My nails raked his back—leaving red welts that made him growl deeper, teeth sinking into my shoulder with a bite that stung sharp and sweet, the pain blooming into pleasure that made my pussy clench vise-tight around him, milking him harder.

From the doorway, Ethan's groans grew desperate—fist flying frantic, the wet schlick of his strokes echoing louder, his breaths ragged pants that synced with Dominic's thrusts, the knowledge burning hotter as I glanced at him—his cock purpled and leaking endlessly, balls tight and aching, fist twisting at the head with each stroke, pre-cum stringing sticky between his fingers.

Dominic's hand found my throat—squeezing lightly, possessive thumb pressing my pulse—as he fucked harder, the head of his cock grinding deep, hitting that spot over and over with brutal precision, his other hand dipping to my clit—pinching hard, rubbing rough circles that made stars burst behind my eyes, slick squirting hot over his fingers.

The pressure coiled unbearable—my moans turning to sobs, grunts mixing with his as he pounded relentless, the fire's heat amplifying every sensation—skin slick and sliding, breaths hot and ragged, the scents overwhelming.

I shattered again—orgasm ripping through me like fire, pussy clenching vise-tight around him in waves that milked his cock, slick gushing hot over us both as I screamed his name, back arching off the rug, vision blurring in white-hot pulses, every nerve alight with hot, electric fire that left me convulsing, boneless, tears spilling hot down my cheeks.

Dominic followed with a primal roar—hips grinding savage and deep, cock throbbing wild as hot spurts flooded me, thick and endless, pulsing deep in creamy waves that overflowed slick down my ass, pooling sticky and warm on the rug, his grunts turning to low, shuddering groans, body tensing like steel over me as he emptied every drop.

From the doorway, Ethan's broken cry peaked—fist blurring desperate, cock untouched no longer but stroked furious, spilling in denied ropes onto the floor with a wet splatter, his body shaking as he watched the finale, the submission complete.

Dominic pulled out slow—cum dripping obscene from my pussy in thick, white strings, scented musky and male—as he collapsed beside me, pulling me into his arms, breath hot and ragged against my neck. We lay there entwined, bodies slick and spent, the fire dying to embers, Ethan's distant pants fading as he slipped away to clean up alone.

Sleep came eventually—bodies pressed close, but Dominic slipped away before dawn, a soft kiss to my forehead his goodbye, the door clicking shut behind him. The house felt emptier in the quiet morning light, but the bond between us—forged deeper in the fire's glow—burned stronger than ever.

January 5, 7:00 AM

The first pale light of dawn crept through the blinds, painting soft gray stripes across the bedroom floor, the air still heavy with the lingering warmth of our bodies and the faint, smoky trace of last night’s fire that had seeped into the sheets.

The house was utterly quiet—the kids still at my sister’s for one more day, no footsteps or voices to break the intimate hush, just the distant hum of early traffic outside and the soft rustle of Dominic moving beside the bed.

I woke to that sound—his naked form silhouetted in the dim light, muscles flexing smooth and powerful as he pulled on boxer briefs, the dark fabric stretching tight over his thick cock, still half-hard from morning arousal, the outline heavy and promising even through the cotton. The sight stirred me instantly—pussy clenching with that familiar, greedy ache, nipples tightening into hard peaks under the sheet as I watched him button his shirt, the crisp cotton sliding over his broad chest, each movement deliberate and unhurried.

Ethan stirred beside me, his arm tightening around my waist in sleep, breath warm and steady against my neck as he sensed the shift too, his own cock hardening slow against my thigh.

Dominic leaned down first, kissing my forehead—lips firm and lingering, breath warm with sleep and the faint bitterness of coffee he’d already snuck downstairs for. The touch grounded me, possessive yet tender, his thumb brushing my cheekbone as he pulled back.

Then he turned to Ethan’s temple, a rough, affectionate press that made my husband murmur low and content, eyes fluttering open just enough to register the moment.

“Gotta head out,” Dominic said, voice gravel-rough and quiet, the words heavy with reluctance that mirrored the ache already building in my chest. “Flight’s early.”

But I wasn’t ready to let him go—not like this, not without one last taste, one last intimate claim before the distance stretched between us again, even if Valentine’s now loomed like a beacon.

I slipped from the bed, naked and unashamed, skin prickling in the cool morning air that whispered through the cracked window, nipples peaking hard and sensitive as goosebumps raced across my breasts and down my arms.

The hardwood floor was cool under my bare feet, grounding me as I padded across it, the faint creak of boards the only sound. Ethan followed without a word—silent but alert, his cock hardening visibly in the dim light, curving up thick and flushed as he sensed exactly what was coming, arousal sharpening his gaze.

Dominic paused at the bedroom door, hand resting on the frame, watching me approach with that dark, knowing gaze—eyes heavy-lidded but intense, taking in every inch of my naked body, the way my breasts swayed slightly with each step, the subtle glisten of residual slickness still coating my inner thighs from the night before.

The air between us thickened, charged with the musky scent of sleep-warm skin and the deeper, primal hint of sex that clung to all three of us.

We moved downstairs together—slow, deliberate, the stairs creaking softly under our weight, the house still wrapped in that pre-dawn hush.

At the front door, sunrise light filtered through the sidelights in soft pinks and golds, painting the entryway in warm, intimate hues that caught the dust motes swirling lazy in the air.

I dropped to my knees on the thick entry rug—the fibers rough and textured against my shins, grounding me in the moment as I settled back on my heels, looking up at him with open need.

The air was cooler here near the door, carrying the faint chill from outside that raised goosebumps across my skin, my breasts heavy and swaying slightly with the movement, nipples aching hard in the contrasting warmth of his gaze.

Dominic stepped close, the heat of his body cutting through the coolness like a promise, his hand cupping my jaw gentle but firm—thumb brushing my lower lip slow, pressing until I parted them obediently, the touch sending a shiver racing down my spine to pool hot and liquid between my thighs.

Ethan moved behind me—kneeling close, his chest warm and solid against my back, hands gathering my hair into a loose ponytail with a grip that was tender yet possessive, holding it out of the way so nothing obstructed the view. His breath was hot on my neck, ragged already, his cock pressing hard and leaking against my lower back—pre-cum smearing sticky and warm on my skin as he ground subtle, the denial of full touch heightening his need.

Dominic unbuttoned his pants slow—the zipper rasping loud and deliberate in the quiet house, the sound echoing off the walls like a promise. He freed his cock, thick and dark, already fully hard from the anticipation, curving upward heavy and demanding, the head flushed deep and glistening with pre-cum that beaded heavy at the slit, dripping slow in a single, viscous string.

The scent hit me first—musky male, clean skin with that faint, intoxicating sweat from sleep and the morning's quiet arousal, wrapping around me like a drug as I leaned in, lips brushing the tip in a worshipful kiss, tongue flicking out tentative to lap the pre-cum—salty and warm exploding on my taste buds, the flavor pure him, making my pussy clench hard and drip fresh slick down my thighs.

I took him deeper—lips stretching wide around the swollen head, the velvety texture smooth and hot against my tongue as I swirled slow along the underside, savoring the pulse of veins against my palate, the subtle throb as he hardened further in my mouth. I sank lower, inch by inch—the stretch burning sweet in my jaw, saliva pooling hot and thick as I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard with deliberate, pulling strokes that made his thighs tense under my hands, fingers digging into the firm muscle for anchor.

Ethan's grip tightened in my hair—steady, encouraging, his breath ragged against my ear, cock grinding slow and desperate against my back, pre-cum smearing sticky trails that cooled in the air before his heat warmed them again.

Dominic's hand joined Ethan's in my hair—both holding now, fingers intertwining in the strands, guiding me in a slow, deep rhythm that built deliberate and unhurried. They pushed me down together—gentle but insistent—until my nose buried in the trim hair at his base, throat relaxing to take him fully, the fullness overwhelming, cock pulsing hot and thick against my palate as tears pricked my eyes from the stretch, gagging softly with wet, muffled sounds that vibrated around him.

Saliva dripped in thick, glossy strands from my lips, trailing down his shaft to his balls in warm rivulets that cooled sticky in the morning air before dripping onto the rug.

I pulled back slow—tongue dragging deliberate along the underside, lips sucking hard on the head with a wet, obscene pop that echoed in the quiet entryway—then dove down again, worshipful and deep, the rhythm building as his hips rocked subtle, fucking my mouth with shallow, claiming thrusts that matched the low, guttural grunts rumbling from his chest.

The sounds filled the space: wet slurps of my mouth working him relentless, muffled moans vibrating around his cock as I swallowed deeper, Ethan's ragged breaths hot on my neck and the faint slick schlick of his hand stroking himself behind me, the distant hum of morning traffic outside contrasting the intimate, primal cocoon we’d created at the door.

The cool air kissed my exposed pussy—slick and swollen, dripping down my thighs in hot, viscous trails that pooled sticky on the rug beneath me, the denial of touch there heightening everything, clit throbbing untouched and desperate, every gag and suck sending sparks racing through me.

Dominic's thrusts grew deeper, more insistent—hands tightening in my hair with Ethan's, pushing me down until tears streamed hot down my cheeks, mascara smearing faint black trails that cooled on my skin. His cock throbbed heavy on my tongue, pre-cum leaking thicker now—salty and warm coating my throat as I swallowed around him greedy, the constriction pulling deeper, animal groans from him that made my pussy clench hard.

"Good girl," he rasped, voice wrecked and raw, hips bucking subtle as he neared the edge, the praise sending a fresh gush of slick down my thighs.

He came with a low, guttural roar that vibrated through his body into mine—cock pulsing wild in my mouth, hot spurts flooding my throat in thick, endless ropes, salty-bitter and warm, filling me until I swallowed desperate and greedy, milking every drop with rhythmic pulls of my throat and tongue, the flavor overwhelming and perfect.

Some leaked from the corners of my mouth despite my efforts—dripping sticky and warm down my chin onto my breasts in heavy trails that cooled in the morning air, beading on my nipples before running slow down the curves.

He pulled out slow—cock slick and shining with saliva and cum, the head popping wet from my swollen lips with a final, obscene sound—as Ethan released my hair gently, his own cock leaking heavy and untouched against my back, pre-cum smearing hot trails on my skin.

Dominic's hand cupped my chin, tilting my face up with tender firmness, eyes dark with possession and deep affection, thumb brushing the cum from my lower lip before pushing it into my mouth for me to suck clean.

"Share," he ordered soft, voice rough and sated, the single word laced with command.

Ethan leaned in immediately—lips crashing against mine in a deep, open-mouthed kiss, tongue delving desperate to taste Dominic's cum still coating my tongue and throat, the salty-bitter flavor mixing thick with my saliva as he sucked it greedy from my mouth, moaning low and broken into the kiss.

The exchange was filthy and intimate—wet and sloppy, tongues tangling as he chased every trace, swallowing with a groan that vibrated through me, his hand cupping my jaw to hold me close, sharing the taste until it was gone, our breaths mingling hot and ragged, lips shiny and swollen.

Dominic watched a moment—eyes hooded, cock softening but still heavy as he tucked himself away slow, zipper rasping final in the quiet.

He leaned down once more, kissing my forehead—soft, lingering, his breath warm against my skin—then Ethan's temple, a rough, affectionate press that made my husband sigh.

"Will figure something for Valentine," he said, voice steady now with promise, eyes locking on both of us in the soft dawn light. "See how you guys can plan it out."

He paused at the threshold, hand on the doorknob, then looked back with a crooked smile.
“Happy New Year, Claire.”

Before I could answer, he bent again and kissed me full on the mouth—slow, possessive, tasting of sleep and sex and all the things we’d shared. My lips parted under his without hesitation. A hum caught in my throat as I kissed him back, savoring the goodbye that wasn’t really goodbye.

When he finally pulled away, I was breathless. He touched my cheek one last time, then turned to go.

The door clicked open—cool morning air rushing in with a sharp, fresh bite that raised goosebumps across my naked skin—then shut behind him with gentle finality, the sound echoing soft in the empty foyer.

Ethan and I stayed on our knees a moment longer—lips brushing in the afterglow, the taste of Dominic still shared warm between us, his cum drying sticky on my chin and breasts. The house was quiet but full of promise, the ache for his return already blooming sweet and deep in my core.

The front door burst open at 2:17 p.m. exactly, the way it always did when the kids were excited. A whirlwind of small bodies, duffel bags, and high-pitched chatter flooded the foyer—shoes kicked off in every direction, backpacks thudding to the floor, the unmistakable scent of fast-food fries and winter air clinging to their coats.

“Mommy!”

Our daughter launched herself at me first, eight years old and all limbs, arms wrapping tight around my waist, face buried in my stomach. Our son followed a half-second later, barreling into my legs with enough force to make me laugh and stumble back a step. I dropped to my knees on the entry rug, robe pulling loose but I didn’t care, enveloping them both in the biggest hug, breathing them in—shampoo, playground dirt, and that indefinable kid smell that always made my heart ache in the best way.

They talked over each other, words tumbling out in a joyful rush.

“…and Aunt Lisa let us stay up until midnight on New Year’s!”

“…and we made forts in the basement and Cousin Jake’s dog slept in my sleeping bag the whole time!”

“…and we had pancakes shaped like dinosaurs!”

I hummed and laughed and kissed their heads, the sound coming out lighter than it had in years—almost musical, a soft melody I hadn’t realized I was carrying. My skin felt alive, flushed and radiant, the post-fuck glow still clinging to me like warm sunlight. I could feel it in my cheeks, in the looseness of my shoulders, in the way my body moved—fluid, satisfied, humming with quiet contentment.

Ethan appeared in the doorway from the kitchen, leaning against the frame with a dish towel over his shoulder, eyes soft as he watched us. The kids swarmed him next—hugs and stories renewed—and when they finally darted off to dump their bags in their rooms, he crossed the foyer to me.

He stopped close, hand sliding to the small of my back, thumb brushing the exposed skin where the robe gaped. His voice was low, meant only for me.

“You’ve been glowing since yesterday,” he murmured, lips brushing my temple. “Like… radiant. Best week of your life?”

I turned into him, arms looping around his neck, pressing close enough to feel his heartbeat.

“This has been the best two weeks of my life,” I whispered back, voice thick with truth. “Happy New Year, baby.”

I kissed him slow, soft, tasting coffee on his tongue. When I pulled back, I added quietly, eyes shining, “I just… I hope Dominic doesn’t get married anytime soon.”

Ethan’s brows lifted, a small, knowing smile tugging at his lips. “You think he will?”

I shook my head, leaning into his chest. “He’ll probably find a partner who’s willing to share him… or accept everything he is.” A soft laugh escaped me. “He’s always been choosy that way. And I’m glad he chose me.” I paused, feeling the weight and joy of it. “His girlfriend. His… slut.”

The word came out playful, unashamed, heat flickering low in my belly at saying it aloud.

Ethan’s eyes darkened, hand tightening on my hip. “His slut,” he repeated, voice rough. “Maybe his whore.”

I made a face—half mock-offended, half turned on—then laughed soft against his neck.

“I don’t care what you call me if it’s his,” I admitted, the confession slipping out easy and true. “He fucks me so well I could be his whore and still feel like the luckiest woman alive.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his cock stirring against my thigh through his jeans. He swallowed, voice dropping.

“You enjoyed fucking him so much… you were so blended with him. Why didn’t you marry him?”

I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes—honest, loving, no defensiveness.

“Because he’s made for sex,” I said simply. “For this kind of fire. Not for marriage. That requires commitment, routine, the day-to-day. He’s always been commitment-phobic in that way—beautifully so.” I brushed my thumb over Ethan’s lip. “I wanted stability. Kids. A loving husband who’d be there for school plays and sick days and quiet Tuesdays. You gave me that.” I smiled, soft and fierce. “But I realize now… a woman always wants good sex too. Mind-blowing, soul-shaking sex. And he’s the one for that.”

Ethan’s eyes glistened—pride, love, arousal all tangled. He kissed me again, deeper this time, hands sliding under the robe to cup my bare ass, squeezing as if to remind himself I was still his too.

The kids’ footsteps thundered back downstairs—stories renewed, demands for snacks—and we broke apart laughing, the moment folding gently into ordinary family chaos.

But my phone kept buzzing all afternoon—on the counter while I unpacked their bags, on the coffee table while we built Lego towers on the living room floor. More messages about the kiss. Friends sending screenshots with heart-eyes emojis. A cousin asking if the “hot mystery man” was staying for long. Even a coworker of Ethan’s: “Bro, your wife is living the dream.”

I let most go unanswered, but the glow stayed—cheeks warm, body humming, thighs squeezing together every time I remembered Dominic’s mouth, his cock, his promise.

Late afternoon, while the kids colored at the kitchen table and Ethan loaded the dishwasher, my phone lit up again—one notification that stopped my heart for a beat.

Dominic.

Tell Ethan to start looking at collars.

And book that Valentine’s suite.

I’m already counting the days.

I stood there in the kitchen, sunlight slanting through the window and warming my face, a slow, secret smile spreading as I read it twice. My thighs pressed together instinctively, the ache blooming fresh and sweet low in my belly, pussy clenching at the memory of him, the promise of him.

The kids laughed over their crayons. Ethan hummed softly as he worked. The house smelled like fresh coffee and markers and home.

I was glowing.

And I knew—without a doubt—this was only the beginning.
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