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My Christmas Craving

I’m Riley. Thirty-four. Married. Pretty on paper — like a Christmas card no one dares look too closely at. My skin’s a soft, golden olive that holds warmth even in winter, and my hair? Long, dark, thick — a mess I don’t always bother taming. It frames my face like wild thoughts frame my marriage: unruly, half-hidden, begging to be touched.

My eyes are hazel, sharp when they want to be, glassy when I’m turned on — which is often. My lips are full and always a little bitten, like I’m keeping secrets on the tip of my tongue. I’ve got the kind of body that makes people stare longer than they should — soft where it matters, firm where it counts.

My tits are real, handful and responsive, and my ass? It’s thick. High. The kind that makes elevators quiet and coworkers stupid. Men talk to it more than they talk to me — which is fine. I know what it’s for. Especially in December, when the cold turns me into something slick, wicked, and ready to be unwrapped.

There’s something wicked that wakes up in me when winter wraps its cold hands around the world. The snow makes everything quiet — too quiet — like the universe is holding its breath while I slip out of my skin and into something primal. Something hungry. Something bad.

It’s the lights, maybe — those soft, glowing lies strung across windows and trees. They make everything look pure, innocent. But beneath them? I become the opposite.

I become me.
On Christmas Eve, the city outside was buried in silence.
The tree twinkled in the corner, strung with golden lights and crimson ribbons. Ornaments shimmered like delicate jewels — glass, gold, a few handmade with memories stitched in — each one reflecting the flicker of firelight. A pine-sweet scent filled the room, tinged with cinnamon and something faintly sinful — like desire wrapped in tinsel.

But in our living room, heat pulsed off the fireplace like a second heartbeat. Shadows danced.
Garlands framed the mantle in lush evergreen and red velvet bows, while stockings hung untouched — innocent, waiting. But this night was never meant for innocence. There were gifts here, yes… just not the kind you'd wrap.

The air buzzed with electricity that had nothing to do with weather.
My weather was inside me — wet, wild, ready to erupt.

I stood before the mirror, bathed in golden firelight, and the woman staring back at me wasn’t just dressed for seduction — she was seduction.

My robe clung to me like smoke, the silk whispering over bare skin, hugging curves that begged to be worshipped. Black lace framed my breasts, the cups barely covering nipples that jutted hard and swollen through the fabric, the cold teasing them to aching peaks. The lace dipped between them, plunging down my torso in sheer, sinful lines that drew every eye to the curve of my waist and the swell of my hips — hips made for being held, gripped, used.

I had no panties. No protection. Just skin, scent, and a pulse between my thighs that throbbed with need. My thighs — soft, strong, creamy — glistened faintly from the oil I’d massaged in earlier, a warm shimmer that caught the firelight like dew on bare petals. Every step I took made the robe part just a little more, the slit revealing one long, smooth leg and the promise of everything beneath.

My hair was wild — tousled, thick, a dark frame around flushed cheeks and parted lips still damp from the way I’d been biting them all night. My eyes were glassy, heavy-lidded, pupils wide — like a woman seconds from a kiss or an orgasm, and aching for both.

I didn’t just look good.
I looked fuckable for the night.

I tied the robe loosely at my waist — just enough to pretend I cared about modesty. I didn’t.
The tie hung like a suggestion, not a defense.
One move and the whole thing would fall apart.
Just like I wanted to.

The glow of the fireplace bathed the room in warmth, glittering off metallic ornaments and casting the tree’s shadow like a second presence in the room — watching. Judging. Approving.

I turned, barefoot, and walked into the living room — hips swaying, tits swaying beneath the robe, nipples cutting through the silk like bullets through air. Confidence dripped from me with every step. I knew how I looked. I knew what I was doing. I was the gift and the dare and the sin — all wrapped in black lace and intent.

And when his eyes hit me?

Like a car crash.
Stunned. Wide. Lust-blown.

His jaw tightened, his throat worked, and his cock strained visibly against denim.
My robe slid open just enough to flash the curve of one bare breast — round, high, flushed, begging to be sucked.

My nipples, already visible through the thin silk, made his pupils twitch.
He shifted in his seat like his pants hurt.
They probably did.

Good.

I wanted him squirming.
I wanted him aching.
I wanted him to know I wasn’t just ready to be touched —
I was ready to be taken, even if it wasn’t by him.
Not first.

I curled into his lap, purring, grinding just enough to let him feel the heat through his jeans. “You remember what I asked for,” I said, brushing my lips against his jaw.

He was already stiff beneath me. Good.

I leaned in, my lips grazing his ear like a promise laced with poison and perfume. “He’s coming.”

He tensed. His hands gripped my thighs. But I wasn’t afraid. I wanted his tension. Wanted him to fight it — and lose.

We'd whispered this fantasy into each other’s mouths for months, his fingers buried in me while I told him what I wanted: to be taken, devoured, seen. Not just by him. By another. While he watched. While he stroked himself to the sight of his wife being broken open.

“He?” he managed, voice dark and choked.

I straddled him slowly, my bare pussy pressing into the thick outline of his cock through denim. Hot. Pulsing. Just there, beneath me — but not inside me. Not yet. I rocked against him lazily, soaking his jeans, letting the heat from between my thighs smear across the fabric like a promise. His hands gripped my hips, fingers trembling. He could feel it — how soaked I was. How feral. How far gone.

I leaned in, lips brushing his jaw.

“It’s Douglas.”

His breath caught.

“You remember Douglas, don’t you?” I purred, rolling my hips again, harder this time. “From the office. Big. Confident. The one who always made me laugh at meetings and stayed a little too close behind me at the copier?”

I bit his earlobe, slow and smug. “The one I told you about. The one you asked if I’d ever fooled around with.”

His voice was tight. “Have you?”

I smiled. Wicked. “A little. Nothing serious. We flirted. He touched. I let him. You know how I get…”

I pulled back just enough to look him in the eye — smug, glowing, dangerous. “But I told him about you. About how open-minded you are. How much I crave being watched. How much I want him.”

He tensed beneath me. Harder now. Silent. His throat bobbed. His pupils dilated. I could feel the jealousy tangled with arousal. Could feel how badly he wanted to say no — and how much more he wanted to watch.

“He knows you're here tonight,” I whispered, grinding down with a slow, wet swirl of my hips. “He knows you’ll be watching.”

His mouth opened, but the words never came. Only breath.

And then — the doorbell rang.

The sound wasn’t loud, but in that thick silence between me and my husband — breath caught, cock straining, heart pounding — it may as well have been a gunshot. I didn’t turn to him. I wanted to leave him in that suspended agony, heart thudding, cock twitching beneath denim, unsure if he was about to lose everything — or witness the most obscene, intimate thing he'd ever seen.

I walked barefoot across the floor, silk robe whispering against my hips with every step. I knew he was watching me — my husband, helpless on the couch, eyes locked on the sway of my ass like it was hypnotizing him.

This ass. The one that gets all the stares. The one Douglas can’t keep his hands off at the office when no one’s looking. I’ve caught him staring so many times it’s practically become our language. Hell, he’s told me what it does to him — how it drives him crazy.

And honestly? I don’t get it.

It’s just an ass.
Two cheeks. A curve. Skin. Flesh. Nothing special, really.
I mean, if only these men knew — it farts. It sweats. It has stretch marks if you look close enough.
It’s not magic. It’s just me.

But that never stops them, does it?

Men stare like it holds answers to the universe.
They grip it like it’s their lifeline.
They moan into it like it’s heaven wrapped in skin.
I’ve seen their eyes glaze over — not when I speak, not when I smile, but when I bend over to pick something up.

Apparently, this ass of mine is some kind of spell.
And baby, I’ve stopped fighting it.
Let them fall. Let them worship. Let them beg.
Because if I’m going to be a fantasy — I might as well make it unforgettable.

I gave it to him — the view.
Let the curve of it bounce, sway, tease...
Then vanish, a little more with every slow step I took toward the door.
I knew he was watching. I felt it.

At the threshold, I paused.
One hand on the knob, robe slipping just enough to reveal the crease where thigh meets cheek — that secret dip that always makes his breath catch.
I didn’t turn around. I didn’t need to.
Because by then, his desire was thick in the air behind me.

And I liked leaving him with that.

He didn’t need my face to be wrecked.

I smiled, biting my lip.

I knew who it was.

And when I opened the door — fuck.

There he was.

Douglas.

Big. Tall. Black. Built like a stud and dressed like sex. That smirk on his face said he already knew what I was wearing. Or not wearing. His eyes flicked down my body like he owned it already. And honestly?

Maybe tonight, he did.

The fire crackled behind us, casting gold and amber shadows across the living room. The Christmas tree stood tall by the window — dressed in soft white lights, glinting ornaments, red velvet ribbons twining through snow-dusted branches. A slow, jazzy version of Silent Night played low from the speakers, sultry sax weaving through the silence like background music for a sin.

And then he kissed me — Douglas. No words, no questions. Just need.

His mouth crashed down on mine, hot and full, all tongue and teeth and male hunger. One of his hands tangled in my hair, tugging until my scalp tingled, while the other slid down and grabbed my ass like he owned it. Possessive. Brutal. The kiss stole my balance. My mind unraveled. My thighs pressed together, already wet, already needy. His thigh slid between mine and I humped it — like a bitch in heat, grinding with reckless hunger while the lights from the tree shimmered across our skin.

Red and gold reflected off his dark jawline as he pulled back, licking his lips like he could still taste me. My robe had slipped low on one shoulder, baring a flash of breast, the stiff tip catching the eye like an ornament waiting to be unwrapped.

I turned my head. My husband still hadn’t moved.

He was frozen on the couch — eyes wide, mouth slightly open, cock pushing up under his jeans like it hurt. Firelight flickered over his face, but the glow from the tree lit his expression even more clearly: stunned, wrecked, ravenous.

Good.

I took Douglas’s hand and led him to the center of the room. The ornaments on the tree clinked faintly behind us as we passed, the scent of pine and cinnamon thick in the air. I caught a glimpse of our reflection in the window — me, barely dressed, hips swaying; him, tall and broad and dangerous. The image made me moan softly.

I didn’t care about introductions.

Didn’t need to say names. Not tonight.

All I needed was the thick, heavy bulge swinging between Douglas’s thighs. His jeans couldn’t hide it. Wouldn’t. That cock moved like it had its own gravity — long, wide, coiled with promise. It didn’t ask for permission. It didn’t wait.

And my pussy answered.

I straddled him on the couch in front of the tree, the fire warming my back, the scent of Douglas — musk and spice and danger — in my lungs. The silk robe slid open like it was done trying, falling away and pooling behind me. I was naked now. My skin glowed in the flickering light — every inch of me exposed, from stiff nipples to slick thighs.

The tree sparkled behind me — festive, pure, and oblivious to the hunger in front of it.

My clit throbbed, aching and bare, brushing the rough texture of his jeans as I ground against him. My husband could see everything — how I arched, how I rode the shape of another man, how I moaned with abandon.

Douglas looked up at me, slow and dark and sure. “Damn, girl,” he muttered, hands gripping my hips, thumbs brushing the curve of my ass. “You already this wet for me?”

I smiled, slow and smug. “He’s been getting me ready all month.”

He chuckled, low and deep. Like he knew. Like he’d been waiting for this.

His grip tightened, and I rocked harder — letting my slickness soak through the fabric between us. The bulge pressed right against my opening, firm and thick, and I couldn’t help but gasp.

“You watching, baby?” I asked, turning my head so my husband could see the grin on my lips, the flush on my cheeks, the wickedness in my eyes. “Watching me grind on that big Black cock you can’t compete with?”

No answer. Just breath. Heavy. Shaky.

Douglas leaned in, lips grazing my ear. “Get on your knees,” he said — voice like thunder wrapped in silk. “Show him what that throat’s for.”

God.

I moved immediately, sliding down onto the plush rug in front of the couch, knees sinking into it, hair wild, heart thundering. The lights from the tree twinkled over my skin — red, gold, green, glittering over bare breasts and flushed cheeks like I was gift-wrapped in sin.

I reached for his belt, my fingers trembling with anticipation. The fire crackled. An ornament on the tree turned slowly from the heat, spinning lazily as I undid the first buckle.

I looked up at him. His eyes were locked on mine. Heat. Hunger. A little smirk at the corner of his mouth that said, You’ve been dying for this, haven’t you?

He was right.

I dragged the belt through the loops slowly, like a striptease in reverse. One click. Another. His jeans loosened, bulge rising like something alive beneath.

The sound of wrapping paper crackled somewhere under the tree as I pulled his zipper down.

And then — finally — I reached inside.

My breath caught.

Because when I pulled his cock free?

I froze.

It was huge.

Thick. Long. Dark. Veiny. A goddamn monster.

Douglas’s cock stood heavy in my hand, dark like polished mahogany, veined with heat, the swollen head already glistening with a drop of pre-cum. My fingers didn’t even meet around the base. It throbbed with power, a weapon of lust and dominance, and all I could think was:

That’s going in my throat.

My breath hitched. My pussy clenched so hard it hurt. I could feel the slick heat dripping between my thighs, pooling beneath me on the soft rug like my body had already surrendered. I looked up at my husband through my lashes, lips parted in awe and hunger.

And I smiled.

Then I opened my mouth… and took Douglas in.

The first stretch across my tongue made my eyes flutter shut. My lips strained to fit around him, jaw aching instantly as I inched forward. The pressure against my throat made my eyes water — but I didn’t pull back. I wanted it deep. Wanted it loud. Wanted every choke and gag to ring out under the soft jazz and twinkle of Christmas lights.

I moaned around him.

Sloppy sucks, filthy gags, strings of spit connecting my chin to his cock. My hands worked the base — twisting, pumping, stroking what I couldn’t swallow — while my tongue swirled around the ridge of his crown, dragging down the underside with worshipful, wicked devotion.

Douglas grunted above me, deep and approving. His hand tangled in my hair, tightening as I hollowed my cheeks and buried my face into his lap, nose against his groin, taking every inch I could and drooling around it like a good, messy little thing.

The scent of pine needles and cinnamon drifted from the Christmas tree beside us. One of the ornaments caught the firelight and flashed gold across the head of his cock as I dragged my mouth back slowly, tongue tracing his length with reverence. My spit coated him now, dripping from his shaft down onto my chest.

I looked up.

Locked eyes with my husband again.

He looked wrecked. One hand wrapped tight around his cock now, stroking slow, the fabric of his jeans pushed down just enough for him to get to himself. His chest was rising and falling too fast. His mouth was open. Silent. His pupils were blown.

He wasn’t just watching.

He was owned by it.

Douglas shifted his hips forward, taking control. He thrust into my mouth with a slow, possessive roll, his cock pushing deeper with every motion. I gagged loud, helplessly, the sound wet and unmistakable — and so fucking perfect.

“Look at him,” Douglas growled down at me. “Watch your man while you take my cock.”

I moaned. Loud. Around him.

And I did.

I kept my eyes locked on my husband as I sucked harder. Faster. Letting myself become a filthy, dripping mess in front of the tree and the fireplace, nose buried in dark curls, cheeks hollowing around the thickest cock I’d ever tasted.

I wanted him to see everything.

The mascara streaks. The spit trails. The way I slurped at Douglas’s cock like it was the only thing I’d ever wanted in my mouth.

I was a Christmas miracle on my knees.

And then — Douglas stood.

His cock slipped free with a loud, wet pop, spit connecting us in a shimmering string. I gasped, mouth open, drool slicking my chin, tongue still flicking out like I was starving.

Douglas looked down at me — towering, shirt rumpled, cock glistening, thick and angry and ready. His chest rose slow. Controlled.

“Up,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Turn around. Let him see what this pussy’s really for.”

He dragged me up, bent me over the couch, and slapped his cock against my soaked pussy.

I’d shaved for him. Smooth. Soft. Nothing in the way.

Once.
Twice.

Then he shoved inside.

I screamed — not in pain, but in relief.

He split me wide with one brutal stroke.
Hips slammed into my ass.
Cock buried to the hilt.

I heard my husband’s gasp behind me.
I looked back. His eyes were glassy.
His hand had stopped.
He was transfixed.

I reached between my thighs, spreading myself wider.

“You see that?” I whispered.
“You see how full I am?”

My mischievous stud didn’t wait.
He fucked me.
Hard. Deep. Ruthless.

My body rocked forward with every thrust.
Tits bouncing.
Moans echoing.
I was drenched.
Raw.
Opened.

And every time he bottomed out, I felt that cock in my throat.

“Shit,” he growled. “You love being fucked in front of your man like this?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “God, yes.”

He pounded me harder — brutal, relentless.
Sweat dripped down his chest.
His grip bruised my hips.
My body was nothing but open heat and slick, clenching need.

“Who fucks you better?” he snarled.
“Him, or me?”
Slap. His hips crashed into me.
“Say it.”
Slap. Balls smacking against my soaked skin.
“Fucking say it.”

“You do!” I screamed. “You fuck me better — you fuck me harder!”

“Who’s pussy is this now, huh?”


Slap.
“Whose hole is dripping all over my cock?”

Slap.
“Yours, Douglas!” I wailed. “It’s yours! You’re fucking owning it!”

I don’t even remember how many times I chanted his name.
“Douglas.”
“Douglas.”
Douglas.

Over and over, like a spell of intensified primal craving, riding the edge of madness with every brutal thrust.
And now, when my husband teases me about it — murmurs his name back at me with a smirk — I go red with shame... and a flicker of leftover need.

Douglas drove deeper, vicious and ruthless.
Each stroke split me wider, filled me fuller, shook me harder.
I could barely breathe — couldn’t think.

“You feel that?” he hissed, voice feral in my ear.
“That stretch? That ruin?”
“Your pussy’s made for cock like mine.”
“Not his. 
Mine.”

And God, he was right. My body knew him.
Knew that size. That pressure.
That brutal, claiming force that shattered every boundary I thought I had.

My eyes rolled back. I was crying now — not from pain, not even from pleasure. From the sheer overwhelming need of it. I was gone. Fucked out. Destroyed.

“You’re fucking drooling,” he groaned. “So wet you’re leaking down my balls.”

And behind me?

My husband made a sound — choked, desperate.

I turned my head, barely able to breathe.

His eyes were wide. His hand a blur.
Face flushed. Lips parted.

I locked eyes with him as the bull pounded me mercilessly.
I held the stare, even as I sobbed, “You see this?
You see how deep he is?
How he makes me scream?”

“Oh fuck…” my husband gasped.
“Fuckfuckfuck—”

He came.
Hard.
Violent.
Messy.

His whole body jerked as the orgasm ripped through him, helpless, raw.
Cum spilled from his twitching cock in thick, hot spurts — the first rope arcing high, splashing his wrist…
the rest landing in warm, sticky streaks all over the plush carpet at his feet.

He didn’t even try to aim.
Didn’t think.
Just came — like his body couldn't take any more.

And still he watched.
Eyes locked on me as Douglas wrecked me.
Mouth parted.
Chest heaving.
Hands still shaking.

The scent of sex thickened in the room — sweat, slick, cum, and something sharp and indulgent in the air, like a present already torn open.

And I?

I screamed —
Shaking.
Collapsing.
Milking that thick cock inside me as I came so hard my vision went white, my breath catching in ragged sobs.

“That’s it,” the bull growled. “Fucking take it.
Take all of me while your little husband fucking watches.”

He didn’t stop.
Not when I came.
Not when my legs buckled beneath me.
Not when I whimpered, half-broken, into the cushion.

He kept going —
Using me.
Owning me.
Ruining me.

Until finally —
with a low, feral snarl —
he pulled out, jerking his cock once, twice—

And roared.

Hot, heavy ropes of cum sprayed my back.
One hit between my shoulder blades, thick and scalding.
Another painted my ass, streaking across the curve with messy heat.
More followed — slow, pulsing jets dripping down my thighs, pooling against the backs of my knees as I trembled in place.
Used. Marked. Decorated in him.

Some of it hit the carpet.
A sticky, glistening mess at my knees — a white bloom on deep red fabric, obscene and shining in the firelight.
No one moved to clean it up.
Not yet.
Not tonight.

He exhaled, deep and heavy — not satisfaction.
Possession.

I stayed there for a long breathless moment — hands sinking into the couch, thighs slick and shaking, skin flushed and coated. My pussy still twitched, open and dripping, fluttering from aftershocks as his cum cooled on my skin.

The only sound in the room was the crackle of fire… and the strained, shaky inhale of my husband behind me.

Douglas stepped back, chest still heaving, cock glistening with my slick and his cum.
He looked down at me — a ruin in lace and sweat — then at my husband, who hadn’t moved from where he’d finished all over himself and the carpet.

He smirked.

“Merry Christmas,” he said low, with that gravel voice that had split me apart.

I let out a breathless laugh — wrecked and glowing — then turned my head toward my husband, lips still parted from the last moan that hadn’t even faded yet.

And I smiled.

A real one.
Slow. Sticky. Wicked.

Then I crawled toward him, bare knees brushing the warm, wet carpet, cum still dripping from the backs of my thighs. I reached him, pulled myself up into his lap, and kissed him deep — letting him taste what I’d just been filled with.

“Merry Christmas,” I whispered into his mouth.

He was hard again. Of course he was.

I rocked my hips, pressing my messy, used cunt against his cock through his jeans, letting him feel everything I’d taken… and everything I still wanted.

“I made peppermint bark,” I said with a teasing smile. “And spiced cider.
You staying?”

Douglas licked his lips, grabbing his shirt from the back of the couch.

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Then he turned, casual as ever.

“Gonna take a leak. Don’t go anywhere.”

I nodded, watching him disappear down the hallway.

Then I turned.

Faced my husband.

Walked toward him — marked, messy, radiant in my filth.

I climbed into his lap again.
Straddled him.
Pressed my soaked, stretched cunt right against the bulge in his pants.

I ground my hips, slow and steady, letting him feel how ruined I was.

Then I leaned in close, lips brushing his ear.

“How about on New Year’s Eve,” I whispered,
“I take Douglas with another guy?”


My New Year Craving

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. His twin brother.

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, of course, 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. But face was almost a carbon-copy of his brother.

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. 
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