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“If you jingle his bells, you will get a white Christmas”

Confession 1: My Christmas Craving
Riley, 34 — Chicago, IL

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.

I mean, if only these men knew — it farts. It sweats. It’s not magic. But that never stops them, does it?

Men will be men. And apparently, this ass of mine is some kind of spell.

I gave it to him — the view. Let the curve of it bounce, sway, tease, then vanish a little more with every step I took toward the door. I paused, hand on the knob, robe shifting just enough to show the crease where thigh meets cheek. I didn’t turn around.

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?”


Confession 2: The Christmas Swap
Emma, 34 — Omaha, NE

We’d known Marcus and Simone for two years—ever since the neighborhood progressive-dinner crawl where Simone’s laugh had cut through the room like bells, and Marcus’s deep voice had made my knees weak just saying hello.

They were the kind of stunning that made people stare: both tall, both dark, both glowing like someone had turned the saturation up on the world.

When the invite came for Christmas Eve at their place (just the four of us, a “cozy holiday thing”), my husband Ryan and I knew exactly what cozy meant. We’d joked about it half-drunk one night. We’d never stopped joking. Until the text arrived with a winking mistletoe emoji.

Their house smelled like brown-sugar ham, mulled wine, and fresh pine when we stepped inside. The tree was obscene—twelve feet tall, dripping in red velvet and gold, lights pulsing slow like a heartbeat. Simone wore a backless emerald dress that clung to every curve. Marcus had on a black cashmere sweater that made his shoulders look illegal. Ryan’s hand tightened on mine when Simone kissed us both hello—her lips soft and lingering a second too long.

Dinner was foreplay disguised as food. We sat around their farmhouse table under strings of warm fairy lights, passing glazed carrots and cornbread, trading stories while Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas played low. Every time Marcus leaned forward to refill my glass, his forearm brushed my breast. Every time Simone laughed, she touched Ryan’s wrist. By the time the pecan pie came out, my panties were soaked and Ryan’s jaw was tight with the same hunger I felt.

Simone wiped a bit of whipped cream from Ryan’s lip with her thumb, then licked it off slowly.

“Presents,” she announced, voice like honey, “are in the living room.”

We moved to the plush white rug in front of the tree. Four stockings hung from the mantel—one for each of us. Simone handed Ryan his first. Inside: a blindfold. Mine held silk restraints the color of evergreen. Marcus just smiled, slow and filthy, and pulled out two condoms and a bottle of lube like he was unveiling the star.

No one spoke the rules. We didn’t need to.

Simone crooked a finger at Ryan. He moved to her like he was caught in a tide, pulled forward without question, without hesitation. She guided him down, slow and deliberate, until he was kneeling between her thighs like a man in prayer. The emerald dress she wore rode up her hips, revealing smooth, dark skin that shimmered in the glow of the Christmas tree. Her scent reached me before he even touched her—a heady mix of sex and spice, thick and magnetic.

I watched as my husband—my sweet, buttoned-up husband—buried his face between her legs like a man starved, lips and tongue worshipping her with quiet reverence that quickly turned desperate. Simone let her head fall back against the couch, eyes fluttering closed, lips parted around a gasp. Her red nails curled into Ryan’s hair, guiding him, owning him, as her hips rolled against his mouth. The sounds she made—raw, guttural, velvet-drenched moans—were nearly enough to undo me on the spot.

“That’s it, baby… right there… eat that Black pussy like you’ve been starving for it.”

The words dripped off her tongue like warm syrup, slow and sticky, and I felt them between my thighs. My breath hitched.

Marcus stepped in behind me. I hadn’t even heard him approach, but his presence wrapped around me like heat. His hands were massive—firm, sure—sliding over my hips and up my waist through the thin red sweater I wore. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. His fingers moved to my zipper, tugging it down with an ease that made me shiver. The dress slid to the floor, leaving me in nothing but my bra and panties.

With one flick, the bra was gone. I stood there, nearly trembling, bare under the dancing tree lights that flickered soft against my skin. He didn’t touch me right away. He just looked. Eyes heavy with hunger, reverence, possessive heat. His breath fanned across my neck as he leaned in.

“Been thinking about this since the night we met,” he growled into my ear, the rumble of it deep and dark and soaked in promise. My knees almost buckled.

Then he lifted me. Actually lifted me. Strong arms gathering me up like I weighed nothing at all. He carried me to the thick white rug and laid me down beneath the towering tree, where golden light painted him in fire and shadows. Ornaments trembled on their branches as he knelt between my thighs and gently pushed them apart.

I was open to him—body buzzing, breath catching, need spiraling. Marcus didn’t rush. He moved like a man savoring a feast he’d waited too long for. His mouth found the hollow of my throat, then lower, tracing the swell of each breast, tongue flicking, teeth scraping just enough to make me arch.

Every kiss he left burned. Every breath he took over my skin made mine stutter.

And then he dropped lower.

And I shattered before he even touched me properly.

He didn’t rush. Marcus took his time like a man savoring sin. Every kiss down my body felt like worship—his tongue a trail of fire that traced each rib with reverence, his teeth grazing my skin in delicate scrapes that made my breath hitch. By the time he reached my hips, I was already trembling, every inch of me aching for him. He looked up once—eyes burning, lips curved in a promise—and then he lowered himself between my legs.

His first lick was maddening. One long, slow drag from my entrance to my clit, hot and deliberate, and I nearly came from that alone—my back arching off the rug as a strangled moan ripped from my throat. He chuckled against me, dark and wicked, and then he got to work. Ruining me.

His tongue plunged deep, licking into me with a hunger that bordered on obsession. His lips sealed around my clit, sucking with a rhythm that had me sobbing, begging, my fingers tangled in his hair, trying to pull him closer even when he was already devouring me whole. And when he slid two thick fingers inside me, curling them just right—over and over, hitting that devastating spot—I broke.

The orgasm ripped through me like lightning, my thighs trembling, vision swimming in gold and red and green from the tree lights overhead. I couldn’t hold back the cries, couldn’t stop the tears that blurred my view, couldn’t think of anything except his mouth and his fingers and the way he whispered my name like it was a spell he was casting again and again.

Across the room, through my haze, I saw Simone on top of Ryan, her body a vision of power and sensuality. She straddled his face like she owned it—like he was there solely for her pleasure—and the way she moved, slow and controlled, made my pulse stutter all over again. Her breasts swayed with every roll of her hips, and her head was tilted back in ecstasy. Then she looked at me.

That smile—knowing, regal, dripping with satisfaction—hit me harder than any touch. She looked like a queen commanding her court, and I was happily kneeling before her in every way that mattered.

Marcus moved then, rising over me, his muscles flexing in the firelight, his skin slick with sweat. He tore the condom wrapper open with his teeth, rolled it on, and without a word, pushed inside me with a single, brutal, perfect thrust.

I screamed—there was no stopping it. He was huge. He filled me in a way no one else ever had, stretching me so wide I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, could only feel. And then he started to move.

Each thrust was a punishment. A gift. A claim. Deep, deliberate strokes that knocked the wind from my lungs, that made the rug burn against my spine as my body jolted upward again and again. And every time I slid away from him, he gripped my hips, yanked me back, and did it all over again—harder.

Above us, the tree lights pulsed like a heartbeat. Red and green glowed across Marcus’s chest as it flexed with each movement, sweat trailing down his abdomen in glistening rivulets. His face was tight with focus, with lust, with a hunger that matched my own, and every time he slammed into me, I felt like I was being undone at the seams.

I wasn’t just being fucked. I was being taken.

“Look at your husband,” Marcus growled, voice low and commanding.

I turned my head, heart pounding, and met Ryan’s eyes—wide, dazed, dark with arousal. Simone was straddling his face, grinding down with slow, sinuous movements, her head thrown back, her moans vibrating through the air like a song. His hands gripped her thighs like he was holding on for dear life.

“Tell him how it feels,” Marcus rasped, his breath hot against my ear.

“So good,” I sobbed, pleasure surging through me like fire, “so fucking good, he’s ruining me—”

With a rough growl, Marcus flipped me onto my stomach, his grip bruising but perfect. He hauled my hips up, one hand tangled tightly in my hair, the other wrapping around my throat—not to hurt, just to control, to overwhelm, to make me his. And then he pushed back in, deep, possessive. The angle hit something devastating. My body seized around him, my scream muffled into the plush rug as he fucked me through my orgasm without mercy. I was trembling, breaking apart, every muscle spasming with pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain.

I could barely catch my breath before Simone cried out, loud and unashamed, her thighs clenching tight around Ryan’s face. She didn’t stop. She slid down his body in one fluid motion and sank onto his cock like she’d been waiting all night for it, her body welcoming him with a slick, greedy glide.

The sound Ryan made—raw, desperate—shot straight to my core.

Marcus pulled out of me just long enough to flip me again. My back hit the floor, and he grabbed my legs, hooking them over his shoulders before slamming back into me, so deep I thought I’d break. I gasped, stars bursting behind my eyes as he drove in again and again, hard enough to shake the Christmas tree behind us. His voice was a constant growl in my ear—filthy, adoring, possessive.

“So fucking tight… So wet for me. Look at you, taking this Black cock like you were made for it. You’re mine.”

His words lit me up, made my whole body burn. I came again, harder than before, when his fingers found my clit and circled it just right—tight, relentless, perfect. My scream turned into a sob, my body convulsing as my vision went white.

Marcus followed with a harsh groan, hips faltering, and then he was spilling into me, burying himself to the hilt. I felt every pulse of it, every tremor of his release as he held me there, forehead pressed to mine, breath ragged and reverent.

Simone was riding Ryan like she owned him, her hands on his chest, her moans rising again. The four of us, tangled in heat, in need, in something deeper.

Under the soft glow of the Christmas lights, every movement felt like worship.

When we could finally breathe again, Simone and Ryan were curled up together on the couch, her head resting on his chest, his fingers tracing slow, lazy circles along her bare thigh. They looked blissed out, sated and soft in the afterglow. Across the room, Marcus pulled me up into his arms, kissed me slow and deep, his tongue coaxing mine like he wasn’t finished—because he wasn’t.

He draped a soft throw blanket around my shoulders, though the heat between us was far from gone. We all ended up on the rug again, tangled and unhurried, limbs overlapping. Someone put on music low enough not to disturb the quiet crackle of the fire. The tree lights pulsed gently, casting warm reflections in the windows. Simone fed Ryan a bite of leftover pie straight from her fingers, giggling as he licked the filling off, slow and deliberate.

Marcus’s hand never left my body. It slid under the blanket and settled possessively on my thigh, fingers kneading, teasing. I should’ve been spent—but something in the way he looked at me, like I was the only thing that mattered, like I was his, made my body stir all over again.

And then he pulled me closer, easing me onto my back right there on the rug, blanket slipping off my shoulders as he nudged my legs apart and slid between them like it was the most natural thing in the world. I gasped as he filled me again, slow but deep, his hands gripping my hips like he couldn’t get close enough.

He was insatiable. Every thrust was a claim, every moan from his throat a promise that he’d never be done with me.

Simone let out a delighted, breathy laugh from the couch, watching us shamelessly as she slid her fingers between her legs. “You two really gel,” she murmured, voice thick with heat, her other hand still twined with Ryan’s.

Ryan’s gaze was locked on me—hazy, worshipful—as he stroked himself slowly, mesmerized by the way Marcus moved inside me, the sounds I made, the way my body arched and welcomed every thrust.

The fire popped. The snow had started to fall outside the big windows, soft and silent.

“Come on, Marcus, give it to her,” Simone purred again, eyes half-lidded, fingers still working between her legs.

Marcus obeyed. He drove into me harder, deeper, pushing past the edge until I was writhing beneath him, lost in the stretch and heat and dizzying pace. His name was a chant on my lips, broken and breathless.

I barely noticed Simone moving until I looked up through the haze—and saw her stroking Ryan with one hand while her other still circled her own clit. My husband’s mouth was slack, eyes locked on where Marcus and I were joined. He looked wrecked, desperate.

Simone leaned in, whispered something to him, and he came undone in her hand, groaning her name while his body jerked beneath her touch.

That tipped me right over the edge. I shattered with a cry, clenching around Marcus as he thrust once, twice more—then spilled inside me with a low, feral growl, hips pressed tight to mine.

We collapsed together, panting, trembling, glowing in the aftermath.

A minute later, Simone slipped away and returned with the wine bottle, refilling everyone’s mugs. She raised hers high, her grin wicked and radiant.

“To the kind of Christmas you never tell your parents about.”

We all laughed—ragged, breathless, warm.

I clinked mine against hers, then Ryan’s, then Marcus’s. My smile stretched so wide it hurt.

Best gift I never put on a list.

Marcus leaned in, brushed a kiss to my cheek, and murmured, “Merry Christmas, babe.”

I blushed, heart full, and whispered back, “Merry Christmas.” Across the rug, I caught Ryan watching me, eyes soft, and when I leaned over to kiss him, he kissed me slow and deep.

“Merry Christmas,” he said against my lips.

“Merry Christmas,” I breathed, and meant it with everything in me.

Then Simone turned to Marcus, curled into his side, and kissed him with a sultry little smile. “Merry Christmas, you filthy animal.”

He laughed, low and warm, and kissed her back.

We passed the mug again. The snow kept falling.

And for one quiet moment, all was calm, all was bright.


Confession 3: The Ski Chalet Bull
Lauren, 36 — Aspen, CO

We told ourselves the trip was romantic.

A long weekend in Vail, just Ethan and me, snowed-in at a glass-and-timber chalet that cost more per night than most people make in a week. The kind of place with fireplaces in every room, plush robes so soft they felt illegal, and a private hot tub on the deck that steamed beneath falling snow like something out of a fever dream.

Everything outside was white, silent, perfect. Everything inside was heat and pretense.

We said it was for reconnection. A little time away. No distractions, no work, just us. But under that, there was something else. Something unspoken. A weight in the silence between us. His long glances. My shorter ones. The tension that had stopped feeling like friction and started feeling like friction starved of a spark.

We also told ourselves hiring a private chef was “practical.”

That was Ethan’s word. Practical. We wanted to relax. Indulge. Not worry about shopping or dishes. But we both knew it was something else. We'd read the same forums. The same threads on luxury lifestyle boards and discreet "experiential" packages.

One name kept surfacing: Darius.

Six-foot-five. Ex-Colorado Buffaloes linebacker. Now the most in-demand private chef in the Rockies. The kind of reviews that didn't sound like restaurant feedback — they read like confessions. Women raving about him with breathless metaphors. “Food orgasm.” “Best night of my life.” “Still thinking about the scallops… and his hands.”



He arrived just after sunset.

The air shifted before he even crossed the threshold — the sound of tires crunching snow, a door thudding closed, boots approaching.

Then: the knock.

Ethan opened it while I stayed on the couch, wine glass in hand, pretending to read. But I watched him from the corner of my eye, and when the door swung open, the breath I took caught in my throat like it didn’t want to leave.

Darius.

Snowflakes melting on his shaved head. A black compression shirt clinging to a body that looked sculpted from heat and hunger. Veins thick across his forearms as he carried a crate of fresh ingredients like it weighed nothing. He stepped inside and the chalet suddenly felt smaller. Warmer. Wetter.

Ethan stood to greet him — hand out, polite smile — but I saw the falter in his expression. The slight catch in his breath as Darius’s hand wrapped around his. Engulfed it, really. Like watching a lion shake hands with a fox.

“Welcome,” Ethan said, voice almost steady.

Almost.

“Good to be here,” Darius said, his voice low, smooth, lined with confidence that had nothing to prove. He looked at me then — just a glance — but I felt it everywhere. As if his eyes had reached into the robe I hadn’t bothered to tie properly and brushed straight over my nipples.

I shifted in my seat. Crossed my legs. Sipped my wine too quickly.

And he noticed.



He moved through the kitchen like he’d been here before. Unpacking his ingredients with quiet precision, sleeves rolled up, muscles flexing with every movement. Ethan tried making small talk — wine pairings, ski conditions, the weather — but I could see it in my husband’s eyes.

The way he kept looking back at Darius.

The way his voice was too careful. Too even.

The way he knew.

We were both pretending — that this was about food, relaxation, indulgence.

But the truth?

We’d hired a man to feed us.

And one of us was already starving for something else.

Darius cooked like foreplay.

Every movement was deliberate. Every breath, every flex, every slow turn of his knife — practiced, powerful, unbothered by the tension simmering around him.

He’d taken his shoes off early, barefoot on the slate tiles, relaxed and grounded like this was his kitchen, not a stranger’s chalet. The sleeves of his fitted black shirt were pushed up past his elbows, revealing forearms so veined and muscular they looked carved from dark marble. They shimmered lightly with oil and steam, catching the glow of the pendant lights as he worked the skillet like it was something alive.

He was searing filet in brown butter, the scent dizzying, rich, decadent. Flames kissed the sides of the pan, and he tilted it with one hand while spooning the hot butter over the meat with the other, slow and rhythmic. The kind of motion that made your thighs press together. That made you forget your wine glass was already empty.

Every time he reached for a dish or a jar from the high open shelves, that black shirt rode up, baring those abs — sculpted, tight, drenched in heat. A ladder of muscle that flexed and flattened with every turn of his torso. You could’ve grated nutmeg on them and served it in the risotto.

And I wanted to.



Ethan kept refilling my wine.

Silent, attentive, watching too much. His eyes flicked between Darius and me like he didn’t know where to land, but he knew. Every time I let my gaze linger too long, every time I shifted in my seat, every time I licked chocolate from my spoon without thinking.

He knew.

And he didn’t stop it.

He just poured another inch of wine into my glass and tried to swallow the tension rising between us like it wasn’t already drowning him.



Dinner was obscene in every sense of the word.

Lobster bisque laced with cream and saffron, silky enough to moan over. Truffle risotto, earthy and rich, with hand-shaved black truffle melting into the rice like it had been kissed by sin itself. Then wagyu — seared to a perfect rare, sliced and fanned like something meant to be worshipped.

We sat at the marble island like worshippers at a private altar.

Darius, finally in a crisp white apron now, sleeves rolled, plating without needing to look down. His laugh came deep and low as Ethan tried to hold conversation — about ski lifts, restaurants in Aspen, some story from work I didn’t even hear. Because all I could focus on was him. The man at the stove. The man who cooked like he’d already been inside me in his mind.

Outside, snow piled high against the glass walls. Inside, the fire crackled low, casting shadows on wood and skin and wine-dark lips.

And then — as if summoned by lust itself — “Baby It’s Cold Outside” began playing from the hidden speakers. The Ella Fitzgerald version. Slow. Teasing. Familiar.

I nearly choked on a spoonful of risotto.



Darius plated dessert like he was sealing our fate.

Dark chocolate mousse in shallow bowls, topped with soft peaks of whipped cream, dusted in edible gold leaf. Nothing fussy. Nothing cold. Just rich, sinful sweetness and heat.

He set one bowl in front of me. One in front of Ethan.

And then… he stepped back.

Untied the apron.

Let it fall.



The sound was barely more than a whisper—cotton dragging over tile—but it landed like a gunshot in the room.

I turned.

He stood there in nothing but a pair of low-slung black sweats, riding sinfully low on his hips, clinging like they’d been painted on. No shirt. No socks. Just glistening, sweat-slicked skin stretched tight over muscle—shoulders wide, abs carved, chest heaving like he’d just finished ruining someone.

And his cock.

Fuck.

It wasn’t just a bulge. It was a fucking weapon. Thick and long, heavy enough to drag the waistband forward, the outline blatant and obscene. The tip pressed against the fabric, angry and swollen, already wet where it kissed the cotton. The whole thing shifted when he moved—swinging, weighty, alive.

It didn’t just look big. It looked mean.

It was the kind of cock that demanded obedience. That told you what to do before he even opened his mouth.

And from the way he was staring, eyes hooded and dark, he knew exactly what I was thinking.

That I was going to get on my knees.

That I was going to choke on every inch.

And that I was going to thank him for the privilege.

He wanted us to see it—me to salivate, and my husband to know his place



Ethan froze.

Fork halfway to his mouth, eyes locked on the man now standing shirtless in our chalet. My husband didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

Darius rounded the island slow, predator-calm, every step grounded like he was stalking a prize that already belonged to him. His presence filled the space. Claimed it.

Then he stopped behind me.

So close I could feel the heat from his chest licking against my back.

His hands landed on my shoulders — big, warm, dominant hands — and his thumbs pressed just enough to make me feel them.

And then they began to move.

Not down. Not forward. Not yet.

Just circling, stroking the bare skin above the collar of my cashmere sweater, like he was marking me with the simplest, softest touch he had.

And I let him.

“Lauren,” he said, voice like bourbon and smoke, “tell your husband what you asked me in the messages.”

My face flamed, heat crawling up my throat and flooding my cheeks. Ethan’s eyes snapped to mine, the tumbler in his hand frozen halfway to his mouth. He set it down slowly, the clink of glass on granite loud in the quiet kitchen.

“I…” My voice came out as a whisper, choked with nerves and want. “I told him this weekend was about new experiences.”

Darius’s laugh was a low, wicked sound that vibrated through his chest and into my back where he stood pressed against me. “She told me exactly what kind of experience, Ethan. You cool with that?”

Ethan gave a short, stiff nod, but his hand had already drifted into his lap. His gaze never left mine, and he didn’t say a word.

Darius didn’t wait. He spun my stool with casual strength until I faced him fully. The hunger in his eyes lit a fire deep in my belly. He cupped my jaw with one big hand and kissed me—slow and deep and filthy—like he had all the time in the world. I tasted wine on his tongue, a hint of chocolate from the dessert we hadn’t even touched, and something darker, hotter: the raw edge of desire that coiled tighter the longer his mouth lingered on mine.

When he pulled back, his eyes were still locked on mine, but he spoke to Ethan. “Pour yourself another glass, man. You’re gonna want both hands free.”

He didn’t give either of us time to respond. His hands gripped my hips, and he lifted me like I weighed nothing, setting me on the cold marble island, right where our plates had just been. The chill shocked my skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat between my legs. In one practiced tug, my leggings were gone. My sweater followed, peeled over my head and tossed aside like wrapping paper.

Darius’s gaze dropped to my thighs, already parted for him, already wet. He ran one slow finger through my folds, deliberate, as if he were tasting a new dish. His eyes found Ethan’s again.

“Jesus Christ, she’s soaked already.”

And then he dropped to his knees in front of me, so tall even from that position. He hooked my legs over his broad shoulders, hands spreading my thighs wider until I had no choice but to expose everything to both men. His mouth descended, and the first long lick of his tongue made my spine arch off the counter.

He devoured me like I was the only thing on the menu. Long, slow strokes that built and built, then sharp, hungry sucks on my clit that had me gasping, moaning, fists tangled in his hair. I didn’t care that Ethan was watching. I didn’t care about anything but the heat building in my core.

When Darius latched onto me, sucking so hard I saw stars, I screamed—head thrown back, voice echoing off the vaulted ceiling like a prayer and a punishment all in one.

Snow blurred the windows, a soft white haze beyond the glass. Inside, the world was fire and heat and wet skin. The fireplace popped, sending flickers of orange across the walls, dancing shadows over Ethan’s wide, unblinking eyes.

He’d forgotten his wine completely. His hand was still between his legs, breath coming in ragged, shallow bursts. His knuckles were white on the edge of the stool as he watched—devoured—everything.

When I came the first time, it ripped through me like a storm. My cry shattered the quiet, but Darius didn’t stop. Not even close. He slid two thick fingers inside me, curling with devastating precision until my entire body locked, then trembled, and then—

I shattered again.

The orgasm rolled through me with a violent sweetness, and then I was squirting—gushing—over the marble and his wrist, hot and helpless and soaked. My thighs quaked around his shoulders, but Darius just grinned like he’d won a prize.

Ethan let out a broken sound, like a man stabbed in the chest. His jaw clenched, eyes wild, sweat at his temples.

Darius stood slowly, deliberately, eyes never leaving Ethan’s as he shoved his sweats down.

And then his cock sprang free—thick, dark, veined and heavy, a curve that made my mouth go dry. It bobbed once, proud and hard, and I heard Ethan groan under his breath like it physically hurt to see it.

Darius didn’t rush. He tore open the foil and rolled the condom on with slow, practiced ease, dragging his fist down the full, thick length, watching Ethan watch him.

Then his attention snapped back to me.

He gripped my hips, pulled me flush to the edge of the cold island, and with one brutal, perfect thrust, buried himself to the hilt inside me.

I cried out—no control, no filter, just raw, wrecked sound—as my walls clenched around him. I saw stars. Actual stars. Reflections scattered across the black glass behind him, glimmering like the night sky as my vision blurred.

And then he started to move.

Not soft. Not sweet.

He fucked me like he meant to split the damn island in half.

Each thrust slammed into me, shaking dishes to the floor with sharp, crashing sounds. My back slid in the mess we’d made—spilled wine, smeared chocolate, my own slickness—all of it coating the marble beneath my spine. His hands gripped my thighs, pulling me open even wider, as if he wanted to get impossibly deeper.

His pace was relentless, each punishing stroke lifting my hips off the counter, forcing choked gasps from my lips, my breasts bouncing with every impact.

The slap of his hips echoed through the vaulted ceiling like a war drum. Like thunder. Like something primal, ancient, and loud enough to rattle the beams.

And Ethan—he was frozen, watching us with reverent hunger, his hand now moving in tight, desperate strokes as his gaze shifted between my face and the place where Darius split me open.

Darius leaned over me, bracing himself on one arm, sweat dripping onto my chest, and growled into my ear, “You feel that, baby? He’s watching me fuck every last thought out of your pretty head.”

And God help me—I did.

Ethan was on his feet now. His chair scraped back unnoticed, glass of wine still half-full and forgotten behind him. His pants hung open, cock out, gripped tight in his fist. He stroked in rhythm with the brutal cadence of Darius’s hips slamming into me, his chest rising and falling in sharp, hungry bursts.

He didn’t blink. Didn’t look away.

Darius noticed immediately.

“Look at him,” he growled in my ear, voice rough and frayed, hand tangling in my hair and yanking my head to the side. My cheek turned toward my husband. “Look how fucking hard watching you take Black dick makes him.”

Ethan’s jaw was tight, lips parted, hand moving faster now. His eyes were wild—lust, jealousy, awe—all of it tangled into something electric. He wasn’t just watching; he was unraveling.

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. Just sobbed, loud and helpless, yes, yes, yes, over and over while Darius fucked me deeper, harder, like he was chasing something at the bottom of me.

His other hand found my clit, and the moment his thumb circled it—slow, hard pressure that matched the rhythm of his thrusts—I snapped.

My second orgasm crashed through me with terrifying force. My whole body convulsed, muscles locking around him as if I could hold him there forever. My vision tunneled to white at the edges, the room disappearing in a blur of heat and sound and pure, shattering pleasure.

I screamed—raw and open and animal.

Darius didn’t stop. He grunted, breath stuttering, thrusts going ragged. One final, deep slam of his hips, and then he was groaning my name through gritted teeth. His body jerked once, then again, as he emptied into the condom, hips pressed flush against mine, cock twitching deep inside me.

His forehead dropped to mine, both of us panting, sweaty, ruined.

Behind him, Ethan’s breathing broke—his own climax hitting as he groaned low, head tipping back, cum striping the inside of his shirt as he came to the same rhythm that had just shattered me.

No one spoke.

Only the crackle of the fire, the hiss of snow against the windows, and the heavy sounds of three people learning how much more they could feel.

Darius pulled out slow, the condom slick and heavy. He tied it off with practiced ease and, without breaking eye contact with Ethan, dropped it onto Ethan’s abandoned plate like it was the final garnish of a forbidden dish.

That quiet, obscene gesture should’ve felt cruel—but it didn’t. Not really.

Because I knew.

Somewhere between the slow dinners, the half-finished glasses of wine, and the nights Darius stayed too late under the guise of “meal prep,” I’d felt the shift. The looks. The silence. The weight of something unspoken.

And then I saw it. That look Ethan gave Darius just now—wide-eyed, trembling, but offering himself all the same. No protest. No panic. Just a flush of shame and arousal so deep it almost hurt to witness.

That’s when I knew the truth: my husband had told him. Confided his kink. His craving. His hunger to watch.

And Darius had understood.

He wasn’t just fucking me. He was giving Ethan exactly what he’d begged for—without ever saying another word.

It twisted something inside me—lust and power and affection and possession all wrapped in one molten, dripping pulse.

Because Ethan trusted Darius.

And Darius? He was about to ruin me for him.

Deliberately.

Then he reached for the bowl of chocolate mousse. His fingers dipped in, came out thick with it, and he smeared it across his abs in slow, deliberate strokes—painting his dark, sculpted body with dessert. A streak between his pecs, a swirl around his navel, a bold line straight down to the base of his cock.

“Dessert’s ready, Lauren,” he said, voice rough and commanding.

My knees nearly buckled. I slid off the counter, unsteady, aching. Dropping to the kitchen floor, I crawled toward him, tasting anticipation on my tongue.

I licked up his body slowly, savoring every bitter-sweet swipe of mousse, moaning into his skin as I worked my way up his abs, over his chest, until he tasted like chocolate, sex, and sweat. Darius let me take my time, one hand resting on the back of my head, the other lazily gripping the edge of the island as he looked over me—then past me.

Ethan sat nearby, eyes wide, breath shallow. Silent. Watching.

“Clean it all up,” Darius murmured.

I nodded, lips already parting, and took Darius’s cock into my mouth.

It was still coated in rich mousse—thick, bittersweet, smeared over his dark, rigid length like some wicked invitation. The taste hit instantly: chocolate and sweat and the heat of him, obscene and intoxicating. I sucked slow, letting it melt on my tongue as I circled the tip with careful swirls, dragging the flavor down to the base in long, teasing strokes. His thighs flexed under my hands. He groaned—deep, dark, low—the sound vibrating through the hand that clenched in my hair.

Behind me, I heard a rustle. Ethan.

He reached for the plate, the one Darius had dropped the condom onto like a garnish. I didn’t have to look. I knew the weight of it, how full it was. I could hear the stretch of latex as Ethan lifted it delicately between his fingers, as if the sacred mess inside could spill too soon.

He hesitated.

Darius didn’t.

His voice sliced through the tension, rich with dominance. “Do it.”

A beat.

Then the sound—wet, soft. Ethan’s lips around rubber. His quiet gag. The swallow.

I moaned around Darius’s cock, arousal spiking as I imagined Ethan taking every drop from the spent condom, tasting another man’s cum like he was built for it. My husband. My sweet, obedient husband.

Darius grunted, his grip in my hair tightening as he took control, thrusting deeper into my throat. I choked, eyes watering, but stayed exactly where he wanted me. My lips sealed around him, my tongue still teasing, still licking, desperate to taste him under the mousse. To be the one who drew out that last bit of control.

Behind me, Ethan moaned—soft, shamed, overwhelmed. I could hear the slick sound of him licking the condom clean, desperate not to waste a drop. The wet slap as he dropped it into the sink.

But all I could feel was Darius.

His cock throbbed on my tongue. His hips jerked forward once, twice, and then he broke with a deep growl—coming hard, pulsing hot into my throat. I swallowed every drop, hands gripping his thighs tight as he emptied himself inside me, raw and shaking.

He held me there, panting, for just a breath longer. Then slowly, gently, he let go of my hair.

I pulled back, breathless, my lips slick with spit and mousse and his cum, chin wet, heart racing.

Darius leaned down, fingers tilting my chin up. He kissed me, slow and rough, tasting himself on my tongue. Chocolate. Sex. Ownership.

Possession.

It wasn't sweet. It was primal.

He pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, ignoring the man still kneeling silently behind me.

“Good girl,” he said, voice thick with satisfaction.

My stomach flipped at the praise.

Ethan made a sound—a broken whimper he tried to swallow.

But Darius didn’t look at him.

He didn’t have to.

He’d already made his point.

Ethan hadn’t come yet.

He stood there trembling, breath hitching, his cock flushed and leaking, twitching with the weight of denial. His hands curled into fists at his sides, knuckles white. The air in the kitchen was thick—warm from the oven, the fireplace, the sex—and yet he shivered under Darius’s gaze.

Darius turned, smirk tugging the corner of his mouth, his body still slick with the sheen of my tongue and chocolate mousse.

“Kitchen’s yours, man,” he said, voice deep, casual, cruel. “Clean up your mess.”

He meant the dishes.

He also didn’t.

Darius didn’t wait to see if Ethan obeyed. He scooped me up—still boneless and sticky from sucking him dry—and carried me into the living room like I weighed nothing. My head rested against his chest, my thighs open across his forearm, cum seeping between them, mixing with melted chocolate. I barely managed to glance back at Ethan as we passed.

He was already moving.

Wordless. Hard. Obedient.

He gathered the plates, the smeared dessert bowls, the plate with the used condom. He picked everything up with trembling hands and walked them to the sink. Hot water hissed from the tap, steam fogging the windows.

And then we were gone—me and Darius—leaving him there, alone with his ache.



The couch was deep and soft, angled toward the roaring fire, the room bathed in orange and gold. Darius laid me down across the cushions, body pressing into mine, his breath against my throat.

“You're not done,” he murmured.

He kissed me slow. Then hard. His fingers found my nipples, still sensitive, still tight, and pinched them just enough to make me gasp. Then he slid down, tongue tracing every line he'd drawn in mousse earlier, licking away the last of it like I was his second course.

By the time he buried his cock inside me again, I was soaked—sore, frantic, breathless.

Outside, the snow kept falling. Quiet. Beautiful. Relentless.

Inside, Darius fucked me like he had no plans of stopping. Slow at first, then punishing. He flipped me onto my stomach and bent me over the couch armrest, growling my name as he slammed into me. My scream echoed through the timbered cabin. The icicles outside rattled on the eaves with every cry, every moan, every shout of “Darius!”

In the kitchen, I could just barely hear the sound of dishes clinking.

Ethan was still washing. By hand. Each plate, each bowl. Washing the mousse off the spoons I’d sucked. The print of my lipstick on a wine glass. His mess. Our mess. All of it.

He hadn’t touched himself.

Not until Darius told him he could.

Which wouldn’t be until the next morning.



Darius took me again on the rug, in front of the fire, on the wide window seat, with the snow behind us and the entire night ahead. My voice went raw. My body broke and rebuilt itself around him.

Ethan slept alone on the floor in a blanket that didn’t quite cover his hard-on.

I didn’t stop shaking until sunrise.

Best Christmas money ever spent.

Confession 4: Santa’s Naughty Helper
Melissa, 38 — Denver, CO

The firm always made a production out of the company Christmas party, but this year they vaulted over the line between festive and theatrical. A towering twenty-foot Norwegian spruce dominated the executive lobby, its dark green branches glinting with crystal ornaments and champagne-gold lights that shimmered like snowfall under a chandelier. A jazz trio played near the mezzanine, notes curling through the air like spiced smoke, while servers in tuxedo vests glided between clusters of laughing employees with platters of wagyu sliders, crab claws, and mini crème brûlées—all courtesy of the best steakhouse in Denver. The bar was essentially an altar of excess: four bartenders, top-shelf everything, and not a single drink ticket in sight. Martinis and Manhattans flowed in a steady stream like they were being summoned by prayer.

Then came Kenneth’s pièce de résistance.

Instead of the usual jolly, rosy-cheeked retiree in a padded suit, he’d hired a “premium Santa.” That’s what the agency called it. What showed up was a 25-year-old linebacker named Jason—six foot four, square-jawed, and built like a Norse god carved from obsidian and velvet. His eyes were the color of bourbon lit by firelight, and his smile could melt glass. He wore a fitted red velvet suit trimmed in black leather instead of the standard fur, and the beard? Not synthetic. Jason rocked a perfectly manicured, jet-black beard that framed his face like a shadowed halo. Even the boots looked expensive—polished, custom, and kissed with just a hint of menace.

When he sat down in the gold sleigh display and spread his thighs like a throne, the line to “take photos with Santa” turned into something else entirely. Executives giggled like teenagers. Interns found urgent excuses to circle the lobby. A few wives, and not a few husbands, made repeated visits, dragging colleagues along under the guise of group shots. Jason—Santa—handled it all with professional charm and a twinkle in his eye that said he was very aware of the effect he had, and not the least bit sorry about it.

Kenneth, watching with a scotch in hand and the satisfaction of a man who just outfoxed every other holiday party in the tri-state area, simply grinned.

“Merry Christmas,” he said. And meant it.

Red velvet clung to his frame like worship, every seam of the tailored suit sculpted to showcase the kind of physique that made modesty irrelevant. The white trim—plush and pristine—stood in sharp, sinful contrast to the warm, gleaming depth of his skin, so dark it caught the Christmas lights like polished obsidian. His beard was immaculately edged, not a hair out of place, and when he moved, the soft flash of a gold watch beneath his cuff was the only thing that dared to shimmer as boldly as he did.

Earlier, when Jason let out a booming "Ho, ho, ho!" for the cluster of toddlers brought by upper management, it echoed through the lobby like a bassline. Half the wives swooned in real time. The other half pretended not to. I wasn’t immune either—felt my breath catch somewhere between my throat and my ribcage as I tried to recover by refilling the candy cane tray with shaking hands.

I’d played my part as Mrs. Claus all night, in a crimson velvet dress that left little to the imagination and plenty to provoke it. Off-the-shoulder neckline dipping just enough to tempt, corset-laced bodice cinching me in until I breathed in shallow sips. The skirt flared scandalously short, a whisper above my black lace stockings and matching red heels I regretted immediately—but endured with dignity and discreet tequila.

All night I played innocent, handing out treats with a sugar-sweet smile while stealing every glance I could. At him. At the way he moved through the crowd, his deep voice smoothing over conversations like silk. At the way his laugh warmed the room more than the mulled wine.

By 11 p.m., the festivities had ended. The jazz trio was winding down, carefully stowing instruments in hard cases. The last employees had long since piled into Ubers, heels dangling from fingers, ties loosened and laughter trailing behind them like confetti. The building quieted to a hush, all polish and afterglow, with only the soft hum of the heating system and the fading notes of a saxophone breaking the silence.

The cleaning crew wouldn't arrive until dawn.

And in that pause—between the last note and the first sweep of a broom—was a kind of magic. The tree still sparkled in the lobby, its ornaments glinting like stars. The open bar stood abandoned but proud, a few half-full glasses scattered like forgotten offerings. And Jason, still fully suited, sat relaxed in the sleigh, elbows draped wide across the back, one leg stretched out like he had all the time in the world.

He looked over at me. Smiled.

And just like that, the party wasn’t over.

Jason lounged in the oversized mahogany Santa throne like he was born to command it, one arm thrown casually over the carved armrest, the other resting on a thigh so thick and unforgiving that even the finest velvet strained to contain it. The golden lights of the tree haloed his head, dancing across his dark skin like candlelight on rich molasses.

His gaze locked onto me with a slow, deliberate heat. Then he crooked one gloved finger—silk and leather and unspoken promise.

“Mrs. Claus,” he said, his voice rolling low and smooth, sweetened with bourbon and sin, “come sit on Santa’s lap… and tell me if you’ve been naughty or nice.”

My laugh came out breathy, effervescent with three too many glasses of prosecco and the thrill thrumming just under my skin. My heels clicked softly on the polished marble as I walked toward him, every sway of my hips deliberate now. My dress rode up with each step, the hem teasing dangerously high on my thighs. I could feel Kenneth watching from across the lobby—pretending to fuss with folding chairs, pretending not to see—but his gaze was a brand on my spine, hot and possessive.

I didn’t care.

Jason didn’t look away. Not once. Not even when I reached him and slid one leg across his lap, perched carefully on his thigh, only to feel velvet over stone—soft to the touch but unyielding beneath. That muscle wasn’t for show. His arm—thick, solid, wrapped in that red velvet sleeve—snaked around my waist, hand splayed wide at the curve of my back, and pulled me in without hesitation. No caution. No question.

My corset brushed against his chest as I settled, pressed close enough to feel the heat radiating off him in waves. His cologne—dark, warm, spiced like cedar and smoke—wrapped around me, dizzying and intimate. I rested one hand lightly on his shoulder, the other tracing the gold trim of his coat, fingers brushing the edge of that flashing watch beneath his cuff.

“Well?” he rumbled, the corner of his mouth curled into a knowing smirk. “Are you going to confess… or do I need to put you on the naughty list myself?”

My lips parted, but nothing came out.

Because suddenly, the list didn’t matter.

Only what came next did.

Jason's grip was unwavering as he rose, lifting me like I weighed nothing—like I belonged there, in his arms, flushed and breathless and aching in all the right places. His eyes never left mine, dark and glittering, full of intent. The Santa smile was gone. What was left in its place was something older. Raw. Commanding.

“Lock the door, Kenneth,” he said again, voice slow and deep, like a sentence being handed down. “Your wife’s about to find out what happens to girls on the naughty list.”

The words landed like thunder.

Kenneth hesitated only a moment longer before reaching back. His hand trembled on the deadbolt. Click. The sound echoed through the empty lobby, final and absolute, sealing us in with the tree still glowing and the scent of cedar and champagne thick in the air.

Jason’s hand slid beneath the velvet hem of my dress, parting the fabric like a curtain between two worlds. He moved with practiced patience, lifting inch by slow inch until the cool air kissed the tops of my stockings, then higher, until his fingers brushed lace soaked with anticipation.

He made a sound low in his throat. Approval. Possession.

“Naughty it is,” he murmured, almost to himself.

And then he turned, carrying me effortlessly through the shimmering space, past the abandoned sleigh, past the ghost of a party that had no idea how far the night would go. The gift table stood beneath the tree, dusted in artificial snow and stacked with neatly wrapped presents bound for charity. Jason looked at it once—then swept the packages to the ground with a single, powerful motion. Ribbon and wrapping fluttered down like confetti in the aftermath.

He laid me out across the cleared table with reverence and intent. One hand beneath my back, the other steadying my thigh, spreading me open like a secret. My curls spilled out across the glittered snow, red velvet framing my body like sin wrapped in a bow.

His breath was warm against my cheek. His body a wall of heat.

And just behind him, Kenneth approached—slow, unsure, his expression a mix of reverence and hunger. His tie was undone. His lips parted. He didn’t speak.

He didn’t have to.

He’d already handed me over.

Jason kept the Santa hat on—tilted just enough to shadow his eyes and amplify the raw, deliberate power in his gaze. The red velvet coat hung open around his wide shoulders, exposing a chest that looked carved from midnight—muscle stacked beneath smooth, gleaming skin, his abs catching the golden tree light like polished stone. The crisp white shirt was gone, discarded somewhere between the throne and the table, and what remained of the Santa ensemble had turned into something altogether unholy.

His pants were shoved down just low enough to free himself, and what he revealed made the breath catch in my throat. He was thick, heavy, the kind of hard that made knees weak and logic disappear. Dark, veined, with a gorgeous upward curve that promised devastation. It looked less like anatomy and more like divine punishment. My thighs tensed instinctively around nothing. I was already slick, aching, and the bastard hadn’t even touched me yet.

He held the condom between two gloved fingers—still wearing those white silk gloves, as if to mock the innocence they represented—and tore the foil with his teeth. Then he rolled it on slow, almost cruelly so, inch by inch of latex stretching over that impossible length with practiced ease. He didn’t look at me as he did it.

He looked at Kenneth.

Jason’s jaw flexed, just once. A subtle dominance. Then his voice dropped, dark honey laced with steel.

“Eyes on me, Mr. Claus,” he said, not a suggestion but a command. “You paid for the deluxe package. That includes the show.”

Kenneth stood a few feet away, his chest rising and falling beneath his half-unbuttoned dress shirt, his face flushed—whether from shame or arousal was impossible to tell. His hand twitched by his side, clenched in a fist, then slowly loosened. He nodded.

Jason smirked. Just a flicker. Then he turned back to me, every inch of him radiating control, lust, and the slow-burn cruelty of a man who knew exactly what he was about to do to me—and knew someone else would watch every second of it.

And then he stepped between my thighs.

His hands were sure and merciless as he lifted my legs, hooking my knees over the thick crooks of his elbows, folding me open like a gift he was about to tear apart. And then—without hesitation, without preamble—Jason sank into me in one long, devastating stroke that stole the air from my lungs.

I cried out, sharp and helpless, the sound ricocheting off the high marble walls like a confession. Overhead, the Christmas lights shimmered wildly, casting a kaleidoscope of gold and crimson over the room—as if the tree itself flinched with every thrust.

The table beneath me groaned under our weight, a hollow, warning moan drowned out by the rhythmic slap of his hips colliding with mine. Deep. Punishing. Unrelenting. Each thrust sent my body arching, my dress rucked up around my waist, my stockings stretched and slipping. Empty champagne flutes clattered to the floor, rolling like forgotten ornaments, glass skittering across tile.

Jason moved like a storm, every muscle coiled and flexing under that open coat, the white fur trim of his Santa hat swinging with the force of him. It stayed perched defiantly on his head even as sweat began to sheen his brow. When he leaned in, chest heaving, he bit into the curve of my neck—hard enough to leave a mark, soft enough to make me whimper. The brush of white velvet against my cheek was obscene, almost tender.

And then his hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back, dragging my gaze across the room to where Kenneth stood, trembling and undone—his belt unbuckled, lips parted, eyes wide and full of heat and disbelief.

Jason’s voice was a growl against my ear, guttural and possessive.

“Look at your husband.”

I did. Eyes locking with Kenneth’s as Jason drove into me again, harder.

“Tell him who owns this pussy on Christmas Eve.”

Tears blurred my vision, but my mouth obeyed before my brain could catch up, the words ripped from somewhere deep, raw, and wrecked.

“You,” I sobbed. “Santa owns me—oh God—”

Jason’s laugh was dark and pleased.

“Merry Christmas, sweet Melissa.”

Kenneth stood nearby, his cock out, fist pumping in a frantic, hungry rhythm. His eyes never left us—never left me—as Jason had me splayed out on the long banquet table like an offering.

He’d folded me in half, thighs pressed against my chest, the angle brutal, perfect. Each of his thrusts hit with so much force that the table scraped forward over the wooden floor with a sharp screech. My breath came in short gasps. Velvet bunched under my claws as the build surged through me, unstoppable.

Then—my climax hit like a lightning strike. White-hot, electric, a scream ripped from my throat as my body spasmed, shuddering under him.

But Jason didn’t let up.

He caught me by the waist, flipped me effortlessly, and bent me over the table, cheek against the faux fur runner. Cool air kissed my slick skin. Fake snow clung to my breasts and belly, melting under my heat as he slid back inside me from behind with a groan that rumbled against my spine.

One hand curled around my throat, firm and possessive, the other slipped between my thighs, fingers circling my clit with punishing precision. I choked on a sob, my thighs trembling, barely able to hold me up. The table creaked and shifted again with every slap of his hips.

Kenneth moaned nearby, nearing his edge as he watched Jason ruin me.

I came again, this time harder—squirting uncontrollably, coating the table, my thighs, and the piles of neatly wrapped charity toys stacked beside us. My cries echoed through the room, obscene and raw.

Jason didn’t stop until I collapsed, limp and spent, nothing but a fucked-out mess across a sleigh-load of ruined innocence.

The filthiest little elf to ever disgrace Santa’s workshop.

Only when my body had gone limp under him—used, trembling, soaked—did Jason finally let himself go.

His grip on my throat tightened just enough to keep me gasping as he drove in one last time, deep and hard, his whole body shuddering against mine. A savage growl tore from his chest, voice thick with possession.

“Merry Christmas, fucking slut... Melissa—ahh—fuck,” he snarled, burying himself as far as he could go, cock pulsing inside me as he filled me up.

His hips stilled, his breath hot against my back, and the Santa hat that had somehow stayed on all this time finally slipped sideways. He let out a slow exhale as he pulled out, his seed dripping from between my thighs and down onto the glossy wood.

Without a word, he tucked himself away, adjusted his belt, and straightened the hat with calm, king-like precision. Then he looked down at Kenneth—who was still jerking himself in that desperate, worshipful rhythm—as if appraising a loyal servant.

“Well?” Jason’s voice was low, rough. “Go ahead. She’s earned it.”

Kenneth didn’t need to be told twice.

He stepped forward, eyes wild with hunger and reverence. I was still bent over the table, my ass and thighs streaked with slick, skin flushed and glowing under the twinkle lights and plastic snow.

Kenneth gripped himself tighter, moved in closer, and with a strangled groan, came all over me—hot ropes painting my lower back, ass, thighs. His hips bucked with every pulse, breath ragged, eyes fluttering shut like he was praying.

He collapsed to his knees behind me, spent and gasping, lips brushing my skin in something between apology and awe.

Jason smirked, watching him. Then he reached out and tugged my chin up, tilting my flushed, blissed-out face toward him.

“Merry Christmas, sweetheart,” he said, voice dark and sweet. “You’re the best gift under the fucking tree.”

Jason’s breath was still ragged as he stood there, belt fastened, chest rising and falling beneath the open red jacket. He looked down at me—wrecked and dripping over the table, my body quivering with aftershocks—and something softened in his eyes.

“I’m sorry I called her a slut,” he said suddenly, voice low but sincere. “That wasn’t meant for out there.”

I lifted my head slowly, strands of hair clinging to sweat-slicked skin, a fucked-out grin spreading across my face. “I am,” I murmured, voice hoarse but proud, “but only within these four walls.”

Jason’s smirk returned, slow and knowing. “Obviously.” He looked over at Kenneth, who had risen shakily to his feet, cock still twitching at the sight of me—used, flushed, soaked in both their release.

Jason tossed the red velvet Santa jacket over my back like a cape, the lining brushing my oversensitive skin in the most decadent way. Then he turned to Kenneth with a chuckle, voice booming like a closing commandment.

“Clean up your wife, boss man. Santa’s got another party across town.”

With that, he turned on his heel, boots crunching softly on the fake snow as he strode toward the door. He whistled “Jingle Bells” on the way out, not even looking back.

Kenneth moved the moment the door clicked shut.

He turned the lock, slowly, deliberately, then dropped to his knees behind me like he’d been waiting his whole life for this moment. The air was thick with sex and pine, wrapping paper torn and scattered like the aftermath of some sinful holiday ritual. Colored lights twinkled off the twenty-foot Christmas tree behind us, casting kaleidoscope patterns over my trembling, glistening body.

Without hesitation, Kenneth leaned in and began to lick me clean.

Slow, reverent strokes of his tongue gathered Jason’s cum from my thighs, my pussy, even the curve of my ass. He lapped it up like a man starved, groaning softly into me with every pass, like this—this—was his true gift tonight. His lips followed his tongue, pressing kisses into bruises and bite marks, worshipping every inch Jason had claimed.

I could barely breathe, every flick of his tongue sending a new wave of aftershocks rolling through me.

The room was silent except for Kenneth’s mouth and the hum of twinkle lights, the snow crunching under his knees as he shifted for better angles, better access, better devotion.

Somewhere in the distance, a clock chimed midnight.

Best company bonus he ever approved on the card.


Confession 5: The Ex-Boyfriend Clause

Claire, 39 — Atlanta, GA

I still had his number saved as “D” from 2007. Just the initial. Just in case.
Buried deep in my contacts list, below grocery store loyalty programs and pediatricians.
I never thought I’d see it light up my phone again.

December 23. 11:47 p.m.
The house was quiet. Kids upstairs, finally asleep after their nightly countdown to Santa.
The tree lights blinked slowly in the corner. A few unwrapped gifts sat behind the couch, waiting for midnight.

Ethan was on the other end of the sectional, lounging with a blanket over his legs, scrolling Reddit with one hand, a half-drunk glass of eggnog in the other. He looked so normal. So married.

And then… the screen lit up.

D: Merry Christmas, C. Still think about that mouth every December.

I froze. My breath caught, fingers hovering above the phone like it had turned hot. I read the message again. And again.

My heart thudded like it remembered him before my brain could catch up.

Dominic.

The one who’d broken my headboard at twenty-one.
The one who made me forget to eat, forget to study, forget to pretend I had a future that didn’t involve him.
The one I had never dared to tell Ethan about in detail. Not really.

I looked up, throat dry.
Ethan sensed something immediately—he always does—and turned to me with a lazy glance. I handed him the phone without saying a word.

His eyes scanned the message, and for a moment, his face went unreadable.

Then I saw it: the shift.

That flicker of something dark and dangerous that curled in his expression like smoke.
Not jealousy. Not exactly. Possession. Curiosity. Hunger.

He locked eyes with me, voice low and rough. “Invite him tomorrow.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Christmas Eve,” he said, setting down the eggnog without looking away. “Tell him to come over. After the kids are down.”

I stared at him. “You’re serious.”

He leaned in, lips grazing the curve of my neck—slow, deliberate. His breath was warm, laced with spice and bourbon.
Then he whispered the words that made my stomach drop and my thighs clench:

“I want to see what I married.”



Dominic showed up at 9:15 p.m. on the 24th, right on cue.

Snow clung to the edges of his tight fade, glistening like frost on obsidian. He wore a black peacoat that hugged his broad shoulders like it was tailored just to torment me—and that same crooked, knowing smile that once shattered every GPA-related ambition I ever had.

In one hand, he held a bottle of Hennessy XO, the good stuff, gleaming amber under the porch light.
Slung over one shoulder: a red velvet Santa sack, its contents clinking softly as he set it down beside the tree like something sacred and dangerous.

Ethan answered the door and greeted him with a handshake—steady, deliberate. The kind of grip that was firm without posturing.
Two men. One wife. No words about what was really happening.
I stood rooted near the fireplace, barefoot in my burgundy silk robe, frozen not by the cold but by the surreal weight of it all.

I couldn’t move.

The only lights in the room were from the Christmas tree—soft white bulbs that blinked slowly like a heartbeat—and the warm flicker of the fire behind me.
The scent of pine needles, cinnamon, and bourbon filled the air.
The house was quiet. The kids, finally asleep upstairs, unaware of what Santa was about to deliver.

Dominic stepped inside like he never left.

He scanned the room, eyes grazing over the couch, the stockings, the pile of carefully wrapped presents under the Douglas fir that Ethan and I had picked out just last weekend at the tree lot.

Then he let out a low laugh, more memory than amusement.

“Same spot we fucked the first time I came home with you senior year,” he said. Just loud enough for Ethan to hear. “Remember? Your roommate was at church.”

I remembered.
God, did I remember.

The feel of cheap tinsel scratching my back. The way he whispered my name like a prayer and a dare.
I remembered the way he’d made me come with his fingers in my mouth and my legs trembling against the branches.

More than that—my knees remembered.

They softened, subtly, instinctively. Like muscle memory that never quite unlearned him.

Ethan didn’t react—visibly. Just took the bottle from Dominic’s hand and gestured toward the armchair. His chair.

“Make yourself comfortable.”

And Dominic did. Like he never left.

Dominic poured with the confidence of a man who had never been denied.

Three glasses of Hennessy XO. The pour was even, deliberate. His eyes never left mine as he handed the first glass to Ethan, then pressed the second into my hand, fingers lingering just a beat too long on mine. He kept the third for himself.

The air in the room shifted—warmer, heavier.

He took a slow sip, then turned to the Santa sack he'd carried in like it was a holy relic. With the same casual reverence, he unzipped it.

And just like that…
The past spilled out.

Out came memories I had spent a decade trying to bury beneath monogamy and mortgage payments.
Under school lunches and Target runs.
Under a husband who loved me… but didn’t know everything.

	The same thick black silicone cock I used to ride in his dorm while he studied, mouthing words from a textbook while I lost mine entirely. 
	The red satin blindfold that had muffled my whimpers the night he pushed past every boundary I thought I had—when he took my ass like it had always belonged to him. 
	And the silver bell nipple clamps, delicate and cruel, the ones that made me cry and come in the same breath. 


He laid them out on the coffee table like old photos from a secret album.
Toys turned artifacts.
Memories turned proof.

Ethan’s breathing went shallow beside me. I heard it more than I saw it—his soft exhale through his nose, the way his glass paused halfway to his lips.

He didn’t speak.

Dominic didn’t look at him. Not yet.
His focus was on me—only me.

He didn’t ask for permission.

He never had to.

Because my body already knew what to do.

He settled into the big leather armchair that faced the tree—Ethan’s chair, the one no one else ever sat in. Then he crooked a single finger, and everything inside me tilted back in time.

No words. No commands. Just that look.
That silent gravity he always had over me.

And I went.
Like I was still twenty-one.
Like the years hadn’t passed.
Like I wasn’t a wife and mother in a house wrapped in garland and responsibility.

I crossed the room on unsteady legs, the hem of my dress brushing my thighs.
No panties—because Ethan told me not to wear any.
“Just in case,” he’d said this morning, voice like smoke. Like he’d already known how the night would end.

I straddled Dominic, knees sinking into the sides of the chair, my body molding to his like it remembered every inch.
His hands were firm on my hips, steadying me like I was a memory brought back to life.

Then he kissed me.

Slow.
Deep.
Claiming.

The kind of kiss that didn’t ask questions. The kind that erased years and rewrote the present.
The kind of kiss that made me forget there was anyone else in the room until he finally pulled back.

He turned to look at Ethan—my husband, who sat with his drink untouched, jaw tight, eyes locked on the two of us.

“Still tastes like mine,” Dominic said.

And then… he unzipped.

It was there, just like I remembered.
No exaggeration. No nostalgia filter.

The cock that rewrote my sexuality.
The reason I’d spent our entire first year apart chasing the kind of orgasm only he had ever dragged from me.
Thicker than Ethan.
Longer.
Curved up like it was built to ruin women and remind them who they used to be.

Dark and heavy in his fist, pulsing with the kind of confidence that never needed to ask for consent—because he already had mine, and we all knew it.

No condom.

He didn’t even ask.

He knew I was on the pill.
He knew everything.

And as he guided me down, inch by inch, stretching me open around the memory of him—
I forgot how to lie to myself ever again.

Dominic’s grip was steady, but his breath hitched as I sank all the way down, taking every thick inch of him. He filled me completely—achingly, deliciously—and the stretch sent a fresh wave of whimpers tumbling from my lips. I buried them in the curve of his neck, shivering against the heat of his skin.

On the couch, Ethan made a desperate sound, a fractured moan that barely escaped his parted lips. His hand moved beneath the fabric of his pajama pants now, stroking slow, matching Dominic’s rhythm, eyes locked on where our bodies met.

Dominic didn’t move at first. Just held me there, impaled, trembling in his lap while my body fluttered around him in tight, helpless pulses. His cock throbbed inside me—thick, alive, claiming every inch—and I could feel his smirk in the kiss he pressed to my cheek.

“I want you to feel it,” he murmured. “Every second of it. Every inch. Every year he pretended he could satisfy you.”

He flexed his hips, slow, dragging out and back in with an unhurried, punishing stroke. My whole body jerked, mouth falling open in a silent cry as the movement sent sparks through my core. Behind me, the lights on the Christmas tree blurred through tears I hadn’t realized were falling.

I forced my eyes open, turning my head to look.

Ethan.

He was watching, hand working himself in desperate, clumsy motions now, lips parted, cheeks flushed with shame and arousal. His gaze flicked between my face and where I rode Dominic, breath catching every time I cried out.

Dominic didn’t let up. His hands tightened on my hips, guiding the rhythm—long, deep thrusts that filled me again and again until I felt myself unraveling.

“Look at him, Claire,” he growled into my ear, voice thick with possession. “Look at your husband while the only man who ever owned you takes it back.”

I did.

And it broke something open in me.

Dominic reached to the floor beside him and pulled the soft velvet sack from where it had landed. He dipped his hand in and retrieved the silver nipple clamps—delicate, gleaming, and topped with tiny bells.

My breath hitched before he even touched me.

He smiled when he saw my reaction, one brow lifting. “You remember these.”

My nipples were already stiff, aching, anticipating. He pinched one gently, rolling it between his fingers, then slowly fastened the clamp in place. I shuddered, a sharp gasp escaping my throat. Then the other.

Once they were secured, he flicked them—just once.

The bells chimed softly, silver notes floating through the room with each bounce of my body in his lap, each thrust he delivered.

Each sound made Ethan’s eyes darker, his movements more frantic.

Dominic wrapped his arms around me, fucking me harder now, letting the bells ring out in rhythm with the slick, obscene slap of skin on skin.

“You hear that?” he said, voice raw. “That’s Christmas, baby.”

And then he bent me backward, chest exposed, nipples straining under the pressure of the clamps as the bells sang again. I couldn’t tell if I was crying or moaning anymore.

Maybe both.

And Dominic was relentless.

The sound mixed with the crackle of the fire and Ethan’s ragged, unsteady breathing—the soft chime of the bells swaying on my nipples, the wet slap of skin meeting skin, and Dominic’s low, guttural grunts every time he bottomed out inside me. It was a symphony of heat and humiliation, of possession and need so raw it bordered on violence.

He was fucking me like he was erasing the past—every lover, every memory, every trace of anyone who came after him. There was no rhythm to it, only intent. Slow, dragging thrusts that made me sob with need, followed by brutal snaps of his hips that knocked the air from my lungs. Then he'd slow again, just to make me feel every single inch splitting me open. Just to hear me beg.

And I did.

In broken, whispered prayers that tumbled from my lips like secrets I hadn’t spoken in years.

“Please… please don’t stop…”

“Need you…”

“God, Dom—”

When I came the first time, it hit like lightning. I shattered around him with a scream that tore from my throat—his name, loud and desperate, echoing off the walls. I buried my face in his neck, praying through the haze that the kids stayed asleep upstairs. That the sound of their mother being ruined beneath the Christmas lights wouldn’t haunt them forever.

But Dominic wasn’t finished.

He wrapped his arms around me and stood, lifting me with him like I weighed nothing, still speared deep on his cock. I whimpered at the stretch, the overwhelming fullness, but clung to him like I might fly apart otherwise. Then he lowered us to the floor, laying me out in front of the tree like a gift only he had the right to unwrap.

The branches sparkled above me. Gold and red and silver lights blurred in my vision as he hooked my knees over his broad shoulders, angling me wide open for him. I gasped when he thrust back in—deeper now, impossibly so—until I could feel him pushing up against something untouched, something sacred.

I cried out, tears slipping down my temples, hands scrambling at the polished wood floor.

And then I saw Ethan.

He’d crawled closer, hand still moving beneath his waistband, face flushed and slack with disbelief. He knelt beside us, trembling, close enough to watch Dominic’s cock disappear into me over and over—close enough to see how soaked and swollen I was, how my body clung to every thrust like it didn’t ever want to let go.

Dominic looked down at him, gaze dark and merciless, his rhythm unbroken. His hips moved with perfect, ruthless precision.

“Tell her,” he said, voice like gravel over flame.

Ethan blinked, lips parted. “Tell her what?”

Dominic's thrusts didn’t slow. If anything, they got harder.

“Tell her who this pussy still belongs to.”

Ethan's throat bobbed as he swallowed, eyes flicking to where I lay, wrecked beneath another man. His wife—legs spread, nipples clamped and chiming, tears streaming down her cheeks while she was fucked into the floor.

He choked on the words at first. Then, barely louder than a whisper:

“It… it belongs to you.”

I came again instantly—harder than the first. My body arched, spine bowing off the floor as pleasure detonated in my core and ripped through me in waves. It was blinding, brutal, beautiful. I sobbed uncontrollably, hands clawing at the floor, at the air, at nothing. My legs shook around Dominic’s shoulders as he fucked me through it, relentless until my cries turned to raw, breathless moans.

And then he growled—deep, guttural, animal—and slammed into me one last time.

He came with a sound that made my whole body clench. I felt the first hot pulse of him deep inside, then another, and another. He gripped my thighs tight enough to bruise, head bowed as he emptied himself into me, as if branding me from the inside out.

He stayed like that, buried to the hilt, panting above me, arms trembling with restraint. My body twitched beneath his—overstimulated, aching, wrecked—and I didn’t move. Couldn’t. I just let myself feel it: the weight of him, the aftershocks, the stretch and burn and fullness that made me feel like I was still his.

Maybe I was.

Eventually, he pulled out, slow and deliberate, watching as his cum spilled from me in thick, lazy drips. It pooled on the soft white tree skirt beneath me—the one Ethan and I had picked up at Target just last month, laughing in the checkout line, holding hands like everything was normal.

The wet stain spread like a brand.

Dominic tucked himself away with casual grace, then leaned down to press a kiss to my forehead. Gentle. Familiar. Like I was still his girl, like nothing had changed and fifteen years hadn’t passed in silence and ache.

I blinked up at him through tears and tinsel, heart breaking all over again.

He stood.

Pulled on his coat without a word.

“Merry Christmas, C,” he said, voice low, rough, intimate.

He turned to where Ethan knelt, still frozen, hand limp in his lap, stunned silent by everything he’d just witnessed.

“Thanks for the invite, Ethan.”

Then he grabbed the empty Santa sack from the couch and left it on the coffee table—its contents used, spent, glinting in the firelight like wicked ornaments of surrender and memory.

Dominic turned toward the door and opened it without ceremony. The snow had thickened, flakes catching in the beam of the porch light like falling stars. He stepped out into it without a coat, bare skin already dusted in white by the time he reached the top step.

Didn’t look back.

Didn’t need to.

The wind swept in behind him, cold and sharp, curling around my naked body with cruel tenderness as the door hung open behind him. I lay there on the floor, skin flushed, thighs sticky, the bells on my nipples barely swaying, and a silence between us so loud it screamed.

And I almost let him go.

Almost.

But my voice cracked out before I could change my mind.

“Dominic.”

He froze mid-step. One boot in the snow. Shoulders rising with the weight of everything left unsaid.

I pushed myself up on trembling elbows, limbs weak, eyes glassy. “Don’t go.”

Slowly, he turned. The snow clung to his hair, his lashes. His breath came in heavy clouds in the night air.

“Why?” he asked, voice low, unreadable.

I sat up fully, heart hammering. Ethan hadn't moved—still kneeling, still stunned, still wrecked in his own way—but he didn’t interrupt.

“Because I’m not done,” I whispered. “Because you weren’t just a fuck. You were first. You were real. And maybe… maybe I want to see who we are now. Not just who we were.”

Dominic stared at me like he wasn’t sure if I’d really spoken. Like maybe he’d dreamed it, the same way I’d dreamed of him for years.

Then he stepped back inside.

Closed the door behind him.

The cold vanished. The fire hissed. The bells on my chest chimed again as I exhaled.

Dominic walked back across the room, slow and deliberate, his gaze fixed on me as if daring me to take it back.

“I don’t want to be a memory, C,” he said.

I shook my head. “Then stay.”

He dropped to his knees beside me, and this time… he kissed me like we had a thousand mornings left.

And Ethan watched, silent.

Not jealous.

Just grieving the fact that even now—especially now—I was never going to be just his.

The kids had finally gone to sleep, sugar-high and wide-eyed from the excitement of Christmas Eve. We’d helped them open their early gifts — the “one present” tradition — and let them tear through carefully wrapped surprises with gleeful chaos. They were surprised when Dominic showed up. Surprised... and curious.

“Uncle Dominic?” our youngest had asked, blinking up at him, clutching a stuffed dinosaur. “You’re mommy’s friend?”

Dominic had crouched down beside them, the roughness in him softening with ease. “Something like that,” he said with a grin, and ruffled her hair.

Ethan stood beside him, wine in hand, watching the moment unfold with that quiet way he had — protective but open. He hadn’t tried to explain anything to the kids. Neither had I. The moment didn’t need explanation. It was enough just to feel the warmth, the quiet approval, the shift in the air that said: this is strange… but it’s okay.

We tucked them into bed together, kissed their heads, and whispered “Merry Christmas” under the soft glow of their night-lights. They drifted off fast, exhaustion finally overtaking excitement.

That’s when the house changed.

That’s when we changed.

Christmas Eve had its own kind of glow that night — soft, golden, warm. We’d all dressed up just a little, nothing fancy, just enough to feel like the night mattered. Ethan poured wine, Dominic carved the roast, and somehow the three of us fell into a rhythm that felt shockingly natural.

And to my surprise — and relief — Ethan genuinely liked him.
Not in a polite way.
In a curious, comfortable, “I actually enjoy this guy” way.

Dominic, for all his rough edges, slipped easily into the conversation. He joked about never settling down, about how the idea of marriage “made him itch,” and Ethan laughed harder than I’d seen him laugh in weeks. I learned more about Dominic’s life in one dinner than I had in years — the girlfriends he’d had, the ones who tried too hard to change him, the ones he never let close.

We ate too much. Drank too much.
And the longer the night went on, the more I found myself watching the two of them talk — my past and my present, sharing a plate of ginger cookies like it was the most normal thing in the world.

By the time we moved to the living room to watch a movie, the lights on the tree shimmered off the decorations in the bedroom as well. We’d put up extra garlands there, tiny wreaths, a few candles. It made everything feel softer… safer.

We ended up sprawled across the bed, all three of us, talking the way people do when they’re full and warm and a little sentimental.

They teased me — mercilessly, affectionately.

Dominic, in that low drawl of his, said,
“I could always tell with her. When she was about to cry, when she was about to laugh… and yeah, even when she would fart. She was a fart machine back then.”

“She still is,” Ethan added, completely deadpan.

I rolled my eyes, grabbed the nearest pillow, and swatted them both. “Shut up.”

But the ridiculousness of it — the comfort — the way Dominic knew things about me I hadn’t remembered he knew… it warmed something deep inside me.

“I’m proud of this,” I said quietly at one point.
“Of the two of you. Of… whatever this is.”

Both men went quiet, sharing some look I couldn’t read.

I kissed Ethan.
I kissed Dominic.
Both felt different.
Both felt right.

Eventually, I padded over to the TV to put on a movie, my gown brushing against my thighs, the thin fabric shifting as I bent to pick up the remote. I felt Dominic’s eyes on me immediately — steady, unashamed, almost familiar in the way they traced me.

“Ethan,” he said, tone deceptively casual, “have you ever… really taken her the way she likes?”

I turned, eyebrows raised. “Dominic,” I murmured, half-laughing, “don’t start.”

Ethan threw a pillow at him. Dominic caught it without even glancing away from me.

“What?” Dominic said, shrugging with that easy boldness he’d always had. “He knows we were together. Just not the… details.”

I sat beside Ethan, still holding the remote but not using it, my fingers absently tapping the buttons.

“I told you he was my ex,” I said to Ethan, a little sheepish. “You knew we had a past. I just… didn’t go into everything.”

Dominic leaned forward, elbows on his knees, grin widening. “You gotta hear this.”

Ethan looked between us, waiting.

Dominic continued, voice dropping a little, like he was sliding into memory without even trying. “We didn’t have a place, really. It wasn’t like there was some regular spot. We just… never waited.”

He leaned back, eyes distant for a second. “Her apartment. My old place. The stairwell in my building — third floor, right outside the fire door where it echoed like hell if you weren’t quiet.” He laughed under his breath, shaking his head. “We never were.”

I felt Ethan glance at me, but I kept my eyes down, thumb still idly grazing the edge of the remote.

“That empty parking lot behind the café she loved?” Dominic added. “Late nights, no cameras, no lights — just enough quiet to hear her breathe. God, she’d pull me in by the belt and press into me like we hadn’t just seen each other an hour ago.”

He looked over at Ethan, half-smiling. “It wasn’t about where. It was about when. When she needed me. When I needed her. Sometimes we didn’t even speak — we’d just look at each other and know.”

His voice went softer. “It felt like the world narrowed down to just us. Like everything else could wait.”

My face warmed, but I didn’t interrupt him.

He looked at Ethan directly now. “That’s what I loved about her. She didn’t hold back. When she wanted me, she wanted me right then. She wouldn’t say much, just look at me in that way she does…” He gestured toward me, a soft, nostalgic exhale escaping him. “And suddenly the rest of the world didn’t matter.”

Ethan went quiet — not uncomfortable, but processing, absorbing something he hadn’t expected to learn about his wife and her past.

“And she hasn’t told you half of it,” Dominic added, glance flicking toward me with a teasing heat. “Not because she hid things. It’s just… a lot to explain unless you were there.”

I swallowed, my voice softer than before. “We were different then. Wild, I guess.”

Dominic nodded. “Wild is one word for it.”

The air between the three of us grew heavier, fuller — not dirty, not crude, just thick with an honesty none of us had prepared for.

Whatever the night had started as, it wasn’t staying there.

And none of us seemed ready to break the moment.

Dominic’s grin turned filthy the moment the polite veneer of nostalgia cracked. His eyes darkened, sharpening with intent, and the air between us thickened—charged with something hot and primal. He flicked a glance at me, then at Ethan, and just let the memory drip from his tongue.

“You know what still gets me hard?”

His voice was low, rough, dragging over my skin like velvet over a bruise.

“That night we were supposed to hit that fancy art gallery?
You were bent over the bed, strapping on those ridiculous heels.
Dress riding all the way up… nothing underneath.”

My breath hitched. I knew what was coming next—my body remembered it too well.

“I saw everything,” he said, eyes locked on mine like a dare.
“That perfect little hole, just there. Waiting.”

My stomach flipped, a tight coil of embarrassment and arousal winding in my gut.

“I didn’t even think,” he continued, cocky and cruel.
“Just stepped up behind you, spat on it, and pushed in. One stroke.
Balls-deep in your ass before you even stood up straight.”

I let out a breathless laugh, more nerves than humor, every word of his dragging fire through me.

“Dominic…”

He didn’t stop. Couldn’t.

“You took it like you’d been waiting for it all night. Moaned so fucking sweet.
Pushed back on me like you needed it.
We never made it to the gallery.
I had you bent over that dresser, fucking your ass slow at first,
then harder—watching you unravel in the mirror.”

I could see it again—could feel it. My cheeks burned, thighs clenching involuntarily.

“You came twice with my cock buried in your guts,
crying out for more, begging me not to stop.”

Beside me, Ethan let out a low sound—half gasp, half groan. I glanced at him, catching the way his hand was already moving beneath the blanket, slow and obvious. The fabric of his shorts did little to hide the outline of his arousal—a thick, swelling shape pressing upward.

Dominic noticed too. His eyes dropped for a second, and when they came back to me, his smirk was pure sin. Without shame, he adjusted himself through his jeans, crudely gripping the shape of his cock, rubbing it lazily as he spoke.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice like gravel and smoke.
“Wet just remembering. He’s already hard, you’re already squirming.”

I was. My thighs rubbed together under the table, heat blooming between them. I hated how right he was.

Then Dominic leaned in, his voice dropping to a razor’s whisper.

“Your husband ever had you like that, Claire?
Ever just… taken that hole the way it needs to be taken?”

I stared at him, throat tight. Ethan was dead silent beside me, but his hand kept moving.

And then, the truth slipped out, quiet and raw.

“No,” I whispered.

Dominic’s grin spread, slow and victorious.

“Didn’t think so.”

The silence that followed was so thick you could taste it—sex, Hennessy, and fifteen years of unfinished business hung in the air like heat before a storm. The room practically vibrated with tension. Every breath felt too loud, every second stretched tight as piano wire.

I couldn’t stand it anymore. My whole body was lit up—pulse pounding in places I hadn’t felt alive in years. The hunger between us was a living thing, crawling over my skin, demanding more.

I turned to Ethan, unable to keep the need out of my voice. It came out low, husky, scraped raw from the inside.
“Baby… show us how turned on you are right now.”

He froze like he’d been struck. For a second, I thought he might pretend not to hear me, but then—slowly—his eyes locked on mine, wide and dilated. His breath hitched. That little sound was all the confirmation I needed.

With a single shaky movement, he reached for the waistband of his pajama shorts and pushed them down past his hips.
His cock sprang free—thick and flushed, already standing at full attention. The tip gleamed slick with arousal, flushed dark pink and glistening in the low light.

He wrapped a hand around the base, stroking once with deliberate, aching slowness—just enough to make his thighs tense. He didn’t look away. Didn’t try to hide it.
He wanted us to see. Needed it.

Behind me, Dominic let out a low, feral chuckle, his voice soaked in amusement and something far more dangerous.
“Fuck, that’s cute.”

I heard the rustle of cotton, then the whisper of sheets being pulled away with a sudden flourish—like a magician revealing the climax of his act.

“Now look at what your wife does to me, Claire.”

I turned and nearly lost my breath.

Dominic’s cock was an absolute statement—thick, dark, and heavy, curving upward like a weapon barely restrained. Veins stood out along the shaft, the head swollen and shining with pre-cum, as if even he couldn’t keep himself in check anymore.

I whimpered. Couldn’t help it. The sound just escaped me.

Then Dominic moved behind me, pressing close enough that the heat of his body soaked into mine like a second skin. One hand slid along my side, down to my hip, then gave me the softest nudge.

“Make room for me, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice brushing over my skin like velvet and smoke.

I obeyed, shifting onto my knees, back arched, presenting myself without shame.

Behind me, Dominic gripped his cock and started stroking it—slow, deliberate—his gaze locked on the curve of my ass. Each motion was a filthy promise, each breath a countdown. The weight of his stare alone made me feel like I was already being touched.

And I knew, without a doubt, that this was just the beginning.

“Go on, baby. Doggy. Right here on the bed. Let’s give your husband the full show.”

My legs obeyed before my mind even processed the command. I crawled forward on shaky knees, silk gown whispering up my thighs, then my hips, until it pooled around my waist like a red flag of surrender.

The mattress dipped behind me as Dominic followed—heat and weight and pure dominance.

Big hands gripped the hem and dragged it higher, slow and deliberate, until cool air hit every inch of me: bare ass high, pussy already slick and swollen, everything on display under the soft flicker of the fairy lights.

He knelt behind me, palms sliding up the backs of my thighs, thumbs digging into the crease where ass meets leg. Then he spread me open—wide, shameless—like he was framing a picture he’d hung in his head a thousand times.

“Fuck, look at that,” he muttered, almost reverent. “Still the prettiest holes I ever owned.”

He dropped to the floor, yanked my hips to the edge of the bed, and buried his face between my cheeks. One long, filthy lick from my clit all the way up to my asshole, slow enough that I felt every ridge of his tongue.

My back bowed hard, a broken moan ripping out of me.

He didn’t tease after that.

He attacked my rim—wet, hungry circles, then the flat of his tongue pressing inside, fucking me open with it until my thighs were trembling and I was grinding back against his mouth like a desperate slut.

When he finally stood, his cock was in his fist—thick, dark, angry, shining with spit and my own wetness. He dragged the fat head through my folds once… twice… coating himself, making me whine, then slid higher. He painted my crack with slow strokes, nudging my hole on every pass until I was panting into the sheets.

“Watch close, Ethan,” he said, voice low and lethal, eyes locked on my husband in the mirror.
“This is exactly how she takes me. Always has. Always will.”

Then he pushed.

Slow, relentless pressure. The swollen head kissed my ring, pressed, stretched… and my body just opened for him. No fight. No hesitation. Just pure muscle memory—fifteen years of training kicking in like I’d never been without him.

The head popped past the tight ring and I gasped, fingers clawing the duvet.

He didn’t stop. Kept feeding me inch after thick inch, steady and unstoppable, until his hips were flush against my ass and every inch of that gorgeous black cock was buried exactly where it belonged.

I could feel him in my spine.

He stilled, letting me breathe, letting Ethan see the proof—my back arched, lips parted, eyes glassy, ass stretched wide around the man who’d ruined me for everyone else.

“Feel that?” Dominic murmured, one hand stroking down my spine like he was gentling a spooked mare.
“That’s your body remembering who it was made for. Muscle memory, baby. You never forgot how to take this dick.”

He gave a shallow roll of his hips, just enough to make me feel the drag, and I whimpered, pushing back on instinct.

“That’s it,” he praised, voice rough with satisfaction.
“Open up for me just like you always did. Like you never stopped doing in your dreams.”

Ethan’s ragged breathing was the only other sound in the room as Dominic finally started to move—long, deep, claiming strokes that turned my moans into broken sobs and proved, once and for all, that some things never leave you.

Some cocks never stop owning you.

Then he started to move. Long, deliberate strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out so Ethan could see every glistening inch of Dominic’s thick black cock coated in my slick—my greedy hole clinging to him, fluttering, stretched wide and shining—then sinking back in, slow, merciless, until his heavy balls pressed flush and hot against my dripping pussy.

The pace turned brutal fast. Harder. Filthier.
The wet, obscene slap of his hips on ass ricocheted through the room, drowning out the fairy lights’ soft buzz. The bedframe hammered the wall in perfect, savage rhythm with the broken grunts tearing out of me:

“Unh… unh… fuck… unh…”

Dominic’s hand slid from my hip to my lower belly, pressing down hard so I could feel the thick ridge of him dragging deep inside, then shot up to fist my hair. He wrenched my head back, forcing my tear-blurred eyes to lock on Ethan’s in the dresser mirror.

Ethan was on his knees right at the edge of the bed, pajama shorts shoved down, cock in hand, stroking himself so fast his fist was a blur, precum flying in thin strands. His mouth hung open, eyes wild, completely wrecked as he stared at the place where Dominic’s shaft disappeared into me again and again.

“Tell him,” Dominic snarled against my ear, teeth scraping, hips snapping without mercy.
“Tell your husband who owns this ass while I’m buried to the hilt in it.”

My voice cracked, raw and ruined.
“It’s yours, Dominic… fuck, it’s yours, always yours—”

A loud, crisp fart ripped out around his cock on the next punishing thrust, sharp and wet and impossible to miss. Heat flared across my skin for half a heartbeat, but shame never came.

These men knew every inch of me, every filthy, honest sound my body made when it was stuffed this full, this claimed. I didn’t shrink. I shoved back harder, greedy, shameless.

Dominic let out a low, guttural groan that vibrated straight through my spine, hips slamming even deeper, faster, like the sound only made him hungrier.

Ethan’s desperate moan cracked the air—high and broken—the sound of a man watching his wife get absolutely possessed.

Dominic’s mouth grazed my neck, breath ragged and hot.
“Hear those grunts, Ethan? Every thrust. Every inch. This ass knows its fucking owner.”

“Unh… unh… please… Dominic—”

I couldn’t stop the noises, couldn’t stop rolling my hips back to meet every brutal stroke. Sweat dripped down my spine, tits bouncing wildly, mascara streaking in black rivers down my cheeks.

“Look at him,” Dominic growled, yanking my hair harder.
“Look at your husband jerking himself raw while I wreck this perfect little hole. Say it again.”

I sobbed, voice shattering.
“It’s yours, Dominic… my ass is yours, always was, always fucking will be—”

Ethan’s whole body jerked like he’d been electrocuted. A raw, broken groan tore out of him as his untouched cock kicked hard in his fist. Thick, pearly ropes of cum shot across the sheets, splattering his stomach and chest in messy arcs while his eyes stayed glued to the place where Dominic was buried balls-deep in my ass.

He shuddered through every pulse, hips twitching helplessly, mouth open in a silent scream of pure surrender.

Dominic felt it—felt Ethan break—and it snapped something inside him. His rhythm faltered, turned savage. One hand clamped over my hip, the other still fisted in my hair as he drove into me once, twice, three brutal times.

On the final thrust, he slammed home and stayed there, hips flush to my ass, cock throbbing so hard I felt it in my spine.

A low, feral growl rumbled out of his chest as he started to come. Pulse after thick pulse of heat flooded me, so hot and heavy I could feel every spurt painting my insides. My stretched ring fluttered around him, milking him, greedy for every drop—until it was too much, and his cum started to leak out around his shaft, slick and obscene, dripping down my thighs.

He stayed buried deep, both of us panting, trembling.

Then his hand slid from my hair, down my sweat-slick spine, and slipped between my legs. Two rough fingers found my swollen clit and rubbed once—hard, perfect circles.

That was all it took.

My knees buckled. A sharp cry ripped out of me as my orgasm crashed through, sudden and blinding. My hips rolled back on their own, grinding shamelessly on his still-hard cock, riding him through the aftershocks even as my arms gave out and I collapsed forward onto the mattress.

Dominic followed me down, chest to my back, cock still lodged deep in my ass, moving with every involuntary little thrust as my body clenched and fluttered around him.

He pressed a soft, reverent kiss between my shoulder blades, lips lingering on the sweat there.

“Good girl,” he whispered against my skin, voice hoarse and wrecked.

Then, louder, for Ethan—still trembling on his knees, covered in his own mess and staring at us like we’d rewritten his entire world:

“Merry Christmas, my love.”

Dominic stayed buried inside my ass long after the last shudder left his body. He didn’t soften much, just thick and heavy, plugging every drop of his cum deep inside me. His chest pressed firm to my back, one arm locked possessively under my breasts, the other stretched across the pillow like a barricade, keeping me enclosed.

Ethan still knelt beside the bed, eyes glassy, lips parted, utterly still as he watched Dominic’s hips give one final, lazy roll. The motion pushed deeper, enough to make me whimper.

That was the only cue Dominic gave.

Ethan moved instantly—naked, unsteady, his own release still drying on his stomach. He climbed into the bed on the left, careful and reverent. Dominic's arm left my chest just long enough to grab Ethan’s wrist and drag him close, slotting him against me so my front was flush to Ethan and my back molded to Dominic.

Sandwiched. No space. No escape.

Dominic’s top leg hooked over both of ours, heavy and final, anchoring us where he wanted us. His cock throbbed once inside my ass, a slow, possessive pulse that made me gasp—his body’s wordless reminder of where he still was, who still filled me.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

His mouth brushed the nape of my neck, lips warm and damp, teeth grazing softly before he settled in. The weight of him around me—inside me—was declaration enough. He didn’t ask for obedience. He expected it. And we gave it.

Ethan melted into my front, face buried in my hair. Dominic’s arm tightened again across my ribs, instinctive and unrelenting. Neither of them said a word.

Ethan’s fingers found mine under the blanket and squeezed, just once. Grateful. Overwhelmed. Then they went limp as sleep took him.

I stayed awake a little longer, pinned between their bodies, stretched and aching and full. Every small twitch of my hips made Dominic's cock twitch back, like even in sleep, he refused to let go. The heat of his cum was still sealed inside me, the stretch of him still insistent.

I smiled into the dark—sore, dripping, perfectly held—and let sleep pull me under.

Still full of him.
Still pinned between them.
Still exactly where I belonged.

I woke to the soft warmth of Ethan’s breath against my collarbone and the quiet pressure of Dominic’s cock still nestled inside me, not as hard as the night before, but still very much there—possessive even in sleep. My body ached in that delicious, used way, hips sore, hole tender, but I didn’t want to move. I was content. Surrounded. Owned.

I kissed Ethan first—just a brush of lips to his forehead—and he stirred with a soft noise, nuzzling closer, his arm curling tighter around my waist. Then I turned my head and kissed Dominic, slow and lingering. His eyes opened just as I pulled back, warm and dark and steady.

“Merry Christmas,” I whispered.

A sleepy grin tugged at Ethan’s lips. “Merry Christmas.”

Dominic didn’t say it, not out loud. But he kissed me again—deep, possessive, slow enough to make my toes curl. That was enough.

We eventually made it out of bed, trading lazy touches and quiet laughter as we cleaned up, still humming in the afterglow. The house smelled like cinnamon and pine when Dominic brought out a simple but perfect breakfast: eggs, waffles, sausage, and hot spiced coffee. It wasn’t elaborate, but it was homey—warm and shared and full of affection.

After breakfast, we exchanged gifts: little things, thoughtful things. Ethan got a sketchbook and a new pair of headphones from Dominic, and I watched the way his whole face lit up as he mouthed a thank you. My own gift came in a small box—nothing flashy. Just a delicate bracelet with a tiny engraved plate that read yours. My throat tightened. I kissed him in front of the tree.

By mid-morning, Dominic surprised us with a plan.

“Let’s go out,” he said simply. “It’s Christmas. We’re in Atlanta. We should do something.”

So we bundled up and headed out together, the city feeling quieter than usual but dressed in twinkle lights and winter charm. We strolled through Piedmont Park, crisp air nipping at our cheeks as we walked hand-in-hand. Ethan took photos of the lake and the skyline while Dominic and I lingered behind, wrapped in a shared scarf, stealing kisses every chance we got.

Later, we stopped by Ponce City Market, which still had a few shops open and people wandering through, enjoying holiday treats. We grabbed hot chocolate and cookies, and Ethan made us laugh by trying to sweet-talk the bakery girl into slipping him a second gingerbread man. She gave him two more and winked.

The sun dipped low behind the skyline as we made our way back home, cheeks pink and hearts full.

That evening, we sat down for a cozy dinner—candlelight, roasted chicken, and buttery mashed potatoes. The mood was mellow, content. There was wine, soft jazz playing low, and the quiet intimacy of a day well spent.

After we ate, Dominic leaned back in his chair, watching us with that quiet intensity of his. Then he cleared his throat.

“I have to head out tomorrow,” he said softly. “Just for a few days. Work came up. Something I can’t put off.”

Ethan looked disappointed, but nodded. “Will you be in touch?”

“Of course,” Dominic said. “Always.”

He reached across the table, his hand resting on mine, then reaching for Ethan’s too. “This isn’t temporary. Don’t forget that.”

We didn’t say much after that. We didn’t need to.

Later, after the dishes were done and the fire was low, we curled up together on the couch—me between them again, safe and full. The lights on the tree blinked softly in the corner, casting the room in gold.

Christmas had been perfect. And even though he was leaving, we knew he’d be back.

Because this was home now.

The dishes were done, the house quiet, only the soft shimmer of Christmas lights bleeding in from the hallway. We drifted into the bedroom like we were already pulled by the same current.

Dominic clicked on the low lamp, stripped in one smooth motion, and sat on the edge of the bed—thick thighs spread, heavy black cock already half-hard and resting against his leg. He looked at Ethan first.

“Sit. Right here.”

Ethan sat instantly, hands on his knees, breathing shallow.

Dominic’s dark eyes slid to me.

“On your knees, baby. Come get what’s yours.”

I dropped to the rug between his feet. He eased his hips forward, wrapped one big hand around the root of that gorgeous, thick black cock, and angled it toward my mouth. The head was already slick, shining in the lamplight, veins standing out along the midnight-dark shaft.

“Open.”

I did.

He fed me the swollen crown first—wide, blunt, stretching my lips the second it slipped past them. Salt and heat burst across my tongue. I moaned, low and greedy, and sank down, taking inch after thick inch until the fat head nudged the back of my throat and my jaw ached in the sweetest way.

Dominic exhaled a slow, rumbling groan, fingers threading into my hair—not pushing, just claiming.

“That’s it… nice and slow. Let him watch how this pretty white mouth was made for my black dick.”

I pulled back until just the head rested on my tongue, swirling around the ridge, tasting the fresh bead of precum leaking for me, then slid down again—deeper, wetter. Saliva pooled fast, spilled over, ran in shiny trails down the length of him, dripping off his heavy balls.

I took him to the root, nose buried in the neat trim of hair at his base, throat fluttering around him.

Ethan’s zipper rasped beside us. The slick sound of his fist started immediately—fast, desperate, matching the wet glide of my mouth.

Dominic rolled his hips in slow, controlled thrusts, fucking my face with calm, devastating patience. Every time I came up for air, thick strings of spit connected my swollen lips to that gleaming black shaft.

I dove back down, hollowing my cheeks, sucking hard enough to make his thighs tense under my palms.

“Look at him,” Dominic murmured, voice low and velvet-rough.

I turned my head just enough. Ethan was flushed crimson, fist flying, precum slicking his fingers, eyes locked on the obscene sight of my pale lips stretched impossibly wide around Dominic’s cock.

The second my eyes met Ethan’s—wide, glassy, pleading—his whole body seized. A choked, helpless sound tore out of him as his cock jerked untouched in his fist.

Thick, pearly ropes shot across his stomach in long, messy arcs, splattering his shirt, dripping over his knuckles, while he shuddered and stared at my lips, stretched obscenely wide around Dominic’s dark shaft.

That broken gasp—watching my husband come undone just from seeing me choke on another man’s cock—snapped something primal in Dominic.

His breath caught, sharp.

The hand fisted in my hair turned to iron. He dragged me down faster, deeper, relentless now. The fat, glossy head battered the back of my throat on every brutal thrust, forcing wet, gurgling moans from me.

Spit poured from the corners of my mouth, thick strands swinging with every stroke, coating his heavy black balls until they gleamed.

“That’s it… fuck… milk me, baby… right fucking there—”

His voice cracked, raw and filthy.

His hips snapped forward—once, twice—then slammed me flush to his groin. I felt the first pulse swell against my tongue an instant before he erupted.

The first jet was scalding, thick, flooding the back of my throat so suddenly I nearly choked.

Then another.
And another.
Endless, heavy ropes pumping straight down my gullet while his cock jerked and throbbed between my swollen lips.

I swallowed frantically, throat working around him, greedy for every drop—but it was too much. It leaked from the corners of my mouth, creamy white against his midnight skin, dripping in slow rivulets down my chin and onto my heaving tits.

He held me there through it all—through every violent pulse—until the last shudder left his body.
Until my lungs burned.
Until tears streaked my cheeks.

Only then did he ease me off, with a wet, filthy pop.

His cock slipped free, still rock-hard, glossy with spit and the remnants of his cum. One final, lazy spurt painted a hot stripe across my bottom lip and chin.

Dominic’s thumb swept through the mess, gathered it, then pushed it back between my lips. I sucked it clean, eyes locked on his, tongue swirling around the pad of his thumb like it was still his cock.

He groaned low, cupped my jaw, and dragged me up into a slow, filthy kiss. His tongue swept through my mouth, tasting the salt and musk of his own release, claiming it all over again.

When he finally pulled back, our foreheads stayed pressed together. Both of us breathless. The air between us thick. Electric.

Then, without a word, he stood.

He tucked that gorgeous, still-wet cock away like it was nothing, zipped up, grabbed the overnight bag by the door. One last, lingering look—dark, possessive, promising—and he was gone.

The soft click of the front door echoed through the quiet house.

I was still on my knees, lips swollen and shiny, chin dripping, when Ethan dropped in front of me. His hands trembled as they cradled my face, thumbs brushing the streaks of cum and tears from my cheeks.

He kissed me like he was starving—soft, reverent licks over my messy lips, tasting Dominic’s taste, flooding his mouth too.

A broken little moan vibrated against my tongue as he licked me clean.

I was still on my knees, thighs trembling, lips numb and swollen, Dominic’s thick cum slowly trickling down my chin in warm, lazy rivulets. Some of it clung to my bottom lip. I dragged my tongue out and licked it back in, savoring the salty, musky taste of him one last time, moaning softly at how filthy and perfect it felt.

Dominic exhaled a low, satisfied laugh, tucking that beautiful, still-glistening black cock away.

“Gotta go, baby.”

He reached for his jeans on the chair.

I rose on shaky legs, cum still dripping from my chin onto my chest, and stepped close to help him. My fingers brushed his as I slid the leather belt through the loops, buckling it for him while he watched me with that quiet, possessive smile.

I smoothed his shirt down his chest. Buttoned it.
Every touch reverent.

Ethan sat on the edge of the bed, spent and flushed, eyes wide, watching his wife dress the man who’d just used her throat like a toy.

I grabbed my phone, opened the Uber app, booked his ride in three quick taps.

“Four minutes,” I whispered, voice hoarse.

Dominic cupped my jaw, thumb swiping the last streak of cum from my chin, then pushing it between my lips.
I sucked it clean, never breaking eye contact.

Ethan stood, a little unsteady.

“Safe trip, man. And… Merry Christmas.”

Dominic gave him an easy, warm grin.

“Merry Christmas, buddy.”

Then he turned to me, slid a big hand into my hair, and pulled me into a slow, deep, claiming kiss.
His tongue swept through my mouth, tasting himself all over again.

When he broke it, I was breathless.
Cunt throbbing.
Fresh slickness sliding down my inner thighs.

“Merry Christmas, Claire,” he murmured against my lips.

I walked him to the door barefoot, his cum still drying on my skin, nipples sharp under the thin camisole, pussy swollen and aching.

At the threshold, I rose on tiptoe, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him again—slow, soft, needy.

“Thank you,” I whispered, voice barely there. I didn’t need to say more.

He gripped my ass hard, pulled me flush, cock still thick behind his zipper.

His mouth brushed my ear, breath hot and smug.

“You’ll be dripping for me all night, won’t you?”

I shuddered.

“Gonna fall asleep with your thighs sticky, sheets soaked, still tasting me in your throat...”

His fingers flexed, holding me like he still wanted to fuck me right there.

“Filthy little wife. I walk out that door and you’ll still be aching—still fucking leaking for me.”

Then he kissed me one last time—deep, slow, owning—before pulling away. His eyes dragged over me, heat smoldering behind that lazy, satisfied smile.

“Merry Christmas, baby.”

And just like that, he was gone—stepping out into the cold night.

I stood in the open doorway, watching the Uber’s headlights pull up.
Watched him slide into the back seat with that unhurried, cocky stride.
The car rolled away.

I closed the door, leaned back against it, and let out a shaky, happy sigh.

My fingers slipped between my thighs.
Soaked.
Clit pulsing.
Still gushing.

I smiled into the quiet house.

Best Christmas ever.

_________________________________________________________________________________
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