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Confession One - O Tannenblow

It was meant to be a clean Christmas.
Snow. Silence. White space.

Zermatt rose out of the valley like a promise — dark timber chalets trimmed with frost, wreaths tied in disciplined bows, the Matterhorn cutting the sky with obscene confidence. Everything was sharp and controlled. Nothing accidental. I liked that immediately. I didn’t yet understand why.

We arrived on a Tuesday. The air was thin and sharp, dry against my lips, every inhale a little punishment. I stood on Bahnhofstrasse in a long ivory wool coat, belt cinched tight at the waist. The hem danced just above my boots — white suede, fur-trimmed, impractical. My breath fogged in front of me, a soft cloud in a village that felt carved out of time.

I’m thirty-two. Five-foot-seven in bare feet, taller in boots. Built with curves that have never faded, no matter how much I run or reformer-pilate or juice-cleanse. My ass rounds out anything I wear. My thighs press together naturally. My waist is slim but not narrow — shaped by discipline, yes, but also by appetite.

I know how men look at me. I always have.

My hair is long, dark brown, with loose natural waves — thick enough to feel heavy, glossy when I bother. I usually don’t. That week, I let it fall loose over my shoulders because Robert likes it like that. He says it makes me look “expensive.”

My skin is pale from New York winter, with a hint of olive underneath that refuses to fade completely. I tan easily. Burn rarely. My eyes are green — not vibrant, but deep, soft-edged, the color of moss just before dusk. People call them warm. I’ve never been sure they’re right.

That week, I wore no makeup beyond lip balm and mascara. Alpine practical. Or so I told myself. Maybe I wanted to look innocent. Maybe I wanted to be seen that way… before I wasn’t.

Robert barely noticed the sleigh bells.

He was already scrolling.



The chalet was obscene in its quiet luxury. Heated stone floors. Pine beams polished to honey. Sheepskin throws draped over leather. A bedroom that smelled faintly of clean linen and wood smoke. It was the kind of space designed to seduce quietly — no chandeliers, no gold accents. Just wealth, taste, and restraint.

The bath had a window so wide it felt indecent — snow-covered peaks on full display as if they were watching us. A deep soaking tub. Matte black fixtures. A mirror that never fogged.

Robert dropped his bag and opened his laptop before the bellhop even left.

“Just thirty minutes,” he said, already halfway gone. He loosened his tie, rolled his sleeves. Forty-three, fit in the careful way of men who track macros, not muscle. A runner’s body — lean, controlled. Sharp jaw. Salt just beginning to take hold at the temples.

He was handsome. Still is.

But his hands are always busy — phone, keyboard, glass. He kisses my cheek before calls. My mouth, only after.

When he mentioned the ski instructor, it sounded like an apology disguised as a solution.

“You’ll like him,” he said. “Lukas. Swiss. Former military. Concierge said he’s… strict.”

Strict landed somewhere low in my stomach.
It stayed there.



Day One

I dressed carefully that morning.

Black thermal base layer, sleek and fitted. The leggings clung like skin, and the top hugged the line of my waist and the curve of my breasts — padded enough for modesty, but thin enough to feel every movement. Over that, a snow-white ski jacket, cinched at the waist, zipped to the chin. Expensive without screaming it. My black gloves were new. My goggles mirrored. My helmet matte black with a fur-trimmed edge.

I looked… correct.

Contained. Functional.
Disciplined.

And then I saw him.

Lukas.

He stood apart from the rest, near the base of the black run. People didn’t gather near him. They adjusted their distance instinctively, like birds avoiding the wrong kind of wind.

He was tall. Very tall. At least six-five. His posture was rigid without effort — shoulders squared, weight evenly distributed, boots planted like anchors. Everything about him read ex-military. Not just posture, but presence.

His face was angular — no softness, no visible expression. A jaw made for biting commands. Skin pale and tight from the cold. His hair was platinum blond, cropped close on the sides, slightly longer on top, parted harshly. Not styled. Just… done. A man who didn’t waste time on aesthetics. A man who didn’t care if you found him attractive.

His ski gear was all black — not store-bought black, but tailored, custom-fitted, logo-less. Function over flair. The gloves were tactical. His goggles covered half his face and reflected the entire slope.

“Emily.”

He didn’t ask. He identified.

“Yes.”

“You will ski with me. Private lessons are not comfort. They are correction.”

His voice was deep. Swiss-German. The kind of accent that didn’t soften in English — it sharpened.

His eyes — hidden behind lenses — scanned downward. Boots. Ankles. Knees. Hips. Not with interest. With assessment.
I felt peeled open by it.



He wasted no time.

“Again.”
“Too upright.”
“Stop apologizing.”

Each command came without emotion. He didn’t shout. He didn’t explain. He just moved — and expected me to follow.

When he corrected me, he didn’t point or gesture. He took.
Hands firm on my hips. Fingers spread wide, even through three layers. When I drifted off-balance, he caught me by the inner thighs and repositioned me like a mannequin.

His knuckles brushed the sensitive line just beneath the base layer. Not an accident. Not deliberate. Just part of the correction.

Every movement was instructional. But something in me trembled.

I was sweating inside my layers. Not from exertion.



At one point, he skied backward in front of me. Arms crossed. Goggles catching my reflection — flushed cheeks, open mouth, eyes too bright.

“You watch your skis like they will betray you,” he said.

“I don’t want to fall.”

“You already are.”

He left the sentence there. Like a seed dropped into snow.

Something in his tone made my stomach twist. Shame and thrill all braided together.

By lunch, Robert had texted me three times asking how it was going.

I called him from the outdoor café below the ridge. My cheeks were still flushed from the cold — or from Lukas. I wasn’t sure.

He smiled into the camera, already back at the chalet in a white robe, sipping espresso.

“I like seeing what you’re doing,” he said lightly, though his gaze lingered on my face too long.

That night, he installed the app for the helmet cam. Said he just wanted to watch the terrain.
I knew better.

The next morning, I offered the helmet to Lukas.
He took it without asking. Adjusted the mount. Clicked something at the base.

Then, glancing directly at the blinking green light — and the man watching through it — he spoke:

“So,” he said. “You will watch.”

It wasn’t a question.

Day Two

I woke sore in places I hadn’t earned soreness before.

Inner thighs. Lower back. Ankles. The faint ghost of fingerprints high on my hip where Lukas had corrected me mid-carve.

In the bathroom mirror, wrapped in only a towel, I looked… different.

My skin flushed even in stillness. Nipples sensitive to air. A faint bruise was darkening just above my thighbone. I touched it. My pulse jumped.

I didn’t cover it.



On the slope, Lukas said nothing until he’d clipped into his skis.

Then, without looking at me:

“You are tired.”
“Yes.”
“Good.”

He pushed me harder. No more basics. Steeper inclines. Faster descents. Less instruction. Just expectation.

At one turn, I wavered. Hesitated.

He closed the distance behind me. One hand pressed against the space between my shoulder blades. The other gripped my pelvis, fingers tightening just above my ass. Holding me. Aligning me.

“Here,” he murmured, voice like ice against skin. “Now move.”

I did.
My knees trembled when he let go.



That evening, I stripped down to my base layer and lay back on the bed. The lights were dim. The fireplace crackled. Robert was on yet another call in the living room.

I spread my thighs slowly. Not to tease. Just to feel. My fingers slipped beneath the waistband. I wasn’t thinking of love. Or warmth. Or flirtation.

I was thinking of command. Of pressure. Of breath on my neck.

I came quietly, imagining his voice —
Again.



By the end of Day Two, I understood something about myself.

I didn’t want kindness.
I didn’t want flirtation.

I wanted to be handled correctly.

And Lukas — cold, precise, unreadable Lukas — was beginning to realize it too.

When we parted that afternoon, he didn’t nod. Didn’t smile.

But he held my gaze a second longer than before.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “You will follow better.”

I nodded.

Tomorrow would be different.

Day 3

Day Three began without ceremony.

No greeting. No assessment. Lukas didn’t even look at me when I skied up beside him at the ridge. He clipped in, pushed off, and expected me to follow. By now, my body responded before my mind could interfere. I followed because that had become the rule.

The morning run was brutal. Steep black lines cut into ice-hard snow, visibility low, wind sharp enough to sting exposed skin. He set a pace that burned through my thighs and lungs alike. Every turn demanded commitment. Every mistake punished immediately by speed.

When I faltered, he didn’t stop. He slowed just enough for me to correct myself.

By the time we reached the fork, my legs were shaking.

It was an unmarked split just below the ridgeline. To the left: a groomed descent leading back toward the main runs. To the right: untouched powder, knee-deep, drifting toward a stand of dense trees. No signs. No tracks. Just silence and white.

Lukas stopped.

He planted his skis deliberately, then raised one gloved hand and pointed — not dramatically, not hesitantly. Just a single, precise gesture.

“No questions,” he said.
“You follow.”

I stared where he pointed.

Everything in me hesitated. The sensible part. The part that remembered rules and boundaries and resort maps. The part that still thought this was just a lesson.

“Is this allowed?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.

He didn’t even look back.

He pushed off, carving into the powder with controlled violence, leaving a clean, deliberate trail behind him. A path cut into untouched snow. An invitation that felt uncomfortably final.

I stood there for a full second longer than necessary.

Then I followed.



The snow swallowed sound. The further we went, the quieter it became — no lift cables, no distant laughter, no engines. Just breath and movement and the soft resistance of powder against skis.

My thighs burned. Snow crept up my calves, brushed against my knees. Each turn demanded effort. Each correction forced my body deeper into obedience.

Lukas never slowed.

He led me through the trees with absolute certainty, weaving between trunks like he’d been here before. Like this place belonged to him.

When we finally stopped, it was in a small clearing — shielded on all sides by dense pine, the snow untouched except for our tracks. At the edge stood a low, weathered structure half-buried in white.

A woodpile lodge.

Rough timber walls. A slanted roof heavy with snow. No windows. No signage. Just a functional building meant for storage and shelter. Staff-only. Forgotten.

There was no one around.

I could hear my own heartbeat.



Lukas unclipped his skis calmly. Set them aside. Then mine — without asking — leaning them against the lodge wall. He removed his gloves next, tucking them into his jacket with deliberate care.

His hands were bare now.

They were larger than I’d imagined. Strong. Calloused. Pale against the dark fabric of his sleeves.

“Stand,” he said.

I did.

The cold crept in immediately. Snow brushed my boots. Wind cut through the clearing. I became acutely aware of my body — contained, zipped, layered — and how exposed I felt anyway.

Lukas reached into my jacket pocket and pulled out my phone.

My breath caught.

He didn’t look at the screen. He unlocked it without asking for the code. Muscle memory, maybe. Or observation. He scrolled once, thumb precise, then tapped a name.

Robert.

The call rang.

I opened my mouth to speak — to say wait, or what are you doing — but Lukas lifted one finger. Not sharply. Just enough.

Robert answered on the third ring.

“Hey—”

Lukas angled the phone so the camera faced me.

“He will watch,” Lukas said calmly.
“You will obey.”

The words weren’t loud. They didn’t need to be.

Robert didn’t interrupt. He just stared through the screen — robe open, collarbone exposed, coffee untouched beside him. His eyes flicked from my face to the snow behind me.

“Emily?” he said quietly.

I swallowed.

“Yes.”

Lukas took the phone from my hands completely, adjusted the angle, then set it on a flat log at waist height, perfectly positioned. He made sure Robert had a clear view of me — standing there, breathing hard, flushed, waiting.

“Do not speak unless told,” Lukas said.

He didn’t look at me when he said it.

But my body reacted anyway.

The clearing felt smaller now. The air heavier. The snow brighter.

I realized then that nothing had technically happened yet — and yet something irreversible already had.

I wasn’t being trained anymore.

I was being prepared.



Lukas stepped closer, stopping just inside my space. Close enough that I could smell him — clean, cold, faintly metallic. No cologne. No warmth.

He studied me slowly now. Head to toe. Not rushed. Not hungry. Just deliberate.

“Tomorrow,” he said quietly, “you will not hesitate.”

I nodded. Automatically.

Behind the camera, Robert didn’t say a word.

And that silence — his silence — settled deeper into me than any command.

Lukas turned away first.

“Follow,” he said again.

And this time, I didn’t wait at all.

The woodpile lodge was smaller than it looked from the edge of the clearing—low roof sagging under snow, walls weathered to a dark grey, the door a simple plank latch with no lock. No windows. Just stacks of cut logs piled inside, smelling of sap and earth and winter rot.

Lukas didn’t say a word as he pushed the door open. The hinge creaked like old bones. Inside, it was dim—light filtering through cracks in the walls, the air still and heavy with the scent of pine resin.

He set the phone down on a rough-hewn bench, propping it against a stack of firewood so the camera pointed directly at me. The little light blinked green. Robert was watching. Muted, as always. His face on the screen—small, pixelated, eyes wide in the chalet's warm glow.

Lukas turned to me.
“Ausziehen.”
Undress.

The command was flat, clinical, like correcting a turn on the slope.

My breath fogged in front of me, the cold already seeping through my layers. I hesitated—fingers numb on the zipper of my jacket.

“Stiefel bleiben an. Helm. Brille.”
Boots stay on. Helmet. Goggles.

I nodded, throat tight.

I started with the jacket—unzipping slowly, the sound loud in the small space. Shrugging it off, letting it drop to the snow-dusted floor. The thermal base layer underneath was white, thin, clinging to my skin like a second layer. No bra. My nipples hardened instantly in the air, visible through the fabric.

Pants next. I unbuckled the ski bib, peeled them down over my hips, the cold biting my thighs as I stepped out of them. No panties. Just me, bare and exposed, the thin base layer top barely skimming my ass.

I stood there, shivering, helmet still on, goggles perched on top, boots crunching the thin layer of snow that had blown in.

Lukas watched without expression.

Then he reached into his pack and pulled out a thin silver collar—simple, unadorned except for a single bell dangling from the clasp. It looked old, tarnished in places, like it had been passed down.

He stepped close—close enough I could feel the heat radiating off his body through his black gear.

His fingers brushed my throat as he fastened it.

The bell rang softly with the movement—clear, delicate, obscene in the silence.

“Jede Bewegung. Jedes Atmen. Es wird klingeln.”
Every breath. Every movement. It will ring.

I swallowed. The bell tinkled faintly.

He didn’t step back.

Instead, his gloved hand cupped my jaw, tilted my face up.
His mouth came down on mine.

Not soft.
Not romantic.

A kiss like a claim—lips hard, tongue invading without permission, tasting of black coffee and mint. He kissed me like he was correcting me, one hand fisting the base layer at my back, pulling me against the rigid line of his body.

I moaned into his mouth, the bell ringing softly with the vibration.
Heat flooded me—my cunt clenching on nothing, already slick from the anticipation on the slope.

He broke the kiss, but his hand slid down—glove rough against my skin—between my breasts, over my stomach, lower.

Fingers parted my folds without preamble.
I gasped, the bell tinkling as my body jerked.

He found me wet—soaked, dripping down my inner thighs.
Two fingers pushed in—thick, unyielding, curling deep.

I grabbed his arms for balance, the bell ringing with every breath, every twitch.

He fingered me slowly, methodically—thumb pressing my clit in tight circles while his fingers dragged over that spot inside that made my knees buckle.

“Bitte, Herr Lukas…” I whispered, voice breaking, unsure of the exact words but needing him to hear my desperation.

“Lauter.”
Louder.

“Bitte, Herr Lukas…” I repeated, louder, the bell chiming with the plea.

He didn’t speed up. Just kept that relentless rhythm until I was grinding against his hand, cunt pulsing, aching for more.

I was horny—desperately, shamefully so. Wetter than I’d been in years, loose and ready from just his fingers.

He pulled them out suddenly, leaving me empty, gasping.

Then he unzipped.
The sound cut through the quiet lodge—metal teeth parting slowly.

I looked down.

His cock sprang free—thick, veined, solid as a German sausage. Easily nine inches, maybe more, and way thicker than Robert’s—girthy enough my hand wouldn’t close around it fully. The head was flushed dark, pre-cum beading at the tip, looking edible, obscene, better than anything my husband had ever offered.

I reached for it instinctively—stroking him once, base to tip, feeling the weight, the heat, the velvet skin over steel.

He didn’t moan. Just watched me with those unreadable eyes.

I sank to my knees—snow crunching under my boots—and took him in my mouth.

Slowly.
Inch by inch, lips stretching wide, tongue flattening against the underside.
He tasted clean, salty, with a hint of the cold air clinging to him.

I sucked—hollowing my cheeks, bobbing slowly, the bell on my collar ringing softly with every movement.

His hand fisted my hair—not pulling, just holding.

He let me work him for a minute—getting him slick, hard as iron—before he took over.

Thrusting deeper, nudging my throat, making me gag softly.

Still no moan from him. Just cold breath, steady and controlled.

He pulled out suddenly.

“Aufstehen.”
Up.

I stood on shaking legs.

He bent me over the woodpile—rough logs biting into my palms, ass bare to the wind.
The cold air hit my exposed cunt like a slap—making me clench, more wetness leaking down my thighs.

The camera—propped on the bench—pointed straight at my open thighs, the lens catching everything.
Robert watching. Muted.

Lukas’s fingers returned first—slow, probing, spreading me wider.
One finger. Two. Three—stretching me, preparing me.

I gasped, the bell chiming.

Then his cock.

He nudged the head against my entrance—hot, blunt pressure.
Pushed in slow—inch by inch, letting me feel the burn, the stretch, the way he filled me completely.

“Bitte, Herr Lukas…” I whispered, voice breaking again.

“Lauter.”

“Bitte, Herr Lukas…” louder, the bell ringing with the plea.

He began to fuck me raw—hard, brutal strokes that slammed the air from my lungs, logs scraping my palms, ass rippling with every impact.

“Ficken Sie mich härter.”
Fuck me harder.

I recognized the words, even if they weren’t mine.

“Ficken Sie mich härter…” I repeated, sobbing the phrase.

“Ich bin Ihre Hure im Schnee…”
I am your whore in the snow.

That one I understood.

“Ich bin Ihre Hure im Schnee!” I screamed it, the bell chiming wildly with every thrust.

He held still—rooted deep inside me—his cock thick as a bratwurst, pulsing against my walls, the weight of him anchoring me open like I was meant for this.

When he started moving again, I was already broken in.

The cold had worked its way into my bones by then.
Not the sharp shock from before—not the bite that made my breath stutter—but a deeper, heavier cold that made everything ache, that made my muscles feel loose and pliant, like my body had already given up resisting it.

I was bent forward, hands braced against the packed snow at the edge of the run, skis still clipped on, boots planted wide and awkward. My helmet was crooked now, goggles fogged, breath coming out in short, visible bursts.

The bell at my throat rang with every one of them.

Lukas stood behind me, close enough that I could feel the heat of him even through layers of winter air. His gloved hands slid over my hips, thumbs pressing into the tender spots he’d already claimed, already bruised. He didn’t rush. He never did.

I could hear Robert through the phone—just faint breathing this time, a shift of fabric, the tiniest sound that told me he was still there. Still watching. Still not speaking.

Lukas hooked two fingers into the hem of my base layer and tugged it higher, exposing me fully to the cold, to the camera, to him. My skin prickled instantly. My cunt clenched reflexively, wet and swollen, leaking down my inner thighs despite the temperature.

“Bleib ruhig.”
Stay still.

I didn’t know every word, but I knew that one. My body knew it.

His cock pressed against me—hot, heavy, unmistakable. He didn’t tease this time. No fingers. No preparation. Just the blunt head nudging, then pushing in with a slow, deliberate pressure that made me gasp out loud.

The bell rang.

He filled me completely in one long, controlled thrust, burying himself deep enough that I felt it low in my belly. I cried out—half shock, half relief—and my hands slipped slightly on the snow.

He caught my hips, held me steady.

“So.”
Just that.

He started moving.

Not fast.
Not brutal.

Deep, measured strokes that made every inch of him unmistakable—pulling almost all the way out, then sliding back in until I was full again, stretched and aching around him. The sound of skin on skin was muted by the cold, but I felt every movement, every slow grind of his pelvis against my ass.

I moaned, helplessly, the sound tearing out of me without language attached to it.

“Bitte…” It slipped out without thought. Not a sentence. Just the word.

His hand came up to my throat, fingers brushing the bell, making it ring sharply as he pulled me back against him.

“Ja.”

He leaned forward, mouth near my ear, breath warm against my skin.

“Du hältst es. Du nimmst es.”
You hold it. You take it.

I didn’t translate it fully. I didn’t need to. My body responded anyway—clenching tighter around him, chasing the fullness, the stretch, the way he used me without asking.

The snow beneath my boots was scuffed now, torn up from the way my legs shook. My thighs burned. My lower back arched instinctively, trying to get more of him, trying to meet his thrusts.

The bell rang and rang.

His breathing changed—still controlled, but heavier now. His grip tightened on my hips, thumbs digging in, anchoring me in place.

There was no warning.
No pause.
No change in rhythm.

Just one final thrust—harder, deeper than the rest—his body slamming flush against mine as a low, guttural sound tore out of him.

I felt it immediately.

Heat flooding me.

Thick, pulsing spurts filling me deep, far deeper than Robert ever did. My cunt clenched helplessly around him, milking every pulse as it spilled inside me, the contrast between his heat and the freezing air making me gasp.

I cried out, the sound breaking, unfiltered.

The bell went wild.

He stayed there for a moment—buried fully, holding me open, holding me full—before pulling out slowly, deliberately.

It leaked down my thighs instantly. Hot against cold. Obscene. Unmistakable.

Lukas stepped back.

He zipped up calmly, like this was just another drill completed, another line crossed. He wiped sweat from his jaw with the back of his glove, breathing already steady again.

Then he stepped in close.
Too close.

He grabbed my chin, fingers firm, forcing my face up toward him. I could see my own reflection in his goggles—flushed, wild-eyed, lips parted.

He spat.

Warm, sudden, deliberate—straight onto my tongue.

“Runterschlucken.”
Swallow.

I did. Immediately. No hesitation.

The bell chimed softly.

“Ski runter.”
Ski down.

He leaned in, voice low, precise.

“Nicht sauber machen.”
Do not clean it.

I understood that one perfectly.

He reached past me, pressed End Call on the phone without even looking at the screen, and tossed it into my gloved hands.

Robert disappeared.
Just like that.

Lukas stepped back, already turning away.

“Ende.”
Finish.

He zipped up calmly, like this was just another drill completed, another line crossed. No urgency. No mess. Just the quiet sound of the zipper sealing everything away, as if nothing of consequence had happened at all.

But for a second—just a second—he didn’t rush.

I saw it again. In fact, he let me look.

Still slick from me, glistening in the thin Alpine light leaking through the cracks in the wall. Not fully hard anymore, but not soft either—just heavy, thick, veined. A beautiful German cock, flushed and proud, slightly drooping now but still intimidating in its length. Even spent, it looked obscene. Masculine. Perfectly shaped. A little softer… but still so much more than I’d ever taken before.

I still saw how beautifully obscene it looked.

I could still feel it inside me.
Still stretched from it.
Still open for it.

He tucked it away without a word, wiped the sweat from his jaw with the back of his glove, and exhaled once—steady, clean, controlled.

Like he hadn’t just emptied himself deep inside me.
Like I was just part of the lesson.

I stood there alone for a moment—legs shaking, thighs slick, cum cooling against my skin beneath the thin fabric—before clipping my poles back onto my wrists.

The bell rang as I pushed off.

And I skied down the mountain full.
 

The first push sent me gliding.

Snow hissed beneath my skis as I leaned into the slope, thighs already burning, muscles trembling from more than the cold. The mountain opened up in front of me—wide, clean, blindingly white—like nothing obscene had just happened above it.

The bell at my throat rang.

Soft at first.
Then again, sharper, as I picked up speed.

With every turn, I felt it—him—sliding lower inside me, leaking out slowly, thick and warm against skin already numb from the air. It ran down the insides of my thighs in sticky trails, catching, cooling, beginning to stiffen where it met the cold.

I didn’t wipe it away.

I wasn’t allowed to.

The bell jingled again as I carved left, then right.
A steady rhythm now. Audible. Unavoidable.

Other skiers passed me—locals, mostly. Men with weathered faces and quiet eyes. One of them glanced at my collar as he slowed, just enough to register the bell.

He nodded.

Didn’t smile.
Didn’t stare.
Didn’t say a word.

Another lift operator stepped aside to let me cross. His gaze dropped—not to my face, not to my body—but to the wet, darkened streaks freezing against the pale fabric between my legs.

A pause.
Then a nod.

The bell rang.

I skied the rest of the way down with my legs slightly wider than usual, heat cooling, stickiness turning tacky, then cold. My thighs chafed with every movement. Every shift reminded me I was still full. Still marked.

By the time I reached the lodge, my hands were shaking—not from exhaustion, not entirely from the cold—but from the weight of it. From knowing exactly how I must look.

I unclipped my skis and walked inside.

Warmth hit me immediately. The low hum of voices. The smell of beer, wool, woodsmoke. Boots clomped. Glasses clinked. A fire crackled somewhere out of sight.

Normal.

Too normal.

Robert was still at the bar.

Same stool. Same posture. Elbows resting on the counter. Drink untouched. His phone lay face-down beside his hand now, like he didn’t need it anymore.

He looked up the moment the bell rang.

Our eyes locked.

He didn’t smile.
Didn’t speak.
Didn’t look away.

His gaze dropped—slowly, deliberately—to my thighs.

I saw his throat work as he swallowed.

I walked toward him, every step making the bell chime softly, deliberately. Heads turned this time. A couple of men glanced over their shoulders. A woman paused mid-sip, eyes flicking down, then quickly back up again.

No one said a word.

I stopped close enough that my knee brushed his.

He could smell it on me.
Feel the heat still radiating off my skin.

I leaned in, close to his ear, my breath warm against the side of his face.

“Did you hear the bell?” I whispered.

His hand tightened on the edge of the bar.

“…Every time,” he said quietly.

I let the silence stretch between us.

Then I leaned closer.

“Then you know I didn’t stop him.”
“You know what kind of wife you brought to the Alps.”

His breath caught.
He didn’t say a word.

The bell chimed again.

And I stood there, dripping, cooling, claimed—while the mountain loomed silent behind us.

Confession Two - The Krampus Ritual

It took nearly five hours to get there, and the last forty minutes were the most treacherous—hairpin turns slicked with black ice, snow banks as tall as the hood. Klaus barely said a word the entire drive. Just stared ahead, knuckles white on the steering wheel, jaw locked.

I shifted in the passenger seat, the seatbelt tight across my chest. The wool dress I’d chosen—gray, form-fitting, thigh-length—suddenly felt too thin for this kind of cold. My thighs stuck slightly to the leather. Underneath, I wore black stockings and nothing else. Klaus liked it that way. My coat was open, and the wind slipped down the collar, teasing the tops of my breasts.

My hair—thick, dark auburn, cut blunt just above the shoulders—smelled faintly of the sandalwood oil I used that morning. I tucked a strand behind my ear, trying not to fidget. I’d always been told my mouth was the first thing people noticed—full, pink, just a little too expressive. Klaus used to say I bit my lip when I was thinking about sex, even when I didn’t know it. My nose was small, a little upturned. My skin flushed easily, especially in the cold.

I watched the road but also him. That familiar side profile—the clean line of his nose, the light scruff along his jaw, the way the muscles in his forearm tightened with every turn. I touched his arm once, just lightly, under the pretense of adjusting the heat. He didn’t even glance over.

Not angry. Just somewhere else.

We finally crested the last slope, and there it was: Klaus’s childhood village.

A cluster of dark timber houses pressed together like gossiping old women. Carved shutters. Steep, snow-piled rooftops. Smoke rising from crooked chimneys into a purple-grey sky. It was the kind of place you'd find only on the back of postcards—except colder, older, heavier.

Even the snow felt thicker here. More ancient.

He parked near the inn, killed the engine. I sat there for a moment, breathing into my scarf, letting the silence seep into my bones.

“You okay?” I asked softly.

He nodded once. “They’ll be expecting us.”

Not greeting us. Expecting.



The warmth inside was a shock—smoke-heavy, pine-scented, and thick with heat from the open hearth. Low wooden beams, floorboards that creaked beneath thick wool rugs. And on every wall, hung with careful pride: masks.

Dozens of them.

Each one carved from raw wood—some snarling, some grinning, some grotesquely stretched with open mouths and curling tongues. Goat horns. Fangs. Empty eyes.

Krampus, all of them.

I moved slowly, trailing my fingers along the edge of one particularly elaborate mask. Its eyes seemed to follow me.

“You used to live here?” I asked.

Klaus just nodded. “Upstairs.”



Dinner was served in the great room. A long table, fire crackling behind it, pine boughs strung across the rafters like garlands. The food was hearty—rabbit stew, thick rye bread, a kind of spiced root vegetable I couldn’t name.

We sat with five others. All men.

Their coats hung on pegs behind them—thick wool, stitched with leather, dusted in snow. Boots scraped clean but still wet. Their hair was damp from the melt.

And their eyes… never left me.

Not overtly. Not with grins or winks. But with a heat that felt old. Owned. As if they’d known I was coming. As if they'd all agreed on something beforehand.

The food was warm and rich—rabbit stew, black bread, a kind of sweet root mash I couldn’t place—but I barely tasted it. The heat from the fire made my thighs flush under the table, and the weight of the men's stares felt heavier than the cloak I’d wear later.

They didn’t speak much. But they didn’t have to.

One of them, bearded and broad-shouldered, tore his bread slowly while staring at the hollow of my throat.
A pale scar cut diagonally from his temple to his cheekbone, puckering slightly every time he chewed. It gave him a kind of brutal symmetry—like he’d earned it in a fight, and never apologized.

Another kept rolling his beer glass between two callused palms, lips parting slightly every time I brought my spoon to my mouth.
A thick silver ring sat on his thumb, catching the firelight when he lifted the glass. Just beneath his sleeve, I glimpsed black ink—something geometric, angular. I couldn’t see the full shape, but it was bold enough to hint at ritual. Or rebellion.

The third—older, with deep lines around his mouth—dragged his gaze down the length of my body and didn’t bother hiding it.
He didn’t leer. He assessed. Like a man inspecting something he already knew would be his. His hair was mostly grey, but his posture was military-straight. His spoon moved with precision. He hadn’t looked at Klaus once.

Klaus noticed. I know he noticed.

But he didn’t stop it.

Didn’t say a word.



I excused myself to the washroom midway through the meal—needed a moment to breathe. The air in that room had thickened like soup. Every time I crossed my legs I swore I could feel their attention follow the motion.

In the dim light of the mirror, I looked at myself—flushed cheeks, slightly glassy eyes, lips parted.

Turned on.

And I hated that I couldn’t even explain why.

Maybe it was the village. The masks. The intensity of it all. Or maybe it was Klaus. Distant, unreadable, handing me over with his silence.

By the time I came back, dessert had been served—dense gingerbread soaked in brandy. One of the men was licking syrup from his spoon, watching me as if he were tasting me instead.



Later, as we climbed the old stairs to the guest room, Klaus still hadn’t touched me. No arm around my waist, no reassuring smile. Just that same quiet gravity, like something was coming and he didn’t know how to stop it.

I turned to him at the top of the landing.

“Are you going to tell me what this is really about?”

He reached into his coat pocket, pulled out a square of folded paper, and handed it to me.

His voice, when he spoke, was low. Reverent.

“Tonight. The fire circle. Wear nothing under the red cloak.”

I blinked. “What?”

But he was already opening the door.



The room was warm—stone walls, a flickering oil lamp, red linens on the bed. A single chair. A wardrobe made of knotty pine, carved with twisted faces.

I unfolded the note again. Same words. Nothing else.

I looked toward the wardrobe.

Opened it.

Inside hung a single garment: a velvet cloak, deep blood-red, lined with lambswool and trimmed in black fur at the cuffs and hood. Beneath it, a pair of heavy leather boots, soft on the inside.

No underwear. No dress. No explanation.

I touched the velvet.

It was warm. Too warm, as if someone had just worn it. Or as if it had been waiting for me.

My skin tingled everywhere.

I hadn’t realized how wet I was until I pressed my thighs together and felt the slickness between them. My nipples brushed the inside of my bra with every breath. The smell of smoke and pine had sunk into my skin, into my bones.

Something was happening.

I didn’t know what.

But I didn’t want to stop it.

The cloak felt heavier now.

Or maybe it was the air—the way it thickened with pine smoke and distant drums as we walked through the trees. Klaus said nothing. He simply held my hand, guiding me with steady, deliberate steps.

I wore nothing underneath. No bra, no panties. Just the cloak, the boots, and the blindfold he’d tied around my eyes with slow fingers just outside the inn.

The snow crunched beneath our feet.

I could hear other sounds now. Low voices. Wood shifting in fire. A distant metal chime, like cowbells or wind-bent iron. The scent of smoke grew richer, mixed with the tang of sweat and earth. And something more… something sweet, like burning sap.

My heart beat so loudly I thought it might give me away.

Klaus squeezed my hand once. Then let go.

Silence.

Then steps. Not his. He was gone.

But someone else was near.

I didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. Not until I heard the boots around me—one pair, then another, then another. The circle had formed.

I stood in the center of something I couldn’t see. Something ancient.

Then a voice—deep, close, German.

“Knie nieder.”
Kneel down.

I hesitated for only a second. Then sank slowly to my knees, snow hard beneath the fur lining of my boots, the cloak parting just slightly around my legs.

The position made the cloak shift around my hips, opening wider across my thighs. I could feel the cold creep between them, and something else too—exposure. I knew my folds were bare beneath the velvet hem. The air kissed the lips of my sex like breath.
I imagined how it must look. Me, blindfolded, open. Kneeling in the snow like a gift.

The cold licked up my thighs, shocking and erotic.

Then:

“Du bist das Opfer.”
You are the offering.

The words didn’t scare me.
They made me ache.



Someone stepped behind me. I could hear his breath—steady, slow, deliberate. Then the sound of leather uncoiling. A pouch? A flask?

Warmth touched my shoulder. Then dripped.

Melted snow.

I flinched as it hit my skin, sliding in a cold, winding path down my back.

Then ash—warm, soft, grainy—was smeared into the damp trail. A hand moved over my shoulder blade, then across to the other side, leaving dark streaks across my bare skin.

I gasped as more snow was poured between my breasts, down the slope of my belly.

Another voice whispered near my ear.

“Stark und still.”
Strong and silent.

Hands moved with reverence. Fingers coated in ash and snow touched my thighs, traced the soft crease where hip met belly. A thumb pressed low on my stomach. Another dragged wet soot across the inside of my leg, just above the boot line.

I was shaking now. From cold, from heat. From knowing.

They weren’t rushing anything.
They were preparing me.
Offering me.



The first man stepped forward.

I didn’t see him—my eyes still bound—but I felt him. The space shifted. The air thickened with his presence.

His scent reached me first—dark leather, pine tar, and something unmistakably male. That clean, musky undertone of a man who'd sweat into wool and smoke.
I felt it before I touched it: the heat of his cock, straining against the rough fabric inches from my face. Not yet revealed. But real. Heavy. Waiting.

He was massive. Taller than Klaus. Broader. I could hear the heaviness of his breath through the mask. Hear the crunch of his boots as he moved closer, closer, then stopped directly in front of me.

Silence.

Then, a single leather glove brushing my jaw.

I tilted my face up, instinctively.

“Schön.”
Beautiful.

The word came like a benediction.

Then fingers on the clasp of the cloak.

He opened it.
Slowly.



The air hit me like a slap—bare skin exposed to firelight and frost. My nipples tightened instantly, aching and hard. The cold kissed down my chest, between my breasts, across my stomach. I didn’t cover myself. Didn’t dare.

This was ceremony. I wasn’t Anna here. I was the Opfer.

His glove traced between my breasts, then lower.

He didn’t speak again. Just circled me slowly, the cloak falling open wider with each pass. I could hear the others too—moving in a slow, deliberate orbit. Breathing. Watching.

One of them dragged his knuckle along my spine as he passed.

Another let the back of his fingers brush the side of my breast.

A third bent close—so close I felt his breath on my ear—and murmured:

“Heiß wie Feuer. Kalt wie Schnee.”
Hot like fire. Cold like snow.

I bit my lip.

I was dripping.

Slick had already coated the insides of my thighs, warm and sticky against the snow-cooled skin. My folds throbbed, clenching uselessly on nothing. My body was begging—not with words, but with every pulse, every twitch, every breath.

And then—
A hand under my chin.
Lifting.
Guiding.

And the first man stepped fully into position.



He didn’t speak.

He let me feel him first.

The weight of him against my cheek—through fur-lined pants, still clothed. But I felt the size. The length. The thickness. My lips parted instinctively.

He didn't unzip.
Not yet.
He just let me press against him, smell him. Leather. Smoke. Musk. Male.

He held me there for a long moment, letting me ache.

Then finally stepped back.

A whisper passed around the circle—words I didn’t understand, but they felt like a verdict.

They weren’t speaking to me. But I felt their words settle on me, like warm hands, like markings I couldn’t see. Their judgment wasn’t about worth. It was about readiness.
I’d passed.
I was theirs.

The sound of a ceremonial torch flaring higher.

Klaus.

He was here.
Still silent.
Still watching.

My husband stood at the edge of the firelight, holding the flame that made me glow.
Not touching me.
Not speaking.
But offering me to the dark.

The first touch was not rough.

That surprised me.

A hand slid into my hair from behind—thick fingers, gloved in soft leather, warm from the fire. He didn’t pull. He didn’t jerk my head back.

He closed his fist at the nape of my neck and held me there.

Still.

Another man stepped in front of me. I felt him before I heard him—the heat of his body blocking the fire, the smell of wool and smoke and something sharp beneath it.

Leather creaked.
Fabric parted.

Then the weight of him pressed against my lips.

Bare now.

Heavy. Thick. Hot against the freezing air.

I gasped when the head brushed my mouth. Not pushed. Just rested there, letting me feel the size, the slick bead already forming at the tip.

My lips parted on instinct. Breath fogged between us.

The hand in my hair tightened—not painful. Absolute.

A voice, close and calm.

“Öffne.”
(Open.)

I did.

My mouth closed around him slowly. Fully. Reverently.

He filled me immediately—thick enough that my jaw stretched, lips straining wide. The taste hit hard: salt, smoke, clean male skin. I moaned, the vibration rolling down him, and the men around us shifted. Boots in snow. Breathing changing.

He didn’t thrust.

He waited.

Let me take him.

I worked my mouth down inch by inch, tongue flattened beneath him, cheeks hollowing as I sucked. Saliva spilled freely, warm at first, then cooling as it ran over my chin and onto my bare chest.

The gloved hand guided me—not forcing. Down. Up. Deeper.

“Sprich.”
(Speak.)

The man in my mouth pressed forward suddenly, the head nudging the back of my throat. I gagged, wet and helpless, swallowing around him.

“Ich diene dem Dorf.”
(I serve the village.)

The words were spoken slowly. Meant to be repeated.

I tried. Failed.

He eased back just enough.

“Lauter.”
(Louder.)

“Ich diene dem Dorf,” I gasped, lips slick, voice shaking.
(I serve the village.)

Approval rumbled through him. He began to move then—slow, controlled thrusts, fucking my mouth like it mattered. Like it meant something.

Behind me, hands took my hips.

Another man knelt close. I felt the heat of his body, the press of his thighs against my ass. Fingers slid between my legs, parted me without warning, dragged through the wetness already there.

Cold air hit me—then the blunt head of him pressed in.

No teasing.

He pushed slowly, stretching me open inch by inch. I moaned around the cock in my mouth as he seated himself fully, balls heavy against me, heat flooding deep inside.

He didn’t move.

Just stayed there.

A hand slid up my spine, smearing ash and melting snow across my shoulders, then closed around my throat—not choking. Holding.

“Ich bin die Hure des Waldes.”
(I am the whore of the forest.)

The man in my mouth thrust hard.

“Sprich.”
(Speak.)

“Ich bin die Hure des Waldes!” I cried, the words breaking as the man behind me finally began to fuck me.
(I am the whore of the forest!)

Deep. Measured. Every thrust deliberate.

My body answered him without thought—clenching, opening, taking. The circle pressed in. I felt it. Heat. Hunger. Judgment.

Approval.

Then hands grabbed my hips and lifted me.

My knees left the ground. The cloak fell open completely. Cold air hit my breasts, my stomach, my dripping cunt.

They spread my legs.

The man behind me withdrew slowly, leaving me empty and aching. Another took his place—this one standing in front of the fire.

They held me up for him.

He lifted me onto his cock, impaling me from below as the flames flickered across my body. My breasts bounced with every upward thrust, nipples aching in the cold.

I screamed.

Not from pain. Not from fear.

From the shock of how deep he was, how completely he filled me. The thrust punched the air from my lungs, pleasure blooming sharp and immediate in my belly. My toes curled inside the fur-lined boots. My fingers scrabbled at the shoulders holding me up, looking for anything to anchor myself against the dizzying heat.

Somewhere at the edge of the circle, the torch burned steady.

Klaus.

Watching.

My husband, silent and still, bearing the flame that lit my naked body as I was suspended and fucked like an offering.

He hadn’t spoken all night. Hadn’t touched me.

But I could feel him—his presence heavier than any of them. It pressed against my skin like heat from the fire, like a secret just under the surface of my trembling flesh.

Another thrust.

Harder.

The cock inside me angled just right—slamming up into the soft, pulsing center of me, making my vision go white behind the blindfold. My legs tensed, muscles locking, slick dripping freely down the shaft stretching me open.

A voice cut through the crackle of pine and flame.

“Bitte.”
(Please.)

One word.

Low. Demanding. Sacred.

Another thrust, deeper this time.

“Bitte… füll mich vor dem Schnee.”
(Please… fill me before the snow.)

I gasped—chest heaving, throat raw—but I managed to say it.

No, scream it.

“Bitte, füll mich vor dem Schnee!”

The words tore from me, desperate and loud, echoing through the clearing as the man inside me slammed upward again. My cunt clenched hard, tight, hungry, the muscles fluttering uncontrollably around him.

I felt the tension build in him.

Felt the way his grip on my thighs tightened.

The way his cock swelled—thicker, hotter, ready.

He let out a sound—guttural, sharp—and drove in one final time, burying himself deep as he came.

I felt it.

The heat of him—thick, wet pulses flooding my core, flooding my womb.

It was overwhelming.

Filling me. Stretching me. Owning me.

And I took it.

I didn’t think. I didn’t resist.

I opened for him—spasming around the spill, my own orgasm crashing over me like a wave of molten snow. My body bucked, sobbed, came hard around the cock pulsing inside me.

The circle around us let out a sound—low, primal, approving.

They had watched. They had waited.

And now they had seen her take it.

The one they’d prepared.
The one they’d judged.
The one they’d claimed.

My legs trembled violently in the hands that held me. My skin was streaked with ash, glistening with sweat and spit and thick dripping cum.

And still they didn’t let me go.

Because they were not finished.

Not even close.

I was still open.

Still kneeling.

Still theirs.

Still offered.

The fifth man was the last.

He was the biggest of them all—broad as an oak, breath steady and deep through the snarling mask. He took me standing, my back pressed against his chest, one arm banded under my breasts, the other lifting my thigh high so the circle could see every inch of him disappearing into me.

He fucked me with long, punishing strokes, each one driving the air from my lungs, each one making the cloak fall farther from my shoulders until it was nothing more than a puddle of red velvet around my boots.

I was beyond words now.
Beyond thought.

My body was theirs—open, slick, trembling.

When he came, it was with a low, guttural sound that seemed to come from the earth itself. He buried himself to the hilt and held me there, pulsing, flooding me with heat that spilled over and ran down my thighs in thick rivulets, mixing with the ash and melted snow already streaking my skin.

He pulled out slowly.

I swayed, barely held up by the arms that still supported me.

The circle was quiet.

Only the fire crackled, and the wind through the pines.



Then movement.

A flask uncorked.

The rich, spiced scent of Glühwein—warm, sweet, heady—filled the air.

They poured it slowly.

First down my chest, between my breasts, the hot red liquid cutting warm paths through the cooling cum and ash. It pooled in my navel, ran over my hips, down the insides of my thighs.

I gasped at the heat, the sudden sweetness against my raw skin.

They used fir branches—soft needles dipped in the mixture of wine and seed—to paint me.

Slow, deliberate strokes.

Across my breasts, circling my nipples until they ached.
Down my belly, tracing the line where cum still leaked from me.
Over my thighs, smearing the mess higher, deeper.

I was marked.

Anointed.

A living canvas of their blessing.



Then a voice—deep, commanding.

“Knie nieder.”

Klaus.

He was finally allowed to kneel.

I felt him before I heard him—the shift in the air, the familiar scent of his coat mixed with smoke. He sank to his knees in the snow in front of me.

His hands—trembling—settled on my thighs.

I looked down, blindfold still in place, but I knew it was him.

I could feel the shake in his fingers.
The heat of his breath against my skin.
The wetness on his cheeks as he leaned in.

He licked.

Slowly.
Reverently.

The Glühwein and seed off my thighs.

His tongue warm, careful, tasting everything they had left on me.

I heard his quiet, broken sound—half sob, half moan.



The village bell began to toll midnight.

Deep, resonant notes rolling through the valley.

One.
Two.
Three.

With each toll, Klaus licked higher, closer, cleaning me with his mouth while the men watched in silence.

Ten.
Eleven.
Twelve.

The final note hung in the air.

A Krampus knelt beside me—close enough that his mask brushed my ear.

His voice was a whisper, intimate and devastating.

“Er hat dich gebracht… damit wir dich nehmen können.”
(He brought you… so we could take you.)

The words sank into me like the heat of the fire.
Like the weight of their seed inside me.
Like Klaus’s tongue on my skin.

I didn’t speak.

I didn’t need to.

I understood.

This was the ritual.
This was the offering.

And I had been given freely.
Willingly.
Completely.

The fire crackled higher.
The snow fell softer.

And in the silence after the bells, I felt Klaus’s hands tighten on my thighs—

Not in protest.

In worship.

The night was not over.

But the blessing was complete.

The circle broke slowly.

No one spoke.

The men adjusted their masks, pulled coats closed, stamped snow from their boots. The fire was banked low now, embers glowing like watchful eyes.

I stood in the center, naked except for the red cloak hanging open around my shoulders, cum freezing in slow rivulets down my thighs. My body felt heavy, used, sacred. Marked with ash and seed and Glühwein, skin tingling from cold and heat alike.

One of them—the oldest, I think—stepped forward and fastened the cloak at my throat again.

Not to cover me.

Just to hold it in place for the walk.

He didn’t look at my face.

None of them did anymore.

They had taken what was offered.

The ritual was complete.



Klaus appeared at my side, torch extinguished, the metal head still warm in his gloved hand. He didn’t touch me. Just fell in behind as the first Krampus took my elbow—gentle, but firm—and guided me out of the clearing.

We walked back through the village in silence.

Snow crunched under my boots and their heavier steps.

The cloak fluttered open with every gust of wind, letting the cold bite my bare skin again. Cum that had been warm inside me now cooled and stiffened on my thighs, cracking slightly when I moved.

I felt it with every step.

A reminder.
A brand.

My cunt flexed involuntarily as I walked—squishy, wet, loose from the five of them. It felt swollen, red and raw inside, stretched in ways I’d never been before. Each clench sent a fresh trickle of their mixed seed leaking out, warm at first against my skin, then freezing in the air.

The sensation was filthy, intimate—my body still pulsing with aftershocks, still holding onto what they’d given me. I was sore, aching deep, but it wasn’t pain. It was fullness. Completion. Like my womb was humming, alive with their blessing.

Villagers watched from windows or doorways as we passed—old women in shawls, men with pipes, a few children pressed to glass.

They didn’t stare.

They nodded.

Once.
Twice.

Like this was expected.
Like they’d all known.
Like every year, someone was chosen.

And this year, it was me.

Klaus walked three steps behind, carrying the dead torch like a penitent.

I didn’t look back at him.

I didn’t need to.

I felt his eyes on me the entire way.



The inn door opened as we approached—the innkeeper, an older woman with grey hair pinned tight, held it wide without a word.

We climbed the creaking stairs.

The guest room was warm—fire rebuilt while we were gone, oil lamp turned low, red linens turned down on the bed.

The Krampus men stopped at the threshold.

One by one, they inclined their heads—not to Klaus.

To me.

Then they were gone.

The door closed softly behind them.



Klaus set the torch in the corner.

I let the cloak fall.

It pooled at my feet like spilled blood.

I stood naked in the firelight, body streaked and glistening, thighs sticky and cold.

He looked at me for the first time all night.

Really looked.

Eyes wet.
Breath shaking.
Cock hard inside his trousers.

He didn’t speak.

Just sank to his knees on the furs by the hearth, pulled me down gently, laid me on my back.

His hands trembled as they spread my legs.

He stroked himself slowly—once, twice—eyes never leaving the mess between my thighs.

Reliving every moment.
Every man.
Every thrust.
Every load.

I watched him.

Watched my husband jerk off to the sight of what they’d done to me.

And when he came—silent, shuddering, spilling over his fist onto the furs—I reached down, touched his cheek.

My voice was hoarse, raw from screaming.

“Next year…” I whispered. “I want more Krampus.”

He closed his eyes.

A single tear tracked down his cheek.



The village bells jingled faintly in the distance—soft, festive, innocent.

The fire crackled.

And on my inner thigh, in the golden light, a final drop of cum caught the flame and glistened.

Like a promise.
Like a seal.

The ritual was over.

But we both knew it had only just begun.

Later that night—or maybe it was early morning, time blurred in the firelight—I slipped from the bed while Klaus slept fitfully beside me.

My body was a map of aches—thighs bruised from grips, cunt still loose and tender, nipples raw from the cold and the branches.

I padded naked to the washroom, the stone floor cold as a slap under my feet.

The door clicked shut behind me.

I leaned against it for a moment, shaking legs barely holding me up.

The mirror was fogged from the lingering heat, but I didn’t wipe it.
Didn’t want to see myself yet.

I sat on the edge of the porcelain toilet—cold tiles biting into my ass—and finally let go.

The urge had been building since the circle—hours of cold air on my skin, arousal clenching everything tight, penetration after penetration pressing on my bladder, the Glühwein warming my belly like liquid fire.

It came in a rush—hot, endless, mixing with the last remnants of their seed still leaking from me.

The sound was raunchy, echoing off the stone walls—splashing, relieving, filthy.

I bit my lip, thighs quivering, as my body released it all.

Not just urine.
But the pressure.
The fullness.
The proof.

I was empty now.

Clean.

But not really.

Because even as I wiped—slow, careful, feeling the slick mess between my legs—I knew.

Their blessing was already taking root.

And next year, I’d beg for more.
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Confession Three - Wiener Mischung (Viennese Mix)

We arrived just before seven, snow still clinging to the velvet trim of my coat.

The restaurant was hidden behind an unmarked door on a quiet side street near the Hofburg—no signage, just a burnished brass knocker and an old carriage lantern glowing above the entrance. Inside, it felt like stepping back into another century. Low ceilings. Worn wood beams. Candlelight flickering on etched glass. The kind of place you only get into by knowing someone who knows someone.

Thomas looked uncomfortable from the moment we walked in.

He was overdressed in that stiff German way—navy suit, high collar, no tie, posture rigid like he was bracing for critique. He kept checking his watch even though we weren’t late.

I wore something tighter than usual.

A black satin dress with long sleeves and a high slit. Silk stockings clipped to a garter belt. Black heels. My coat stayed on until we were led down a stone staircase to a private salon—just one room, one long table, and one high window that looked down onto a glass corridor carved through the wine cellar.

The door clicked shut behind us.

“Guten Abend,” said a voice behind us. Deep. Warm. Perfect Hochdeutsch, with a soft Austrian undertone.

We turned.

The chef—Michel—was already in the room.

He stood at the far end of the tasting table, tall and broad-shouldered, dressed not in whites, but in a deep charcoal suit with the sleeves rolled back to his forearms. His skin was the color of dark roasted chestnut, smooth and luminous against the dim candlelight. Clean-shaven. Sharp jaw. Black hair cropped close, temples lightly graying.

He had the build of someone who used to fight. Or still could.

“My name is Michel,” he said. “Born in Graz. Trained in Lyon. And tonight… I serve only you.”

He didn’t shake hands.

He just gestured for us to sit.

Before we did, the second man appeared.

“Evening,” he said in English, with a wide American grin. “Ethan. I’ll be handling your wine tonight.”

He was tall, too—maybe even taller than Michel—but leaner. Lighter skin, honey-toned, with a mess of dark curls and a voice that was both casual and precise. His blazer was wine-colored velvet. He wore no tie, just an open white shirt, two buttons undone.

Thomas nodded politely, said nothing.

I sat opposite him, across the table, and for a moment both men looked only at me.

Ethan poured the first glass—a Grüner Veltliner, pale and floral—and handed it to me first, not Thomas.

I felt their eyes on me before the first pour.

I’m not young — forty-two this winter — but I take care of myself. German skin, pale and tight. High cheekbones. Soft jaw. A body trained by regular Yoga and cold water swims — lean, but curved where it matters. My breasts sit high, even without a bra. My ass fills out the back of the dress the way men always look for when they think you’re not watching.

And they were watching.

Not crudely. Not yet. But the silence said more than words.

Michel set down the amuse-bouche: a single smoked oyster on black rye with crème fraîche and horseradish snow. He explained the preparation in German, but Ethan interrupted with a smile.

“She doesn’t need the full breakdown,” he said, eyes on me. “Just tell her it’s meant to open the mouth.”

Michel’s smile was small. But he didn’t object.

I took the bite slowly. The cold smoke, the brine, the rush of horseradish melting against the cream—it was beautiful. Bright. Clean. I closed my eyes, swallowed, and heard one of them—maybe Ethan—exhale softly.

We moved on to the next course. Then the next.

And with each pairing, the mood shifted.

Ethan poured deliberately now, holding the bottle high, letting the stream snake into my glass before moving to Thomas. He spoke about legs, about finish, about lingering notes that needed warmth to rise. Michel added phrases in German—precise, elegant, old-world phrases that could have belonged to a maître d’ or a dominator.

They weren’t looking at Thomas anymore.

They spoke to each other, using me as the bridge.

At one point, Ethan leaned close to me across the table and said, “What does your husband prefer? Bold flavors, or… more delicate finishes?”

I glanced at Thomas. He gave a nervous chuckle, unsure if it was a joke.

I didn’t answer.

Michel stepped forward, hands folded behind his back, and asked in a voice low enough that it felt like a secret:

“Gehorchen Sie Ihrem Ehemann, Frau Clara? Oder kosten Sie, was Sie begehren?”
Do you obey your husband, Frau Clara? Or do you taste what you desire?

The air shifted.

Thomas shifted, too.

He opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Maybe he meant to laugh. Maybe he expected me to laugh. I didn’t.

I met Michel’s eyes and held them.

Then, without fanfare, Michel walked to the door and turned the lock.

Ethan moved to the window, drew the curtain across with one slow tug of his fingers.

Michel stepped back behind me.

I heard his voice again—closer this time, right by my ear.

“Would you stand, Clara?”

I did.

Without looking at Thomas. Without asking permission. Without hesitation.

I stood.

And I didn’t sit down again that night.

The second course arrived with a new wine and a shift in atmosphere.

It was a venison tartare—raw, rich, studded with capers and smoked beet, balanced with a single quail egg yolk. Red on red, glossed with oil, plated with intention. Michel laid it before me wordlessly, while Ethan poured a Blaufränkisch into my glass.

“Wild,” Ethan said, swirling his own. “Muscular. Deep notes of forest and iron.”

He didn’t look at the plate.
He looked at me.

“Powerful, but not overpowering,” Michel added. “A wine that reminds you it’s still alive in your mouth. Until you swallow.”

They both watched me as I took the first bite. The meat was cold, clean, primal. I let it sit on my tongue, then lifted the glass and took a slow sip.

“Perfect,” I said softly.

Neither man responded. Not with words.

But I felt it. The moment their attention shifted entirely—away from the food, away from Thomas—onto me.

Ethan leaned back in his chair, letting his eyes trail from my face to my collarbone, to where the silk of my dress curved over my breasts. He didn’t disguise it. His gaze was open, appreciative, American.

Michel remained still, but I felt his eyes settle on my mouth.

The candlelight flickered.

The next course came with roasted root vegetables—carrots, parsnip, and salsify, plated like sculpture, drizzled in a reduction so dark it looked almost black. Ethan poured the next glass, a deep, inky red.

“Texture is everything,” he said. “A little sweetness. But what matters most is the finish.”

He swirled his glass slowly.
“Lingering… smooth… or something that bites back?”

“I enjoy both,” I said, barely above a whisper.

Thomas cleared his throat.

Michel turned to him with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

“And you, Herr Thomas? Do you prefer your flavors predictable? Or do you let your wife choose for you?”

Thomas tried to laugh.

“I think she’s enjoying herself,” he said.

I didn’t correct him.

I didn’t smile.

Michel set his fork down. “In Austria,” he said, “we appreciate restraint. We value form. Stillness. Timing. A woman who knows how to wait. How to hold herself in tension.”

Ethan smiled. “In America, we like to know what’s real. What’s raw. We want the whole body—mess, sweat, noise. No translation needed.”

Their eyes never left me.

“She is the dish,” Ethan said. “Every flavor already on the table.”

Michel nodded slowly. “We taste. We compare. We understand.”

The silence that followed was thick. Candlewax pooled onto the linen. Outside the window, snow began to drift, catching in the soft glow of the cellar lights.

The third course was brought in on a smaller plate—just a single, golden pastry. Flaky, blistered, shaped like a folded tongue. A thin stream of honey glistened along the edge.

Michel stepped forward and placed it directly in front of me.

He didn’t say anything at first. He just looked at me.

Then he leaned in, slowly, until his voice was low enough that I could feel it along my jaw:

“Gehorchen Sie Ihrem Ehemann, Frau Clara?”
“Do you obey your husband, Frau Clara?”

A beat.

“Oder kosten Sie, was Sie begehren?”
“Or do you taste what you desire?”

Thomas gave an awkward chuckle, waiting for me to respond.

I didn’t.

I looked at Michel.

Held his gaze.

And felt the honey in that little pastry start to slide, slow and golden, down the curve of the crust.

Michel stood up straight.

Without a word, he walked to the door and turned the iron latch until it clicked. Locked.

Ethan moved to the tall velvet curtain at the window and, with one fluid motion, drew it closed.

The room darkened.

Michel came to stand behind me. I could feel his presence—tall, commanding, grounded. Not touching me, not yet. But there.

Ethan stepped closer to the table, glass still in hand.

“Clara,” Michel said, voice smooth but firm, “please stand.”

It wasn’t a question.

Thomas made a small sound in his throat.

I didn’t look at him.

I stood.

The silk of my dress fell smooth along my thighs, brushing my knees as I rose. My heels scraped faintly against the flagstone floor.

Michel reached for the tasting chair I’d been sitting in and pulled it away, clearing the space behind me.

Ethan watched with a curious, quiet smile.

“You’re already perfect,” he said softly. “We just want to savor you properly.”

Michel moved closer behind me.

And I felt it—that hush that comes just before you’re touched. That weight of knowing. Of being chosen.

I stood perfectly still.

And I waited to be served.

I stood there, the silk of my dress whispering against my skin as I rose, the sound barely audible over the crackle of the candle flames. Michel’s presence behind me was a wall of heat—tall, solid, unyielding. Ethan watched from across the table, his smile fading into something sharper, more intent.

Thomas made another small sound—a half-choke, half-question—but I didn’t look at him. I couldn’t. The air in the room had thickened, turned viscous, like honey poured slow.

Michel’s voice came from behind me, low and steady.

“Clara,” he said again, “please remove the dress.”

It wasn’t a request. It was an expectation.

My hands moved before my mind caught up—fingers finding the zipper at the nape of my neck, pulling it down with a soft rasp that echoed in the locked room. The satin parted cool against my back, exposing the line of my spine, the clasp of my garter belt, the black lace of my stockings clipped high on my thighs.

I shrugged my shoulders, let the dress slide down my arms, past the garter straps, over my hips until it puddled at my feet like spilled ink.

I stepped out of it.

Stockings stayed on—black silk, sheer enough that the candlelight caught the faint shadow of muscle beneath, clipped high to the garter belt that framed my bare pussy like intention rather than accident. The straps lay flat against my thighs, taut, precise. Deliberate.

No bra.

My breasts sat high and full, the satin having held them in place all evening, nipples a soft pale pink, already tightening in the cooler air now that the dress was gone. The faint draft from behind the curtain brushed over my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms, my ribs, the tops of my thighs.

I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with nudity.
Exposed because I was standing.
Because I was still.
Because I hadn’t been told to cover myself—and I hadn’t tried.

The collar at my throat felt suddenly heavier. Cool metal against warm skin. A reminder. A marker.

Michel didn’t touch me.
He didn’t need to.

I could feel his attention like pressure, like hands hovering an inch from my body without ever making contact. His gaze moved slowly, methodically—over my shoulders, down the line of my spine, lingering where the curve of my waist gave way to my hips. Lower. Over the back of my thighs. The narrow strip of bare skin between stocking and garter that felt suddenly obscene under his eyes.

He took his time.

Ethan circled the table, unhurried, his steps quiet on the stone floor. When he stopped in front of me, he was close enough that I could smell him properly now—the wine on his breath, yes, but also something warmer beneath it. Skin. Heat. Anticipation.

His eyes were different from Michel’s.
Open. Curious. Appreciative in a way that made no effort to hide itself.

“Jesus,” he said softly, almost to himself.

I didn’t react. Didn’t shift my weight. Didn’t cross my arms or turn away. I let them look. Let the silence stretch until it felt intentional.

Behind me, Michel finally moved.

His hands settled on my shoulders—broad palms, warm, solid. The contact was grounding, unmistakable. Not a caress. Not yet. Just possession. He adjusted me a fraction of an inch, aligning my body with the table as if I were part of the setting now, another element to be arranged.

His thumbs pressed lightly, testing. Measuring.

I felt my breath change.

“Good,” he murmured, not to me exactly—more like confirming something to himself.

Ethan’s gaze dropped lower, following the line of my body down to where the garter belt cut cleanly across my hips, to the space between my thighs. His jaw tightened slightly. He said nothing.

Michel leaned in just enough that his voice brushed the shell of my ear.

“Bend forward,” he said.

I did.

Palms flat on the linen tablecloth, breasts pressing against the fabric, ass presented to the room. The table was cool against my skin, a contrast to the flush heating my chest.

They undressed slowly.

Not just casually, but deliberately — like a performance meant for me alone.

Ethan went first. He stepped back, unbuttoned his blazer with a practiced flick of his wrists, then shrugged it off his shoulders. His white shirt clung slightly to his chest — the kind of sculpted, lean torso that came from years of private trainers and high-altitude gyms. As he opened each button, I saw the flex of his pecs, the cut of his abs, a faint trail of hair leading down into the waistband of his trousers.

He held my gaze as he slid the shirt off and let it fall over a nearby chair. His chest was honey-toned and smooth, skin gleaming softly in the candlelight, nipples tight with arousal. He toed off his shoes, undid his belt with a slow clink of the buckle, and unzipped his pants — one hand slipping inside to adjust himself before letting them fall.

His boxer briefs were already bulging.

Thick. Prominent. The fabric stretched tight over a wide, heavy shape that left nothing to the imagination. Even before he revealed himself, I could see the outline — not just long, but broad at the base, the kind of cock that would make your jaw ache and your cunt pulse just thinking about it.

He didn’t rush the reveal.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband, peeled the briefs down slowly. The head emerged first — dark pink, already glistening with arousal. Then the shaft — veined, heavy, curved slightly upward like it was built to hit places that made women tremble.

My breath caught.

Ethan’s cock wasn’t just thick — it was pretty. A polished kind of obscene. Porn-star smooth, with a slow pulse that made it twitch once as it fully emerged. He stepped out of the briefs, completely nude now, body taut and ready, cock angled toward me like an offering.

Then Michel moved.

His pace was slower. More deliberate. Like a man used to being watched, and never questioned.

He slipped his suit jacket off with quiet precision and folded it neatly over the chair. His shirt was already rolled to the forearms — strong, corded muscles beneath dark skin — but he unbuttoned it anyway, slowly revealing a torso that made my throat tighten.

Michel was power in stillness. His chest was wide, deeply muscled, with a dusting of dark hair and shoulders that looked like they’d been carved from stone. Not gym-cut like Ethan, but dense. Functional. Massive.

He bent at the waist to unlace his shoes, his back flexing with coiled strength, then straightened and unfastened his belt. There was no show in it — but there didn’t need to be. He let the trousers fall, then peeled down a pair of snug black boxer-briefs.

And fuck.

Where Ethan was thick and sleek, Michel was thicker. Longer. Utterly unapologetic.

His cock hung low between his legs — darker than the rest of him, thick as my wrist at the base, uncut and beautiful. It wasn’t even fully hard yet, and still it looked like it would split me open. Heavy. Veined. The kind of cock that made a woman brace herself before she even spread her legs.

I felt myself clench just looking at it.

They stood there—two men, both fully nude, both hardening by the second, both different in their perfection.

Both of them—Ethan with his gleaming girth, Michel with that impossibly thick, uncut length—made Thomas look almost delicate by comparison. Not inadequate, just... civilized. And I was past craving civility.

My mouth watered.

My pussy pulsed.

And I was still bent over the table, breasts dragging slightly on the linen, cunt glistening and exposed, the air cool against my soaked folds.

Ethan stepped forward.

He cupped my jaw, gentle but firm, lifting my face to his.

His cock was right there now—throbbing, inches from my lips.

“Open for me, Clara,” he said, his voice lower now, full of something reverent.

I did.

My lips parted, and he brushed the head across them—slick with precum, warm and velvet-soft. He eased in slowly, the wide crown forcing my mouth open wider, sliding over my tongue inch by inch.

He groaned softly as he filled me—deeper, thicker—until I could feel the stretch in my jaw and the pressure in my throat. One hand cradled the back of my head, the other resting against my cheek as he rocked his hips forward in teasing thrusts.

I moaned around him—needing more.

Michel behind me—bare hands gripping my hips, wide palms like brands against my skin.

His touch wasn’t tentative. It was ownership. A silent statement made flesh.

I could feel every inch of him—his chest radiating heat, the strength in his thighs brushing mine as he adjusted my position. He nudged my feet further apart with the inside of his boot, spreading me wider, baring me more obscenely on the tasting table.

The linen beneath my belly was damp with sweat and spit. My knees trembled in their stockings, heels barely balanced on the edge of the Oriental rug, back arched, arms slack.

I was his to open.

He exhaled behind me, and I felt it—warm breath over my lower back, like the sigh of a god surveying his altar.

Then—contact.

A single finger slid between my ass cheeks, slow and purposeful, dragging down until it reached my slit. He didn’t rush. He parted me with practiced precision, spreading the slick folds with nothing but pressure and patience.

He found me soaked.

"Schon so nass," he said softly. Already this wet.

Then in English, a murmur of satisfied certainty:
“You want this.”

I whimpered, unable to form words. My hips twitched back involuntarily, seeking more.

He gave it.

One thick finger pushed inside me—then two.

The stretch was immediate. No teasing. No hesitation.

Then three.

His fingers curled deep, blunt knuckles pressing into the soft, molten ache inside me, pulling a sharp cry from my throat. It echoed in the heavy silence of the cellar, between the candle flames and the polished oak.

I writhed on the table, pushing back against his hand, greedy for more.

But just as suddenly, he pulled away.

A whimper escaped me at the sudden emptiness.

Then—heat.

The head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

Heavy. Blunt. Wide.

He didn’t ask. Didn’t wait for permission. Just leaned in—his body inexorable—and pushed.

The thick head breached me, spreading me inch by unrelenting inch.

I gasped, forehead pressing hard into the table, lips parted in a soundless moan.

My cunt stretched tight around him, muscles clenching, trying to resist and welcome him all at once. The pain was exquisite. The fullness unbearable.

He didn’t stop.

Every inch was claimed slowly, with devastating care, until he was buried to the root.

I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think.

“God…” I gasped—and then Ethan pushed his cock back into my mouth.

Warm, velvety, pulsing with need. The salt of his precum kissed my tongue as he slid past my lips, deep into my throat.

And then it began.

Michel behind me—his cock dragging long and slow inside my cunt, stroking that trembling wall that made my knees give out.

His rhythm was brutal in its control—deep, punishing, inexorable.

Ethan in front of me—one hand knotted in my hair, the other cupping my chin as he fucked my mouth like a delicacy, guiding his length with precision past my lips, letting me feel every vein, every twitch.

I was nothing but holes—used, filled, pleasured, claimed.

Their voices wrapped around me.

“Das ist, was Europa tun kann,” Michel groaned above me, voice ragged. This is what Europe can do.

Ethan chuckled, his breath hot as he thrust slow and deep.
“You feel that? Black Austria, baby. Stretching you out like you deserve.”

Michel drove forward with a growl.
“Open wider for the world, Clara.”

I did.

I opened my body to them, let them fill me—front and back—until I was nothing but wet, gagging pleasure.

Michel’s cock slammed into me again and again, balls slapping against my clit with every impact. The sound was obscene—wet, rhythmic, echoing off wine barrels and glass.

Ethan grunted as he bottomed out in my throat, then pulled back, saliva stringing between us.

My nose buried in his pubic bone. My cheeks flushed with tears.

I was shaking.

My body was unraveling—shattering from the inside out.

And beneath me, behind the glass…

Thomas.

I couldn’t see him. But I knew.

Knew the precise angle his head would tilt. The tight grip of his hand inside his trousers. The way his eyes would go wide as he watched Michel split me open while Ethan silenced my moans with cock.

That image tipped me over.

I came.

My cunt clenched tight around Michel’s cock—pulsing, rippling, spasming in waves of wet, messy climax.

I moaned around Ethan, gagging, crying, unable to stop the tremor that shook me from knees to scalp.

Michel let out a raw, guttural sound.

His rhythm faltered—then surged.

Rougher. Deeper.

“Jetzt… Clara… jetzt…”

Michel’s voice broke on the last word.

His hands tightened on my hips, fingers digging into flesh hard enough to bruise, anchoring me in place as his rhythm shattered. The control he’d held so precisely finally snapped—his hips stuttering, then driving forward in short, desperate thrusts.

I felt it.

The pulse.

The thick, undeniable surge of him emptying inside me—hot, heavy, deep enough that my breath caught painfully in my chest. My cunt clenched hard around his cock, spasming, greedily milking every drop as he groaned low and animal behind me.

He stayed buried.

For a long second, neither of us moved.

I could feel his cock still twitching inside me, oversensitive now, slick and swollen, held tight by my trembling body as his release continued in slow, molten waves. The warmth spread outward, leaking from me almost immediately—down my inner thighs, soaking into the silk of my stockings.

My knees nearly buckled.

In front of me, Ethan let out a sharp breath as he pulled free from my mouth. My lips felt swollen, sensitive, still buzzing from the stretch of him. A thin string of spit connected us for a heartbeat before it snapped, trailing down my chin.

He stroked himself once.

Twice.

His jaw tightened. His hand moved faster.

And then he came.

Hot streams struck my tongue first—salty, thick—then splashed across my lips, my cheek, my chin, sliding down onto my breasts. One stripe caught at the corner of my mouth; another streaked across my lower lip and dripped slowly, obscenely, onto the table beneath me.

It felt deliberate.

Like marking.

Like a flag planted on conquered ground.

I opened my mouth instinctively, tongue lifting, catching what I could—swallowing everything that landed there—while the rest cooled on my skin, sticky and undeniable evidence of what I’d been used for.

Ethan exhaled a quiet, satisfied sound as he finished, watching me take it.

Michel finally pulled out.

Slow.

Wet.

The absence was immediate and aching. My cunt fluttered uselessly around nothing, a faint whine slipping from my throat as his cock slid free. His cum spilled after it, thick and pearly, dripping down my thighs in slow trails.

I sagged forward over the table, arms shaking, forehead resting against cool wood.

My breathing came in ragged pulls. My chest heaved. My entire body throbbed—overstimulated, spent, open.

I could feel everything.

The slick between my legs.
The mess on my face.
The soreness already blooming deep inside me.

Behind the glass below, Thomas was still there.

I couldn’t see him—but I felt him.

Felt his eyes locked on my ruined body. Felt the frantic pace of his hand as he watched his wife drip with another man’s release, streaked and marked and left open on a tasting table like an offering.

I imagined his mouth slightly open.
His knuckles white.
The disbelief etched into his face as he realized I hadn’t been gentle. I hadn’t been spared.

I’d been taken.

No one spoke.

The candles flickered. Wine breathed quietly in their decanters. The room smelled of sex layered over oak and wax and old stone.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t clean myself.

Didn’t cover a thing.

The door remained locked.

And somewhere behind me, I knew Michel and Ethan were already watching—assessing, deciding, savoring the aftermath.

Because this wasn’t an ending.

It was a pause.

The tasting wasn’t over.

I stayed bent over the table, thighs shaking, cum leaking down my legs in slow, warm trails that cooled fast against my skin. My breath came in ragged pulls, chest heaving, breasts dragging slightly on the linen with every inhale.
The taste of Ethan lingered on my tongue—salty, thick, mixed with the faint sweetness of the last wine he’d poured.

Michel’s hand settled on the small of my back—broad, steady, possessive.
He didn’t speak. Just pressed me down a fraction more, arching my back deeper, presenting me again.

Ethan stepped around to my front, cock still half-hard, glistening from my mouth. He cupped my chin, lifted my face.

“Open again, Clara.”

I did.

Michel moved behind me first this time.
I felt his cock—thick, heavy, already hardening again—press against my lips from the front.
He guided it in slow, letting me taste the mix of my own arousal and his earlier release still on him.

I moaned around him, the vibration making him swell instantly.

Behind me, Ethan—already rock-hard again—nudged my entrance.
He pushed in with one smooth thrust, filling my cunt completely, stretching me around his girth while Michel filled my mouth.

They took turns.

Not like men taking turns with a toy.

No.
This was practiced. Precise. Almost reverent.

Michel took my mouth first, guiding his cock past my lips with slow, deliberate pressure. His girth filled my mouth completely, heavy on my tongue, tasting of wine and me and him. He moved deep, then deeper, until my lips pressed to his base, my throat tight and fluttering around him. His fingers stroked my cheek almost gently.

Ethan filled my cunt at the same time—his cock pushing in hard, fast, slick from the wine and wetness already flooding me. I cried out around Michel, the sound a thick gurgle in my throat. My hips bucked as Ethan bottomed out, balls slapping softly against me with every thrust.

They moved together.
Rhythmic. Relentless.
Two tides crashing inside me from opposite ends.

Then they switched.

Ethan slid free, his cock trailing slick between my thighs. He circled to the front, the tip brushing my lips as I gasped for breath.

Michel moved behind me, his cock still wet from my throat, now pressing against my entrance.

He thrust in deep—slow, grinding strokes that made me sob, each one somehow fuller than the last.

Ethan fed me his cock as I opened again—mouth still raw from Michel’s earlier use, tongue eager to take more.

Their voices—low, breathy, commanding—wrapped around me.

“Eins,” Michel said, pulling nearly all the way out of my cunt.
“One,” Ethan echoed, pushing into my mouth.
“Zwei…”
“Two…”
“Three…”
“Vier…”

The counting continued—numbers in German and English, matching thrusts, like an obscene duet.

I tried to keep up.

“Eins… zwei… three… four…”

My voice cracked. The words came broken, gasped around cock and breath and moans. My lips were raw, throat sore, pussy stretched wide and slick.

My hair stuck to my face, plastered with sweat.
Lipstick gone—replaced by streaks of spit and red wine across my chin.
My body a canvas.
My holes in use.

They poured more wine.

Michel tilted the bottle above my back, letting the dark red cascade over me like molten silk. It flowed down my spine, between the valley of my ass cheeks, pooling where my body met Ethan’s.

Ethan licked it.

Hot tongue tracing cool wine.
Over my spine. My ass. The backs of my thighs.
He lapped between my legs—tasting me where I was stretched open, where Michel had fucked me raw just moments before.

Then they switched again.

Michel licked the wine from my breasts—mouth open, hungry—his teeth scraping softly at my nipples as he sucked them hard.

Ethan poured more down my belly, watching it drip toward my mound before lapping it up, licking the mixture of alcohol, sweat, and sex from every inch.

And then… they both dropped to their knees.

The shift was seamless, like a well-rehearsed dance they’d performed a hundred times before—though I knew, in some distant part of my mind, that this was for me alone.

Michel moved first, his broad frame lowering with that controlled grace, knees hitting the flagstone floor on one side of me. Ethan mirrored him on the other, his leaner body folding down with a hungry urgency.

I was still bent over the table, chest heaving, thighs trembling, the slick mess of their earlier releases cooling on my skin. My cunt felt swollen, loose, pulsing with aftershocks—red and raw inside, stretched and sensitive in a way that made every small movement send sparks through me.

They spread my legs wider without asking.

Michel’s hands—strong, callused—gripped my thighs from behind, thumbs digging into the soft flesh just below my ass, holding me open. Ethan’s fingers joined from the front, parting my folds gently but firmly, exposing me completely to the cool air and their gazes.

Then their mouths descended.

Together at first—tongues meeting in the middle, lapping at the combined mess leaking from me. The sensation was overwhelming: two hot, wet tongues sliding through cum and wine and my own arousal, tasting everything they’d left inside me.

Michel took the lead from behind, his face buried deep between my cheeks. He ate me like a man famished after days without food—slow at first, savoring, tongue plunging into my pussy with long, deliberate strokes, pushing through the thick seed still oozing out. He groaned against me, the vibration rumbling through my core, his nose pressed to my skin as he devoured me like the richest dessert he’d been denied for too long.

Ethan was rougher, hungrier from the front—sucking my clit into his mouth, teeth grazing just enough to make me jerk, tongue flicking fast and relentless while his fingers held me open. He ate like a boy finally allowed at the table after starving—messy, eager, face slick and shining as he lapped up wine and cum and me.

I writhed between them, hands clawing at the tablecloth, moans turning to whimpers. The pressure built fast—too much, too soon after everything.

My body tensed.
Muscles clenched.

And then it happened.

A loud, wet fart escaped from my ass—uncontrolled, shameless, the result of hours of rich food, wine, arousal, and the deep penetration pressing on everything inside me. The sound echoed off the stone walls—raunchy, unmistakable.

I froze, face burning with sudden shame.

After eating so much luxurious fare—the venison, the pastry, the endless wine—it was natural, something I would have discreetly squeezed out and hidden if I’d been clothed, composed, in polite company. But now—naked, spread wide, body already pushed to its limits—it was an involuntary release, both the orgasm building and the fart slipping out together in one humiliating rush.

I tensed, mortified.

But Michel only groaned deeper, his breath hot against my skin.
He didn’t pull away.
He kissed me there—right on the spot, open-mouthed, worshipful.

“Perfekt,” he whispered reverently, voice thick with lust. “So real. So dirty. Meine kleine österreichische Hure… dein Arsch ist alles.”

He kissed my ass again—deeper this time, tongue tracing the sensitive ring, unashamed, turned on by what I’d released.

Thomas had never bothered with my “expulsions”—he’d always pretended they didn’t happen, or gently suggested I excuse myself. It was polite, loving, but distant.

This was novelty.
Not just the act—but the worship of it.

This man—Michel—wasn’t pretending I was still polished, still pristine, still a lady to be protected from her own body. He wasn’t recoiling from the mess, the sounds, the smell. He was inhaling it. Groaning into it. Treating every part of me—especially the parts I’d been taught to hide—as holy.

His tongue circled my rim again, slower now, like he was savoring it. Like it was a vintage wine he hadn’t expected to find in the cellar. He licked me open like a priest taking communion—sacramental, reverent, obscene.

And I—
I let him.

I pushed back against his mouth, presenting myself completely. I wanted him inside me, wanted him to taste not just what he and Ethan had done to me, but what I had become—this raw, shameless, feral thing.

Ethan’s tongue never stopped. He fucked my pussy with his mouth like it owed him something, like he’d earned the right to keep going even past the edge of release. His fingers curled inside me, found that place that made me twitch, made me gush. The slick sound of it echoed obscenely in the vaulted room.

Another orgasm hit—violent and wet.

I cried out, body seizing, thighs locking. My juices sprayed against Ethan’s jaw, sticky and hot, and he groaned like he’d been rewarded.

Still, they didn’t stop.

Michel shifted positions, and suddenly it was Ethan behind me again—hungrier, rougher, devouring my ass like he’d been waiting for his turn. His stubble scraped my skin. He moaned into me, filthy, beautiful sounds that made my spine arch.

Michel knelt between my thighs now—his face calm, focused, tongue sharp and merciless. He worked my clit like it was a puzzle he’d mastered years ago, fingers plunging into my pussy with precision, curling perfectly. Like he knew the shape of me already. Like my body was his kitchen and he’d cooked this exact recipe before.

My mind blanked.
I stopped speaking.
Only noise poured out of me—breathy, slurred, helpless.

Another orgasm slammed through me—sharp as lightning. My vision went white. I felt myself gush again, a hot, trembling release that soaked Michel’s hand and the tablecloth beneath me.

They didn’t pause.
They flipped me instead.

Rough but careful hands turned me onto my back, legs falling open like a broken marionette. My chest rose and fell in quick bursts, nipples flushed, belly streaked with wine and sweat. My thighs glistened. I was ruined, and they weren’t finished.

Ethan climbed up first—his cock hard again, glistening with my spit and his own cum from earlier. I reached for him blindly, guided him to my soaked entrance, sank down onto him with a slow, desperate whimper.

The stretch, the heat, the weight of him filled me.

And then Michel was there too—his hands spreading my ass, thumbs parting me like a lover, like a butcher, like both. I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my back hole. I winced, then moaned, then begged.

He pushed in—slow, controlled, devastating.

The burn made me bite my lip until it bled.
The fullness made me cry out his name.

Double-stuffed, impaled, spread to my limits.

They moved in rhythm—opposite strokes, one in as the other pulled out. Deep, punishing, coordinated like two men who knew exactly how to make a woman come undone.

My hands fisted the linen. My back arched. My mouth fell open. I was lost.

“Ich bin die Mischung…” I whispered hoarsely.
I am the mix…

Black. White.
American. European.

“Schwarz… weiß… amerikanisch… europäisch…”

They both groaned at that.

Their pace changed—more urgent, more brutal.
I took every inch, every thrust, every filthy sound they made.

And then—

I turned my head.

Through the slit in the velvet curtain—Thomas.

Pressed against the glass.

His expression—wrecked.
His mouth parted.
His cock soft now… but glistening, spent, still in his hand.

He’d come.
Not inside me. Not near me.
Just from watching.

He had watched me get taken.
Split open.
Filled again and again.

His cultured wife, his Clara, stretched around two strangers, dripping from three different mouths, used like a vessel of pleasure and culture and surrender.

The sight shattered me.

I came again—loud, shaking, raw.

My cunt clamped around Ethan.
My ass clenched on Michel.
My whole body spasmed.

They followed.

Ethan came first—grunting, cock pulsing deep inside me as I milked him.
Michel just growled—one hard thrust and then another as he emptied into my ass.

The sounds we made—inhuman, primal, holy.

When it was over, I collapsed between them.

My legs splayed open, heels dangling.
My belly sticky with wine.
My skin flushed and cooling.
My pussy gaping.
My ass leaking.

Michel’s cum dripped slowly down the curve of my rear, leaving a glossy trail on the linen.
Ethan’s seed pooled inside me—thick, white, unmistakable.

My lips were still wet with Ethan.
My thighs still sticky with Michel.
My chest rose and fell in trembling aftershocks.

And I smiled.

Because I was the mix.
The recipe perfected.
The offering completed.

And Thomas—
My sweet, pale, trembling husband—
Had watched every drop.

The room felt different now.
Not empty, but sated.

The air was thick with the scent of sex and wine and candle smoke.
The tablecloth was ruined—streaked with red liquid, white seed, and the faint imprint of my body where I’d been pressed and taken.

I lay there on my back for a long moment, chest rising and falling, legs still spread, thighs trembling. My cunt and ass felt loose, swollen, pulsing with aftershocks—red and raw inside, stretched in ways that made every small shift send sparks through me.

Cum leaked steadily from both holes, warm at first, then cooling on my skin, mixing with the wine stains that streaked my belly and breasts like abstract art.

My hair was a tangled mess, sticking to my sweat-damp neck.
Lipstick long gone, smeared across my chin and cheeks.
My face felt sticky—Ethan’s release drying in slow trails down my jaw.

I was wrecked.
Beautifully, completely wrecked.

Michel moved first.

He stood, tucked himself away with that same deliberate calm, then reached for my discarded dress. But he didn’t hand it to me.

Instead, he picked up my coat—the long black cashmere I’d worn in.
He held it open for me.

I sat up slowly, legs unsteady, the movement making more cum slip out of me, dripping down onto the table.
I stood on shaking heels.

No underwear. No bra. Nothing to catch the mess.

Just me—naked, marked, glistening—and the coat.

Michel slipped it over my shoulders, the soft wool brushing my sensitive nipples, making me shiver.
He buttoned it slowly, from the bottom up, his fingers grazing my skin with every clasp.

No rush.
No words.
Just care.

Ethan watched, smiling faintly, adjusting his cuffs.

When the coat was fastened, it fell to mid-thigh—modest from the front, but I knew from behind it barely covered the curve of my ass.
And underneath… nothing.

I was leaking.

I could feel it with every small shift—warm trails sliding down my inner thighs, soaking into the silk stockings.

Michel offered his arm.
Ethan opened the door.

They escorted me out—me between them, heels clicking softly on the stone stairs, coat swishing against my bare skin.

The wine corridor below was dim, lit only by soft wall sconces.
Thomas stood there.
Waiting.

Pressed against the glass earlier, but now just inside the corridor door, coat in his hands, face pale in the low light.

He looked at me.
Really looked.

Red-faced, unsteady on my feet, hair wild, lipstick ruined, coat buttoned but clinging in places where sweat and wine had soaked through.

He saw the flush on my chest above the collar.
The way I walked—careful, thighs pressed together to keep the mess from dripping too obviously.
The faint wet sound of my stockings as I moved.

He was silent.
No questions.
No anger.

Just stunned arousal—eyes wide, lips parted, the front of his trousers still tented, a dark spot where he’d come watching.

Michel stopped in front of him.

Leant down slightly—tall, commanding—and kissed my gloved hand.

Formal.
Reverent.

“Danke, Frau Clara,” he said softly. “You were… exquisite.”

Ethan smiled, that warm American grin.

“Your wife has incredible taste,” he said to Thomas, voice light but loaded. “In wine. In everything.”

Thomas didn’t respond.
Just nodded once, throat working.

They released me.

Michel’s hand on my lower back one last time—guiding me to my husband.
Ethan’s fingers brushing my arm in farewell.

Then they were gone—up the stairs, footsteps fading.
The corridor door closed behind us.

Thomas and I stood there alone.

He helped me into the waiting car outside—silent, hands shaking slightly as he opened the door.

The drive back to the hotel was quiet.
Snow falling softly on the windshield.

I sat in the passenger seat, coat still buttoned, thighs pressed tight, feeling every bump in the road send fresh leaks between my legs.

The elevator in the hotel was mirrored—gold-trimmed, softly lit.
We stepped in alone.

The doors closed.

I turned to him.
Looked at his reflection—face flushed, eyes dark, still breathing hard.

He met my gaze.

I leaned in close, lips brushing his ear.

“That,” I whispered, voice husky, raw from screaming, “was the best vintage I’ve ever swallowed.”

His sharp inhale was the only answer.
But his hand found mine in the dim light.
And squeezed.

The elevator dinged.
Our floor.

I had been tasted, poured, and emptied.
I was decanted.


Confession Four - Rote Laterne, Schwarze Haut

Berlin pulsed beneath our boots—cold stone streets breathing history, frost-glazed pavement catching the light like powdered sugar, fairy lights stitched across balconies and bare trees in careful, deliberate lines. The city looked dressed for itself, not for tourists. Dark coats. Sharp silhouettes. The air smelled faintly of damp stone, roasted chestnuts, cigarette smoke curling out of doorways. Somewhere nearby, a tram slid past with a low electric hum, and church bells marked the hour with a sound that felt older than guilt.

It was the kind of night made for gloves and scarves and slow walking. For hands tucked into pockets. For warmth shared quietly.

But I wasn’t cold.

Heat lived just under my skin, the kind that had nothing to do with weather. It gathered at the base of my spine, between my thighs, in the shallow rise of my chest beneath the coat. Each step made me more aware of my body—how the pavement echoed beneath my boots, how the silk beneath my coat shifted and whispered against bare skin, how the city watched without looking.

Berlin had always done that to me. It never ogled. It simply allowed. Desire here didn’t announce itself. It waited. It assumed you knew what you were doing.

I walked beside my husband, our pace unhurried, deliberate. Couples passed us—hands brushing, lips close, laughter muted by wool scarves. Windows glowed warm behind us, cafés packed with bodies and candlelight, while alleyways fell away into darkness thick enough to hide secrets without judging them.

I felt beautiful in that anonymity. Not admired. Not claimed. Just present. A woman moving through a city that understood restraint as foreplay.

And beneath my coat, beneath the calm, my body already knew we were almost there.

My coat was long and heavy, a charcoal wool cashmere blend that clung close to my frame, cinched tight at the waist. It brushed just below my knees, hiding what lay underneath. And underneath, there was almost nothing. A black silk dress that clung to my hips and thighs like static, sleeveless, backless, soft as breath. No bra. No panties. Just bare skin and silk, the fabric sliding like water over curves that already felt exposed, even beneath the coat.

He’d zipped it for me in the hotel suite earlier, his fingers slow on the zipper, not meeting my eyes. That final moment before leaving had been silent. No kisses. No pep talk. Just the sound of the zipper, and the soft brush of his knuckles grazing the hollow of my back.

My husband walked beside me now, hands deep in his coat pockets, scarf high around his neck. He looked more like a businessman than anything else—discreet, composed, the kind of man no one would ever suspect of bringing his wife to a place like this. And yet, here we were.

We didn’t speak much on the walk. The car had dropped us a block away, just as instructed. No direct arrivals. No calling ahead. No visible signs. The invitation had been clear: If you need directions, you’re not ready. If you need reassurance, don’t come.

We walked in silence, the cold biting at my bare thighs with every step. I could feel the silk of my dress shifting beneath the coat, teasing across my skin, and with it, the soft ache of anticipation curling low in my belly. My nipples had already hardened, not just from the chill, but from the weight of what was coming.

The club entrance was hidden in plain sight. A heavy black door at the end of a nondescript alley, beneath a cracked red bulb that barely glowed. No sign. No doorman. Just an intercom beside the door, set into the crumbling brick.

He pressed the button.

A short pause, then a voice—male, calm, clipped.

“Invitation code.”

He gave it. No hesitation. No glance toward me.

The door buzzed with a mechanical click. He opened it. We stepped inside.

Warmth hit me first—thick, scented, private. The air smelled of pinewood, leather, something faintly metallic beneath it, like sweat that had been cleaned but never quite disappeared. The lobby was narrow and softly lit, walls paneled in dark cherry wood, everything silent except the muted thump of music leaking from somewhere deeper in the building.

Behind a polished black counter stood a woman in a sleek black catsuit. She was German—tall, angular, mid-thirties maybe—with ice-pale skin and hair pulled into a tight, perfect braid. She didn’t smile. Just looked us over with pale blue eyes that flicked over my coat, my husband’s wrist, my bare knees.

“Name?”

He gave it. She checked a discreet tablet without a word. After a few seconds, she slid two wristbands across the counter. Deep red silicone, matte, smooth. One for him. One for me.

Mine had a small black dot embedded in the center. His was blank.

“Phones?” she asked, in English.

We handed them over. She took them without expression and placed them in a locked drawer behind the desk. Her movements were efficient, practiced, detached.

Then she looked at me directly for the first time. Not my husband. Me.

“You may stop it at any time,” she said, her tone soft but firm. “But you may not control it.”

Her German was perfect, crisp and deliberate. The syllables of nicht kontrollieren echoed in my chest long after she spoke them.

I swallowed, and nodded.

That line lodged inside me, right between the ribs. I felt it settle there like a hot stone. You may stop it. You may not control it.

The phrase didn’t feel threatening. It felt… clarifying. Like the truth had finally been said out loud.

We passed through the second door behind the desk. It opened into a locker area—quiet, padded, dark. The lighting was low and warm, all velvet curtains and lacquered wood, the walls a deep red. The scent of the place shifted here—leather, candle wax, something faintly like incense.

On the wall beside the benches was a rules board, framed in gold leaf, in three languages:

NO PHONES UNLESS AUTHORIZED
EVERYTHING MUST BE PRE-NEGOTIATED
YOU MAY STOP IT
YOU MAY NOT CONTROL IT
THE CLUB RESERVES THE RIGHT TO ESCALATE OR END SCENES AT ANY TIME

There was a silence to this place that wasn’t emptiness. It was pressure. Like something was always happening just beyond the walls—moans, cries, flesh against flesh—but nothing spilled out. Everything here was contained. Beautifully. Brutally.

I stripped down slowly, wordlessly. The silence felt thick, padded. Intimate.

I knew she was still watching—the woman from the counter. I didn’t look at her, but I felt the sharp, professional weight of her gaze tracking every motion. Cool. Clinical. Curious. But not cruel.

I felt him more.

My husband didn’t speak. He moved behind me, kneeling in that same calm, deliberate way he did everything. He unbuckled my boots one at a time, the small metal clasps sounding loud in the hush of the locker room. His fingers were careful, reverent, brushing my calves with the kind of restraint that said more than any possessive grip could have.

Then he rose, slowly, and reached for my coat.

He didn’t touch my skin—just slid the heavy wool from my shoulders, let it fall into his arms, and folded it over one of the benches. I stood there, revealed. Not naked. But exposed.

The silk dress clung to every inch of me—hips, waist, breasts, thighs. It was the color of deepest black, the kind that drank the light around it. Sleeveless. Low-backed. Backless. The kind of dress you wear when you want no interruptions between what you feel and what they see. It moved with me like it had been painted on—fluid and obedient.

It was a dress you only wore braless. Because bras would ruin the line. And panties… panties would be a betrayal. They would say you didn’t understand what this night was.

My nipples pressed hard against the silk, proud and aching, the fabric teasing them with every breath. I could already feel the slow warmth building between my thighs, the slickness starting—not from arousal alone, but from the sharp awareness of being on display.

I had prepared my body for this. Not just dressed for it.

I’d shaved everything that afternoon at the hotel. Not just my legs and underarms—everywhere. My pussy, yes. Smooth as glass. But also deeper, more private. My asshole. Clean. Bare. Exposed in a way no one ever saw unless they were meant to use it. I’d done it slowly, methodically, in the steam of the marble bathroom, every stroke of the razor a quiet commitment to what I was walking into.

I wore no scent except my own.

I had exfoliated, oiled, plucked. Not to become someone else, but to become her. The version of myself that didn’t need words to announce she was ready.

I kept on the black leather collar he’d fastened around my neck earlier—subtle, thin, but unmistakable if you knew what to look for. A single silver O-ring rested at the hollow of my throat. A quiet symbol. A claim. The kind that marked a woman not as owned, but as offered.

I caught sight of myself in a mirror by the lockers and paused.

My body wasn’t perfect—but it was mine.

Strong thighs, pale and a little soft from winter. Hips that still curved wide and high, fuller now than in my twenties, but no less beautiful. The faintest line of my belly, flat but no longer hard. Arms bare, a tiny freckle on my left shoulder.

And my breasts—
My breasts weren’t perfect, but they were mine—natural, full, flushed pink from the cold.

I looked like I’d been carved for this room. For this night.

I looked… fuckable. Elegant and exposed. Controlled only by the fact that I wasn’t allowed to control anything at all.

The mirror didn’t flatter me. It confirmed me.

An attendant entered then—male, tall, dressed in a fitted black vest and slacks, his presence quiet but authoritative. Early forties, with the unshakable calm of someone who’d seen it all and needed none of it. His face was impassive, but not unkind. Like a maître d’ of darkness.

His voice matched the room—polished, firm, unhurried.

“Guten Abend. One red room. One dominant. One hour. Scene is filmed by club for records, not for release. Is that understood?”

The words hit me like another layer of exposure.

Filmed. Not for pleasure. Not for show. Just for proof. Documentation. Witness.

My husband nodded once. “Ja.”

The attendant turned to me, holding my eyes for the first time.

“You are allowed to revoke consent at any time,” he said, still in German. “But you may not guide the scene. You will not direct. You will only respond.”

My voice barely escaped my throat, but it did. “Verstanden.”

He studied me for a moment longer. Not leering. Just registering.

Then he nodded. “Follow me.”

We walked down a velvet-lined hallway, slow and padded like a dream. Each door we passed was marked with a single gold number—no names, no labels. Some were silent. Others bled faint, rhythmic sounds: the slap of flesh, a soft whimper, the echo of breath drawn in too fast. But nothing uncontrolled. Nothing chaotic.

Every sound was deliberate.

The hallway felt like a cathedral. A place where people didn’t pray to be forgiven. They prayed to be seen.

If cathedrals smelled of latex and candle wax and desire, this would be one.

We stopped at the last door. Room Nine.

The attendant opened it, stepped aside.

Inside: heat. Red light. Silence thick enough to taste.

The room was smaller than expected—intimate, almost sacred. No windows. The walls were upholstered in deep red velvet that seemed to drink the air. A padded bench sat at the center, wide and low, covered in smooth black leather. One wall held a large mirror. Another held a mounted camera—small, clean, utterly professional. Watching. Waiting.

And in the far corner, a single chair.

My husband walked to it and sat. No nod. No signal.

He’d already done what he needed to do. He’d brought me here.

This was what he had arranged.

This was what I had said yes to.

I stood in the center of the room. The silk of my dress caught the heat in slow waves, clinging tighter to the shape of me. My skin flushed beneath it. My breath felt louder. I didn’t shiver. I didn’t cross my arms. I didn’t retreat.

I let them see me—him, the mirror, the camera, the velvet walls. I let myself be documented.

Naked beneath silk.
Exposed beneath rules.
Bare even where no one had looked—because he might.

And the words returned, humming beneath my ribs like a pulse:

You may stop it.
You may not control it.

And I had agreed.

The door to Room Nine opened with a soft, hydraulic hiss—controlled, deliberate, like everything else in this place.

He stepped in.

The man was Black—dark skin glowing warm under the red light, tall enough that he ducked slightly under the frame. A Berlin regular, I could tell from the way he moved—unhurried, familiar with the space, no wide-eyed tourist glances. He wore a simple black turtleneck that clung to broad shoulders and a sculpted chest, black trousers tailored sharp, black boots polished but scuffed just enough to say he'd walked these streets for years.

His face was clean-shaven, jaw square, eyes dark and unreadable. Hair cropped close, with a faint shadow of stubble along the scalp. He carried a small leather bag—discreet, zipped shut.

German-speaking, as promised.

He didn’t look at me first.
He spoke directly to my husband.

“Guten Abend,” he said, voice deep and smooth, Hochdeutsch with a faint Berlin edge—clipped, precise. “You are the one who arranged this?”

My husband nodded from the corner chair, hands folded in his lap, posture straight but tense.
“Ja. Everything as discussed.”

The man set his bag down on a small table by the door, unzipped it slowly.

“The rules are clear?”

“Yes.”

He glanced at me then—brief, assessing. Not hungry. Not yet. Just confirming.

“The safe word?”

“Rot,” I said softly.
Red.

He nodded once.
“Good.”



He undressed me slowly.
Ritualistically.

Not with his hands at first.

He stood in front of me, close enough that I could smell him—clean, sharp cologne mixed with leather and city cold. His presence filled the room, making the velvet walls seem closer.

“Take off the dress,” he said in English, accent light but unmistakable—Berlin streets sharpening the edges.

I did.

My hands found the zipper at my back—slow pull, the rasp loud in the quiet. The silk parted, cool air kissing my spine. I shrugged one shoulder, then the other, let the fabric slide down my arms, over my hips, pool at my feet.

Naked now.
Completely.

My body on display—pale skin flushed pink from anticipation, nipples hard and tight, pussy already slick between smooth-shaven lips. The leather collar at my throat felt heavier, the O-ring cold against my skin.

He didn’t touch me.
Just looked.

A slow scan—eyes, mouth, breasts, waist, hips, thighs, then back up.

My husband watched from the corner chair—silent, hands gripping the arms, cock already straining against his trousers.

The man nodded approval.

“Kneel,” he said in German.

I didn’t understand the word, but the tone was clear.

I sank to my knees on the padded floor—soft, yielding, like the room itself was made for this.

He unzipped his bag, pulled out a thin silver chain—clipped it to the O-ring on my collar.
A leash.

He held the end loosely.

“Follow.”



He led me to the center bench—low, wide, black leather.

“Lie down. On your back.”

I did.

The leather was cool against my bare skin—sending shivers up my spine, making my nipples ache.

He fastened the chain to a hook at the head of the bench—short enough that I couldn’t lift my head far.

Then he undressed.

Slow.
Methodical.

Turtleneck peeled off, revealing a chest like carved ebony—muscles heavy and defined, abs cut sharp, a faint trail of hair leading down. Trousers unbuckled, dropped—black briefs stretched tight over a massive bulge.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband.
Pulled them down.

His cock sprang free—thick, veined, dark as midnight, uncut and heavy. Easily nine inches, girth like my wrist, the head already peeking from the foreskin, glistening.

My mouth watered.
My pussy clenched.

He stepped to the side of the bench, cock level with my face.

“Open.”

I did.

He fed it to me slow—head first, letting me taste the salt, the musk, the clean warmth of him.
I sucked, tongue swirling, lips stretching wide as he pushed deeper.

“Good girl,” he murmured in English.
Then in German—something low, approving.

He fucked my mouth with rhythm—slow, dominant, not aggressive.
Hands in my hair, guiding, controlling the depth.

My husband’s breathing from the corner—ragged, fast.
The man didn’t look at him.
Didn’t acknowledge him.
Just used me.

Safe.
Stretched.
Full.

The scene had begun exactly as negotiated.
And I was already lost in it.

The rhythm had found its perfect cadence.

The Black man—his name still unknown to me, and I didn’t want it—moved inside me with that calm, relentless precision that made my body feel like an instrument he’d played for years.
Slow, deep strokes that dragged over every sensitive spot.
His thick cock stretching me open, filling me completely, then pulling back just enough to leave me aching for the next thrust.

I was on my back on the bench, legs spread wide, ankles hooked over his shoulders.
The leather collar tugged gently with every rock of my body, the chain clipped short enough that my head stayed tilted back, throat exposed.
My hands gripped the edges of the bench, knuckles white.

He fucked me like he had all night.
No rush.
No performance.
Just ownership.

My husband sat in the corner chair—silent, unmoving, eyes locked on us.
His cock was out now, hard and leaking in his fist, but he stroked himself slowly, almost mechanically, like he was afraid to finish too soon.

The room smelled of sex—sweat, leather, my own arousal thick in the air.
The red light painted us all in blood tones, making the sweat on the man’s dark skin gleam like oil.

I was close again—building, coiling tight in my belly, my cunt clenching around him with every thrust.

Then—
A knock.

Sharp.
Authoritative.

Everything stopped.

The man inside me froze—cock buried deep, hips pressed to mine.
His hand tightened on my thigh, holding me still.

My husband’s hand stilled on his cock.

The knock came again.

The host entered—the same tall man in the black vest from earlier. Calm, expressionless.
 

Behind him stood another man.

I knew what he was before anyone said it.

American.

There was something unmistakable in the way he occupied space—too relaxed for Germany, too openly confident for this room. He didn’t wait for permission to look. Didn’t pretend neutrality. His gaze moved freely, deliberately, cataloguing everything in front of him as if he already belonged here.

Early thirties, maybe. Tall, athletic. Broad shoulders stretching the fabric of his fitted black shirt, jeans molded to strong thighs. Light brown hair, neatly cut. A trimmed beard that framed a mouth used to smiling its way through situations. Blue eyes—clear, alert—flicked from the Black man still buried inside me to my open legs, my collar, the chain tugging my throat back.

Not shocked.
Not hesitant.

Curious.

Comfortable.

He looked like someone who’d traveled well. Someone who knew how to cross borders without asking too many questions. The kind of man who ordered confidently in foreign bars, who expected to be understood even when he wasn’t speaking the language.

Already vetted.
Already cleared.

I felt it in the way he stood—weight balanced, hands loose at his sides, breathing steady. No nerves. No rush. Just interest, sharpened by opportunity.

The host spoke in English, voice even, rehearsed.

“A second participant has been approved for this room. He is cleared, tested, and understands the rules.”

His eyes stayed on me when he spoke, not the men. Not my husband.

Me.

“You may decline,” he continued calmly. “If you decline, the scene ends immediately. No further bookings will be permitted for this couple.”

The words landed hard.

Ends immediately.

No return.
No second chances.
No more rooms like this.
No more carefully negotiated nights where desire was allowed to surface under rules and velvet and red light.

The host turned to my husband.

“The decision is yours to voice.”

My husband swallowed.

His mouth opened slightly, like he meant to speak. Like he wanted to say something measured, something reasonable.

Nothing came out.

His hand was still wrapped around his cock—hard, leaking—frozen mid-stroke. His eyes darted from the American to me, panic and arousal tangling in his expression until he couldn’t tell them apart.

I felt the Black man inside me shift—just a subtle adjustment of his hips, his cock still deep, still thick, reminding me that time was suspended but not gone.

The American didn’t look at my husband.

He watched me.

Watched my chest rise and fall.
Watched the way my cunt clenched reflexively around the man filling me.
Watched the chain pull my throat back, exposing me, making me helplessly open.

His eyes darkened—not with greed, but with anticipation. Like a man waiting to be invited to the table.

This was the moment.

Not the fucking.
Not the collar.
Not even the stranger inside me.

This was the test.

Because if I said yes, it wouldn’t just be about taking another cock. It would be about crossing a line we couldn’t uncross. About accepting escalation as a direction, not an accident.

My husband looked at me again—eyes wide, wet, pleading.
He wanted me to decide.
He needed me to.

I felt something settle in my chest.

Calm.

Clarity.

I nodded.

Once.
Slow.
Deliberate.

The host inclined his head.

“Accepted.”

He stepped back, the door closing softly behind him with a quiet, final sound.

The American smiled—not wide, not smug. Just a small, knowing curve of his mouth. As if he’d expected this outcome all along.

He started to undress.

The Black man inside me resumed moving—slow, deep strokes, as controlled as before, as if the interruption had never happened. My body responded instantly, a low moan slipping from my throat as pleasure rushed back in.

But everything had changed.

My husband’s hand began moving again—faster now, desperate, breath hitching as he watched the American’s shirt come off, revealing a smooth, defined chest, tight abs, skin pale against the red light.

Jeans followed.

He unbuttoned them slowly, confidently, as if he were undressing in his own bedroom. The fabric clung to his thighs, then slid down his legs in one practiced motion. Briefs followed—tight, black, low-rise—and the moment he pulled them down, his cock sprang free.

Thick.
Straight.
Flushed pink at the tip, already hard and pulsing with heat.

Different from the Black man—lighter, smoother, more familiar in color, but just as big in presence. Where the first had been shadow and thunder, this one was clean-cut lightning—precise, ready, charged.

He stroked himself once, casually, as if testing the air. His eyes never left me.

I didn’t breathe.

The Black man pulled out slowly—his cock sliding free from my cunt with a thick, wet sound that made my whole body flinch in protest. I felt the emptiness immediately. My pussy clenched on nothing, still aching, still wanting.

The transition happened without a word.

The American stepped forward and took position between my legs. His palms settled on my inner thighs—broad, warm, bracing. His eyes met mine, not asking permission, but acknowledging what was about to happen.

He pushed in.

One smooth thrust—my body opened for him, wetter than it should’ve been, stretched from what had come before. He filled me differently—his angle sharper, his motion tighter, more athletic than primal. But he was deep. And confident. And very, very hard.

I gasped.

The Black man moved around the bench, his cock slick with my juices, still glistening in the low red light. He approached my head and without pause, pressed himself to my lips.

I opened.

Took him in again.
Eager.
Obedient.
Devoted.

They found rhythm fast.

One fucking my mouth—slow, firm strokes that never pushed too far, always just enough to remind me I was his.
The other fucking my cunt—harder now, hips slapping against me with a wet sound that echoed through the padded room.

My moans were muffled, turned to hums around the cock in my throat.
My hands had nowhere to go but open—palms up, fingers twitching with each thrust.

The chain at my collar jingled faintly, bouncing against the leather headrest with each motion.
Sweat beaded at my temples.
My body was pinned open—filled at both ends, shaking with pleasure I could barely contain.

The American's hands gripped my thighs like handlebars.
The Black man’s fingers threaded into my hair, steadying my head as he guided each stroke deeper into my mouth.

Different men.
Different rhythm.
Same use.

I was no longer simply being watched.
I was being shared.

Claimed.

My husband sat frozen in the corner, breath ragged, cock glistening in his fist. His hand moved faster now, frantic, as if he couldn’t keep up with what he was seeing.

He hadn’t said a word.
Hadn’t moved.
But his whole body was screaming.

This was the fantasy pushed to the edge.
This was the risk realized.
This was the moment where watching became witnessing.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth—choking slightly as he slid deeper, nose pressed to skin, throat stretched.

And they didn’t slow.

The Black man groaned softly in German—praise, maybe, or instruction. I couldn’t understand it, but it made my cunt clench again around the American.

The stretch was different.
The taste was different.
The sound of their skin slapping mine, the smell of their sweat mixing—different.

My body sang.

It wasn’t just the sex anymore. It was the transformation.
I had said yes to escalation.
Yes to the unknown.
Yes to being used fully, completely, as more than just a wife.

I was the center.
The scene.
The object of their rhythm.

I was the twist.

And I surrendered—not with fear or hesitation, but with everything I had.

The American stepped forward first.
He didn’t ask.
He didn’t need to.

The Black man pulled out of me slowly—his thick cock dragging through my stretched cunt, inch by inch, the slick, obscene sound of wet flesh parting echoing off the velvet walls. I clenched on nothing as he withdrew, a whimper escaping my lips, my body protesting the sudden emptiness.

Cum leaked from me immediately—warm, thick trails sliding down my inner thighs, pooling on the leather bench beneath me.

I lay there, legs still spread, chest heaving, the chain on my collar tugging with every ragged breath.
The red light cast long shadows across my body—sweat-slick skin glowing, nipples hard and aching, pussy glistening and open like an invitation I hadn’t meant to send but couldn’t take back.

The American took his place between my legs—cock in hand, stroking once with a firm grip, eyes locked on mine where I lay exposed.

He was different—hungry, verbal, that raw American confidence radiating off him like heat from a forge. His body was lean and cut, muscles shifting under honey-toned skin as he positioned himself, the faint trail of dark hair leading down to his cock—thick, straight, flushed pink at the head, already beading with pre-cum.

“Fuck, look at you,” he murmured, voice low and rough, laced with that casual awe that made my stomach twist. “Already opened up for us. Slick and ready from him. You’re a fucking vision.”

He nudged the head against my entrance—slick with the Black man’s release—and pushed in with one smooth, unyielding thrust.

I moaned, back arching off the bench, the chain pulling taut as my head fell back.
He filled me completely—thick, straight, hitting deep in a way that made my toes curl and my breath hitch.

The stretch was immediate, intense, my walls clenching around him greedily, pulling him deeper.

The Black man moved to my head—cock still hard, still slick with me, pressing against my lips.

I opened.
Took him in.

Lips stretching wide again, tongue flattening to accommodate his girth. The taste of myself on him—salty, musky, mixed with his own release—was filthy, intimate, a reminder of what he’d already done to me.

They found their rhythm together.

The American in my cunt—hard, eager thrusts, hands gripping my thighs wide, spreading me open for the camera’s unblinking eye. His hips snapped forward with raw power, balls slapping against my ass with every drive, the wet sounds filling the room like an obscene symphony.

“That’s it,” he groaned, voice thick with lust, eyes half-lidded as he watched himself disappear inside me. “Take it all. You feel that? Black Austria stretching you out like you deserve. Fuck, you’re tight—gripping me like you were made for this.”

The Black man in my mouth—controlled, commanding, hand tangling in my hair to guide the depth.
He fucked my throat with deliberate precision, each thrust measured, forcing me to relax, to take him deeper without gagging too hard.

He spoke in German—short, guttural commands that vibrated through his cock into my mouth.

“Mehr…” More.
“Nimm alles…” Take everything.

Their voices overlapped—English praise and German orders weaving together like the thrusts filling me from both ends, creating a bilingual haze that made my mind spin.

“So eng…” the Black man grunted, thrusting deeper into my throat, his voice rough and clipped.
“So tight for us,” the American finished, slamming into my cunt, his hands digging bruises into my thighs.

I was the shared center.
The bridge.

My body rocked between them—cunt clenching around the American’s cock with every plunge, throat working around the Black man’s girth as he claimed my mouth. Sweat beaded on my skin, dripping down my sides onto the leather. The velvet walls absorbed the sounds—wet slaps of flesh on flesh, muffled moans from my stuffed mouth, their heavy breathing syncing like a heartbeat.

The chain on my collar tugged with every thrust from the front, a constant reminder of restraint amid the chaos.

My husband watched from the corner—cock in his fist, stroking faster now, eyes wide and glassy, face flushed crimson.
He wasn’t touched.
Wasn’t comforted.
Just there—witness to his wife being double-fucked by two strangers, his breathing ragged and desperate in the quiet corner.

The American’s hands slid up my body—rough palms cupping my breasts, fingers pinching my nipples hard enough to make me cry out around the cock in my mouth, the vibration pulling a low groan from the Black man.

The Black man’s fingers tangled tighter in my hair, controlling the rhythm of my head, forcing me to take him deeper, my nose brushing his pubic bone with every push.

They spoke over me—bilingual, seamless, like I was the canvas they were painting together.

“Sie nimmt es so gut…” the Black man grunted, voice thick as he fucked my throat. She takes it so well.

“Yeah, look at her swallow me… perfect little slut for us,” the American echoed, hips snapping harder into my cunt.

I came first—sudden, shattering.

My cunt spasmed around the American, milking him in tight waves, my throat tightening around the Black man as the orgasm ripped through me.
I screamed—muffled, broken—body shaking between them, toes curling, nails digging into the leather bench.

They didn’t stop.
Just kept the rhythm—harder now, chasing their own release, using my clenching body to pull them closer.

The American came next—groaning loud, hips slamming deep as he flooded my cunt, pulse after hot pulse filling me, spilling out around his cock as he ground against me.

The Black man pulled from my mouth, stroked himself once—twice—and painted my face and tongue with thick ropes—hot, salty, landing on my lips, my cheeks, dripping down my chin onto my chest.

I swallowed what I could, the rest cooling on my skin like a mark of ownership.

They stepped back.

I lay there—body wrecked, cunt and mouth leaking, skin streaked with sweat and cum.
The red walls seemed closer, the camera’s light blinking steadily, recording every quiver, every drop.

Faint church bells tolled midnight outside—distant, solemn, like a reminder from the world beyond this room.

I understood.

This wasn’t about pleasure alone.
This was about being chosen.

The shared center between two worlds—Black and white, Europe and America, control and hunger.

My husband’s breathing was ragged in the corner.
He hadn’t come yet.

But he would.
Watching me marked.
Filled.
Surrendered.

The night had found its center.
And it was me.

The scene ended as cleanly as it had begun.

No dramatic flourish.
No lingering kisses or whispered promises.
Just a quiet, practiced efficiency that made the whole thing feel even more real.

The Black man finished first—pulling out slowly, his cock still thick and slick, leaving me empty and pulsing. He tucked himself away with the same calm precision he’d used to undress, zipped up, and stepped back. A nod to the American—barely perceptible—and he was gone, the door opening and closing with a soft click.

The American followed a minute later.
He leaned down, brushed a surprisingly gentle kiss to my forehead—almost tender—then dressed quickly. Shirt on, jeans zipped, blazer slung over his shoulder. He paused at the door, looked back once with that easy smile.

“Thanks for the dance,” he said softly, accent light.

Then he, too, disappeared.



The room felt suddenly larger.
Cooler.

The red light seemed harsher now, exposing everything: my body sprawled on the bench, legs still open, skin streaked with sweat and cum, cunt and thighs glistening. My breath came in shallow pulls, chest rising and falling too fast.

I didn’t move.
Couldn’t, really.

My limbs felt heavy, like they belonged to someone else.

The door opened again.

The host.

He entered without knocking—tall, vest immaculate, expression neutral. In his hands: a thick black robe, a bottle of water, a small towel warmed under hot water.

He didn’t speak at first.

Just approached the bench, unfolded the robe, and wrapped it around me with careful, professional movements. The fabric was soft, heavy, warm from the radiator. It covered me completely—shoulders to calves—like armor.

He helped me sit up slowly, one arm supporting my back.

My legs dangled off the edge, boots still on, stockings ruined.

He opened the water, held it to my lips.

“Drink.”

I did—small sips at first, then longer.
The cold water cut through the dryness in my throat, grounded me.

He wiped my face gently with the warm towel—forehead, cheeks, chin—removing the streaks of mascara and cum without comment.

Then my thighs—careful, clinical, but not cold.

I felt… cared for.

Not like a lover.
Like something valuable that had been used exactly as intended.



My husband stood from the chair—slow, unsteady.

I turned toward him, still seated on the edge of the bench, legs parted beneath the robe.
My fingers found the fabric’s hem and slid it higher. My thighs were still slick—his gift, and theirs.

“Come here,” I said, voice low, steady. “I want you to finish inside me.”

He froze.

Then shook his head, trembling slightly.

“No,” he whispered. “I… I want to watch. I need to.”

I understood.

Without breaking eye contact, I slid two fingers between my thighs and pressed them in—slow, careful, wet with all they’d left in me.
I moaned, soft and real, as I fingered myself.

“Then watch,” I said. “Come for me watching. I want you to.”

He did.

He stood there—frozen, trembling—his hand wrapped tightly around his cock, knuckles white with restraint. His eyes were locked on me, wide and unblinking, as I worked two fingers slowly in and out of my used cunt.

I knew exactly what he was seeing.

The mess still leaking out of me—thick, glistening, streaking my inner thighs, pooling where my fingers pushed and spread it deeper.
His wife, flushed and wrecked, robe gaping, chain still clipped to her collar, stroking herself open with the slick remnants of two other men.

I moaned for him.
Not loud.
Not for show.
Just enough to make his breath hitch—real, helpless.

He didn’t blink.

His hips jerked slightly, involuntary. His grip tightened, wrist twitching.
And then—it happened.

He came with a soft, strangled sound, halfway between a gasp and a prayer.

Spurt after spurt landed in his palm, on his shirt, one final pulse streaking up onto his throat. His face twisted—lips parted, brow furrowed like he couldn’t decide if it was pain or salvation.

A broken groan fell from his lips.
Like a confession.
Like surrender.

Only then did he move.

His body sagged slightly, the tension draining from his frame. He reached—still dazed—for a box of tissues on the corner table. Pulled one free with shaking fingers.

He wiped himself silently.
First his hand. Then his shirt. Then the smear just under his jaw.
No words.
No eye contact.
No apology.

Just the slow, mechanical ritual of a man trying to clean what couldn’t be undone.



The host handed him my coat, my bag.

We dressed in silence—me slipping my arms into the wool coat over the robe, him helping with the buttons, fingers brushing mine but not lingering.

The host led us out—down the velvet hallway, past the rules board that now felt like prophecy.

The lobby was empty.
Our phones returned without a word.
The woman at the counter nodded once—professional, approving.

Outside, snow was falling.

Thick, soft flakes drifting under the streetlamps, blanketing the alley in white.
Berlin was quiet—midnight hush, the distant hum of a tram, church bells long faded.

We walked to the waiting car in silence.
Thomas opened the door for me, helped me in like I was fragile.

I wasn’t.
But I let him.

The drive back was wordless.
Snow on the windshield.
City lights blurred.

When we reached the hotel elevator, the doors closed on just the two of us.

I turned to him.
Looked at his reflection in the mirrored wall—coat open, scarf loose, eyes still dark with what he’d seen.

He met my gaze.

I leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“That,” I whispered, voice steady now, “was the best vintage I’ve ever swallowed.”

He exhaled—shaky, relieved, aroused all over again.

The elevator dinged.
Our floor.

We stepped out.

And I understood, as the doors closed behind us:

I didn’t lose control in that room.
I learned how little I ever had.
And how much I wanted to lose it again.
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