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

We’d known Marcus and Simone for two years—ever since the neighborhood progressive-dinner crawl in West Omaha where Simone’s laugh had cut through the room like windchimes, and Marcus’s deep baritone had made my knees weak just saying hello. I remember the way Ryan had looked at me that night, eyebrow raised, watching me watch them.

They were the kind of stunning that made people pause mid-conversation. Both tall, both dark, both glowing like someone had turned the saturation up on the world. Simone’s skin was warm cinnamon, her eyes wide and almond-shaped, her cheekbones so high it felt unfair. Her hair was a crown of coiled curls, styled up that first night to show off her swan neck and glossy shoulders. Marcus had that quarterback-turned-architect build—broad, tight, quiet in a way that felt dangerous. His smile came slow and sure, like he already knew what you wanted.

By contrast, Ryan and I looked almost vanilla. Midwestern. But not unremarkable. I’m 34, Emma, a communications director by day and… well, a bit less buttoned-up after dark. I wear my brunette hair long, because he likes it that way. Curvy in all the places that count. Ryan’s 37, leaner than he was in his college soccer days but still handsome in that quiet, brainy kind of way that made women in PTA meetings lean closer. He’s always been steady. Watchful. And when it comes to this thing we’ve been doing—curious in ways neither of us ever expected.

So when the invite came for Christmas Eve at their place—just the four of us, a “cozy holiday thing”—we both knew exactly what cozy meant. We’d joked about it, half-drunk, one night in bed. About what if. About mistletoe rules. About rules we’d be willing to bend. We never stopped joking.

Until the text arrived with a single emoji.
🍷🎄😉

Their house smelled like brown-sugar ham, mulled wine, and fresh pine when we stepped inside. The tree was obscene—twelve feet tall, dripping in red velvet and gold, lights pulsing slow like a heartbeat. The kind of tree you put up when you know people will be watching.

Simone wore a backless emerald-green dress that clung to every curve like it had been painted on. Her heels made her just tall enough to kiss me on the cheek, her lips soft and lingering a second too long. She held it just long enough for Ryan to see.

Marcus wore a black cashmere sweater stretched across his chest, the kind of fit that made his shoulders look illegal. His cologne was warm and smoky—wood and spice—and when he shook Ryan’s hand, his other one landed on my lower back like it had every right to be there.

I felt Ryan’s hand tighten on mine, just a little.

No one said anything about the mistletoe hanging above the kitchen arch.
But we all looked at it.

Dinner was foreplay disguised as food.

We sat around their farmhouse table under strings of soft fairy lights, golden against the cedar beams. A jazz cover of Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas played low in the background, barely louder than the clink of cutlery on plates. The air smelled of roasted ham, nutmeg, and something more carnal just beneath it.

Simone poured the wine herself—spiced red that shimmered like rubies in the glass. Every time Marcus leaned forward to refill mine, his forearm brushed against my breast with just enough pressure to feel intentional, just little enough to pretend it wasn’t. And every time Simone laughed at one of Ryan’s dry little jokes, she rested her hand on his wrist… then let it linger.

By the time the pecan pie came out, I was soaked through.

Ryan’s jaw had that set look I knew—tight, focused, the way it got when he was about to do something brave or ruinous. His leg brushed mine under the table, but I could tell his attention was all on Simone. She’d dabbed a bit of whipped cream onto his lower lip with her pinky finger.

Then, still looking at him, she licked it off.
Slowly.
Deliberately.

"Presents," she said, voice like velvet dipped in honey. "Are in the living room."

We followed her into the next room like it was a chapel.

The lights on the tree pulsed gently—slow, gold, almost like breathing. A plush white rug sprawled in front of the hearth. Four stockings hung from the mantel, labeled in red script: Emma, Ryan, Simone, Marcus. The only sound was the faint crackle of the fire and my own pulse thudding in my ears.

Simone handed Ryan his first. He looked uncertain until his fingers closed around it and pulled out a black silk blindfold. His mouth parted.

Then it was my turn. I reached into mine and pulled out a pair of silk wrist restraints—deep evergreen, like pine in moonlight. My throat tightened.

Marcus reached into his stocking next. There was no pause, no pretending. He simply pulled out two condoms and a small bottle of lube and held them up like he was unveiling a gift he already knew we wanted.

No one said a word.
There were no instructions.
No explanations.
Just the weight of what we’d all been wanting.

Simone knelt first, slow and graceful, and placed the blindfold carefully in Ryan’s lap. She didn’t speak—just kissed his cheek, then whispered something too soft to hear. He nodded.

I looked at Marcus. He held out his hand. I gave him mine.

We all knew what was coming.
And no one needed to ask for permission.

Simone crooked a finger at Ryan.

He moved to her like he was caught in a tide, pulled forward without question, without hesitation. His breath was shallow, pupils blown wide, lips slightly parted. I’d never seen him like that—so transfixed, so easily led. She didn’t say a word, just took his hand and guided him down in front of her, slow and deliberate, until he was kneeling between her thighs like a man in prayer.

The emerald dress rode up as she sat back against the couch, the silk parting to reveal rich, dark skin that shimmered in the soft amber glow of the Christmas tree. Her thighs framed his face, smooth and glowing, and the scent of her reached me before he even touched her—an intoxicating blend of perfume and raw arousal, thick and magnetic, like the air right before a summer storm.

I watched—heart pounding, thighs pressed tight together—as my sweet, buttoned-up husband leaned forward and buried his face between her legs like he’d been starving for it. There was no hesitation, no fumbling. Just hunger. Just need.

Simone’s lips parted around a slow gasp, her head falling back against the couch, lashes fluttering shut. Her red manicured nails curled into Ryan’s hair, not gently, but with purpose. She guided him with a slow grind of her hips, a tightening of her fingers, owning the rhythm, controlling the pleasure. The way she moved—slow at first, then needier, sharper—made my skin prickle.

The sounds she made were low and velvet-dark—moans that rolled through the room like thunder. No soft sighs or careful gasps. These were raw, open sounds, the kind that told you she knew exactly what she deserved and wasn’t shy about taking it.

“That’s it, baby… right there…” Her voice dripped honey and command. “Eat that Black pussy like you’ve been starving for it.”

The words hit me like a punch. I felt them between my thighs, felt them in the pulse behind my clit. My breath hitched. My hand curled around the silk restraints in my lap, gripping them tight. I didn’t know if I wanted to watch or crawl across the rug and replace him.

Simone’s hips rocked harder, more urgently, and Ryan held on like a man underwater, like her moans were his oxygen. I saw his hands clutch her thighs, thumbs digging into that soft, shimmering skin, his jaw working, his mouth wet with her. My heart pounded harder than it had in years.

This wasn’t just sex. This was something deeper—something raw and irreversible. Something that might unmake me and remake me entirely.

And I couldn’t look away.

Marcus stepped in behind me.

I hadn’t even heard him approach, but suddenly he was there—solid, inevitable—his presence wrapping around me like heat rising off asphalt. His hands were massive, sure, spanning my hips with an ease that made my breath catch. They slid upward through the thin red sweater I wore, thumbs grazing the sensitive curve of my waist, palms firm and grounding. Not groping. Claiming.

He didn’t ask.
He didn’t need to.

His fingers found my zipper and tugged it down slowly, deliberately, the sound loud in my ears. The dress loosened, then slipped to the floor at my feet, leaving me exposed in nothing but lace and nerves. I felt suddenly smaller. Softer. More aware of every inch of myself standing there beneath the lights.

With a single practiced flick, my bra was gone.

Cool air kissed my skin. The tree lights danced across my bare breasts, warm gold and red reflections gliding over me like wandering hands. I folded my arms instinctively—then stopped myself. I didn’t want to hide. Not from him.

Marcus didn’t touch me right away.

He just looked.

His gaze moved slowly, deliberately, taking me in from collarbone to thighs, eyes heavy with something deeper than hunger. There was reverence there. Ownership. A quiet patience that made my pulse race harder than any rush ever could. His breath brushed the side of my neck as he leaned in, warm and steady.

“Been thinking about this since the night we met,” he murmured into my ear.

The sound of his voice—low, dark, soaked in promise—sent a sharp thrill straight through me. My knees wobbled, and he noticed. Of course he did.

Before I could steady myself, his arms slid beneath me and he lifted me—actually lifted me—off the floor like I weighed nothing at all. I gasped, instinctively clutching at his shoulders, the solid breadth of him grounding me as he carried me across the room.

He laid me down on the thick white rug beneath the towering tree, branches glittering overhead, ornaments trembling faintly as if they sensed what was happening below them. Golden light spilled over his shoulders as he knelt between my thighs, broad and commanding, filling my vision.

His hands slid down my legs, spreading me gently but without apology.

I was open to him—body buzzing, breath shallow, need spiraling fast and wild. My thighs trembled, not from fear, but from the ache of being seen like this. Chosen. Wanted.

Marcus didn’t rush.

He leaned in slowly, mouth finding the hollow of my throat, lips warm and unhurried. He kissed me there, then lower, tracing the swell of my breasts with his mouth, tongue flicking teasingly before his teeth scraped just enough to make my back arch off the rug. Every kiss he left felt deliberate, branded into my skin.

I couldn’t keep still. My hips shifted. My hands twisted in the rug.

Every breath he took over me made mine stutter.

Then he moved lower still.

His mouth hovered just above where I needed him most, heat radiating there without contact, letting the anticipation coil tighter and tighter until my body betrayed me completely. I cried out—soft, broken—arching up toward him, shattering on the edge of it before he even touched me properly.

And Marcus just smiled.

Slow.
Satisfied.
Like he’d known exactly how this would end all along.

He didn’t rush.

Marcus took his time like a man savoring sin.
Every kiss down my body felt like worship—his tongue a trail of fire tracing the soft slope of each rib, the dip of my waist, the rise of my hip bones. His teeth scraped delicately, leaving behind heat and a shiver that danced straight to my core. By the time he reached my panties, I was trembling—hips shifting restlessly, breasts rising and falling with shallow breath, my whole body aching for contact.

He hooked a finger into the lace and slid them down with aching slowness, then pressed a kiss to the inside of my thigh—high, close, maddening.

And then he looked up.

His eyes burned.
Lips wet, curved in a promise I could feel more than hear.

“I’ve waited so long to taste this,” he said, voice rough as gravel and rich with restraint. “You have no idea what you’ve been doing to me.”

I barely had time to draw breath before he lowered himself fully between my legs and gave me his first lick.

One long, slow drag—from entrance to clit—hot, wet, unhurried.
I arched off the rug, a strangled moan ripping free from somewhere deep in my chest. The heat of his mouth was devastating. Reverent. Ruinous.

He chuckled against me. A dark, wicked sound that vibrated straight through my core.

And then he got to work.

Marcus devoured me like a man possessed—tongue plunging deep, licking into me with deliberate hunger that bordered on obsession. His hands slid under my thighs, anchoring me in place as he licked and sucked, his mouth sealing around my clit with a rhythm that shattered me. I gasped. Sobbed. My fingers tangled in his hair, trying to pull him impossibly closer even as he was already feasting on me like he’d starved for years.

When he slid two thick fingers inside me, curling them just right—slow at first, then harder, faster, relentless—I lost it.

The orgasm came like lightning.
A full-body quake that ripped through me, made my thighs shake, made the lights from the tree above blur into gold and green and red stardust. My cries were ragged, my hips bucking helplessly against his mouth. And still, he didn’t stop. He kept going, coaxing, claiming, whispering my name “Emma…Emma…Emma… Emma..” between licks like it was a spell he was casting again and again.

Tears streamed from the corners of my eyes and I didn’t care. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe through the ecstasy flooding my veins. Only Marcus—his mouth, his fingers, the guttural way he whispered my name again and again, like a prayer or a spell or both.

He stayed there even after I came, licking me gently, softly now, tender as worship, as if my climax had only deepened his devotion.

When he finally pulled back, his face was wet with me, eyes dark and glowing. He kissed the inside of my knee, then the softness of my stomach, and slowly made his way back up until he hovered over me, his breath ragged, lips swollen, gaze locked on mine.

“I’ve waited so long to taste you,” he said.

I couldn’t speak. Could only nod, my body still trembling, already desperate for what would come next.

Across the room, through my haze, I saw Simone on top of Ryan, her body a vision of power and sensuality—pure, unfiltered female dominance in motion. She straddled his face like she owned it, her thighs framing him with effortless authority, her fingers tangled in his hair as she rode his mouth at her own pace. It wasn’t frantic. It wasn’t desperate. It was controlled. Deliberate. Each slow, undulating grind was a statement: I take what I want.

Her breasts swayed with every calculated roll of her hips, nipples dark and firm—rich black peaks flushed hard with arousal, catching the flicker of firelight in the most obscene, mesmerizing way. Her skin gleamed, a sheen of sweat accentuating every curve, and her throat was bare, head tilted back as a moan—deep and melodic—spilled from her parted lips. She was pleasure incarnate, commanding every eye in the room without even trying.

Then she looked at me.

And that look… God.

That smile—knowing, regal, dripping with satisfaction—hit me harder than any touch. It wasn't cruel. It wasn’t mocking. It was indulgent. Generous. She looked like a queen commanding her court, radiant and powerful, and I was happily kneeling before her in every way that mattered. My body responded like it had been summoned—back arched, thighs parted, breath caught. I was hers, in that moment. Willingly. Eagerly.

That’s when Marcus moved.

He rose over me in a slow, looming arc of muscle and heat, his body haloed in the amber glow of the fire. Every inch of him was glistening—shoulders taut, chest rising and falling with anticipation, abs slick with sweat that traced a path down to the thick, heavy length in his hand. He looked feral, reverent, like he was seeing me for the first time and had no intention of being gentle.

He tore the condom wrapper open with his teeth, the sound crisp and sharp in the charged silence between us. I watched, hypnotized, as he rolled it on with one practiced motion, his eyes never leaving mine. They were dark, focused, full of hunger and something deeper. Possession. Devotion. Need.

And then—without a word, without warning—he thrust into me.

One brutal, perfect stroke.

I screamed.

There was no stopping it. No way to contain the raw sound that tore out of me as he split me open, stretched me wider than I’d ever been, filled me to the point of breaking. He was huge, thick and deep and unrelenting, and the shock of it stole every thought from my mind. My hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging in, trying to ground myself as my body adjusted to the impossible fullness.

He didn’t pull back. Didn’t give me time.

He just stayed there for a moment, buried inside me, chest heaving, watching the way my face contorted with overwhelmed pleasure, the way my lips parted on a soundless gasp.

And then he started to move.

Each thrust was a punishment.
A gift.
A claim.

Marcus moved with a rhythm that felt like vengeance and worship all at once. Every deep, deliberate stroke knocked the breath straight from my lungs. It was relentless—my body jolting up the rug with each powerful drive of his hips, the coarse fibers burning against my spine, the friction adding another layer of sensation that made it impossible to stay silent. My nails clawed at the rug, at his arms, at anything I could reach, but there was no grounding. No escape. Just him. Taking me.

Every time I slid an inch away from him, he gripped my hips and yanked me back—hard. The force of it made me cry out, my thighs spread wide, body open and helpless as he filled me over and over. He didn’t slow. He didn’t ease up. He fucked me like a man possessed, like he’d waited for this moment forever and wasn’t going to waste a second.

Above us, the tree lights flickered in time with my ragged breath, pulsing like a living thing. Red, green, gold—blinking across Marcus’s chest as it flexed with each thrust, highlighting the lines of his muscles, the sweat slicking his torso in gleaming trails that caught the firelight. His jaw was clenched, his mouth slack with effort and need, and his eyes—God, his eyes—were locked on mine like he was watching me come undone just for him.

Every time he slammed into me, it felt like the air left the room. Like I was being ripped open from the inside in the most perfect, agonizing way. My legs trembled, wrapped around his waist, trying to hold him in deeper even when he was already deeper than anyone had ever been. My cries were hoarse now—choked, half-moan, half-sob—and still he didn’t stop.

He leaned down, bracing himself on his forearms, his breath hot against my ear.

“You feel that?” he growled, voice thick with grit and need. “That’s mine now.”

I whimpered, tears spilling freely, my body too full, too overwhelmed to do anything but take it. Because I wasn’t just being fucked.
I was being taken.

“Look at your husband,” Marcus growled, voice low and commanding, thick with heat and authority.

I turned my head, heart slamming against my ribs, and locked eyes with Ryan.

He looked wrecked.

Eyes wide, glassy, utterly dazed—dark with arousal so intense it bordered on delirium. His chest rose and fell in ragged bursts, his mouth just barely visible beneath Simone, who straddled his face like a throne. Her thighs framed his cheeks, taut and trembling with exertion as she ground down on him with deliberate, slow-motion precision. Every roll of her hips was liquid silk, her control absolute. Her head was thrown back, curls cascading down her spine, and the sounds spilling from her lips—low, open-throated moans that seemed to pulse in the air—wrapped around the room like music. A sensual anthem of being worshipped.

Ryan’s hands were clamped on her thighs like he’d fall into nothingness without her—like the only thing anchoring him to this earth was the feel of Simone riding his mouth like she owned his soul.

“Tell him how it feels,” Marcus rasped, his mouth hot against my ear, his breath rushing over my sweat-slicked skin like flame.

“So good,” I gasped, my voice shaking, the words catching on a sob, “so fucking good—he’s ruining me, Marcus, you’re—he’s ruining me—”

Before I could finish, Marcus moved.

With a grunt, he flipped me onto my stomach, his hands unrelenting but perfect—like he knew my body, like he needed control to give me everything I craved. The world spun as the rug burned briefly against my bare chest, and then he was on me. One hand yanked my hips up, dragging my ass high into the air, the other tangled in my hair, twisting until my scalp tingled. Then his fingers slid to my throat—not choking, not hurting—just owning. A leash of flesh and heat.

And then he thrust back in.

Deep. Possessive. Devastating.

I choked on a scream, my face pressed to the rug as the new angle shattered me open. He hit something inside me that made my vision go white, that lit every nerve in my body on fire. My orgasm slammed into me with brutal force, my muscles seizing, clenching, spasming around him in waves that bordered on pain—too much, too hard, too good.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it, merciless, riding my convulsing body like he wanted to break me—and maybe he was. Maybe I wanted to be broken, piece by piece, rebuilt in his hands.

My breath came in sharp gasps, sobs muffled by the plush fibers beneath my cheek, my body quaking as the aftershocks tore through me. I was limp, wrung out, barely present—until I heard her.

Simone.

She cried out, loud and wild, hips jerking once, then locking down. Her moan filled the room, proud and unashamed, vibrating through my bones. I managed to lift my head just in time to see her thighs clamp tighter around Ryan’s face, her entire body glowing with climax. She didn’t collapse. She didn’t even pause.

She slid.

In one slow, fluid motion, she rolled down his body like honey poured over skin. Her hand found his cock—hard, slick, desperate—and she guided it to her center with the grace of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

And then she sank onto him.

Like she’d been waiting all night for that moment. Like nothing else would satisfy.

Ryan’s cock disappeared inside her with a slick, greedy glide, and Simone arched her back, riding him down to the hilt as a sigh of pleasure spilled from her lips.

The sound Ryan made—raw, choked, shattered—wasn’t just pleasure. It was need. Surrender. Worship.

And it shot straight to my core.

Marcus pulled out of me just long enough to flip me again, the sudden loss of him making me whimper, my body still aching, clenching around emptiness. Then—thud—my back hit the floor, the plush rug cushioning the impact, my legs still shaking from the last orgasm.

Before I could catch my breath, he was on me again—grabbing my thighs with those strong, commanding hands, lifting and spreading them, then hooking them over his broad shoulders like he owned my body.

And then he slammed back into me.

Deep.

So deep I saw stars. My head snapped back, mouth falling open in a silent cry as my spine arched off the rug. He drove into me again and again, each stroke brutal, unrelenting, and perfect, his hips snapping forward with enough force to shake the damn Christmas tree behind us. Ornaments trembled. Lights blinked. The room became a blur of heat and color and sound.

Marcus leaned over me, folding me in half, driving in so deep I thought he might crack me open. His voice came in snarls and growls against my ear—filthy, reverent, worshipping and claiming all at once.

“So fucking tight… So wet for me. You hear that?” he rasped, his breath hot and ragged. “Listen to how your pussy welcomes me. Look at you—taking this Black cock like you were made for it. Like your body’s mine.”

His words tore through me like lightning, lighting up every nerve, every secret part of me I didn’t even know could ache this way. My hands clawed at his back, at his arms, desperate to ground myself as the pressure built again, fast and blinding.

When his fingers found my clit—pressing tight, circling in that perfect, ruthless rhythm—I shattered.

My scream caught in my throat, turned into a sob as my body convulsed. My toes curled. My thighs trembled. My whole core pulsed around him like I was trying to pull him in deeper, keep him there forever. My vision went white—pure light exploding behind my eyes as the orgasm ripped through me, sharp and overwhelming.

Marcus didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it, his jaw clenched, eyes locked on mine like he was right there with me—feeling every pulse, every spasm, every raw cry.

Then I felt it.

His hips stuttered, that perfect rhythm faltering. His breath turned ragged, guttural.

And then he came.

With a harsh groan, Marcus buried himself to the hilt and let go—deep and hard, like he was pouring every last ounce of himself into me. I felt it everywhere. The thick pulses of his release throbbed through the condom, his cock twitching inside me with raw, shuddering intensity. His entire body trembled above mine, muscles taut, slick with sweat, every inch of him strained and spent.

His hips ground in one final time, like he couldn’t bear the separation, like he needed to stay fused to me until the last aftershock had wrung itself from both our bodies.

Then he stilled.

He didn’t pull away.
Didn’t even shift his weight.

He just held me—tight—his weight settling over me like a warm, heavy blanket, like he couldn’t bear to be apart from me, even for a second. His hands were braced on either side of my head, his arms shaking slightly as he lowered himself, until his forehead pressed gently against mine. Our breaths mingled—hot, ragged, uneven. My hands came up to his back instinctively, palms smoothing over the ridges of his spine, holding him there. Holding us there.

His forehead rested against mine, breath ragged, lips parted in the shape of my name.

“Aah, Emma,” he whispered, voice cracked open—still rough, still possessive, but soft now. Full of awe. Full of wonder. Like he couldn’t believe what we’d just done. Like he didn’t want to let it go.

I swallowed hard, blinking up at him, unable to speak, still floating in the aftermath of it all. His heartbeat crashed against mine in heavy, desperate thuds, and I realized mine was matching it. Two hearts pounding in sync, sharing the same storm.

Across the room, the sounds of pleasure hadn’t faded—they’d grown.

Simone was still riding Ryan like she was born for it. She moved with that same intoxicating control, every thrust of her hips purposeful, powerful, regal. Her spine arched in a perfect curve, hands splayed across Ryan’s chest, owning him with every grind, every moan. Her dark hair clung to her back in damp waves, her mouth open, her body glowing in the firelight.

And Ryan—God.
He was wrecked.

His hands roamed her body like he couldn’t decide where to worship first—her breasts, her thighs, her waist. His hips surged up to meet her in frantic, stuttering thrusts, but he was no longer in control. She was. She was using him. Loving him. Taking everything she needed, and he was giving it freely. Happily.

Their cries filled the room in waves—Simone’s deep and melodic, Ryan’s desperate and low. The two of them moving like one perfect, writhing tangle of desire and surrender. And I watched them from Marcus’s arms, my legs still wrapped around his waist, our bodies still joined, barely breathing.

The four of us.

Tangled in sweat and moans and candlelight.
Bound by heat, by trust, by something raw and real.
Something wordless but understood.

Under the soft flicker of the Christmas lights—those tiny red, green, and golden pulses that blinked like slow heartbeats—every movement felt sacred. Like worship.

Worship of flesh.
Of longing.
Of the way a body could beg and give and break and rebuild.

Of pleasure taken without shame.
Of surrender, full and honest.
Of claiming what we wanted—and offering it, too.

Of the gift we were giving…
And the gift we were taking in return.

When we could finally breathe again, the room had shifted—heat softened into intimacy, frenzy into something slower, sweeter. On the couch, Simone and Ryan were curled up together in a tangle of bare limbs and stolen warmth, her head resting peacefully on his chest. His fingers traced slow, absentminded circles along the curve of her thigh, like he couldn’t stop touching her even in the stillness. They looked utterly wrecked and completely content—blissed out, sated, glowing in the aftermath.

Across the room, Marcus pulled me into his arms, gathering me like I was something precious. He kissed me—slow, deep—his tongue coaxing mine with lazy hunger, lips warm and unhurried, tasting me like he wasn’t finished. Because he wasn’t. Not even close.

Then he wrapped a soft throw blanket around my shoulders, shielding me from a chill that didn’t exist. The heat between us burned too steady, too strong. He didn’t need to say it—I could feel it in every glance, every touch. He wasn’t done claiming me.

Eventually, all four of us found our way back to the rug, drawn by the shared gravity of what had just passed between us. Tangled and unhurried, we settled into each other like puzzle pieces—legs draped over torsos, arms wound around waists, cheeks pressed to bare shoulders. Someone—Ryan, maybe—put on music, soft and low, just enough to hum beneath the gentle crackle of the fire.

The tree lights blinked lazily above us, pulsing in reds and golds that reflected in the windows like stars caught mid-breath. The whole room shimmered with leftover heat, with something sacred and silent and sated.

Simone giggled as she fed Ryan a bite of leftover pie straight from her fingers. He opened his mouth, slow and obedient, tongue curling around the filling with deliberate hunger. She smirked as he sucked her fingers clean, her laughter low and sultry.

Marcus never stopped touching me.

His hand slipped under the blanket, possessive and warm, settling on my thigh like it belonged there. His fingers stroked idly at first—small, teasing circles—then kneaded deeper, finding the tension in my muscles, coaxing them loose. I should’ve been spent. My body should’ve been limp and used-up and wrung dry.

But it wasn’t.

Not when he looked at me like that. Like I was his. The only thing in the world that mattered.

Heat unfurled low in my belly again, lazy and greedy.

Marcus leaned in, kissed my collarbone, and pulled me gently onto my back—blanket slipping from my shoulders, baring me to the firelight. He nudged my legs apart and slid between them with slow, effortless confidence, like my body had always been meant to cradle his. I gasped when he entered me again—slow but deep—his cock dragging through my still-sensitive flesh in a way that made me clutch at his shoulders and cry out, half-shocked by how much I needed it.

His hands gripped my hips like he was anchoring himself there, like letting go wasn’t an option.

He was insatiable.

Each slow thrust was a renewed claim—wordless and primal. Every groan that rumbled from his throat was a promise: that he wasn’t done with me. That he never would be.

Simone’s delighted, breathy laugh carried over from the couch. I turned my head just enough to catch her watching us openly, a wicked gleam in her eyes as her legs fell open and her fingers slipped between them without hesitation.

“You two really gel,” she murmured, voice thick with heat and mischief, her other hand still twined with Ryan’s.

My husband’s gaze was locked on me—hazy, worshipful—as his hand moved slowly over his cock, strokes languid and reverent. He looked transfixed, utterly spellbound by the way Marcus moved inside me. By the sounds I made—raw, breathless cries pulled from somewhere deep. By the way my back arched, breasts lifting toward the ceiling, body rising to meet every brutal, beautiful thrust like it was salvation.

The fire popped behind us, casting flickering shadows that danced over sweat-slicked skin. Outside, behind the wide windows, snow had begun to fall—soft, steady, silent. The world had gone quiet, wrapped in white. But inside, we burned.

“Come on, Marcus,” Simone purred, her voice a silky drawl, lips parted, eyes half-lidded with heat. Her fingers were still working between her legs, slow circles that mirrored mine from minutes ago. “Give it to her. Show her what that cock was made for.”

Marcus obeyed like he’d been waiting for the command.

He drove into me harder, deeper—rougher—his pace shifting from hungry to punishing, pushing me past the edge of what I thought I could take. I gasped, cried out, head thrashing side to side as he pounded into me with raw, consuming force. My body was on fire. My mind was gone. My name was gone.

Only his remained.

“Marcus—Marcus—Marcus—” his name spilled from my lips in broken chant, half prayer, half plea, voice shaking, body jerking beneath him with each thrust that carved him deeper into my core.

And then, through the haze—Simone moved.

I didn’t even notice at first. But then I looked up and there she was—kneeling beside Ryan now, her gorgeous curves bathed in the glow of the tree lights, her eyes locked on me as her hand slid over my husband’s cock. Slow, possessive strokes, like she was claiming him too. Her other hand still worked her clit in slow, confident circles, her thighs glistening with arousal.

Ryan’s mouth hung open, chest heaving, hips twitching with each stroke. His eyes were wide, glassy, locked on where Marcus’s thick cock was disappearing into me over and over again, watching as my body shook and stretched and opened to take it all.

He looked wrecked. Desperate.

Simone leaned in, her full lips brushing the shell of Ryan’s ear, whispering something I couldn’t make out—something dark, delicious, and meant only for him. But I didn’t need to hear the words. I saw the effect instantly.

His entire body jolted, like she’d hit a nerve. His chest arched up off the couch, hips bucking helplessly into her grip, chasing her touch with a desperation that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. He groaned her name—“Simone”—this time loud, guttural, broken open, the sound scraped from somewhere deep. His head fell back, jaw slack, throat exposed as his orgasm took him over completely.

Thick spurts spilled over her hand, streaking his abdomen, dripping down between her fingers. His legs trembled, muscles spasming uncontrollably. He jerked beneath her grip, completely at her mercy, helpless and owned.

And Simone—God, Simone—looked at me as it happened. Her eyes locked on mine, wicked and knowing, her lips curling in a slow, indulgent smile as she kept stroking him through every last twitch and pulse. Her dominance wasn’t loud—it was regal, graceful, inevitable. And it was her gaze, that steady connection between us as she made my husband come in her hand, that shattered me.

Or maybe it completed me.

Either way, I fell.

I screamed—raw, wordless, shaking—as my climax slammed into me, unstoppable. My cunt clamped down around Marcus, milking him, convulsing in tight, helpless spasms that wouldn’t let go. The pleasure came in waves—hot, endless, blinding. Slick gushed down my thighs, soaking Marcus’s groin, wetting the rug beneath us. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Could only feel—like I was being obliterated and reborn in the same moment.

Marcus let out a low, feral growl, a sound torn straight from his core. His hands locked onto my hips, fingers digging into flesh, holding me still, holding on, as his rhythm faltered.

Then—one thrust.
Another—harder, deeper, final.

And he stayed there. Buried to the hilt.

His whole body trembled as he came—hard—his cock jerking inside me in thick, powerful pulses, each one deeper than the last. He gasped against my neck, breath ragged, broken. His groan was choked and guttural, torn from somewhere deep in his chest, like the force of it had blindsided him. Like it was too much. Like it was everything.

It wasn’t just me being claimed.

He was being claimed too—drawn in, undone, by the soothing, rhythmic milking of my cunt. My body clung to him greedily, holding him, coaxing every last drop from him, like I was imprinting him inside me. Like I was keeping him.

We collapsed together, a tangle of heat and sweat and breath.

His body heavy and warm over mine, mine still trembling beneath him—overflooded, overwhelmed, gloriously ruined.

Panting.
Trembling.
Glowing in the aftermath.

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

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

We all laughed—ragged, breathless, warm.

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

Best gift I never put on a list.

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

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

“Merry Christmas,” he said against my lips.

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

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

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

We passed the mug again. The snow kept falling.

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

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

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

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

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

I felt like that too.

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

It had been a week since Christmas Eve.

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

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

But my body remembered.
God, it remembered.

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

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

I hadn’t even been touched yet.

The doors opened directly into the suite.

Marcus was there.

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

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

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

And then Simone stepped into view.

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

“There you are,” she said softly.

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

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

I knew exactly what she meant.

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

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

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

“To New Year’s,” she said.

We clinked. The sound rang sharp and intimate.

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

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

I didn’t move away.

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

I felt my pulse throb between my legs.

No one mentioned Christmas.
No one needed to.

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

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

The room went still.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My gaze snapped to him.

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

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

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

Ryan’s breath hitched beside me.

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

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

Simone noticed too. Of course she did.

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

My breath caught.

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

“Maybe we just… flirt a little.”

Marcus raised a brow. “Define flirt.”

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

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

She nodded. “Exactly.”

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

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

He blinked. “Me?”

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

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

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

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

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

I stopped.

He smirked. “When I what?”

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

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

“Isn’t that the point?” Marcus asked.

She just smiled. “Eventually.”

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

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

Inside, we were trembling too.

Just a little. Just enough.

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

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

The city below was starting to crackle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’ve been quiet tonight,” he said.

I smiled. “Trying to be good.”

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

God, that night.

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

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

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

“All of it.”

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

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

His breath caught, sharp and audible.

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

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

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

My thighs clenched without thinking. The air between us was thick — like it hadn’t cleared at all, like we were still in it.

I swallowed. “No,” I said quietly, shaking my head. “It didn’t scare me.”

I looked up at him, voice steady this time.

“It fucked me up, yeah. But in the best way.”

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

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

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

Then he kissed me.

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

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

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

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

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

“Cold?” he asked, voice rough.

“No,” I breathed. “Just wrecked.”

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

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

I whimpered.

Inside, through the glass, I saw Simone.

She was in Ryan’s lap.

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

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

He saw me.

He saw Marcus.

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

And he didn’t look away.

He didn’t flinch.

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

I met his gaze and smiled.

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

No words needed.

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

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

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

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

There were no rules anymore.

Just heat.

Just want.

And it was almost midnight.

Inside, the clock was seconds from midnight.

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

“Ten…”

Simone turned from the window and met my eyes.

“Nine…”

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

“Eight…”

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

“Seven…”

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

“Six…”

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

Sisterhood.

Wicked, wet, filthy sisterhood.

“Five…”

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

“Four…”

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

“Three…”

I pulled Marcus free.

God.

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

“Two…”

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

“One.”

I opened my mouth.

Simone opened hers.

Happy New Year.

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then we switched sides.

I didn’t need to ask. I just moved.

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

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

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

But we didn’t look at the skyline.

We were the show.

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

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

I switched again.

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

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

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

I bobbed faster.

Sloppier.

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

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

Then Ryan gasped.

Loud. Shuddering.

And came.

Hard.

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

She didn’t stop until his legs shook.

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

“One down,” she murmured, voice husky.

Marcus’s hand tightened in my hair.

“Your turn,” he growled.

And I dove back down, hungrier than ever.

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

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

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

But Marcus?

Marcus was hard as hell.

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

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

“Take her.”

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

Because he did.

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

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

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

I was.

I didn’t need prep.

I needed him.

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

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

“Yes,” I breathed. “God, yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I heard her.

Simone.

“Fuck him, baby. Let him split you.”

I turned my head.

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

Her moans were music. Low, luxurious, dirty.

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

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

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

I nodded, moaned, sobbed.

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

My pussy clenched around him like it agreed.

Then Simone’s eyes found mine.

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

And she moaned my name.

“Emma…”

I whimpered. “Simone…”

The world collapsed around me.

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

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

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

“Yes. God. Please. Claim me.”

He didn’t hold back.

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

Hot.

Deep.

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

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

For a moment, we were all still.

All of us wrecked.

Breathless.

Marked in sweat and cum and something deeper.

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

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

And when our eyes met again, she smiled.

“Switch?” she asked softly.

I nodded.

Of course.

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

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

I reached for Ryan.

He kissed me hard — deep, grateful, reverent.

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

“Better than okay,” I whispered, breath catching as I leaned down, lips brushing his. “I want you. Now.”

He didn’t hesitate. He eased back on the couch, arms open, cock already thick and ready between us. I straddled him slowly, guiding him in with one hand, and then I sank down—inch by aching inch—until I was full, seated flush against him. My eyes fluttered shut as a sigh spilled from my lips—low, needy, content.

It felt like coming home.

But it wasn’t just the position that changed. It was the energy between us. The way he gripped my hips, not to control, but to connect. The way our eyes stayed locked, like the rest of the world could fall away and we wouldn’t even notice. The way his thumb brushed over my cheekbone—gentle, reverent—as I started to move. Slow. Deep. Steady.

In the corner of the room, I could hear Marcus murmuring filth into Simone’s ear, his voice like smoke as she rode him with wild abandon. Her moans were louder now, sharper—her pace relentless. But I was lost in something else.

I was moaning into Ryan’s mouth.

Forehead to forehead. Breaths mingling. Bodies pressed so close I could feel every flutter of his heartbeat through his chest, his neck, his cock. My palms were braced against his chest, my fingers curling into the sparse hair there, needing the anchor.

“I love you,” he gasped suddenly, the words tumbling out like he couldn’t stop them. Like they’d been living in his throat, waiting for this exact moment to be set free.

“I know,” I breathed, and kissed him—deep and slow, lips brushing, catching, lingering.

He pulled me closer, like he didn’t want to let me go. Like he wanted to stay inside that moment forever.

And just like that, I came again.

Softly. Fully. Beautifully. My body clenching around him as my lips stayed pressed to his, as his arms wrapped around me, holding me tight, holding me there.

Full of him. Full of love. Full of everything.

We stayed like that for a long moment, tangled and slick and still catching our breath. My forehead rested against his. His hand stroked slow circles along my spine. Our legs were entwined, our bodies humming.

Somewhere behind us, someone let out a soft, delighted laugh.

Someone reached for a glass.

The pop of a champagne cork cracked through the quiet like a kiss.

I closed my eyes.

And then I felt him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcus didn’t wait.

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

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

“Let them hear you,” he growled.

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

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

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

“God, you two…” she murmured.

I turned my head just enough to see.

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

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

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

The sight undid me.

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

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

“Yes,” I sobbed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ryan,” she gasped. “Come here.”

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

He cried out.

I watched her work him with skill and need, spit dripping down his shaft as she bobbed her head, her moans vibrating through his cock like a wicked hum. Her lips slid effortlessly over him, wet and hungry, her cheeks hollowing with every deep pull, and the sloppy sounds filled the room — obscene, urgent, perfect. She wasn’t just sucking him. She was devouring him. Worshipping him. Claiming him with every swirl of her tongue, every filthy gag as she pushed deeper.

Ryan was shaking. His hands gripped the edge of the couch like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. His thighs trembled violently, muscles twitching with restraint. He looked at me — wrecked, helpless — eyes glassy, lips parted in disbelief. And I nodded.

“Let her,” I said softly, breathless as Marcus pounded into me from behind, each thrust slamming me forward with delicious force. “Give it to her.”

Ryan’s body stiffened, then snapped. His mouth dropped open, his eyes squeezed shut, and his whole body jerked as Simone sucked him dry — moaning around his cock, her throat working to swallow every last drop. She didn’t stop. Not even as he whimpered. She kept going, milking him through it, her tongue lapping at his tip like it belonged to her.

My orgasm hit seconds later.

Marcus was still fucking me — relentless and filthy — his cock hitting that perfect spot deep inside me over and over. I cried out, loud and broken, as the climax tore through me, my pussy spasming wildly around him, my slick dripping down the insides of my thighs in hot streams.

And still he didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it, harder now, like he needed to finish with me coming apart on him. And when he finally roared, it was animal — raw and guttural — as his cock pulsed inside me, shooting hot, messy spurts that made my knees buckle. He held me up with both arms wrapped tight around my waist, buried to the hilt, his hips pressed flush against my ass as he emptied himself deep.

My pussy fluttered around him, open and ruined, so full I could feel it leaking already, thick and hot between my thighs.

Behind us, I heard Simone’s low hum of satisfaction, followed by a soft gasp from Ryan. She didn’t let go of his cock right away—her lips still wrapped around him as if claiming every last drop. She pulled back slowly, trailing spit and cum down his shaft, and gave him one final swirl of her tongue that made his knees give out. He sank to the floor, boneless, breathless.

Marcus groaned and slipped out of me with a wet sound that made me shudder. His cum followed, hot and slick, running down my thighs in slow, messy streams. I collapsed onto the bed, my limbs useless, my chest heaving. I felt raw, used, utterly wrecked—and so fucking alive.

He dropped beside me, chest to my back, one arm wrapping tight around my waist like he wasn’t ready to let go yet. I could still feel the shape of his cock between my cheeks, softening but not fully spent. Simone crawled up beside us and draped herself over Ryan, who was flat on his back now, his eyes dazed and lips parted.

None of us spoke. There was only the sound of our breathing—staggered, syncing slowly. A shared silence thick with satisfaction and the electric weight of what we’d just done.

And then we collapsed — not just from exhaustion, but into each other. Into something wordless and molten and strange. A shared wreckage.

For a while, no one said a thing.

Somewhere outside, traffic rolled by — the low hiss of tires on wet pavement, a lone horn blaring two blocks away before fading into the city’s hum. Life moved on out there, indifferent to what had just happened here. In here, time had gone molten. The firepit flickered behind the glass, casting gold across sweat-slicked skin and the wreckage we’d made of each other.

Marcus lit a cigarette. The scratch of the lighter flared briefly, the tip glowing red as he took the first drag, then exhaled slow. Smoke curled upward, ghosting through the dimness.

A soft laugh broke the silence — Ryan’s, low and stunned, like he couldn’t believe any of it had been real. Simone answered with a breathy chuckle, her voice rasped from moaning too long, too loud. Marcus muttered something under his breath — dry, lazy — none of us caught the words, but we didn’t need to. It still made us laugh. Quiet, messy, real.

Not loud. Just warm. Feral. Drained.

Clothes lay scattered like fallen soldiers. Bras twisted beside jeans, a lacy thong half-draped over a champagne bottle. The air was thick — ripe with sex and semen, smoke and citrus peel, sweat and perfume and something else. Something unnameable. Like the scent of magic made real. Of lines crossed and never coming back.

And for a long, breathless moment, no one moved.

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

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

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

No one spoke for a long moment.

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

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

Marcus made a low, amused sound in his throat.

Simone looked at me. “Would you?”

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

I smiled, flushed and full.

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

The fire crackled.

City lights shimmered outside the window.

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

Exactly how I wanted it to.
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