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Chapter 1

If you squint, the fairy lights almost make my living room look cozy. That's a lie, actually. You could lose a child in here and not find it until Easter, but I suppose that’s the price of picking out a six-bedroom condo in Tribeca with more glass than an Apple Store. The heat is cranked. I’m sprawled across the leather sectional, my body pooled beneath a thousand-thread-count robe, the silk finer than any lover’s hands. On the coffee table: one bottle of Veuve, sweating into a coaster, and a monolithic gingerbread house, courtesy of my mother-in-law. It glares at me, a monument to marital bliss, all lopsided icing and gumdrop shingles.

The tree is the centerpiece—twelve feet, Fraser fir, garish in red and gold. I’ve color-coordinated the ornaments, then rearranged them twice because the distribution wasn’t “balanced.” A preposterous silver star droops sideways at the top, probably drunk on the fumes from the endless pine-scented candles that Steve insists make the place “festive.” I’d burn the whole thing down if I thought the insurance adjuster wouldn’t be able to tell it was arson.

My phone is the only actual light source. I scroll. Past work emails, past group texts organizing charity toy drives, past a blurry selfie Steve sent from a bar in Midtown, all beard and teeth and the word “Almost home, babe!” I let my thumb hover over the heart react, but don’t tap it. The message has an inevitable scent of apology.

Instead, I open the encrypted folder, the one with the little padlock icon that makes me feel both criminal and alive. Inside: smut. Professionally produced, amateur, AI-generated, deep fakes—if a pixelated cock exists, it’s probably in my library. But tonight, my appetite is thematic. Holiday gang bangs. A menagerie of Santas and elves and, in one particularly deranged video, reindeer antlers strapped to the temples of a bearded quarterback type who, frankly, deserves better than to be cast as “Dasher.” The scenarios are always the same: one woman, many men, the adoration that three sets of hands and a mile of rope lights can only express.

My legs twitch, toes wiggling through the plush of the blanket. I’m not even wet, just bored. I watch anyway. The woman’s fake moans echo off the condo’s steel beams, mingling with the faint rumble of the L train through the river. She’s surrounded, cocks like a bouquet, her mouth slack and greedy. She looks happy, or at least happier than I am.

I’m tracing the neckline of my robe, pressing the chill of my palm against my collarbone, when the lock on the front door clicks. Steve shoves inside, fighting with an armful of takeout bags and a box from Magnolia. His coat is a blizzard of melting snow, his hair matted flat against his skull. He kicks the door closed with a little grunt.

He says, “Hey,” too softly, like he’s not sure which version of me he’s coming home to.

“Hi,” I say. I don’t mute the phone, just angle the screen away.

Steve peels off the coat and shoes, leaving a slurry of snowmelt on the engineered wood. I can already hear him apologizing for it in his head, deciding if the right move is to mop it up now or wait until after he’s delivered the food. I beat him to it by gesturing at the towels under the sink.

He does a little shuffle on the way to the kitchen. “Rough day?”

“Not really.” I stand and stretch, feigning a yawn. “How was yours?”

“Dead,” he says, rooting through the takeout. “I swear, every client’s already checked out for the year. We could probably close early, and nobody would notice.”

He lays out the containers: Thai, my default, though I barely touch it. Steve fills his plate, two scoops of rice for every bit of protein, and sits next to me on the couch, close but not quite touching. He doesn’t comment on my robe or the way my legs are tucked up, but his eyes linger on the gap where the silk parts at my thigh.

We eat in silence, interrupted by the sound of Steve’s chewing and the low hum of the building’s HVAC. The only time he breaks is to show me a video on his phone—a penguin pushing another penguin into a pool. He laughs a little too loudly, then tries to pull me into it by replaying it twice, as if repetition will make it funnier.

After a few minutes he sighs and leans back, splaying his arms across the top of the couch. “So, uh, you hear from your sister?”

“Not since she went to Tulum.” I clear my throat. “Apparently, the time zone is too confusing for her.”

He smirks, but the muscles in his jaw are working. Steve is trying to build to something, and I’m not making it easy.

He waits, then says, “You know, Rockefeller’s open late tonight. We could go skating. Or, there’s a holiday party at Matt’s. He says it’s going to be like the event of the season.”

I look at the tree, then back at him. “Which would you prefer?”

Steve shrugs. “It's your call.”

“Rockefeller will be a mob scene, and you hate Matt’s wife.” I lick some peanut sauce off my thumb. “So neither?”

He tries a smile, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. “We could just stay in.”

“Fine.”

The word hangs in the air, absolute zero.

Steve glances at his watch, then at the bedroom. “You tired?”

“Not yet.” But I stand, smoothing the robe around my hips.

He follows. Of course he does. He’s programmed for it. I pause at the threshold, adjusting a drooping ornament, gold and blood-red, then flick off the tree’s lights. The living room goes dark except for the city’s eternal dusk through the glass.

The bedroom is cold. Steve sits on the edge of the bed, uncertain, then beckons me over with a little flex of his finger. I step between his knees, let him part the robe, his hands tentative but hungry, as if he’s still not sure if I’ll let him. His lips find my stomach, then lower, but I push him back, peel the robe all the way off, and slide under the sheets.

He follows, skin flushed and awkward. There’s none of the primal urgency of our early years, just a clinical efficiency. Steve moves above me, thrusts shallow and regular, as if he’s memorized the exact cadence of what I once liked. It’s not bad, just—predictable. I fake a gasp at the right moment, feel him shudder and release, then collapse at my side. He’s asleep within minutes, snoring softly and evenly, one hand still limply cupping my breast like a dog guarding a bone.

I lie there, staring at the ceiling, feeling the weight of his arm and the emptiness of everything else. The city is still roaring outside, but up here it’s just white noise.

After a while, I slip out from under him and wrap myself back in the robe. I pad across the cold hardwood to the living room. I don’t turn the lights back on. The tree glows, a beacon for nobody.

My phone’s already waiting for me, its black mirror reflecting a woman who looks nothing like the one in the videos. I wonder which version of me Steve prefers—the one that makes him feel like a hero, or the one who secretly wants to be conquered by an army.

I wait for an answer that never comes.

#

The robe is still warm with my body, and underneath I am naked, every inch exposed to the draft from the windows and the unblinking stare of the Christmas tree.

I thumb the phone open, bypass the lock, and slide into the deep web’s velvet underbelly, the place where nothing is forbidden and everything is catalogued. The forum is festive tonight: avatars updated to Santa hats, banner in candy-cane font, pinned threads glowing with star emojis. My pulse speeds up as I scroll past the safe-for-work posts and into the members-only section—video requests, custom content, encrypted invitations to things you can’t say out loud in daylight.

I click through to the gallery, and there it is: the thread that owns me. *Holiday Bukkake Bash—NYC Edition*. Last year’s thumbnail is still up, a still of a woman in a sequined red dress, mascara streaked, her arms lifted in surrender as six faceless men close in. The next few posts are more of the same, but the faces have changed—new men, more muscle, hands grasping, lips parted, cocks like weapons. The camera angles are raw, shadowed, but there’s nothing grainy about the content. Every shot is intentional, perfect.

I let the robe slip open, skin prickling as the air hits my breasts, the chill so sharp I feel my nipples harden instantly. I spread my legs, let my heel hook over the arm of the couch, and prop the phone against the lamp base on the side table, the screen tilting up to catch the hollows of my body.

The video auto plays with a little chirp. Without shyness, the woman on-screen writhes, begs, and gasps, “all of you” like a prayer. The men are silent, disciplined, hands and bodies moving with practiced rhythm. One of them grabs her by the hair, pulling her head back so she’s forced to look at the camera, at me. Her eyes glitter with tears or sweat or both, her mascara a gorgeous disaster.

My fingers are already working the knot of the sash, not even pretending to go slow. The ache is low and insistent, like a pulled muscle, and I run my palm over my thigh, then slip two fingers down, finding myself slicker than I expected. The only light is the phone’s blue glow and the sickly neon from the high-rise across the street, but it’s enough to show the shine of my skin, the way my chest rises and falls in jerky little shivers.

I close my eyes, picture myself in the video—center of attention, plaything, every hole filled and every whim indulged. I imagine the hands are Steve’s for a moment, but they aren’t. They’re bigger, rougher, more urgent. The idea of being absolutely outnumbered doesn’t scare me; it makes me feel like a fucking goddess.

The video ramps up; the men quicken their pace, the woman’s voice gone high and thin. My hips mirror the rhythm. I press harder, teasing at first, then going blunt and rough, the way I always do when nobody’s watching. I bring my other hand up to my mouth, bite the skin at the base of my thumb, knowing if I don’t I’ll scream and wake the whole building. Steve’s probably still in REM, dreaming of a penguin slipping on ice.

I feel the first contraction, a hard pull that makes my calf spasm, and then it’s a freefall—my body arching off the leather, toes pointed, throat making these pathetic, broken sounds that echo off the glass and marble. I keep working myself through it, milking every jolt, until I’m boneless and sweaty and splayed, the robe pooling beneath me like the aftermath of a crime scene.

The video ends with the woman crumpled on the floor, a mess of makeup and semen and Christmas glitter. She looks at the camera, dazed, then laughs—a deep, satisfied laugh that leaves no room for pity.

I watch it loop once, twice, then close the tab. My breath fogs the screen.

Back on the forum, a new message notification pops up. The sender’s name is *HOLIDAY_ENTERTAINERS*, the avatar a cartoon Santa with a knowing wink. The message is brief: "Are you available for a private show? Discretion guaranteed. References on request."

My thumb hovers over the reply button, indecisive for less than a heartbeat. Then I press it.

The click of the phone closing is louder than I expect. It ricochets around the empty apartment, ricochets inside my skull, settles somewhere deep and hungry.

Tomorrow, maybe I’ll put the star back on the tree. Maybe I’ll even wake Steve for a round two, pretend we’re newlyweds, let him believe the smile on my face is all his doing.

But for tonight, the only gift I want is the promise of too much, and the certainty that when it comes, it will be exactly what I asked for.


Chapter 2

The red nose sits on the coffee table, a silent harbinger of what's to come.

It’s one of those novelty deals from the bodega, plastic and bulbous, still in its crinkled package. It glows when you squeeze it—a Christmas accessory for a child or, in my case, a woman with poor impulse control. I leave it there as bait.

The living room is showroom-perfect. I’ve spent the hour post-masturbation cleaning up, and the leather couches reflect the colored lights like wet oil. I’ve repositioned the mirrors—two tall antique frames flanking the fireplace—so that no matter where you sit, you get an eyeful of yourself and everything else. I do not believe in subtlety. The only clutter is intentional: the phone, now face-down; the red nose in its little nest of tissue.

I’m sprawled across the chaise in a fresh silk robe, legs crossed, feet bare, nipples hard as knuckles beneath the fabric. Purchased that way on purpose, the size too small robe rides up to my hip. The overheads are off; all the illumination comes from the tree, the fireplace, and the glass skyline. The room feels like it’s holding its breath.

Steve enters right on cue. He must hear me before he sees me, the gentle crack of my toes against the table, the wet pop of bottle on glass. I let him come into the room and stand there, blinking, not yet sure if this is the Lisa who wants to fuck him or the Lisa who will skin him alive for breathing too loud.

He says, “You look comfortable.”

I tilt my head. “Jealous?”

He’s in a Henley and sweatpants, both stretched tight across muscle he refuses to let go soft, even in the dead of December. I think sometimes about what a waste it is, all that gym time, when I’d rather see him broken open, tired and sore and out of excuses.

“Big plans for tonight?” he says, almost casually.

I uncross my legs, slow, and let the robe fall open to the middle of my thigh. “I thought we’d exchange gifts.”

He snorts. “I haven’t wrapped yours yet.”

“Doesn’t have to be wrapped.” I flick my gaze to his lap, then up to his face, taking inventory of the micro-expressions: half-second eyebrow twitch, jaw flex, breath held on the way out. He’s already started picturing it. Good.

I pat the empty cushion beside me. “Sit.”

He obeys, but with caution. His hands find his knees, and he folds forward a bit, as if the added bulk of his body might create a shield. I angle my body toward him, letting my robe slip just a little. The air between us tightens.

I say, “I have a confession.”

He makes a noise—part interest, part dread.

I lean in. “You know the reindeer games thing?”

He blinks, not following.

“The fantasy. The gang bang.” I say it matter-of-factly, like I’m placing an order at a bakery. “Seven men, you watching.”

His cheeks pink. “We… talked about it. Once.”

“Twice. And you said it was hot.” I set my glass on the table and, without ceremony, hike my knee onto the couch so I’m facing him fully. “Well, I want it. This year.”

He runs a hand through his hair, dragging it out to buy time. “You mean… like, really?”

I nod. “Nothing but the nose. And maybe a bow. You're on the sidelines, in the corner. Silent night.”

He’s flustered—genuinely, adorably, pitiably so. The muscles in his forearm bunch as he grips the armrest. “Lisa, that’s not—”

I cut him off with a raised finger. “It’s my Christmas wish, Steven.”

He says nothing, but his gaze drops to my chest, then my bare leg, then flicks to the red nose on the table. I know the order of operations in his brain: resistance, resignation, reluctant arousal.

“Walk me through it,” he says, voice gravelly.

I smirk, victorious. “You want details?”

He licks his lips. “I want to know what you want.”

So I lay it out for him, like a general briefing a subordinate. “I want seven. Tall, strong. No names, no small talk. The costume is antlers or nothing. You’re in the room; you watch. You do not touch unless I ask.”

He shifts, just a hair, but enough to betray the twitch of his cock against the soft of his pants.

I continue: “I want hands everywhere. Mouths, tongues, cocks. I want to forget who I am. I want you to see me lose control.”

He’s gone very still, eyes locked on mine. I lower my voice: “I want them to fill me up. I want you to watch them finish on me, inside me. I want you to see how happy it makes me.”

He’s white-knuckling the armrest now, and I wonder if his fingers will leave dents in the leather.

I add, softer, “Is that so much to ask?”

Steve clears his throat. “And me?”

I tilt my head. “You get to watch. You get to see me at my best. Isn’t that what you want?”

He looks at the tree, then the window, then back to me. “Why?”

I shrug, let the robe fall entirely open. “Because I can. Because I want to. Because I like being the center of the universe, even if it’s just for a night.”

There’s a long silence, broken only by the distant wail of a siren and the soft crackle of the fire.

Finally, Steve says, “It’s not about me, is it?”

I let him have that moment, then smile with just the right balance of venom and sweetness. “No, babe. It’s about Christmas.”

He laughs, a wet, shaky sound. Then he drains his glass, sets it down, and looks at me—really looks, as if he’s trying to memorize every angle.

“Okay,” he says, and I know it’s both a surrender and a dare.

I reach over, squeeze his thigh, and feel the heat of his skin. “You’ll make the arrangements?”

He swallows. “Yeah.”

I trace his inner thigh, up to the waistband, then pull my hand back. “Good boy.”

I stand, robe pooling on the floor, and walk to the kitchen. I hear him exhale—like he’s been underwater for hours, and finally breaks the surface.

In the fridge's glass, I catch my reflection: hair wild, skin flushed, eyes burning. The Lisa in the mirror is a stranger, and I love her.

Back in the living room, Steve is still sitting, still stunned. The red nose waits on the table, brighter than the tree, the only thing in the room that’s not afraid.

Tomorrow, maybe I’ll let him touch me again. Tonight, he gets to watch.

#

The next night, I don’t bother with pretense. The robe is off before Steve even walks in the door, replaced with a black tank and shorts so small they violate health codes. I’m perched on the kitchen island, phone in one hand, stemless glass of Sauvignon in the other. The TV glows with a muted reality show, but it’s only there for ambience; my real entertainment is the man inching his way through the foyer like he’s being called to the principal’s office.

I hold up the phone. “Come here.”

He’s still wary—good. “What’s up?”

“I want to show you something.” I swipe the screen open with my thumb and turn it toward him, propping my chin on my fist. The anticipation is better than the wine.

Steve sets his bag down and steps in close. He smells of the subway, faintly metallic and stressed. I tap the screen. “This is the forum.”

He stares at the login page: stylized snowflakes, two-factor authentication, a tagline that reads *Where Naughty is Nice.* His eyebrow goes up. “You… paid for this?”

I smile, not bothering to correct him. “Had to. If you want quality, invest.”

I log in, navigating straight to the gallery. The user interface is laughably professional, blue-and-white and sanitized for corporate consumption, but the contents are pure filth. I scroll down, past the amateur section, past the “Meetups and Mixers,” straight to the custom fantasy boards. I see the moment Steve realizes how much time I’ve spent here—my username pops up everywhere, threads stuck with my comments, polls I’ve created, invitations I’ve replied to.

I scroll to a post labeled “Seven Sleigh Team—All NYC.” It’s a private invite, and the list of participants is exactly what you’d expect from a city with more personal trainers than kindergartners.

“Let’s meet the team,” I say, and tap open the first profile.

*Derrick Thompson.* His avatar is a headshot—bald, thick beard, a face that could sell whiskey or threaten your dad. I read the bio aloud: “Six-three. Former linebacker, now PT at Equinox. Dominant, respectful, ‘loves a challenge.’ Sounds like your type?”

Steve gives a noncommittal grunt.

I flip to the next: *Ethan White.* Sun-kissed, beach smile, abs for days. “This one’s more your speed, huh? He’s got a YouTube channel. Look at that hair.” I zoom the pic, showing Steve the perfect line of Ethan’s jaw, the canines that look a little too sharp.

He doesn’t respond, but his breathing tells the story.

Onward. *Antonio Rodriguez.* Sleeves of tattoos, arms that could snap a fire hydrant, the smolder of someone who’s never lost a bar fight. “Those arms,” I say, dragging a finger down the screen. “Imagine those holding me down.”

Steve’s hands clench.

*Michael Chen.* All lean muscle and understated style, jawline so severe you could slice bread on it. I don’t need to read the bio to know he’s the quiet one. “The silent types are always the most intense,” I say, voice syrupy. “Bet he’s the one who surprises you.”

Steve is standing too close now, like proximity will help him process it.

I scroll to *Benjamin Mitchell.* Clean-cut, dimpled, the guy you bring home to your parents and then fuck in their guest bathroom. “He’s got a sweet side,” I read. “‘Likes to take care of his partner.’ Probably the one who’ll kiss my forehead after.”

Steve is chewing the inside of his cheek, jaw working overtime.

Next: *Samuel Adams*—the name is too on-the-nose, but the body is pure stone. Buzzed hair, ice-blue stare, a vibe so controlled it’s almost robotic. “He’s the one who’ll make you nervous,” I say, glancing up at Steve. “Probably already planning out every move.”

Steve is silent, but I can see the pulse in his neck. He’s fighting something—jealousy, terror, desire, maybe all three.

Finally, *Vincent Harris.* Former trainer, now apparently into real estate, but all I see is shoulders broad enough to block a doorway, and a smile designed for breaking promises. “He’s the anchor,” I say, letting my tongue roll on the word. “He’ll make sure everyone gets their turn.”

There’s a silence after that, heavy and hot.

I flip the phone around; the men’s faces a digital lineup. “Questions?”

Steve shakes his head, but I can tell he’s looking for a way out. “Do you… know them?”

I laugh. “Not personally. But I’ve read the reviews. Five stars, highly recommended.” I set the phone down, locking eyes with him. “You okay?”

He nods, then doesn’t. “It’s a lot.”

I hop off the counter; the shorts ride up as I move. “That’s the point. You said you’d do this.”

He looks at the phone, at the faces, at me. “I did. I will. It’s just—”

“Scary?”

He exhales. “Yeah.”

I walk up to him, press my body against his, feeling the hammer of his heart. “You’re going to watch me. You’re going to see every second. And after, if you’re good, maybe I’ll let you have a turn.”

Steve’s hands tremble just enough to notice, but he doesn’t pull away. “You’re sure?”

I kiss him, quick and cruelly. “Never been more sure of anything in my life.”

He stands there, staring at the screen as if waiting for one man to wink back at him. I leave him to it, walking to the bedroom, wondering which of us is more excited about Christmas.

Maybe it’s a tie.

#

He knocks on the bedroom door like he’s afraid of what might answer.

“Come in,” I call, and let the invitation hang.

Steve steps inside, rubbing his palms together like a nervous schoolboy. I’m on the bed, lights low, music at a volume that’s more vibration than sound. The sheets are dark blue, the color of bruises; I’m in a camisole and nothing else, hair still damp from a shower, skin tight and tingling.

He stands at the foot of the bed, eyes tracking the length of my body but always darting away before they can land. I let the silence stretch until it feels like a dare.

Finally, he says, “So, you want to talk more about… last night?”

I smile. “You mean the gift exchange?”

He shifts from foot to foot. “Yeah. That.”

I sit up, crossing my legs under me. “I just want you to say yes. Out loud. Make it official.”

He stares at the floor, then at his hands. “I said I was okay with it.”

“You said you’d do it. That’s different.” I pat the comforter. “Come here.”

He approaches, hesitant, and sits down next to me. I move in so close our thighs are pressed together, my hand resting on the inside of his knee.

“This could save our marriage,” I whisper, letting my mouth brush his ear. “Don’t you want me to be happy?”

He shivers. “Of course I do.”

“Then say it.”

He hesitates, and for a second I see all the gears turning—pride, shame, panic, something like hope. I lean in, my hand sliding up his thigh, squeezing, just shy of cruel.

He exhales, his breath shaky. “Yes. I want it.”

I smile into his cheek, press a slow kiss just below his earlobe. “Good.”

Before he can exhale again, I straddle him, pushing him back onto the mattress with my hands on his shoulders. The movement is so smooth, so choreographed, he barely resists; his body goes liquid beneath mine, all tension routes into the desperate grip of his hands on my hips.

I grind down, feeling the line of his cock through both our clothes, and the sound he makes is half-plea, half-sob. I kiss him, open-mouthed, biting his lower lip, and when I pull away I see the gloss of my spit across his skin.

He’s already half-undone, but I want to see how far I can push it.

I rock against him, slow at first, then faster, making sure he feels every ounce of me. I guide his hands to my ass, then up my waist, then tangle them in my hair. When he gets bold enough to grip my tits, I reward him with another kiss, deep and wet.

I slide one hand into his waistband and wrap my fingers around him, stroking in time with my hips. “You want to know what I’ll do for them?” I murmur just loud enough to cut through the fog of sex and shame.

He nods, lips parted, eyes glassy.

“I’m going to get on my knees,” I say, “and let them use my mouth until my jaw goes numb. I’m going to let them bend me over every surface of this apartment. I’m going to let them fill me up, again and again, until there’s nothing left. And you—” I tighten my grip just as he gasps— “you’re going to watch, aren’t you?”

His whole body goes rigid. He’s so close I can taste it in the way he gulps air, the tremble in his thighs.

“Say it,” I whisper. “Say you want to see it.”

He stammers, “I—I want to see it. I want—”

I jerk him off, rough and fast, my thumb circling the head the way I know makes him come in seconds. He doesn’t disappoint—he grunts, hips jerking, and I milk every pulse, watching the sweat bead on his brow, the way his eyes roll back, the utter humiliation and delight twisted together on his face.

When he’s finished, I lean forward, pressing my lips to his ear. “Thank you,” I whisper. “For making my Christmas wish come true.”

He collapses back, breathing like he just ran a marathon, and I slide off him, careful not to let him touch me unless I want it.

For a minute, neither of us speaks. Then he sits up, still trembling, and looks at me like I’ve just rewritten the rules of the universe.

“I love you,” he says, voice small.

I kiss him on the forehead, softly and fleeting. “I know.”

I leave him there, pants still half-open, as I walk into the hallway. I glance back once, catch him watching me with a look I can’t quite read—something between worship and terror.

On the coffee table, the red nose is waiting, just where I left it.

Tomorrow, I’ll put it on.

Tomorrow, the fun really begins.


Chapter 3

I wake early and spend half the morning tuning the lighting until it’s just right: red bulbs in the sconces, green LEDs snaked behind the baseboards, mirrors angled like funhouse exhibits to reflect every inch of the living room in a surreal, overlapping panorama. The mirrors are my favorite touch; they’ll force Steve to watch even when he tries to look away. Silent anticipation plays against the background of the crackling fireplace. The leather sectional sits dead-center, the stage for everything that matters tonight. I’ve laid out towels and wipes and bottled water in neat rows on the end table, hospitality with a hint of menace.

Steve is up already, puttering in the kitchen in an old Columbia hoodie, loading and unloading the dishwasher on loop. He keeps glancing into the living room as if it might bite him. His hands shake a little when he puts away the plates. I could tell him to stop, to go meditate or jerk off or whatever would help, but part of me wants the nerves to marinate.

I open the door to my closet and survey the arsenal. The new lingerie hangs from a satin hanger—crimson mesh, high-cut, with a strip of tiny white fur at the bust that’s a blatant nod to “Santa’s Helper.” It’s not my taste, but tonight isn’t about taste. It’s about spectacle.

I strip and slip it on. It fits tighter than advertised, the lace biting into my hips and the cups doing nothing to hide my nipples. I add a garter, white thigh-highs, and—because I have a sense of humor—the red nose, glowing when I pinch it. I spend extra time on my makeup: thick black eyeliner, heavy contour, lips the color of arterial blood. My hair goes up in a messy bun, pins stabbed through it like stakes.

I catch my reflection in the bathroom mirror and have to laugh. I look like a porn parody of myself, but it’s perfect. Nobody here is coming for subtlety.

From the bedroom, I hear Steve pacing. I ignore him and check the time: half an hour before the first “guest” is due. Surveying the room again, I check for anything out of place. I position the bowl of condoms in the center of the coffee table, then rearrange the chairs so Steve’s “corner” is inescapable but close enough that he can see, hear, and smell everything.

I linger at the edge of the space and imagine the choreography: me in the center, seven men orbiting, Steve pinned to his chair by nothing but shame and arousal. The mere idea makes my heart race.

I turn on some music—modern pop with just enough sleigh bells to sound ironic—and sit cross-legged in the middle of the couch, waiting.

Five minutes before showtime, Steve comes out and stops dead. His eyes crawl up my legs, over the red mesh, and freeze on the nose. His face is evenly split: one half terror, the other raw need.

I pat the cushion. “Sit. You should see the opening act.”

He obeys. Of course he does.

The first chime of the doorbell is almost anticlimactic. I check my phone: right on time. I nod at Steve, who stands but then remembers he’s not allowed to answer the door tonight.

I strut over, throw open the door, and let the cold air in. Standing on the mat are three of the “team”—Derrick, Ethan, and Michael, each more perfect in person than in their filtered profile pics. All three are dressed to code: antler headbands, leather harnesses across bare chests, dark jeans or joggers, boots. Their bodies are absurd, the product of gym obsession and self-admiration, and for a second I feel almost giddy.

Derrick is in front, bigger than life, holding a small duffel. He looks me up and down with open, unashamed appraisal, and his grin is half-wolf. “Nice nose.”

I wink. “You know where the bar is. Go make yourselves comfortable.”

As they file in, the other four appear from the elevator—Antonio, Samuel, Benjamin, and Vincent—each carrying a prop or bag, each radiating the same confidence. Antonio’s harness is studded with metal, bells attached to each strap so he jingles with every step. Samuel has a white box under one arm, his antlers silver. Benjamin is shirtless, a long feather sticking out of his back pocket. Vincent’s harness is red, matching his socks. It looks expensive, and so does he.

They enter like a sports team, all backslaps and cocky banter. Steve stiffens, trying to disappear into the sectional, but there’s nowhere to go. I watch as the men clock him: the way Derrick’s lips curl in recognition, the side-eye from Antonio, the almost sympathetic glance from Benjamin.

Ethan, the blonde one, is the first to speak to Steve. “Hey, man. You good?” He says it softly, almost kindly, but with a trace of mockery that’s impossible to miss.

Steve mutters, “Yeah, I’m good,” and tries not to look at anyone.

I clear my throat, and the room quiets. Seven sets of eyes turn to me, some predatory, some just hungry.

“House rules,” I say, standing with hands on hips. “Steve sits there. He doesn’t speak, doesn’t touch, doesn’t take part. He just watches what he can’t provide.” I let the words settle, then tilt my head at Steve. “You understand?”

He nods, face bright red.

I turn to the men. “You can call me Lisa, or ‘Dasher’ if you’re feeling festive. If you want something, ask. If you don’t, take it anyway. Condoms on the table, towels in the basket, and if you break anything, pay double.”

Antonio cracks a grin. “How about triple?”

I shoot him a look. “Don’t get cocky, reindeer. We haven’t started.”

Derrick unzips his duffel and pulls out silk restraints, red and green. He tosses them onto the table. “Who’s ready for a Christmas miracle?”

Ethan lays out a row of massage oils. “I come prepared.”

Antonio flicks the riding crop with a practiced wrist and smirks. “You’ll be on your knees by midnight.”

Michael, the quiet one, holds up a black velvet blindfold and says nothing, but the look in his eyes is pure challenge.

Benjamin flourishes his feather and bows. “At your service.”

Samuel cracks open his white box, revealing tubes of warming lubricant, and lines them up next to the oils with surgical precision.

Vincent, last but not least, produces a miniature vibrator—red, lipstick-shaped, clearly new—and sets it next to the bowl of condoms. “Just in case anyone’s feeling shy.”

The tension in the room is immediate and electric. I savor it, then turn on my heel and walk back to the couch. I perch on the edge, cross my legs, and let the hem of the mesh ride high. I meet each pair of eyes in turn, daring them to look away.

“So,” I say. “Who’s first?”

There’s a half-second of hesitation, then Derrick stands, rolls his shoulders, and approaches. He walks like he owns the air he breathes, and when he stands in front of me, his shadow blots out the fireplace.

He bends forward, voice low. “You want the nose on or off?”

I keep it on. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

He grabs my chin, tilts my head up, and studies my face. His thumb traces the bridge of my nose, presses on the plastic tip until it squeaks. The room laughs, tension breaking for an instant. He leans in, lips close enough that I can smell the peppermint on his breath.

“Open,” he says.

I do, tongue out.

He slips a peppermint between my lips, then kisses me hard, crushing the candy against my teeth. The taste is sweet and sharp. He pulls back, fingers still on my jaw, and turns me to face Steve.

“Watch,” Derrick says. “Every second.”

I glance at Steve. His hands are clenched on the armrest, knuckles white, eyes wide and unblinking. He looks as if he might shatter.

Derrick backs away, and in his place, Ethan slides onto the couch, drizzling oil onto his palms and rubbing them together until they glisten. He kneads my shoulders, working the muscles with expert pressure, and I have to admit it feels better than any spa. His hands slide down, over the mesh, to the small of my back, where he pauses, waiting for permission.

I nod, and he pushes me forward, palms circling my hips, thumbs digging into the tops of my thighs. He leans in and whispers, “Relax. Let it happen.”

I relax. I let it happen.

Antonio comes next, crop in hand. He stands behind the couch and trails the tip along my exposed shoulder, then down my spine, then around to my inner thigh. He flicks it, gently at first, then a little harder, and I can’t help but gasp. The sound echoes on the high ceiling, bounces off the glass and the mirrors. He does it again, harder, and this time I moan, on purpose.

“Say ‘thank you’,” he commands.

“Thank you,” I breathe.

He grins. “Good girl.”

Michael, who has been silent until now, approaches with the blindfold. He ties it over my eyes, knotting it tight enough to sting. The darkness heightens everything—the warmth of the fireplace, the scent of cedar, the soft hiss of breath from every man in the room. I feel hands—multiple—on my arms, my legs, my breasts, all at once. It’s overwhelming, but in the best way.

Benjamin drags the feather up my thigh, over the mesh, and around my nipples, which are already rock hard. The sensation is maddening. He traces circles, then flicks lightly, alternating between tickling and tormenting. Each touch makes me squirm, makes me want more.

Samuel’s hands are clinical but skilled. He applies the warming lubricant to my inner thighs, his fingers massaging it in until the heat builds. He works higher and higher, never quite touching where I want him to, until the ache is unbearable.

Vincent is last. He sits beside me, clicks on the vibrator, and presses it against the mesh, right over my clit. The vibrations shoot through me, amplified by the buildup from the other six. I arch, involuntary, and Vincent uses his free hand to hold me down, palm flat on my stomach.

The men work in concert, each playing their role, each determined to outdo the others. I can’t see, but I can hear the competition in their breathing, the little grunts of satisfaction as they wring a new sound from me.

I wonder for a moment how Steve is taking all this. I yank the blindfold up just enough to peek.

He’s transfixed, face flushed, pupils blown wide. He looks destroyed.

I make sure he sees me smile.

Derrick returns to center stage, silk restraints in hand. He takes my wrists and binds them together, then anchors them to the arm of the sectional. It’s more symbolic than functional, but the illusion of helplessness is intoxicating. He leans in, mouth by my ear.

“Ready?”

“Yes,” I say, loud and clear, for Steve’s benefit.

Ethan oils my thighs again, and this time lets his fingers slide higher, finding the bare slit between my legs, already dripping. He plays there, slowly at first, then with increasing confidence. The others watch, some stroking themselves through their jeans, some just taking in the spectacle.

Antonio lifts me, effortless, and sets me on his lap, legs spread wide so everyone can see. He grinds against me through his pants, the pressure maddening, while Samuel kneels between my legs and applies more lube, this time to his own fingers. He circles my opening, then pushes in, slow but relentless.

Michael kisses my neck, trailing his tongue down to my collarbone, while Benjamin teases my nipples with his feather. Vincent, ever the showman, cranks the vibrator to max and presses it hard against my clit.

The sensations overlap, fuse, build. My body responds before my mind can catch up.

I lock eyes with Steve and let him see everything.

“Look at me,” I say, voice guttural. “Don’t you dare look away.”

He doesn’t.

I come, hard and loud, the vibrations and fingers and mouths pushing me over with no resistance. The men cheer, high-five, slap each other on the back. Steve just stares, broken and glassy-eyed.

I let the aftershocks roll through me, savoring the glow, the attention, the humiliation.

Derrick unties my wrists, but leaves the restraints hanging. “That’s just the warm-up,” he promises.

I smirk. “Bring it on.”

I settle back, ready for round two, and let the men jockey for position. Steve is still in the corner, hands in fists, but now there’s something else in his expression: hunger.

Perfect.

The night is just beginning.
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Derrick is the ringmaster, and I am the major attraction.

He wastes no time. One hand grabs my hair, yanking my head back so the red nose points straight up; the other hand cups my jaw, fingers splayed so my lips part, ready for anything. He kisses me like he’s branding a calf, tongue deep, grip absolute, and in the same motion peels my mesh down to bare my tits for the room. My nipples are already so stiff they hurt, and Derrick palms them, alternating between tender kneading and punishing tweaks. The pain is just for show, I know, but it’s convincing—my gasp is loud enough to echo, and I make sure Steve hears every syllable.

The whole time, Derrick watches Steve. It’s not subtle. He holds my jaw so my face is always toward Steve’s corner, and between kisses says things like, “This is what she wants,” and, “You never fucked her like this, did you?” Every word lands like a punch. Steve’s posture shrinks a little more each time.

Derrick unbuttons his jeans, releases a cock that’s almost comically thick, and lines it up. He doesn’t bother with foreplay; that’s what the team is for. With one hard thrust he’s inside me, and the shock of it makes my eyes water. I let out a moan so theatrical it borders on camp, but it’s not a lie—I can feel him all the way up, pressing places Steve never could.

He fucks me slow at first, using the entire couch as leverage, my body bouncing with every thrust. He makes a show of it, pausing every so often to slap my ass or grip my throat, making sure Steve’s eyes never leave the action. When I look over, Steve’s mouth is half-open, breathing in these shallow gasps, hands clamped on the chair arms.

Derrick whispers in my ear, “Should we let the others have a taste?” and without waiting for a reply, pulls out and spins me to face the team.

Ethan is next, sliding in beside me, his skin so warm it almost burns. He’s already hard, and with a deft motion he parts my legs, kneels between them, and lines himself up. Instead of just ramming in, though, he leans forward and kisses my knee, my thigh, the inside of my hip. He’s annoyingly gentle, his fingers soft, his words softer still.

“You’re gorgeous, you know that?” Ethan murmurs, hands cupping my face as if he’s about to propose. “You’re driving everyone crazy.”

He pushes in, but it’s not the size or speed—it’s the sheer contrast to Derrick’s violence that gets me off. Each slow, rolling thrust hits the perfect angle. He keeps whispering the whole time: “So good, so perfect, don’t stop, you can take more, I know you can.” The words are almost hypnotic, and for a second, I almost believe it’s just the two of us.

Except it’s not. The mirrors reflect the truth: six other men, watching, stroking, whispering to each other, the heat in the room building with every passing second. Steve is locked in a frozen purgatory between pleasure and agony.

When I get close, I throw my head back and stare right at Steve. “Look at me,” I moan, louder than necessary. “This is what I want.” My orgasm is sharp, a full-body clench that sends a shudder through Ethan and the couch.

He pulls out, letting the next guy have the slot.

Antonio doesn’t even pretend to be gentle. He grabs me under the arms, lifts me bodily off the couch, and spins me so my back is to the living room. The entire room can see everything. Antonio’s cock is long and brutal, and he doesn’t slow down even when I gasp, even when my nails rake the back of the couch for purchase.

He fucks me standing up; the jingle bells on his harness ringing with every movement. He slaps my ass with his free hand, then uses the crop to land precise strikes across my thighs. I cry out, but it’s mostly for Steve—who flinches every time the crop lands.

Antonio leans forward, low enough for only me to hear, and says, “You want him to cry, don’t you?”

I laugh, but it comes out as a sob. “Yes.”

He fucks me harder, one hand in my hair, the other on my jaw, forcing my face toward Steve.

“Smile,” Antonio commands, and I do, baring my teeth in a manic, lipstick-smeared rictus.

When Antonio comes, he doesn’t warn me—just groans and digs his nails into my ass, using me until he’s finished. He steps back, wipes his cock on my thigh, and gives me a little bow. “Next.”

Michael is precise and calm. He approaches with the blindfold again, ties it over my eyes, and guides me gently back onto the couch. His hands are everywhere—stroking, caressing, finding every sensitive spot. He’s slow, almost reverent, and for a split second I think he might be the only one who cares whether I’m enjoying myself.

He enters me with no fanfare, just a slow, insistent pressure. The blindfold makes everything sharper: the scent of sweat and lube, the heat of his body, the faintest brush of breath on my ear. He takes his time, and after a few minutes, my body reacts on its own—hips rocking up, back arching, mouth forming pleas without words.

When he’s ready, he pulls the blindfold up just enough so I can see Steve again.

I whisper, “You’re watching?”

Steve nods, silent.

I moan, “Good,” and let Michael fuck me into a second, more intense climax. This one wrings me out, leaves my body trembling.

Benjamin is next, feather in hand, but before he even touches me, he kneels beside the couch and looks me in the eyes.

“Are you okay?” he whispers.

The concern is genuine, or at least close enough to pass. I nod, eager.

He smiles and traces the feather down my neck, between my breasts, along the insides of my thighs. The tickling sensation makes me twitch, giggle, gasp, and then beg. He takes his time, letting the anticipation build, letting my skin prickle with every stroke. When he finally enters me, he’s as gentle as Ethan, but there’s a steady, relentless pace to it. He holds my hands, fingers interlaced, and looks into my face the entire time.

It’s almost tender, and for a second, I hate him for it.

He brings me to another peak, then withdraws and leaves the feather behind, tucked into the band of my garter like a prize.

Samuel is clinical. He doesn’t kiss, doesn’t talk, just applies the warming lube to his cock, lines himself up, and pushes in. The heat is immediate, spreading inside me like fire. He holds my hips with both hands, fucking me with a surgeon’s precision, and the sensation is almost too much. I come again, this time in a high, keening whine that sounds nothing like me.

Samuel finishes, cleans himself off, and returns to his seat as if nothing happened.

Vincent waits until last. He approaches slowly, vibrator in hand, and sits beside me on the couch.

“You’re incredible,” he says, and his voice is so deep it vibrates in my chest.

He slides the vibrator between my legs, presses it directly against my clit, and lets it buzz until I’m shaking. Then he enters me, and it’s like my body is on a hundred different frequencies at once. The sensation is so intense I almost black out. He holds my face, kisses me slow and deep, and murmurs, “Let go. You deserve it.”

I do. I come so hard I scream; the sound ripping out of me raw and unfiltered. In the mirrors, I see Steve jolt in his seat, like the sound is physically hurting him.

Vincent finishes, then pulls me onto his lap, holding me tight as the aftershocks ripple through my body. For a second, I almost feel safe.

But the real victory is on Steve’s face.

He’s ruined. Red-eyed, sweat beading his forehead, lips pressed so tight they’ve gone white. He’s still hard in his sweats, but makes no move to touch himself. He just sits watching as seven men take turns with his wife.

I let the silence stretch, then call out, “Steve?”

He flinches. “Yeah?”

“Are you watching?”

His voice is hoarse. “I can’t stop.”

The men laugh, and I join them. The sound is cold and bright and utterly triumphant.

The round ends, but the night isn’t over. There are more configurations, more games, more ways to humiliate and devastate and delight. But for now, I lean back in Vincent’s arms, panting, grinning, and watch Steve crumble under the weight of everything he’s ever feared.

Perfect.
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After the first round, the rules go out the window.

The men move together as if they’ve practiced, each knowing their lane, their moment. Maybe it’s some primal pack thing, or maybe they’re just that used to performing for a woman who needs more than one at a time. Whatever it is, it’s intoxicating to be in the center, the axis around which all that muscle and intent rotates.

Derrick returns with the silk ties and binds my wrists together behind my back. He yanks me up, chest to chest, and I can taste the salt on his neck as he fucks me standing, using my own arms as leverage. Every thrust pushes me higher, until I’m practically suspended, toes scraping the floor. The men cheer him on, a low, masculine rumble, and Steve is white-knuckling the armrest so hard I think the leather might rip.

But it doesn’t last. Ethan and Antonio team up, pulling Derrick away with a fake protest—“Share the damn toy, man!”—and suddenly I’m on my knees, one cock in each hand, both men feeding themselves into my mouth, their bellies pressed to my cheeks, their bodies bracketing me like pillars. I alternate choking and gasping, playing up the gagging for the benefit of the mirrors. I look sideways and see Steve’s reflection, his pupils blown, his mouth slack.

Ethan groans, “She’s a fucking natural,” and Antonio moans, “Best head I’ve had in my life.” I laugh around their cocks, then double down, bobbing so deep my nose bumps their skin, the red bulb smearing lipstick everywhere.

Benjamin joins, sliding behind me, feather teasing the small of my back. He doesn’t fuck me right away; instead; he traces my asshole with the tip, then licks a long line up my spine. The tickling, plus the men using my face, is almost too much. I moan, the sound vibrating through Ethan’s cock, and he grabs my head in both hands, guiding my rhythm. Antonio fist-pumps the air, like he’s won a bet.

In the next moment, Michael and Samuel flank my sides, hands roaming over my thighs and ass, mouths finding any exposed skin. Michael sucks bruises onto my shoulder, while Samuel applies more warming lube, this time working his fingers into my ass until I’m stretched and quivering. I squirm and gasp, then relax into it, letting the flood of sensation take over.

Vincent waits at the edge, holding the vibrator like an orchestra baton, ready for his cue.

It doesn’t take long for the men to up the ante. Ethan pushes me onto the couch, my bound wrists behind me, and lines his cock up to my mouth again. He fucks my face, fast and relentless, while Antonio kneels on the couch and pulls my legs apart. He teases my slit with the head of his cock, then slams in with a force that makes me see stars. The impact pushes me forward, makes me choke even harder on Ethan, who just laughs and thrusts deeper.

From behind, Benjamin positions himself at my ass. He toys with me, feather and tongue, then slowly pushes in, stretching me open. The double penetration is brutal, but I crave it; I rock back and forth, matching their rhythm, moaning like a whore in a porn parody. I do it loudly, so Steve hears every second.

It’s a perfect, obscene machine: Ethan in my mouth, Antonio in my pussy, Benjamin in my ass, all moving in concert. I’m pinned in place by sheer mass and will, unable to do anything but feel and perform. In the mirrors, I look like a beast—mascara streaked, lipstick smeared, red nose blinking with every jolt.

Between thrusts, I look at Steve and say, “You see this? This is what I need.” He nods, unable to speak, a tear rolling down his cheek.

Antonio pulls out, hands my legs to Samuel, who slides in without hesitation. He’s the thickest of the group, and the stretch is almost painful. He holds my thighs so tight there’ll be bruises tomorrow. Michael kneels at my side, takes the feather, and runs it over my clit in time with Samuel’s thrusts.

The sensation is insane—fucked from behind, feather on my clit, mouth stuffed with Ethan’s cock. I shudder, and then I’m coming again, muscles clamping down so hard that Ethan has to pull out or risk biting. He jerks himself over my face, shooting a thick stream across my lips and cheek. I lick it up, making a show for the audience.

One by one, the men trade places: Samuel to the front, Michael behind, then Benjamin again, then Antonio. Each time, it’s a different angle, a distinct combination. Sometimes two cocks at once, sometimes three. The lube and sweat and spit blend, and I can’t tell who is touching me where, only that it never stops.

Vincent orchestrates the rounds, always there with the vibrator, always ready to edge me closer. He teases, then backs off, over and over, until I’m desperate, begging, shaking. He makes me look at Steve every time, makes sure I’m taunting him with my pleasure.

The men chant my name. Not “Lisa”—they use “Dasher,” the name I gave them. It becomes a mantra, seven voices in unison, driving me higher and higher.

At some point, I lose track of time. There are hands in my hair, fingers in my mouth, dicks in every hole, bodies stacked around me. Someone pours water down my throat when I cough, and I drink greedily, needing it almost as much as the cock.

When I come again, it’s in three directions at once—Samuel in my pussy, Michael in my ass, Ethan back in my mouth. The orgasm is so violent that I black out for a second, body wracked with aftershocks.

I collapse onto the couch, spent. The men circle up, stroking themselves, waiting for the signal.

Vincent whispers, “Ready for your encore?”

I nod, too gone to speak.

He gestures, and all seven men surround me. They jerk off in unison, hands moving at a frantic, competitive pace. I kneel on the couch, arms still bound, head thrown back. The men stroke faster, grunting and groaning, each wanting to be first.

Derrick wins, painting my breasts with a hot, sticky line. Ethan and Antonio follow, one on my chest, the other across my cheek. Benjamin aims for my lips, and I open wide, catching it on my tongue. Samuel and Michael hit my stomach and thighs, and Vincent saves his for last, coating the tip of the red nose in a final, triumphant shot.

The room is silent, except for the sound of seven men catching their breath and my laughter.

I look at Steve. He’s not just broken—he’s obliterated. His face is tear-streaked, his sweats tented with a hard-on he’s not allowed to touch, hands shaking in his lap.

I hold his gaze and say, “Merry Christmas, baby. You got exactly what you asked for.”

He nods, tears streaming, and says, “Thank you.”

The men collapse onto the sectional, draping arms over each other, trading stories about their favorite moments. I stretch out in the middle, naked except for the nose and a glaze of sweat and semen, and bask in the glow of total, abject satisfaction.

Through the mirrors, I glimpse myself—red-nosed, ruined, triumphant—and I know I’ll never need a star on top of the tree again.

This is the only ornament that matters.


Chapter 4

The sun arrives as an intrusion, a pale yellow riptide through the blackout curtains. My body is numb, splayed and sticky, the reindeer team arrayed around me like a conquering army. I lie in the trough of the sectional, one thigh across the ottoman, wrists still bound behind me, and for a moment I wonder if I’m dead. But then the smell of sweat and semen hits, and the laughter—thin, reedy, exhausted—bounces off the glass, and I know I am excruciatingly alive.

Seven men: all muscle, all heat, all antlers, their bodies overlapping in a tangle of limbs. They move in rhythm, a pack, each working me over but never fully disengaging. Some have hands on my tits, some fingers in my mouth, others in my hair or bracing my hips. I am the center of gravity; they orbit, collide, and occasionally bicker about who gets which hole. The sex has gone beyond choreography, past spectacle, into something primal—an endurance sport with only one rule: nobody stops until I do.

I can’t tell who’s inside me anymore. They swap places, change positions, never letting me catch my breath. The only constants are the blindfold, now askew above my brow, and the red nose, which someone has taped to my forehead like a trophy.

The men are relentless. Ethan, the blonde with the gymnast’s body, is on his back, legs splayed, guiding my mouth onto his cock while Antonio kneels behind me, pinning my shoulders and fucking me from above. Derrick is the engine, hands on my hips, rocking the entire couch with his thrusts. Michael, the quiet one, alternates between my ass and my mouth, taking what’s left. Benjamin and Vincent hover at the perimeter, feeding me water, slapping my ass, laughing whenever I squeal. Samuel, ever the professional, times the rounds, calling out switches like a coach at halftime.

I moan into the room, a guttural growl that’s met with an approving chorus of “fuck yeah,” “keep going,” and, from Antonio, “You’re a fucking legend, Dasher.”

The only thing missing is Steve. He’s in his chair, exactly where I told him to stay. His robe has migrated to the floor. He’s naked except for the boxer briefs tented over his cock. Steve’s eyes are wild, glassy, wet at the corners. He hasn’t spoken all night, but his silence is louder than the orgy.

I ride Ethan’s face until he chokes, then collapse back, head in Vincent’s lap. Vincent strokes my hair, soothes me, coos, “You’re almost there, baby. Let’s finish strong.” The others close in, jostling for position. There are so many hands on my body it feels like drowning, or maybe baptism.

I glance at Steve, forcing my gaze to lock on his.

“Don’t look away,” I hiss, voice shuddering.

He nods as if he’s under hypnosis.

Derrick pulls out, slaps my clit with his cock, and shoves back in. The impact is electric; my spine arches off the leather, wrists straining against the silk, body desperate to fly apart. Antonio and Michael coordinate a double: Michael’s cock in my ass, Antonio’s in my cunt, the two pistoning in tandem, Ethan guiding my mouth onto him again. It’s an obscene, perfect symphony.

Samuel calls out, “Final round! Let’s go, boys!” and the men respond with a redoubled assault. Ethan’s cock slides deep, nearly choking me, but I open wide, letting the spit and drool flow down my chin. The blindfold slips off entirely, and for the first time in hours I see the room—trashed, blurry, flooded with sunlight. The tree still twinkles, ornaments askew. Condoms and wrappers litter the carpet. The mirrors reflect us all, seven men and one ruined, radiant woman.

I know it’s coming—my last orgasm, the one I saved for Steve.

I bite Ethan’s cock, just a little, and he howls. I clench down on Michael and Antonio, rolling my hips to fuck them back harder. Derrick grabs my hair, yanks my head up so I’m staring straight at Steve.

“Look at him,” Derrick says. “Show him how much you love this.”

I meet Steve’s gaze, hold it, and come so hard my vision blanks out. The men groan in unison, their bodies jerking and pumping, and the noise is a wall of thunder. I scream loud and long, and Steve flinches like he’s been shot.

The men finish inside me, on me, across my tits and face. The sensation is a flood, the heat soaking into my bones. When it’s over, I collapse, twitching, body a useless pile of nerves and pleasure.

The men disengage, peel off one by one, panting and laughing and high-fiving. They roll onto their backs, their chests heaving, cocks softening in the cool air. Ethan gives me a lazy salute. Antonio barks, “Best fucking Christmas ever!” Michael wipes me down with a towel, tender for a moment, then tosses it aside. Vincent wraps his arms around me, spoons me from behind, and whispers, “You did amazing.”

I float in the afterglow, half-awake, half-dreaming, until the noise dies down. The men gather their things: antlers, harnesses, empty lube bottles. Derrick finds his phone and checks the time, groans, “Shit, I gotta train a client in forty minutes.” The others commiserate, swap numbers, and promise to hit the gym together next week.

Samuel, the only one still fully dressed, gives me a thumbs-up. “You were the MVP, Dasher. We should do this again sometime.”

“Next time,” I rasp, “I want the Santa costume.”

The room erupts in laughter, real and raw. Someone gives me a congratulatory slap on the ass.

Benjamin leans over, wipes a streak of cum from my cheek, and says, “Seriously, you’re incredible.”

I smile, teeth gritty, jaw sore but satisfied.

One by one, the men gather their coats, shoes, bags. They give me hugs, handshakes, even a couple of pecks on the cheek. Antonio slips his number into my garter with a wink. Derrick fist-bumps Steve, who flinches but nods, a weird camaraderie between cuckold and champion.

As the men file out, the room empties of heat, but the energy hangs in the air. The door closes with a hydraulic hiss.

Suddenly it’s just me, the ruins of a party, and Steve.

He sits paralyzed, staring at the wreckage.

I look at him, my legs still shaking, the red nose askew on my brow.

“Merry Christmas, baby,” I say, voice soft.

Steve doesn’t answer, but his eyes don’t leave mine.

It’s quiet now, the only sound being the faint, post-apocalyptic buzz of the refrigerator. The mirrors show the aftermath: a beautiful disaster.

I sit up, peel the silk from my wrists, and let the binding drop to the floor. My body aches, but it’s a good ache, the ache of victory.

I look around for my robe but decide to go naked.

I want Steve to see every inch of me.

#

I take my time crossing the living room, the tile cold against my feet, my body sticky with the residue of a half-dozen men. I don’t bother cleaning up. Steve needs to see my bruises, smeared mascara, and the bites and handprints on my ass. I want him to understand that I’m not just satisfied—I’m transformed.

He’s in the chair, still hogtied, a monument to patience and self-restraint. Skin to skin, I straddled him with my knees bracketing his quivering thighs. I lower myself, slow, savoring the power shift, the heat of my cunt seeping down his boxers. I lean in, press my chest to his, and feel the rise and fall of his breathing. Up close, his eyes look haunted but hungry.

I wrap my arms around his neck and rest my head on his shoulder, nose pressed to his jaw. He smells of sweat and fear and something else—maybe relief.

For a second, we just breathe together.

“Hey,” I whisper.

He swallows. “Hey.”

I nuzzle his neck, lips grazing his stubble. “You okay?”

He nods, but his throat works like he’s swallowing broken glass.

I pull back, look him in the face. “You didn’t have to let me.”

He flinches. “You wanted it.”

“I want a lot of things,” I say. “Most of them you don’t give me.”

He winces at the jab, but I don’t soften it. I want honesty, not charity.

I trace the line of his jaw, then lower, finding the pulse at his throat. “But you gave me this.”

He tries for a smile, but it’s more a baring of teeth. “I didn’t think you’d actually do it.”

I laugh low and mean. “I didn’t think you’d let me.”

He looks away. “I didn’t think I could either.”

We’re quiet for a moment, the weight of everything settling around us. The sun has climbed higher, casting a harsh, unflattering light on the chaos. In it, we look older, rawer, more honest.

I touch his face, cup his cheek. “Thank you.”

His hands, still bound, twitch against his back. “You’re welcome.”

There’s a vulnerability in his voice that cracks something inside me. I lean in and kiss him—slow, deep, none of the showy dominance I wielded with the reindeer. Just lips on lips, tongues gentle, mouths tasting each other like we’re both learning to eat again.

He moans, and the sound vibrates through my chest. I grind down, feeling him harden beneath me. The need is there, sharp and immediate, but I don’t want to rush it. I want to savor the feeling of him wanting me, of me wanting him.

I break the kiss and bite his lower lip, gentle. “You can touch me.”

He flexes, testing the silk restraints. “Can’t.”

I smirk. “That’s not my problem.”

I ride him, slow, wetting the cotton of his boxers with my slick. He bucks against me, desperate, and I let him. For once, I don’t care about control. I just want the friction, the heat, the closeness.

“Please,” he says, voice fraying. “Lisa.”

I lift, slip a hand between us, and free his cock from the waistband. He’s hard, angry, the tip flushed and leaking. I guide him inside me, the angle awkward but perfect. The stretch is different—softer, more human—but the feeling is fireworks.

I sink down, taking him all the way, and this time I don’t fake it. I let the pleasure build, slow and patient, our bodies working together for once instead of at cross-purposes.

He leans forward, buries his face in my shoulder, and makes a sound somewhere between a sob and a laugh.

I fuck him, riding the aftershocks of the night, milking every ounce of sensation. The room fades away, the wreckage and the silence and even the pain. There’s only us, bodies fused, breath shared.

When I come, it’s not an explosion. It’s a slow bloom, a warmth that fills me from the inside out. I grip his neck, dig my nails into his skin, and hold him tight.

He follows, hips jerking, arms straining against the restraints. He bites my shoulder hard, and I moan his name—just his name, nobody else’s.

We stay like that for a long time, bodies trembling, hearts pounding.

When it’s over, I pull back, sweat cooling on my skin. I look at Steve, really look at him, and for the first time in years I see the man I fell for. Vulnerable, battered, but still here.

“Was it everything you wanted?” he asks, voice barely above a whisper.

I think about it—the men, the spectacle, the humiliation, the power, the pleasure.

I nod. “Yeah. It was perfect.”

He laughs, a shaky, broken sound. “You’re fucking insane.”

I grin, feral. “And you love me for it.”

He closes his eyes, head tilted back. “Yeah. I do.”

We sit in the sunlight, naked and ruined, bodies tangled. The air between us is different now—softer, maybe, but charged.

I know this isn’t a cure. Tomorrow, I’ll want more. He’ll hurt more. But for now, in this moment, we are exactly what we need to be.

And that, I think, is enough.

#

We set the rules over coffee, the kitchen table between us like a neutral zone at the end of a war. Steve pours two mugs—mine black, his cream and sugar, always—and I bring out the legal pad and a Sharpie, because if this is going to work, we need terms, not feelings.

He’s in his old pajamas, hair sticking up like grass through concrete. I’m in his T-shirt, the hem barely covering the bruises on my thighs. The air between us is less radioactive than I expected.

I pop the cap and write in block letters:

RULES FOR THE NEW US

He arches an eyebrow, but doesn’t object. “You want to start, or should I?”

I grin. “Ladies first.”

He nods, gesturing for me to proceed.

I write:

1. Lisa gets one adventure per month. No repeats unless both agree.

He reads it, then looks at me. “That’s it? You’re limiting yourself?”

I shrug. “I’m not a monster.”

He laughs for real this time and takes the pad.

2. Steve gets to watch. Option to take part if invited.

I tap the pen against my lips. “You want in now?”

He hesitates. “Maybe. If you want me there.”

I nod, fair enough, and write:

3. Emotional aftermath is mandatory. Debrief over wine, sex, or both.

He smiles. “I like that rule.”

I add:

4. No secrets. All fantasies get declared in advance.

5. No falling in love with anyone but each other.

He reads it, leans back, and exhales. “You think this will work?”

I set the pen down. “It’s better than pretending we’re normal.”

He lifts his mug. “To the New Us.”

I clink mine against his, hard enough that some spills. We laugh, and for the first time since the reindeer games, it doesn’t feel like a trap.

The next week, we settle in. The city is soft with snow; the world slowing down for the holidays. I go to work, crush meetings, and in between, text Steve selfies from the women’s bathroom—sometimes just a hint of cleavage, sometimes a full nipple if I’m feeling generous. He always writes back, always, even if it’s just a red-faced emoji or “fuck you, I can’t focus now.” I get off on how easy it is to get under his skin again.

At night, we fuck like we’re making up for lost time. Sometimes I tie him up, sometimes he pins me down, but always, always, there’s an edge to it—a sense that we’re both seeing how far we can go before the old rules snap for good.

On Christmas Eve, I come home early. Steve’s got the tree lights on, the fireplace roaring. He’s put on real clothes—dark jeans, a soft Henley, the one I always make him wear to dinner parties. He looks nervous, which means he probably planned something. I like the idea of being surprised for once.

We eat takeout on the floor, plates balanced on our knees, and watch the tree for a long time without speaking.

He says, “You’re quiet tonight.”

I trace the rim of my glass. “Just waiting for my present.”

He grins, and I see the glint of old mischief.

“Close your eyes,” he says.

I do. I hear the rustle of wrapping paper, the thump of a box on the coffee table. When he tells me to open it , there’s a small, square package—wrapping flawless, bow pristine.

I tear it open. Inside is a box, white and heavy, with a single key inside.

I raise an eyebrow.

He explains, “It’s for a chalet. Upstate. I rented it for a week in January. Just us.”

I blink. “You’re taking me to a cabin?”

He shrugs, but there’s a blush on his cheeks. “I thought maybe, you know, we could do the fantasy thing again. Together this time.”

I stare at the key, weighing it in my hand. “You want to be the only one?”

He nods, sheepish. “Yeah. I do.”

The honesty stings, but it’s a good sting. I lean over, curl my body against his, and rest my head on his chest.

“Thank you,” I whisper.

He kisses the top of my head. “You’re welcome.”

I look at the tree, at the lights, at the reflection of us in the window. The city glows around us, indifferent and eternal.

“You know,” I say, “most couples just buy each other socks.”

He laughs. “You’re not most couples.”

I kiss him long and slow until the only thing that matters is the heat between us.

When we move to the bedroom, I let him undress me, slowly and carefully. For once, I don’t care about scars or bruises or the marks left by other men. I want him to see it all, to know that I am his as much as I am my own.

He fucks me with a tenderness that’s almost violent, like he’s trying to erase everyone else from my memory. I let him try.

Afterward, we lie tangled in the sheets, the world outside reduced to a whisper. Steve traces circles on my back, slow and lazy.

He says, “You’re happy?”

I think about it. The rules, the adventures, the risk of loving too much.

“Yeah,” I say. “I really am.”

He pulls me closer, and I let him.

Outside, snow falls in silence, erasing everything that came before.

Inside, we make our own noise.


Books By This Author

Her First Taste

She’s about to cross a line she never dreamed of… and her husband will be watching every second.

Lena is clever, devoted, and more conservative than she likes to admit. When her husband, Nate, confesses his ultimate fantasy—seeing her with another man. Lena is shocked but secretly aroused. She tries to resist, but the forbidden idea takes root, changing the way she thinks, touches, and teases.

As Lena’s curiosity smolders, the couple’s bedroom heats up with filthy talk, desperate pleasure, and daring new games. Lena can’t help but wonder: how far will she go to satisfy them both—and what will happen when she finally says yes?


10 Book Cheating and Humiliation Cuckold Collection Vol. 1

10 stories with over 100,000 words in this delicious collection - Husbands reduced to quivering voyeurs, watching helplessly from the shadows as their once-faithful wives writhe in ecstasy beneath men who outmatch them in every way.


FreebieS




Craving steamy tales of unfaithful wives and pathetic cucks? Grab this sizzling freebie, too scorching for Amazon. Click the link below for your spicy cucky story:

Click Here for Your Free Stories

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Books By This Author


    		FreebieS


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54






OEBPS/image_rsrc12X.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc12V.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc12Y.jpg





