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Confession One- Black Friday, White Christmas

My name is Julianna. I’m thirty-nine, married, sexually active, and emotionally alive. Mark and I have been together for thirteen years, and most people don’t understand how we’re still this synced, this... hungry for each other. The truth is, we’re open—about sex, about our fantasies, about the things most couples pretend don’t exist. We watch porn together, often. We discuss the scenes. We replay them—sometimes literally. And yes, I’ve cuckolded him. Twice. Both with men I’d met online. Both times, we planned it, talked it through, and when it happened? It was raw, terrifying, and utterly thrilling. He watched, like he said he wanted to. I loved every second of it. And when it was over, we clung to each other in the most intimate way possible. No masks. No lies. Just desire.

People think we’re some “well-oiled machine” because we still laugh at each other’s stupid jokes or because we know the other’s coffee order like a ritual. But that’s just the surface. The real engine? Is the electric tension between us, always there, always simmering.

So when I told him I was heading to the mall for Black Friday, he barely looked up from his laptop. “You sure you want to brave that mess?” he asked, half-sarcastic, still in his robe, scratching his chest.

“I want to feel the season,” I said, slipping on my red coat, cinching the belt tighter. “Besides... maybe I’ll find you something... unexpected.”

He smiled but looked unconvinced. And maybe a little jealous of whatever I might encounter out there. That thought alone made my stomach flutter.

The mall was a zoo—overheated, loud, neon-lit, full of static from too many people carrying too many bags. But I loved it. The sensory chaos. The rush of strangers bumping shoulders. The way tension floated like perfume through the halls.

I had no list. No agenda. I was just... checking out.

That’s when I saw them.
Three Black men, unmistakably magnetic even from a distance. They were standing near the Shake Shack counter, laughing low, trading glances between bites of their burgers—comfortable, confident, taking up space like they knew they belonged there.

One wore a gray fitted coat over a tight black Henley that stretched across thick arms. Another had a shaved head, a single gold stud in his ear, Timberlands planted wide, his posture making people instinctively move around him. The third was tall, dreadlocks tied back, calm in a way that felt dangerous—like still water hiding depth.

His eyes found mine first.

They didn’t rush. Didn’t stare. Just noticed. And held it.

I didn’t mean to flirt at first. I was just… being me.

But when I bent slightly to fix my heel strap, I knew they were watching. When I let my coat fall open just enough to reveal the fitted black turtleneck underneath—no bra—I knew I was inviting attention. And when I slid one hand slowly into the front pocket of my jeans, stretching the fabric tight across my hips… well.

That’s when one of them finally walked over.

He smiled, close now. “Name’s DeShawn.”

The one in the gray coat leaned in next, voice warm, amused. “Troy.”

The quiet one followed last, gaze steady as he said it. “Brandon.”

Three names. Three different kinds of heat. And I hadn’t even told them mine.

I let my eyes travel down slowly—over his chest, then his belt, then back to his mouth. Not too obvious. Just enough to let him know I was thinking.

“Holiday shopping,” I said, shrugging one shoulder. “Some for me. Some for my husband. Depends on what catches my eye.”

DeShawn chuckled, head tilted. “And what’s catching it right now?”

“Still browsing,” I said, smiling just enough. “But… the selection’s looking good.”

That made them laugh. Not the loud, show-off kind. The knowing kind.

They started circling—not literally, but the way men do when they’re smelling something sweet they want to taste. Joking. Testing me. Brandon leaned in first, asked my name, and said it back like it belonged to him already.

Troy brushed my shoulder casually, twice. DeShawn stayed in front, just close enough that I could smell the spice in his cologne.

“You look too good to be shopping alone,” Troy said, eyes raking over me openly.

I smiled, slow. “Who said I’m alone?”

“Your man let you out like this?” he asked, half-grinning.

“He’s at home.”

That made them pause. Just a beat.

Troy shook his head, chuckling. “Couldn’t be me. I’d be right there—carrying bags, pretending to shop, following that ass around every store.”

DeShawn smirked. “Maybe your husband’s home trimming his own tree.”

That made me laugh—loud, surprised, warm.

We all glanced at the oversized mall Christmas tree nearby, glittering and fake.

“Well,” I said, eyes flicking back to them, “it looks big.”

Brandon stepped in closer, voice lower. “Mine is.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Except it’s not just for Christmas,” he added smoothly. “And it’s definitely not green.”

I tilted my head. “Oh? Then what is it?”

He smiled. “Decorated, sometimes. Frosted at the tip. Especially when it’s properly... celebrated.”

I didn’t reply. Just let my lips part a little.

They watched me. Waiting. Wanting.

And in the middle of all that noise and mall chaos... I felt it.

Something was building. Fast.

And strange as it sounds... I felt at ease.

They weren’t pushy. They weren’t trying too hard. They were just—present. Bold, funny, flirtatious. The kind of men who knew what they were about.

“So where are you guys from?” I asked, just to keep it going.

Troy shrugged. “Brooklyn. Visiting family here for the weekend.”

“Same,” DeShawn added. “Got cousins out in Montclair. We hit the mall when we’re bored. That... and to admire the local talent.”

His eyes dragged down and back up like I was gift-wrapped.

“Brandon?” I asked.

“From wherever you need me to be.”

I laughed—an actual laugh, full and easy. My shoulders dropped a little. My thighs still tingled, but my spine was relaxed.

“We should let you finish shopping,” Troy said finally.

“Yeah,” DeShawn added, grinning. “Before someone’s husband finds us admiring the decorations.”

They started to walk off, slow and deliberate, like they knew they were being watched now.

I did watch. Couldn’t help it.

The cut of their backs, the confidence in their stride. The way their coats shifted, framing those wide shoulders and thick, heavy steps.

Brandon was the last to turn. Just before rounding the corner, he glanced back and caught my eyes.

And winked.

My stomach dropped. Heat flushed between my legs.

I bit my lip.

I exhaled slowly, not even realizing I’d been holding my breath.

My heart was beating faster. My thighs clenched as I walked again, coat brushing against still-sensitive skin.

I wandered back into the crowd. Bright lights. Sale signs. The hum of the holidays all around me.

But nothing felt sharp.

Not like that did.



It wasn’t long before we crossed paths again—totally “by accident,” of course—outside the Zara dressing rooms. I’d picked out a red velvet mini dress, more as a prop than an actual purchase. I wasn’t really shopping anymore. Not for clothes, anyway.

Troy saw me first. I was slipping into the fitting room when I felt his presence behind me, low and steady.

“Need a second opinion?” he asked, voice soft, mouth close to my ear.

I looked around. No one saw. Or maybe I didn’t care.

I stepped inside and let the curtain fall behind us.

It was quiet. Close. Just our breath between us.

He stepped forward slowly, giving me one last chance to back away. I didn’t.

“You’re trouble,” he murmured, eyes scanning me—coat still on, lips slightly parted, like he already knew.

I smiled faintly. “Then do something about it.”

His hand slid under my coat without hesitation. Up the back of my thigh. Over the curve of my ass. Skin on skin.

His fingers found nothing in the way.

He froze.

Then exhaled. Slow. Deep.

“Fuck.”

The tip of one thick finger pressed in. Just enough. Just a taste.

I gasped—more from shock than pain—and had to bite down on my own wrist to stay silent. My body leaned into him, needing more, needing everything. He didn’t go further. Just kissed the side of my neck—one soft, lingering brush of lips.

Just before he turned to leave, I reached out and let my fingers graze the front of his jeans. He didn’t flinch. Just smiled, slow and sure.

Then he stepped back and slipped out through the curtain, leaving me alone. My heart raced. My thighs trembled. The red dress still hung from the hook, untouched.

I didn’t try it on.



By the time I reached the Sephora mirror, my cheeks were flushed. My lips swollen. My pulse still wild.

That’s where Brandon found me.

He didn’t speak. Just stood behind me in the mirrored aisle, his reflection meeting mine. Calm. Steady. That same slow-burning gaze.

I turned slightly toward him. Then, without a word, unbuttoned one side of my coat. A flash of skin. Bare hip. No underwear.

His jaw tensed. His nostrils flared. One step closer, and I could’ve felt his breath on my skin.

“You’re not real,” he said finally, voice low.

I smiled. “That’s what I keep hearing.”

He didn’t touch me. Just looked like he wanted to. Like the idea of patience was the hardest part.

A few minutes later, near the Apple Store, I felt a familiar presence before I saw him.

DeShawn.

He was leaning against a pillar, one hand in his coat pocket, eyes already locked on mine.

“You really teasing all of us?” he asked, smirking.

I held up a shopping bag, barely hiding the tremble in my fingers. “I’m just browsing.”

“Uh-huh.” He stepped forward, real slow. “You flashin’ discounts too, or just that pretty little smile?”

I laughed. I couldn’t help it.

He leaned in, let his breath touch my cheek. “Girl, if you keep lookin’ like a gift, don’t be surprised when someone unwraps you.”

My breath caught. I didn’t reply.

He didn’t wait for one.

He just grinned and walked off—shoulders rolling, head held high.



I stood still for a long moment.
The noise of the mall faded. My heartbeat didn’t.
My coat suddenly felt heavy. My thighs sticky.
I had no idea what store I was headed to next.

But I knew what I wanted.

And they were still somewhere in here.

drifted again. Past home goods, past electronics, past everything I was supposed to care about.

Eventually I stepped into a boutique I’d never noticed before. It was dark wood and dim lights, tucked between two bright clothing stores. Sexy. Whispery. Half spa, half sin.

The girl at the register smiled but didn’t say anything.

I browsed. Slowly.

There were silk robes and massage candles. Blindfolds. A rose-gold vibrator with a ridiculous price tag. And near the back—half-hidden in a little glass case—something cold and shining: a steel cock cage, nestled beside a feather tickler and a jar of flavored lube.

I didn’t hesitate.

I bought it.

Along with a pair of sheer crotchless panties and a plug that claimed to be “ornamental.”

The bag crinkled in my hand as I walked out, cheeks flushed, thighs still damp.

I wasn’t sure which surprised me more—how aroused I still was… or how easy that all felt.

Mark said he liked surprises.
I hoped he still meant it.

I stopped at the restroom near the Macy’s exit, more out of necessity than strategy. My thighs were sticky, my pussy still swollen from being edged without release. I needed to breathe. Splash water on my face. Pee.

The tile was cold. The fluorescent lights too bright.

Inside the stall, I sat, legs slightly parted, staring at the red lace of the crotchless panties I’d just bought. I hadn’t even changed into them. My bare skin was flushed, damp, tingling. When I wiped, it came away slick.

God.

I finished quickly, adjusted my coat, and stepped out to wash my hands.

That’s when I saw him again.

Troy.

Just outside the entrance to the men’s room, leaning casually against the wall like he belonged there. He didn’t say a word. Just looked at me.

Our eyes met.

And in that moment, I knew he knew exactly what had just happened in that stall. What he’d started. What I hadn’t finished.

My cheeks went hot. I looked away. Then back.

He smirked. Subtle. Intimate. Like we shared a secret.

I walked past him, heartbeat pulsing between my legs.

The escalator down to the parking garage was mostly empty. The holiday music faded as I descended—replaced by the muffled echo of tires and concrete. The air was colder. Staler.

And when I reached the bottom, I saw them.

All three.

Standing near the SUV. Same one from before. Their coats were open now, postured relaxed, but their eyes... still on me.

Waiting. Not moving.

Watching me walk.

I didn’t smile. Didn’t wave.

I just kept walking. Heels clicking on pavement. Pussy still wet. Bag in one hand. Heart in the other.

And when I reached them... none of us said a word.

It was dark by the time we reached the parking lot.

The SUV was black, windows tinted, engine warm. The moment the door clicked shut behind me, everything changed.

Hands—everywhere. On my coat, under my shirt, pushing me down, lifting me up, spreading me open. One of them unzipped and shoved his cock in my mouth before I could even catch my breath. It was thick, heavy, veined—Troy, I think.

Brandon was behind me, whispering into my hair, rubbing my nipples through my turtleneck while DeShawn pulled my jeans halfway down and slipped two fingers in deep, testing my slickness.

“Already wet,” he muttered. “Knew you’d be.”

The air inside the car turned hot. Fog steamed the windows. The sounds—grunts, moans, slaps, gulps—echoed in my ears like music. My body rocked with theirs, mouth full, pussy full, every hole used like I was a living toy gift-wrapped for their pleasure.

I came. Then came again. One of them bit my neck, another spanked me hard, and when they finally started to finish, I let it happen—inside me, over me, leaking down my thighs and into the seat.



It was dark by the time I reached the parking garage. The holiday music was gone down here—just concrete, engines, and the echo of footsteps.

I saw them before they saw me.

The SUV was parked near the far wall, engine off now. Troy leaned against the driver’s door, scrolling his phone. DeShawn stood with his back to the car, arms crossed. Brandon looked up first.

Our eyes met.

No rush. No surprise. Just recognition.

“You good?” DeShawn asked, easy.

I nodded. “Yeah.”

Troy noticed the boutique bag in my hand. “You finish shopping?”

“Not exactly,” I said, lips tugging into a smile.

He nodded toward it. “Something... seasonal?”

I tilted my head. “Let’s just say it’ll make the holidays interesting.”

That earned a low laugh. Brandon’s gaze dipped to the bag, then back to my face.

“You boys get anything?” I asked, pretending to keep it casual.

“Armani perfume. Limited edition, they say… whatever. Smells good though,” Troy said.

“Nike sneakers,” Brandon added. “In Troy’s bag.”

I smiled, then raised a brow at DeShawn. “And you?”

“Me?” he said. “Good conversation. Better views.”

I turned slightly, about to head toward my car, when he added—
“Though I think Troy scored the luckiest today.”

Brandon snorted. “Hasn’t even washed that hand.”

I glanced over.

Troy didn’t flinch. Just lifted his fingers — slow — brought two of them close to his mouth like he was about to light a cigarette.

Instead, he licked.

Deliberate. Quiet.

“Still fresh,” he said.

Heat bloomed across my cheeks. And lower.

I didn’t respond. Just walked a few more steps.

“Where you parked?” Troy called out, like it was just polite conversation.

I glanced over my shoulder. “Two rows back.”

He nodded. “Safe drive, pretty girl.”

I hesitated.

“You three move around a lot?”

“Not really,” Brandon said, watching me closely. “We stick together.”

“That’s good,” I said. “If something ever came up… something that required discretion…”

I let it hang.

Just long enough for all three of them to register it.

“No one else,” I added. “Just you. And only if I say.”

A beat. Nothing but air and heat between us.

DeShawn gave a small nod. “We hear you.”

Brandon crossed his arms. “We’ll be around.”

Troy shifted slightly, reached into his back pocket, and pulled out a slim black wallet. He didn’t hand me a card. Just a folded scrap of paper. Casual. Quiet. Like he’d already written it.

“In case something does come up,” he said, eyes steady.

I took it without looking. Slipped it into my coat pocket like it meant nothing.

“Next time,” Troy added with a wink, “we’ll let you lead the carols.”

DeShawn grinned and sang under his breath:
“Screaming night, rolling night. All is moan... feels so right...”

That made me laugh. Couldn’t help it.

I reached my car, clicked the unlock, slipped inside. Closed the door.

Through the windshield, I saw them still watching.

And for the first time in hours, I remembered to breathe.

My hand brushed the paper in my pocket.

It felt warm.

I got home just as the sky turned that deep winter blue, the house warm and smelling like the lasagna we’d thrown together for dinner. Mark was in a good mood—playful, kissing my neck while we cleaned up, teasing me about how many bags I’d come back with. I laughed it off, but inside I was buzzing, my body still humming from the day.

After the dishes were done, I took his hand and led him upstairs.

“Sit,” I said softly, guiding him to the edge of the bed.

He obeyed, curious, that little spark of anticipation already in his eyes.

I stood in front of him, slowly unbuttoned my red coat, and let it drop to the floor. Underneath, I was still in the black turtleneck and jeans, but my cheeks were flushed, my nipples hard against the fabric. I reached into the boutique bag and pulled out the sheer crotchless panties first—holding them up like a trophy. Then the small ornamental plug. His breath caught.

Finally, I took out the steel cock cage—cold, gleaming, unmistakably real.

Mark’s eyes went wide.
“Julianna…”

“Take off your boxers,” I said, my voice low but firm.

He hesitated only a second before standing and pushing them down, his cock already half-hard from the sight of the gifts. I knelt in front of him, cupped his balls gently, and slid the cold ring behind them. Then the cage—snug, unyielding—clicked shut with a soft, final sound. He groaned as the metal pressed against his growing erection, trapping it.

I stood up, stepped back, and smiled.
“You want to hear what happened today?”

He swallowed hard and nodded.
“Real?”

I tilted my head, teasing.
“No. It’s all made up. A fantasy. If you don’t want to hear it, we can just go to sleep.”

He stared at me, breathing faster.
“Tell me.”

I smiled wider.
“So here’s what happened…”



I started slow, telling him exactly how it went—no exaggeration, just the truth.

How I saw Ty, DeShawn, and Brandon at the food court. How we flirted—easy, sharp, playful. One of them joked about Christmas trees being dark in more ways than one, not just at Christmas. They made me laugh. They were nice guys. And I felt horny—just right.

How Ty followed me into the fitting room at Zara. The curtain fell shut behind us, and the space felt tiny, the air thick with tension. He stepped close, his big hand sliding under my coat without a word. Up the back of my thigh, slow and sure.

When he reached the lace of my panties, he didn’t stop—he hooked a finger under the edge, tugged them aside, and parted my lips with his thick middle finger. I was already soaked, and he knew it the second he touched me.

He pressed inside—one knuckle, then two—curling just enough to make my knees buckle. His other hand gripped my hip to steady me while he pumped slowly, deliberately, coating his finger in my wetness.

I bit my lip hard to keep from moaning out loud, my hips rocking into his hand.
Then, just as suddenly, he withdrew, brought that glistening finger to his lips, and sucked it clean—eyes locked on mine—before slipping out and leaving me trembling, thighs clenched, desperate for more.



How Brandon stood behind me at Sephora, watching in the mirror as I flashed a bare hip.
How DeShawn teased me near the Apple Store, close enough that I felt his breath on my cheek.

How I saw them again in the parking garage.
How Ty lifted those same fingers to his mouth and licked them—slow—tasting me.
How I walked away, but not before telling them that if something ever came up, something discreet, I’d reach out.

And how I have their numbers now.



Mark’s face was flushed, his hips shifting as he tried to adjust himself in the cage. I could see the strain—his cock swollen against the steel bars, leaking a little at the tip.

“Take this off,” he whispered, voice rough.

I ignored him, stepped closer, and slid my jeans down just enough to show the damp spot on my panties from earlier.

“See how wet I got?” I murmured.
“Go on. Sniff.”

He leaned forward, hands gripping the sheets, and pressed his face between my legs—breathing me in deep, groaning into the fabric. I held his head there for a moment, letting him taste the day on me.

Then I pushed him back gently, peeled my panties off, and climbed onto the bed.
I spread my legs wide right in front of him, showing him my swollen, glistening pussy—still tender from all the teasing.



“They were so confident,” I murmured, sliding two fingers through my slick folds.
“So calm. So… big in presence.”

“God, Mark, I kept thinking about taking all three of them.
I want them to fuck me raw—one after another, then maybe together.
I want those big Black cocks stretching me, filling me up, using every hole until I can’t think straight.”

Mark’s breath hitched.
“Imagine their cocks, baby,” he rasped, eyes glued to my fingers.
“Tell me how big they’d feel.”

“Oh yes… oh fuck yes,” I moaned, plunging two fingers deep inside myself, pumping faster.
“I bet they’re huge—thick, heavy, veined monsters.
Ty’s would split me open first, then DeShawn pounding me from behind while Brandon feeds me his down my throat.
I want them to ruin me, baby.
I want to feel them cum inside me, dripping out for days.”



My hips lifted off the bed, my free hand pinching my nipple hard as I fingered myself furiously—wet sounds filling the room.
Mark watched, transfixed, his caged cock twitching helplessly, pre-cum dripping onto his thigh as he tried to rub against nothing.

I came hard—back arching, fingers buried deep, crying out their names mixed with his, my pussy clenching around my hand in waves.



When I finally caught my breath, I looked at him—flushed, desperate, beautiful.

“I love you,” I said softly.
“And I felt safe with them. They were respectful. Hot. Real.
A well-knit group.
I told them I’d be in touch—only if I want to. Only on my terms.”

He whimpered.
“Please, Julianna… take it off.”

I smiled, reached for the key on the nightstand, and unlocked him.
The cage came off with a soft clink, and his cock sprang free—hard, aching, slick.

He started stroking immediately, frantic.

I pushed him onto his back, straddled him, and sank down slow—taking every inch in one slick slide.
He groaned loudly, hands gripping my hips as I rode him hard, grinding deep, chasing the aftershocks of my orgasm.

We came together—him pulsing inside me, me clenching around him, both of us shaking.



Afterward, we lay tangled, his head on my chest, both of us still catching our breath.

I ran my fingers through his hair, kissed the top of his head.

“Shit, that felt so good” I whispered.

There was a long pause. The kind that hums with more than silence.

Then I said it, soft but intentional.
“So… should we actually plan something? With them? For Christmas?”

He shifted slightly, just enough for his cheek to rest against my bare skin.
“You want to?”

“They felt... safe. Respectful. And sexy as fuck.”
I smiled. “I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

Mark exhaled, shaky but thoughtful.
“Are you sure? I mean... are they the kind of guys we can trust with this?”

I nodded gently. “I think so. Let’s take it slow. Nothing crazy unless we say so. And—”
I kissed his temple. “The Logans are out of town past the 23rd. So we’ll actually have some privacy this year.”

He chuckled softly, a low nervous sound.
“Well then... sounds like we’ve got the window.”

I smiled. “Yeah. I won’t promise anything yet. But maybe I’ll reach out.
Ask if they’re free for a little... holiday cheer.”

Mark laughed quietly, still curled against me, his voice warm and dazed.
“This might be the best Christmas of my life.”

I looked up at the ceiling, heart still pounding, and whispered,
“Let’s make it one to remember.”

December 23rd

The Logans were gone.
Packed up and out of town by mid-morning, off to Aspen until the 27th. Their wreath had fallen off the front door as they left — a final little omen. The whole street was hushed, no headlights, no kids playing. Just soft snow and silence.

Mark and I were in the kitchen, wine glasses half-full, pasta cooling on the stove. I reached for my phone.

He looked at me. I looked back. No words.

Then I tapped Troy’s name.

It rang twice.

Then—

“Yo…”

That voice. Low, caught off guard.

Then, louder, half-laughing:
“Bro. Bro. BRO.”

I smiled.

I could hear shuffling, background noise. Someone dropped something. A couch creaked.

Then Troy again, clearly putting me on speaker:
“Say something. She called.”

Brandon’s voice came next, stunned:
“Is this really you?”

Then DeShawn:
“No fucking way. I thought she ghosted us.”

I laughed softly.
“It’s me.”

All three of them groaned in unison — a mix of disbelief, heat, and that cocky edge they all carried.

“Goddamn,” Troy said. “You just activated every memory we’ve been jerking off to for weeks.”

“In the gym,” Brandon added.

“In traffic,” DeShawn chimed in.

“Fucking bathroom at work,” Troy said, not missing a beat. “Everywhere.”

I smirked, turned on my speaker, and set the phone on the counter.

“Well… my husband will be happy to hear that.”

A beat of silence.

Then Mark stepped forward. “Hi, guys.”

It went still for a second.

Then Troy again, respectful now:
“Mark. Hey, man. Respect. Seriously.”

“Much respect,” Brandon echoed.

“Y’all are legends,” DeShawn added, and you could hear the grin in his voice.

Mark chuckled lightly. “Thanks. You three made an impression.”

I took a breath.

“So,” I said, tone light but direct, “here’s why I’m calling.”

Silence on the other end — focused now.

“I wanted to know if the three of you are free tomorrow night. Christmas Eve. No pressure. We’re cooking dinner. House will be private. Just us.”

Brandon whistled low. “She said Christmas Eve…”

“I knew Santa was real,” DeShawn muttered.

Troy brought them back to center.
“You sure?” he asked, voice lower now. “Not just about the invite — I mean... you sure this feels right?”

I glanced at Mark. He nodded.

“I’m sure,” I said.

Mark added, “Absolutely.”

“That’s all we needed to hear,” Troy said, firm. “We’re in.”

I smiled.

“It’s not about jumping into anything. It’s just… dinner. Conversation. Energy. Let’s see how it flows.”

“What should we bring?” Troy asked.

“Just yourselves,” I replied. “Clean. Relaxed. No expectations. Dinner’s on us.”

“Should we wear bows?” DeShawn joked.

“Only if they’re the only thing you wear,” I shot back.

They all howled.

I let it breathe, then said:
“I’ll drop the address and time on WhatsApp. Back entrance. Come around 7.”

“Perfect,” Troy said.

“See you tomorrow,” Brandon added.

“Looking forward to it,” DeShawn finished.

I ended the call.

The kitchen suddenly felt warmer.

Mark picked up his wine glass, reached toward mine.

Clink.

“So,” he said, smiling, “you just invited three men over for Christmas Eve dinner.”

I raised my glass.

“Happy?” I asked.

Mark’s eyes searched mine for a second.
“You?”

I smiled slowly.
“Let’s see how it goes.”

Christmas Eve
6:52 p.m.

The house was quiet.

Too quiet, maybe — like it knew something was coming and didn’t want to interfere.

The lasagna was in the oven, low and slow. Candles flickered in the dining room — not too many, not romantic, just warm. The lights on the tree blinked like they were holding their breath.

I stood in front of the mirror.

The dress was deep green velvet. Off-shoulder. Long sleeves. It clung to me without clinging. Classy, but with no bra, it hinted. Beneath it, nothing but smooth, bare skin and a pair of lacy black panties that felt more like a whisper than clothing.

No jewelry. Just a sheer gloss on my lips and a soft curl in my hair.

Mark came to stand behind me, adjusting the fall of my hair like it was something he’d done every day of his life.

“You look…”

I turned my head just slightly. “Too much?”

“No,” he said. “Not enough. But in the best possible way.”

I smirked at his reflection. “You nervous?”

He shrugged. “Not really. Weirdly calm.”

“Good.” I turned to face him. “I need you calm. I need you with me.”

“I am,” he said. “Every step.”

We stood there like that for a beat. Then—

Ding-dong.

The sound cut through the silence like a blade.

Mark’s eyebrows lifted. “Showtime.”

I walked to the front door with slow, steady steps, heels muffled by the plush rug.
Paused.
Took a breath.

Then opened it.

There they were.

Troy, in a black wool coat over a dark red sweater, his posture relaxed but eyes locked on me like a wolf spotting movement in the woods.
Brandon, taller than I remembered, in a crisp white shirt and navy pea coat, with a bottle of wine in one hand and dimples deeper than they had any right to be.
DeShawn, in a charcoal sweater stretched across his chest like it had to work hard to contain him, a subtle gold chain resting just above his collarbone.

All three just stood there for a second.

Troy was the first to speak.
“Holy... shit.”

Brandon laughed under his breath. “Okay. So we’re not gonna pretend this isn’t happening.”

DeShawn gave a low whistle. “You’re gonna make a man forget it’s December out here.”

I smiled, stepping back slightly. “Come in.”

They moved like they’d practiced it. Shoes off, coats hung, a short nod to Mark as he came into view.

Troy offered his hand first. “Mark. Thanks for this. Honestly.”

Mark shook it. “Glad you came.”

Brandon followed. “Beautiful house.”

Mark nodded. “Thanks. Make yourselves comfortable.”

DeShawn gave him a quiet dap and a grin. “Respect, man. For real.”

I took the wine from Brandon and set it on the sideboard. “Kitchen’s through there. Dining table’s set. Help yourselves. Dinner will be ready soon.”

But none of them moved yet.

They were all still looking at me.

There was a weight in the air. Not awkward — just heavy with possibility.

Troy finally smiled — that slow, confident smile that had started all of this.
“You look incredible,” he said.

“Thank you,” I replied, keeping my tone easy, grounded. “You all do.”

Mark stood beside me now. Not behind. Not away. With me.

“So,” I said, lifting my glass. “Merry Christmas Eve.”

They each raised imaginary glasses, their smiles hungry but respectful.

I turned toward the kitchen.

“Dinner’s in fifteen. Let’s pour some wine.”

And behind me, the house exhaled — like it had been waiting, too.

Dinner

The table glowed under low candles. Wine breathed in heavy glasses. The scent of garlic and rosemary still lingered, rich and warm.

I sat at the head, Mark to my right. Troy, Brandon, and DeShawn took the opposite side—three tall, broad frames filling the space, their presence making the room feel smaller, warmer.

The deep green velvet dress clung to my skin, off-shoulder, sliding lower every time I leaned forward to pass a dish. Candlelight danced across my collarbone, the curve of my breasts. I felt their eyes trace every shift of fabric like slow fingers.

Brandon took a bite and let out a low, appreciative hum.

“Julianna… this is sinful,” he said, his voice rough around the edges.

DeShawn nodded, fork hovering midair.
“Woman who cooks like this knows how to work a man’s appetite.”

Troy leaned back, wine glass loose in his hand, his gaze locked on me—steady, unhurried.

“I’ve always believed,” he said casually, “that someone who handles heat this well in the kitchen probably knows exactly how hot to make it everywhere else.”

The double meaning landed soft and heavy. I felt it low in my belly.

I smiled, tilting my head. “Careful, Troy. You’re assuming an awful lot.”

He didn’t blink.
“I like what I’m tasting so far.”

Brandon chuckled, deep and warm.
“In my experience, women who feed you this good… they like being fed too. Slow. Deep. Until they’re begging for seconds.”

Heat flooded my cheeks. My thighs pressed together under the table.

Mark’s hand brushed my bare shoulder—calm, possessive, turned on. He lifted his glass.
“She does have quite the appetite.”

DeShawn’s eyes drifted down the line of my throat, lingering where velvet barely held.
“Noticed that the first day.”

Brandon leaned forward, elbows on the table, his voice dropping.
“Troy’s been real quiet since the mall. Man usually never shuts up. But after that fitting room…”
He shook his head, grinning.
“Came back talking about patience. Timing. How some things are so wet and ready you almost don’t wanna rush.”

I bit my lip. Troy just watched me—calm, a faint smile playing at the corner of his mouth.

Then he speared another bite of pasta, brought it to his mouth slowly, and said—casual as anything:

“The best dish wasn’t even on the menu tonight. It was the one you poured out for me… when I fingered you in that fitting room.”

My fork froze halfway to my mouth. Wine caught in my throat. I choked out a laugh—half shock, half pure heat—eyes watering as I looked at Mark.

Mark’s jaw tightened, but his eyes were dark, hungry. He squeezed my shoulder once—steadying me.

I coughed, laughing again, my face burning.
“Troy.”

The table went still for a beat—just candlelight flickering and four men watching me recover.

Troy’s smile was slow, wicked, unapologetic.

“What?” he said softly.
“I’m just being honest. Sweetest thing I’ve tasted in years. Still thinking about how easily you opened up… how you soaked my fingers like you’d been waiting for it all day.”

Brandon let out a low whistle. DeShawn’s grin widened.

I finally caught my breath, my pulse racing low and deep, and met Troy’s eyes.

“You’re terrible,” I managed, my voice husky.

He leaned in just a fraction.
“And you loved every second of it.”

Mark’s hand slid from my shoulder down my arm—slow, deliberate—then settled on my thigh under the table. A silent claim. A quiet yes.

I glanced at him, saw the heat in his stare, the faint curve of his mouth.

DeShawn broke the tension with a soft laugh.
“Damn. Y’all don’t hold back.”

Brandon raised his glass.
“To honesty. And to appetites.”

Troy lifted his too, his gaze never leaving mine.
“And to seconds… whenever she’s ready to serve them.”

The conversation eased after that—travel, music, stupid stories—but the air stayed thick, electric. Every laugh carried weight. Every look lingered.

When I stood to clear plates, the velvet shifted against my hips, my breasts. Three pairs of eyes followed.

Brandon murmured,
“That dress is fucking criminal.”

DeShawn added, voice low,
“And you’re wearing it like a promise.”

I glanced back over my bare shoulder, heart pounding.
“Maybe it is.”

Troy’s eyes burned into mine.
“Then we’re very good at keeping promises, Julianna.”

I let the silence stretch—hot, heavy.

Then I smiled.

“We’ll see about dessert.”

Dessert had been simple—dark chocolate tart, rich and lingering on the tongue. The kind that leaves you wanting more long after the last bite.

We moved from the dining room to the living room, the candles trailing behind us in my mind. I didn’t lead them upstairs. Not yet. That would come later. Tonight was about edges, not endings.

The living room was dim, the Christmas tree lights twinkling soft gold and red in the corner. I gestured to the long sectional couch. Troy, Brandon, and DeShawn sat, their large frames sinking into the leather, eyes never leaving me.

Mark took the armchair across from them—close enough to see everything, far enough to remind him of his place tonight.

I stood in the center of the room, the green velvet dress still clinging to my body like a second skin.

“Mark,” I said softly, “you watch. You speak only if I ask you to. Understood?”

He nodded, throat working as he swallowed.
“Yes.”

I turned to the three men who filled the room with quiet, confident heat.

“Good boys,” I murmured.



Troy

I stepped to him first.

He rose to meet me, tall and solid. Our kiss started slow—his lips brushing mine, tasting the wine and chocolate we’d shared. Then deeper. His tongue slid against mine, deliberate, claiming.

His hands settled on my bare shoulders, thumbs tracing the edge of the velvet. I felt the thick ridge of him already hard against my belly—long, heavy, pressing insistently through his pants. Troy was the thickest of the three, the kind of girth that promised stretch and ache in the best way.

I pulled back just enough to breathe.



Brandon

Brandon stayed seated, letting me come to him.

I straddled his lap without hesitation, the dress riding up my thighs. His kiss was different—patient, almost reverent at first, then hungry. His hands cupped my face, then slid down my neck, thumbs brushing the swell of my breasts above the velvet.

When I rocked against him, I felt him—long, perfectly proportioned, curving slightly upward, throbbing against my heat. He groaned into my mouth, hips lifting just once, instinctively.



DeShawn

DeShawn stood as I approached, towering over me.

His kiss was fire—immediate, deep, no hesitation. One hand tangled in my hair, the other gripping my ass through the dress, pulling me flush against him. He was the longest, thick and straight, the outline in his pants making my mouth water.

His reaction was the rawest—breath coming faster, a low rumble in his chest as he tasted me.



I stepped back, cheeks flushed, nipples straining against the fabric.

“Undress me,” I said, voice husky.
“Slowly.”

Troy moved first, standing behind me, fingers finding the hidden zipper at my back. The velvet whispered down my shoulders, catching at my breasts before he eased it lower.

Brandon knelt in front of me, peeling the dress from my hips, his lips brushing the newly exposed skin of my stomach.

DeShawn watched, eyes dark, then stepped in to slide the fabric down my legs when it pooled at my feet.

I stood there in nothing but black lace panties and the glow of the tree lights.

Their reactions were everything.

Troy exhaled slowly, gaze raking over me.
“Jesus, Julianna…”

Brandon’s hands hovered, not quite touching.
“You’re even better than I remembered.”

DeShawn just stared, jaw tight, cock straining visibly.
“Fuck. You’re perfect.”

I smiled—powerful, desired, alive.



I sank to my knees in the center of the rug, the three of them forming a loose circle around me.

“You said I have an appetite,” I said, looking up at each of them in turn.
“Remember?”

Troy’s eyes darkened with understanding.
Brandon’s breath hitched.
DeShawn’s hand went to his belt.

One by one, they freed themselves.

I knelt before them, blindfold gone, mascara smudged, heart still pounding from the night before. My mouth ached. My thighs were sticky. But I wanted this part—needed it. To see them. To savor each of them in the full light of morning.

Troy first.

He stood over me, cock already stiffening as he gripped the base and stroked once, slow, letting it rise. Thick, veined, the head wide and swollen, almost purple with need. My breath hitched at the sheer weight of it—like it was forged to be worshipped, to demand reverence. When I curled my fingers around the shaft, I could feel the heat radiating off it. It throbbed in my hand, heavy like a sin confessed. My fingers couldn’t close completely around the girth. I had to use two hands, working him from root to tip while my lips hovered, brushing the underside, teasing him slow. He hissed through his teeth, his other hand moving to stroke gently through my hair.

Then Brandon.

He stepped closer with a grin, already leaking at the tip. He was longer than Troy, though not as thick—a sleek, elegant thing with a curve that made my mouth water. Like it was designed for pleasure. For pressure. For deep spots and weak knees. The skin was darker, smooth as satin, a fine network of veins coiling just beneath. I kissed the crown lightly, tasting the pre-come, before letting him slide past my lips. His cock curved perfectly into my mouth, and I adjusted to match the angle, moaning as I found the sweet spot where he throbbed the hardest. He groaned instantly—sharp, shaky—and his hips rocked forward just a little, barely able to hold back.

Then DeShawn.

Oh God. I actually gasped.

He was the biggest. By far. Long, impossibly long, thick but not bloated—just right. The kind of cock that haunted you after. That left marks in your throat and your memory. My jaw had to drop wide just to take the head, and even that stretch sent a rush straight between my legs. When I pushed deeper, inch by inch, my tongue barely touched the underside because there was so much of him. He tasted warm, clean, slightly musky. Familiar now. My body remembered him even if my mind had tried to forget the blur of last night.

I pulled off with a gasp, mouth wet, eyes wide.

And then I began again—slowly, reverently—working between them. One hand on Troy, the other stroking Brandon’s base, my mouth wrapping around DeShawn. Then I’d switch—Brandon in my mouth while my spit-slicked hands stroked the other two, then Troy down my throat, deep and thick, until I choked on him and loved it. The rhythm built itself: lick, stroke, moan, swallow. Over and over. Each man groaning louder, hips moving with restrained urgency.

Troy’s fingers stayed in my hair, massaging my scalp, occasionally tugging just enough to remind me who was in charge—but only when I let him be.

Brandon’s hand cupped my face as I worked his cock into my throat, whispering my name like a secret.

DeShawn? He said nothing. He just watched. His eyes were locked on mine the entire time, his jaw clenched, his muscles tensed like he was holding back a hurricane. Every time I took him deep, his eyes flared with the kind of heat that made my clit throb.

I teased them all, edged them, let their moans feed my hunger.

Troy broke first. His whole body tightened as his cock kicked in my mouth, spilling thick pulses onto my tongue. I didn’t flinch. I swallowed it all, slow and steady, milking him with my mouth as he groaned through clenched teeth, his hips twitching.

Brandon came next, less restrained—his head tipped back, hips lifting off the couch as he fucked deeper down my throat with a needy, “God, yes…” I held him there as he came, hot and steady, and swallowed him just as greedily, licking the head clean before pulling off with a wet pop.

DeShawn held out the longest. My jaw ached. My throat was raw. But I wanted to finish him. I wrapped both hands around his shaft, spit-slick and pulsing, then took him deep one final time—deeper than I thought I could. His fingers tightened at the back of my neck, his voice a rough growl as he came. Thick, hot spurts pulsed over my tongue, filling my mouth, and I swallowed fast, breathless and moaning around him until he shuddered above me and finally eased back.

I sat back on my heels, chest heaving, lips swollen and wet, the taste of all three still coating my tongue. My thighs pressed together instinctively. I was soaked through.

Across the room, Mark sat in the armchair—his cock in his hand, red and angry-looking, slick with precum. His eyes were glued to me. His mouth slack. His wrist moved in fast, tight strokes. He looked completely wrecked. Devoted. Destroyed.

The sounds—the wet slurps, the groans, the curses—echoed like memory and music in my ears. My body buzzed from it.

I slipped my hand beneath my panties. The fabric clung, soaked. My fingers found my clit immediately, and I gasped aloud, rubbing slow, firm circles as my mind replayed every detail—Troy’s size, Brandon’s curve, DeShawn’s brutal depth.

My orgasm hit like a thief—sudden, violent, quiet. A hot ripple low in my belly that spread through my limbs. I arched, thighs quaking, breath catching as I came with a stifled whimper. No drama. Just release. Just the deep satisfaction of a woman who’d taken everything she wanted and been worshipped for it.

Across the room, Mark’s hips jerked, and he came with a soft cry, cum spilling messily over his fingers and stomach. His eyes never left me.

I wiped the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand, licking the last of them off my lips.

The air was thick with sex. The scent of pine and wax and come and sweat. Candles flickered on the mantle. The Christmas lights blinked slowly behind the blinds. It felt like something sacred had happened here—something forbidden and beautiful.

Three men breathing hard, their cocks softening, their chests glistening with sweat.

My husband spent and shaking.

And me?

I looked at them all—their flushed bodies, the chaos we’d made, the ache still humming in my jaw—and I thought:

What more could a woman possibly want?

.



At midnight, the tree still glowed downstairs—soft lights twinkling, the pine-sweet scent of candles clinging to the air. The house was quiet now, except for the creak of the floorboards under my bare feet, the hush of breath against pillows, the slow cooling of sweat on skin.

But I wasn’t ready to let the night end in silence.

They were still in my bed—our bed—tangled and sated, muscles loose, cocks softening but still slick from hours of use. And I wanted this last part. The goodbye. The claiming.

I leaned in first toward Troy, pressing a soft kiss to his lips—open, slow, with just enough tongue to remind him that I hadn’t forgotten the way he’d split my throat earlier with that thick, veined cock. He kissed me back, hands stroking lazy over my hips.

“Merry Christmas,” I whispered against his mouth.

He brushed a thumb over my cheek and smiled, voice low. “Best Christmas Eve of my life.”

I smiled, then turned to Brandon, who was half-draped across a pillow, his long arm slung lazily over my waist. I slid into his space, kissing him next—deeper, wetter. His lips curved against mine.

“Merry Christmas,” I said again.

He gave a low hum of satisfaction, then pressed his face into my neck, breathing me in like he wasn’t ready to let go.

“You already kicking us out?” he murmured.

Not a complaint. Just tired. Still hard again under the sheets.

I kissed his temple. “Come back tomorrow.”

He chuckled softly. “That even a question?”

Finally, I turned to DeShawn, still sprawled at the foot of the bed like a god who didn’t give a fuck about time. His chest rose slow. His skin gleamed in the moonlight leaking through the blinds. His eyes met mine, heavy-lidded, knowing.

I crawled down to him and kissed him too, slow and hot, licking into his mouth just enough to taste the salt of the night still on his lips.

“Merry Christmas,” I whispered.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t speak right away.

Then, voice thick and hoarse, he said, “You sure you wanna do this again tomorrow?”

I paused. Let the question hang in the air.

Then I made a face. Eyes narrowing, lips pouting slightly, just enough to bait.

“So you’re done with me already?”

His eyes flared.

“Fuck no,” he growled, rising onto one elbow. “I'd love to fuck you so deep you forget your own name.”

I laughed softly, breath catching as the heat in his voice curled low in my belly.

I looked over at Mark, still in the corner of the bed, watching all of it—the way they touched me, kissed me, talked to me. His cock was hard again, straining, twitching against his stomach. He looked torn between reverence and desperation.

I winked at him. Just once.

They dressed slowly. Like they didn’t want to. One at a time, groaning as they found their jeans, their boxers, their shirts. They kissed me at the door, each one pausing—hands sliding across my ass, lips brushing my neck, promising things they didn’t need to say aloud.

Troy was the last to leave. He looked back over his shoulder as he stepped out into the dark.

“You looked happiest with us,” he said quietly.

I didn’t answer.

Because I didn’t need to.

When the door finally clicked shut, silence filled the house like fog. Heavy. Dense. Electric.

I padded back up the stairs, still barefoot, wearing nothing but one of Mark’s old shirts, oversized and sticking to my skin in the wrong places. My thighs were sticky. My mouth raw. My pussy sore in the best way.

He was in bed, propped on his elbows, eyes wide. He hadn’t touched himself since they left.

I climbed onto the mattress and straddled him slowly, letting my soaked heat settle just above his cock without giving him contact. His whole body tensed. He was rock hard beneath me, aching.

I leaned in, my mouth grazing the shell of his ear.

“Tomorrow,” I whispered, soft as snow,

“You’re not going to watch.”

He sucked in a breath. His fists curled in the sheets.

“You’re going to listen.”

His entire body shuddered. Like I’d gutted him with a single word.

I slid off, tucked myself against him, and pulled the blanket over both of us.

Outside, through the cracked window, snow began to fall—soft and slow, like the sky was shedding its secrets one flake at a time.

Christmas wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

I was still soaked in their come. Still leaking from holes that hadn’t stopped pulsing since they used me. And yet my body already burned for more.

And tomorrow?

And tomorrow?
Tomorrow, I’d give him the sounds.
The moans.
The slaps.
The wetness.
No peeking.
No screen.
Just listening.

And I’d let those sounds wreck him.

Merry Christmas, baby.
You wanted a gift?
Now you get to hear what it feels like to be me.

Outside, snow began to fall.
Soft. Slow.

Christmas morning dawned soft and golden, sunlight filtering through the frost-laced windows like a promise.

I woke tangled in Mark's arms, our bodies warm under the heavy duvet, the faint scent of pine from the tree downstairs mingling with the musk of last night's lingering heat. He stirred first, his hand sliding lazily over my hip, pulling me closer. No words at first—just his lips on my neck, soft and familiar, tracing the marks Troy had left the night before.

“Merry Christmas, baby,” he whispered against my skin, his voice rough with sleep and something deeper—desire mixed with that quiet acceptance we'd built over the years.

I turned in his arms, pressing my naked body against his, feeling him harden instantly.

“Merry Christmas,” I murmured back, fingers threading through his hair as I kissed him slow and deep.

It was romantic, unhurried—the kind of intimacy that reminded me why we worked. His hands roamed my back, cupping my ass, lifting me onto him. I straddled his waist, grinding softly against his erection, teasing us both. We made love like that—gentle at first, then building. My moans soft in his ear as he thrust up into me, filling me in that comfortable, loving way. When we came, it was together, shuddering and whispering I love yous, his cum warm inside me as we collapsed back into the sheets.

We lingered in bed for hours—coffee brought up on a tray, opening small gifts under the covers. A necklace for me, simple and elegant. A watch for him, engraved with our initials.

It was perfect.
A bubble of us.
Before the storm I knew was coming.



Around noon, my phone buzzed on the nightstand. A WhatsApp from Troy:

Merry Christmas, beautiful. Thinking about last night. When can we unwrap more?

I smiled, heart quickening, and showed the screen to Mark. He read it, his expression a mix of arousal and that familiar edge of jealousy—the good kind, the kind that fueled us.

I typed back fast:

Merry Christmas. I’ll reach out to you. Don’t have dinner—dinner’s at our place tonight.

His reply came instantly:

Yeah, dinner… and many things.

I laughed softly and showed it to Mark again. He swallowed hard, but his cock twitched under the sheets.

I smiled wider, then pulled him in for another kiss.



The day stretched lazy after that—movies on the couch, more coffee, my mind drifting to the evening ahead.

By late afternoon, I was in the kitchen preparing a feast: roast beef, creamy mashed potatoes, glazed carrots, and a decadent red wine sauce. The house smelled like holidays and home.

Mark helped a bit—chopping vegetables, his hands brushing mine more than necessary. But as the clock ticked toward evening, the air grew thicker with anticipation.



They arrived at 7 PM sharp.

Troy. Brandon. DeShawn.
Dressed casual but sharp—fitted sweaters over jeans, cologne wafting in with the cold air.

Hugs at the door, lingering a second too long. Their bodies warm and solid against mine.

Mark shook hands. Polite. Quiet. Eyes flicking to me for cues.

Dinner was subdued.
We ate at the same table as last night. Candles flickered again. Conversation flowed—holiday plans, work stories—but the undercurrent buzzed.

Troy’s foot brushed my calf under the table.
Brandon’s gaze lingered on my lips as I sipped wine.
DeShawn’s deep laugh sent shivers up my spine.

We didn’t talk about what was coming.
We didn’t need to.
It hung in the air like smoke.



After the plates were cleared, I stood. Heart pounding.

“Dessert later,” I said, voice low.

Then, without another word, I reached behind me and unzipped my simple black dress. The one I’d worn for dinner, hugging my curves just right.

It slipped to the floor in a whisper.

No bra. No panties.

Just me.
Skin flushed.
Nipples hardening in the warm air.

The room went silent.

“Julianna…” Troy murmured, eyes devouring me.

I stepped closer, into the circle they formed on the couch.

“Your turn to taste.”



They took turns making out with me right there in the living room.

Troy first—standing, pulling me against him, his mouth hungry and possessive. His hands roamed my bare back, cupping my ass, his cock already thickening against my thigh.

Brandon next—seated, drawing me into his lap. His kiss was slower, teasing. One hand tangled in my hair, the other traced my side, thumb brushing the underside of my breast. His erection grew under me, long and curved, pressing between my legs as I ground against him.

DeShawn last—lifting me easily, wrapping my legs around his waist as he kissed me deep and rough. His massive cock throbbed through his jeans, straining. I got wet just from the contact.

Their arousal was obvious—jeans tented, breaths heavy.

“Strip,” I commanded softly. “Show me.”



They obeyed without a word.
Like good men should.

First, shirts—pulled slowly over heads, revealing skin flushed and tight with anticipation. Muscles flexed. Abs rippled. The heat of their bodies filled the room before their pants even hit the floor.

Troy’s chest was broad and powerful, dusted with just the right amount of hair, a faint sheen of sweat clinging to the ridges of his abs.
Brandon’s torso was leaner, smoother, his defined pecs twitching with each breath.
DeShawn had the body of a demigod—tattoos rippling down rich brown skin, his lats flaring as he dropped his jeans in one smooth motion.

Then the boxers came down.

And they sprang free.

Three cocks, already full, already hard. Leaking. Throbbing.

I just stood there and stared for a moment. Took them in. Let them feel my gaze as a physical thing.

Troy’s cock hung low and thick, already dripping. Veins bulged along the shaft, and the head was a swollen plum, glossy in the low light. Even still, it curved just slightly to the left, a blunt weapon designed to stretch and bruise in the best way.

Brandon’s was beautiful—long and elegant, that upward curve just begging to be ridden. It pulsed with need, pre-cum pearling at the tip and glistening as it rolled down the length. I could already feel that curve inside me, pressing perfectly into that deep, greedy place that only he seemed to reach.

DeShawn’s cock was a thing of awe. Long as my forearm, thick and dark, with a smooth head that looked almost too wide to take—but I knew I could. Knew I had. The memory alone made my thighs press together, made me ache.

I dropped to my knees like it was instinct.

Took Troy first—both hands wrapped around his shaft, stroking slow from base to tip, feeling the weight of it in my grip. He groaned instantly, hips twitching, his hand sliding into my hair like it belonged there. I licked up the side, kissed the head, then pulled back just to watch him twitch again.

Then Brandon—his cock hotter to the touch, a little smoother, a little silkier. I circled the tip with my thumb, spreading the pre-cum, smearing it into the crown until he sucked in a sharp breath. My hand moved faster, pumping him with precision, just enough twist to make his hips jerk.

Last was DeShawn. I needed two hands for him—fingers barely meeting around the shaft. I stroked him slow, deliberately, letting my hands slide over his thick length like I was trying to memorize it. His cock twitched with every movement. He hissed under his breath, eyes locked on my face, his abs flexing as I jerked him harder.

My own arousal dripped down my thighs.

Mark sat in the armchair, silent. Watching.
Panting.

His cock pressed hard against his pants, his jaw clenched. But he said nothing. Didn’t move.

Good.

This part was for me.



I stood again, and they followed me upstairs. My skin buzzing. My body already open and ready.

The study—dim, warm, wood-scented.
Troy pressed me against the desk, fingers parting my folds as his mouth found my neck. I moaned—long and low—the moment his thumb rubbed over my clit. My hips bucked as he teased me, making me whimper, his other hand gripping my throat just enough to remind me I was his for the moment.



The staircase—we didn’t make it far.

Brandon grabbed me halfway up, spun me, and kissed me like he wanted to drown in it. My back hit the wall as he pushed a thigh between mine, his hand sliding under my ass to lift me slightly. He fingered me right there, slipping two long, curved digits inside, pumping slow and deep. My head dropped back as the banister dug into my spine, gasps turning to cries as he curled his fingers just right.



The guest bathroom—small and cold, tile against my thighs as I sat on the counter.

DeShawn knelt between my legs, hands spreading me wide. He licked like a man on a mission—flat tongue at first, then circling my clit in fast, hungry swipes. My hips bucked against his mouth. His fingers dug into my thighs, holding me open as he devoured me. I came hard, biting my knuckle, legs shaking, the mirror fogging behind me from my moans.



They took me everywhere.

The linen closet—Brandon suckled my nipples, his fingers inside me again as I came against the shelves.
The media room—Troy bent me over the couch, slapping my ass between teasing rubs, whispering filth in my ear.
The upstairs den—all three of us sprawled on the shag carpet, their hands and mouths everywhere.

But still—I wouldn’t let them cum.
Not yet.



The library was where I broke the rules.

I straddled Troy on the armchair, lowering myself slow, taking his thick cock inch by inch until I was full to bursting. My walls stretched around him, clenching. He growled into my shoulder, hands bruising my hips as I rode him—slow at first, then faster, the slap of skin echoing off the tall bookshelves.

Halfway through, I grabbed my phone and hit record.

A voice message for Mark:

(Heavy breathing)
“Can you hear this, baby? This is me… taking everything you never could give me.”
(Wet slap of skin on skin, louder now)
“He’s so thick… splitting me open… oh fuck…”

I hit send without pausing.

And seconds later, I saw the notification.
A single emoji from him.

I smiled.
He was touching himself.
Just like I wanted.



We didn’t stop.

Brandon—fucking me hard against the hallway wall, that curve of his cock hitting a spot so deep I screamed.
DeShawn—in the spare room, spreading me wide, my legs on his shoulders as he pounded deep and slow, every thrust a deliberate wrecking.

My orgasms kept coming—rolling through me, drawn out and shameless.

I was dripping. Slippery. Used.
And I didn’t care. I loved it.

They came too—at last:

	Troy first, pulling out last second, grunting as he painted my belly in thick, hot ropes of cum. 
	Brandon in my mouth, fingers in my hair as I swallowed every salty burst, licking him clean until he moaned my name. 
	DeShawn on my chest, cock jerking in my hand, his cum splashing across my breasts as I rubbed my clit, chasing one final high. 


And when I came again—shaking, flushed, trembling under their touch—it was savage, final, blissful.



By 2 AM, we were spent.
Bodies tangled.
Laughing soft.

Hands still roaming.

They left at dawn.
Kisses at the door.
Promises of more.



I slipped into the master.

The door clicked shut behind me.

The room was dark—except for the faint gold glow spilling through the curtains and the blinking red light of the bedside speaker, still playing soft instrumental carols like the night had been innocent.

Mark was awake.

Lying on his back, shirtless, flushed, breathing ragged.

The cage still locked around his cock—tight, glinting, small beads of precum leaking from the tip, wetting the base of his stomach. His hands gripped the sheets, knuckles white, as if trying to will himself not to touch.

His eyes snapped to mine.

Wide. Hungry. Wrecked.

I walked to the bed, slow and deliberate, completely naked. My skin was marked and smeared—red from spanking, glowing from touch. My thighs were sticky with dried cum and my own juices, inner lips still puffy, breasts streaked from where DeShawn had painted me like a canvas.

I smelled like them.

I wanted him to notice.

I crawled onto the bed, straddled his thighs, leaned in close.

“Did you hear all that, baby?”

He nodded fast, eyes blinking, his breath hitching like he was holding back a sob.

“All of it?” I asked, my voice low, sultry, cruel with tenderness.

He whimpered. “Every sound… oh God… every fucking sound.”

I reached between us, pressed my palm against the cage. It was warm. Damp. His cock twitching inside, visibly straining, desperate for friction.

“So you heard Troy in the library?” I whispered. “When he made me ride him so deep I sent you that message?”

Mark moaned, back arching.

“You heard how wet I was? That slap slap slap of skin every time he bottomed out?”

He nodded, eyes glassy.

“You stroked yourself like a good boy?”

“I tried not to,” he gasped, “but… I couldn’t… I…”

I leaned down and kissed him hard. Bit his lower lip. Then reached for the tiny lock.

Click.

The cage opened.

His cock sprang free—angry red, already leaking precum in messy strings. He groaned in relief, hips jerking up before I even touched him.

“Fuck,” I murmured, wrapping my hand around it. “You’re dripping.”

I began to stroke—slow at first, deliberate. Tight. My thumb swirled over the head, spreading the mess. His cock twitched violently in my fist.

“I want you to imagine it again,” I whispered in his ear. “Brandon had me bent over the hallway wall… you remember that part?”

“Y-yes…”

“Fucking me deep, curved just right, hitting that spot over and over. I screamed, Mark. I screamed. Loud. You heard that too, didn’t you?”

He moaned—choked, wrecked.

I sped up.

“Then DeShawn in the spare room. Legs on his shoulders. You know how long he is, baby. You know how he splits me open. His balls slapped against my ass every thrust. He came on my tits. I was covered.”

Mark was trembling beneath me now, sweating, his body twisting.

I slowed the strokes suddenly.

"You're close, aren't you?" I murmured.

He nodded frantically, eyes pleading.

“But you don’t get a nice orgasm tonight,” I said sweetly. “You don’t get to cum like a man. Not after what you listened to.”

I spat on his cock, thick and wet, and pumped him hard, fast, punishing strokes now.

“You get a ruined orgasm.”

He gasped.

“You're going to cum like a little bitch,” I hissed. “Spilling all over yourself with no control, just from the sounds of me getting filled by cocks you’ll never match.”

His whole body locked up.

His legs kicked.

He cried out as he came—cum spurting in weak, pathetic spurts, twitching through my grip as I stroked him mercilessly through it, not letting up until he was whining, leaking, ruined.

His cum slicked my fist, dripped down his shaft, smeared across his belly. His face twisted in sweet, beautiful agony.

I leaned down, tongue dragging across his cheek.

“Merry Christmas, baby,” I whispered.

“Now clean it up.”

I held out my hand—palm up, slick with his cum.

“Use your tongue,” I said quietly.

Mark obeyed instantly. He leaned in and began to lick—slow, careful strokes, tracing between my fingers like he was savoring every drop. His tongue flicked into the creases, cleaning the webbing between each digit. I watched him work, absently stroking the softening base of his cock with my free hand.

When I was satisfied, I picked up my phone and tapped DeShawn’s name.
He answered after a couple rings, background noise humming faintly through the line.

“Yo,” he said, voice still deep and tired. “We just got on the highway. Should be home in a couple hours.”

“Drive safe,” I said softly, smiling. “By the way… I have something to tell you.”

He chuckled. “Uh oh. What now?”

I flipped the phone to speaker, lowered it slightly—just enough to pick up the wet, rhythmic sounds of Mark’s tongue still working as he cleaned the last of his own cum from my palm.

There was a pause.

Then a soft, amused exhale.
“…Wait. Is that what I think it is?”

“Mmhmm,” I said sweetly. “Ruined orgasm. He came all over himself. I didn’t let him enjoy it. And now he’s licking every drop off my hand.”

A low whistle came through the speaker. “Damn. You’re cold.”

“I’m generous,” I corrected. “He’s the one who begged for permission.”

DeShawn laughed—slow and dirty. “That boy is trained.”

I looked down. Mark was still licking, his lips glossy, cheeks red.

“Not trained,” I murmured. “Broken in.”

“I like that,” DeShawn said. “Send me a pic next time.”

“I’ll do better,” I said. “Next time, I’ll make him clean your cock.”

DeShawn groaned under his breath. “Fuck. That’s so wrong. But so goddamn hot.”

I smiled and ended the call.

Mark had just finished—tongue soft against my skin, eyes wide, chest heaving.

I wiped the corner of his mouth with my thumb.
“Good boy,” I whispered.

Then I stood.

“Now go brush your teeth.”

December 26th

The house felt different on Boxing Day—quieter, heavier, like the air itself had thickened with everything we’d done the night before. Snow tapped lazily against the windows. The Christmas tree lights were still on, casting a warm, golden haze over everything.

There was no rush.
No pretense.
Just the soft, indulgent aftermath of total surrender.

I woke late, body deliciously sore, skin marked in faint bruises and bite marks that made me smile when I caught them in the mirror. The bed was warm. Empty.

Mark had slipped out already.

I padded barefoot downstairs, still wearing nothing but one of Mark’s white button-down shirts. It hung mid-thigh, sleeves rolled, collar loose enough to slip off one shoulder. My legs were bare, thighs still tender, pussy swollen and sensitive in the best way. Hair tousled. Skin glowing.

I expected silence.

But I heard voices.

Soft laughter.

And when I reached the last step, I saw them.

They were already there.

Sprawled across the living room like they belonged there—and in a way, they did now.

Troy lounged on the long couch, shirtless, gray sweatpants slung low.
Brandon leaned against the kitchen island, bare-chested, scrolling his phone.
DeShawn sat in the armchair, legs spread wide, lazy grin on his face.

And Mark stood in the kitchen, refilling mugs.

He glanced up when he saw me.
Smiled.

“Good morning,” he said softly. “I let them in. They didn’t want to wake you.”

Three pairs of eyes turned toward me at once.
Hungry. Calm. Proud.

“Morning, beautiful,” Troy said, voice low and rough from sleep.

I smiled, walking straight to him.
He set his mug down and pulled me onto his lap without asking.

Mark watched from across the room, silent.
Waiting.

I straddled Troy easily, the shirt riding up, bare ass against his thighs. His hands slid under the fabric immediately, cupping me possessively.

We were talking—something stupid about leftover pie—when it happened.

A deep, unmistakable rumble in my stomach.

And then I just… let it go.
A loud, unapologetic fart, right there on his lap.

Troy froze for half a second—then burst out laughing.
Deep, genuine, head thrown back.

I laughed too, face heating, but not embarrassed.
Not with him. Not anymore.

Across the room, I saw Mark flush. His jaw flexed. But he didn’t flinch.
Just looked down, hands still on the coffee pot.

“Excuse you,” Troy teased, squeezing my ass harder.

I leaned in and kissed him—slow, open-mouthed, tongue sliding against his.

“You love it,” I murmured against his lips.

“Fuck yes, I do.”

Brandon and DeShawn were watching, smirking.

I reached out casually, without looking, and brushed my fingers over Brandon’s bulge as I passed him for more coffee. He inhaled sharply, hips twitching toward my touch. Later, when I leaned over DeShawn to steal a sip from his mug, I let my hand drift down, wrapping loosely around his heavy cock through his sweats—just holding it, feeling it pulse, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

No one flinched.
No one rushed.
We were past that.



Mark appeared in the doorway a few minutes later, quiet, eyes soft.
He’d slept in the guest room as told, door cracked, listening to every moan and creak until the early hours.
He looked rested, but subdued—beautifully broken in.

“Breakfast?” he asked softly.

I smiled at him over Troy’s shoulder. “Yes, baby. Make us something good.”

He nodded, moving to the kitchen without hesitation.
The men watched him go, smirks deepening.
Troy’s hand slid between my legs from behind, fingers tracing my slit lazily as we talked.

“Good boy,” I called after Mark, loud enough for everyone to hear.

He paused, just for a beat—then kept going.



Breakfast was pancakes, bacon, fresh fruit.
Mark served us—plates balanced carefully, coffee refilled.
He set mine down last, and I pulled him in for a soft kiss on the lips.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He glowed under the praise.

The bulls ate like kings, feet up, laughing, occasionally reaching for me—Brandon feeding me a strawberry from his fingers, DeShawn’s hand on my bare thigh under the table.



After, I disappeared with Brandon first. Told him to shower with me.
We didn’t fuck—just stood under the hot water, his hands soaping my body slowly, lips on my neck, my back pressed to his chest as he ground against my ass.
I left him hard and aching.

Then Troy in the hallway—pinned me to the wall, kissed me deep, one hand in my hair, the other groping my breast roughly.

“You’re mine today too,” he growled.

I just smiled and bit his lip.

DeShawn got his turn in the den—me curled in his lap on the couch, talking low, his fingers teasing my nipples until they ached.



By afternoon, the lipstick tally began.

I pulled out my favorite deep red—matte, long-lasting.
Made them stand in a line in the living room, sweatpants pushed low.

One slow, deliberate mark on DeShawn’s inner thigh—close enough to his cock that he twitched when my lips brushed skin.
One on Brandon’s sharp hip bone—my tongue flicking out just once, making him curse under his breath.
One across Troy’s sculpted abs—smearing slightly as I kissed lower, then stopped.

Mark watched from the doorway, silent, cock half-hard in his pants.
I didn’t explain the marks.
I didn’t need to.



Evening fell slow.
Fire crackling.
Wine poured.

I stood in front of them again, still in just Mark’s shirt, though it was unbuttoned now, hanging open.

“One of you,” I said softly, “gets me tonight. All of me. In our bed. The others watch. And maybe… maybe join later.”

Their eyes darkened. Breathing deepened.

I stepped close to Mark, cupped his face gently.

“You’ll stay in the guest room tonight,” I whispered. “Door open. You’re allowed to listen. You’re allowed to touch yourself. But you don’t come until I say.”

He nodded, voice gone. “Yes, Julianna.”

I kissed him—soft, loving—then turned back to the three men waiting.

My gaze settled on Troy.

I walked to him slowly, took his hand, and laced our fingers.

Then I kissed him—long, deep, possessive.
My body pressed fully against his, shirt falling open completely.

When I pulled back, his eyes were blazing.



I led Troy toward the master bedroom, my fingers still laced with his.
The house felt hushed behind us, like it was holding its breath.

But before we crossed the threshold, I stopped.

Turned.

The others were still where they’d been—Brandon leaning back in his chair, DeShawn sprawled wide, both of them hard now, sweatpants tented, eyes dark with anticipation.

And at the end of the hall—

Mark.

Standing exactly where I’d left him.

Waiting.

I looked at him for a long moment. Let him feel it.

Then I spoke, calmly. Gently.

“Come here, baby.”

He moved immediately. No hesitation.
Bare feet silent against the floor.

I didn’t raise my voice. I didn’t explain myself.
I just reached out, brushed my thumb along his jaw, and guided him down.

“Kneel.”

He did.

The men watched. Quiet. Alert. No smiles now.

I turned Mark’s face up toward me.

“You listened all night,” I said softly. “You heard everything I gave them.”

His throat worked. “Yes.”

“And you stayed good,” I continued. “You didn’t interrupt. You didn’t take what wasn’t offered.”

A nod.

“So now,” I said, just as softly, “you help me take care of them.”

The meaning landed instantly.

His breath hitched—not in fear, not in resistance—
but in recognition.

I stepped back. Just enough.

“Clean them,” I said. “Slowly. Properly. Like you’re saying thank you.”

No one moved for a beat.

Then Brandon shifted, legs spreading just a little wider.
DeShawn leaned back, chin lifting, eyes never leaving Mark.
Troy squeezed my hand once—not possessive, not jealous. Approving.

Mark didn’t look at them at first.
He looked at me.

Waiting.

I nodded.

Only then did he turn.

He moved with reverence—careful, unhurried.
Not rushing.
Not sloppy.

His hands were gentle, respectful.
As if this were something sacred.
Something earned.

The room filled with small sounds.
Breathing.
A low curse.
The soft rustle of fabric.

I watched the entire time.

Not aroused in a frantic way—but settled. Certain. Complete.

When he was done, when the men were clean and quiet again, I touched Mark’s shoulder.

“That’s enough.”

He froze—then stilled.

I tipped his face up again.

“Good,” I told him.

Just that.

His eyes shone.



I turned back to Troy.
Took his hand again.

And this time, when I led him into the bedroom, no one followed.

Brandon and DeShawn stayed seated.
Watching. Waiting.

Mark retreated down the hall, guest room door still open, hands already fisted in the sheets inside.

I closed the master bedroom door behind us.

Almost all the way.
Just enough for sound to carry.

And when Troy’s hands finally slid the shirt from my shoulders,
when his mouth found my neck,
when my moan broke the silence of the house—

I didn’t look back.

Power wasn’t shifting anymore.
It had settled.
And it felt like home.


Confession Two – Under the Mistletoe

My name is Sophia Rossi-Lauren, thirty-six, born and raised in a sleepy suburb of Chicago to Italian-American parents who still think I’m their little angel who married a nice accountant.

I’m five-seven, curvy in all the ways that turn heads—full C-cup breasts that strain against silk blouses, a narrow waist from years of Pilates, wide hips, and an ass my husband Ryan says could launch a thousand ships. Dark, wavy hair falls to my mid-back. Olive skin. Green eyes people say look bedroom even when I’m just ordering coffee.

I dress like the successful marketing executive I am: tailored dresses, heels that click with authority, red lipstick that’s become my signature.

Ryan is the steady one.

Thirty-eight. Tall and lean from weekend runs. Sandy hair thinning just slightly at the temples. Blue eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses that make him look trustworthy—which he is. He’s a senior financial analyst, the kind of man who remembers anniversaries, brings home flowers just because, and makes love missionary-style with the lights dimmed.

We met in college at Northwestern. Married ten years ago in a lakeside ceremony my mother still cries about. No kids yet—we kept saying next year until the years slipped by.

Comfortable life.
Modern four-bedroom house.
Good money.
Good sex… or so I told myself.
Good everything.

But good isn’t always enough.



It started one night last November.

We were curled up on our leather sectional with a bottle of Cabernet, the fireplace crackling, some cheesy Hallmark Christmas movie flickering on the TV. Ryan had his head in my lap, my fingers running through his hair absentmindedly.

“You know what my ultimate fantasy is?” I said, the wine loosening my tongue more than usual.

He looked up at me, curious. “Tell me.”

I laughed, half-embarrassed even in the safety of our living room.
“Being kissed under the mistletoe… by every kind of man imaginable. Tall, short, dark, light, rough, gentle—just once. Feeling desired by all of them in one magical night. Like some ridiculous holiday fairy tale where I’m the center of the universe.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened in that way I knew meant he was turned on.
“Every kind, huh?”

I shrugged, playing it off. “It’s stupid. Just a silly fantasy. I’d never actually—”

He pulled me down for a kiss, deep and hungry.

That night, our sex was hotter than it had been in months—him pinning my wrists above my head, whispering Who are you thinking about right now? while he thrust harder than usual.

I thought that was the end of it.

A spicy memory we’d laugh about later.

I was wrong.



A few weeks later, Ryan announced he’d booked us a special Christmas getaway.

No kids (we didn’t have any).
No family obligations.
Just us, in a luxury Airbnb somewhere snowy and romantic.

He was secretive about the details, grinning like a kid with a secret. I teased him about it, but I was excited—we hadn’t done anything spontaneous in years.

We flew into Denver on December 22nd, rented a sleek black SUV, and drove up into the Rockies as snow began to fall.

The house was stunning.

A modern glass-and-timber mansion perched on a hillside. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking pine forests dusted white. Heated floors. A massive stone fireplace already crackling when we arrived.

And mistletoe.

Real, fresh sprigs—hung in every single doorway and archway.

The foyer.
The kitchen island pass-through.
The hallway to the bedrooms.
Even the entrance to the master bath.

Dozens of them.

I laughed when I saw it.
“Okay, Mr. Romantic. Someone went overboard at the holiday store.”

Ryan set down our bags and wrapped his arms around me from behind, his lips brushing my neck.

“You said you wanted to be kissed under the mistletoe by every kind of man possible.”

My stomach did a little flip—playful, but something in his voice was different. Deeper.

“Ryan…”

He turned me around, his eyes serious now.
“I took you literally, Soph. This weekend… if you’re brave enough… your fantasy is waiting.”

The doorbell rang.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

Through the frosted glass, I could see silhouettes—tall, broad, multiple.

Eight of them.

Ryan kissed my forehead, soft and steady.
“Merry Christmas, baby. The rule is simple: every time you pass under mistletoe… you obey it.”

He opened the door.

And I realized my silly, wine-fueled joke was about to become the hottest, most terrifying, most alive Christmas of my life.

Ryan’s hand lingered on the small of my back as he reached for the door handle, steadying me—or maybe himself. The air felt thick, charged, like the moment before a thunderstorm breaks.

He swung the door open, and cold mountain air rushed in, carrying the scent of pine and snow.

They stood on the wide stone porch under the soft glow of the outdoor lights—eight men, all tall, all broad-shouldered, all looking like they’d been hand-selected from some secret catalog of male perfection. Coats dusted with fresh snow, boots heavy on the welcome mat, easy smiles that didn’t quite hide the hunger in their eyes.

Ryan greeted them like it was truly just a casual poker night.

“Gentlemen, come on in. Glad you could make it up the mountain.”

One by one they stepped inside, shaking off snow, handing Ryan bottles of whiskey or craft beer, nodding politely. But every single pair of eyes found me immediately, lingering just a beat too long.

I stood there in the foyer, heart pounding, wearing the dress I’d chosen for a romantic weekend away: deep red velvet, off-the-shoulder, clinging to every curve, hem stopping mid-thigh, showing off the lace tops of my stockings. Black Louboutins that made my legs look endless. Hair loose and wavy down my back. Red lipstick freshly applied in the mirror five minutes ago, when I still thought this was just us.

Now I felt naked under their gazes.



The first to speak was a tall Black man with a close-trimmed beard and a smile that could melt steel. Mid-30s, built like an athlete, wearing a charcoal peacoat over a black sweater that stretched across his chest.

“Mrs. Lauren,” he said, voice smooth and deep, extending a hand. “Marcus. Pleasure.”

His hand engulfed mine—warm, firm. He didn’t let go right away.

Next was Javier—Latino, dark hair slicked back, mischievous brown eyes, a gold chain visible at his open collar.

Then Liam, Irish-pale with ginger hair and a wicked grin.

Kai, Hawaiian-Japanese, tattoo sleeves peeking from under his jacket.

Devon, another Black man, taller than Marcus, dreads tied back.

Erik, Scandinavian blond, ice-blue eyes.

Matteo, Italian, olive skin like mine, dimples when he smiled.

And finally Jonah—mixed, maybe Middle Eastern and white—dark curls, quiet intensity.

Eight men.
Eight different flavors of gorgeous.
Eight very obvious bulges in their jeans or tailored pants as they looked at me.



Ryan closed the door behind the last one, the click loud in the sudden quiet.

“Drinks in the living room,” he said casually, like this was normal. “Poker table’s set up.”

They moved past us toward the open-plan great room, but every single one paused under the wide archway that separated foyer from living area.

Because, of course, there was mistletoe hanging there. Big, fresh, impossible to miss.

Marcus stopped first, turning to me with that slow smile.

“Looks like tradition calls, Mrs. Lauren.”

My mouth went dry.

I glanced at Ryan. He gave the tiniest nod, eyes dark, lips parted, already breathing harder.

The rule.

I stepped forward, heels clicking on the hardwood, until I stood under the mistletoe with Marcus.

He didn’t rush. Just looked down at me—6'3" at least—then cupped my jaw gently with one large hand and leaned in.

The kiss was soft at first. Polite. A brush of lips.

Then deeper. His mouth opened, tongue sliding against mine, slow and deliberate, tasting me like he had all night. His free hand settled on my waist, thumb stroking the velvet over my hip. I felt the hard line of him press against my belly through his jeans.

Heat flooded me instantly. My nipples tightened against the dress. I heard myself make a small sound into his mouth.

When he pulled back, his eyes were heavy-lidded.

“Merry Christmas, Sophia.”

The others watched, smirking, shifting, adjusting themselves without shame.



One by one, they each took their turn under that first mistletoe:

	Javier’s kiss was playful, teasing, teeth nipping my bottom lip. 
	Liam’s was hungry, hands sliding down to cup my ass briefly. 
	Kai’s was slow, almost reverent, but his grip on my waist was steel. 
	Devon’s made my knees weak—deep, possessive, like he was claiming territory. 
	Erik’s was cool and controlled, but his tongue fucked my mouth in a way that promised more. 
	Matteo whispered “bella” against my lips before diving in. 
	Jonah’s was quiet but intense, eyes locked on mine the whole time. 


Eight kisses.
Eight different mouths.
Eight hard cocks I could feel pressed against me.



By the time Jonah stepped away, I was trembling.
Panties soaked.
Lips swollen.

Ryan stood to the side the entire time, watching, throat working, hand subtly adjusting himself.

The men finally moved into the living room, laughing low, voices rumbling.

I touched my mouth, dazed.

Ryan stepped close, voice rough in my ear.

“That was just the foyer, baby. There’s mistletoe in every doorway.”

He brushed past me toward the kitchen—another archway, another sprig waiting.

And I realized the night had only just begun.

By the time Jonah stepped away, I was trembling.
Panties soaked.
Lips swollen.

Ryan stood to the side the entire time, watching, his throat working, one hand subtly adjusting himself.

The men finally moved into the living room, laughing low, voices rumbling.

I touched my mouth, dazed.

Ryan stepped close, his voice rough in my ear.

“That was just the foyer, baby. There’s mistletoe in every doorway.”

He brushed past me toward the kitchen—another archway, another sprig waiting.

And I realized the night had only just begun.



I followed the sound of their voices into the great room, heels clicking slower than usual, like my body already knew what my mind was still catching up to.

The space was stunning.

Vaulted ceilings.
A massive stone fireplace roaring.
A twelve-foot Christmas tree twinkling with thousands of white lights.
Plush sectional sofas arranged around a low glass coffee table already set with poker chips and cards.

Floor-to-ceiling windows showed nothing but swirling snow and dark pines.

The men had shed their coats, hanging them neatly on the rack by the door. Shirtsleeves rolled up. Watches glinting. Easy postures that somehow filled the entire room with raw masculinity.

Ryan poured drinks at the built-in bar—whiskey neat, craft IPAs, one red wine for me. He handed me the glass with a look that said drink this, you’ll need it.

Marcus raised his glass in a mock toast.

“To holiday traditions.”

They all drank.

Eyes on me.

I took a sip, the cabernet warm down my throat, steadying me a fraction.

Ryan cleared his throat, casual—like he was announcing the blinds for the poker game.

“House rule for the weekend, gentlemen,” he said, voice steady but edged with something darker.
“Every doorway, every archway—there’s mistletoe. And the rule is simple: if Sophia passes under it with any of you… she obeys.”

The room went perfectly still.

Eight pairs of eyes turned to me.

I laughed—nervous, breathy—trying to play it coy.

“Ryan, come on. It was just a silly—”

Marcus set his glass down with a soft clink.

“Sounds like a fair rule to me.”

He stepped forward, slow and deliberate, until he was right in front of me.

Directly under the wide arch that led back into the foyer—the same one we’d all just kissed beneath.

My breath caught.

Marcus didn’t speak. He just looked down at me, that slow smile returning, and placed one large hand on my shoulder.

Gentle pressure.

Down.

I sank to my knees without thinking, velvet dress pooling around me on the hardwood, the mistletoe dangling above us like a verdict.

The others formed a loose semicircle, watching, drinks forgotten.

Marcus’s hand slid to his belt slowly, deliberately, like he knew every eye in the room was following the movement.

The soft metallic click of the buckle echoed in the quiet, far louder than it should have been. He loosened it with one practiced tug, then reached for the button of his jeans, popping it open with his thumb. The zipper came down next—unhurried, confident.

I swallowed hard.

The rest of the room blurred behind him, like some slow-motion bokeh effect in a porno shot on film—glasses on the table, flickering lights on the tree, even the other men fading into soft, meaningless shapes.

All I could see was his cock.

Thick. Dark. Fully hard. The weight of it swung forward when he released it, the movement subtle but magnetic—like gravity itself wanted to fuck me.

It was big, black and intimidating, but that didn’t even cover it. It had presence.

The kind of cock that made everything else in the room irrelevant. The kind of cock that shut down conversation and rewired instinct. The head was flushed, gleaming, a slick pearl of precum already glistening at the tip. Veins coiled down the length, raised and pulsing, like his heartbeat had its own map across his shaft. I could see where the skin stretched just slightly taut over thickness—smooth at the top, more textured near the base.

It hovered in front of my lips.

So close I could feel the heat radiating from it. My breath fogged faintly against it. My lips parted instinctively, tongue pressing to the back of my teeth, jaw going slack as my body registered exactly what it was about to be filled with.

And for a suspended moment, that was all there was in the world.

Just me, on my knees.
Him, standing above.
And his cock, framed in firelight, center stage in the story that was about to rewrite everything I thought I could handle.

Marcus stepped closer, close enough that my knees brushed his thighs.

One large hand cupped the back of my head, fingers spreading through my hair, grip firm but not cruel. He tilted my face up just enough to look at me.

“Open,” he said quietly.

I did.

He guided himself between my lips in one smooth push, stretching my mouth wide as he slid in, inch by inch. My lips burned around him. My tongue flattened instinctively, trying to make space. He didn’t rush—he let me feel every bit of his thickness, let my jaw strain, let my body understand exactly what was happening.

When the head nudged the back of my throat, I gagged softly, eyes watering instantly.

Marcus didn’t pull back.

He held me there, steady, patient, his hand anchoring me in place while my body adjusted. My nose brushed his lower stomach. I could smell clean soap and something masculine beneath it.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Breathe.”

I forced a slow inhale through my nose. The tightness eased just enough.

Only then did he begin to move.

Long, controlled strokes. Pulling back just enough for me to feel the stretch again, then sliding forward, deeper each time, using my mouth like he owned it. Saliva built fast, slicking my lips, spilling down my chin, darkening the red velvet over my breasts.

My hands hovered uselessly at my sides, fingers curling into the fabric of my dress as my body swayed with the rhythm he set.

Behind me, I heard a sharp inhale—Ryan.

Marcus’s fingers tightened in my hair.

“Look at me, Sophia.”

I lifted my eyes, mascara already smudging, lashes clumped with tears. I met his gaze while he slowly pressed forward again, filling my throat.

His eyes didn’t leave mine.

“That’s it,” he said quietly. “Show your husband how grateful you are for his gift.”

Heat flooded me—humiliation and arousal twisting together until my thighs trembled. I relaxed my throat the way instinct told me to, let him slide deeper, let him use me.

He thrust once, deeper than before.

Then again.

Then he pulled out slowly, deliberately, the head dragging against my lips, a thin string of saliva stretching between us before it finally snapped.

Marcus stepped back, tucking himself away with calm efficiency. He zipped his jeans, fastened his belt, and then—unexpectedly—offered me his hand.

I took it.

He helped me to my feet like a gentleman, steadying me until my legs stopped shaking.

My lipstick was ruined.
My body throbbed. 

Marcus leaned in and kissed my forehead—chaste, almost tender.

“Thank you for obeying the rule, Mrs. Lauren.”

The others raised their glasses again, smirking.

Ryan’s voice was hoarse when he finally spoke.

“Anyone need a refill?”

But his eyes never left me.

And I knew, as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and tasted Marcus on my tongue, that the mistletoe rule was now law.

And there were still seven more doorways before bedtime.

I don’t remember who suggested moving to the kitchen for snacks.
Maybe it was Ryan, trying to keep some veneer of normalcy.
Maybe it was Javier, his eyes gleaming as he watched me try to compose myself.

I walked ahead of the group, heels unsteady, the taste of Marcus still thick on my tongue.

I wasn’t naked—not completely—but I might as well have been. My dress had been pushed and pulled so many times it barely clung to me anymore, the velvet bunched high on my hips, my thong gone, my stockings exposed. Every step sent cool air brushing places that were still too sensitive, too open.

The archway into the open kitchen loomed ahead of me—another fat sprig of mistletoe swaying gently from the beam, impossible to miss.

I could feel their eyes on me.

The weight of it. The heat.

I heard it in the way their voices dropped, in the brief pauses behind me. I didn’t have to turn around to know they were watching my ass as I walked, watching the slow sway of my hips, the way my body moved now that I’d stopped pretending this was accidental.

So I let myself feel it.

I loosened my stride, let my hips roll just a little more with each step, letting the dress ride higher, letting them see exactly how exposed I was. The click of my heels echoed on the floor, slow and deliberate, my body answering the attention without a single word.

By the time I reached the kitchen archway, my pulse was racing again.

And I knew—absolutely knew—that every man behind me was already deciding what he wanted to do to me next.

Javier caught up in two strides, his hand on my lower back, guiding me under it.

“My turn again, beautiful.”

He spun me, pressed me back against the marble island, and kissed me hard—no slow build this time. His tongue claimed my mouth while his hands roamed freely, squeezing my ass, pulling the hem of my dress higher until cool air hit the lace between my legs.

I heard chairs scrape as the others followed us in, circling like wolves.

Javier broke the kiss only to drop to his knees, yanking my dress up to my waist. He hooked his fingers in my thong and tore it clean off—one sharp rip that made me gasp.

Then his mouth was on me.

Hot.
Wet.
Merciless.

His tongue worked inside me, then flattened over my clit in relentless circles. Two thick fingers pushed in without warning, curling, stroking that spot that made my knees buckle.

I gripped the edge of the island, head thrown back, moaning loud enough to echo off the stainless-steel appliances.

Someone—Liam, I was sure now—stepped in behind me under the same archway, his presence solid, possessive. I felt the press of his chest against my back as his hands slid around my waist, slow and sure, until he found my breasts, cupping them through the velvet. His palms were rough, fingers deliberate, thumbs circling until my nipples peaked hard beneath the fabric.

Then—pinch.

I gasped—high and sharp—but it came out more like a moan.

“Keep making those noises, love,” Liam murmured against my ear, his Irish lilt thick and teasing, curling around every word like smoke. “We’re just getting started.”

In front of me, Javier stood up from between my legs, his lips glossy with me. He wiped his mouth lazily with the back of his hand and grinned like he’d just sampled the first course of a very long meal.

Then he spun me around without warning—bent me forward over the kitchen island’s cold marble. My cheek met the cool stone, a harsh contrast to the molten heat flooding my body.

My dress was peeled to my waist now, breasts fully bare, swinging slightly with every breath. I heard him unzip. Felt the blunt pressure of his cock nudging between my folds, slick from earlier and swollen with anticipation.

Then—one long, slow thrust.

He sheathed himself deep in a single stroke.

I cried out.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, the thought flickered: Ryan and I hadn’t used protection in years... but this—

It was gone the next second—burned away by the heat of Javier pounding into me, fast and hard, no hesitation, no patience. His hips slammed against mine with the sound of skin on skin, sharp and echoing in the kitchen air.

There were hands everywhere—one in my hair, tugging just enough to arch my back; another splayed across my lower back, pinning me down. My nipples were seized again, twisted, rolled, tugged.

A finger was pushed past my lips, tasting of my own slickness. I moaned around it. Someone chuckled—low, male, close to my ear.

A mouth grazed my neck, then bit—just enough to sting.

When I opened my eyes through the blur, I saw him.

Ryan.

He was standing in the doorway, shadowed by the fairy lights, his face unreadable. But his eyes—they were locked on me, dark with hunger. One hand braced against the frame, the other already inside his open fly, fist working slow and steady around his cock.

He didn’t say a word.

He didn’t need to.

The approval was written all over him—watching me get taken, stretched, used.

And loving every second of it.

We moved like a storm through the house—no pauses, no breath, no turning back. Just the heat of bodies behind me, the urgency of hands on my skin, the pull of desire guiding me from one room to the next.

The living room swallowed us next, bathed in the flickering glow of the tree lights. The scent of pine and cinnamon hung thick in the air, warm and deceptive. Everything sparkled—ornaments, glass, wrapping paper half-torn at the corners. But beneath the glitter, the room was charged. Waiting.

We stopped beneath the arch beside the tree, the mistletoe overhead swaying ever so slightly—mocking or blessing, I couldn’t tell. I barely had time to glance up before Kai and Devon stepped forward, already reaching for me, their movements fluid and practiced, like a silent agreement had passed between them.

Kai moved fast, sliding one arm under my thighs, the other around my back, and lifted me effortlessly, as if I weighed nothing at all. Devon pulled the ottoman closer with a quick shove of his foot, and in the next moment, I was lowered onto it—bare back meeting the plush velvet, legs falling open without instruction.

The moment my heels touched the edge of the cushion, Kai dropped to his knees between them. His hands landed firm on my thighs, thumbs stroking slow circles just above my knees, easing me wider. My dress was already hiked to my waist—nothing underneath now but heat and wetness.

He looked up at me once, those dark eyes smoldering, and then he dove in.

His tongue was warm and precise, every stroke deliberate, coaxing, pulling moans out of me like he knew the exact pitch he wanted. There was no rush in him—only intent, a kind of worship laced with sin. He licked and sucked, slow and rhythmic, like he wanted to brand me with his mouth alone. His fingers gripped tighter on my thighs every time I bucked or whimpered, holding me still.

I tangled my fingers in his hair, anchoring myself to the wet heat of his mouth, hips rolling without permission. Each flick of his tongue—each soft growl he let out against my clit—sent shudders through me.

Behind me, Devon knelt on the ottoman, his chest to my back, his hands sliding down my arms before pinning them gently to my sides. His lips found my neck, soft at first, then biting lightly, dragging moans from my throat as Kai’s tongue kept its pace.

The room blurred—the tree lights turning into broken stars in my vision. The scent of sex and pine tangled in the air. Tinsel fluttered nearby as someone moved. Laughter somewhere behind me, deep and hungry.

But all I could feel was Kai’s mouth, Devon’s heat, the unrelenting pulse between my legs.

I was already close. So close. Too much.

And they hadn’t even fucked me yet.

Behind me, Devon pressed close, his heat sinking into my back even before I felt the first touch of him. One large hand braced at my hip, the other trailing slowly up my spine—fingertips grazing each vertebra like he was learning me by touch alone.

I felt the weight of him—not just his body, but the intention in it. Solid. Grounded. Patient, in that maddening way that made me ache harder.

He reached down, guiding himself to where I was already slick and open, and then—

He began to push in.

Slow. Deep. Unstoppable.

The blunt head of him parted me, and I sucked in a breath, my lips parting around a sound I couldn’t control. He didn’t thrust. He eased, every inch of him claiming space inside me until my body trembled with the stretch.

My hands clawed at the velvet ottoman for something to hold, something to anchor me. I was being pulled under.

Inch by inch, he filled me until I felt split and stuffed, every nerve tuned to him. My thighs shook. My stomach clenched. My heart thundered in my chest.

And then—he stilled.

Fully seated inside me.

Holding.

He stayed there, not moving, just letting me feel him—every thick, pulsing inch—letting me know how deep he was, how utterly taken I was in this moment.

He leaned forward slightly, his chest brushing my back, breath warm against my ear.

“Feel that?” he murmured, low and rough. “That’s all you, sweetheart. All yours.”

I could only nod, eyes brimming, breath coming in stuttered gasps.

The lights on the Christmas tree danced behind my eyes, soft and blurred. Everything shimmered. Tears pricked, hot and sudden—not from pain, but from the sheer overwhelm of sensation. The stretch, the fullness, the way my body had to open, had to yield, to take all of him.

It was too much. And not enough.

I arched without thinking, my spine curving, breasts lifting, throat bare. As I moved, something feathered across my shoulder—tinsel, caught on the archway, brushing my skin with glittering coolness. A sharp contrast to the searing heat deep inside me.

Devon growled low, then finally began to move—slow thrusts that felt like he was dragging every nerve ending along with him, pulling me apart and putting me back together in the same breath.

And I took it.

All of it.

Trembling. Weeping. Wanting.

Then Matteo knelt beside the ottoman, sliding in close like a shadow made flesh. His bare chest brushed my side as he settled on one knee, eyes never leaving mine. Dark, steady, intent—as if watching me come undone was his only purpose tonight.

He didn’t speak.

Just leaned in, his warm breath ghosting across my breast before his mouth closed over my nipple. The sensation stole my breath—hot, wet, hungry. He sucked hard, deep pressure that made me arch, my back bowing into his mouth, a soft cry escaping before I could catch it.

Then he eased off, tongue flicking lazily. Teasing. Testing.

And then he sucked again, harder, lips sealing tight as if he was trying to leave a bruise on my soul.

I whimpered—already so full, so taken—and now this sharp new ache, layered on top of everything else, melted something in me. My body writhed helplessly, caught between Kai’s relentless tongue and Devon’s deep, patient thrusts. Matteo’s hands framed my ribcage as his mouth moved to the other nipple, switching sides without mercy, dragging that pulsing tension tighter and tighter.

His tongue circled once—twice—then pulled me in again with a strong pull that made my thighs quiver.

I couldn’t process it all anymore. So many mouths. So many hands. So much pleasure.

My vision blurred. My breathing fractured.

I was floating—adrift on a wave of slick heat and dizzy pressure—when hands caught me again, pulling me upright, arms around my waist, a new body pressed to my front. The shift made Devon’s cock slide deeper with the angle, and I gasped, muscles clenching tight around him.

Matteo’s mouth dragged wetly from my breast, his lips brushing my collarbone as he murmured, “Not done yet, sweetheart.”

Not even close.

.

The hallway. The stairs.

Everything narrowed here—the light, the walls, the air itself. It felt tighter, darker, the heat of the house concentrated in this corridor where the Christmas garland still hung along the railing, twinkling faintly.

Erik and Jonah flanked me, their eyes shadowed with hunger, their bodies boxing me in until my spine met the wall. The cold plaster bit into my bare shoulders, anchoring me, jolting me out of the daze I’d been drifting in since the living room.

Erik’s mouth crashed into mine—rough and claiming, no prelude, no question. His hands were already gripping my thighs, lifting me clean off the floor like I weighed nothing, pinning me to the wall, legs spreading automatically around his waist.

His cock slid between my folds—no teasing now, no buildup—just the blunt, hot press of him at my entrance, then a sharp thrust up as he buried himself inside me. I gasped, the stretch hitting deep, sudden and raw, my body arching against his chest.

Behind me, I felt Jonah’s hands—one on my hip, the other sliding along the curve of my ass. He murmured something low, soothing, but I didn’t catch the words. My head was spinning, breath stuttering as Erik began to move inside me with slow, punishing thrusts, each one pushing me harder against the wall.

Then I felt Jonah’s cock press between my cheeks.

Thicker. Slower. Unyielding.

The pressure was immediate and unrelenting, a second stretch opening me in places I’d only ever explored in whispered fantasies. He moved carefully—so carefully—giving me space, letting my body accommodate him, letting me feel every inch as he eased in behind Erik’s rhythm.

My nails scratched at Erik’s shoulders. My mouth fell open.

Both of them.

Erik deep in my pussy, Jonah pushing inside my ass with the same controlled force, until I was utterly, entirely filled. My body had no room to breathe—only to tremble and take.

I sobbed—loud, wrecked—against Erik’s neck, not from pain, but from the intensity of it all. The stretch. The heat. The impossibility. Every nerve ending screamed as they began to move together, bodies rocking me between them, keeping me suspended midair like a plaything built for pleasure.

I had no control.

No escape.

Only sensation.

Jonah’s hands gripped my waist, pulling me back against each thrust, perfectly timed with Erik’s forward snap of hips. Their rhythm was flawless, relentless—one driving deep as the other pulled out slightly, then reversing, like a perfect, obscene dance.

The pleasure was unbearable. Overwhelming. Brutal. Beautiful.

I shattered with no warning—coming hard, my pussy and ass clenching tight around both cocks, body wracked by a release so fierce it turned my vision white. My scream broke free, sharp and wordless, and Erik caught it, burying my face against his shoulder, muffling me with his skin as I convulsed in their arms.

I was shaking when they finally stilled. Sweating. Crying. Ruined.

They held me there, bodies still inside me, anchoring me while I drifted—wrecked and wide open—on the edge of another orgasm.

And somewhere in the distance, I heard another set of footsteps.

Another man waiting under the next mistletoe.

Up the stairs—each step another doorway, another man.

My knees ached, palms slipping slightly on the polished wood as I crawled upward, dress bunched at my waist, skin streaked and open, used and still needing more. The railing glittered with garland and fairy lights, but the quiet beauty of it blurred behind the growl of breath, the thud of feet behind me.

Liam was waiting on the landing—shirt open, cock already hard in his fist.

He didn’t speak. Just curled a hand in my hair, guiding my head as I reached him on all fours. I opened my mouth, lips slick and swollen, and he slid inside slow and deep, the taste of salt and skin coating my tongue. My jaw ached as he fucked my mouth with quiet, controlled rhythm—his breath stuttering, his grip tight, the way men get when they’re holding back just enough not to break.

Behind me, I could hear the others murmuring, footsteps circling. Watching. Stroking.

Marcus was at the top of the stairs. He reached down, pulled me up like I weighed nothing, and turned, pressing me against the banister with a low grunt. The railing dug into my back, cold and hard, but his body was fire—his cock lining up and sliding into me in one brutal, breath-stealing thrust.

I cried out, my legs wrapping around his waist for balance, for pressure, for more.

He didn’t stop. Didn’t even slow down. He fucked me against the railing like I was something to break, something to mark. Every thrust made the banister creak beneath us, wood groaning, fairy lights swaying, the garland unraveling with each slam of his hips.

Somewhere between the third and fourth doorway, someone grabbed at my dress with both hands and tore it straight down the middle, the seams giving with a loud rip. The fabric fell like a puddle of blood on the floor—crimson velvet and ruined lace, left behind without a second glance.

I was bare now. All of me. And they took advantage of it.

Cum on the tinsel.

On the banister.

Dripping down my thighs.

My knees gave out again somewhere near the guest room. Someone grabbed me under the arms, dragging me half-limp back toward the stairs, my legs leaving streaks of slick across the hardwood. I was lowered onto the rug in the living room, the same space where it all began. Where the lights were still twinkling. Where the tree stood tall—for now.

Devon and Javier took me this time—one between my legs, the other behind, again. My body had long since stopped protesting. Now it just opened. Took. Welcomed.

I was crying, moaning, choking on their names and my own breath as they worked me hard, relentless, their rhythm merciless and punishing. Hands gripped my thighs, my breasts, my throat. I was their toy now. Their altar. Something holy and defiled all at once.

The others stood around us in a loose, stroking circle, cocks in fists, eyes hungry and unblinking. One knelt, fed me fingers coated in someone else’s cum. Another slapped the inside of my thigh, urging me wider.

And then—

I came. Hard. Violently.

My hand flew out, blindly searching for something—and hit the base of the tree.

The whole thing toppled.

It swayed once, then fell with a crash, ornaments shattering like glass hearts across the floor, pine needles raining down over us like confetti. The lights flickered as it hit, a final gasp of color before settling into twisted silence.

No one stopped.

No one even looked up.

Rough kisses turned brutal.

Hands held my head still.

Someone came across my breasts—hot, thick stripes painting my chest, cooling quickly in the air. Another knelt behind me and spilled across my back. Someone else groaned and painted my stomach, rubbing it in with a lazy palm like he was blessing me.

I lost count of orgasms.
Lost track of who was where.
Lost my name somewhere in the blur of it.

I was sobbing now—open-mouthed, breathless, wrecked—but not from pain.

From being so full. So ruined. So completely known.

And through it all, like a ghost on the edge of the storm, Ryan watched.

He stood in the doorway. Silent. Motionless.

His hand worked his cock in slow, steady strokes, eyes locked on me. Not blinking. Not speaking. Never once joining. Never once looking away.

The others didn’t speak to him. Didn’t acknowledge him.
He was background. Furniture.
But I could feel his eyes on me with every thrust, every scream, every dripping, twitching inch.

By the time they carried me—limp, trembling, coated in sweat and cum—back down to the rug, the fire had burned to glowing embers.

And outside, the snow had finally stopped falling.

I lay there, spent and open, my body sprawled on the rug like a gift unwrapped too fast.

Legs spread, thighs trembling.

Chest heaving, breath broken.

All around me, the room glowed in the soft aftermath of chaos—pine needles strewn like confetti, broken ornaments glinting like fallen stars. The tree lay on its side, tangled in lights that still flickered unevenly, casting shadows that danced over my slick, marked skin.

Cum streaked my belly, my breasts, my thighs. Cooling in the air.

My lips were swollen, my voice long gone, but I was smiling—somewhere in the blur between wrecked and radiant.

Marcus knelt beside me, one knee on the rug, his hand gentle as he brushed hair from my damp face. His eyes, no longer wild, were warm now—almost soft.

“You okay, Sophia?” he asked, voice low. Tender.

I nodded slowly.

That was all I could manage.

Behind him, Ryan moved for the first time in hours.

He walked silently to my feet and knelt there, still naked from the waist down, hand loose around his softening cock. His breath was uneven, his jaw tight, his eyes—

Wide. Dark. Unblinking.

I looked at him. Really looked.

And in that instant, I understood.

This wasn’t just a man allowing his wife to be taken.
This was a man who had never been more turned on in his life.
Not because he’d been excluded, but because he’d seen everything.

Because I’d given everything.

And the truth hit me so hard it almost hurt:

Neither had I.

I had never felt more desired. More powerful. More mine.

My body had been claimed, but I had chosen every moment of it.

The fire crackled low in the hearth, casting our skin in gold. The snow outside had stopped, the world beyond this room quiet and clean, as if nothing had happened at all.

But everything had.

The rule was law.
The mistletoe had been obeyed.
Every man, every doorway, every inch of me taken.

And Christmas had only just begun.

I was spread wide on my back, chest rising hard, cum leaking from every hole, breath shallow and ragged.
Above me, the Christmas tree lay toppled—branches bent, lights blinking dimly in broken rhythm, ornaments shattered like stars across the floor.

Marcus knelt beside me, brushing damp hair from my face.

“You okay, Sophia?”

I nodded faintly. My voice was gone.

For the first time all night, Ryan moved.
He came to me slowly, kneeling at my feet, his eyes wide and dark, jaw tense. I looked at him—really looked—and the truth hit like lightning:

He wasn’t just okay with this.
He’d never been more turned on in his life.
And neither had I.

The rule was law.
And Christmas had only just begun.

The mantel clock chimed softly. Midnight.

Merry Christmas.

I was shaking all over—limbs heavy, body aching in the sweetest, filthiest ways.
My jaw throbbed from being stretched wide.
My pussy and ass felt raw and open, every muscle echoing phantom thrusts.
Cum glazed my breasts, my stomach, my thighs—thick, messy streaks drying on my skin like obscene holiday frosting.

I tried to rise on my elbows.
I collapsed.

Around me, the men moved—zipping up, adjusting shirts, exchanging quiet laughter, their bodies flushed with satisfaction.

Then someone—Kai, I think—lifted me gently, like I might break.

He carried me back to the living room rug, just in front of the fire. The fallen tree was still there, lights blinking lazily across pine-needle chaos.

They laid me down again—my back against the soft white fur, my legs falling open naturally, too used to resist. I felt it then: a slow trickle sliding from inside me, soaking the rug beneath.

Marcus crouched by my head, stroking my cheek.

“One more tradition, beautiful. For Christmas.”

The others gathered in a loose circle around me.
Eight tall, powerful men.
Shirts untucked. Cocks half-hard and slick in the firelight.

Ryan knelt at the edge, phone in hand, recording silently.
His cock was out again—red, swollen, leaking. But he didn’t touch it.
He just held the camera. Eyes shining.

There was one final sprig of mistletoe—hung above the mantel, directly over where I lay.

They didn’t need to move me under it.

I was already there.



One by one, they stepped forward.

	Marcus came first. He stroked himself slow, eyes locked on mine, and finished across my cheek, lips, and forehead—thick ropes of heat painting me like a canvas. 
	Javier followed, aiming lower—striping my breasts and collar. 
	Liam groaned deep as he covered my throat, hot and wet. 
	Kai painted my chin and open mouth, fingers brushing it in. 
	Devon stood over me and came hard across my eyes, forcing me to blink through it. 
	Erik aimed for my hair, white streaks on dark waves. 
	Matteo marked my collarbones, cum dripping down between my breasts. 
	Jonah came last—kneeling, stroking fast—coating my lips and tongue in long, warm pulses. 




Eight loads. Eight men.

My face was glazed—thick and sticky, already cooling in the air.

It dripped down my temples. Into my ears.
Pooled in the hollow of my throat.

I could barely open my eyes.
Every breath tasted like them.

I was shaking harder now—not from cold, but from the sheer, overwhelming reality of it.

Used. Marked. Owned.

For one night, by eight strangers, while my husband watched.

And I had never felt more desired in my life.



Ryan finally lowered the phone.

He crawled forward on his knees, eyes glassy, cock untouched and straining.

He looked down at me—his wife, ruined and radiant, drenched in the evidence of other men—and whispered, voice cracking,

“Merry Christmas, baby. Best gift ever.”

Then he leaned in and kissed me—soft, reverent, lips pressing into the mess across my mouth.

I tasted all of them on his tongue.

And I smiled.

Because he was right.

It was.

And somewhere in the haze, as the fire crackled low and the snow fell silently outside, I knew one thing for certain:

This wasn’t the end.

It was only the beginning.

The rule would be obeyed.
All weekend long.
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Confession Three - The Neighborhood Decorating Committee

My name is Elena Vasquez, 37, born and raised in Miami to Cuban parents who taught me that family, food, and pride are non-negotiable.

I’m 5'6", curvy in the way Latin women often are—full breasts, small waist, hips that sway when I walk, even when I’m not trying. Dark hair falls in thick waves to my shoulders, golden-brown skin that tans easily, hazel eyes my husband calls “trouble.” I dress like the confident real-estate agent I am: fitted dresses, heels, gold jewelry that catches the light. People say I look younger than my age, and I let them.

My husband, David, is 39—the quiet, dependable type. Tall but not imposing, soft around the middle from too many desk jobs and my cooking. Sandy hair, kind brown eyes behind glasses. He’s a senior project manager for a tech firm, the man who fixes everyone’s Wi-Fi at parties and remembers birthdays.

We’ve been married twelve years, together fifteen. Two kids—Sofia, 9, and Mateo, 7—currently at my parents’ house in Florida for the week before Christmas. No accidents; we always said we wanted two and stopped there.

We live in Willow Ridge, a gated cul-de-sac in the suburbs outside Denver—big houses, bigger egos, and an annual Christmas-light competition that’s become borderline obsessive. It’s friendly on the surface, but everyone knows the score.

Last year the Millers won with their synchronized drone reindeer show.
The year before, the Patels imported a twenty-foot animated Nutcracker from Germany.

This year, it was our turn.

David and I had been planning for months. Thousands of lights. A full Nativity scene on the lawn. Icicle drips from every eave. Projection mapping on the garage door that played scenes from The Polar Express. We’d even hired a professional installer.

It was supposed to be perfect.

The switch flipped at 7:00 p.m. sharp on December 18th—the official start of judging week.

For thirty glorious seconds, the house blazed like a beacon. Neighbors gathered on the sidewalk, phones out, oohing and aahing.

Then—

A pop.
A sizzle.

The lights flickered once… twice… and died.

Darkness swallowed the yard. The only glow came from the streetlamps and the soft strings on the other houses.

I stood on the porch in my red cashmere sweater and jeans, glass of mulled wine frozen halfway to my lips.

David cursed under his breath beside me, already pulling out his phone to call the installer.

Quiet panic set in.

This wasn’t just lights.
This was pride.
This was the one thing we were supposed to nail this year.

Across the cul-de-sac, three figures detached from their own perfect displays and started walking over.

First was Caleb—mid-40s, Black, former college linebacker turned contractor. Calm. Steady. 6'3", broad shoulders, close-cropped hair going silver at the temples, a deep voice that carried even in a whisper. He and his wife had the elegant white-light wrap with subtle blue accents—classy, understated, impossible to beat on taste.

Next came Diego—late 30s, Mexican-American, warm smile, always joking. Runs his own landscaping business. Shorter but solid, dark hair, easy laugh that made everyone relax. His house was the fun one: colorful, animated figures, Santa on a Harley, the works.

Last was Nathan—early 40s, white, intense green eyes. Software architect who worked from home. Quiet, observant, the kind of man who noticed everything. Lean runner’s build, sharp jaw, always in fitted henleys that showed he took care of himself. His display was modern—clean lines, cool-toned LEDs, geometric patterns that shifted like code.

They reached our porch together, hands in coat pockets against the cold.

“Trouble in paradise?” Caleb asked, voice low and reassuring.

David sighed. “Whole system shorted. Installer can’t get here till after Christmas.”

Diego whistled. “That’s rough, man. You were killing it for a minute there.”

Nathan just looked at the dark house… then at me. His eyes lingered a second longer than neighborly.

“We’ve got tools,” Caleb said. “And time. Kids are at the in-laws, wives are book-clubbing tonight. Let us take a look.”

David hesitated. He’s not great with heights, and the main panel was on the roofline—but I could see the relief in his eyes.

I smiled. Maybe a little too brightly.

“You guys are lifesavers. Come in, warm up. I’ve got more mulled wine.”

They followed us inside, boots thumping on the hardwood, filling our foyer with the scent of cold air and male presence.

I poured drinks in the kitchen, hyper-aware of how the pendant lights caught on Caleb’s watch… Diego’s easy grin as he teased David about “going big or going home”… Nathan’s quiet observation from the doorway.

Something in the air felt different.

Charged.

Like the short circuit wasn’t just in the lights.

Like these three men—who I’d waved at for years, chatted with at block parties, borrowed sugar from—were seeing me for the first time.

And I was seeing them right back.

Little did I know, by the end of the night, they’d be “fixing” a lot more than the Christmas display.

And David would be holding the ladder while they did it.

We stood in the garage under the harsh fluorescent lights, the three men already in work mode—coats off, sleeves rolled up, tools spread across the workbench.

Caleb tested connections with a multimeter.
Diego scrolled through wiring diagrams on his phone.
Nathan quietly labeled spare parts with a Sharpie, precise and methodical.

David hovered near the extension ladder, hands shoved deep into his pockets, looking smaller than usual.

I watched him from the doorway to the house, mug of fresh cocoa warming my palms, pretending to be useful just by standing there.

He cleared his throat.

“Guys… I should probably mention something.”

All three paused, turning toward him.

David’s cheeks were already pink. “I’m, uh… not great with heights. Like, at all. I get dizzy on a step stool.”

Silence—for just a beat.

I felt a pang for him. My steady, reliable David, embarrassed in front of men who looked built for ladders and rooflines.

Caleb set the multimeter down, his voice calm, no judgment.
“That’s fine, man. We’ve got it. You can spot the base—keep it steady.”

Diego grinned, easy as always. “Hey, nobody’s judging. I can’t stand spiders. My wife has to kill them all. We all got our things.”

Nathan simply nodded once, already turning back to the task.

David exhaled, relief and apology tangled together. “I’ll hold the ladder. Just… don’t want to slow you down.”

Decision made in seconds.
No fuss. No teasing. Just practical.

They bundled up again—headlamps, gloves, tools. I handed out the cocoa, my fingers brushing Caleb’s as he took his mug. Warm. Strong grip. His eyes met mine for a fraction longer than necessary.

Outside, the cold hit like a wall the moment the garage door rolled up.

Snow had started again—fat flakes swirling under the floodlights. The cul-de-sac was quiet now, every other house blazing with color while ours stood dark and unfinished.

They positioned the ladder against the house, Caleb testing the footing in the frozen grass.

David took his place at the base, gloved hands gripping the rungs, stance wide. His face already looked pale under the harsh light. Each breath fogged thick and fast, disappearing into the night.

Caleb went up first.
Then Diego.
Then Nathan.

They moved with the easy confidence of men who’d done this a hundred times.

I stood in the open doorway, arms wrapped around myself.

“You sure you’re okay out here?” I called to David.

He looked up—way up—at the three figures along the roofline, then back at me.

“Yeah. Go inside, babe. Stay warm. I’ll be fine.”

His voice carried that same note from earlier—apologetic. But there was something else underneath it.

Resignation?

Or… anticipation?

I hesitated. Then stepped back into the garage and hit the button.

The door rumbled down, sealing him outside.

The contrast was immediate.

Outside: biting cold, darkness broken only by floodlights, wind, and the faint creak of the ladder.
Inside: golden light spilling from the house, heated floors warming my feet through my socks, the low murmur of the furnace, cinnamon lingering faintly from the kitchen.

I crossed the mudroom and closed the inner door behind me.

The click sounded final.

The house felt huge.

And suddenly very intimate.

Just me.

And three strong, capable men who would be coming back down soon—warm, flushed from work—while my husband stood freezing outside, holding a ladder in the dark.

The first flicker of unease curled low in my belly.

But right alongside it, something else stirred.

Hot.
Liquid.
Undeniable.

I poured myself another glass of wine, hands not quite steady.

And waited for the garage door to open again.

The garage door rolled down with a final thud, sealing David outside in the cold.

I walked back into the main house, the heated floors warming my socked feet through the thin fabric, chasing away the chill that had crept in from the open door. The sudden quiet felt almost deafening—no wind, no distant holiday music from the neighbors. Just the low hum of the furnace and the soft tick of the wall clock.

The house felt smaller.

Like the walls had inched closer the moment that door shut.

I busied myself in the kitchen—refilling the cocoa pot, wiping down the already-clean island—trying to play the perfect hostess. But my attention kept drifting to the window.

To David out there in the dark.
Hands clamped around the ladder.
Breath fogging in the freezing air.

Three other men were about to fill the space around me.

They came in a few minutes later, the garage door rumbling up just long enough to let them through.

First Caleb—ducking slightly under the frame, snowflakes melting into the fabric stretched across his broad shoulders.
Then Diego, shaking his head like a dog to flick off the flakes.
Nathan last, quiet, closing the door behind him with a soft click.

Boots came off in the mudroom—three heavy pairs lined up neatly beside David’s forgotten work shoes. Coats unzipped and hung on hooks, revealing fitted thermal shirts and sweaters that clung to worked muscles from the climb.

They spread out without asking.

Like they belonged.

Caleb headed straight for the kitchen island, leaning his hips against it beside me. The heat rising from the radiant floors seemed to climb my bare legs, up under my jeans, making my skin prickle.

“Damn, that feels good,” he said, voice low, flexing his toes against the warm tile. “Your floors are heaven after that roof.”

Diego wandered into the living room, running a hand along the back of the couch as he peered out the floor-to-ceiling front window.

“David’s still holding strong out there,” he said with a soft chuckle. “Man’s got dedication.”

Nathan moved more quietly, circling the open space before stopping near the fireplace. He crouched to warm his hands, the firelight catching the sharp lines of his jaw.

I felt every inch of the house shrink around us.

Casual touches started small.

Caleb reached past me for a cookie from the tray I’d set out—his chest brushing my shoulder, the faint scent of cold air, sawdust, and something distinctly masculine clinging to him. He didn’t pull away right away.

“Sorry,” he murmured.

His hand lingered at the small of my back for a second as he stepped aside.

Diego came back into the kitchen, laughing softly about something he’d seen on the roof. “You’ve got some serious wattage up there, Elena. When we get it fixed, it’s gonna blind the whole block.”

He leaned against the island opposite Caleb, boxing me in gently between them. His knee bumped mine under the counter—accidental, maybe.

It stayed there.

Nathan rose from the fire and crossed the room. I handed him a mug. His fingers brushed mine—deliberate this time—holding the contact a heartbeat longer than necessary.

His eyes met mine.

Those intense green eyes didn’t flinch.

Every sound felt louder.

The clink of ceramic on granite.
The soft creak of the house settling.
Their breathing—deep, steady, unmistakably male.

My own pulse thudded in my ears.

I was suddenly aware of everything—the way Caleb’s sweater stretched when he reached for sugar, the faint rasp of Diego’s stubble as he scratched his jaw, the quiet focus of Nathan watching me from across the island.

And all the while, I thought of David outside.

Gripping that ladder in the dark.
Fingers probably numb by now.
Staring up at the roof while snow collected on his shoulders.

Alone.

While the house filled with warmth.
With voices.
With possibility.

I swallowed, my throat dry.

“More cocoa?” I asked, my voice a little too bright.

Caleb smiled slowly.

“We’re good for now, Elena.”

But the way he said my name—like he was tasting it—told me they weren’t just here for the lights anymore.

And the scariest part?

I wasn’t sure I wanted them to be.

The garage door rumbled open again, letting in a blast of cold air—and the three men.

Their cheeks were flushed from the roof, snowflakes melting into their hair as they stepped inside. They stomped the last of the ice off their boots in the mudroom, then crossed into the house proper—boots left behind, socks silent on the heated floors.

Caleb led the way, rolling his neck, exhaling like he’d just come in from a workout.
Diego followed, rubbing his hands together.
Nathan came last, as always—quiet, eyes already taking in the room.

They spread out naturally.

Caleb moved to the fireplace, warming his hands.
Diego drifted to the kitchen island, grabbing another cookie.
Nathan wandered toward the floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the front yard and the glowing cul-de-sac beyond.

I stayed near the couch, wine glass in hand, trying to act casual.

That’s when I noticed it.

The windows.

The entire front wall of the living room was glass—beautiful during the day, magical at night when the outdoor lights reflected back. But with the inside lights on and the outside dark…

It was like a stage.

Every house on the street had their displays blazing, casting soft, multicolored glows across the snow. But our house—now lit warmly from within—was completely visible from the road.

The couch.
The rug.
The fireplace.
The Christmas tree in the corner.

All framed perfectly.

The curtains were open. Sheer ones, really. Decorative more than private.

I could have closed the heavier drapes.
The cord was right there by the window.

No one moved to pull it.

Diego noticed first. He stood by the glass with his cookie, looking out at the street.

“Damn, Elena,” he said. “You’ve got the best seat in the neighborhood. Whole street’s lit up like a postcard.”

He turned, grinning—but his eyes flicked to me, then to the reflection in the window.

Me, standing there.
Backlit.
The red sweater hugging my curves.

Caleb joined him, hands in his pockets, gazing out.

“Whole neighborhood’s got a pretty good view too,” he said, voice low, amused.

The joke landed soft.

But it hit me like a spark.

Nathan, still near the window, reached over and quietly turned the deadbolt on the front door.

The click was small.

No one acknowledged it.

But my pulse did—sudden and loud in my ears.

The boundary was locked.

Inside: warm light.
Warm bodies.
Warm possibility.

Outside: my husband, holding a ladder in the dark.

The house felt smaller than ever.

And the curtains stayed open.

Caleb was the first to speak, breaking the silence that had settled over the room.

“Thanks for the cocoa,” he said, lifting his mug in a small toast. “And for letting us warm up in here. Didn’t realize how frozen I was till I stepped inside.”

Diego nodded in agreement, leaning back against the island. “Yeah. You didn’t have to play hostess on top of everything else. Most people would’ve just waited in the garage.”

Nathan didn’t say anything at first. He just looked at me, eyes steady, assessing—like he was filing the moment away.

“You’ve got a beautiful home,” he said finally. Quiet. Direct. “Feels… comfortable.”

The word landed heavier than it should have.

I smiled, automatically. “You’re welcome. Really. I’m just grateful you guys are helping. I didn’t want the kids coming home to a half-lit house.”

Caleb stepped closer as I spoke, close enough that I could feel the heat from his body, the faint rise and fall of his breath. He smelled like clean sweat and winter air.

“Still,” he said. “You’ve been taking care of us all night.”

It wasn’t said suggestively.

But it felt suggestive.

Diego laughed softly. “She’s right, man. Cocoa, cookies, warm floors. We’re getting spoiled.”

He moved closer too, resting his forearms on the island, angling his body in a way that narrowed the space between us without quite touching.

Nathan shifted from the window, joining us near the center of the room. Not crowding. Just… present.

I noticed then how easily it happened.

How natural it felt.

Three men.
One woman.
The space between us shrinking without anyone making a conscious move.

I took a step back without thinking—and my shoulder brushed Caleb’s chest.

“Sorry,” I said quickly.

He didn’t move away.

“No problem,” he replied, voice low. “It’s a small room.”

It wasn’t.

But it felt like one.

Diego leaned in slightly, his voice dropping. “David’s a lucky guy. Most people don’t put this kind of effort into things anymore. Lights, house, family… all of it.”

Nathan nodded once. “It shows.”

Compliments. Simple enough on their own.

But coming from all three of them, standing this close, they stacked on top of each other—weighty, intimate, harder to deflect.

I felt my cheeks warm.

“Thank you,” I said. “That means a lot.”

Caleb’s hand brushed my elbow as he shifted position, a fleeting touch that lingered just long enough to register.

Diego’s knee pressed closer under the island again—still deniable, still casual.

Nathan stood directly across from me now, close enough that I could see the faint reflection of the Christmas lights in his eyes.

I realized then how completely I was boxed in.

Not trapped.

Just… surrounded.

If I moved, I’d have to choose a direction.

And I didn’t.

The word committee floated into my mind, unbidden.

The Neighborhood Decorating Committee.

It sounded official. Organized. Harmless.

Standing there, encircled by warmth and attention and unspoken intent, it suddenly felt ironic.

Less like a group of volunteers.

More like a decision already made.

And the strangest part?

No one had touched me improperly.
No one had said anything out of line.

They were just… thanking me.

And yet my pulse raced, my skin felt too sensitive, and somewhere in the back of my mind, I was acutely aware of my husband outside—hands wrapped around a ladder, eyes turned upward, unaware of how the gratitude inside his house was starting to feel like something else entirely.

The warmth was overwhelming now.

It wasn’t just the heated floors radiating up through my bare feet or the fireplace crackling steadily in the corner. It was them—the three men filling the room with their presence, their body heat, their quiet, easy confidence. The air felt thick, almost humid, like the house itself was holding its breath.

I stood near the couch, wine glass empty in my hand, trying to find something normal to say. Anything to break the spell.

Caleb leaned against the arm of the sectional, arms crossed, watching me with that calm, steady gaze.
Diego sat on the ottoman, elbows on his knees, smiling like he knew a secret.
Nathan stood closest to the windows, one hand in his pocket, the other holding his mug, but his eyes were on me, not the view.

No one had put their coats back on.
No one seemed in a hurry to leave.

I glanced toward the front windows again. The cul-de-sac glowed beyond the glass—every other house a riot of color and light, ours still dark outside but warmly lit within.

David was out there somewhere, probably frozen stiff by now, hands clamped on that ladder, waiting for them to finish.

What was he thinking?
Was he worried? Cold? Angry that they were taking so long?
Or… did some part of him already know?

The thought sent a traitorous flutter through my stomach.

Caleb pushed off the couch arm and walked toward me—slow, unhurried. He stopped just close enough that I had to tilt my head back slightly to meet his eyes.

“You okay, Elena?” he asked, voice low, genuine concern laced with something warmer.

I nodded, too quickly. “Yeah. Just… glad you got the worst of it done.”

Diego stood, moving to my other side.
“We’re not quite finished yet,” he said, that easy grin still in place. “But we’ll have it perfect soon.”

Nathan set his mug down on the coffee table and stepped in, completing the loose circle around me.

Three men.
Close enough that I could feel the heat coming off them.
Close enough that moving would mean brushing against one of them.

They didn’t crowd me. Not exactly.
But they guided me all the same—gently, insistently.

Caleb’s hand settled lightly on my lower back, steering me toward the couch.
“Sit. You’ve been on your feet all evening.”

Diego’s fingers brushed my elbow as he took the empty wine glass from my hand.
“Let us take care of things for a bit.”

Nathan didn’t touch me, but his presence behind me felt like a wall—quiet, solid, blocking the path back to the kitchen.

I sat.

The couch was deep, plush. I sank into it, the red sweater suddenly feeling too warm, too tight.

They didn’t sit right away.

Caleb crouched in front of me, forearms on his knees, looking up.
“You’ve got a beautiful home,” he said softly. “Warm. Welcoming.”

Diego moved to the windows, flipping a switch on the wall panel.

The outdoor lights flicked back on suddenly—brighter than before.

The entire front yard blazed to life.

Every color, every animation, every carefully placed strand—perfect again, even better than we’d planned.

The floodlights hit the glass, turning the windows into mirrors for a split second before settling.

And in that reflection, I saw us.

Me on the couch.
Three tall, strong men around me.
The street glowing behind us like a backdrop.

My breath caught.

David was out there.
He would see the lights come on.
He would know they were done.
He would come in soon.

But the door stayed closed.
And no one moved to open it.

The heat pressed in closer.

My thoughts fractured—scattering between the glass, the street, my husband outside in the cold…
and the three men inside, speaking softly, reassuringly, like everything happening was the most natural thing in the world.

And still, nothing had happened.

Not yet.

But the pressure was building.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted it to stop.

The lights flicking back on felt like a signal flare.

One moment the front yard was dark, the house a warm island in the snow. The next, everything blazed—brighter than before. Every strand, every projector, every carefully placed floodlight snapped to life as if the house itself had taken a deep breath and decided to show off.

From the couch, the effect was blinding at first. The windows turned into mirrors, reflecting the living room back at us in perfect, merciless detail.

I saw myself clearly for the first time since they’d come in.

Red sweater pushed up to my ribs, bra gone—lost somewhere on the floor.
Jeans unbuttoned, unzipped, hanging low on my hips.
Hair wild, lips swollen, skin flushed and shining with a thin sheen of sweat.

Caleb’s hand on my bare thigh, high up, thumb stroking slow circles.
Diego beside me, arm draped along the back of the couch, fingers idly tracing my shoulder.
Nathan standing just behind the couch, close enough that I could feel his heat on my neck.

All three of them calm. Relaxed. Like this was the most natural thing in the world.

Outside, the cul-de-sac glowed white and gold, every other house sparkling in answer.

Somewhere in that light, David would see our display come alive.
He would know the work was done.
He would come in soon.

The thought should have jolted me into action—pull my sweater down, stand up, smooth my hair, open the door.

Instead, I stayed frozen on the couch, breathing shallow, watching our reflection.

Caleb reached for the remote on the coffee table—the one that controlled the dimmers and outdoor sequences. He clicked through settings slowly, deliberately.

First, the interior lights dimmed to a soft amber glow.
Then the floodlights outside pulsed once—bright white beams sweeping across the yard, catching swirling snowflakes like glitter.

The reflection sharpened.

I saw everything.

My nipples hard against the thin fabric that barely covered them now.
Caleb’s dark hand on my pale thigh, fingers spread wide, possessive.
Diego’s fingers sliding under the strap of my bra—wait, no. The bra was gone. Just skin.
Nathan’s hand resting on the back of the couch, inches from my neck.

Each burst of light felt like a flashbulb.

Exposing us.

Time stretched.

This could stop at any moment.

I could stand up. Say thank you. Open the door. Pretend the kisses, the touches, the way my body was already aching for more—pretend none of it had happened.

David would walk in, cold and relieved, and we’d all laugh about the lights and drink cocoa and say goodnight.

It could stop.

It didn’t.

Caleb clicked another setting. The outdoor spots rotated, bathing the living room in shifting colors—red, green, gold.

The reflection danced across our skin.

No one spoke.
No one moved to cover me.
No one reached for the curtains.

My pulse thundered in my ears.

I looked at my own face in the glass—eyes wide, lips parted, cheeks flushed.

I looked like a woman waiting.
Wanting.

And in the longest minute of my life, I understood:

The lights weren’t the only thing that had been fixed tonight.

Something else had just been turned on.

And there was no dimmer for it.

The lights outside stayed on—bright, triumphant, perfect.

Our house now the undeniable star of the cul-de-sac, colors pulsing in slow waves, the Nativity scene glowing like it had been touched by something holy.

Inside, time had stopped rushing.

No one reached for their coats.
They hung in the mudroom like relics from another life—damp, heavy, irrelevant.
No one rushed.

Caleb stood by the fireplace, one forearm braced on the mantel, watching the flames lick the logs. His sweater clung to the broad lines of his back, damp in places from the snow and effort on the roof. He rolled his neck slowly, the movement making the fabric pull tight across his shoulders.

Diego perched on the arm of the sectional, legs spread, mug balanced on his thigh. He hadn’t finished his cocoa; it sat cooling, forgotten. His dark eyes kept drifting to me—lazy, warm—like he had all the time in the world.

Nathan moved with quiet purpose—picking up the coiled extension cord, setting it neatly on the coffee table, then pausing by the windows.

He didn’t look out.
He looked at the reflection in the glass.

Me on the couch.

Sweater rumpled and pushed high enough to expose the lower curve of my breasts.
Jeans unbuttoned and riding low.
Thighs parted just enough that the lace edge of my panties peeked out.

I knew how I looked.

Flushed.
Lips swollen.
Hair wild from fingers running through it.
Nipples hard against the soft cashmere, visible even in the low light.

Used, but not finished.
Marked, but not claimed.
Yet.

The silence stretched—thick and sweet.

Caleb broke it first, voice low, almost conversational.

“Display’s running smoother than ever. You should be proud, Elena.”

He turned, leaned his hip against the mantel, eyes on me.

Diego smiled, slow. “Best on the block now. Hands down.”

Nathan’s voice was quieter, but it cut through the room like a blade.

“You made it easy,” he said. “Keeping everything… warm while we worked.”

The compliment landed heavy.
Loaded.

My breath caught.

I opened my mouth to say something—thank you, or David will be in soon, or maybe just their names—

—but nothing came out.

Caleb pushed off the mantel and walked to the front door.

Not hurried.
Just inevitable.

He turned the handle.
Opened it wide.

Cold air rushed in—sharp, brutal, alive.

It swept across the heated floors like an intruder, raising goosebumps on my exposed skin, tightening my nipples to painful points, making my thighs clench involuntarily.

Snowflakes drifted over the threshold, melting instantly on the warm wood, leaving tiny dark spots that disappeared as fast as they formed.

The scent of winter flooded the room—clean, metallic, pine.

The boundary between inside and outside dissolved.

The glowing street spilled in fully now—colors dancing on the walls, the faint sound of distant carols carried on the wind.

David was out there.
He had to be close.
He would see the open door, the light pouring out.
He would walk in any second.

I knew I should say something.
Stand up.
Pull my sweater down.
Button my jeans.
Call out for him.
Close the door.

But I didn’t move.

I sat there—legs still parted, skin prickling from the cold air kissing places that had only known warmth tonight.

Diego’s hand settled on my bare knee—warm, heavy, thumb stroking once, twice.
Nathan stepped closer behind the couch, fingers brushing the nape of my neck, tracing the fine hairs that had risen there.
Caleb stood framed in the open doorway, snow gathering at his feet, looking back at me with dark, steady eyes.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” he said softly. “Letting a little fresh air in.”

The cold rushed over me again, sliding up my thighs, under my sweater, making me shiver.

But the heat—the real heat—came from their hands.
From their eyes.
From the way they looked at me like the night wasn’t over.

And I didn’t say a word.
I didn’t close my legs.
I didn’t pull away.

I just sat there—heart pounding, body aching—letting the cold bite my skin while their warmth promised to burn me alive.

The door stayed open.

And I knew, in that moment,
I wasn’t going to be the one to close it.

“Come outside a sec,” Caleb said, already walking toward the open door. “We should test the sightlines. Make sure the display’s as good from the street as it is from in here.”

He didn’t look back to see if I followed.

Diego offered his hand, palm up like a gentleman—but there was nothing gentle about his eyes.
Nathan stepped aside, clearing the path, gaze flicking to my chest with an appreciation that wasn’t subtle.

No one said what this was.

They didn’t have to.

I stood slowly.
My red Christmas sweater still bunched high, exposing the soft underswell of both breasts, nipples dark and hard from heat and friction.
My bra was gone—somewhere in the living room.
Jeans unbuttoned, fly gaping open, loose enough now to dip just under the V of my panties.
Lace. Red. Soaked.
Barefoot.

No one told me to fix myself.
No one even suggested I should.
And I didn’t.

I stepped through the threshold, half-naked, chest rising with every breath.
The cold air slapped me across the skin like a lover with something to prove—merciless, shocking, thrilling.

Fake snow coated the porch, brittle as crushed sugar. It stuck to my soles. My toes curled from the shock of it, but I didn’t stop.
Caleb stood at the end of the walkway, glancing back. “Right about there,” he said, pointing to the center of the yard—between the glowing reindeer and the holy fucking Nativity scene.

“Want to see what it looks like from the street.”

I moved.

Each step forward felt like shedding another layer of pretense.
The farther I walked, the more raw I felt.
Snow dusted my ankles.
My nipples stabbed against the sweater like they were trying to cut through.
My panties clung wetly between my thighs, the chill making the fabric obscene.

And they watched.

Not just Caleb and Diego and Nathan, still by the porch, their eyes devouring me like wolves circling a meal.

But him.

David.

Through the window, I saw him.
Inside now.

Standing near the open door, jacket still on, gloves half-off, his frozen breath fogging slightly, lips parted.

His eyes were on me.

Wide. Unmoving.
Staring at the wife he thought he knew—now standing nearly naked in the front yard.
Sweater pushed to my ribs.
Bare tits bouncing slightly with every step.
Jeans undone, clinging to my hips by nothing but friction.
A flash of red lace when I turned, so wet it practically glistened under the floodlights.

He didn’t yell.
Didn’t move.
Didn’t even blink.

Just watched—hard. Helpless. Aroused.

Caleb stepped beside me. Diego flanked the other side. Nathan behind me again—a warm wall of muscle pressing so close I could feel the outline of his cock against the swell of my ass.

“We’ll test it now,” Caleb said, raising the remote.

He clicked.

The floodlights erupted, white-hot and blinding.
Every strand. Every bulb. Every glowing wreath.
The whole street bathed in holiday brilliance.
And in the center: me.

Lit up like the final decoration.

The lights hit my skin, turned every bead of sweat, every pink flush of arousal, every glisten between my thighs into something divine.

Through the window, David stared.
He saw it all.
The stiff peaks of my nipples.
The fingers of lace riding up the split of my cunt.
The way my thighs trembled—not from cold, but from need.

And I didn’t hide.

I didn’t close my sweater.
Didn’t tug up my jeans.
Didn’t cover the shameless slick stain blooming darker across the red lace.

Because this wasn’t a test.

It was a reveal.

The men moved in closer.
Caleb’s palm slid to my bare lower back.
Diego’s fingers ghosted over my hip.
Nathan’s mouth pressed just behind my ear—close enough to whisper, “He’s still watching.”

I didn’t need to look to know.
I could feel it.
His gaze. His ache. His surrender.

The lights pulsed.

I was glowing.

And the yard wasn’t cold anymore.

The lights behind us didn’t just glow.
They pulsed.
Like they could feel it too.

Every strand across the house—every reindeer, every candy cane, every programmed flicker of joy—beat in rhythm with my blood. A slow, steady drum that was no longer holiday cheer.

It was hunger.
It was heat.
It was what we’d all been holding back.

Caleb turned toward me first.

Still out in the yard, still under the cold glow of the floodlights, I stood trembling. Not from the air—my skin had already gone numb from that. But from knowing what was coming. From feeling the raw, open silence behind the windows.

David wasn’t watching anymore.

He wasn’t even in view.

He’d seen enough to understand. That I wasn’t going to stop this. That I didn’t want to. That the woman he’d kissed goodbye in flannel pajamas was long gone, and something else—bolder, wilder, wetter—stood here now in a half-undressed sweater under Christmas lights.

“Inside,” Caleb murmured.

Not a request.

He took my hand and led the way, Diego and Nathan flanking close behind.

The warmth of the house hit me like a lover’s breath—steamy and thick with tension. The door clicked shut behind us, sealing us back into the pressure cooker.

I turned toward the couch, but Caleb stopped me.

“No more waiting.”

He spun me around, pressed my back against the cool surface of the front door. One hand pinned my wrists high above my head. The other pushed the sweater up over my breasts—finally, fully—baring me to the soft glow of the room and the eyes of the men who had stopped pretending they were just helping with decorations.

My nipples stood tight and aching, kissed by air, then swallowed by Caleb’s mouth. He sucked hard, messy, no finesse, just heat and hunger. His stubble scraped, his tongue soothed, and I moaned—open and raw—my back arching against the wood as Diego knelt beside us.

His fingers undid the rest of my jeans, tugging them down with my soaked panties, baring me completely.

I stepped out, bare feet on the warm floor again, but this time my legs trembled with need.

Nathan stepped forward. “Turn around.”

I did.

Pressed my palms to the door. Legs apart. Exposed in every way.

I felt Diego’s hands first—strong, steady, parting me from behind. Then his mouth. Hot and slick and relentless. His tongue plunged deep, lapped up everything, filthy and focused, like he was starving and I was the feast.

I cried out—no shame, no filter.

Caleb stepped around, stroking his cock just inches from my face. It was thick, dark, flushed with need, veins pulsing along the length, the swollen head glossy with arousal. His knuckles brushed my cheek as he curled two fingers beneath my jaw, lifting my face to his.

His gaze burned down into me—possessive, hungry, but patient in a way that made my heart stutter.

“You want it?” he asked, low and rough.

I nodded instantly, lips parting, breath catching in my throat. “Yes.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. He gripped the base of his cock and guided it to my lips, smearing it across them slowly—marking me, tasting control. Then he fed it to me—slow, deliberate, inch by thick inch.

The head pushed past my lips, my tongue flattening, my jaw stretching to take him deeper. He didn’t rush. He made me feel it. Every inch. My throat ached, drool already sliding from the corners of my mouth as I adjusted to his size.

Behind me, Diego didn’t wait.

I felt his breath first—hot against my thighs—then the sudden, wet heat of his tongue burying between my folds. He devoured me like a starving man, tongue lapping in firm, unrelenting strokes, hands spreading me wider, holding my ass open for better access. My knees nearly buckled.

I was full at both ends—my throat stretched by Caleb’s cock, my cunt slick and spasming from Diego’s tongue. The door at my back shook with every tremble that wracked through me.

Then Nathan stepped in.

His hands were on my hips in a flash—large, steady, claiming. He waited until Caleb pulled back slightly, his cock slipping from my mouth with a gasp and a glistening trail of spit. My moan was barely audible before Nathan drove into me from behind with one brutal, breathtaking thrust.

I screamed—muffled and raw—my mouth immediately engulfed again by Caleb, who pushed himself back past my lips before the sound could fully escape.

They moved together.

Diego stepped aside, panting, as Nathan took over—his thrusts deep and rhythmic, rocking me forward onto Caleb’s cock. Every push from behind shoved me deeper down his length. I couldn’t keep up. My hands clawed at the door for support, my body nothing but a wet, shaking mess between them.

The rhythm was merciless, perfect. Caleb gripped my hair in one hand, guiding my mouth like a handle. Nathan’s fingers dug into my hips, pulling me back against him with every thrust. Skin slapped. Moans bled together. Their grunts filled my ears like a chorus of sin.

Outside, the Christmas lights blinked across the frosted lawn—red, green, white, gold—casting their glow through the tall front windows. Every flicker lit our bodies in motion, painting my bare skin in festive shadows.

We were on display.

I was on display.

Anyone walking by could see me—naked, used, trembling with ecstasy. And the thought only pushed me closer to the edge. My body clamped down around Nathan, mouth sucking harder, throat gagging greedily around Caleb’s cock.

I was theirs.

And they were unwrapping me like the dirtiest gift under the tree.

I was gone.

Fucked open. Fucked full. Fucked senseless.

Every nerve in my body was singing—no, screaming—for more, even as pleasure slammed through me in endless, rolling waves. My lips were stretched around Caleb’s cock, my throat slick with spit and precum, cheeks flushed and streaked with tears. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe without tasting him. My knees buckled, but his hand held me steady—fingers tangled tight in my hair, his grip firm and possessive as he groaned from deep in his chest.

“Take it,” he growled. “Every last drop.”

His cock twitched against my tongue, then pulsed—thick spurts of hot cum flooding my mouth. It hit the back of my throat fast, salty and sharp, and I swallowed on instinct, desperate not to lose a single drop. My throat worked around him as he shuddered above me, holding me in place, keeping me there until the last pulse had emptied. I gasped when he finally pulled out, my lips wet and swollen, breath ragged, drool and cum dripping down my chin.

I didn’t get a second to recover.

Diego was already there, lifting me like I weighed nothing, spinning me around so fast the room tilted. My hair whipped across my face as he manhandled me onto the couch—bending me forward over the cushions, ass up, legs spread wide.

Behind me, Nathan let out a strangled groan.

I felt his cock slide free from my soaked, ruined pussy, and then the sudden, hot splash of his cum across my lower back—thick streaks painting my skin, warm and filthy. The sensation made me gasp, clench, arch.

But before I could even whimper—

Diego thrust deep into me from behind.

It didn’t stop.

There were no breaks, no breathers, no mercy.

Hands were everywhere—palming my breasts, squeezing my hips, spreading my ass wide. Fingers shoved between my lips, slick with someone else’s cum, and I sucked them greedily as mouths found my throat, my shoulders, my spine. Teeth grazed down the curve of my back, playful at first, then biting hard enough to leave heat in their wake. I was flipped, bent, lifted, ridden like a wave that never crested.

Each of them took me in turn.

Every position. Every angle. Every goddamn surface.

On the plush rug, thighs trembling as Caleb held them open and Diego licked me until I screamed. Bent over the ottoman, ass up, Nathan plunging deep and slow while Caleb kissed me, moaning into my mouth as if he were the one unraveling.

Then straddling Caleb’s lap on the couch—his cock buried inside me, his hands cupping my ass while I bounced. Diego knelt behind, sucking at my nipples with ravenous focus, tongue circling, teeth teasing. And Nathan stood inches from my face, stroking himself with a slick, steady rhythm, eyes locked on my lips as they parted with every cry, every gasp.

I didn’t stop coming.

Couldn’t.

My body betrayed me—drenched and twitching, stretched beyond recognition, flushed and radiant with the kind of pleasure that leaves bruises in the soul. I wasn’t a wife. I wasn’t a woman. I was their favorite sin—splayed open and owned, one moan away from falling apart all over again.

At some point, through the haze and sweat and tangle of limbs, I looked toward the front window.

David was there.

Not outside. Not shivering on the porch anymore.

Inside.

He stood across the room, just past the kitchen island, motionless. His breath fogged the nearby glass, but he didn’t move to wipe it. His eyes were locked on me—wide, dark, unreadable.

He hadn’t interrupted.
He hadn’t said a word.
He hadn’t left.

And when my gaze met his—when another orgasm tore through me, thighs quaking, voice raw, as Diego gripped my hips and pulled me down hard onto his cock, splitting me deep—I didn’t look away.

I wanted him to see.
To witness.
To ache.

Because this wasn’t about lights anymore.
This was about fire.
And I wanted him to burn.

Diego held me there, impaled and trembling, as he slammed up into me again—deep and punishing, the blunt pressure of him relentless. I was soaked, stretched to my limit, my inner walls fluttering, pulsing with raw need. My moans had long since turned into broken cries, little more than desperate, wrecked sounds pushed out with every thrust.

His grip tightened, thumbs bruising into my hips as his cock thickened inside me.

“I’m gonna fill you,” he growled through gritted teeth, his voice feral against the wet slap of our bodies.

I couldn’t answer. Didn’t need to. My body answered for me—clenching around him, milking him, begging for it in the only language it knew.

Then—he came.

The first hot pulse of it made me gasp, my head tipping back as he buried himself to the base, balls flush against me. Thick, molten heat flooded my cunt in wave after wave, each spurt deeper than the last, spilling into me like he was trying to leave proof—claim me from the inside out. He didn’t move, didn’t thrust. He just held me there—his cock twitching, jerking with every gush, his breath ragged, mouth open in stunned release.

And I felt it all.

The heat. The fullness. The slow spread of his cum leaking around the seal of him, running down my thighs in sticky trails, sliding between us with every tiny tremor of aftershock.

My body locked up.

The orgasm tore through me—again—violent and perfect. My vision went white around the edges, hips jerking helplessly as my cunt spasmed around his cock, squeezing every last drop from him.

I sobbed with it—messy, gasping, glowing.

And still, he stayed inside. Still hard. Still throbbing.

Behind us, the silence was deafening. But I knew David was still there. I didn’t need to see him to feel the weight of his stare. I knew he was watching the way Diego’s cum spilled out of me. Watching my hole flutter, gape, drip.

And then—another sound. Quiet, barely audible.

Breath hitching. Skin on fabric. A choked grunt.

He was touching himself.

I didn’t turn. I didn’t need to.

I just reached down, between my legs, and gathered Diego’s cum on my fingers—still warm, still dripping. I rubbed it into my folds, over my clit, slow and filthy, until I was moaning again, arching again, coming again.

Behind me, Diego let out one last groan as he pulled out, his cock wet and glistening with our slick. Another lazy drool of semen followed, thick and obscene, sliding from my swollen pussy onto the cushion below.

And from the kitchen island came the final sound.

A low, strangled exhale.

David came.

I didn’t have to look to know it. I felt it in the air—the stillness, the surrender. The weight of everything unspoken crashing into a single, shame-drenched orgasm.

He didn’t interrupt.

He didn’t stop watching.

And I never stopped giving him something to watch.

This was what had always been hidden—beneath the marriage, beneath the suburb, beneath the hot cocoa and perfect lawn and chore charts and Christmas lists.

This was what the lights revealed:

Me.
Unwrapped.
And fully claimed.


Confession Four – The Twelve Men of Christmas

My name is Isabelle. I’m 46 years old, and I live a very beautiful life.

My husband, Robert, made his first million in his late twenties—venture capital, early-stage tech, the kind of things I used to pretend to understand. He’s older than me by ten years, and when we married, I was still figuring out who I was. He already owned everything.

We split our time between New York and the lake house in Ontario, vacation in Saint-Tropez when we want quiet, Tokyo when we want strange. Private flights. Vintage wine. A walk-in closet bigger than the studio apartment I used to rent when I was twenty-five and thought I was worldly.

We’ve had our share of fights—big ones, too—but Robert always knew how to make me feel desired. Not just loved. Desired. Even when the years passed, even when gravity caught up to my thighs, even when I stopped pretending I liked the Hamptons. He still looked at me like I was the reason he built the empire in the first place.

So when he told me he was taking me somewhere “different” this Christmas, I didn’t question it.

He booked the chalet himself. Told me to pack light, “something red,” and to trust him.



The car arrived just before dusk, headlights barely visible under the thick curtain of snow falling across the private mountain road. The driver didn’t speak much—just smiled when I asked questions and adjusted the classical music volume when Robert asked.

By the time we reached the gates, I could barely see anything outside. Only silhouettes of pines, heavy with snow, and the golden flicker of lanterns lining the stone drive like breadcrumbs in a winter fairy tale.

And then the chalet appeared.

Not a cabin. A chalet. Multi-tiered, all glass and dark wood, with warm light glowing from within like a fire-lit jewel. Snow drifted over the wraparound balcony. Smoke curled from the chimneys. A soft violin played somewhere inside.

Robert placed a hand on my thigh as the car slowed to a stop.

“You’ll like it,” he said.

He kissed my hand as I stepped out into the cold.



The inside was even more surreal.

Flickering candles everywhere. Red velvet runners. Crystal bowls of figs and blood oranges. Women in silk, men in suits with loosened ties, murmuring by the fire with glasses of something amber in their hands.

It felt like walking into a secret.

No one greeted us formally. There was no check-in. Only a woman in a forest-green velvet dress who walked up to me with a soft smile and a clipboard. She didn’t even look at Robert.

I hadn’t really noticed her approach—only the sudden, intimate closeness of her presence. She stood just behind my shoulder, close enough that I could smell her perfume: something dark and expensive, amber and spice.

Her eyes stayed on me.

“You’re even more perfect than they described,” she said softly.

Her fingers brushed my hair back from my face as she spoke—not apologetic, not rushed. It wasn’t a flirt exactly. It was more… an assessment. As if I were a rare object being admired under proper light.

I laughed quietly, unsure how to respond. “Described by whom?”

She smiled, but didn’t answer. Instead, she gestured toward a hallway that disappeared into the back of the chalet.

“If you’ll come with me.”

I glanced over my shoulder, instinctively searching for Robert.

He was already watching.

Not surprised. Not confused. Just attentive—hands folded loosely, eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite read. Anticipation, maybe. Or relief.

“Go,” he said gently. “I’ll be right here.”

That was when I felt it—the faint, unmistakable flutter low in my belly.

The room she led me into was quieter. Smaller. A dressing room, maybe. Plush cream carpet, a low sofa, mirrors framed in brushed gold. On a table lay a rectangular box wrapped in deep red paper, sealed with a thin wax stamp.

She waited for me to open it.

Inside was a red velvet cape—heavy, luxurious, lined with silk. Beneath it, neatly folded, a matching blindfold and a pair of heels I knew immediately were far too high for comfort and far too beautiful to refuse.

Tucked between them was a small cream-colored card.

For the offering.

That was all it said.

No signature.

No explanation.

My throat went dry.

“What is this?” I asked.

The hostess tilted her head slightly. “A gift. Chosen very carefully.”

“For what?”

She met my eyes in the mirror. “For you.”



Robert joined us a few moments later. He closed the door behind him, quietly, like someone entering a chapel.

I watched his reflection as his gaze moved over the contents of the box. He swallowed once. His hand tightened, just briefly, at his side.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said quickly. Then corrected himself. “Nervous. But… yes.”

That honesty surprised me more than anything else.

He came closer, fingers brushing the velvet. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

I believed him. Which somehow made it easier not to say no.

“I want to know what this is,” I said.

“You will,” he replied. “When it’s time.”

The hostess stepped forward and lifted the cape from the box, holding it up behind me.

“May I?” she asked.

I nodded.

The velvet settled over my shoulders—cool at first, then warming against my skin. It was heavier than I expected. Substantial. Intentional. She adjusted it carefully, smoothing it down my arms, her fingers lingering just a second longer than necessary.

Robert knelt to help me into the heels, his hands steady despite the tension I could feel radiating off him. When he stood, he reached for the blindfold.

“Last chance to back out,” he said quietly.

I met his eyes in the mirror. There was no fear there. Just desire. And trust.

“Put it on,” I said.

He tied it gently, carefully, his thumbs brushing my temples as he secured it. The world went dark instantly—no light bleeding through, no shapes. Just warmth, breath, and the sound of my own heartbeat.

A knock sounded at the door.

Three sharp taps.

“It’s time,” a voice said from the other side.

Robert’s hand squeezed mine once. Firm. Reassuring.

I didn’t know what waited beyond that door.

But I knew this much—

Whatever it was, he had chosen it for me.

And I was already wet with anticipation.

Robert kissed my cheek once, then twice—like a goodbye, like a benediction.

Then he whispered, “They’re ready for you.”

The hostess took my hand, and I followed.

I couldn’t see a thing through the blindfold—the silk pressed close to my eyes, soft and impenetrable—but I heard everything. The creak of wood beneath my heels. The hush of firelight and breath and low music somewhere distant. The way the air changed as we moved deeper into the chalet—cooler, then warmer. Like being led through layers of a dream.

Finally, the door opened.

And I felt the room.

Warmth. Stillness. The faintest scent of cologne, leather, musk, and… sex.

The woman guided me forward until my toes brushed something softer than carpet—fur, maybe. Then she let go.

“You’ll wait here,” she said gently. “He’s already seated.”

The door closed behind me.

Silence followed.

Then:

Footsteps. Many.

The floor creaked in a circle around me. Someone exhaled. Someone else adjusted something—cloth, maybe a tie.

And then a voice. Not Robert’s.

Deeper. Measured. Calm.

“The rules are simple.”

I stood frozen. Listening. Heart pounding.

“She is to remain blindfolded at all times. She is not to speak unless spoken to.”

Silence.

“She may beg. She may cry. She may come as many times as she needs.”
“But she does not remove the blindfold.”

My breath caught.

The voice continued.

“The husband will remain tied to the chair in the northeast corner.”
“One hand is permitted for stimulation. The other is bound.”
“He is not allowed to climax.”

I turned instinctively toward the sound, though I still couldn’t see him. Just imagining him there—tied, one hand free, forced to listen, to watch—made heat curl low and deep in my belly.

The voice lowered slightly, intimate now.

“He will count each man as they enter her.”
“Out loud.”

A beat passed.

“No one finishes until the twelfth man has had his turn.”

Another pause. The air thickened.

“We begin on his word.”

Then:

“Robert?” the voice asked.

My husband cleared his throat. His voice was hoarse when it came.

“One.”

And just like that, I felt the first set of hands reach for me.

I heard him before I felt him.

The soft rustle of fabric. The shift of weight on the floor. A single breath drawn just inches from my face. And then—

Fingertips, brushing my cheek. My neck. The slope of my collarbone.

Slow. Reverent.

My chest rose. The velvet cape had slipped partway open; I hadn’t realized until now how exposed I was—naked but for the heels and the blindfold. My nipples tightened as the air touched them, and even more when his hands didn’t.

He was teasing.

His fingers trailed down the inside of my arm, over my hip, then lower—ghosting just above the soft, slick ache between my thighs.

He hadn’t touched my breasts. Or my cunt.
He was marking territory. Letting me know: I’m first.

I gasped when he finally cupped one breast, thumb brushing lightly over my nipple.

Then his mouth closed over the other.

Wet heat, soft lips, just enough tongue to make me moan.

My knees weakened instantly.

He didn’t speak. Just worshipped. Explored.

When his fingers finally slid between my legs, I was soaked—dripping for him, for all of them, for my husband tied to a chair somewhere watching it all.

He pressed inside me with one finger. Then two. Then his cock replaced them—thick, smooth, patient.

He filled me slowly.

Measured strokes. Controlled breathing. The kind of man who knew rhythm and restraint. Who wanted to build me.

Behind me, across the room, I heard my husband’s voice.

Hoarse. Broken.

“That’s one cock in my wife.”



The second didn’t wait.

As soon as the first man slipped free of me, I heard the second step in—his approach heavier, his breathing faster.

His hands were rougher. Larger.

He grabbed my ass like he owned it, pulled me forward, lifted one of my legs onto something—I wasn’t sure what—and drove into me in one long, unrelenting thrust.

I gasped, loud and unfiltered.

There was nothing teasing about him.

He fucked with authority, gripping my waist like he meant to bruise it. Each thrust jolted me forward, heels slipping slightly on the fur beneath me. His stomach slapped against my ass. His fingers dug in deeper. I could barely breathe.

I came for him quickly—shaking, gasping, surrendering. And he didn’t let up. He chased the tremors through me until I sagged in his arms, panting, dripping.

From the corner, the voice again.

“That’s two…”

A pause.

“…cocks in my wife.”
My husband’s voice cracked.

A sound followed—wet, rhythmic. He was stroking himself. I knew that sound. I knew the tempo. I knew how close he was.

But before he could get further—

The deep voice returned.

“Don’t you dare finish.”

The room stilled for a breath.

“You come now, and the game ends. For everyone. Do you understand?”

My husband’s reply was barely audible.

“Yes,” he choked out. “Yes, I understand.”



The third man didn’t announce himself either.

Hands on my shoulders. Firm. Warm.

He turned me—gently, but with certainty. Pressed me down until I was on all fours, legs spread, back arched.

I felt the head of his cock nudge against my entrance—slick from the others, from my own heat—and then he slid into me from behind.

Deep. Possessive. Slow at first, then gathering pace.

He grunted with each thrust, one hand holding my hip steady, the other sliding up to fist in my hair. He used it to tilt my head back, angle my face toward the direction of my husband’s chair.

I still couldn’t see him.

But I knew he was there.

Watching me get fucked.

Watching me take cock after cock—his wife, his possession, his offering—while he sat tied up and trembling.

The third man whispered something I couldn’t quite hear—something low, dirty, reverent—and I shattered again around him, helpless and slick.

He fucked me through it until I was limp, whimpering.

And then he pulled out.

Across the room, a pause. Then—

“That’s three.”
“…three cocks in my wife.”



I waited for a break.

But there wasn’t one.

The game was only beginning.

And I was still so far from full.

I couldn’t remember what time it was. How long I’d been in that room.
But I could feel it: the warmth between my legs wasn’t just arousal anymore. It was slick with everything they’d left behind—cock after cock, orgasm after orgasm.

My thighs trembled with every breath. My nipples throbbed with each shift of air. My lips were swollen, kissed and stretched and used.
I was drenched. Glowing. Whimpering.

And when the fourth man lifted me into his arms, I didn’t resist.

He cradled me like I was fragile porcelain—then knelt with me on the soft rug and let my legs fall open across his lap.
He didn’t say a word. Just ran the back of his hand along the inside of my thigh and groaned low in his throat.

His cock nudged at my entrance—slipping in with almost no resistance, spreading me open with thick, slow pressure.
It was effortless. I was so slick he slid all the way in on one long stroke.

“Fuck,” I heard him mutter under his breath, like a confession.

I tilted my head back in helpless pleasure, my mouth parting on instinct.
Then I heard it, across the room—low, broken, my husband’s voice:

“…that’s four cocks in my wife…”

He sounded wrecked.
Torn between agony and awe.



The fifth didn’t wait.

As soon as the fourth man pulled out, I was yanked upright—gently but with no room for disobedience.

Big hands on my waist.

One hand slid up to my neck—wrapping around my throat with just enough pressure to make my breath catch.

Not choking. Not cruel. But present. Possessive.

And then he pushed inside me from behind, deep and fast.

I cried out, the noise sharp and high. He fucked me with rhythm—like he was scoring a symphony, his palm holding my neck steady, using it to guide the angle of my body.

Every thrust hit deeper. My knees buckled.

And he moaned in my ear—like he was the one unraveling.

Across the room:

“…five…”
“…five cocks…”
A choked pause.
“…in my wife…”

My husband's voice was trembling. I could hear his fist working his cock. The wetness. The pace. The unbearable pressure.

But he still hadn’t come.



The sixth made no pretense.

He flipped me onto my back, one leg thrown over his shoulder, the other pinned to the floor with his palm.
And he just slammed into me.

No words. No slow build.
Just the rhythm of flesh on flesh and the fire of my body splitting open again.

“Loud little thing,” he grunted.
Then a stinging slap across my ass.

“Best gift I’ve had all fucking year.”

I cried out. And I came. Again.

And again.

Across the room, through the haze, I heard the most broken version of my husband’s voice yet:

“…six…”
“…six cocks in my wife…”



Then silence.

Not for long—but enough for me to catch my breath. For my body to realize how far it had been pushed.

I curled inward slightly. Sweat. Slick. So sore I was shaking.

But then I felt hands again—this time soft. Gentle. Not grabbing.

The seventh didn’t fuck me.

He knelt between my legs.

And ate me.

Slowly. With care. With worship.

He licked every part of me—gently parting my folds, teasing my clit, tonguing along every line of stretched, fucked skin.
He used his mouth like it was holy. Like I was.

I sobbed. Hands clenched in the fur beneath me. My body arched, then collapsed.

I begged.

“Please…” I whispered, half-sobbing. “Please… I need…”

He didn’t answer. Just kept going. Suck. Tongue. Circle. Swallow.

When I came, it felt like dying.

And in the corner, voice cracking into something almost like a whimper:

“…seven…”
“…seven cocks in my wife…”



I didn’t know how many more I could take.
But I knew I wasn’t ready to stop.

Not yet.

Not with five more to go.

My body was wrecked.

Trembling, overstretched, glazed in sweat, spit, and the cum of six different men. My breath came in short gasps, lips parted, throat dry. The blindfold clung to my skin now—soaked with heat, with tears I didn’t remember shedding, with the press of skin and silk and time.

And still, I wanted more.

I needed it.

The air shifted. Another presence. Then two.

One set of hands pushed me gently onto my knees, guiding me forward on all fours again. The fur under me was warm, damp. My thighs parted without resistance.

Another hand tilted my head up.

He didn’t speak. He just touched my chin with a thumb slick with precum, then guided his cock against my lips.

At the same moment, the eighth man slid inside me from behind.

I gasped—but the sound was muffled, my mouth filled just as my cunt was filled.

It was everywhere—the stretch, the fullness, the rhythm of both ends being taken at once. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t think. I was nothing but nerve endings and sensation, dripping with need.

The man behind me fucked hard—thrust after thrust driving me forward onto the cock in my mouth. The one in front held my head steady, gentle at first, then more demanding. He fed himself to me inch by inch, letting me gag and adjust, letting me drool and moan around him as my throat stretched.

Behind me, slick sounds. Skin slapping. Balls swinging. A voice—low, ragged.

“Fuck… she’s perfect…”

I was sobbing. Cumming. Shaking.

Across the room, I heard it again—broken, hollow:

“…eight cocks in my wife…”

My husband’s voice was barely there.



When they withdrew, I collapsed—breasts to the floor, heels splayed behind me, cape half-clinging to one shoulder, soaked at the hem. I couldn’t even lift my head.

But the ninth approached differently.

His hands didn’t grab. They lifted me carefully—sat me upright, straddling him as he lay back on the warm floor. My legs trembled as I climbed on, guided by his hands and the length of his cock pressing against my entrance.

He filled me slowly. Deeply. Not claiming. Cradling.

And then he whispered—words no one else had said.

“You’re holy.”

I choked on a sob. My hips began to move, rocking against him, thighs quivering as his hands slid up my sides.

He cupped my face in both palms, blindfold and all, and held me there as I rode him.

“You’re not just a wife,” he murmured. “You’re a miracle.”

I shattered.

He didn’t speed up. He let me finish on him—waves and waves of it—then pulled out carefully, gently, letting his breath hitch and still without spilling a drop.

Across the room, another whisper:

“…nine…”
“…nine cocks in my wife…”

The voice cracked.



The tenth was different.

I felt it before he touched me—his energy, his pace. Less reverent. More pent-up.

He didn’t ask. Didn’t wait. He grabbed my hips, flipped me back over onto all fours, and plunged into me in one savage thrust.

I screamed.

Not from pain—but from how suddenly it overwhelmed me again. Every nerve was lit. Raw. Used. Glorious.

He fucked me hard. Desperate. Like he was chasing something only I could give him.

And I gave it. Every moan, every clench, every filthy shudder.

I was close—so close.

He pulled out.

I cried out—loud, frantic. My body jerked forward, thighs twitching, still clenched around nothing.

“Please—”

But the voice interrupted.

“Ten.”

My husband again.

Breathing uneven. Shaking. Begging.

“Please… can I touch it properly… just once…”

The dominant voice answered:

“No.”

A long pause.

“Not yet.”



Ten down. Two to go.

And I was hanging on by a thread.

Begging.

Empty.

Alive.

My limbs had stopped working the way they should.

Every part of me felt molten—slick, bruised, stretched open and still aching for more. I didn’t know how long I’d been in this room. Time had melted with my body. Only the blindfold remained—damp, tight, grounding me in the dark.

And still, I wasn’t done.

I wanted the last two.

I needed them.



Strong arms wrapped around my waist—lifting me without a word. My legs kicked instinctively, uselessly. I was weightless.

Then another set of hands caught me under the shoulders—steadying me, holding me.

They had me.

One man behind. One in front.

And then I understood.

They were going to fuck me upside-down.

I gasped. The blood rushed to my head. The air left my lungs.

I hung in the air, weight cradled, body exposed—legs spread, cunt open and swollen, dripping down onto the floor below me.

The man behind me pressed the thick head of his cock against my entrance—slowly, reverently. He slid in with one deep stroke, gravity helping him bury all of himself inside me.

I screamed.

The stretch was unbearable. Perfect. The angle too intense. My body shook with it, back arching against the invisible ceiling of my own limits.

He fucked me that way.

Held and open.

Ceremonial. Brutal. Beautiful.

And then, somewhere between one thrust and the next, I came—again. The world fractured. I sobbed.

Across the room, I heard it:

“…eleven…”

My husband’s voice.

Quiet. Shattered.

“…eleven cocks in my wife…”



They lowered me gently.

I collapsed onto the soft floor, trembling, soaking wet.

I barely had time to breathe before I felt a hand on my thigh—steady. Warm.

The twelfth was already kneeling between my legs.

He didn’t rush.

He slid inside me slowly, inch by inch—like a lover returning home. My body accepted him easily. I was so open by now I could barely feel the stretch—only the fullness. The weight.

He leaned close.

His lips brushed my ear.

“You’ve taken them all.”

A pause. Breath shared.

“You were made for this.”

I sobbed.

My hands reached for nothing, grasping at the floor, the air, my own unraveling.

He moved inside me with rhythm. No urgency. Just deep, sacred possession.

And when I came—one final time—it was quiet.

Just a broken moan.

A whispered yes.

A trembling silence.

Then—

“…twelve…”

From the corner. Barely a voice.

“…twelve cocks in my wife…”

My husband.

He was shaking.

Breathless.

Unraveled.

Barely sane with need.

And I wasn’t just his wife anymore.

I was his ritual.

I was the offering.

I was the altar.

I was my husband’s queen

and their whore.

The only difference was my husband was paying. 
 

The room had gone quiet.

Heavy with the scent of sex and sweat and something deeper—worship. The fire crackled softly somewhere behind me. My skin was sticky with release, my thighs streaked with cum, my breasts flushed and glazed from hands and mouths and mess.

I was glowing.

Ruined.
Exalted.

And still blindfolded.

I heard movement—ropes loosening, a chair creaking. A release.

They were untying him.

My husband.

I turned toward the sound, still on my hands and knees.

I couldn’t see him, but I felt him—his breath, the heat of his body, the sheer force of his restraint finally cracking open. He hadn’t said a word since the twelfth. But I could tell. He was trembling. Not from fear, not from shame—but from unbearable, agonizing, need.

He didn’t move.

He couldn’t.

He waited—for me.

I lifted my head and pulled the blindfold off.

Light returned slowly. The firelight was soft, golden, glowing off skin and shadows.

And when my eyes adjusted—I saw him.

Robert.

His arms had just been released, but he hadn’t stood. He was still in the chair, legs spread, cock hard and angry with denial, his chest rising in sharp, broken gulps. His face was soaked in tears and sweat. His mouth trembled.

And still, he didn’t touch me.

He was afraid it would end too soon.

I smiled softly—loving him more in that second than I ever had before.

“Good thing you were tied,” I whispered, crawling toward him. “You would’ve come before the first man was even inside me.”

That pulled a shattered laugh from him. His eyes met mine—wet, stunned, worshipping.

I moved slowly.

Hands and knees. One crawl at a time.

I passed the others as I did—men who had filled me, fucked me, used me. Some were still panting. Some had collapsed against the wall. A few still stroked their softening cocks, red and slick and twitching. Different lengths. Different shapes. All spent.

One of them winked at me.

Another just nodded—solemn, as if I were something sacred they’d been lucky enough to touch.

And I smiled at them—lovingly. Gratefully.
Because they hadn’t just fucked me.

They’d helped open me.



When I reached Robert, I rose onto my knees between his thighs.

I looked at him—not with guilt. Not with apology.

But with want. Pure. Real. Deep.

His cock was already leaking. Harder than I’d ever seen it.

I wrapped both hands around it—tighter than I meant to, just from hunger.

His breath hitched. His eyes rolled back.

And then I leaned close, lips brushing the head, my voice low, trembling, begging:

“Please… be number thirteen.”

He didn’t answer.

He lunged.

Fingers tangled in my hair, mouth on mine, desperate and broken and starved. He kissed me like a drowning man, like he hadn’t touched me in years, like he was claiming every inch the others had borrowed.

His cock pressed against my lips, and I opened instantly.

He slid in. Just once.

And came immediately.

A deep, guttural cry tore from his throat as he pulsed into my mouth, finally, finally allowed to release. Thick ropes of cum spilled across my tongue, down my throat, across my lips. I swallowed everything.

My hands didn’t stop moving.

Neither did my eyes.

I watched him—watched him break open from pleasure and relief and the raw truth of what we’d just done.

He collapsed back into the chair, panting, wrecked.

And then—

applause.

Not loud. Not mocking.

Slow. Deep. Reverent.

All twelve men—still there.

Watching.

Appreciating.

Witnessing.

I turned to face them, lips still wet with my husband’s cum, thighs still dripping with theirs.

And I smiled.

Because I had been the gift.

But this—this was the true unwrapping.

The fire had burned down to embers.

The men were still here—some sprawled across the fur rugs, others quietly sipping from crystal tumblers. No one had spoken in a while. The ritual was over, but the spell hadn’t broken yet. Not fully.

I lay curled in the center of it all, wrapped in a loose robe someone had placed over me. My skin still bore the echoes of everything they'd done. My thighs were sticky with cum, my nipples tender, lips swollen. Every movement reminded me I’d been split open, filled, claimed—again and again.

I stretched slowly. Every joint hummed. My body was sore, raw, satisfied.

And that’s when I saw Robert.

He stood at the edge of the room, dressed again—navy cashmere sweater, tailored charcoal pants, hair a little messy but composed. He held a slim leather wallet in one hand.

And he was paying them.

Quietly. Discreetly.

Some of the men stood in line, like it was perfectly normal. One by one, he shook their hands, nodded, slipped bills into palms.

Large bills.

It didn’t feel dirty. It felt curated.

The men were professionals. My body had been their stage.

And now… they were leaving.



I sat up, slowly, robe parting at the thigh. Someone noticed. Whistled low.

“Good morning, goddess,” one of them murmured, smiling.

I rose to my feet, still barefoot, and walked toward them. No shame. No pretense. Just curiosity—and heat.

Robert met my eyes, unsure if I’d be upset. But I smiled.

“You were right,” I said softly. “You picked perfectly.”

He exhaled in relief. His hand brushed mine. I turned to the first man in line.

“What number were you?”

He smirked. “Seven.”

I remembered. The one who'd knelt between my legs. Who had made me sob with his mouth. Who’d tasted me like he was drinking something sacred.

I stepped close and kissed him softly—full lips, slow press.

“Thank you,” I whispered. I slipped a folded bill into his waistband.

He winked. “Worth every second.”



I moved to the next.

“Five,” he said. Muscular. Shaved head. Wide shoulders and a thick scar on his collarbone.

He was the one who’d held my throat. Fucked me standing, rough and fast, moaning in my ear like he was possessed.

I kissed his jaw. He caught my chin and kissed me back—deep and wet, his cock twitching again where it hung still heavy between his legs.

“I’m going to remember you,” I said, slipping a tip into his palm.

“Please do.”



One by one, I met them.

A tall, lean man with gray at his temples—Number Nine. He’d cradled me like I was breakable. “You’re holy,” he’d said.

A silent, tattooed man with long dark hair—I guessed he was Number Two. The one who fucked me like I was nothing but a body, and still made me come like I was everything.

A black man with a gold tooth and a melodic laugh—Number Ten, I was sure. The one who pulled out just as I screamed to be filled. He grinned when I approached.

“I like seeing you walk now,” he teased.

I laughed. “You’re lucky I still can.”

I kissed him, tasted his smile.



Each cock had left a memory inside me—some sharp, some gentle, some that would haunt my dreams.

The room began to shift—men zipping pants, shrugging into jackets, adjusting watches and cufflinks. I watched them dress.

One had a deep scratch down his back. My nails had done that.
Another still had my lipstick at the base of his shaft.

One cock was thicker than I remembered. Another longer. I tried to match the shapes to the stretch they left behind.

Could that be Three? The one who held my hair and took me from behind while I gagged on someone else?

Eleven was still buttoning his shirt. His cock hung long and beautifully soft now, but my cunt clenched at the sight of it. He’d held me upside-down. Fucked me like an offering.

My hips still ached from him.



I tipped each of them.

Not out of obligation.

Out of honor.

I wanted them to know what they’d given me—what they'd wrecked in me, and what they awakened.



When the last one reached the door, he paused.

“Same time next year?” he asked.

I tilted my head, smiling. “You might not get the invite.”

He raised a brow.

“Next year,” I added, voice low, “I might want a new dozen.”

And they all laughed—deep, full, male laughter. Heat and satisfaction. Admiration.

And then they were gone.

Leaving only my husband.

And a room that still smelled like me.

The door clicked shut behind the last man. The quiet was deafening.

Only the soft hum of the heating system. Only the faint scent of sweat, latex, and cum lingering like incense after a ritual. My thighs were sticky. My skin itched with dried release. My lips were chapped from too many mouths. The leather straps from the blindfold still left creases on my cheeks.

Robert stood by the door for a moment, just watching me.

His shirt was still buttoned. Hair perfectly combed. Not a wrinkle on him. The calm center of the storm he’d orchestrated.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

I nodded, sinking deeper into the couch, legs open because they simply wouldn’t close. My inner thighs trembled from overuse. Something dripped between them, slowly, soaking into the plush velvet cushion beneath me.

Robert walked over. He didn’t touch me at first. Just looked.

My breasts were covered in bruises, faint teeth marks, bite trails. My nipples were still stiff, lips parted, body still humming with confused aftershock.

“You really did it,” I whispered.

He crouched in front of me, face close to the mess between my legs. “You liked it.”

I stared down at him. “You’re hard.”

He smiled.

“You don’t get hard this fast.”

He tilted his head. “You’re spread open like a used toy, still full of eleven loads and maybe some piss, and you’re telling me that doesn’t turn me on?”

I laughed. A shaky, disbelieving laugh. “You’re unbelievable.”

He leaned in and licked.

One slow swipe from my inner thigh straight up through the center of the wreckage. I jolted. “Jesus—Robert—”

He held my hips and buried his face, tongue diving, tasting, exploring the mess like it was a sacred altar. He groaned like he was eating gourmet. I gasped as his nose bumped my clit, his tongue flicking inside me, stirring everything they'd left behind.

“You’re licking up their cum,” I whispered.

“Mmmhmm.”

“God… who are you?”

He looked up, mouth glistening, chin smeared. “No one would guess, would they?” he said with a smirk. “The conferences. The suits. The TEDx talks. The ‘Empower Your Potential’ bullshit.”

I blinked, breath shallow. “No one would believe… you licked out twelve strangers from your own wife.”

“Eleven,” he corrected. “I’m number twelve.”

I swallowed. “Where did you find them?”

He got up slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand like a satisfied animal.

“Two from OnlyFans. Real performers. One’s done scenes with Riley Reid.”

“No wonder,” I said, chuckling darkly. “I felt that.”

“Another I found through a gym buddy. Ex-rugby. Massive. Silent type. The rest? Vetted. Paid in cash. Consent forms signed. Phones locked up.”

“You really planned this.”

“I curated it.”

I watched him undress.

Slowly. Unhurried. Each button undone with intent. Each fold placed aside like he was shedding the last of his respectable layers. His erection sprang free when he dropped his boxers—already heavy, flushed, and slick with pre-cum.

“You’re seriously about to fuck me?”

He walked toward me, cock resting against my thigh, hot and thick. “You’re seriously asking that?”

I looked down at myself. Open. Glazed. Ruined.

But still wanting.

“Feel me,” I whispered.

He slid two fingers in.

I groaned. The squelch echoed in the quiet room.

“Still full,” he said.

I met his gaze. “Then fuck me into overflow.”

He gripped my ankles and pushed them up, folding me open wide. “I want their cum on my cock,” he growled.

“Take it.”

He didn’t hesitate.

One thrust. Wet. Messy. Sloppy. My body welcomed him with no resistance—just a deep, exhausted sigh. He fucked me into the couch, slow and wet, every movement sending more of them spilling out around his cock, down onto his balls, soaking the velvet.

“I’ve never felt you this loose,” he moaned.

“I’ve never been this loose.”

He thrust harder.

“You said you wanted to be stretched,” he grunted. “Guess I delivered.”

I moaned. “Twelve times over.”

He bent forward, kissed my mouth. His own tasted like their loads, my own slick, and his twisted pride. He didn’t care.

I clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist now, locking him in.

“You’re mine now,” he said.

“I always was, my love.”

His release hit in deep shudders, hips jerking, body twitching, cock pulsing deep inside me. Adding his own finish to the cocktail already leaking out of me.

And still, even as he pulsed inside, as he filled me one final time, he whispered against my ear—

“Next year… we do it again.”


Confession Five - Secret Santa's Sensual Gift

My name is Natalie. I’m 36, married, polished, and — according to most of my coworkers — “put together.” I handle budgets, schedules, hiring conflicts, and executive egos with a smile and a ruthless efficiency that’s made me damn near indispensable in the company.

Tonight, though, I’m not Natalie the planner.

I’m just David’s wife.
Or at least, that’s what I thought when I got dressed.

The company Christmas party was being held at our CEO’s mansion — a sprawling, modern estate tucked into the snowy hills outside the city. David had worked for the firm nearly ten years, but this was the first time I’d ever been invited. He said it was a special year. A special list. "Partners only," he said with a little wink.

I remember asking what I should wear.

“Something festive,” he’d murmured without looking up from his laptop. “But tight. You know… gift-wrapped.”

I rolled my eyes, but smiled.

So I chose a velvet emerald green dress — long-sleeved, high-necked, but cut to hug every curve like it had been tailored to my body. It ended mid-thigh, showing off the tops of my sheer black stockings. Gold heels, hair in soft waves, a hint of shimmer at my collarbone.

Not slutty. Just… memorable.

David stared when I walked out of the bedroom.

His mouth opened. Then shut. Then opened again.

“Jesus, Nat…”

“Too much?” I teased, doing a little spin.

He just shook his head, eyes slow as they dragged down my legs. “Perfect. You’re perfect.”

He was jittery on the drive over — more than usual. Kept fidgeting with the buttons on his cuffs. Laughing too loud. Adjusting the heat. I teased him about it, but he deflected.

“Nervous about seeing your boss?” I asked.

“Something like that,” he said, and reached over to squeeze my thigh. “You’ll see.”

He kept saying that.
You’ll see.
My surprise for you.
Just wait until later.

But he never explained what he meant.

This wasn’t reckless. David and I had talked about fantasies like this for over a year—late at night, half-dressed and half-drunk, teasing the idea of letting go completely. I’d even joked about some of the guys at work. How Anthony always stared too long. How Marcus’s voice made my thighs clench.

He listened. Took notes. And somewhere along the way, he made it real.

Ours wasn’t a massive company with random people. It was a tight-knit team—low attrition, high trust, everyone core. We knew each other’s spouses, birthdays, how everyone took their coffee. And somehow, that made it hotter.

David picked the men carefully. Only the ones who’d lingered too long. Only the ones who’d shown interest in ways I hadn’t dared admit. He got them tested—no exceptions. Clean. Respectful. Hungry.

Even Mr. Ellison, the CEO, gave his quiet approval. Said he’d always had a thing for me, and if David was serious, well... he wasn’t going to say no.

The house was lit up like something out of a movie — warm golden lights strung along the roof, fresh snow crunching under our tires, music spilling out from behind tall glass doors. Inside, it was all oak floors, modern art, a twelve-foot tree in the foyer, and servers in crisp black vests carrying trays of champagne.

It felt elegant. Luxurious. A little intimidating, even for me.

But I smiled and slipped my arm through David’s and let him lead me inside.

The other men noticed me almost immediately.

And not subtly.

I’m not new to being looked at — I know what my body does to a room — but this was different. Bolder. Longer. Like they weren’t even pretending to be discreet. Eyes followed me across the living room. Up my legs. Down my back. Lips curled in knowing little smirks. Some gave me offhand compliments — about the dress, the shoes, my “glow.” Others didn’t say anything. Just looked.

One man I recognized — Anthony, from accounting — walked past and muttered under his breath to David, “Damn, man… lucky bastard.”

David just laughed.

Another — someone I worked with occasionally, I was pretty sure — leaned in close as he handed me a drink and said, “You clean up real nice, Natalie. Can’t wait to see the surprise.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

He just smiled and walked away.

That was the second time someone mentioned it — the surprise.

David had said the same thing in the car.

“What is this surprise everyone keeps talking about?” I asked, turning toward him.

His eyes sparkled. “Just trust me.”

We mingled for a while, sipped champagne, made polite conversation. But the energy in the room… it kept shifting. Like there was a joke I wasn’t in on. A countdown that had started without me.

I saw men glance at their watches.

I saw another adjust himself subtly behind a drink glass.

And I noticed David hadn’t let go of my hand once.

At exactly 9:15, he turned to me and said, “Come with me.”

He didn’t ask. Didn’t explain.

Just took my hand again, warm and firm.

“Natalie…”

His voice dropped a note lower. Serious now. Steady.

“Are you ready for your gift?”

Something in me stilled. A flutter in my chest. My legs already moving.

I didn’t answer out loud.

I just followed him toward the hallway, away from the music, away from the lights… and down the stairs into the dark.

At exactly 9:15, he turned to me and said, “Come with me.”

He didn’t ask. Didn’t explain.

Just took my hand again, warm and firm.

“Natalie…”

His voice dropped a note lower. Serious now. Steady.

“Are you ready for your gift?”

Something in me stilled. A flutter in my chest. My legs already moving.

I didn’t answer out loud.

I just followed him toward the hallway, away from the music, away from the lights… and down the stairs into the dark.

As we reached the first step, he paused, squeezed my fingers, and looked at me with something between pride and hunger.

“Time to unwrap your present.”

And up until last night, I thought I had some idea of what my husband meant when he said, “surprise.”

But this… this wasn’t that.

It started like a game. Light-hearted. Intimate.

He led me down the hallway, past the formal living room, away from the other guests — their laughter fading behind us like echoes from another life. The basement door opened with a low creak, and he guided me down with one hand on the small of my back, the other still gripping my fingers.

When we reached the landing, he turned to face me.

“I need you to trust me,” he said.

Then he slipped a blindfold over my eyes.

Silk. Soft. Black. I exhaled sharply — surprised, not scared. Yet.

“You’re serious?” I asked, laughing nervously.

His voice was close to my ear. “Very.”

My heels clicked down the last few steps, carpet muffling the sound the deeper we went. The air cooled. The music above dimmed. I smelled something unexpected — fir and cinnamon, mixed with something else. Masculine. Heavy. Like heat trapped in a room full of bodies.

The door closed behind us with a solid thunk.

I stood still.

Then he spoke again — low, almost reverent.

“Don’t move. Don’t speak. Just feel.”

“It’s just us,” one of them whispered, breath warm against my ear. “No outsiders. No accidents. We’ve all wanted you. We were all chosen.”

The first thing I felt was leather. Under my thighs. Behind my back. A bench — no, a padded platform — wrapped in red, cool against my skin as he guided me to sit, then gently laid me back.

I didn’t resist. Not yet.

Then I felt it — the first strap. A soft tightening around my right wrist. Then the left. Ankles next, spread apart, wide and vulnerable.

I should have panicked.

But I didn’t.

I breathed. Deep. Shallow. Then deep again.

And then I heard it.

Footsteps.

Not just David.

Several pairs. Confident. Slow.

Boots on the carpet. Shoes scraping against tile.

I turned my head instinctively, even blindfolded. My pulse thundered.

They didn’t speak.

Not at first.

Just walked around me, like wolves circling meat.

Then the first hand touched me.

Not David’s.

Thicker. Rougher. Callused. Palms on my thighs, sliding slowly upward, fingertips tracing the hem of my dress.

Another hand cupped my breast through the fabric.

A third slid over my jaw, thumb brushing my bottom lip.

I gasped.

More hands now. Two. Four. Six. I lost count.

No one said a word.

I was still in my dress. But it was being pulled up. Down. Shifted. Fingers slipped beneath the neckline, tugging the fabric off one shoulder, then the other.

They weren’t rushing. They were savoring.

Whoever they were… they had time.

The hem of my dress rode high — past my hips. I felt air on my inner thighs. A pair of hands tugged my panties down slowly, then left them hanging at my ankles, bunched around the restraints.

I was bare now. Open. Helpless. And so wet I could feel the heat between my legs pulse against the cool air.

Then the first mouth found my nipple. Wet. Hot. Unforgiving.

Another pair of lips kissed the inside of my knee.

A third tongue… lower.

I moaned before I could stop myself. My whole body arched, back lifting from the bench.

A voice — not David’s — muttered something low. Approval. Maybe awe.

The blindfold stayed on. And I began to understand exactly what kind of “gift” this was.

I didn’t know how many were in the room. I couldn’t tell who was where. But their touch was coordinated. Experienced. They’d done this before. Maybe not to me. But to someone.

Fingers probed. Mouths kissed. Cocks rubbed against my thighs, my stomach, the side of my face.

Still no one spoke my name.

But they touched me like they’d known me for years.

And above it all, faint through the floorboards, I heard Christmas music still playing.

It’s the most… wonderful time… of the year…

I had no idea who was next.

And that was the most thrilling part.

The first man didn’t speak.

I felt him before I heard him — the heat of his body close to my face, the faint scent of cologne I didn’t recognize. Something expensive. Sharp. Masculine.

Then his hand slid behind my head.

Not rough. Not gentle either. Certain.

My lips parted on instinct, breath catching as something thick brushed against them.

“Open,” a voice said quietly.

I obeyed.

His cock filled my mouth slowly, deliberately — heavy, girthy, unfamiliar in a way that made my jaw stretch. I tasted salt and skin and something faintly metallic, like nerves or power. He didn’t thrust right away. Just let me feel the weight of him, the shape, the way he pulsed against my tongue as if testing me.

I sucked, tentative at first, then deeper, trying to read him through sensation alone.

Too thick to be David.
Too confident to be shy.
Older. Stronger.

My mind scrambled, useless without sight.

Behind me, hands spread my thighs wider.

Then I felt him.

The second man.

He didn’t tease.

He pressed against me slowly, the blunt head nudging my entrance, stretching me open inch by inch. I gasped around the cock in my mouth as he sank into me, unhurried, filling me until my lower back arched off the bench.

He stayed still once he was all the way in.

Letting me feel how deep he was.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first. Almost kind. Each thrust deliberate, controlled — like he wanted me aware of every inch of him sliding in and out. My moans vibrated around the cock I was sucking, saliva slicking his shaft as my body tried to adjust to both sensations at once.

I was wet. So wet it embarrassed me.

The man behind me leaned down, his breath hot against my ear.

“Relax,” he murmured. “You’re doing beautifully.”

That voice.

Something in it tugged at my brain.

I’d heard it before.

In meetings.
In elevators.
Across conference tables.

My heart stuttered.

And then he changed.

His grip tightened on my hips. His pace picked up — harder, deeper, brutal now. The bench creaked beneath us. My body jolted with every thrust, the sound of skin slapping echoing in the decorated basement.

I cried out.

That was when the third man joined.

No hesitation.

Hands forced my hips higher, adjusting my angle. I felt him press against me — wrong place, wrong angle — and I tensed instinctively.

“Easy,” someone said. Not David. Close. Calm.

Then he pushed.

Sharp. Full. Unforgiving.

I screamed around the cock in my mouth, the sound broken and wet as my body resisted, then yielded. Tears sprang to my eyes under the blindfold as the stretch burned — then faded into something dizzying, overwhelming.

Too much.

Too many.

My body was split open, used from both ends, my mouth full, my pussy pounded, my ass claimed without mercy.

Above it all, I heard a familiar sound.

The soft mechanical whir of a phone camera adjusting focus.

David.

He circled me slowly, filming — zooming in on my face, my open mouth, the way my lips stretched obscenely around the cock I was sucking. I could hear his breath behind the lens. Ragged. Reverent.

“Look at you,” he whispered. “So good.”

The men began to speak now.

Low curses.
Praise.
Laughter.

One moaned — loudly — and said my name.

“Natalie… fuck…”

My body froze.

That voice.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, choking slightly.

The man in my mouth stilled, then chuckled softly.

“Yeah,” he said. “That’s right.”

The pieces slammed together all at once.

The cologne.
The voices.
The confidence.

These weren’t strangers.

Not the whole company. Just the ones who mattered. Just the men at the center of everything—the ones whose glances I’d always felt without ever being able to name.

They were my coworkers.
My clients.
Men I emailed.
Men I smiled at in hallways.

And one of them — the one fucking me slow and deep now, suddenly careful again — leaned down and whispered close to my ear:

“Merry Christmas, Natalie.”

My mind shattered.

Something broke loose inside me — fear, shame, restraint — all of it snapped at once.

I moaned louder.

Didn’t try to hide it anymore.

I sucked harder.
Rocked my hips back greedily.
Pushed against the man behind me like I needed more.

The men groaned in response.

David’s camera stayed trained on my face as I came apart — eyes hidden, mouth open, body offered to the men who knew me best.

And the worst — or best — part?

I didn’t want it to stop.

Time lost all meaning down there.

The basement had become its own world—dim red lights from the decorated bar, the massive Christmas tree in the corner twinkling absurdly over the scene, faint carols still drifting down from upstairs like a cruel joke. I was no longer bound to the bench; they’d released the straps sometime after the third round, trusting I wouldn’t run.

I didn’t want to.

My body was loose, pliant, every muscle humming with exhaustion and need.
They moved around me like a well-practiced team—fluid, wordless signals, hands passing me from one to the next. Holes rotated without discussion. One cock sliding out of my mouth only to be replaced by another. One man pulling out of my pussy so the next could take his place before I even had time to clench around emptiness.

I was on my hands and knees now, on a thick rug in front of the tree.
Dress bunched around my waist, stockings torn, heels long since kicked off.
Sweat cooled on my skin only to be replaced by fresh heat from their bodies.

Someone—Marcus from sales, I recognized the deep baritone—gripped my hips and drove into me from behind, long and steady. Each thrust pushed me forward onto the cock in my mouth—Anthony, thick and relentless, holding my hair like reins.

“Fuck, look at her take it,” Marcus grunted. “Little Miss Budget Reports… always so tight with the numbers. Didn’t know you were this tight everywhere else.”

A ripple of laughter from the others watching, stroking themselves, waiting their turn.

Anthony pulled my hair harder, forcing me to look up at him through watering eyes.

“Open wider, Nat. We’ve got a lot of year-end bonuses to deliver.”

I moaned around him, the vibration making him hiss. My pussy clenched involuntarily around Marcus, earning a sharp spank on my ass.

“That’s it,” Marcus praised, spanking me again—harder, the sting blooming hot and perfect. “Show us how grateful you are for the promotion.”

Another spank—different hand, cooler skin. Then another.
My skin burned. I pushed back into it, begging with my body for more.

David knelt beside me, phone steady in one hand, filming a close-up of my face—lips stretched, mascara smeared, spit shining on my chin.

“You’re doing so good, baby,” he murmured, voice thick with pride and lust.

He brushed damp hair from my forehead with his free hand, then reached for the water bottle someone had set nearby. Held it to my lips between thrusts.
I drank greedily, coughing a little as Anthony chose that moment to push deeper.

“Good girl,” David whispered, thumb wiping a stray drop from my lip. “Keep going. They’re not done with you yet.”

The men traded places again.

New cock in my mouth—longer, curved, hitting the back of my throat on every stroke. I gagged, eyes watering, but didn’t pull away.

Behind me, someone new slid into my pussy—slow at first, savoring the slick mess they’d all made of me. He leaned over my back, chest to my spine, and spoke low against my ear.

“Didn’t think I’d ever get to fuck you under the Christmas tree, Natalie.”

Richard.
Senior VP. The one who signed my performance reviews.

The absurdity hit me—his tie probably still perfectly knotted upstairs—and I laughed around the cock in my mouth. The sound turned into a moan as he started thrusting harder.

Another man—taller, broader—stepped in front of me when the curved one pulled out to recover. He wiped his wet cock across my cheek, then dragged it down over the front of my ruined dress, leaving a glistening streak on the emerald velvet.

“So much for dress code,” he chuckled.

Everyone laughed.

I looked down at the stain, then up at him—eyes half-lidded, lips swollen—and whispered:

“Do it again.”

He groaned, stroking himself faster.
David zoomed in on my face.

“Tell them what you want, Nat.”

I didn’t hesitate.

“Please…”
My voice was hoarse, raw from use.
“Please keep going. Don’t stop. I need it. I need all of you.”

The room seemed to exhale.

Then they moved again—faster now, hungrier.

Someone flipped me onto my back on the rug, legs pushed up and open.
Two men knelt on either side, cocks in my hands while a third slid back inside me.
Another fed me his length from above, knees braced on either side of my head.

Praise rained down.

“That’s it, take it deep.”
“Fuck, you’re greedy tonight.”
“Best Christmas party ever.”

Hands everywhere—pinching nipples, spanking thighs, holding my wrists above my head when I reached for more.

I came again—hard, sudden, body seizing around whoever was inside me.
He cursed and pulled out just in time to paint my stomach, adding to the mess already drying on my skin.

David’s voice cut through the haze, soft and proud.

“Look at my wife,” he said to the room. “Look how perfect she is for you.”

And they did.

Round after round.

No one rushed to finish.

They had all night.
And I had nowhere else I wanted to be.

The pace had slowed, the air thick with sweat and satisfaction.

My body was a map of their use—skin flushed, thighs trembling, every breath a reminder of how thoroughly I’d been taken. They let me rest on the rug, back against the padded bench, legs still spread wide because no one had bothered to close them.

Cum leaked from me slowly—pussy, ass, smeared across my breasts and stomach, drying in streaks on my ruined dress.

I was beyond caring.
Beyond thinking.

David knelt beside me again, stroking my hair, offering more water. His eyes were soft, reverent, like he was looking at something sacred.

“You okay, baby?” he whispered.

I nodded weakly, throat raw.

“More than okay.”

A shadow fell over me.

One man stepped forward—taller than the others, movements deliberate, almost tender. He didn’t grab or position me like the rest. He simply knelt between my legs, cupped my face in both hands, and kissed me.

Not rough.
Not claiming.

Sweet.

His lips were soft at first, tasting me gently, like he had all the time in the world. His thumbs brushed my cheeks, wiping away tears I hadn’t realized were still falling.

When he pulled back, his eyes—visible now in the low light—locked on mine.

I knew those eyes.

Mr. Ellison.
My boss.
The CEO.

The man who approved my projects, signed my reviews, sent me emails about quarterly goals.

He’d been one of the first to say yes. Said he’d fantasized about me more times than he’d admit. He wasn’t forced, wasn’t coerced—he waited his turn like the others. Deliberate. Controlled. Devoted.

He smiled—small, private, almost shy—and leaned in to kiss me again. Deeper this time, but still slow. His hands slid down my body, reverent, tracing curves he’d only ever seen in tailored blazers and pencil skirts.

He entered me gently—no rush, no force. Just a slow, steady push until he was seated fully inside me, filling the ache they’d all left behind.

I gasped into his mouth, legs wrapping around his waist on instinct.

He fucked me like that—unhurried, deep, rocking rather than thrusting. His forehead rested against mine, breath mingling with mine. One hand cradled the back of my neck; the other stroked my thigh like he was soothing me even as he took me.

No dirty talk.
No nicknames.

Just quiet intimacy in a room full of men who’d used me like a toy minutes before.

I clung to him, nails digging into his shoulders, meeting every roll of his hips. The contrast broke something open in me—after all the roughness, this tenderness undid me completely.

I came quietly, intensely, clenching around him with a broken whimper against his lips.

He followed moments later—buried deep, pulsing inside me, filling me with warmth. His arms tightened around me as he shuddered.

Then he kissed me once more—soft, lingering—and whispered against my mouth:

“Merry Christmas, sweetheart.”

The words sank into me like a brand.

He pulled out slowly, carefully, and pressed one last kiss to my forehead before standing.

I lay there, stunned, legs still open, his cum joining the rest dripping from me. The room was quiet for a moment—just breathing, the faint hum of the tree lights.

David’s hand found mine, squeezing.

Then someone chuckled.

“One more, gentlemen. Let’s give her a proper finale.”

Two men stepped forward.

I recognized them instantly—Greg and Tom from strategy.
The ones I sat next to every Monday morning in the conference room.
Greg with his dry humor.
Tom who always brought the good coffee.

They lifted me easily, positioning me upright on my knees.

Greg lay back on the rug, pulling me down onto him—his cock sliding into my soaked pussy with no resistance. I moaned, bracing my hands on his chest.

Tom moved in behind me.

I knew what was coming.

I didn’t tense.
Didn’t hesitate.

Just exhaled as he pressed against my ass—slow, steady, stretching me open again. The burn was intense, overwhelming, but I pushed back into it, taking him inch by inch until I was impossibly full.

Both of them inside me.

Men I’d smiled at across conference tables now buried deep in my body.

They moved together—coordinated, practiced. Greg thrusting up into my pussy while Tom pulled back from my ass, then switching, filling me in waves.

Hands gripped my hips, my waist, my breasts.
Someone held my hair back from my face.

I lost myself in it.

The stretch.
The pressure.
The impossible fullness.

It built fast and hard.

My moans turned to cries, then screams as another orgasm tore through me—violent, shattering, my whole body convulsing between them.

They followed seconds apart—Greg first, groaning as he came deep inside my pussy. Tom right after, pulsing hot into my ass with a low curse.

I collapsed forward onto Greg’s chest, trembling uncontrollably, tears streaming down my face from the intensity.

The room erupted.

Applause.

Actual applause—slow at first, then louder, mixed with laughter and murmurs of approval.

“God damn.”
“Best party yet.”
“Merry fucking Christmas.”

David was there instantly, wrapping a blanket around me, pulling me into his arms as the men began to straighten ties and tuck shirts—transforming back into the polished executives I knew from the office.

He kissed my temple, voice thick with emotion.

“You were perfect, Nat. Absolutely perfect.”

I buried my face in his neck, still shaking, cum still leaking from me, the taste of them on my tongue.

And despite everything—or because of it—I smiled.

The night wasn’t over.

But the gift?

It had been unwrapped completely.

The room had quieted to a low hum—breathing slowing, zippers closing, the soft clink of belts buckling back into place. My body felt heavy, liquid, every muscle trembling from the hours of use.

Cum cooled on my skin, leaked steadily from between my legs, pooled beneath me on the rug.

I was barely aware of the hands unbuckling the straps at my wrists—gentle now, almost careful. The restraints fell away, but no one moved to close my legs. They stayed spread wide, ankles still loosely tethered, pussy and ass on full display, swollen and glistening.

Someone—David—knelt beside my head.

“Are you ready to see, baby?” he asked softly.

I nodded, or tried to. My voice was gone.

The blindfold slipped off.

Light hit me first—the soft red glow from the bar, multicolored twinkles from the Christmas tree. Then faces. Familiar ones. Men I’d seen in boardrooms, across conference tables, in the elevator every morning.

Some smiled sheepishly now, others openly proud. A few adjusted ties, smoothing shirts, transforming back into the executives they were upstairs.

I blinked, mascara-crusted lashes sticking together. My lips were swollen, tender from use. My whole body glowed—flushed, marked, utterly and beautifully ruined.

David brushed a thumb across my cheek, smearing a tear track.

“Look at you,” he whispered, reverent. “So fucking perfect.”

One of the men—Anthony, I think—pulled a Sharpie from his jacket pocket. The cap came off with a soft click.

“Tradition,” he said with a grin.

They gathered closer.

He started on my left thigh, pen cool against overheated skin.

Thanks for the holiday bonus, Nat.
– A

The marker dragged slowly, deliberately, the ink stark black against my pale flesh.

Marcus took the pen next, signing just above my stocking line on the right thigh.

Best year-end review ever.

Laughter rippled through them—low, satisfied.

Richard—my boss—took his turn on my hip, his handwriting precise and elegant, the same script I’d seen on memos and approvals.

I’d approve this timesheet anytime.

Someone else scrawled across the soft curve of my lower belly:

Office Slut of the Year 2025 – promoted with honors.

Another added near my ribs:

Always available for overtime.

They rotated, each man adding his mark—some playful, some filthy, some surprisingly affectionate. Initials and nicknames and inside jokes only we would understand.

The Sharpie tips tickled and dragged, raising goosebumps, making me shiver even as I lay spent.

I didn’t move.
Didn’t cover myself.

I let them brand me.
Let them claim what they’d taken.

David waited until last.

He took the marker, expression unreadable—pride and possession and something deeper flickering in his eyes.

He signed high on my inner thigh, inches from my dripping pussy. Slow, deliberate strokes.

Property of David – forever.

Then he capped the pen, tossed it aside, and leaned down.

His kiss was soft at first—lips brushing mine, tasting salt and sex and all of them on me. Then deeper, claiming what was left.

When he pulled back, his forehead rested against mine.

“You’ve never looked more like mine,” he whispered.

I believed him.

The men began to drift upstairs—murmurs of “Merry Christmas,” backslaps, quiet laughter. The party music still played faintly overhead, oblivious.

No one would speak of it on Monday. That was the deal. Discretion wasn’t just expected—it was part of the contract. And in an office like ours, tight and quietly depraved beneath the surface, I trusted that silence more than any NDA.

David stayed, gathering me carefully into his arms, wrapping the blanket around my marked, trembling body.

I curled into him—exhausted, overflowing, owned in every way that mattered.

And as he carried me toward the stairs, I caught my reflection in the dark glass of the bar mirror—streaked mascara, swollen lips, skin covered in signatures like a yearbook from hell.

I looked wrecked.
I looked radiant.
I looked exactly like the woman I’d just become.

And I couldn’t wait for Monday.

Monday Morning

The office smelled the same as always—fresh coffee from the break room, printer toner, that faint citrus cleaner the janitors used on weekends.

Everything looked normal: desks cluttered with holiday cards, computer screens flickering to life, the low hum of Monday morning chatter.

But nothing felt normal.

I walked in at 8:47, a deliberate thirteen minutes early. My legs were still sore—thighs aching with every step, a subtle limp I couldn’t quite hide in my black pumps.

I’d chosen a pencil skirt today, tailored and severe, paired with a silk blouse buttoned one notch higher than usual. Professional. Polished.

No one could see the marks beneath—faded Sharpie signatures hidden under fabric and concealer—but I could feel them.
Every time the waistband of my skirt shifted, the words ghosted across my skin like fingerprints.

Best Office Slut 2025.
Property of David – forever.

I felt the eyes before I saw them.

Anthony at the copier—his gaze flicked up, lingered on my face, then dropped deliberately to my legs. A small, knowing smile.

I met it for half a second, then looked away.

Marcus passed me in the hallway, coffee in hand.

“Morning, Nat,” he said, voice perfectly casual.

But his eyes said something else entirely.

I nodded, cheeks warming.

I reached my desk, set down my bag, powered on my computer.
The routine should have grounded me.

It didn’t.

At 9:05, the executive floor elevator dinged.

Mr. Ellison stepped out—impeccable suit, silver tie, the same commanding presence he always carried.
He moved through the open-plan office like he owned it.

Because he did.

Our eyes met across the sea of cubicles.

He paused.

One heartbeat.
Two.

Then he winked.

Just once. Subtle. Private. Meant only for me.

Heat flooded my face instantly—cheeks burning, throat tight.
Memories crashed in: his gentle hands on my face, his slow thrusts, the way he’d whispered Merry Christmas, sweetheart while cumming deep inside me.

I should have looked away.

I didn’t.

I held his gaze, lips parting slightly on a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

His smile was small—warm, satisfied, almost tender.
Then he continued to his office, door closing softly behind him.

I sat down slowly, thighs pressing together under the desk, a fresh pulse of arousal mixing with the lingering ache.

My computer chimed—new email.



Subject: Q1 Planning Meeting – 10 AM
From: J. Ellison
Body:
Looking forward to your input, Natalie.
Particularly on… resource allocation.



I bit my lip.
Stared at the screen.

And smiled.

Monday had never felt so alive.

Loved the five stories?
Which one lit the spark—or set off the bonfire? I’d love to know.

?? And if you crave more…
BBC lovers, this one’s for you.

They went Black. They never looked back.
Wives crossed the line — and discovered how deep desire goes.

?? Start the journey:
?? BBC Hotwife Confessions – Deep Inside

Every wife. A new surrender.
Every night… no coming back.

?? Hear It from Me – The Author Herself

My words. My voice. My dirtiest thoughts and confessions. 
Raw audio diaries. Custom kinks. Wet cravings. Whispered just for you.

?? fansly.com/deepinsidehub
?? loyalfans.com/deepinsidehub

?? Leave a Review
Wife Sharing at Christmas gave you five bold confessions—

Was it Julianne’s confidence that lingered?
Isabelle’s surrender in the chalet?
Sophia beneath the mistletoe?
Or simply the way each wife embraced her pleasure—fully, shamelessly, beautifully?

If one of their stories lit something in you… say so.
Your words help the next reader take the leap—and unwrap the heat for themselves.

★★★★★
Who made you clench the hardest? Tell me.
They’re all the best for me—each one a beautiful erotic truth.
Your review keeps the fire burning.

?? Bonus Read

Also check out:
Cheating Wife Confessions – Complete 3-Book Collection
?? amzn.to/3FHaqlR

Explore More

Podcast – Deep Inside

Apple (with After-Dark Extras): apple.co/4hWsw18
Spotify: bit.ly/4bgpG4I
YouTube: @DeepInsidePodcast

Music by TabooTunes
Original tracks. Erotic energy. Created to turn you on.
YouTube: youtube.com/@TabooTunes

Hub → HotwifeCuckoldBull.com
Twitter/X → @deepinsidehub
Email → deepinsidehub@gmail.com  



Stop Pretending. Start Exploring. Go Deep Inside.
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