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It was the annual Krampusnacht Festival in my little, snow-covered, European village. But this year, things were different. They took a dark turn, where I was the prey to a very dangerous predator.

And that villain is a towering figure clad in horns, fur, and chains. His crimson eyes gleamed from behind the Krampus mask.

He stalked me through the festival, his shadow merging with the eerie glow of lanterns. I feared him… but there was also something obscene that called out to my deepest desires.

When the masked demon finally had me alone, cornered me so I was away from anyone who could help, giving in seemed easier than fighting.

He whispered promises of monstrous pleasures, his voice laced with sin and vile obsession. Each stolen touch and growl from this predator pulled me deeper, twisting me tighter with a desire I didn't want to explore too deeply… because it felt so right.

But when I ripped away the allure of his beastly mask, one that promised pleasure became even more salacious when I stared back at a man I had no business being with.

A man twenty years older than me.

The one person who held a power dynamic over me that made a relationship with him forbidden.
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SOPHIA


Iloved this time of year, when the air was cold and brisk, and the scent of baked goods and candied items surrounded me. People stood around, everyone enjoying the annual festivities. Even the children were excited to see Krampus.

The streets were a blur of red and gold with lanterns flickering against the new falling snow. Laughter from couples rang through the frosty night, and I smiled as I sipped my cider and people-watched.

The Krampusnacht celebration was in full swing, and my intimate, little town was buzzing with life and excitement. Everyone started choosing their spots on the cobblestone streets to watch the show for the evening. Mothers held mugs of steaming mulled wine, and children snacked on cookies and other delicious goodies as they stared wide-eyed all around.

I clutched my drink and inhaled deeply, the air smelling of roasted chestnuts from the wooden stall to my left. I curled my fingers around my mug, the warmth seeping into my gloved fingers as I hunched into myself to stay warm.

A few of my friends—who were also my coworkers—milled around me, chatting about the festivities and how we’d get together after this for dinner.

We all agreed to come here to the event together after we’d gotten out of the office, and I even invited our boss, Lucian. We always joked between our small group how he had a perpetual stick up his ass and about how unbearably proper he was. He needed to loosen that tie and relax.

Our boss declined—no surprise—so the rest of us met here just to take a break from the monotony of our daily lives.

Yet, as I sipped my wine, my thoughts strayed to Lucian. It seemed I was doing that more and more often lately.

I shouldn’t have thought about him tonight when there was so much going on around us to distract me, but he lingered on my mind like the forbidden temptation he was. He was just so… magnetic, with his brooding, apathetic nature and demeanor.

I shook those thoughts away, forcing myself back into the present. Tonight wasn’t about Lucian or the naughty feelings he brought out in me.

“Earth to Sophia. Are you even listening?”

I turned my attention to Clara. She nudged me with her elbow, her smile tipping up the corners of her lips.

I blinked and smiled back, bringing my drink to my mouth and feigning nonchalance. “Sorry, what?”

“Look at that one,” Clara said, pointing to a Krampus actor who seemed to tower above the crowd.

I focused on the creature. He wore a horned mask, his body draped in dark, tattered robes, and under those was thick fur that covered him from head to toe. The heavy beat of drums sounded all around us as he stomped and swayed, scaring children and then making them giggle.

Chains clinked as he moved, his feet covered in hoof boots, and his theatrical, glowing eyes of the mask swept over the crowd.

“I’ve ever seen this one before,” Henna—another coworker—said as she watched on with awe. “He’s massive.”

I watched the Krampus move closer, and when his gaze flew over the growing crowd once again, I didn't miss how his focus halted on me the moment he saw I was looking at him.

Instantly, my chest tightened because, although I couldn’t see his face, I felt his stare. I could feel that our eyes were locked even though I couldn’t see his, deep in the Krampus costume. Behind that mask, there was something unsettling about him. Something far too… aware of and solely concentrated on me.

“Fuck, he’s creepy,” Helga, our third friend, said.

Clara laughed. “Leave it to Helga to say it like it is.”

“Yeah,” I murmured, mainly speaking to Helga, not responding to what Clara said. Finally, I managed to tear my gaze away from that Krampus. But even as the parade moved on and more actors dressed in monstrous outfits stalked down the cobblestone street, I felt the heat of the first beast’s stare like a brand.

As the night wore on and we made our way from the crowded parade to visit all the little food stalls set back from the street, that unease faded, and I went back to enjoying myself. Laughter spilled from our lips as we moved on from hot cider to mulled wine, our inhibitions fading.

But after that discomfort was long gone, I realized the tingling on the back of my neck would come and go. And that’s when I kept spotting him.

Because it seemed no matter where we went, I kept seeing my Krampus—mine… the one who wouldn't stop staring at me during the parade. He was always there, just on the edge of the crowd, that demon mask in place, watching me with those eerie, glowing red eyes.

Get a grip, I thought to myself. I tried to brush it off. It was Krampusnacht, after all. The whole point of tonight was for thrills and excitement. And I almost talked myself down into the calm fun from before and accepting I was being ridiculous. But when we all turned a corner and my three friends wandered to a stall serving more mulled wine, I realized I was alone.

And there he was.

Standing motionless in the shadows, the darkness wrapping around him like it was another part of his costume, he and those scary, glowing eyes fixated on me.

My breath hitched, and I involuntarily took a step back.

He took a step forward—toward me—but then stilled.

Suddenly, I realized the girls were back, now standing beside me, as Clara shoved a new mug of hot wine at me.

“Did you see that guy again?” I whispered to her, hearing the tremble in my voice despite my efforts to sound calm.

“What?” she asked, her voice a little slurred.

I glanced at her, then pointed to where Krampus stood. But he was gone, only shadows left in his wake.

She waved me off, clearly already a little buzzed. “You’re being paranoid. You’re going to see them all over the place, Sophia. The point of them is to look scary as hell.”

“Yeah, maybe,” I said, and I heard the lie laced in my words.

But deep down, I knew this wasn’t part of the celebration. This was something else—something darker. Something sending a tremor through veins causing the hairs on the back of my neck to stand on end.

In fact, I knew exactly what was happening.

I was being hunted.
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SOPHIA


We found ourselves inside a tavern on the outskirts of the festival, and I was another two mugs of wine down and having the best time of my life. Any unease I felt previously was gone as my body heated from the alcohol and the warmth of the bar, and the atmosphere made anything negative fade away.

After another twenty minutes, everyone was ready to call it a night. We left the tavern, my breath visible in the icy air, the noise and music of the festival not quite as loud as it had been before. The heat and alcohol of the wine warmed me from the inside out, but now that I was outside with the monsters still acting for the crowd, the memory of that masked figure came back full force.

I thought about the weight of his gaze… about the way he seemed to track me through the crowd, stirring something dark and devious inside me. I couldn’t name what this feeling was. It was a mixture of anxiety and something far more dangerous that had my panties damp.

I looked around the crowd, but I didn’t see my Krampus.

My Krampus?

It was getting late, so the streets were thinning out as the air became chillier. I said goodbye to the girls, and we parted ways. The snow was coming down harder, and it crunched beneath my shoes, muffled and rhythmic as I moved down the cobblestone and toward home.

Fire-lit lanterns lined the street and flickered, casting a yellow glow and making the festivities seem even more ethereal. The golden hue made long shadows across the stone walls and pebbled ground. Because the entire atmosphere gave off spooky vibes anyway, the shifting shadows made things seem a little more ominous.

The wind picked up, and I pulled my wool coat tighter around me. The chill settled in my bones, but there was something else that made me shiver. I glanced over my shoulder. The crowd became thinner the farther away I got from the festival. I took a few turns, moving quicker, wanting to get into the warmth of my little flat.

The stillness of the alley pressed in on me, and my teeth chattered. The winding path between buildings was narrow, the ancient buildings seeming to close in on me. I quickened my steps as unease prickled at the base of my neck.

But then I heard it.

Him.

It was the rhythmic, steady, and deliberate crunch of footsteps behind me that had my heart racing and beads of sweat forming on my temple and between my breasts.

I heard him moving closer, his hooved footsteps creeping closer.

Krampus was coming, and he was coming for me.

My breath was sharp and shallow as it caught in my throat. I found a sliver of courage and glanced over my shoulder, my heart hammering in my chest. The area was too dark with no lights in the alley.

I swallowed hard and forced myself to face forward. The snow crunched faster beneath my shoes as I quickened my pace. God… the thrill and arousal of fear coursed through me. It was sharp and electrifying.

You are not a victim. You are strong. I grabbed onto that strength and pushed my fear down as I spun around. I channeled that fierce personality I knew I had and said in a sharp voice, “Who are you, and what do you want?”

The world tilted beneath my feet, and I reached out and braced a hand on the cold stone of the building beside me. Because standing far too close for comfort was the beast who’d been stalking me.

The air was so cold it felt suffocating as we stared at each other.

This weird and twisted sensation of wanting the forbidden claimed me, tightening around every erogenous zone of my body.

He was still in his Krampus costume, towering over me at nearly seven feet in height. He took a step closer, his hoof boots clacking against the stone ground. His tattered robes shifted with his movements and the breeze that whipped through the narrow alley.

His horned mask glinted in the faint light, the eyeholes still glowing red and ominously. The fur and chains and claws made him look like the devil himself.

He didn’t respond to my clear-voiced questions, and I stood my ground though my knees threatened to give out. “What do you want?” I demanded again, but I couldn’t stop the tremble from my voice this time.

For long seconds, we were in a standoff, and then the motherfucker charged forward.

I cried out, startled and terrified by his sudden movements. My back hit the cold stone wall before I could turn and run, and the breath was knocked from my lungs. He was right in front of me, slamming his hands on either side of me, his deadly claws digging into the stone and scrapping close to my ears.

He crowded me, pinning me in place with a growl that rumbled deep from within his chest and sounded even more distorted from behind his mask.

God, this beast—this man—was raw and primal, and I grew wetter, my pussy clenching and my nipples tingling.

I should have been terrified. I should have screamed long and loud for help.

But a shiver of anticipation and excited arousal rolled through me. God, the heat that screamed through me said that my mind and body were at war with each other. The sound of him inhaling had me closing my eyes, and a moan was pulled from my throat.

He slid his hands down, his claws scraping along the wall. He gripped my wrists and pulled my arms up, pinning them on either side of my head. My body was so rigid, my eyes closed tight and my teeth clenched, that if anyone looked at me, they’d think I was scared shitless.

I wasn't, though. Inside, I was the complete opposite.

Because although his movements and everything about him dripped malevolence, his hold was firm but not painful. He looked as if he’d smell of sulfur and death, but the scent of aged leather, smoke from the torches he’d held, and something wild and potent enveloped me.

It was dark and exquisitely intoxicating.

“Who are you?” I whispered, barely able to force the words past my lips.

He didn’t speak, but God I wanted him to. I wanted to hear his voice. He leaned in close, the mask muffling his breathing and making it seem more ragged as he hovered by the side of my neck. His proximity and his intense body heat felt undeniably human, even if he looked like a demon from hell.

“What do you want?” I whispered.

And although he didn’t speak, he didn’t need to. Krampus had this natural dominance in his mere presence alone, and that made it perfectly clear what he wanted from me. The truth was… I didn’t want to fight whatever was happening.

I didn’t even resist him as those claws trailed down my arm, scratching me but not breaking skin… until they did. I gasped as the pain sliced through me, and I looked at where he cut me. It was shallow but it bled, my blood dark and warm as it slid down my inner forearm.

He reached up and pushed his mask up just slightly, so his lips were visible. But his face was painted in deep grays and shades of browns to flow with his costume.

My head was cocked back so I could stare into his eyes, which were still glowing red from the tiny lights inside the mask. But it was the way he pressed his immense body against mine and felt the massive erection digging into my body that made the danger of this situation truly come into focus.

“Bet your little cunt is soaked for me. All primed and juicy because I look like this. Isn’t that right?”

I looked at his mouth, the corner of his lips kicking up in a smug smile. But I couldn’t answer. The words were lodged in my throat. He laughed deep, almost sinister.

“I can smell you, little girl. I know your panties are drenched clean through, and your little pussy is clenching for my cock.”

I gasped, my lips parting at his crude words. I shouldn’t feel aroused by his almost degrading endearment. But he took my silence as an invitation and brushed his mouth against mine, soft for only a second before he added pressure until the kiss was rough and unyielding.

I tried to turn my head on instinct—not because I didn't want the kiss but because I didn't know how to handle this moment.

He was so big and consuming, and his Krampus costume turned me on like nothing else before. Unable to stop myself, I reached up and grasped his curling horns, and pulled his lips close to mine, slowly licking them before crashing my lips to his in a hot, wet kiss.

He groaned and swiped his tongue along mine. He tasted like mead and something spicy, the flavor instantly intoxicating. 

I parted my lips even more without hesitation, needing more from him. The sheer forbidden nature of it all… it consumed me. All logic and what reality was left, the wind carried it away.

The world itself faded as I got lost in all of this.

My fingers trembled as I slid my hands down his horns and brushed the edges of his mask. The vision—the idea of this man touching me while dressed like a literal monster—turned me on so much.

I wasn’t going to try to remove his mask, but he clearly thought I was because his hands caught mine, his grip firm and slightly painful. And that discomfort made me desperate for cock. More specifically… his.

“Not yet, little girl,” he murmured against my lips. He kissed me hard and possessively, stealing the breath from my lungs until I just gave in.

I wanted him to drag me deeper into his hell. “Take me,” I whispered, all the hot wine I drank tonight finally loosening my tongue and giving me the courage to speak the thoughts running through my mind. “Take me right here. Right now. And make it hurt so good.”

He growled in response. I didn’t know if he’d actually fuck me in this narrow, freezing alley, but I was game for how far he wanted this to go.

“Your need for my cock is fucking beautiful.” His voice was kind of distorted. No longer from his mask but from his own desire—for me.

I could imagine he was this primal demon, this mythical creature who was going to claim me as his sexual prey. In fact, it was arousing just to fantasize that I was about to get devoured by this supernatural being who looked like the devil.

“You’re trembling,” he growled. “Ich wott di zerstöre.” I want to destroy you.

My clit throbbed in time with my pulse, and my pussy flooded, priming for his cock, which I could feel was massive like the rest of him.

“Take me out,” he ordered.

I knew what he wanted even with him only saying those three words. I stared into his eyes and reached down to push his robes away, found the button of his slacks, and work it undone so I could slip my hand in and pull his erection free.

God, he was hot and hard and so long as I held him in my palm.

“Are you afraid of me?” His words were too low for me to make out what his normal voice might sound like, but it didn’t matter. Everything about this monster turned me on.

“Yes,” I whispered. A half-truth because I was far more turned on than I was afraid.

His costume and sheer size gave him the allure of power and violence, and it was that danger that was an aphrodisiac. I felt like he was barely hanging on to his control. His enormous body was all but shaking with his restrained need. I wanted him to break through those chains and just give in to the animal he had inside—the one he portrayed on the outside.

He lifted that clawed hand and dragged a sharp tip along the side of my throat, his silent threat seeming very loud that he could open me up in that tiny alley. But when he gripped my neck with his hand and squeezed, sending a modicum pain through me, I clenched my teeth.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll still feel me deep inside you tomorrow.” His words were matter of fact, and I whimpered. “I’m going to pound your pussy until the only dick it wants is mine. Gonna make it hurt.”

Yes…make it hurt.

“I’m not going to be gentle, bebbi.” It was a promise.

His dominant darkness wrapped around me, this tendril of inky corruption that suffocated me in the best way.

Before I knew it was happening, Krampus spun me around and pressed my body to the coarse wall of the building. This beast was harsh in his movements while he got me into the exact position he wanted me in.

“Push your pants down and show me what I’m going to be eating.”

I closed my eyes and rested my forehead on the stone, breathing through the intense high I suddenly felt.

I worked my pants and panties down knowing I was insane for doing this but unable to stop myself because I needed this too much. And I didn't know why. He inserted his hoof-booted foot between mine, kicked my legs farther apart, and I gasped as the cold air touched the most intimate part of me. My cunt was dripping.

Unsteady, I had to brace my palms on the wall. My breathing was frantic, and I wanted to look over my shoulder, craving to watch this monster take me.

Like he read my mind, he growled, “Don’t fucking look back. You stay still and take what I give you.”

Christ… this was so hot.

His huge-pawed hands were on my ass cheeks, his clawed-fingers digging into the flesh hard enough I knew he was pricking the skin… breaking it.

I didn’t have to look at him to know he was sinking to his haunches. I felt his robes brushing along the bare skin of my legs, his paws sliding down the outside of my legs. He slid them back up and brought that big hand to my ass, smacking it hard enough I cried out from how much it hurt.

“You want my mouth and tongue in this little hole?” He blew warm breath along my pussy, teasing me. Taunting me.

God. His words were so filthy.

He gripped my waist and pulled my ass out more, holding tight to my hips, scratching me with those claws.

With my lower half popped out and my legs spread even more, I braced for what he was going to do.

Destroy me.

He growled, spread my ass cheeks, and latched his mouth to my soaking pussy. His mouth was hot and wet, and I cried out at the shocking intensity of that feeling.

Krampus ate me out, licking and nipping, lapping up my juices, and fucking me with his tongue. The feeling of his horns pressing to my back, almost as if he were using them to keep me in place, caused me to shift closer, to rub my cunt on his mouth.

The grunts and groans he made as he sucked my pussy sounded wet and intoxicating.

“You’re fucking sweet—the sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted. Bet this little cunt is gonna squeeze the fuck out of my cock.” He scratched my ass cheeks with his claws so hard that I knew I’d see the marks for days. Krampus growled and dragged his tongue over the welts he no doubt left, and I looked over my shoulder to watch him lap up the blood he’d drawn, but that mask was still in the way.

He moved back down and put his entire mouth over my pussy. He brought his palm down on one of my ass cheeks, the smacking sound filling the alley, the delicious pain even more intense from the fresh wounds. He groaned when I popped my ass out for more, shamelessly grinding myself against his mouth.

I was so close to coming already that when he latched his lips around my clit, instincts made me grind my cunt on his mouth to seek release.

“What do you want?” he growled against my pussy, the words spoken in-between licking and sucking on me.

“You know what I want,” I gasped.

He chuckled. Deep. Ominously. “You want me to obliterate your cunt?”

I clenched my jaw, unsure how to answer.

“Yeah, you beautiful, dirty girl. You want me to fuck you raw so that it hurts, and when you sit, you’ll remember my monster cock shoving deep inside you.” With one last long lick of my pussy, he sucked my clit into his mouth, growled long and loud, and got me off.

I cried out as I came hard, my body involuntarily shaking as the pleasure intensified swiftly and claimed every part of me. I sagged when the ecstasy faded, but it never fully left me as I leaned against the building. He rose behind me, spun me around, and pressed his full body against mine.

“Open your eyes and look at me.”

I pried my eyes open, starring into those red, glowing orbs.

Krampus still had the lower half of his mask tilted up, only allowing me to see his mouth, glossy with my cum, his face makeup smeared from eating me out. He pressed his lips to mine, not kissing me, just holding still.

And that's when I felt him move his hand between us, push my jacket open and my sweater up, and rub his pre-cum soaked cock tip along my belly.

This act was visceral, as if he was marking me like the demonic beast he portrayed. I grabbed his horns again and held him to me as he bit my bottom lip hard. I cried out, instantly tasting blood.

He dragged his tongue over the broken skin, licking at the metallic fluid and taking it into himself. The beast plunged his tongue inside my mouth, and I sucked on the muscle, tasting him and myself.

He slid a hand down to grip my ass, then lower to grab the back of my leg, lifting it I instantly hooked it around his waist, knowing where this was going and desperate for it to happen.

Krampus broke the kiss and dragged his tongue over my cheek and down my neck, and I held his horns tighter, using them as an anchor for my increasing pleasure. He bit and snarled, growling like the feral creature he was dressed up as.

“I’m ready.” Those two words spilled from me, murmured against his lips before I knew what was happening.

When he placed the tip of his shaft at my pussy hole, I didn’t tense. He was big, his cockhead thick as he nudged it against me, teasing me… threatening to impale me. This man’s dick was enormous, so girthy that I knew it would hurt when he was inside me. He’d split me in two, fill me up so much the pain would be unbearable.

Fuck… I wanted that.

“It’s going to hurt,” he snarled and pushed the crown in. I gasped at how intrusive the feeling was. “But you and I both want that. Pain...and some blood.” He dragged his tongue over my battered lip again.

He pressed a claw into my mouth, and I sucked on that sharp point for only a second because, in one fluid move, he thrust up and into me so hard, so forcefully, that I screamed. There was no way a passersby wouldn’t hear me.

My next cry was muffled with his claw still in my mouth, the burning and stinging pain of his thick cock almost too much.

Krampus was massive.

He grunted as he buried himself fully inside, pushing in inch after inch. God, it was never ending. “Such a good girl taking all of me. Gonna make this little slit so sore by the end.” He pushed in another inch. “So fucking tight and wet.”

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t even form a coherent word.

I realized I was crying and that my hands were curled painfully around his horns, my nails digging into the hard material.

Krampus pulled out until just the tip of him was lodged inside me, and then he pushed more of himself into my body than before. He grunted as I twisted my head slightly, so I had my neck bared to give him full access. He didn’t miss the not-so-subtle move, and he started biting me repeatedly.

My throat. My collarbone. The underside of my jaw.

This stranger… this demon… dragged his tongue over my cheeks, licking at the shed tears.

“You taste so fucking good.”

I was lost in the sensation when he stilled, every inch of his hardness now embedded in me, his balls pressed against the curve of my ass. My inner muscles clenched from the penetration, from the stinging fullness.

Krampus was savage and brutal… raw like a monster as he started fucking me, thrusting his hips back and forth, pistoning his gigantic cock within me. All I could do was hold on to those horns and take what he gave.

My back felt skinned from sliding up and down the stone of the building, but it felt good. 

“Look at you,” he groaned. “Taking it all like a good girl for this demon.”

This was insane, but I didn't want it to stop.

“You feel so good. Your cunt’s so perfect. You’re going to come for me, aren’t you? Yeah, you’re going to come and soak my cock even though I look like a fucking monster.” The base of his dick rubbed my clit the harder and faster he thrust into me. Every part of me was winding up for that explosive orgasm he demanded of me. “That’s my girl. You like that, bebbi? You like my cock in your pussy and my claws gripping your soft flesh?”

All I could do was whimper in response.

“So tight and hot. So damn wet,” he grunted. “Oh, fuck. Mach di bereit. Ich werd di uufülle.” Get ready. I'm going to fill you up. Then he growled and slammed into me even more roughly—once… twice… and on the third time, he stilled.

He held me up, keeping me impaled on his dick, his cock thickening a second before he spilled inside me and filled me with his hot, thick cum. The jets were so powerful I came again and lost all feeling in my arms and legs from the pleasure, unable to hold on to his horns any longer. But the grip he had on me let me know there was no way he’d allow me to hit the ground.

When his body stopped shaking, he pulled the mask off and buried his bare face in the crook of my neck, his breaths hot and fast as he panted against my throat.

He stooped from his towering height to wrap his arms beneath my ass and lifted me off the ground as he stood. I instantly wrapped my legs around his waist, my arms more firmly around his shoulders. His costume was made of fur and fleece robes, and it felt so soft against me.

I was aware of him gathering my pants and underwear that were still on the ground, and then he wrapped his robes around me, clutched his mask with his other hand, and left the alley.

It was when we were back on the street that he stopped right under a lamp, and I looked into his face. A face I knew all too well.

Lucian.

My boss… who was twenty years older than me.

And the man I’d been having a salacious relationship with for the past year.

“Take me to your place and fuck me again,” I whispered, staring into his eyes dreamily.

He grinned, kissed me deep and hard, and then headed to do exactly what I requested.
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SOPHIA


Iwoke up to the soft-gray light of morning filtering in through the curtains.

My body was deliciously sore in all the right places, and the sheets and comforter were tangled around my legs.

I was warm, nestled in bed, but I was very aware I was also alone.

I glanced to the empty spot beside me, seeing ruffled sheets where Lucian had been.

With a soft sigh and a contented smile curving my lips, memories of last night filled my head. We’d never role played like that before, and to say it surpassed any expectation I had in the fantasy department was an understatement.

Lucian certainly had a kinky side, which he showed me when we fucked. And I noticed that every time we were together, those desires he harbored became a little more twisted, as if he were seeing how far he could push me.

And when he’d told me his plans to take part in the festival dressed as Krampus and stalk me until he had his way with me, I knew my desires went a little darker than I ever imagined.

My heart still raced as fragments of the night before rushed back to me—his towering figure, his glowing red eyes… the sheer size of him in that monstrous costume.

And when we’d gotten back to his place, the night had just begun with him fucking me until I was sore and soaked and clinging to him.

My lips tingled with the memory of his kisses, and my skin still hummed and burned from where he held me down and fucked me hard and raw.

Even now, I was sore between my legs with an ache that settled so deep that I knew I’d never be normal again.

And that turned me on like nothing else.

I sat up slowly, the cool air of the room brushing against my bare shoulders as I got my bearings for a moment before fully getting up. I grabbed one of Lucian's sweaters, the material oversized so that it fell to my knees and the neckline hung off one of my shoulders.

The faint scent of his cologne clung to it, and I brought the excess material to my nose and inhaled the warm, familiar scent that had my pussy tingling. After giving myself another second, I curled my toes against the chilled hardwood floor then put on a pair of Lucian’s thick, wool socks and ran my fingers through my tangled, dark hair.

I couldn’t help but glance back at the bed we’d shared only hours ago. The memory of his hands running up and down my body before holding me down to fuck me slammed into my head. His voice echoed through my ears, his dominance so thick and strong as he played the role of Krampus that I swore I still felt him lingering on my skin.

I could have stayed tangled in those sheets all day with him, but I forced myself to leave his room and head toward where I assumed he was. The house was quiet, save for the soft crackle of a fire in the living room.

As I descended the stairs, I paused at the landing, my breath catching while I stared at Lucian’s broad and muscular back as he stood by the stove and fixed breakfast. Looking away from him was hard as hell, but my gaze slid to the large picture windows in the living room. His mountain home was breathtaking.

Snow blanketed the trees and stretched across the land like an endless white canvas. The early-morning light filtered through the evergreens, casting a soft glow over the untouched landscape. And when the sunbeams touched the whiteness of it all, I swore it sparkled with little specks of glitter.

I wrapped his sweater more tightly around me, trying to stave off the cold. It had snowed all night, and while the world outside was transformed into the most beautiful and serene sight, it was freezing.

But as soon as my gaze returned to the breathtaking man now staring at me, a small smile tilting his lips as he leaned against the counter and brought his coffee mug to his mouth to take a long drink from it, my insides warmed instantly.

Lucian was relaxed while he watched me. Then he grabbed the plate of food he just prepared, brought it to the table, and crooked his finger for me to come closer.

God, he was hot. The image of him wearing that Krampus costume slammed into my brain once more, and I pressed my thighs together as I got turned on all over again.

I made my way toward the table and looked at the spread he prepared for us. Lucian had made his way to the fireplace and stoked the flames with deliberate movements, the firelight dancing across his bare chest. Damn him… he knew what he did to me and got off on it. And that was solidified when he glanced over his shoulder and winked at me.

The light and shadows highlighted the sharp lines of his jaw and the soft curve of his full mouth. I shifted toward him, and he turned to face me fully as I approached. I felt my heart race faster when his wicked eyes softened the closer I got.

“Good morning,” I whispered, not sure why I suddenly felt so shy.

“Good morning, beautiful.” His voice was low and rich. “God, you’re stunning with my marks all over you.”

My face heated when I saw where he was looking. I glanced down at my shoulder, the one that was bare because his sweater was too big and hung off me. I saw numerous hickies covering my skin, and the memory of Lucian biting and sucking at my skin last night danced inside my mind.

God, this man made me shy as I tugged the sweater farther over my thighs and glanced down. But Lucian wasn’t having any of that. He tipped my head back with his finger under my chin so that I had to look into his eyes. They were the prettiest shade of light blue and framed by thick, dark lashes.

“I borrowed your sweater,” I whispered, my face feeling so damn hot, especially when I felt him run his finger along the marks he left on me.

“You look fucking good in my clothes.” He stepped closer to me. “Everything of mine suits you.”

There was clear possessiveness in his voice that I loved hearing. Lucian leaned down, brushing a soft kiss against my forehead before gesturing toward the kitchen. I held in my disappointment that he didn’t want to fuck me right here and now in front of the fire.

“Breakfast is ready.” He took my hand and led me toward the table.

When he pulled the chair out for me, I took my seat. He sat beside me, grabbed the edge of my chair, and dragged it toward him, the legs scraping along the floor until we were pressed side-to-side. He had coffee for himself but made me homemade hot chocolate, which even had marshmallows floating on the top.

He’d made zopf—a rich, buttery, braided bread he served with even more butter and jam. There was a cheese and fruit plate in the center of the table and müesli—rolled oats soaked in yogurt and mixed with berries and nuts—drizzled with honey on top.

Lucian had his hand on my thigh, the weight warm and heavy and very possessive.

“Eat, sweetheart.”

I picked up a piece of zopf, and after a bite and my shyness settling, my appetite rose because I’d had a fuck-fest just hours before. I shifted on the chair, my pussy sore, and the motion made me gush, wetness slipping out of me.

I knew exactly what it was.

Lucian’s cum.

It was after I swallowed a mouthful of food that I realized Lucian was watching me and not eating.

“W-What?” I murmured and washed the food down with a large swig of hot chocolate.

“I enjoyed last night,” he said, his voice dropping slightly and dripping with sexual need. 

I glanced down and saw his massive erection tenting his gray sweats.

Lucian set his mug down, dipped his finger into the bowl of jam, and brought it to my lips. I was too surprised by the act that I sat there in silence as he smeared the berries over my lips. And then he leaned in and licked it off until my mouth was only slightly sticky from the sugar.

“You were such a good girl for me, Sophia.” He leaned back and ran his tongue over his lips, growling as he kept his gaze unrelenting.

“You make it easy to be,” I replied breathlessly.

“I wasn’t sure how you’d take to the Krampus fantasy,” he continued, his tone heating, “but you surprised me by how hot you fucking were while taking me.”

God, I was flushed and wet—a mixture of my arousal and his cum from last night and early this morning when he unleashed massive loads into my body.

“You gave yourself over to it… to me… completely.” His voice was a purr. “You’re so fucking delicious. You’re the best I’ve ever had, bebbi.”

I was so sore but wanted his cock again. I swallowed hard, my heart racing. Lucian twisted in his seat, braced a forearm on the table, and crowded me. And I loved it. His other hand rested on the back of my chair as he leaned down, his lips brushing my ear.

“You’re wet, aren't you?”

I closed my eyes and shivered as I nodded. “Your cum is slipping out of me,” I confessed.

He growled. “That’s so fucking hot.” He ran the tip of his fingers along the curve of my bare shoulder. “You’re mine, Sophia.” His voice was firm and full of obsessed dominance. “Tell me what I want to hear.”

His warm breath brushed along the shell of my ear, followed by the wet feel of his tongue tracing the same path.

I glanced up at him from under my lashes when he leaned back, knowing what he wanted. “I’m yours.”

“That’s good, bebbi. Really good. Because I don’t want to keep us a secret anymore.”

My smile was instant, and this different kind of warmth filled me.

“I know you wanted to take things slow, but not showing you off as mine and trying to control myself every time you come into my office—all because you want to keep things professional—is really fucking hard, sweetheart.” His gaze was firm and steady. “No more hiding, Sophia. No more sneaking around. I want everyone to know you’re mine.”

My appetite was gone because my need to be with Lucian in every single way overrode everything else.

For so long, our relationship had existed in the shadows. We kept things secret, and that was because of me not wanting to potentially ruin what we had. At work, he was my boss. And after hours, he was the best lover I’d ever had. Things were perfectly separate, compartmentalized. But as time passed, I fell in love with Lucian.

And now, here he was offering me exactly what I secretly wanted, which I hadn’t allowed myself to even fully think about until recently.

He was offering me everything.

With his hand now on my knee, Lucian gave it a squeeze and slid it up until it disappeared under his sweater I wore, teasing the crease where my leg met my pussy.

“You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me, Sophia, and I’m too fucking possessive of you to let you go. So even if you say no to this, I’m still going to own your body. I’m still going to fuck you whenever I see fit, and I’m going to make it known no one else is allowed to touch what’s mine whether you openly claim me or not.”

That should have identified as nothing but red flags. But hell, this girl loved a little darkness with her romance.

“Okay,” I whispered, smiling. “I want it all too… with you. Out in the open.”

He growled in that feral animal way of his. “That’s my good girl.”

Yes. Yes, I was.
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SOPHIA


The following work day

Ididn’t know if Lucian planned on showboating our relationship to everyone in the office, but all day, I’d been on edge waiting to see what was going to happen.

But I should have known he wasn’t one to make a scene or spectacle. He kept things professional, and the only time things became more intimate was when we’d pass by each other, and he’d let his fingers brush against the bare skin of my arm. 

Or when he’d corner me in the hallway and lean in close, whispering something in my ear.

I knew people saw our interactions. Saw the way he looked at me now with soft expressions and genuine smiles that were nonexistent before. I saw their wide-eyed looks as they watched us.

It was the end of the workday, and I was cleaning off my desk to call it a night when Lucian’s deep voice came from his private office.

“Sophia, can I see you for a moment before you leave?”

My heart instantly started racing, and I glanced around the nearly deserted cubicle area of the office. There were only three employees left, all of whom were staring at me and then glancing at the boss's door.

I gave them a tight-lipped smile and felt my face heat to volcanic levels while I walked toward Lucian’s open doorway. He’d been waiting for me off to the side, and when he closed the door behind me, everything went eerily quiet.

The soft click of the lock being engaged sent a ripple of anticipation down my spine.

“Sophia,” he said, still behind me, and I felt a chill race up my spine. Lucian’s voice sounded lower than usual… almost a growl.

I turned and faced him, and every single part of my body instantly aware of his presence at just the imposing, massive, and dominating sight of him.

He stood in front of the door with his hands in the front pockets of his expensive slacks. After a second, he walked by me, his steps slow and deliberate. I didn't miss how he almost came thto a standstill when we were side by side, when he leaned in to the crown of my head and inhaled the scent my hair.

But just as quickly as he’d done it, he resumed walking, until he got to his desk and propped himself against the edge. With his arms crossed and his piercing blue gaze pinning me in place, the man looked like the world revolved around him.

“You’ve seemed distracted all day. And I’m wondering why that is.”

My breath hitched at the low tenor of his voice, the weight of his words suffocating me with an erotic haze. I could’ve lied, but what was the point? “I've been waiting for you to make it known we’re together… like we talked about.”

He cocked a dark eyebrow and stayed silent for long seconds. “You think I’d flaunt and showboat the most precious thing in my life?”

My heart skipped a beat at what he just implied I was to him.

He slowly shook his head. “No, sweet girl. You don’t shove a priceless gem into the faces of those around you. You let them know what you have… intimately.”

I thought back to his little touches, to the way he said my name around his employees. My first name, not my last like he did everyone else—including me up until today. This man had made it known I was his and his alone the entire day.

“But if my girl wants me to mark her in front of everyone, I can certainly oblige since she’s so good for me and gives me everything I want.”

My pussy was already soaked, like I was his whore. And because he was a perceptive bastard, he knew exactly the effect he had on me.

He smiled, darkly and knowingly, and moved around his desk to open a drawer. He reached inside, and when he pulled out the horned Krampus mask, my legs nearly gave out.

“Or maybe I should leave my office door cracked open and fuck you over my desk while I wear this again. That way, anyone walking by can see how my bebbi likes to take her cock?”

My throat tightened, and my mouth went dry at the very crude way he put that… and at how much it turned me on.

We were both so quiet that I heard it when the last three employees left. I wondered what they whispered behind our backs. I wondered what they thought we were doing in here.

Probably exactly what is about to happen.

“You know how many times I’ve thought about fucking you on my desk, Sophia?” His voice was smooth but edged with wickedness.

I stared at him, my heart pounding. How was I supposed to respond?

“Too many times to count.” His tone dripped with pure sex as he added, “I’ve thought about spreading those cheeks and licking at that tight, little hole nestled between them.”

My knees threatened to give out as his words caused my pussy to clench and my clit to pulse.

“I’ve fantasized about bending you over my desk and pushing up those tight-as-fuck pencil skirts you always wear. I’ve envisioned bringing my belt down on your ass until your cheeks are reddened with welts or covered in my handprints.” He crooked his finger at me to come closer.

I followed his silent order instantly until only the length of the piece of furniture in question separated us.

“Lift that skirt and bend over the desk.”

I licked my lips while my body switched to autopilot, my pussy quivering, dripping cum down my inner thighs.

I gripped the edge of my skirt and dragged it up, and when it was to my waist, he gestured for me to take my panties off. I pushed the wet material down until the little scrap of fabric landed around my ankles, and I stepped out of them, flipping them off to the side.

And then I leaned on his desk so my ass popped out.

He came to stand behind me, smoothed his hand up my leg, gathering my juices. Placing his large palm over my ass cheeks, he rubbed my cum into my skin. “So fucking good.” His voice dripped with dark dominance. “I’ve jerked off more than once during office hours to thoughts of doing the most depraved things to you right here.”

I glanced over my shoulder to stare at him. He still held the mask and lifted it so I could see it more clearly. The costume dangled from his hand for only a few more seconds before he set it aside, crouched, and spread my cheeks. And then, just as he’d confessed was his desire, he licked and sucked at my tightest hole, getting it sloppy wet and no doubt primed for that monster cock of his.

“Touch your pretty, little clit,” he ordered as he stabbed my asshole with his tongue.

I reached between my thighs and rubbed a digit over that throbbing little bundle of nerves. God, it felt so good.

He felt so good.

“Lucian…,” I whispered, my body torn between shock, fear, and the dark, thrilling heat that curled in my stomach and shot out through my fingers and toes.

“You’ve always been mine, Sophia.” He went back to fucking my ass with his tongue while he kept me spread open almost painfully wide. It felt incredible, that mix of pleasure and pain that drove me insane.

With one more lick to my hole, he stood, and I forced myself to open my eyes and stare back at him as he leaned around me. He grabbed the mask, slipped it on, and—like magic—the eyes glowed red.

“I've already made your pussy mine.” His voice laced with ominous need as he freed his raging hard-on and gripped the base. But before he placed the tip where his tongue had just been, he pulled a little bottle of lube out of his desk drawer and poured it generously over my asshole and onto his cock, smearing it over the wide crown.

Oh… he’d been prepared.

“And tonight, I’m making this ass mine.” He growled low in his throat as he placed his big, warm hand between my shoulder blades and pressed me forward until I was face-down on his desk. Then he notched his cockhead at my back entrance and started to push in, gripping my waist with bruising force as he fed me his giant shaft.

There had been no warm-up, nothing other than the few moments of him eating my ass, and the pain was nearly unbearable. But if I’d learned anything about myself since I started sleeping with this man, who had the biggest cock I’d ever taken, it was that I was a masochist for him. I loved the pain he gave me just as much as the pleasure. The hurt only amplified my desire for more, and he gave me just that… until he was flush with me and his balls were pressed against the slit of my pussy.

Papers scattered to the floor as he leaned over me, slammed his hands on either side of my head, and started fucking my ass like he fucked my pussy just last night.

The office blurred around us as I surrendered to him completely. I didn't fight the dark thrill of Krampus and Lucian becoming one.

Why would I?

Being consumed like this was everything I’d ever wanted and more.

It might’ve been the first time he claimed that single, untouched part of me, but it wouldn’t be the last, if I had any say in the matter. I’d beg him for this mind-numbing mix of agony and ecstasy whenever I was given the opportunity. I’d never felt so deliciously possessed.

And no one would ever own me the way my boss did. Irrevocably.

[image: ]


The glow of the city lights outside barely penetrated Lucian’s office. The only illumination came from the small lamp on his desk, casting golden light over the dark leather chairs and the rich wood paneling.

The air was heavy and charged from our fucking, as if the room could barely contain what simmered between us.

We both sat on his leather sofa with me curled up on his lap as we faced the windows.

The intensity of his presence was always so palpable. I stared down at the mask, which now sat on the glass-and-steel coffee table right in front of us. The horns arched menacingly, and the detail of sheer craftsmanship made it seem almost like a work of art.

“Ich liebe di meh, als du dir je chönntsch vorstelle.” I love you more than you could ever imagine.

I closed my eyes and exhaled as I snuggled in closer to him.

“I love you more than you’ll ever know, Lucian.”

“Weisch, was du mir bedeutisch?” Do you know what you mean to me? His words were sweet yet laced with a darkness that sent a shiver down my spine. Before I could respond, he said, “You are everything I desire… and everything I want to ruin.”

My breaths came shallow and fast, each one a struggle as I tried to ground myself in the moment. But Lucian didn’t allow me that reprieve. His fingers slid beneath my chin, tilting my head up and back to meet his gaze.

“You think you’ve seen the depth of my need, Sophia,” he said, his voice a rumble that resonated deep within me. “But you haven’t. Not yet.”

I swallowed hard, my fingers curling into his chest like he was my anchor.

That’s because he is.

“What makes you think I don’t crave that, too?”

His chuckle was deep and rough and filled with satisfaction. “My good girl.”

The room seemed to close in around us, the charged silence swallowing everything else.

As his arms tightened around me, securing me to him, I knew there was no going back. But I didn’t want to. I was right where I needed to be.


EPILOGUE
LUCIAN


The following year

The snow fell in thick, silent flakes blanketing the mountains and ground that surrounded my home in a pristine white.

Through the wide windows of my home in the Alps, the world outside looked untouched. Beautiful. But not as gorgeous as the woman I now called my wife.

Sophia sat on the loveseat in front of the fire, a blanket wrapped around her shoulders and a glass of mulled wine cradled in her hands while she stared at the flames. She looked so at peace with the firelight dancing along her features and her guard completely lowered.

She was my everything.

The very sight of her filled me with such a sense of completion that it wasn't anything I could ever put into words.

She was mine. Entirely.

And every night, I made sure she knew it.

I made my way into our bedroom, grabbed the Krampus mask in one hand and a string of white, holiday lights in the other, and went back to my wife.

The soft sound of the fire crackling filled the great room, and for just a second, I stood there and watched her. She brought the thick throw closer to her chest and snuggled down deeper into the chair.

“Still cold?” I asked, my voice soft as I made my way toward her.

Sophia looked up, her gaze locking onto mine, her lips curving into a smile. It was the sweet kind of sight that told me she was on to me, even though I kept my hands—and the items I held—hidden behind my back.

She was perceptive and almost always knew when I was up to something.

“I’m okay,” she murmured, taking a slow sip of her wine. “But I could use some heating up if you have any ideas on how to make that happen?” 

I looked at her left hand, the big diamond ring catching the firelight. The longer I stayed silent the more the tension between us thickened. I brought my hands out from behind my back and held up the mask, letting the lights dangle from my fingers. “I think I have a few ideas of how to help you out.” I slowly smiled.

Her breath caught, and I could see the way her pulse quickened at her throat. Gradually, deliberately, she set her glass down and rose from the chair, letting the blanket fall to the floor.

“Come closer, baby girl.”

Her smile turned wicked but submissive, and when she spoke, her voice was soft yet brimming with intent. “God, you’re so hot when you’re in dominant mode.”

That simple admission sent a rush of heat through me, and it was dark and deeply rooted. I dropped the lights onto the chair beside me and reached for her, pulling Sophia against my chest, my hold on her purely possessive.

She tilted her head and brushed her lips against mine. It was the faintest of touches, and when she whispered, “What do you want with me, Daddy?” the breath was sucked from my very lungs.

The fire crackled beside us as I gave her one deep, thorough kiss, then pulled away to slip the mask over my face. I wanted her to remember—to take within herself—the darkness and total consumption we shared.

Her breaths came harder and faster as she stared into my glowing red eyes, and when she gripped my shirt, pulling me closer, I vowed I was going to make her mine… again.

From the moment I met Sophia, I knew she was special. I knew I would never want anyone but her.

There was no turning back for either of us. We were bound together. Forever.

I stepped back, the holiday lights still in my hand, taking a seat on the loveseat and relaxed against the cushion, spreading my legs slightly so she had room to do what I wanted.

“Be a good girl and get undressed for me,” I said, my voice muffled by the mask. “And then come sit on my lap.” I patted my thigh, smiling beneath the mask even though she couldn't see me. She swayed as if dizzied from my words.

She moved closer, doing what I said.

She knew who and what I was and how deep and depraved my desires went. Yet, my good little girl acted shy every single time. I laughed gruffly, a chuckle that had Sophia clenching her thighs together.

She licked her lips, not speaking but neither of us needed to say a damn word.

When she was naked and right in front of me, I snapped my hand out and curled it roughly around her waist, digging my fingers into her flesh until I knew it’d leave marks.

She gasped at the force with which I held her, and her eyes seemed to close without her consent. She seemed almost intoxicated as she rocked on her feet, and I pulled her so that she lost her balance and fell onto my lap. When I positioned her the way I wanted, she was left sitting on my lap sideways, with her legs thrown over the arm of the chair and her nude body on full display for me.

Sophia’s bare skin was so warm against me that I knew she needed no more help heating up, even as her body trembled ever-so-slightly as the firelight flickered across the room. There was no doubt it was from anticipation rather than being chilled. I just stared at her for long seconds, mesmerized and transfixed by the sight of her.

The Krampus mask rested heavily over my face, its horns casting long shadows up the walls. Even though the mask was extensively embellished right down to battery-powered tiny red bulbs along the inside of the eye holes to make them glow, I could see every detail of her to perfection.

I traced my fingers along her arm, and she shivered in response, her body betraying her eagerness.

“You trust me, don’t you?” I asked, my breath hot inside the mask.

Her gaze met mine, and she nodded instantly. “Of course,” she whispered. “Always, Lucian… Krampus.”

Beside me, the string of holiday lights lay waiting to be put to use. I picked them up slowly, purposefully, wanting her to see what my intentions were. Her breath hitched as I wound the lights around her.

I started by securing her wrists, and I was slow and gentle with the lights, not making them too tight but keeping them snug enough she knew I didn’t want her to go anywhere. Then, I wound them across her chest and down her thighs, her body never leaving my lap, where she still sprawled across me.

I took my time with the rest as I finished the task at hand before leaning to the side and plugging them into the wall, near where her feet were now tied up in green wire and clear bulbs.

“Look at how you glow for me, darling,” I murmured when the strand lit up, my voice thick with something primal, dark, and possessive.

She didn’t resist—she never did. And that's why she was such a good girl for Krampus.

She lay still, her body pliant under my touch because she trusted me completely.

I leaned back slightly, taking in the sight of her. The contrast of her pale skin, so soft and smelling of peaches and honey, was stark against the dark-green wire and the bright glow of the white holiday lights highlighting it all. She was nothing short of mesmerizing and breathtaking.

She was a gift all wrapped up for me to open and play with.

“Are you ready, Sophia?” I asked as I brushed my fingers against her bare thigh.

I admired the way the lights cast a warm glow over her curves, and while I stared into her wide, excitement-filled eyes, I felt my cock jerk and throb as I grew painfully hard.

“Beautiful,” I whispered, leaning closer so the sharp edges of the mask hovered near her ear. “You were made for me, Sophia. Only for me.”

Her breath caught, and she moaned. Christ, she was so fucking hot all lit up and bound, ready to submit to me wholly. 

I moved my hand up and down the top of her thigh, stroking my fingers along her silky-smooth skin until goose bumps covered her flesh. I was breathing too hard. Too fast. I was only tethered to this world because of her.

I wanted her so on edge, so off-balance, that she needed me in order to stay anchored. And so I unplugged the lights and stood with her cradled in my arms before moving toward our big picture window that overlooked the falling snow that had smothered the land.

Once she was on her feet, I adjusted the lights still binding her, just giving them enough slack on her lower half so I could pull her legs apart and pop her ass out.

Then I leaned back and looked at her slit , all open and primed for me.

She was soaked, her waxed cunt glistening with her arousal for me. She was so pink and swollen that my mouth watered for a taste of that sweet cunt.

I pushed my sweats down and freed my engorged, throbbing cock, taking that beast in my hand and squeezing it from root to tip. Her thighs were glossy, and I slid the hand not currently wrapped around my aching dick between her legs to stroke her slit. Sophia trembled from my light touch, and I knew she was already on the verge of coming.

“I want to see how pink this pussy can get.”

“Lucian—”

I cut off her words as I brought my hand up fast against her cunt, slapping the tender flesh until she cried out and rose on her toes. The lights restricted her movements slightly. But it didn't matter because she couldn’t get away from me.

“Oh… that hurt⁠—”

I brought my hand down on her cunt again, stopping her from speaking.

She arched her back, closed her eyes, and moaned out long and loud. “God, that feels good,” she whisper-moaned.

I let go of my dick, and the motion of me spanking her pussy again had the fucker leaking and bouncing between us. When I stepped closer, the tip of my cock pressed to her thigh, my pre-cum smearing all over her flesh like a brand, a mark.

I spanked her between the thighs a handful of times more… until she was sobbing for me to do it again and again… until her tears slid down her cheeks… and until she finally begged for my dick. Only then did I rub her clit, plucking the bundle of sensitive nerves between my thumb and forefinger.

My dick was too hard, my need for her too strong. I had her in my arms a second later and strode into our bedroom. I tossed her unceremoniously onto the mattress, untangled her from the lights, and adjusted her so her chest was flat on the bed, her knees on the edge, and her ass raised into the air.

She moaned and spread her legs impossibly wider, showing me her drenched pussy and causing a growl to be pulled from the center of my chest. My inner, primal animal was too potent right then that I couldn’t stop my next actions.

I leaned down and sank my teeth into her right ass cheek, biting hard enough I knew there’d be bruises tomorrow on her delicate flesh.

I licked the wound before doing the same thing to the left side, loving that she cried out and told me it hurt but lifted her ass for more. I licked my way along the length of her spine and pushed the hair off her nape before latching my teeth onto that soft, smooth skin.

And then I bit the side of her throat as she thrust her perfect ass against me, grinding her pussy on my cock, and getting the length juicy from her arousal.

I moved back down and got on my haunches, spread her cheeks apart, and feasted on her cunt. I licked and sucked, my face wet from her juices, her moans filling my ears. I sucked her clit into my mouth in hard pulls that elicited jerky movements from her. Her body trembled, her orgasm right at the surface.

I stood, straightened, and reached between us to grab my cock, notched the head at her entrance, and in one hard thrust, I pushed every bit of my dick into her tight cunt. She moaned, and I curled one hand around her hair, yanking her head back so I had leverage to fuck her.

A harsh snarl left me as I pulled out and slammed back in. Over and over, I did this, thrusting hard and rough.

“Lucian!” she cried out my name, and fuck, did it sound good. Her breath hitched when I thrust my hips forward, burying myself even deeper into her. “Tell me I’m your good girl.”

I hummed in approval and spanked her ass, watched the flesh jiggle, then positioned my hands back on her hips and fucked the hell out of her.

“You’re doing so well, my perfect little whore. Taking all my cock even though I’m big and know it hurts this little pussy so badly.” I felt her pussy clamp down on me and groaned at how good that felt. I was throwing my hips back and forth so hard and fast that the only things keeping her stable were my hands on her waist. “Come for me, sweetheart.”

My pants were rough behind the mask, but I liked the discomfort coming from the fact that I couldn’t breathe easily. It made my pleasure even more intense.

She cried out as she did exactly like I asked and came for me, and I followed right behind, slamming into her twice more until I stilled and pumped my seemingly endless load deep into her body, filling up her womb.

I hoped like hell she got pregnant from this.

When my balls drained, her cunt full of the thick, white ropes of my cum, I collapsed over her, my hands on either side of her body, caging her in as we both caught our breath. I ripped the mask off and let it fall from my grasp to the side of the bed.

Her pussy clenched and relaxed around my dick, and I rested my forehead on her shoulder as I groaned. With one more rough sound leaving me, I straightened and pulled out, but I watched closely as my dick left the tight fit of her pussy. The sight of my seed slipping out to trail down her inner thigh was always hot as fuck to witness.

I gave her ass a light smack and collapsed beside her on the bed, instantly pulling Sophia in close. My sweet girl curled against me.

“I want it all with you, bebbi. And I hope you still want everything with me, too.”

She tilted her head back and gave me that sweet smile. “You should already know the answer to that.”

I did. I placed a finger under her chin and leaned down to kiss the tip of her nose. Holding her close and feeling how slick her body was, how warm and perfect she felt, made my dick harden all over again.

I let her feel what she did to me, nudging my erection against her.

“You’re insatiable,” she whispered, but she was already moving to straddle me, guiding my cock into her cum-filled pussy.

“Only for you, baby. Now, be a good girl for Daddy Krampus and fuck me like you mean it.”

And, goddamn, did she do just that.

The End.
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