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Ryan stared into the dancing flames of his fireplace, the warmth failing to thaw the frozen loneliness that had settled in his chest eleven months ago. His fingers clutched a steaming mug of spiked cocoa, knuckles white as Bing Crosby crooned "White Christmas" from the speakers. The seven-foot pine tree in the corner glowed with multicolored lights, ornaments he'd bought with her dangling like little reminders of what should have been their first married Christmas. Instead, he sat alone in an ugly reindeer sweater, the suburban house he'd nearly lost in the breakup echoing with emptiness around him.

Eleven months. Almost a full year since his fiancée had ripped off her engagement ring and hurled it at his chest during their New Year's Eve party, screaming about her "need for freedom" before walking out forever. Eleven months of jerking off alone in their—his—king-sized bed, hand a poor substitute for the woman who'd promised forever then bailed when reality hit. At twenty-eight, Ryan hadn't expected to be drinking cocoa alone on Christmas Eve, his dick untouched by anything but his own rough palm for almost a year.

He took another burning sip of cocoa, the bourbon's bite a welcome distraction. The liquor had already softened the edges of his solitude, made the empty house almost bearable. He closed his eyes, hand absently drifting to the growing bulge in his gray sweatpants. Just as he considered another sad holiday fap session, the doorbell chimed.

Ryan froze, cock half-hard beneath thin cotton. He wasn't expecting anyone. His family lived three states away, and he'd begged off their invitation, unable to face their pity. The doorbell rang again, more insistently. With a groan, he stood, adjusting himself before padding to the front door, cocoa still clutched in his free hand.

The peephole revealed three female figures standing on his porch, breath fogging in the December cold. Curious, he pulled open the door and nearly dropped his mug.

"Deck the halls with boughs of holly, fa la la la la—"

Three of his neighbor's wives stood clustered on his doorstep, finishing their carol with surprising harmony. Ryan's mouth went dry. These weren't just any neighborhood wives—these were the three he'd secretly jerked off to for years, the ones whose Facebook photos filled his spank bank on lonely nights.

Kendra stood front and center, her waterfall of platinum blonde hair framing a face with pouty lips painted Christmas red. Her fur-trimmed velvet mini-dress in bright scarlet strained impossibly against the largest tits he'd ever seen in person—J-cups at least, the deep valley of her cleavage drawing his eyes like a magnet. To her right, Holly's cascade of copper-red hair matched her emerald green velvet dress, freckles dusting not just her cheeks but the tops of her milky breasts that threatened to spill from the low neckline. And Noelle completed the trio, her raven hair contrasting with pale skin, her black velvet dress trimmed with delicate lace hugging every dangerous curve of her hourglass figure.

"Merry Christmas, Ryan," Kendra purred, her voice honey-thick. The three women shivered dramatically, nipples visibly hardening beneath thin velvet.

Ryan's cock twitched. These women were the stuff of his midnight fantasies—Kendra from across the street, whose gardening in tiny shorts had provided countless orgasms; Holly from two doors down, who sunbathed topless behind a fence just low enough to see from his second-floor window; and Noelle from the cul-de-sac, who'd once bent over to get her mail wearing a dress so short he'd nearly crashed his car.

"Beautiful singing," he managed, gripping his mug tighter. "But I'm good, thanks."

Kendra's gaze slipped past him to the glowing fire. "Please, just five minutes to warm up?" She hugged herself, pushing her massive tits higher. "These outfits are basically lingerie, and it's freezing out here."

Holly's teeth chattered for effect. "Just a quick warm-up? Our husbands are all away on that hunting trip, and we've been caroling all night."

Something in Ryan's nice-guy programming kicked in. It was Christmas Eve, after all. "Sure. Five minutes."

He stepped aside, and they filed past, each brushing against him unnecessarily. The scent of expensive perfume—vanilla, cinnamon, and something darker—filled his nostrils. As he closed the door, Noelle took a step backward, directly into his personal space.

"Oh!" she exclaimed as she "tripped," bumping his arm hard.

The entire mug of hot cocoa splashed across Ryan's chest and down onto his sweatpants. The liquid scalded just enough to make him yelp, the bourbon-spiked chocolate seeping through his clothes.

"Oh my God!" Holly gasped, hands flying to her mouth. "We have to get those off before you burn!"

Before Ryan could protest, they swarmed him. Kendra yanked his reindeer sweater over his head with surprising strength. Holly dropped to her knees, grabbing his waistband and peeling the soaked sweatpants and boxers down in one fluid motion. His already half-hard cock, fueled by bourbon and the sight of these three fantasies come to life, sprang free, bobbing in the firelight.

"Fuck," Noelle whispered, dropping to her knees beside Holly. "We need to check for burns."

Without warning, she leaned forward and dragged her tongue from the base of his shaft to the tip in one long, wet stroke. Ryan's cock jumped, hardening fully in seconds.

"I don't think he's burned," Noelle smirked, her tongue flicking out again to catch a drop of cocoa from his tip. "But we should be thorough."

Kendra and Holly pressed against him from both sides, their massive tits squashing against his bare chest. The cocoa made everything sticky-sweet between them, velvet dresses rubbing against his skin.

"Looks like someone's been naughty and nice all year," Kendra whispered directly into his ear, her hot breath sending electricity down his spine.

Holly giggled, her hand replacing Noelle's on his shaft. "Time to hang your stocking right between my tits."

Ryan's mind short-circuited. "What's happening?" he managed, even as his body responded, cock throbbing in Holly's soft hand.

"Christmas miracle," Kendra purred, pushing him backward. "We've watched you all year, alone in this big house. Tonight, we're your present."

His legs hit the thick rug in front of the fireplace, and the women guided him down until he was lying on his back, cock pointing toward the ceiling. Noelle wasted no time, crawling between his legs and taking him into her mouth. Unlike the tentative blowjobs his ex had given, Noelle swallowed him to the root, her throat contracting around his thickness.

"Fuck!" Ryan gasped as wet heat engulfed him.

"That's the idea," Kendra laughed, hiking up her red dress to reveal she wore nothing but a soaked velvet thong underneath. She straddled his face, hovering just above his lips. "But first, you're going to eat my pussy until I come all over your face."

She lowered herself onto his mouth, grinding her soaked velvet-covered cunt against his lips. The thin fabric was already drenched, her musky scent mixing with cocoa and perfume. Ryan's tongue darted out instinctively, lapping at the fabric barrier.

"That's it," Kendra moaned, reaching down to pull the thong aside. "Taste how wet you make me, walking around this neighborhood with that ass in those running shorts."

Her bare pussy pressed against his mouth, dripping and swollen. Ryan licked frantically, overwhelmed by the sudden fulfillment of his long-standing fantasy. His tongue found her clit, circling the hard bud as she ground down harder.

Meanwhile, Holly had joined Noelle between his legs, both women taking turns on his shaft. When Noelle deep-throated him, Holly sucked one of his balls into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive skin. Then they'd switch, Holly bobbing on his cock while Noelle licked and sucked his testicles.

"Look at his cock," Holly said, popping off with a wet sound. "It's fucking huge. No wonder he walks around with that bulge."

"I've fingered myself thinking about this cock for months," Noelle admitted, jacking him with one hand while Holly sucked him again.

Kendra grinded harder on his face, her clit swelling against his tongue. "Stop talking and suck him. I want to see him cum down your throat."

Ryan could barely process what was happening. Three of the hottest women in the neighborhood—all married, all forbidden—were using his body like their personal sex toy. His hips bucked upward involuntarily as Holly and Noelle created a seal with their mouths, one on his shaft, one on his balls, the suction driving him wild.

Kendra rotated her hips, painting his face with her juices. "That's it, lick deeper. Get your tongue inside me."

He complied, pushing his tongue as deep as he could into her hole while she rubbed her clit against his nose. The firelight flickered across their bodies, casting dancing shadows as all four moved in rhythm.

"I'm gonna cum," Kendra announced suddenly, her thighs clamping around his head. "Fuck, your tongue is magic. Eat my fucking pussy!"

She exploded on his face, gushing liquid that ran down his cheeks and into his ears. Ryan lapped hungrily, drinking her release as she shuddered above him.

Below, Noelle had taken full control of his cock, deep-throating him with practiced skill while Holly kneaded his balls and licked the base. The double sensation had his orgasm building rapidly.

"He's close," Holly observed, feeling his testicles tighten. "His balls are pulling up."

Noelle moaned around his shaft, the vibrations pushing him toward the edge. "Give me that fat load," she mumbled around his thickness. "Down my fucking throat."

That was all it took. Ryan's first orgasm in nearly a year that wasn't self-induced ripped through him like a freight train. His back arched off the carpet as he exploded down Noelle's throat, load after load of thick cum shooting directly into her stomach. She swallowed rhythmically, milking every drop without spilling a single one.

But they weren't done with him. To his shock, his cock stayed hard, the overwhelming stimulation and year-long drought keeping him ready. Noelle finally released him with a pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock head.

"My turn," Kendra said, climbing off his face and moving down his body.

Holly moved up to straddle his face, her freckled thighs bracketing his head as she lowered her pussy to his mouth. Unlike Kendra, she'd already removed her panties completely, her ginger-furred cunt dripping directly onto his tongue.

"Eat mama's pussy while she watches her friends milk your cock," Holly commanded, grinding down.

Below, Kendra and Noelle had pressed their massive tits together, creating a channel for his still-hard cock. They rubbed their breasts up and down his shaft, four tits massaging him from all sides as they kissed each other sloppily above his cockhead.

"Look at all this pre-cum," Kendra marveled, breaking the kiss to lick a bead from his tip. "He's going to shoot again already."

"Feed me his cum," Noelle begged, returning to the kiss.

Ryan felt his second orgasm building impossibly fast. Holly rode his face roughly, her pussy juice mixing with the remnants of Kendra's on his chin and cheeks. His tongue flicked rapidly at her clit, making her squeal and press down harder.

"That's it, right there," Holly panted. "Don't stop, don't fucking stop!"

The sight of Kendra and Noelle making out over his cock while their tits massaged him, combined with Holly's pussy grinding against his mouth, was too much. His balls tightened again, and with a muffled shout into Holly's cunt, he erupted.

Thick ropes of cum shot between Kendra's and Noelle's pressed lips, painting both their mouths white. They kissed through his orgasm, sharing his load between them as it continued to pulse between their tits. His cum bridged their lips, dripped down their chins, and pooled in the deep valleys of their cleavage.

"Fuck yes," Holly moaned above him, watching her friends covered in Ryan's seed. The sight pushed her over the edge, and she came on his tongue, grinding her clit against his lips
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