
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Bbc-n-Christmas

        

        
        
          BBC-N-EVERYTHING

        

        
        
          Hunter Briggs

        

        
          Published by Hunter Briggs, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BBC-N-CHRISTMAS

    

    
      First edition. November 16, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Hunter Briggs.

    

    
    
      Written by Hunter Briggs.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Tinsel and Throes
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The heavy oak door of The Velvet Stocking swung open with a groan, releasing a wave of warm, spiced air thick with the scent of cinnamon, pine, and something far more primal. Red and gold tinsel draped from the ceiling, catching the dim glow of flickering candlelight, while mistletoe hung in strategic clusters—though no one here needed an excuse to kiss. The club’s usual velvet drapes had been replaced with garlands, and the bar gleamed with rows of crystal glasses filled with deep amber eggnog, the surface dusted with nutmeg that did little to mask the sharp bite of bourbon beneath. A jazz rendition of Santa Baby pulsed through hidden speakers, the bassline thrumming in time with the restless energy of the crowd.

The dress code had been strict tonight: red lingerie for the women, green thongs for the men. And no one had disappointed.

Lena adjusted the straps of her crimson babydoll, the lace clinging to her full breasts, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs. The silk was so thin she could feel the cool air teasing her already damp folds, the anticipation of the night making her ache. She wasn’t the only one. Everywhere she looked, white skin flushed pink against deep ebony, fingers brushing, lips parting, breaths quickening. The men—tall, broad, their muscles defined even in the dim light—moved with the easy confidence of predators who knew they’d be fed. Their green thongs did little to contain the heavy weight between their legs, the fabric stretched taut over thick, veined lengths that twitched with every shift of their hips.

A hand slid around Lena’s waist, pulling her back against a solid chest. She didn’t need to turn to know who it was. Malik’s breath was hot against her ear, his voice a low rumble. “You been saving that pussy for me, baby?” His fingers dug into her hip, possessive, his thumb tracing the lace edge of her panties before slipping beneath. She gasped as he found her already slick, her inner thighs sticky with need. “Or you already wet for every dick in this room?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to.

Across the room, Jessica had already abandoned her inhibitions. She was sprawled across one of the deep velvet couches, her red teddy pushed up to expose her breasts, her legs spread wide. Three men—Darius, Tyrell, and Jamar—stood around her like sentinels, their green thongs discarded in a heap on the floor. Darius knelt between her thighs, his tongue flat and wide as he dragged it through her soaked folds, lapping at her like a man starved. Jessica’s back arched, her fingers tangling in his short curls, pulling him closer as her hips jerked against his mouth. “Fuck—yes, just like that—” Her voice was breathy, broken, her other hand groping blindly for Tyrell’s cock. He fed it to her without hesitation, the thick head pressing past her glossed lips, stretching them obscenely as she hollowed her cheeks. Jamar stood behind her, his hands kneading her ass, his thumbs spreading her cheeks apart as he watched Darius eat her out.

The wet, sloppy sounds of Jessica’s mouth around Tyrell’s dick filled the air, mingling with the slick noises of Darius’s tongue working her pussy. Every now and then, Tyrell would groan, his hips twitching forward, feeding her more of his length. “That’s it, take it,” he growled, his voice rough. “Show me how bad you want this black cock.”

Jessica moaned around him, her throat fluttering, her free hand clawing at the couch cushions. Darius didn’t let up, his tongue stiffening as he fucked her with it, his nose buried against her clit. She was dripping, her juices coating his chin, her thighs trembling. When he pulled back just enough to speak, his breath was hot against her swollen lips. “You taste like sin, girl.” Then his mouth was on her again, his tongue spearing inside her as Tyrell fucked her throat in slow, deep strokes.

Jamar couldn’t wait any longer. He spat into his palm, slicking his cock before pressing the fat head against Jessica’s puckered hole. She stiffened for only a second before relaxing, her body already primed, her mind lost to the pleasure. “Uhn—fuck—” The word was muffled around Tyrell’s dick, but the way her ass pushed back against Jamar’s touch said everything. He didn’t tease. He didn’t ask. He just pressed forward, his cockhead breaching her tight ring, stretching her open inch by inch. Jessica whimpered, her body trembling as she took him, her pussy clenching around Darius’s tongue, her throat tightening around Tyrell.

“Damn,” Darius muttered against her pussy, his voice vibrating through her. “You like that, don’t you? Getting your ass stretched while you suck cock like a good little slut.”

Jessica couldn’t answer. Not with Tyrell’s dick hitting the back of her throat, not with Jamar’s thick length buried to the hilt in her ass, his balls pressing against her. She could only moan, the sound broken and needy, her body caught between them, used by them. Darius lapped at her pussy like a man possessed, his tongue flicking her clit in tight, relentless circles as Jamar began to move, his thrusts shallow at first, testing her, before he pulled back and slammed home, making her cry out around Tyrell’s cock.

The couch creaked under the force of it, the sound lost beneath the wet slap of skin on skin, the obscene squelch of Jessica’s pussy, the gagging noises she made as Tyrell fucked her face. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her nipples hard as diamonds, her skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. Jamar’s hands were bruising on her hips, his fingers digging in as he pounded into her, his cock swelling inside her ass. “Fuck, you take this dick so good,” he groaned, his voice rough. “Look at you, stuffed full, choking on cock like it’s your last meal.”

Darius pulled back just enough to watch, his chin shiny with her juices. “She’s close,” he said, his voice a dark chuckle. “I can feel her pussy fluttering. She’s gonna cum with both holes full.”

Tyrell groaned, his hips stuttering as Jessica’s throat convulsed around him. “Do it,” he demanded. “Cum for us, baby. Let us feel that tight pussy milk my tongue.”

Jamar didn’t let up. He fucked her harder, his balls slapping against her with every thrust, his cock pistoning in and out of her ass with wet, obscene sounds. “Cum, Jessica,” he ordered, his voice a growl. “Cum on his face while I fuck this ass raw.”

She shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her, her body locking up, her pussy gushing over Darius’s face as her ass clenched around Jamar’s cock. Tyrell cursed, his own release barreling down on him as Jessica’s throat massaged him, her lips sealed tight around the base of his shaft. “Fuck—fuck—” His cum hit the back of her throat in thick, hot spurts, filling her as she swallowed around him, her eyes watering, her mascara smudging. Jamar wasn’t far behind, his cock pulsing deep inside her ass, his cum flooding her, dripping down her thighs as he groaned, his body shuddering with the force of it.

Darius lapped up every drop she gave him, his tongue working her through the aftershocks, prolonging her pleasure until she was a trembling, boneless mess between them.

On the other side of the room, the energy was just as frenzied. Amber had found herself pressed against the wall, her red corset unlaced, her tits spilling free as Marcus fucked her from behind, his green thong long since discarded. His cock was a monster, thick and veined, the head a deep, angry purple as it pistoned in and out of her drenched pussy. Every thrust made her breasts swing, her nipples dragging against the rough texture of the wallpaper. “You like that, don’t you?” Marcus growled, his hand tangled in her blonde hair, yanking her head back so he could watch her face in the gilt-framed mirror across the room. “Like taking this black cock like the dirty little slut you are.”

Amber could only whimper, her fingers clawing at the wall, her body held up by his grip alone. His other hand was wrapped around her throat, not tight enough to cut off her air, but enough to make her feel it, to make her know who was in control. “Answer me,” he demanded, his voice a dark rumble as he slammed into her, his balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. “You love this, don’t you? Love being fucked like a cheap whore at a Christmas party.”

“Yes—!” The word tore from her, her voice raw. “Yes, I love it—I love your cock—”

Marcus groaned, his grip on her hair tightening as he fucked her harder, his hips snapping against her ass, the sound wet and obscene. “That’s right,” he grunted. “This pussy was made for black dick. Made to be stretched, used, filled up with cum.” His free hand slid down her stomach, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing in tight, relentless circles. “You gonna cum for me, Amber? Gonna cum all over this cock like a good girl?”

She was already there. Her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him, her juices dripping down her thighs. “Marcus—I’m—!”

“I know,” he snarled, his own release building. “Take it. Take every fucking drop.”

He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her, his cum flooding her in thick, hot waves. She could feel it, feel the way it filled her, dripped out of her, coated her thighs. He didn’t pull out, not yet. He kept fucking her through it, his cock twitching as he milked out every last drop, his breath hot against her ear. “Mine,” he growled. “This pussy is mine tonight.”

Amber could only nod, her body limp, her mind blank with pleasure.

Near the bar, the scene was no less intense. Two women—Sarah and Megan—had claimed one of the black men, a towering figure named Andre whose green thong had been peeled off him the second he walked in. He lay sprawled across a chaise, his cock thick and heavy against his stomach, his muscles glistening with sweat. Sarah straddled his face, her red thong tossed aside, her pussy dripping onto his waiting tongue. She rode him shamelessly, her hands braced against the wall behind him, her tits bouncing with every roll of her hips. “Oh fuck—yes—just like that—” Her voice was high, breathless, her thighs trembling as Andre’s tongue worked her clit, his fingers stretching her pussy, crooking inside her to hit that spot that made her see stars.

Megan wasn’t idle. She knelt between his legs, her lips wrapped around the fat head of his cock, her tongue swirling around the ridge before she took him deep, her throat bulging as she swallowed around him. “Mmmf—” The sound was muffled, her nose pressed against the coarse hair at the base of his shaft. Her hands gripped his thighs, her nails digging in as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with every pass. Andre’s hands were everywhere—one gripping Sarah’s hip, guiding her movements, the other tangled in Megan’s hair, controlling the pace of her blows.

“That’s it,” he groaned, his voice rough. “Suck that dick, baby. Take it all the way down.”

Megan obeyed, her throat opening for him, her lips sealing around the base as she swallowed, her gag reflex long since overcome. Sarah cried out, her body locking up as her orgasm hit, her pussy flooding Andre’s face. He lapped at her greedily, his tongue flicking her clit as she rode out the waves, her juices coating his chin.

When Sarah finally collapsed beside him, her body spent, Andre’s attention turned fully to Megan. His cock was slick with her saliva, the head dark with blood, throbbing. “You want this, don’t you?” he asked, his voice a dark purr as he guided her up his body, positioning her over his cock. “Want to feel me stretch this tight pussy?”

Megan didn’t hesitate. She sank down onto him, her breath hissing out between her teeth as his cockhead breached her, stretching her wide. “Fuck—” The word was a whimper, her nails digging into his chest as she took him inch by inch, her pussy clenching around his thickness. “You’re so big—”

“And you’re gonna take every inch,” Andre growled, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her down until she was flush against him, his cock buried to the hilt inside her. “Now ride me, baby. Show me what this pussy can do.”

Megan didn’t need to be told twice. She rolled her hips, her tits bouncing as she worked herself on his cock, her clit grinding against his pelvis with every movement. The sounds filling the room were obscene—the wet slap of skin on skin, the squelch of her pussy taking him, the breathy moans spilling from her lips. “Oh god—yes—just like that—”

Andre’s hands were rough on her, guiding her, controlling her pace. “That’s it,” he grunted. “Fuck me like you mean it. Take this dick like you were born for it.”

She was close. She could feel it building, her body coiling tight, her pussy fluttering around him. “Andre—I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” he ordered, his voice a growl. “Cum on this cock, baby. Let me feel you.”

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body locking up, her pussy milking his cock as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Andre wasn’t far behind. With a groan, he flipped her onto her back, her legs draped over his shoulders as he drove into her, his cock swelling, his release barreling down on him. “Fuck—” His cum flooded her, thick and hot, filling her as she writhed beneath him, her nails raking down his back.

When he finally pulled out, his cum dripped from her, coating her thighs, her ass, her pussy swollen and well-used. He collapsed beside her, his chest heaving, his cock still twitching, a bead of cum leaking from the tip.

The room was a symphony of pleasure—moans, groans, the wet sounds of flesh on flesh, the scent of sex and sweat thick in the air. Bodies moved together in a rhythm as old as time, skin slick with effort, with desire. The couches were littered with discarded lingerie, thongs tossed aside like afterthoughts. Cum glistened on thighs, on tits, dripping from used holes, smeared across flushed skin. The men—spent but satisfied—collapsed onto the furniture, their cocks still half-hard, twitching with the aftershocks of their releases. The women lay boneless, their bodies marked, their skin sticky with sweat and cum, their breaths slow and steady as they came down from the high.

The music still played, the jazz notes sultry and slow now, the party winding down. The only sounds were the occasional shift of a body, a soft sigh, the drip of cum from a well-fucked hole. The evidence of the night’s debauchery was everywhere—red lace tangled in the legs of a chair, green thongs abandoned on the floor, the scent of sex lingering in the air like a promise.

And outside, the snow continued to fall, silent and pure, as if the world beyond these walls didn’t exist.
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A Promise Under the Christmas Lights
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The living room was bathed in the soft, golden glow of the Christmas tree, its twinkling lights casting dancing shadows across the walls. The scent of pine and cinnamon lingered in the air, mingling with the faint, sweet aroma of the mulled wine they had shared earlier. The fire crackled in the hearth, its warmth wrapping around them like a lover’s embrace. The room felt alive, pulsing with anticipation, as if the very air hummed with the weight of what was about to happen.

Ethan stood near the tree, his broad shoulders framed by the flickering lights, his dark skin contrasting against the pale cream of his sweater. His hands, strong and steady, had been restless all evening—brushing against hers when they sat on the couch, lingering a second too long when he passed her another glass of wine. Now, they hovered at his sides, fingers flexing slightly, as if he were bracing himself. His breath came slow and measured, but his chest rose and fell just a little faster than usual, betraying the storm of nerves beneath his calm exterior.

Across from him, Lila stood with her arms wrapped around herself, her fair skin flushed from the heat of the fire and something else—something deeper, something she couldn’t quite name. Her blonde hair, usually so neatly styled, had come loose in soft waves around her shoulders, catching the light like strands of gold. She had changed into a simple emerald-green blouse and a black skirt that hugged her hips, the fabric clinging just enough to tease. Her bare feet peeked out from beneath the hem, toes curling slightly against the plush carpet. She had taken off her heels hours ago, wanting to feel grounded, wanting to feel him—the warmth of his body, the rough texture of his palms, the way his presence seemed to fill every inch of the room.

She had known, of course. Some part of her had known the moment he had insisted on hosting Christmas this year, the way he had carefully decorated the tree with their favorite ornaments—the little silver bell from their first holiday together, the tiny wooden reindeer he had carved for her last year. The way he had cooked her favorite meal, roast duck with cherry glaze, his hands moving with a precision that bordered on reverence. She had seen the way his dark eyes kept flicking to her, as if he were memorizing the curve of her smile, the way her lips parted when she laughed. But knowing and believing were two different things. And now, as he turned to face her fully, his expression unreadable in the dim light, her heart hammered against her ribs so hard she was sure he could hear it.
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