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Join in the holiday spirit with these naughty hotwives and the men who love them.  

Part of the Ultimate Hotwife Christmas series. This multi-author series explores the lives of women who fulfill their dirtiest fantasies with more than just their husband. 

21 filthy holiday stories where the wives get stuffed and find out that holiday gifts can come in a variety of packages.

Find the series at: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifechristmas
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Chapter 1: Paige


The Year Before  

“Do we really need to be here?” I whine as Jack pushes the elevator door button.
“Oh, come on. It can’t be that bad. Plus, we just got here.” he says, putting his hand on the small of my back and leading us into the elevator.
“But this is the fourth year we’ve come, and it’s always boring as fuck.”
“That’s only because you compare your office parties to mine,” Jack grumbles, pushing the 4th-floor button.
“Yeah,” I say, with a satisfying grin on my face.
“Oh, geez,” he says, “Your workplace is one giant HR violation.”
“It’s not a violation if everyone is on board.”
“It’s still strip poker, and people are still getting naked in front of one another.”
Yes, we do play strip poker at our Christmas parties. And yes, clothes are removed, but only to our underwear. I’ve never seen any of my coworkers’ junk or tits. We are a pretty close group. There are seven of us at Vision Estate, The place to go to if you are looking for a house or apartment in Vancouver, whether it’s on the ocean side or by a lake.
“Well, everyone is on board. Trust me.”
Jack shakes his head and places his clasped hands in front of him.
God, he looks so good in a suit. I’ve known Jack for a long time and he can pull off jeans and a t-shirt, but then he puts on his brown, black, or blue suit and he looks just as delectable. I could eat him up with a spoon. My pussy creams as I remember just last night he came home late, all decked out in his usual work suit, and fucked me on the kitchen counter. I held onto his tie as he spread my legs and pounded into me, keeping his suit on the entire time.
The elevator stops with a ding and the doors open. And on the other side of the door is Jack’s workmate, Mason. Handsome, blonde, with blue eyes and a body that molds to his tanned suit.
He and Jack have been working together for the last 12 years. He knew my husband before I did. And ever since I met him, I’ve had to keep my libido in check. Don’t get me wrong, I love my husband more than anything else in the world. He is my rock and safe place and the love of my life. But I can’t help but quiver any time I am around Mason.
I press my thighs together and hope that Jack doesn’t notice.
I may have had a fantasy or two about Mason in the last couple of years. Only occasionally, and only when I want a little more of a kick while playing with myself. The forbidden aspect of fucking someone other than my husband was the added fuel to the file that I needed.
In fact, it only became more frequent when Jack and I talked about sharing fantasies. Mostly where I would fuck some other guy and tell him about it. Or he’d watch. It was a very hot conversation that usually led to us screwing on our bed while I told him about what it would be like to have sex with someone else. I would describe someone else’s cock fucking me and things like that.
It was amazing.
My fantasies with Mason usually consist of Jack sitting on a chair and watching him rail me. It starts in my bedroom; the lights are dim, and Jack is in his sexy suit and sitting on a chair on the other side of the room. There is a knock and Mason enters. Jack gives him a nod and he takes off his suit and crawls into bed with me. Settling between my legs and pushing his thick cock into me. He fucks me hard and calls me so many dirty things, like calling me a bad girl and a  dirty slut.
In reality, it’s just my dildo that I’m fucking into my pussy until I scream. It’s fine, it’s just not the real thing.
Jack and I have only ever been with each other, so our sexual experience is very limited and only consists of what he and I have done since college. Despite my slutty pussy, I was a late bloomer. Jack was two years older than me when I met him in college. We hooked up and then he took my v-card while I took his.
It was our first day. We met on campus. I was the newbie 19-year-old who had taken a year off to “find myself” and then got into college. I was getting into real estate, and he was getting his law degree.
I took a year-long trip, thinking that this was my time to bloom. See places, learn and maybe find a boyfriend or girlfriend or at least someone to spend the night with. But with being shy and insecure, I didn’t find anyone I connected with — at least not enough to take my virginity. I wanted sex, but I also wanted someone special. Though I did learn about the history of different countries and different architecture.
During my time in Europe and America I found that maybe real estate was for me. It was always in the back of my mind, but after seeing all the different kinds of houses that people liked, and hearing why they loved them, I knew this was the job for me.
I was going to class when I ran into Jack. He was wearing a blue tie, a white button-up, and black slacks. He looked very charismatic and confident. He held himself high and stopped in his tracks when he saw me. I was the blonde, tiny woman who wore sweaters that went down to my knees.
Time abroad didn’t help me with my fashion. Thankfully, my friend, Sarah, who was in my class, was able to help me find clothes that fit me.
And 10 years later, I was all about the power suits and flared dresses. Depending on the day. At work, I typically wore a navy or grey blazer with a white shirt, either buttoned up or short sleeves, and blue slacks or skirt, depending on the time of year.
I take my husband’s hand in the elevator and try to contain myself behind Mason as he steps in to join us.
Man, even his butt looks good.
I pull my eyes up to the little screen that says what floor we are on and will it to go faster before I do something stupid.
Finally, the doors open up, and I exhale a long breath.
“You okay?” My husband asks.
“Uh, yeah. Yeah. I’m fine.” I give him my best real estate smile and we step off the elevator. 




OceanofPDF.com

Chapter 2: Paige


This Year  
I stand in front of my closet, naked, just coming out of the shower. I stare at the racks of clothes, wondering what I will wear to my husband’s office party this year.
Should I go for something professional that his coworkers will like?
Or something super slutty that my husband will be drooling over all night?
I take out a sparkly red dress from my closet. This dress has a low and revealing back, but the front goes all the way to my neck. A very deceiving dress. But I think it’s a little too bright and shiny for an office party, so I toss it onto the floor.
Next, I pull out a greenish-blue body con dress with skinny straps that comes with a black belt.
Little too summer-like, I think.
So I toss that onto the floor as well.
It’s freezing here in Toronto, but we are only going from the house to the car, and then from the car to my husband’s office building. Jake works at a law firm here in the city. And every year they host a stodgy office party where everyone stands around pretending they’re more important than they are and judging me on my age and the quality of my jewelry. My office Christmas party is completely different. We cut loose and the night usually ends with new hookups in the office that everyone pretends didn’t happen the day after. 
I push away the pink dresses, the dresses with the giant skirts, and the ones that are barely a dress and more like dental floss, until I find the perfect dress.
It’s a black little number. Hugs to my body with a t-shirt sleeve and a slight V neck in the front and a deep V in the back. The dress goes to just under my knees, and it has these little red buttons up the front. They don’t do anything, they are just there for decoration.
I toss my dress onto the bed and hunt for something to wear underneath. I pick out a plain black bra and a pair of black silk panties that Jack gave me for Valentine’s Day. As I slip on the silk, I get wet just remembering all the ways I thanked him for my gift. I always get turned on while wearing these. And tonight is no exception.
I hear the water turn off and the ring of the metal bar as Jack pulls off a towel. We decided to shower one after the other since, if we were to do it at the same time, there would be a 99% chance we’d fuck and we’d be late.
Though that doesn’t stop me from thinking that we could just have one quickie before we go.
Jack steps out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist and uses another to dry his hair.
God, my husband is so handsome.
Tall and lean, with muscular arms and a hard stomach. He works out at the gym every morning before work and it shows. He has high cheekbones and the most beautiful brown eyes I’ve ever seen. His dark hair is cut super short at the sides and a touch longer on the top. When he goes to work he usually puts gel in it, which makes him look pretty much like a stereotypical lawyer. A bit preppy, neat, and professional.
Little do they know that at home, or in a car, that their precious lawyer is a dirty man. Maybe not as dirty as I’d like, but still dirty. A man who has finger-fucked me in public, bent me over the kitchen counter, and used my pussy like his own personal toy. One time he used one of those remote control vibrator toys while I was at work.
I dally putting on my bra, wondering when Jake will turn and look at me. Instead, he goes for his socks drawer and looks for some underwear and socks.
I pout and clear my throat, hoping to get his attention.
And I do. He turns around and his eyes go straight to my breasts. Nearly a decade together and I can still turn into a mess of sexual tension.
Jack clears his throat, gripping his boxers as he says, “You know, we’re going to be late. You should get dressed.”
I grin and step slowly towards my husband, who rakes his eyes across my body.
“Will it hurt to be a few minutes late?”
“You think it will only take a few minutes?” he asks, giving me a cocky smile.
“Are you kidding? I’m wearing those panties you gave me for Valentine’s day. I’m ready right now.”
Jack looks down and then cups my aching pussy through my panties.
“What about me?” he asks.
“What about you?” I retort and giggle.
“Very funny,” he scoffs and curls his fingers over the silk, causing me to gasp as pleasure zings through my body.
“Oh, I don’t think it will take long.”
I cup his erection over the towel as some of it peeks through the cotton.
“But if I get you dirty, we’ll have to take a shower again. And we definitely don’t have time for that,” Jack says, still curling his fingers over my pussy.
“Or we can just do more of what we are doing now and all we will have to do is wash our hands.”
I cock my head to the side and I feel Jack having a battle in his head. Yes, he wants to make me come. But he also doesn’t like being late for anything.
Seeming to reach a verdict, and takes his hand away and says, “Take off your panties then, right now.”
I take my own hand away and peel my panties down my legs as Jack gets rid of his towel.
“So, what are we going to do, husband?” I ask, standing upright, all excited and turned on.
“I’m going to finger fuck you while you jack my cock. Last one to finish has to explain why we’re late,” he winks and shoves two fingers deep into my cunt.
“Oh, my God,” I moan and wrap my hand around Jack’s shaft.
Jack groans and leans in to kiss me as his fingers work magic in my pussy.
He adds a third finger into me and I swear I see stars. My pussy is leaking down my leg and onto the towel that Jack has happened to put under me.
Always thinking ahead. Always prepared.
I gather drops of pre-cum that leak from his cock as I continue to slide my hand up and down his shaft.
“You close?” I ask, already feeling so close already.
Jack nods, unable to speak. Then he groans as I squeeze his balls with my other hand.
Jack’s finger rubs my g-spot as the palm of his hand rubs over my clit. We are both panting, and our movements have become irregular and desperate. We both want to come so badly, we can feel the pleasure coiling within us.
“God, I’m so close,” Jack groans.
“Me too, baby.” I moan and close my eyes.
“No. Look at me,” Jack commands and my eyes shoot open. “Look at me while you come. I want to see those eyes glaze with pleasure.”
I nod.
“God, I love it when your pussy squeezes my fingers like that. Like a fucking vise.”
“I love the way you feel in my hand, Jack. All smooth, hard, and hot. I love it when you fuck my mouth with your big cock.”
“Me too, baby. Next time maybe. If you are a good girl tonight,” he says and I moan.
I love it when he calls me a good girl. I also love it when he calls me a bad girl. Honestly, he can call me whatever he wants and I’ll probably like it.
Though there are some things that I wish he would call me. Slut, dirty girl, and good girl are pretty much it. I’ve been reading those books where the hero calls the heroine a whore and a cocksleeve and things like that, and that sounds amazing. But my Jack thinks it’s too much and I don’t want to make him uncomfortable, so I just let it go. I don’t mind those other things, though. Like I said, he could call me anything, and I’d love it just the same.
Jack spins us around so my back is against his drawers. They slam shut as our movements get more frantic and we have a hard time standing up.
“You close, baby?” Jack asks as he pumps his fingers in and out of me desperately. The wet sounds coming from my pussy are erotic as fuck, and it only spurs me on.
“Oh, God, yes. I’m so close.”
Jack’s cock starts to twitch in my hand, and I know he is close as well.
The pleasure comes like a screaming freight train, and soon we come all over each other’s hands.
“Oh, my God!” I scream and cling to my husband as white-hot pleasure overtakes me.
I feel his cum shoot all over my hand as he groans into my ear.
“Oh, fuck, baby. That feels so fucking good. I fucking love your hand on my cock.”
Our orgasm rocks us, then as we start to come down we part, panting.
“I forgot that you make a bigger mess than I do,” I say while licking up my husband’s cum from my hands.
“Oh, you think?” he says and kneels down and runs his tongue over my leg. Following my arousal that has dripped down.
I moan as he trails his tongue over my leg and up to my pussy where he licks me unit I’m coming again.
“Oh, my God,” I moan.
Jack stands and kisses me.
“Get ready, my little slut. We have a party to get to.”
He swats my ass and I pick up my panties, slipping them on, and get dressed. 
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Chapter 3: Jack


We head from the car to my office building with a quick dash. The wind was strong and my wife’s clothes were not ready for it. She looks fucking hot, though.  
That hand job/finger fuck session of ours was both unexpected and, when I think about my life, totally expected. Paige always gets randy whenever she wears those particular panties.
As we come out of the elevator and into the main part of the building where the party is being held, I spot Mason, and he comes over.
“You’re late,” Mason says, clapping me on the shoulder.
“Yeah…” I try to think of an excuse since it’s my job to think of one. I come up blank, so I just say, “Sorry,” and I look at Paige, who rolls her eyes.
“Paige,” Mason says, “Good to see you.”
“Good to see you too,” she replies, and as he leaves, she tucks into my side.
Paige thinks I don’t know about her fantasies about Mason. But I know them all too well. Even though we’ve talked about her fucking other guys, she never mentioned Mason specifically, but I know that’s who she’d pick, given the chance. And at first I thought I would be jealous. Then I started to think about it. It consumed every moment of every day.
Watching Mason fuck my wife.
I thought about sitting on the couch and watching as Mason pushes Paige down to her knees and she sucks his cock. There had been many days at work where I had to leave to go to the bathroom to… take care of business.
For a while I was imagining standing at our bedroom door, watching Mason’s cock slip between my wife’s folds as he fucked her. My wife has always been a riot in bed. Always eager to try something new in the bedroom. Unfortunately, sometimes I fall short, whether it comes to how rough I can be or what I can call her. I don’t mind holding her wrist as I plow into her, but I draw the line as smacking her tits, which is something she said she wanted to do, but I freak out every time and back off. Her little pout is cute, but I kind of feel bad. She never pushes me to do something I don’t want to do, though, which gives me relief. At the same time, she is also never scared to tell me what she wants. And we talk and see what I can do.
One of those talks led us into the conversation about Paige fucking other guys. Not as a threesome, just her. I would want to be there for some of them, but maybe sometimes she could do it on her own and then tell me the tale.
Paige seemed excited. But, then again, any chance for Paige to get laid is something she is always excited for. She is a sexy little vixen with a hunger that is not easy to quell. Perhaps it’s time we get some reinforcements. Starting with a man that I trust. Mason.
Paige talks to some of my coworkers as I stand there and casually listen. My eyes, on the other hand, hunt for Mason. He was in the elevator with us last year. That was the first time I had ever seen my Paige lust after another man. It was jarring at first, but then the more I thought about it, the more turned on I got.
I know in my heart and soul that Paige and I are it. We can bring as many other people into our bedroom as possible, but at the end of the day it will be us.
Paige laughs, bringing me back into the present. I watch her pretty blue eyes brighten as she talks about her job. She works in real estate and she loves it. She loves finding people their dream homes. From the newlywed couple to the family of four looking for a bigger house for their kids to play in.
And she’s good at the job. You can feel the passion as she is describing the house and how it can work for the people she’s showing. Not to mention that she is a sight to look at and has a voice that would have you eat gravel if she wished you to. So alluring.
The innocent look on her face is precious. She has no idea what is going to happen soon. I kiss her shoulder, and she leans over to kiss my cheek. She thinks that we are going to spend a couple of hours at the party, then leave.
Little does she know that I have a surprise for her upstairs.
We talk to random people for a while more, then I whisper in her ear that I want to see her upstairs in my office, and she lights up.
“Ooh, what’s in your office?” she says.
“You’ll see.” I wink and take my wife’s hand. I lead her to the elevator and we go up to my office. While in the elevator, I give Mason a quick text to come upstairs.
Once I shut the door behind us, I turn and look at my beautiful wife in her sexy dress and high heels. I take a step towards her and wrap her up in my arms, giving her a passionate kiss.
“Fuck, you’re pretty,” I moan against her lips.
My hands slide down to her ass, and my cock hardens as I grin against her stomach. My lips kiss across her jaw, then down her neck to her collarbone. Paige moans and I nip at the top of her breasts that peek above her dress.
“Take off your clothes,” I demand as I pull back, panting.
Paige grins and unzips her dress, and I watch it fall and pool itself on the floor. She goes for her bra, and I lift my hand.
“Wait,” I say. “Just keep those on for now. Your heels, too.”
Paige bites her lip and I pull her into me again, taking her lip from between her teeth and kissing it.
“No boring office party this time,” I say and give her ass a little swat.
I know that Paige has had this fantasy about fucking in my office for some time. And now that Mason is on his way, I would be giving her two fantasies as one.
“Get that chair. Put it in the center of the room,” I say and point to my office chair.
She brings the chair to the center of the room, and I push her down onto it.
Paige already knows what to do. She spreads her legs and moves her panties to the side. I kneel before her and start licking her pussy. She’s sweet like nectar, and I can’t wait for Mason to have a taste.
At first glance, it seems wrong to have someone lust after your wife. But Mason is not only my workmate, but my best friend. He’s been with me since I started here, and we’ve been at each other’s side since. He was the best man at my wedding, even.
I’ve surprised myself with how fine I am with this. In fact, I’m excited. I’m so fucking hard at the thought of Mason fucking Paige. I think I might burst out of my suit.
Paige’s moans bring me back to the moment, with her pussy rubbing against my face and her hands in my hair. I suck on her clit, making Paige cry out in passion, and I even scoop up some of her juices and slide them to her back hole. This little hole has had a few fuckings and I hope to add a couple more before the end of the year.
I push my finger inside and feel her thighs shake around my head.
“You going to come?” I moan against her pussy.
“Yes, Jack,” she moans, and I reach up and play with her nipples. One pinch has her flooding my face with her arousal. I lap up every drop while finger fucking her back hole until she’s a puddle on the chair.
I stand up and take my wife’s long blonde hair in my fist and force her head up to look at me. I cup her jaw with my other hand and run my thumbs over her lips.
“I love you, Paige,” I say, and her eyes go from eyes of lust to eyes of love.
“I love you too, Jack.”
I let go of her hair and don’t bother cleaning her up, since she’s going to get all dirty again, and head to the couch with my drink.
That is when I hear a knock on the door and I tell Mason to come in. Paige has a shocked look on her face, but I tell her to stay still. Reassuring her that this is no mistake. That I did this on purpose. And that this is all for her.
Let act two begin.
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Chapter 4: Jack


When I proposed this little endeavor, Mason thought I was just trying to get him to admit that he had the hots for my wife. Thought I’d be pissed. But I know my friend. And maybe it’s strange for me to be okay with someone wanting to fuck my wife. But I have to admit, the thought turns me on. I know Mason has watched my wife’s legs pass his office, and the way her ass sway in those heels. I told him the plan, and he agreed. Despite the fact that, at first, he thought I was crazy.  
But I know I surprised him by offering him the chance to fuck my wife in my office in front of me. Because I have to watch this. I want to see Mason plow into Paige. Watch him take her deep and rough.
The advantage of knowing Mason for as long as I have is that I know almost too much about him. One thing about him is that he fucks hard. Harder than I can anyway. And Paige has been wanting me to call her these dirty words that I can’t get past my lips. I can call her a slut and a dirty girl, but that is as far as I’m capable of going. That is mostly the reason for this little get-together. I want Paige to get what she wants, and I trust Mason to give it to her.
We have talked before about Paige having sex outside of our marriage, but so far they’ve just been fantasies that Paige tells me about while I fuck her. Powerful stuff. But not the real thing.
When Mason enters, I watch his face as he sees me casually sitting on the sofa in my office, with Paige sitting in my desk chair in the middle of the room. She tries covering herself up, but I get up and swat at her hands and she places them in her lap.
“What’s this?” Paige whispers with a slight smile on her face. Oh, she knows exactly what this is.
“Trust me, babe,” I reply, and she nods.
I spin the chair around so Paige is facing Mason. My cock twitches as he looks at her red lips, and I would bet he’d want to have her suck his cock. He looks at me while I casually sip my whiskey cocktail and I grin at him. He looks down and sees that Paige is already out of her dress and sporting a pair of black panties and a black bra.
“Well, what are you waiting for?” I say. “She’s already so wet and ready for some cock.”
Paige blushes, and I place my hand on her jaw from the back of the chair and force her to look up at me. The look in her eyes is full of lust and desire. She spreads her legs and licks her lips.
“See? If you’re still up to it. So is she. Right, Paige?”
“Yes, Jack. Please, Mason,” she says, and I let go of her jaw and sit back down. “Will you please fuck me?”
Mason lifts an eyebrow and smirks.
“Of course I will,” he says in his rough, sexy voice. “Take it out, Paige,” he commands and Paige bites her lip in anticipation.
Her slender finger starts working at his belt and I can feel the pre-cum wetting my pants.
Once she has his dick out, she sticks out her little tongue and swipes at the beads of pre-cum coating the tip. I groan, and Mason turns the chair to the side so I can see.
He pushes his hips forward, slipping the tip into Paige’s mouth. She moans around his cock as he pumps in and out of her mouth. Going deeper and deeper until he hits the back of her throat. She gags but seems to be in the spirit of things because she takes her hand and cups his balls and she sucks him down.
“Fuck,” he groans, placing both hands on the top of the chair.
His hips move back and forth into Paige’s mouth, and once I can’t take it anymore, I take out my cock and start stroking it.
I know from experience that Paige’s mouth is majestic. Warm and soft, and I see a trail of red from her lipstick on his cock. He takes one hand and pushes it through her long hair, grabs a handful, and fucks her mouth. She gags on his cock and I’m seconds from coming, so I slow my movements.
I see Paige’s hand slip between her legs and rub her pussy.
“You ready to swallow me, Paige?” he asks.
She moans and the vibrations of her voice must push him over the edge because right after he spills into her mouth and I watch her throat as she swallows him down.
He pulls back, his cock soaked by Paige’s mouth. I run my hand through my hair, panting and hard as steel. Paige pants in the chair and moans as she continues to touch herself. Mason leans down, placing both hands on the armrests of the chair, and says, “You want me to fuck you in front of your husband now, Paige?”
Paige nods, and I get excited all over again.
He lifts Paige up, turns her around, and bends her over so her hands are on the chair and her ass is up in the air. He gives her ass a little spank, then peels her panties down her legs, exposing her soaking pussy. Her arousal coats her pink folds, making them shiny and delectable.
He leans in and runs his tongue along her slit, making Paige moan. She spread her legs wider, and he uses her thumb to rub her clit while he licks her pussy.
“Fuck,” Paige moans and wiggles against his face.
Mason sticks his tongue down deep into her channel and I squeeze the base of my cock to keep myself from coming.
Fuck, he’s good.
“Fuck, baby. You’re as sweet as honey,” he groans against her.
“Told you,” I say, still seated on the sofa, lazily stroking my cock.
Mason grins and gives Paige’s pussy a little swat. She jumps and gasps, then moans.
“You going to come on my face, Paige?” he growls, sliding his tongue in and out of her tight heat.
“Oh, my God. Yes!” she groans and comes, her arousal pouring all over his face. He licks up every last drop of her sweetness until she’s all wrung out.
“How did you know?” he asks me, while pulling away, still rubbing Paige’s pussy.
“How did I know you wanted to fuck my wife? Or that Paige wanted to fuck you?” I say.
“Both.” He pushes his thumb into Paige’s pussy while we have this casual conversation.
“The way you stared at her ass. And I noticed that your dick got hard every time I mentioned her. Kind of a dead giveaway with that.” I waggle my eyebrows and Mason scoffs.
“And to think I was hiding it so well,” he mutters to himself.
“Don’t beat yourself up over it. You did better than Paige.”
“Oh?” He removes his thumb and replaces it with two fingers, deep into her sopping cunt.
“What did Paige here do?” he asks.
“Well, I came home early one day. I was going to surprise Paige. I had roses and some wine. I was very happy with myself and the team and thought I’d celebrate.”
I see Paige biting her lip and the look in her eyes tells me she knows this day, but maybe didn’t know that I caught her.
“Anyway, I went up to our bedroom and peeked through the door. I stopped as I heard her moans. I saw her spread out on the bed. A dark purple dildo deep in her cunt and her hand on her tit, pinching her nipples.”
“Like this?” he asks and reaches over to pinch Paige’s nipple.
She moans, and I say, “Yes, just like that.”
“She was moaning and groaning and I heard her say my name. Then I heard her say yours, and I knew.”
Paige gasps and turns her head to look at her husband.
“You heard me?” she says.
“Yes, darling. But I didn’t want you to feel guilty, so I let it go. I didn’t think it was a big deal, anyway. I’ve seen what he looks like. Anyway, I saw Mason’s reaction, and everything kind of felt right. So that brings us to here. Where Mason is going to fuck the ever-loving hell out of you and I am going to sit here and watch you take his cock. Do you think you can handle it, wife?” I tease.
Being the headstrong woman that Paige is, she takes my comment and runs with it. Turning her head to look at me, she says with a grin, “You heard the man, fuck me, Mason, pound me with that big, fat cock of yours.”
He takes a condom from his wallet and places it on as fast as he can. Then, placing his hands on Paige’s hips, he slams into her. Pushing his hips forward and I watch her pussy swallow his cock.
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Chapter 5: Paige


This night has been very unexpected. I was so embarrassed that I got caught by my husband calling out Mason’s name in bed, but also shocked that he wasn’t mad. It was after we started talking about me having sex with other men, so I started having those fantasies about a real guy.  
Fuck, I love this man.
“Oh, fuck!” Mason groans.
“Oh, yes, Mason!” I cry out.
Mason pounds into me with his big cock. The sounds in the room are erotic and only add to the building of my orgasm.
“Oh, fuck yes. Just like that. Fuck me just like that, Mason. Oh my God!” Mason rocks against my g-spot, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine.
Mason’s cock makes me feel so full. It’s both very long and very thick. Similar to my husband’s, but I think Jack’s is thinner, although not by much. And he also fucks rougher than Jack.
I look over at my husband, who seems to be enthralled with the scene before him.
“Yes, you dirty fucking girl. Fuck, you’re so wet and tight.” Mason groans.
Jack groans and a drop of pre-cum slides down his shaft, only to be picked up by his hand as he jacks himself off.
Mason wraps his arm around my front, holding me against him, as he thrusts his hips up, hitting my g-spot and making me cream around him.
Sweat coats our skin as another orgasm comes rushing in. I come with a scream, my pussy clamping around his cock, and he pours himself into the condom.
We take a few minutes to breathe before Mason places me on the desk and spreads my legs. Then he takes his cock in his hand and pushes it into me again with a fresh condom.
“Ah!” I cry out and grab hold of the desk as he starts to pound me again. He has both of his hands on my thighs. Keeping me open and exposed.
I look down and see his cock covered in my arousal. Then I look over at my husband. His eyes are dark with lust, and his cock is shiny and hard. His fist wrapped around the shaft.
“Tell me how it feels, Paige,” Jack demands.
Ooh, demands! Jack has never been one to be controlling. It’s mostly me who is in charge, kind of, but I like this part of him.
I nod as Mason continues to fuck me.
“His cock feels so good. It’s long and thick and he’s hitting my g-spot,” I moan and look at a smiling Mason, who seems to enjoy the compliments.
“Mason loves it, don’t you, Mason? Do you love how my wife’s pussy feels?” Jack asks.
Mason grunts and thrusts roughly into my pussy.
“Mason. Will you talk to my wife? Say all those dirty things you’re thinking of?” Jack asks his friend.
Mason leans in and bites my neck as his hips frantically pump into me. I lean all the way down and lie on the desk and watch Mason’s face as he fucks me. His eyes are wild with lust and beads of sweat drip off his muscular chest.
“If you insist, Jack,” Mason smirks and slaps my breast, causing a zing of pleasure to hit my pussy.
“Rub your pussy, Paige,” Jack says. I look at him and he frantically jacks his cock. He’s so fucking turned on, and just that sight alone has me in a mini orgasm.
My hand reaches down and I play with my clit.
“Ah, that’s it. Rub that pussy,” Mason says. “You gonna come all over me, Paige? Like the little cock whore you are. You’re so hungry for it, aren’t you? You want to be taken and used like a pretty little sex doll?”
Holy shit. I’ve never heard so many hot things in my life. My pussy pulses and I know my orgasm is close. Jack would never talk to me like this. No matter how much I wanted it, he just was too uncomfortable to say it. That’s why we wanted to explore other people so that maybe I could have someone talk to me like this.
I look over at Jack, who nods. He wants to hear what I’ve got to say. He leans on the armrest of the couch as he strokes his cock.
“Yes, I’m a little cock whore. I want you to use my pussy. Please,” I mewl. 
Mason slaps my other breasts and another zing of pleasure shoots through me.
“You’re such a dirty little whore, Paige. Your pussy is nothing but a cocksleeve, isn’t it?”
I nod.
“A tight hole to be used again and again.”
“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I cry out as he pounds into me harder and harder.
I look over at my husband, who is gripping his cock so hard you’d think he was mad at it. But I look at his face and all I see is rapture and lust. The same look he gets when we have sex, but it’s hungrier this time. This forbidden tale we’re weaving has both of us lusting out of our minds and feeling a need that is new but nice. More than nice.
I can feel an orgasm barreling down the tracks, growing more and more, threatening to take me over entirely.
“Such a tight little pussy,” Mason moans. “Fuck, your cunt is gripping me so fucking tight, Paige.”
Mason turns me onto my back and thrusts back into me. His hands on my hips are rough, but it only spurs me on.
“You’re such a cock hungry slut,” he groans and wraps his hand around my throat.
He squeezes just tight enough to feel the danger of his grasp, but not enough that it’s hard to breathe.
My hands grip my husband’s desk and his friend pounds into me.
I moan as my orgasm starts to reach its peak. Mason pinches my nipples, and that is it. I’m coming hard and fast.
“Oh my God, yes! Fuck me harder! Oh, God, you have such a good cock, Mason. Oh, you fuck me so good. Yes! Yes! Yes!” I scream as I come again. 
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Chapter 6: Paige


I watch Mason leave, then turn to Jack with my bottom lip between my teeth.  
“Oh my God,” I smile as I lay flat on the desk.
I hear Jack chuckle as he takes off his suit jacket.
“A little warm, darling?”
“Yeah, a bit.” Jack chucks the jacket across the sofa and lays his arms across the back. He looks so dominant and strong sitting there like that. Like a king.
My pussy flutters at the thought of servicing my king and thanking him for the lovely gift.
“What did you think, Paige?” he asks.
“Hmm, it was amazing.” I get up and get a water bottle from the little cooler beside his desk.
I take a sip and let the refreshing cool liquid slide down my throat. Then I walk to Jack and take a seat on his lap.
A nagging thought creeps into my pleasure-filled mind as I think about what got Mason up here.
“Jack… you’re not mad about my fantasy about Mason, are you?”
Jack kisses the top of my head and runs his fingers through my hair.
“No, baby. I mean… Mason is hot, and it’s just a fantasy. I know you are mine, Paige.” He kisses me on the lips and I return the offer.
“Well, fantasies generally live in the mind. I actually got fucked by Mason,” I remark.
Jack chuckles. “Well, it’s not cheating if everyone knows. So I don’t have any reason to be mad. Trust me, baby. I’m not mad. In fact, I’m turned on as fuck. I mean…” Jack groans and I feel his hard-on underneath me.
Shit. He still hasn’t come.
“You didn’t come.”
“Yeaaah, I got a bit distracted and forgot to finish.”
I quickly drop to my knees between his legs and take his bare cock in my hand. My mouth waters as I bring the tip of his cock to my mouth. My tongue circles the head and I lick up every drop of pre-cum he has to offer.
“Hmm,” I hum, “What’s got you all hard up, darling?” I tease.
“Oh, nothing.” Jack closes his eyes and groans as his head hits the back of the couch. “I just saw my friend fuck my beautiful wife. I saw her come again and again. I married a dirty little slut.”
My pussy clenches at Jack’s dirty words, and I reach between my legs to rub my clit. I moan around his length as I slowly swallow his cock.
“Tell me about it,” I say while rubbing my pussy with one hand and jacking his cock with the other. “What did you see?”
“Well, first I saw you suck Mason’s cock. He held your head and fucked your face. I bet he’s still got your lipstick all over his dick.” Jack groans as he tells me the story of our little tryst.
“What else?” I ask as I crawl up into his lap, needing to get my husband’s cock inside me.
“Isn’t it your job to tell me what you did with the other man?” Jack says, clearly having a hard time concentrating as I sink down onto him.
I chuckle.
“Okay, I’ll tell you.”
I start sliding up and down his length as I now tell the story of what just happened.
“After he came down my throat, I put my hands on your big desk and showed him my pussy. I was so turned on that I just had to start touching myself. I couldn’t help it. My needy pussy was begging for relief. And then as I was turned to him he bent over and started licking my pussy. He stuck his tongue so deep into me.”
Fuck, it was getting hard for me to concentrate. Not only was I turned on by the story but Jack’s cock felt so good inside me. He gripped my hips and helped me along by moving me on his cock while I kept talking.
“I came on his face. So fucking hard. And then you started teasing me about Mason, so I asked him to fuck me rough. And, oh God, he did. He put his big dick inside me and pounded into me and – Oh my God!”
I wasn’t able to take it anymore. Jack knows what happened, so I just scream, “Fuck me!” and Jack spins up and around so I was lying flat on the sofa and Jack towers over me as he spreads my legs and starts fucking me.
“Like this, Paige?” He thrusts his cock in and out of me.
“Oh, fuck yes!” I cry out and grip the sofa.
I opened my eyes and saw my husband’s face as he fucked me. His eyes were filled with lust. The first two buttons on his shirt were undone and his tie was gone. He looked like a sex-starved beast getting his fill.
“Oh my God! Yes! That’s it, baby. Use my little pussy. That feels so good.”
I’ve never seen Jack like this before. It’s almost like him watching me getting fucked by another man has made him more desperate for me. Or maybe the live-action porn just got him going. After all, I got to come like 3 times while Jack didn’t come once in that entire time. I almost feel bad. If it weren’t for the fact that he was fucking me harder than ever before.
Jack grabs my tit and my hair as he continues to thrust into me. I’m so close to coming again. I can feel my pussy clench around his cock. And I could tell by Jack’s inability to keep his eyes open that he was close.
“You going to come, baby?” I ask my husband, “You going to fill this kitty with your cum?”
Man, I think Mason’s dirty talk rubbed off on me.
Jack nods, unable to speak as he comes and uploads into my waiting pussy. Feeling his cum pouring out of him and into me triggers my own orgasm and I scream Jack’s name.
“Fuck Jack! Yes! Oh, my God, yes!”
My legs wrap around my husband’s waist as he slowly drops onto me. We both pant and Jack tries to switch positions so I can breathe. Eventually, he just slips onto the floor but still holds my hand as we catch our breath.
I don’t know how long we lay there, but Jack is the first one to get up. On his knees, he bends over and rests his forehead on mine and we smile.
“So, you still think my firm’s Christmas parties are boring?”
I laugh.
“Well, not if I get railed by two cocks in one night.”
I reach out and run and hands through my husband’s hair.
“Thank you, baby.” My voice is rough, and Jack kisses me on the forehead.
“No problem, darling.” Jack lifts his head and looks at me.
“You know, if you happen to find some other guy you wanna fuck, I wouldn’t say no if you wanted to do him.”
I smile.
“Really?”
“Yeah, as long as you tell me that you are going to do it and tell me about it after. I was serious before and trying this out here. I always want to fulfill your fantasies, Paige. Whatever they may be.”
There are no words to describe what I feel for my husband. Fuck, I do love him. More than anything else in the whole world. 
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Epilogue: Paige


Christmas Day    
After Jack’s amazing early Christmas present in his office, I’ve been planning a little thank-you Christmas gift. Along with a tie that I got custom-made and a few other trinkets I have another thing for him to unwrap.
I brush my hair up in a ponytail as I hear Jack getting his morning coffee. Since we don’t have kids, Christmas is something we take our time with. We wake up, usually have a quickie in bed, then I start the coffee while Jack does his business, then we switch. I get ready while he makes breakfast. Then we sit with our coffee and pancakes. It’s after that when we open presents.
I smooth down my robe one more time, then head downstairs.
When I get downstairs I can’t help but stare at my husband. He’s wearing my favorite clothing of his. Grey sweatpants and a soft grey t-shirt. Fuck, he’s so hot. His hair is a little tousled, which is basically how it is without all that hair gel he puts on it. His brown eyes scan a magazine as he leans against the counter and sips his coffee. I smile as I round the counter and hug him from behind.
“Good morning, baby,” I mumble into his warm back.
I hear the clink of the mug on the counter then he turns to face me.
“Morning, babe.” He kisses my nose and then my lips.
I inhale his musky scent mixed with the coffee as we kiss. My pussy aches knowing what’s going to happen. I’m not the only one who is getting lucky this year. He pulls back and nods to the pile of pancakes that sit on two plates. I pout, but tell myself to perk up since it will all be worth it in a bit.
Jack picks up the plates and we head into the kitchen. I bring our coffees, then go back for the local maple syrup that we bought. Nothing like the taste of 100% Canadian maple syrup to make your day.
We take a seat at the dining table and eat our food.
Jack takes a sip of coffee and asks, “You still thinking about the office party?” He winks and I blush.
“Yeah,” I giggle and take another bite of my pancake.
“I can’t stop thinking about it,” he says. “You were just so fucking hot.”
I smile, thinking about that night. I’ve never experienced anything like that before. It was incredible. Something I hope might happen again. Maybe not with Mason, since a habit with the man would probably not be a good thing. But with someone else. And maybe this has even opened the door for more naughty things to try. I know that calling me names and paddling me won’t be something that Jack will do, but perhaps we can find something he’s conformable with. At this point I’m convinced that I’ll try anything.
“Thank you, baby. Actually, about that night…” I take both our plates and push them to the side along with our coffee mugs.
I crawl up on the dining table and bend my arms to give Jack a kiss.
“I want to give you your Christmas present,” I say and swing around so my ass is on the table and my legs are on the armrest of Jack’s chair.
“Unwrap me,” I whisper, nodding to the belt of my robe.
Jack stands up between my legs and tugs at the rope until it loosens. My robe falls open revealing a sexy pair of red lingerie. It’s a sexy little red number. A sheer bra that has a little red bow in the front and the panties are high-waisted and completely sheer and basically see-through.
My nipples stiffen through the fabric as Jack looks hungrily at me. His eyes darken with lust and he licks his lips slowly. I bite my own lip and shrug off my robe. It pools at my waist and then I toss it away.
Jack places his hands on either side of me and continues to look me up and down. My pussy soaks the panties and I kind of wish I had gotten the crotchless panties instead. Then he backs up and pushes his chair back.
“Stand up. Turn around.” His commanding voice makes my pussy flutter and I jump off the table and turn slowly for him. He examines the way you can clearly see my ass through the material of the panties. As when my back is turned from him, he tells me to stop. I stand still and wait with an anticipated breath as he walks to me and presses his front to my back. His heat makes me feel secure while his hands cupping my breasts make me hot for other reasons.
He pinches my nipple through my bra and I moan.
“Hmm, Jack.” I paw at his sweatpants, trying to find his cock. I can feel it hard and pulsing against my back.
I cup his erection and he groans in my ear.
“Fuck, baby,” he growls, kisses my shoulder, then leans back to unhook my bra. He slides it off my arms and it joins my robe on the floor.
Jack then pushes me onto the table. My chest presses against the wood while my ass sticks out. I wiggle, looking for some sort of contact on my pussy. Anything. My body pulses and I feel my wetness start dripping down my thighs.
Jack cups my ass and runs his hand over the material. Even though it’s sheer, it’s not itchy. It actually feels really good. But what would feel better is to have it off me and get rammed by my husband instead.
“Please,” I beg, looking behind me at him.
He grins at me and yanks my head back by my ponytail.
“I thought this was my gift. Surely this means I can do whatever I want, right?”
“I-I suppose,” I stutter, though I did think I might get something out of this.
“Don’t worry, baby. You know one of the things I love the most is seeing you come.”
Finally, he peels my panties down my leg and I step out of them. I spread my legs wide, hoping that would be invitation enough to fuck me now. Instead, he shoves the pair of panties into my mouth and then shoves two fingers inside me.
Jack starts to finger fuck me hard and I moan into the panties. I can hear the wet sounds that my pussy is making with Jack’s fingers and it just gets me hotter. My cunt squeezes his fingers and I am so close to coming. Which is probably why Jack decided to stop.
“Mmm,” I mumble through the gag.
Jack takes the panties out and crashes his mouth against mine. I wrap my arms around his neck and wrap my legs around his waist. I grind my pussy over his hard cock, definitely soaking the cotton of his pants.
“Please, Jack. Fuck me. I need your cock inside me now.”
“Okay, baby.” He chuckles and brings us to the living room.
He places me on the short part of our L-shaped couch and takes off his shirt and pants.
“Open your legs, slut,” he growls and my pussy leaks with arousal from his words.
Jack lines up his cock with my opening then slams into me.
“Fuck!” I cry out.
I grip his shoulders as he starts to fuck me hard and fast. His hips piston in and out of me.
“That’s it, baby. Fuck. Your pussy is fucking amazing.”
I feel my orgasm building and I am so close.
“Oh, baby! I’m so close.” Jack leans down and kisses my lips, sliding his tongue into my mouth.
“Me too, baby. Fucking come for me. Come, Paige. That’s my good girl.”
I scream as I come. My legs wrap around his waist and I shake as my orgasm plows through me.
I can feel Jack shake and come. His hot cum coating my pussy in thick ropes.
We pant on the couch for a while. Trying to catch our breath as our orgasms subside.
We change position and lie down on the couch together facing each other.
“Merry Christmas, Paige,” Jack says and kisses my lips.
“Merry Christmas, Jack,” I say and kiss him back.
We hold each other for a long while, eventually getting up and getting on with the rest of our day. We open other presents and then make out a bit before cleaning up. I take my bra and panties and remind myself to get these back on when Valentine’s Day comes around. Since they are red, it would match deliciously. Then I go back to my husband. My rock, the love of my life, my everything. 
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