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Sonia
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My smile broadened as I heard the wheels of a car crunching over our gravel driveway, and the rumble of the car engine.

I zinged toward the entrance door and flung it open, squealing when I saw my husband, Bryce, dragging what was probably the biggest live potted Christmas tree I had ever seen.

My eyes roamed over his tall figure, lingering on his strong arms, his muscles tensed around the branches of the evergreen tree.

My heart skipped a beat when I noticed he was not alone. Hanging onto the pot, helping my husband glide the tree inside our home, was one of my bulls, - well, my favorite bull actually - Blake.

“Where do you want us to place it, babe?“

“In the living room, in the middle. I already made room for it, there,“ I told my husband, bouncing up and down around them, delighted.

The two men dragged the tree to the place I’d mentioned and as they did that, I took the time to drink in their hot-as-sin images.

When I had met Blake in that dark alley and ended up being shared by him and two of his gang members, I had been sure he and my husband were going to be good friends.

They were so much alike, both of them with that mix of confidence and arrogance, and those intelligent, mischievous eyes, powerful figures, and...

“It’s good there, Sonia?“

My bull’s raspy voice dragged me from my thoughts, and I nodded, studying the imposing tree.

Tall, reaching close to our high ceiling, with broad branches, it was amazing. The dark green color shimmered in the light of our living room, and I couldn’t hide my smile as I already imagined how it was going to look with all the decorations.

I loved the way the pine scent wafted through the air, and I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with it. The tree they had chosen was perfect!

“Thank you!“ I beamed, giving my husband a long, deep kiss, molding myself against him when he wrapped his hands around me.

His leather jacket was still cold, with snowflakes melting on the fabric, the mix between my heated body and the cool sensation making me shiver in delight.

My heart swelled under his intense, hazel eyes, and a surge of arousal coursed through me when he cupped my ass and gave it a playful squeeze.

Turning around toward my bull, I ran my fingers through his shoulder-length, black hair and I gave him a kiss, tugging at his locks.

“And thank you, too, Blake.“

“Well, if our favorite, demanding fuckdoll wants a huge Christmas tree, she gets one,“ he laughed.

“Well, later I may want to play with other shafts, too,” I teased him, rubbing my knee against his bulge, feeling his cock stirring against the fabric of his pants.

My giggle mingled with their laughs, and I squealed when Blake yanked my blonde hair, drawing me closer to him him. Giving me another kiss, he murmured “Naughty whore” against my lips, making my pussy ache.

“I met Blake when I was at the shop and he offered to help me with the tree,“ my husband explained, wrapping his arm around my waist. “You should stay with us a little longer,“ he told my bull.

Blake nodded in agreement, and while both of them went to hang their jackets in the hall, I sauntered toward the kitchen.

The sweet scent of cocoa filled the space as I brought three mugs of hot chocolate. When I stepped inside, my husband and Blake were laughing in the living room, talking about some new motorcycle model.

“You two know that now I’m going to make you help me decorate the tree, right?“ I giggled, offering them their cups.

“I’m sure you will,“ Bryce laughed, wrapping his hand around his mug, making me shiver when his fingers touched mine.

“Demanding crazy kitten,“ my bull chuckled, taking a sip from his cup. “How the fuck did I end up caught up in this? I was only supposed to help you with bringing the tree home,” he laughed.

“She’s lucky she’s cute,“ my husband teased me, slapping my ass, enticing a delighted yelp from my mouth. “Go on, babe, tell us what you want us to do,“ he added, nuzzling me.

“You two go and bring the boxes with ornaments out from the basement,“ I said, turning on the stereo system and playing a Christmas song. “Good boys,” I giggled while they obeyed, mumbling and joking. 

When they brought the boxes, I started to open all of them, choosing the decorations. Our laughs filled the room as we walked around the tree, adorning it.

While me and Bryce focused on it, I asked my bull if he could help me with the lights and place them around the rooms. I may or may not have also shoved them in his hands, urging him to work.

“Yeah, I’ll never marry,” he laughed, taking them and walking into another room.

“I used to say that, too,” my husband chuckled. “And then this wild, demon-kitten appeared.”

“Hey!” I teased Bryce, playfully slapping his ass. “You were the one following me in college!” I said, every nerve ending within me pulsing in arousal when my husband crushed me against him.

“This didn’t change the fact that you’re a wild kitten. My wild kitten,” he added, planting a kiss on my hair.

Oh, yes, I was.

“Fine, fine, now back to work!” I beamed, stealing the decoration from his hand and running toward the tree. Leaning closer to it, trying to hang the snowman on a branch, I gasped when my husband hugged me from behind and pressed me into him.

“Bryce,“ I giggled, arching my neck and moaning when he kissed my bare shoulders. “We were supposed to work first!”

“We’ll do that, too.”

He squeezed me tight, the feeling of his stubble against my skin making my pussy tingle. I closed my eyes, purring, while he peppered kisses on my neck.

“What do you say if you have some fun with me and Blake?“ He whispered in my ear, nibbling at my lobe. “I want to share you with him now.“

I quivered when he bit my neck, leaving a hickey behind. My husband moved his palms to my tits, and I arched, pressing myself more into him.

“That sounds good. This should count as a tease for tomorrow’s party, with him and a part of his gang members?“

“Maybe,“ Bryce laughed, pressing me into him, allowing me to feel his enormous bulge.

“But what if this is going to land me on Santa’s naughty list?“ I giggled, lifting my hand and caressing him.

“I’m sure you’re already on that list, you little slut,” my husband laughed, lifting me in his arms.

“Well, then let’s make sure I’m at the top of that list!“

Wrapping my hands around his neck, I covered his mouth with mine, my tongue demanding immediate access from his lips.

My husband pressed me closer, his touch sending a wave of arousal over me. I could still taste the chocolate on his tongue as it danced with mine.

Running my fingers through his short, black hair, I deepened the kiss, taking my time to savor every inch of his lips.

“Let’s ask him if he wants to join us,“ I purred, nuzzling Bryce.

“Blake! I want to fuck my wife, do you want to join us?“

Oh, God, redness colored my cheeks, and shame and sluttiness stirred inside me for a few moments when my husband screamed his question, amused.

“You’re crazy!“ I laughed, playfully slapping his broad shoulders.

Our neighbors knew about me being a hotwife, and they probably didn’t hear Bryce anyway. The houses were far enough apart from each other, but still, the thought of my husband’s voice echoing to them made me blush and at the same time turned me on even more.

“Of course,“ my bull laughed, stepping inside the living room, his arrogant grin spread across his lips. “How could I miss the chance to feel that tight cunt of hers hugging my dick?”

My husband led us inside the bedroom, and my giggles filled the space when he threw me onto the bed. Melting into the soft bedsheets, I stretched like a cat, lifting my ass in the air and wiggling it at them.

“Hurry up, guys, I’m ready for both of you,“ I purred, rolling around, on my back, and starting to undress myself.

While they fumbled, peeling their clothes off in haste, I threw my dress and lingerie away, letting the fabric pool next to the bed.

A few moments later, my husband crawled on top of me, his mouth capturing mine. He grabbed my hair, arching my neck and peppering kisses along my throat, toward my cleavage.

Squirming under his weight, I roamed my hands along his powerful arms, scratching him, letting out a soft moan every time his lips touched my skin.

My husband’s mouth and hands were everywhere as he kissed, licked, massaged, and caressed my breasts. Writhing under him, I threw back my head and closed my eyes, basking in the feeling of his ministrations.

His hot breath birthed goosebumps along my body, and I shivered when he bit and flicked his tongue over my hard nipples, feeding the fire within me.

The mattress shifted, and I knew Blake had slinked onto the bed and settled next to me when I felt the heat of his body envelop me.

His cock slapped against my lips, teasing me, shivers running down my spine while he tangled his fingers through my hair.

The musky scent intoxicated me, making my drenched pussy ache, and I darted my tongue out, licking the tip of his dick. The saltiness of his pre-cum summoned another wave of arousal, and I swirled my tongue along the length of his shaft, savoring his groans.

Warmth swirled inside my core when my husband moved between my legs, and I rubbed against him, moaning as his hard, big cock slipped between my folds.

Desire pulsed within me, surges of fire running through my veins. Bryce grabbed my hips and drove himself inside my pussy, pleasure tides washing over me when he started to move.

Crying out, I wrapped my legs around his waist, mirroring his strokes. While he fucked me in long, slow thrusts that summoned fireworks inside my core, I reached for my bull’s cock, stroking him.

Squeezing him at the root and rolling my fingers along his length, I took the tip in my mouth, teasing the underside of the head with my tongue.

“You’re amazing, doll,” he moaned.

Blake used my hair to guide me, and I relaxed my throat, welcoming him in my mouth. Humming in delight, I allowed him to move my head in the rhythm he desired, his scent filling my lungs every time he slammed me against his pelvis.

“Fuck, Bryce, you have to tell me where to find a fuckdoll like her,“ he groaned, looking at me with hooded eyes. “Where the fuck did you meet Sonia?“

I moaned at his praise, a wave of heat rippling through me when my husband increased the pace, too, ramming into me hard.

“We met in college, where this naughty minx made me follow her for months before finally accepting to go out with me on a date,“ he said between grunts and groans, jackhammering into my pussy.

Giggling, I moved my head back, releasing Blake’s cock, giving its tip a lick in parting.

“Where would the fun have been if I wouldn’t have teased the college’s bad boy a little?“ I laughed between moans, winking at my husband.

“A little? There were at least four months!“

“Oh, God,“ Blake laughed, letting out a raspy growl when I wrapped my fingers around his cock, stroking him.

“A little, she said! You have no idea how she had smiled at me like a petted cat, telling me that she didn’t want to go to the place I had asked her out, but challenged me to keep trying. Not to mention how she had fucking swayed those damn hips and jiggled that ass while she turned around and left, leaving me staring after her like a damn fool!“

“Well, I could have teased you longer, babe! Let’s say that had been payback for how fast my heart raced and for how wet I was every fucking time you gave me that arrogant smirk! Now fuck me harder, college’s bad boy!” I laughed, letting out a scream of pleasure when he chuckled, changed the angle, and slammed roughly inside my pussy.

“Oh, God!“ I moaned as my husband hit my G-spot repeatedly, making me roll back my eyes in bliss. “That feels perfect, babe,” I panted.

Bucking, I met his feral thrusts, the mix of desire and adoration that was shining so obvious in his eyes making my heart swell and my body buzz alive.

Turning my head, I took my bull’s dick again in my mouth and started to suck him eagerly. Blake grabbed my hair and slammed me against his pelvis, shoving his cock deep down my throat.

Damn, I loved how neither of them was holding back anymore. My husband was jackhammering into my pussy like a beast in heat, while my bull was face-fucking me into oblivion, reducing me to only a hole for his pleasure.

Trembling between them, savoring the feral pounding, I surrendered myself completely, loving every ravishing second.

The room spun around me, my mind dizzy with lust. Electric currents were zinging from head to toe within me, every nerve ending in my body seeming to crackle with energy.

I gagged and gargled, spasming helplessly in their grips, my sounds turning both of them on even more. Tears of effort ran down my face, and I hummed in ecstasy, basking in all the sensations that overwhelmed me.

Every primal thrust skyrocketed me closer to the edge, sending surges of pleasure coursing through my core. Our bodies moved in a feral rhythm, the three of us synchronizing in our own lewd dance.

Blake’s cock muffled my euphoric screams as I came, trembling and spasming. Clamping my husband’s throbbing shaft, I savored the ecstatic ripples of my orgasm as he ripped me apart, wrecking me.

Shivering, I mewled when Blake crushed me against him and exploded in my mouth, releasing a river of tangy, sweet lava down my throat.

Swallowing greedily, I gasped as he pulled out, the mix of cum and saliva dripping down my face, soaking the bed sheets.

My husband dug his fingers into my hips, pistoning my body harder and faster than before, chasing his own release. Each whack of his hips against mine summoned wildfire inside me, every atom of my being cracking with electricity.

Pawing at his hands, I dragged him closer to me, savoring his growl as he obeyed. Squeezing his muscular frame with my arms and legs, wrapping myself tight around him, my broken moans turned into needy whimpers while he rammed into me like a beast, rubbing my clit at each stroke.

His breath was hot against my neck, and I closed my eyes, savoring his touch when he bit and kissed me there.

The orgasm built again within me, each mind-blowing stroke adding another layer of bliss. All my muscles tensed, and I scratched his back, screaming his name as I let myself be consumed by a second release.

My pleasure triggered his, and my husband buried himself to the root inside my pussy, coating my womb with his seed.

“Oh, fuck,“ I panted, still shaking in his embrace.

“You were so good, babe.”

All three of us laid in bed a little longer, next to each other, our labored breaths filling the room. I purred when my husband turned around, on his side, and cuddled me, while Blake played with my hair, staring at the ceiling.

I can’t wait for tomorrow’s Christmas party.


Bryce
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As I stepped into our bedroom, my eyes scanned the space and then landed on her. Immediately, my cock stirred with interest as I studied Sonia in close detail, roaming my eyes up and down her lean figure.

Fuck, she’s as sexy as always. Even hotter, if that’s possible.

She was wearing the skimpiest, sluttiest Christmas dress I’d ever seen, so scantily that it could have been mistaken for lingerie, leaving little of her pale skin to be left to the imagination.

Sonia was sexy to me every day, but she’d outdone herself tonight.

This woman had always been the real life version of every dirty fantasy I ever had, but fuck, I could swear she’d become more attractive with each passing year.

My wife saw me in the mirror and gave me a mischievous smile. Like always, my heart beat faster, and I leisurely gazed at her everything, from her long, blonde hair to her peachy ass and those damn never-ending legs.

My dick stretched my pants, urging me to fuck her, and memories with her squirming against me, screaming my name flooded my mind. From the way her smile became wider, I was sure she was thinking the same.

Bending over the vanity table while applying bright red lipstick over her plump lips, my wife let me see that she was wearing nothing under the dress.

Dirty little vixen.

My cock twitched when I approached her, hugging her body from behind. Sonia’s blue eyes met mine in the mirror, and I felt her melt into me.

Her feminine scent, mixed with the jasmine notes of her favorite perfume intoxicated me, and I buried my face into her neck, filling my lungs with it.

“Are you ready for the party?“ I asked, planting a kiss on her skin.

My wife’s eyes shone with that playful glint that had been driving me crazy from the moment I had met her. The first time I saw Sonia, in college, the only thing I had known had been that I wanted and needed to have her.

And fuck, she’d loved to tease the hell out of me.

Every time she had given me that fox smile and had told me “Yeah, I’m not going on a date with you today, but maybe one day I will. Try your luck and we’ll see,“ all I’d been able to think about was that she was going to be my wife.

I‘d known it back then, and I still knew it now, she was and would always be the one for me.

“Of course I am,“ she purred in my arms, batting her eyelashes at me as our gazes locked in the mirror.

Sonia turned around, and snaked her arms around my neck, grinding against me.

“How about you? Ready to see me get fucked by all of them?“ She giggled, teasingly wiggling her eyebrows.

Fuck, if she was going to continue like this, she would end up bent over that vanity table, with my dick in her cunt again.

I hugged my wife tighter and pressed her body closer to mine. The way she molded against my frame drove me crazy with lust even more, and a shiver crawled down my spine when the heat of her body enveloped me.

She felt so soft and vulnerable in my arms, and still, I knew she was most probably the strongest person I’d ever met. And I more than sure knew how rough she liked it, and how that sexy body of hers seemed to have no limits for lewdness.

Sonia skimmed her fingers along my chest and then wrapped her arms around my neck, brushing her lips against mine. Fuck, time stopped when she fixed those blue eyes on mine.

“Babe, you know that if you don’t like something at the party you can stop me, right?“

I laughed and kissed her, my wife’s words tingling once again something deep inside my soul. I was so fucking lucky to have her in my life.

So many years had passed since I had asked her if she would like to be shared and we’d started hotwifing, and still, there she was, checking in with me again, and asking for my assurance and permission.

“I know, but I want this, I like seeing you with others,“ I told her for what was probably the millionth time.

It was the truth. The way her face lit up when she was desired and craved by other men always pushed all my buttons. I knew she was mine, and still, I liked to chase her, to make her choose me, again and again.

Not to mention how aroused I was seeing so many men craving her.

I loved the way my wife blushed, and how she rubbed against me like a pampered cat, giving me that glance that made me feel like a fucking Roman god.

“I like to see the lust in their eyes when they look at you, and also the euphoria written all over your face when they fuck you like you’re their toy. I want this,” I repeated, squeezing her frame, and placing my palms on the small of her back.

She arched into me, and I quivered as she ran her fingers through my short hair.

“Knowing how many men want you, allowing them to experience you for a brief moment, and then, me being the one you choose and who gets to take you home at the end of the day ... that ... that’s doing to me and my mind things I can’t even explain.“

“I would never choose someone else,“ Sonia purred, hovering her lips over mine.

I knew that, but still, my heart beat faster when she said those words. I kissed my wife, cupping her peachy ass in my palms. Her taste filled my mouth, and I groaned when she tugged at my hair and bit my lower lip.

Sonia trailed one hand between us, sending a tremor down my spine when she gave my cock a squeeze through the denim of my pants.

The mischievous smile that played on her lips and that glint of desire in her eyes drove me crazy. She hooked her leg around my waist, at the same time clung to me, quickening my pulse.

I wrapped my arm around her waist, supporting her while trailing my palm along her long, lean leg. My wife melted against me, her lips ghosting over my neck as she peppered kisses there.

“I want to feel your cunt around my dick,“ I said, and she quaked when I dug my fingers into her thigh.

Sonia squirmed and moaned, and I was sure she was already dripping wet. I could smell her arousal, and I wasn’t even inside her yet.

“I like the sound of that,“ she breathed in my ear, tugging on my earlobe with her teeth. “Fuck me, I want to feel you inside my pussy,“ she cooed.

Releasing her leg, I turned around, bending my wife over the vanity table. Hiking her skirt up and unzipping my pants, it didn’t take me more than a few moments to sink my cock into her.

My wife arched and moaned, her inner walls squeezing my dick. My hands found her hips, my fingers pressing into her soft curves. I pulled her against me and began to thrust, burying myself to the hilt at every stroke.

With each deep slam, her cunt clenched around me like a vice. The sensations were too good for words. The way she squeezed down on me was heavenly, her wetness enveloping my cock like velvet silk. I groaned and grunted, savoring how perfectly our bodies fit together.

My balls tingled and my dick swelled inside her. Sonia’s moans increased in intensity, turning into those needy whimpers she made whenever she was close to her climax.

Dripping over the vanity table, she clawed at the edges while I jackhammered into her, no longer holding back. Sonia closed her eyes, squirming and mirroring my movements, letting out little mewls when I leaned on top of her, changing the angle.

I let her sounds guide me, and I gasped when she came, writhing and crying out, milking my cock.

The way she squeezed me threw me over the edge, too, and I burst inside her cunt, filling her up.

“Oh, God ... Fuck, babe, this was so good,“ she panted.

Straightening, I pulled her up along, too, spinning my wife around to face her. Our warm breaths mingled between us as she clung to me, grasping at my shirt.

Sonia’s knees buckled, and I wrapped my arms around her, steadying her and keeping her close to me. My wife’s heart pounded wildly against me, and I couldn’t keep back a smile when she snuggled into me as much as possible, as if she was trying to to become one.

My wife’s familiar scent intoxicated me. Placing a kiss on her hair, I moved my palms on her back in lazy circles.

“We should clean up and leave if we don’t want to be late,“ I said.

Tilting her head, I pressed a soft kiss on her lips. The thought that later that night, when I would kiss her again, I was going to taste someone else on her lips fed the fire inside me.

Sonia nodded and leaned closer, giving my lower lip a gentle bit.

“Let’s go,“ she murmured, kissing me.


Sonia
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As we stepped into the space, a wave of music swept over me. The walls seemed to be pulsing, and I sensed each sound as it traveled from its source all around us.

Everywhere I looked people were dancing and having fun. The room had an electric feel that reminded me of a nightclub - the same vibe but somehow different, more intimate.

In one corner of the room, a group of women and men were shaking off on the table, putting on a striptease show for the ones around them.

I shivered when one of the guys, almost completely naked, looked at me and winked, before tensing his muscles. My cheeks flushed red, and I giggled, my pussy aching when he started to peel off the last piece of fabric that was covering him.

A loud moan caught my attention, and looking around the room, I noticed in another corner two couples banging, one on the couch and the other on the floor, their sounds of pleasure almost covering the music.

In the middle of the room, other groups were dancing, grinding, and exploring each other. A few of them were already naked, and some of the other ones were undressing themselves.

Looking toward the bar, I caught sight of Blake, who was drinking a mocktail. Noticing us, he sauntered closer, giving me a once-over. His eyes lingered on my breasts, and my nipples hardened in response.

“Sonia! Bryce! I was waiting for you,“ he laughed, dragging me into him and giving me a toe-curling kiss.

I tasted the lemon juice from his drink on his tongue as it wrestled with mine, and I shivered when he cupped my ass and pressed me closer to him.

His enormous bulge pushed against me, and I giggled, tugging at his hair.

“This place looks amazing. Is it yours?“ I asked when we parted for air.

Inching closer to my husband, I melted into him, the heat of his palm reverberating through my body when he placed it on the small of my back.

“Yeah, it’s one of my dens. Me and some of the gang members like to spend our time here,“ he shrugged.

“Ooooh, the crazy minx is here. How are you, fuckdoll?“

I giggled, recognizing Adam and Mark, the guys Blake had shared me with that night, in the dark alley. Strong and tall, wearing those tight shirts with serpent symbols on them, they were as sexy as I remembered them.

“Should I assume you two have missed me?“

“Obviously,“ Mark laughed, running a hand through his short, black hair.

“And this is the lucky husband, right?“ Adam said, studying Bryce.

“Oh, yes, I am. Sonia has told me everything about what the four of you had done that night,“ he grinned, pressing me closer to him and planting a kiss on my hair. “I’m all in for a redo if you want.“

“Fuck, yes!“

I laughed when the two guys high-fived, making Blake chuckle, shake his head, and mutter “Idiots,“ amused.

“Did I hear something about sharing?“

Two other guys approached us, and I quivered while scanning them up and down.

One of them was blond, like Adam, while the other one had red hair, and damn, both were hot as hell. Muscular figures, tall, big smiles, intelligent eyes - oh yes, they seemed to be the perfect package for a night of debauchery.

“Oh, hey there, sexy boy,“ a feminine voice purred next to us.

Looking around, I noticed two beautiful women, inching closer and clinging to my husband. One of them, blonde and lean, stopped in front of him, hovering her lips over his. The other one played with her long, black hair, placing her chin on his shoulder, and batting her eyelashes at him.

I smiled, waiting for my husband’s reaction. We had had this talk more than once in the past, and I had told him that if he wanted, he could have fun with someone else, and I meant it.

Still, Bryce had insisted every time that he didn’t want to be shared.

He knew he had my approval and it was completely his choice. Yes, there was a thorn of jealousy within me, but if he was interested in fucking them, I was ready to support him.

“Do you want to have some fun with us? We can go to another room, or maybe play right here.“

Bryce laughed, and that arrogant smirk that I loved so much spread on his face.

“Sounds amazing, but no. Sorry, dolls. I love sharing Sonia, but I’m not interested in being shared, I’m only hers.“

My heart swelled, and I nuzzled him, melting into his embrace when he hugged me.

“Pity,“ the blonde said, pouting. “Well, we’ll just have to make do with you, then,“ she added, grabbing the redheaded guy who had approached us earlier.

“Heeeey! What is this supposed to mean?“ He laughed, wrapping his arms around both women. “I’m a good catch!”

“Yeah, yeah!”

We giggled as all three of them left for another room, bickering and teasing each other, their laughs echoing through the space.

“So, we can still share Sonia, right?“ Blake asked my husband, grabbing and dragging me into his arms.

“Oh, yes,“ my husband chuckled, while I hugged my bull’s neck, giving him a seductive smile.

A tremor ran through me as a hand snaked between my legs. My knees trembled, and I gasped when two fingers slid between my folds, shamelessly exploring me.

“Fuck, you’re so wet already,“ the man whispered in my ear.

Recognizing Mark based on his voice, I leaned into him, my back flush against his marble-like chest.

“And she’s not wearing panties,“ he grinned, wrapping one arm around my waist while rubbing my clit with his other one. “Is our fuckdoll ready for us?“ He asked me, nibbling at my earlobe.

His movements grew bolder, tormenting me with lazy circles and quickening my pulse. Electric currents coursed through me, and I bit my lower lip, pushing myself more into his touch.

“Can’t wait to sink myself into that cunt of yours,“ he breathed in my ear.

“Yeah, you’ll have to wait for that, I’m fucking her first,“ Blake said, yanking me toward a table.

“Oh, yes!“ I beamed, bracing my palms against its wooden surface while my bull lifted my dress.

I shivered, hearing the sound of the zipper behind me, and I glanced around, blushing. While some of the other gang members had stopped to admire the show, others were starting to undress themselves.

A few groups were fucking in different corners of the room, and some people were jerking off, their eyes fixed on me and my bull.

My pussy ached, and for a second, shame struggled with sluttiness within me. It was strange, but the fact that they were watching was turning me on even more.

I had been admired and watched so many times before, but never by so many people at the same time. The lewdness of the entire situation summoned tides of arousal inside me, and the thought that my husband was one of the guys who were staring at me birthed fireworks within my core.

Looking around, I met Bryce’s gaze, and I shivered at the intensity of his eyes. Desire, love, and pride coursed through them, and I was sure that the fact that so many men were staring at me, craving to fuck me, was driving him crazy with lust.

Blake ran his hands down my sides, covering me in goosebumps. His breath was hot against my neck as he grabbed my hips, my breath hitching as the heat radiating from him enveloped me.

Jolts of energy zinged through my body when he slammed inside my sopping-wet pussy, eliciting a loud moan from my mouth. His big, long cock stuffed me completely at every plunge, and I pushed back, meeting his thrusts.

I gasped in delight at each feral stroke, the sounds of our naked bodies slapping into each other mingling with our moans and growls and also with other sounds of pleasure that echoed around the room.

My bull pinned me down to the table, pressing his palm against my shoulder. The solid wood groaned under the force of our thrusts as he drove himself into my pussy.

The climax built fast inside me, and soon enough, I was shaking, the pleasure wracking my body. Blake was pounding into me faster, chasing his own release, pistoning me along the wooden surface, fucking me into oblivion.

My juices dripped down my legs, pooling on the flooring tiles. A few moments later, I cried out as he exploded inside me.

“Fuck, this was amazing,“ I panted, aftershocks coursing through me.

“C’mon, Sonia, I want to feel that tight cunt of yours around my dick. I have missed it,“ Mark laughed, yanking me toward him when Blake moved away.

My giggles echoed around the room when he lifted me in his arms, and I noticed he was already naked.

“Oh, someone was fast! Fuck yes!“ I moaned.

I closed my eyes while he drove himself inside my pussy and I felt him throb within me, my walls pulsing around his shaft.

Instinctively, I wrapped my legs tight around his waist. He started to fuck me hard and fast as if the fact that he was keeping me in his arms while plowing me at the same time was nothing.

A wave of fire washed over my body, and I snaked my arms around his neck, holding onto him.

The heat of another taut frame enveloped me from behind, and angling my head, I met Adam’s brown eyes. I squealed when he ripped my dress apart and threw the fabric away, leaving me naked.

“What’s our slut’s Christmas wish?“ He laughed in my ear, sliding his arms between mine and Mark’s tall, imposing frame.

“Oh, fuck!“ I gasped when he cupped my tits and started to massage them. “Can I call dibs on all of you?“ I giggled, shimmying between their muscular bodies.

“Greedy whore!“ Mark laughed.

Capturing my mouth with his, he sucked on my tongue, making me moan in our kiss. My heart thundered when Adam moved his palm down my stomach, toward my clit.

While Mark was still pounding into me, my bull used my juices to prepare my ass.

“Yes!“ I moaned in approval, electric currents coursing through me at each of his touches.

Pleasure and pain blended within me when he buried himself balls-deep, ecstasy running through my veins. My pulse quickened as both of them railed me, finding some form of frenzy, lewd synchrony.

Squirming between their heated bodies, I bit my lower lip, savoring their rough rhythm. The pleasure built fast within my core, wildfire burning me from inside out.

“Maybe we should edge our naughty slut a little,“ Mark teased me.

“Try that and I’m going to be the one who edges you into oblivion!“ I laughed, moving my legs and digging my high heels into his ass, winning myself an aroused hiss from his mouth. “Now fuck me harder!“

“That’s our demanding minx,“ he laughed, pounding into me rougher.

Tides of heat crashed within my core while they pushed and pulled my body between them. Squeezed by their muscular figures, I let out a scream of delight that covered the loud music as my climax reached its peak.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!“ I cried out while their dicks swelled inside me.

Everything around me faded away, my mind dizzy with lust as they drove into me deeper and harder with each thrust. Their heavy breaths birthed goosebumps along my skin, my weak moans covered by their roars as they filled me up.

Unwrapping myself from Mark, I clung to him, still shaking and panting. My juices dripped down my legs, mixing with my bulls’ cum, and I smiled when Adam moved his palms to my sides, stroking me.

Looking around, I searched for my husband, a fox smile spreading across my lips when I caught sight of him. Bryce was laying on a wooden chair, wanking off, his eyes fixed on me.

Oh yes, I knew that gaze.

It was screaming to everyone “Look what I’ve got! I know you all lust after her, thanks to me you have the chance to fuck her a little, but she’s mine, and later, she’s coming back home with me.”

And oh, God, that turned me on even more.

“Let me help you with that, babe,“ I purred, sashaying toward him.

“Sonia,“ he moaned when I bent, capturing his mouth with mine while wrapping my fingers around his enormous cock.

I savored the way my name rolled off his tongue. The growls and screams of pleasure that echoed around the room told me that some of the groups that had been fucking in different corners of the room had reached their orgasms.

I was sure that they were probably looking at us now, and I could feel heat rising to my cheeks. The thought that so many eyes were on me and my husband was turning me on even more.

Bryce grabbed my hair and deepened the kiss, his tongue wrestling with mine. As we parted for air, I gave his lower lip a slow lick.

Our eyes were locked together while I gracefully lowered myself, planting kisses along his powerful body. His cock stirred in my palm every time my mouth touched his skin, leaving a wet, hot trail on his torso.

Finally kneeling in front of him, I moved my hand faster, squeezing him as I rolled my fingers along his length.

The musky scent intoxicated me, and my pussy pulsed in response. Bryce spread his legs wider, offering me more access, and I leaned in closer, placing a kiss on the tip of his dick.

I dragged my tongue along his cock, tasting his saltiness, and he gasped and shivered when I gently took his balls in my mouth.

His gasp reverberated in the air as I sucked them and started to swirl them around, moving my tongue in languorous circles. Bryce tensed and shivered, writhing from pleasure.

I hummed in delight when he petted me, savoring the little sighs of pleasure that left his mouth between sharp intakes of breath.

“Fuck, babe,“ he groaned when I released his balls and focused once again on his cock, tasting the leaking pre-cum.

His caresses became more possessive and demanding, turning slowly into gentle tugs at my hair as I dragged my tongue from base to tip, insisting on his favorite points.

Covering his cock with saliva and kisses, I savored his tangy flavor. My moans of delight seemed to spur him on as his hold on my hair became tighter with every swirl of my tongue and each sound of pleasure that left my lips.

Taking him in my mouth, I sucked at the head of his cock with greedy eagerness. Relaxing my throat, I welcomed him deeper, and my pussy ached when I glanced at him.

My husband was staring at me with hooded eyes, the desire in his gaze feeding the fire within me. Bryce used my hair to guide me, bobbing me faster with each thrust.

Allowing him to set the rhythm he desired, I braced my palms on his legs, steadying myself and at the same time stroking his flesh.

“I call dibs on her after that,“ someone said, the voice coming from somewhere behind me, making me giggle around the cock in my mouth.

Half laughing, half moaning, my husband slammed me harder and faster against him, his dick twitching and swelling.

With his eyes closed, he face-fucked me in short, rough strokes, using me as his favorite fucktoy.

I was sure the guy’s words drove him crazy with lust, and the fact that he had just seen me get railed by the others only a few minutes ago was drowning him in arousal.

And damn, I was loving every second of his feral, delicious assault on my mouth.

Gagging and gargling, I clawed at his legs, trying to steady myself while he reduced me to a hole to use for his needs. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and I moaned in approval, tears of effort running down my face, ruining my make-up.

His roar pricked my hair as he released himself down my throat, feeding me what seemed like a never-ending river of lava. Swallowing with hunger, I shivered in his grip, savoring the sweet taste that flooded my mouth.

“Mmm,“ I purred, leaning back when he let my hair go. “Delicious,“ I said, swirling my tongue over my lips, licking the last drops.

The sweetness of his cum mingled with the saltiness of my tears.

“You’re amazing, babe,“ he panted, his praise making my heart race.

“My turn now,“ the guy that had called dibs on me earlier said.

I laughed when he grabbed my arm and hauled me on top of him. A moment later, I found myself planted on his enormous cock, and urged to ride it.

Meeting his hazel eyes, I recognized him as the guy who had joined us earlier, together with the redhead.

“So impatient,” I teased him, rolling my hips, rubbing my clit against him. “What’s your name?“ I asked, starting to ride him.

“Cayden.“

My bull grabbed my hips and bounced me faster, slamming me against him as he increased the rhythm. With each thrust, he sank his cock deeper inside my pussy, stuffing me completely.

“Fuck!“ I gasped, bracing my palms on his chiseled torso.

Angling closer to him, I closed my eyes, savoring the way he was rubbing against my clit with each whack of his hips against mine.

My yelp filled the room when a palm landed hard on my ass.

“Bend forward, doll,“ Blake commanded me, his raspy voice sending a wave of arousal washing over me.

Obeying his request, I licked my lips, already imagining his thick cock inside my ass. My bull roamed his hands all over my body for a few moments, following the line of my spine, toward my hips, and then cupping my cheeks.

Stroking me, he drew soft mewls from my mouth, ecstasy running through my veins when his dick touched me.

“Go on, fuck me,“ I moaned, wiggling my ass at him.

“That’s my demanding, impatient minx,“ he laughed, giving my ass a squeeze.

Burying himself to the root, he offered me a few seconds to get accustomed to the sensation.

As he started to thrust, he drove himself as deep as possible and then pulled out almost completely, keeping only the tip inside. Each stroke left a heavy but intensely pleasurable ache within me, making me beg for more.

“Damn, this feels so good,“ I moaned, vibrating in Blake and Cayden’s hands, trapped between their heated bodies.

Not that I wanted to escape.

Bracing my palms on Cayden’s muscled torso for support, I closed my eyes to savor every filthy moment of bliss as they filled every inch of me.

“I think my slutty wife needs another cock,“ Bryce egged us, winking at Adam and Mike.

Oh, God, the way they pushed each other in their attempts to be the first to reach me made me giggle so hard.

My laughs turned into broken, needy moans when my bulls increased the pace, jackhammering into me.

“Fuck, this feels so good! Faster!“ I gasped.

The musky, arousing scent intoxicated me when Adam inched closer, his cock slapping my lips, smearing his pre-cum on them. Mark’s dick twitched next to me, and I smiled, looking at them.

“Come here,“ I said, wrapping my fingers around Mark’s shaft while starting to lick Adam’s as if he was my favorite lollipop.

For a few seconds, I wanked them off in turns, squeezing and stroking one of them, while kissing and licking the other one.

Blake and Cayden steadied me while pounding into me like two beasts in heat, drawing little moans from my mouth as I was tasting the tangy saltiness of my other two bulls.

“Damn, you two are delicious,“ I grinned, giving each of them a kiss on the tip.

Engulfing Adam’s cock, I started to suck him off, at the same time moving my palm faster around Mark’s shaft.

“That’s my slutty wife,“ my husband said, moving closer to us, wanking off.

I shivered at his praise, humming around the cock in my mouth. Closing my eyes, I surrendered myself to their delicious pounding, quivering when Adam grabbed my hair, bobbing me faster.

With every little thing each one of them did, I sank more and more into the ocean of ecstasy, my mind spinning.

Their thrusts became rougher with each passing second, our sounds of pleasure mingling with the ones from the other groups who were fucking around us.

Euphoria coursed through me, wildfire running through my veins. It felt as if energy was coursing from one to the other, linking all of us as we all ran toward our releases.

Adam was face-fucking me into oblivion. Cayden was digging his fingers into my hips, ramming into my pussy like there was no tomorrow. Blake was ramming into my ass, yanking my hair, tussled in his and Mark’s grips. Mike bucked in my fist with abandon, his entire body vibrating.

I knew other guys were jerking off around us, admiring the show, based on their moans and comments as they egged us.

And what made everything even more amazing for me was my husband’s presence. Bryce’s groans added another layer of pleasure to me, and I knew him well enough to know he was close, too.

When Blake glided his palms around me and attacked my clit, my mind went blank for a few seconds. Every muscle in my body tensed, and I cried out around the cock in my mouth, coming.

Aftershocks wracked me, the waves of pleasure ripping me apart as I helplessly convulsed between them.

Both Cayden and Blake growled as I squeezed them hard, my pulse racing, my weak whimpers filling the room.

As they jackhammered into me, throbbing within my holes, I moved my hand faster along Mark’s dick. Adam tightened his grip, pounding me rougher, slamming me against his pelvis at every stroke.

Blake’s thrusts quickened and I could feel him reaching his peak. My body tensed and quivered as he slid out of me with a gasp. Hot ropes of cum spilled over my back, draping my skin with a sticky veil, while his roar echoed around us.

Adam seemed to like the idea as he pulled out of my mouth and jerked off. Panting and giggling at the same time, I closed my eyes and stuck out my tongue, waiting for my dessert.

“Oh, fuck, you’re unbelievable,“ he laughed, a moment later releasing himself on my face and hair.

While his seed dripped down my face, on my tits, and fell on Cayden’s skin, Mark’s dick twitched violently in my palm.

“Your turn,“ I purred, giving him a seductive smile.

“Fuck!“ He groaned, his lust-filled eyes fixing on mine.

My face and hair were soon blanketed by molten rivulets of cum as he exploded on me. Releasing his cock, I licked my lips and braced my palms on my bull’s chest, riding him faster.

Cayden grabbed my hips and started to bounce me rougher, turning me into his fucktoy. While he was pounding me into oblivion, my husband grabbed my hair, turning my face toward him.

“Perfect, more dessert for me,“ I purred, finding myself staring at his enormous, throbbing cock, leaking pre-cum.

I leaned closer and licked the tip, moaning when my bull changed the angle and hit my G-spot repeatedly. Warmth stirred within me, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Sonia,“ Bryce growled, a second later covering me in a river of melted pleasure.

Damn, he was delicious! He sprayed his cum all over me, from my hair to my face, and it dripped lower, on my tits.

Licking my lips, I gasped when Cayden slammed me against him. His growl echoed around the room, thrilling me, and my inner walls squeezed him as he reached his peak.

His orgasm mixed with mine, his seed blending with my juices as I came again. Panting, I collapsed on top of him, our sweaty bodies flush against each other, glued together.

“Ready for another round, fuckdoll?“

I yelped when Blake yanked my hair, using it to roll me next to Cayden, onto the floor, on my back.

“Fuck, yes!“ I purred, opening my legs and giving him a seductive smile.

While this one mounted me, guiding himself inside my well-fucked pussy, I laughed, noticing my husband and my other three bulls encircling us.

“Damn, I want all of you!“ I giggled, crying out when Blake started to fuck me.

“Can we join the show, too?”

I smiled noticing the two men that had egged on us earlier and that hot-as-sin stripper that had winked at me when we’d stepped inside this place.

“Fuck yeah!” I moaned, arousal blazing me like wildfire.

From that moment on, chaos enveloped all of us. My mind was dizzy with lust as they exchanged places, turning me around and passing me from one to the next.

And I fucking loved every second of it.

At first, Blake was pounding me, while Adam straddled my body and mauled my breasts. A few seconds later, his cock was gliding between my squeezed tits, his groans mingling with the other ones that echoed around the room.

My husband crawled closer and drove himself inside my mouth again, tangling his fingers through my cum-covered hair while he reduced me to a hole to be used for his needs.

Every part of me buzzed alive while I clenched and mewled, again and again, wrecked by my orgasms.

Then, they exchanged places with the other three men, turning me onto my hands and knees and filling all my holes at the same time. With every thrust, I was pushed closer and closer toward my body limit for rapture, and I savored every moment.

I lost count of how many times I had came and how many times they passed me around, drowning me in pleasure. All I knew was that I wanted more.

The room spun around me when all of them released themselves on my body, turning me into what was most probably the sluttiest piece of art ever created.

While I pooled in their melted pleasure, purring in delight, Mark rolled me around, and before I could beg him to fuck me, he was already driving himself inside my pussy.

“Yes!” I screamed, mirroring his movements.

The entire situation was so lewd that it turned me on even more. Tilting my head, I looked into my husband’s eyes, smiling at the lust, pride, and adoration that shone in his gaze.

I knew what he was seeing, and my pussy ached at the thought. His slutty wife was laying on the floor of a gang’s club, covered in cum, sweat and her juices, and getting fucked by her bulls again and again.

The fact that he was with me, watching everything, and encouraging all of them to turn my dirty dreams into filthy reality was making everything even better.

When Mark finished, his place was quickly taken by Adam and Cayden, who turned me around in the position they desired.

After that, my husband and Blake were ready for another round, and I cried out in bliss, asking for more of them. And oh, yes, the other three guys also joined us and gave me everything I had asked for.

Tossed around and fucked senseless, I cried out in delight, buzzing alive, every fiber of me humming with electricity.

And oh, God, when they finished, the other three railed me out of my mind again.

And all of them, once again.

And again.

I forgot in what dirty positions they had taken me, fucking me into oblivion and throwing me over the edge again and again, turning me into a quivering, whimpering ball of neediness, but I loved every ravishing second. Wildfire coursed through me, and I screamed in ecstasy, craving to feel their cocks within all my holes for hours.

I didn’t even know how much time it had taken us, but in the end, I was laying on my back, in a pool created of our pleasure, giggling and moaning, exhausted.

I laughed and screamed in delight as they encircled me, wanking off, feasting their eyes on my abused body.

“Oh, yes! My last creamy dessert!” I panted.

I glanced at my husband, and licked my lips, shivering when all of them came on me, adding the last layers to the lewd piece of art they had turned me into.

Best Christmas ever!


Sonia
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I purred when my husband hugged me from behind, pressing me to him. Snuggling closer and curling under the warm blanket, I melted into him, cocooned in the heat of his body.

“Morning, babe,“ he murmured, planting a kiss on my neck.

“Morning.“

His voice was soothing, and the way he was hugging me, his bare chest flush against my naked body, made me buzz alive. His hot breath made me smile, and when he brushed his lips against my neck, I sighed, pampered.

“How do you feel?“

“A little sore, but at the same time, perfect,“ I said, stretching and arching. “You felt good, too, love?“

“Yes, it was amazing,“ my husband whispered, burying his face into me and taking a deep breath.

Rolling around in bed until I faced him, I kissed Bryce, savoring his touch. His familiar taste flooded my mouth as our tongues danced together.

Bryce squeezed me, summoning tides of heat within my belly.

“I liked to share you with them, to see you enjoying yourself like that. I loved to see that naughty smile on your lips as they pleased you. And damn, it drove me crazy to see their euphoric faces as they fucked you, and to know that at the end, you were going back home with me, that you were mine.“

Heat rose to my cheeks, and I lowered my gaze for a second, flustered. Tilting my head, my eyes locked with his, and I trailed my fingers along the lines of his face, drinking him in.

I’m so lucky to be married to the most wonderful man in the entire world.

“What?“ He asked, laughing, the intensity with which he was staring at me making the warmth in my core spread to every corner of my body.

“I love you.“

Yeah, the way he smiled tingled something deep within my soul.

Bryce pushed me onto my back with a gentle movement, the weight of his body pressing me into the mattress when he leaned on top of me.

His mouth found mine again, and I quivered when he murmured “I love you“ against my lips.

My breath caught as we made out, my heart racing under his touches. Bryce tangled his fingers in my hair, drawing soft moans from me as his mouth explored every inch of skin on my neck.

My pulse quickened with each brush of his lips against me, making me tremble and crave more of him. My husband peppered kisses along my throat and decorated me in hot, wet touches until all I could do was giggle and whimper in delight.

Squirming against him, I roamed my palms along his back, purring while he trailed his mouth lower, toward my breasts.

Every fiery touch ignited sparkles within me, and I struggled under him, moaning his name. While he lapped at my tits, flicking his tongue over my hard nipples in turns, I wrapped my legs around his waist, grinding and marking him with my wetness.

“I want you, babe,“ I whispered, arching. “I want to make love with you, to feel you inside me.“

I felt his lips curl into a smile against my skin, and I hugged his neck when he crawled back up, capturing my lips again into a toe-curling kiss.

I quivered as he moved on top of me and guided himself inside my pussy. The way he stuffed me felt so familiar and natural that every part of me buzzed alive and every nerve ending within me pulsed with desire.

Our bodies were glued together as he started to move, thrusting into me in slow, long strokes. I wrapped myself around him while Bryce snaked his arms between me and the mattress, squeezing me in his embrace.

His warm breath mingled with mine, and I searched for his lips, craving even more connection. I let out a soft, pampered sigh when he kissed me, every fiber of my being responding to him.

My husband changed the angle, teasing my clit with every whack of his lips against mine. The fire stirred within my core, and soon enough, I dug my fingers into his back, crying out his name as I came.

His thrust became more erratic, his loud groan birthing goosebumps along my skin as he released himself inside me.

“Mine,“ he murmured against my lips before giving them a quick lick, sending an electric tingle through my body.

Oh, yes, I was.

“Yours,“ I purred, kissing him again, melting into him.

THE END

Do you want to read another story about Sonia and Bryce?

Subscriber to my newsletter and get it for free:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/soniachristmasnl


Do you want to discover another slutty hotwife?
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After all the debauchery and dirty fun I had in my teambuilding and on Halloween with my dominant, hot boss and my mouth-watering coworkers, I couldn't wait for the opportunity to be shared by all fourteen of them once again.

To my complete delight, Christmas offered me the perfect moment!

My bulls were ready and eager to show me what good elves they could be and turn my Christmas lewd fantasies into reality. And if you knew me, you could bet that I was ready to prove to them I was the sluttiest Christmas gift they had ever seen.

Was I going to land on Santa's naughty list? Maybe, but when Santa was no one else but my hot-as-hell husband, I was more than delighted to be at the top of said list.

You can find it here:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/hotwifeschristmas
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First things first, thank you for reading my book.

My name is Evie, and Kassia White is the pen name under which I write hotwife erotica.

I also write cheating erotica under two pen names. Under Evie Dawn pen name I write romantic cheating erotica where the cheating wife finds her happily ever after with the affair partner, not the husband, and under Elsie Skye I write cheating stories with endless cheating or redemption arcs.

I also write freeuse erotica as Lexi Wilder.

If you want to discover them, check out these stories:


Vacation With My Husband’s Boss
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My marriage? Stale. My sex life? In ruins. My husband? Utterly useless.

While Jason is fawning all over me, calling me “his lovely wife,” my thoughts are flying toward Zayn, his boss, the one who actually makes me feel saucy and alive, sexy and desired.

My lover is everything my husband is not - confident, arrogant, dominant and hot-as-hell, he’s had me on my hands and knees from the moment I met him.

We’re off on a filthy escapade where I plan on letting him use every one of my holes, including the ones my husband never had the chance to enjoy.

My fun might be ruined, however, when my husband greets me at the door, saying we need to talk. I had no idea how much my life was going to change because of this useless, clingy lap-dog that now swears I’m going to regret cheating on him.

Yeah, right. All I can think about now is how much dirty fun I’m going to have with my lover and how we’re going to explore every inch of each other, again and again, our bodies flush together, knowing that we’ll no longer have to hide.

But can things really be so simple after all that or are there still a lot of things that I have yet to discover?

You can find it here:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/vacantionboss


The Mafia Boss’s Cheating Wife
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What happens when you cheat on a ruthless, possessive mafia boss?

Well, I suppose I’m going to find out soon.

Everything was perfect between me and Enzo - the sex was great and he was sharing more than his body with me. He'd given me access to his entire world.

But then Alec, my ex-boyfriend, reappeared in my life, and I went ahead and cheated on my husband with him, losing myself in a moment of fiery, yet blind, passion.

Is my husband a monster?

Everyone's going to say yes; even I know what he's capable of, even if he has never hurt me.

His position, his ego, his heart, all demand retribution.

Do I still have a chance to save my marriage?

You can find it here:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/mafiacheatingwifebm

OEBPS/image_rsrcJ7.jpg
e
A £l
AS

KASSIA WHITE






OEBPS/image_rsrcJ9.jpg
L2

MAFIA
BOSS'S
heating e

ELSIE SKYE





OEBPS/image_rsrcJ5.jpg
g (VYD

KASSIA WHITE





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcJ6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcJ8.jpg
EVIE DAWN





