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Chapter 1


As I tug on the tiny red dress and try to pull it down further past my ass, I wonder for the umpteenth time if agreeing to be Santa’s helper at my husband’s work Christmas party was a good idea. Joey works as a certified public accountant with one of the biggest accounting firms in our town. They recently scored a big new client, and the company claims they’re doing something special for everyone at the holiday party.  
One of Joey’s coworkers agreed to play Santa, and they asked for volunteers to be Santa’s helper. My dear husband signed me up without asking. When I complained, he fucked me senseless and wouldn’t let me come until I agreed to do it. It wasn’t all bad. After that, it became a running joke. Every time I threatened to not help, he’d fuck me again and not let me come until I changed my mind. 
I blame my pussy for getting me into this. If she wasn’t such a slut who loved being edged, I wouldn’t have kept using it as an excuse to get him to fuck me. 
Since the party isn’t for children, why does Santa even need a helper? Hell, why is there even a Santa? Joey’s work parties never include people under twenty-one since there is free-flowing alcohol, and everyone gets wild towards the end with ribald jokes and flirting. The company’s motto is work hard, play hard for their social activities outside the office. The Christmas events are usually informal, but everyone dresses up. In past years, I’ve gone with a sexy number that gets my tipsy husband to drag me to bed when we get home. 
Once I resigned myself to helping, I scoured online for a new sexy costume. The plan is to tease my husband and offer to polish his pole later... or maybe it’s jingle his bells? Hmm, maybe. 
My best friend Jessica is a writer, so I should have asked her to come up with some filthy Christmas-themed jokes. I guess I could have searched online, but what’s the fun of that? I’m sure once I’ve had a few glasses of wine, I’ll be able to come up with something that will make him laugh and want to fuck me. 
Joey has been gone for the last few hours to help set up the party. He should be home any minute — or he better be, since it’s almost time to leave. 
I admire myself in the bedroom mirror to make sure the outfit isn’t too slutty. The vibe I want tonight is classy slut, not use-me-in-a-dirty-bathroom slut. Picturing Joey getting so turned on he can’t wait to get home, dragging me into the bathroom so we can rut like wild beasts against the wall sounds like my kind of fun. Still, I think classy slut is the way to go tonight. 
This dress is a short one-piece, with red velvet and a white fur lining, and I’m pretty dang sexy. The top is a bustier and made for people with a smaller chest. I’m not spilling out over the top, but a generous amount of cleavage is visible. 
Not that I’m complaining. It ups the chances of getting my husband worked up enough to fuck me tonight. I paired it with white fishnet thigh highs and some black fuck-me platform heels with ankle straps. These shoes might not be the best idea, since I plan to drink tonight, but my legs look too good in them to change to something more sensible. 
And I can’t forget the Santa hat. 
Grabbing the hat from the dresser, I adjust it over my wavy brown hair and blow kisses at myself. Oh yeah, this Santa’s helper is ready and willing to assist my wonderful husband with all of his needs. Fuck, he should have offered to be Santa. I’ve got plenty of kinky ideas about helping Santa empty his sack. 
I’ll save that joke for after the party.
When I hear the garage door open, a thrill runs through me. I’m ready to get tipsy. More, I’m ready to have Joey’s hands all over me. 
[image: image-placeholder]Joey is secretive and distracted on the drive as I try to pry details out of him.
“So what’s the big surprise, huh?”
He doesn’t answer for a moment, and I’m assuming he isn’t going to reply. Then his lips turn up and he teases me. 
“You’re going to have to wait and find out, just like everyone else.”
“Fine,” I huff and run a finger over the fur trim of my skirt. “Do you like my outfit?”
He said nothing about it when he picked me up, only giving me a long, unreadable look, which didn’t boost my confidence about my chances of getting laid tonight.
“You’re gorgeous like always, and a very sexy Santa’s helper.”
His voice is sincere, and a tingle spreads through my stomach. Okay, maybe he’s forgiven for not saying something earlier. 
“So... not even a little hint? Come on, you know you’re dying to tell me.”
That makes him chuckle. “No hint, but you’ll be very pleased at the end of the night.”
He stresses the word pleased and my pussy clenches as if she thinks it was directed towards her.
Heck, maybe it was. I think of several ways he can please me tonight. I need to get a few glasses of wine in him, and he’ll be putty in my hands. If I play coy and cute, he’ll think fucking me was his idea all along. 
The drive is about thirty minutes, so I relax into the heated car seat and turn on some Christmas music, singing along to get in a more festive mood. Santa better be coming down more than just my chimney tonight. 




OceanofPDF.com

Chapter 2


My wonderful husband disappeared shortly after we arrived, off to do something or other. My heart pounds as I watch the clock creep toward five o’clock, the official start of the party. I glance around the room again. I’m the only Santa’s helper, but I see plenty of people in outfits more revealing than mine, so I’m in good company. Everyone is in high spirits and the anticipation in the air holds the promise of a night of laughter and inappropriate behavior.  
Once the party starts, one of his coworkers approaches me with two glasses of wine. The guy is massive and fit, with yummy salt and pepper hair at his temples and gorgeous blue eyes. I’d estimate him in his early fifties, but he obviously works out and is blessed in the genes department. 
“Joey asked me to bring you a drink. Do you want one?”
He holds out a glass and I gladly accept, taking a sip.
“Thanks. I’m not sure where Joey went...”
I hope he’ll fill in the details since he saw Joey last.
“He’s doing last-minute work on the presents. He asked me to entertain you. I’m Caleb, by the way.”
His eyes twinkle and I notice his eyes sweep over my cleavage. My pussy revs to life and I resist the urge to sway towards him and flirt. This is exactly the type of guy I’d want a dirty encounter with at a Christmas party. 
I’ve always had a thing for sexy older men.
“I’m Miri, but I’m guessing you knew that.”
He nods and I catch him taking a peek at my top again. Not that I blame him. This bustier is incredibly flattering, and it’s such brief glances, it’s obvious he’s trying not to stare. I press my chest forward, hoping my womanly charms will addle his brain and I can pump him for information. 
“Do you know what gifts Santa is giving out?” If he knows, maybe he’ll tell me.
His grin blossoms slowly. “Something naughty.”
I wasn’t expecting his response and I can’t hold in my giggle. “Naughty gifts make the best presents.” I take another sip of wine. “So... how about you show me around the party, huh?”
I don’t really need him to show me around, but when he offers me his arm, I take it. The strength of his body gives me a pleasant thrill and my nipples harden. 
Oh fuck, I haven’t reacted to a guy like this in several months... not since my first hotwife experience with Zane, my high school crush, when we were vacationing on the Oregon coast. 
Joey and I have talked about me fucking someone else again, and this time with him watching, but we haven’t found the right person yet. We’re not rushing; we want it to feel right for both of us. The way my body is reacting, Caleb feels very right to me, but I’m not here to fuck someone else. I need my husband so I can drive him wild.
We walk around and chat with other couples. Every time my body brushes against Caleb’s, a neediness builds in my core. It’s silly to be feeling this way around a virtual stranger, but he’s so damn sexy. 
I notice several other women eying him, but he seems oblivious and is attentive to me. My body is bursting with energy, and I’m flushed and extra giggly. After a bit, it seems like I’m on a date with him, which is odd. When I imagine this hunk taking me to a secluded corner and grinding against me, I know I’m in trouble.
Dammit, where is Joey? He needs to save me from these insane thoughts.
I finally spot him across the room, facing me, and chatting with a couple of people. His eyes follow my every move. The searing heat in his gaze makes my lips part as my heart rate speeds up. I think he’s been watching me flirt with Caleb, and from his intense interest, I can tell he likes it. 
I turn to Caleb and trail my hands down his arm for the benefit of my watching husband, and to get Caleb’s attention.
“Hey. I see Joey and I’m going to join him. I’ll talk to you later.”
A huge grin spreads across his face, and his eyes twinkle. “I need to go get ready, anyway. Santa has presents to give out.”
I stop and stare at him while he walks away. Wait, does he mean HE’s Santa? A forbidden burst of delight burns inside of me at the thought of him in a Santa costume. Oh fuck, it’s HIS sack I want to empty tonight.
Shaking my head to clear my slutty thoughts, I almost stumble on my way to my husband, but steady myself with a chair at a nearby table. Stupid shoes. Too bad they’re so sexy. 
When I get to Joey the other couple is walking away. He sets his empty glass of wine on a nearby table before taking my hand, pulling me into his arms, and kissing me so hard my knees go weak. 
Whoa, okay. I’m liking where this is going. 
I moan into his mouth and then pull back and laugh. “What’s got into you?”
He doesn’t answer and kisses me again until I’m on fire. His tongue invades my mouth, and I respond by sliding my hand around his neck and pulling him closer. His fingers dig into my hips as his hardness presses against my stomach. 
I’m the one who breaks off the kiss. “No really, what got you all turned on?”
I’m certain it has to do with Caleb, but I want to hear him say it. He kisses me again, and I can feel my pussy spasming as our tongues dance. My head spins when he finally stops. 
“Maybe it’s because I watched you flirting with Caleb for the last thirty minutes, or it’s possible I’m just excited to see you.”
I don’t add that it could be the empty glass of wine he had in his hand. I’m not sure how much he’s drank, but it looks as if my flirty husband has come to play.
He traces my bottom lip with his thumb. “Baby, are you having fun tonight?”
“Yes.” My breathless reply is cut off as he swoops in for another kiss.
Hot damn, this is great. His hands roam all over my body. My dress suddenly feels too tight as my panties dampen and my breasts ache. His lips brush against my neck and I moan softly. 
Shit, I hope no one is looking this way. I’m about ready to drag him to a back room and go to town on his cock. 
He nibbles on my neck and his breath is a warm puff on my sensitive skin when he speaks. “I really like your dress.”
I want to laugh, but I hold it in. Oh yeah, I can tell he likes it.
“Yeah, it’s kind of slutty, but in a good way.”
He nips at my neck some more. “In the very best way.”
I was only joking, but my insides quiver at his words. I gasp when he slips his hand under my short dress and cups my ass. His palm slides over my silky panties and the friction sends a shockwave through my body. God, at this rate, I’m going to be a wet mess when I help Santa with the gifts. 
As if Joey is reading my mind, he pulls away from me. “This will have to wait until after the party.”
I’m half disappointed but know it’s for the better. He links his fingers with mine and leads me towards a side door. 
“Yeah, fine. I’m telling you, you got me all worked up so I better get something out of you by the end of the night.”
He glances over his shoulder at me, and his eyes smolder. “Try not to think about the fact that Santa has a massive cock.”
What? 
I trip over my feet at his words, and he helps me find my balance as I tease him. 
“Really? And how would YOU know this?”
He laughs and tilts his head to the side with an evil grin.
“I’ve heard rumors.”
I snort. Rumors my ass. Are people walking around the accounting firm talking about each other’s cock size? I think not. 
When we reach the side door, he opens it and a warm glow lights the room. Caleb, dressed up as Santa, is standing next to a table with a sack of presents on it. 
Caleb is enormous. Somehow, the red costume accentuates his size. 
Fuck.
I can imagine this guy having a massive cock. Joey might be right. 
I glance around the room, trying to focus on anything except Caleb. The room appears to be an employee breakroom with couches lining the far wall. This is definitely a room where Santa could get lucky... maybe on one of the couches.
“Hey again,” Caleb calls out.
I’m forced to look at him and he’s staring at me with those gorgeous blue eyes.
“H-hi.”
Ugh, I sound like an idiot. Why isn’t Joey speaking? 
Caleb abandons the sack of gifts and comes over to us. He’s so close I can smell his cologne. A sharp glance at my husband reveals him watching us. Yeah, he’s enjoying Caleb’s closeness.
“You ready to be my helper?”
I imagine helping myself to Caleb’s cock and I can feel a blush creep up my face. Fuck, I need to get a grip.
I blurt out, “Sure,” before I say what I’m really thinking.
Joey takes my hand and squeezes it to get my attention. “Baby, I’ll be out there with everyone else.”
I nod and he leans towards me with his mouth close to my ear. “And don’t forget to think about what I told you.”
He kisses my cheek with a laugh, and I stand there in shock as he leaves. How big of a cock DOES Caleb have? God, I’m such a slut. Better still, my husband obviously adores this side of me.
Caleb goes back to the table, secures the red bag, and throws it over his shoulder, pulling my thoughts away from his cock. 
“Miri, do you know why Santa always lands on the roof?”
I blink and don’t reply. Uh, what?
“Because he likes it on top.”
He winks at me and walks towards the door, and I stand there dumbly. 
Is he flirting with me? When he realizes I’m not following, he glances at me with a smile in his eyes. 
“You coming?”
My pussy buzzes and my brain kicks in finally. 
I give him my best coy smile. “Not without permission.”
He barks out a laugh. “Come with me and I’ll tell you why Santa is always so jolly.”
Oh god, I’m supposed to be the one telling the Santa jokes tonight. I catch up with him as he opens the door. 
“So why is Santa jolly?”
Caleb motions for me to go through the door first and as I pass, he whispers, “Because he knows where all the naughty girls live.”
The door closes behind us, and I giggle. Yeah, I fell into that one. 
When a guy sees us, he climbs up onto a chair and holds a microphone. “It’s time for our big announcement.”
Everyone quiets down, and I glance around the room for Joey. Where is my man? I don’t see him, and the announcer continues.
“We’ve had such an amazing year we’re giving each of you a bonus check.”
The room erupts in cheers and the guy waits until it calms down before continuing.
“You thought that was good? There’s more. In February, we’re closing the office for a week and taking all employees, and their plus one, on vacation.”
The hooting and hollering from that announcement almost drown out him telling everyone that the details of the trip are in the envelopes with the bonus checks. As the guy steps down from the chair, Caleb takes it as our cue to pass out the gifts. 
We walk around the room and pause at each table. Santa has me reach into his sack of presents and give one to each person. The gifts come in three different sizes. As we walk away, I see people opening them. They are boxes of expensive chocolates with an envelope, presumably giving details about the trip and bonus. Since the presents don’t have names on them, I am assuming the money isn’t in the envelope, especially since we’re giving one to everyone at the party, including the invited guests. 
When we’re done passing out the gifts, Caleb turns to me and whispers. “Thank you for helping me empty my sack.”
My eyes grow round. HEY, that was supposed to be my joke! 
He laughs at my response and gives a little wave. “I’ll see you later, Miri.”
The way he says it makes it sound like he really thinks he will see me later, and I call out, “Bye,” as he walks away.
In a few seconds, Joey is by my side. He moves behind me and puts his arms around me. I lean into him and feel his hardness press against me. Well, he’s still turned on, so that’s good, but now my jokes are ruined. 
Something must have tipped him off that I’m disgruntled. “What’s the matter, Baby?”
I grumble, “Santa stole all my best jokes.”
Joey laughs, and hearing myself makes me smirk. Okay, it’ll be fine. Joey hasn’t heard the Santa’s sack joke yet, so I guess all is not lost. 
He kisses my head. “That’s okay, Baby. You can take it out on Caleb while you fuck him in the back room.”
What? I’m fucking him tonight? 
I pull back so I can look at Joey. His face is flushed and his eyes shine, as if the thought turns him on. He’s not joking.
“But only if you want,” he adds.
My nipples tighten and a zing of pleasure zips straight to my pussy. Oh yeah, we want. We want.
“Yes... oh, yes.” I nod eagerly. 
He laughs again. “Good. I want to watch you empty Santa’s sack.”
My mouth falls open and I squeak, about to complain that now he’s the one stealing my jokes. When he tugs on my hand, I close my mouth and follow him. No way am I going to risk him rescinding the offer. 
He leads me towards the room we were in before. When he opens the door, Caleb is by the table waiting for us. He still has his Santa suit on and I want to gobble him all up. He’s that damn sexy. 
Oh, shit... am I going to actually fuck him as Santa? A shimmer of lust ripples through me. 
God, I hope so. This is my kind of dirty.
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Chapter 3


When the door closes, the sound of the party dies out. The click from Joey locking the door makes this suddenly real. Do I really want to do this or is this the wine talking?  
Caleb leans a hip against the table, and I sweep my eyes up and down the length of him, taking stock. When I meet his eyes, I’m slightly breathless and I feel my panties get wetter. 
Oh yeah. I want to find out if he really has a gigantic cock. 
Joey kisses my cheek. “I’ll be on the couch watching. Okay?”
Giving him a grateful smile, I murmur, “Yes, my love.”
As he settles in on the couch, I take a deep breath and move to stand in front of Caleb. I have no clue what to expect, but I’m going into this willingly, so I won’t play shy. My legs tremble and my heart races as I wait for him to make a move. 
What if this is just a fantasy that will disappear once he removes his clothes? 
Fuck, I’m being silly. I want to fuck him with or without the costume. 
His gaze sweeps over me. “Hello again.”
I raise my chin and offer him a sweet smile. “Hi.”
“Did you enjoy the gift exchange?”
His small talk amuses me, but I guess it’s better than him grabbing me and shoving me on the table... or is it?
“Actually, I did.”
What I really enjoyed was watching his massive hands. He held the sack open for me, and I was thinking of them on my body. I can’t imagine how much more of a thrill it would have been if I had known we’d end up here. He lifts one of those enormous hands to caress my cheek and I shiver, feeling a warmth settle in my belly.
His simple reply of “Good” lights me on fire. 
His touch is electric, and I want his hands everywhere. This is not how I expected my night to go, and I have a sudden moment of uncertainty. 
Wait, should I really do this? I glance at Joey sitting on the couch to make sure he’s okay with this. He’s watching us intently with a soft smile. 
Okay, he’s fine. 
Knowing Joey still wants this gives me the freedom to relax. I take a deep breath and hold it as I tilt my head back to look at Caleb. Visually, he’s almost my perfect man, so I will not waste this opportunity. 
I’m going to fuck him.
His hand is still on my face. When he strokes his thumb across my cheekbone, I moan softly.
“Miri, do you want this?”
I swallow hard and nod. “Yes.”
He chuckles. “No hesitation, huh?”
“What can I say? I’m in a festive mood tonight.”
He grins. “Let’s see if you’re going to be an obedient little helper.”
A simmer of lust punches me in the gut. I’m ready to do whatever he commands.
“Someone warned me earlier that Santa likes to be on top.”
“Is that right?”
I’m having fun flirting with him and keep my tone light. “Yeah...”
Caleb arches an eyebrow. “Well, let’s see if I’m up to the challenge.”
I grin and shake my head. “I don’t know... you seem more jolly than dominant.”
“I’m jolly because I found a very naughty woman.”
Before I can laugh, he pulls me into his arms and brushes his lips against mine. His kiss is soft and I melt into him. When he cups my breast, I shiver, then inhale sharply when he rubs one of my pert nipples through the velvet fabric. 
He groans. I barely realize he’s pushing me backwards until I feel the cold plaster of a wall. He kisses my neck and nuzzles me as he squeezes and plays with my breasts. My nipples ache and harden under his touch, and I wish I wasn’t wearing the dress. I want to feel his skin against mine. 
He kisses down my collarbone, licking and tasting my skin. I moan, wanting more.
“How long has it been since you’ve gotten off?”
My eyes snap open and I glance at Joey. “Yesterday.”
Joey shifts positions when he hears my answer. I assume it’s because he knows we didn’t have sex yesterday, so that means I was playing with myself while he was at work. Whoops.
Caleb growls and unzips my dress in the back. He pushes down the front so he can get to my breasts. I’m wearing a strapless bra so he pulls my tits out of the top of the cups and plays with them. He sucks on a nipple and my panties get even wetter. 
I can’t believe I just met this guy and now his mouth is on me. 
He stops sucking and asks, “What were you thinking about when you came?” before moving to give attention to my other breast. 
Oh, fuck. I don’t want to say in front of Joey. 
I gasp as his teeth graze my sensitive nipple, but I don’t answer. Caleb’s tongue laps at me, then his teeth gently bite down and I whimper. It feels good, but I want more. He releases my breast, and his fingers slide between my thighs, inching ever so close to my panties.
“Tell me.”
I release a shaky breath. His hands feel so good, and I want him touching me, but... Fuck it.
“I was thinking about fucking an old friend from high school.”
I can’t believe it. Did I just admit I was thinking about fucking Zane?
I dare to glance at Joey again, and he’s stroking his cock through his jeans. Holy shit. The look on his face is one of intense desire. My attention is dragged away by one of Caleb’s hands grabbing my hip. He rubs my pussy through the fabric of my panties with his other hand. 
Oh yeah, I definitely need more.
I rock against his hand, wishing he’d push my panties to the side while he murmurs, “What else?”
Oh god, this is so slutty. I want to whisper, but Joey needs to hear me as well, so I can’t. 
“I was imagining lying on a bed while we made out and he started kissing my breasts and squeezing my nipples.”
Caleb’s voice is a dark rumble. “Keep going.”
I moan, and my stomach muscles quiver as I continue. “Then he spread my legs and licked my pussy until I came... hard.” 
When one of Caleb’s fingers slips under the band of my panties and slides between my wet folds, seeking my clit, I bite my bottom lip and shut my eyes tightly. 
Fuck, this feels amazing.
“Tell me what happened next.”
“We fucked until I came again.”
He rubs circles around my clit and my legs quiver as pleasure courses through me. It’s a good thing I’m up against a wall. 
“You’re a filthy slut, aren’t you?”
I moan “yes” and he slips two fingers into my pussy.
He finger fucks me for a few moments. The bliss skyrockets me into an unexpected orgasm.
“Ohhh, fuck!” I cry out and ride his hand. When I’ve come down, he removes his fingers. I pant out “more” as I try to catch my breath. 
“Since you’re naughty, you need to be punished.”
He pushes me onto my knees. My pulse pounds wildly in my ears. 
Ohhh, it’s time to see his cock! He pulls down the pants of the red Santa suit, revealing black form-fitting boxers that mold around the length of his sizeable package. He’s hard and clearly the rumors were true. It looks impressive, and I haven’t seen it in all its glory yet. His thick, muscular thighs make me think about him behind me, pounding away. He’s fit and probably has the stamina and strength to go all night. 
“Take my cock out.”
I lick my lips and caress him through the fabric before pulling his boxers down just far enough to free his cock. 
I gasp. 
He’s the biggest guy I’ve seen in the flesh. I’ve seen pornos where men have big cocks, but this is different. He’s thick and a large vein runs along the top. The tip glistens with pre-cum. I want to lick it and see how it tastes.
Caleb reaches down and tips my chin up, making my Santa cap fall off. 
“It’s time for my helper to suck my cock.”
Desire flutters in my stomach, and I wrap my hand around his shaft, pumping slowly. I can’t help myself, so I look up and tease him. 
“Are you sure it will fit?”
His nostrils flare as he stares down at me. “Oh, yes.”
I pump him harder, and he grabs my wrist, holding me still. “I told you to suck my cock, so start sucking.”
My pussy clenches and my mouth waters. 
Shit, I love how demanding he is. It borders on feeling like I’m being used, and it’s working me into a frenzy. 
I stroke his cock and wet my lips before sucking on the tip. I’m really unsure if this is going to fit, but I’m game. Just the tip is large enough to give me pause. Caleb thrusts his hips forward and I relax my throat as his shaft slides halfway into my mouth. 
Oh god, it’s not going to fit! 
He grips my hair and holds my head and pulls out fully, but it’s only a moment before his cock is back at my lips.
“What a good little slut.”
His words make me shudder and as he pushes into my mouth slowly, still only going halfway in since he’s so large. I moan around his cock. The taste of his pre-cum mixes with his natural musk, and I want him to fuck me so bad. I pull him out of my mouth and trail kisses down his shaft.
“You like my cock?”
“Yes,” I whisper.
“Beg for it.”
“Oh god, please fuck me. Please?”
He groans and shoves himself back into my mouth. I suck and swirl my tongue around the head of his cock, and he growls. He grips the back of my head and becomes forceful, as if my mouth is his toy, and yet not being so rough that it’s uncomfortable. He uses my mouth for quick, shallow thrusts. Since he’s not forcing me to deep throat him, I’m able to relax and enjoy it. This is absolutely filthy, and I briefly wonder what Joey is thinking. I’m not sure he expected someone to face fuck me like this when he and I discussed him watching.
I run my tongue along the length of his cock and feel him jerk and tense. He holds my head tight as he fucks my mouth with firm strokes. My pussy is on fire, and I desperately need his cock inside it, but at this rate he might come in my mouth. I press my hand against the base of his cock and rub while he continues to fuck my mouth.
He pulls his cock out and I whimper. 
Oh God, please, let him fuck me now. 
He grips my arm and lifts me onto my feet, then turns us both so his back is against the wall. As he slips his hands under my skirt and drags my panties down, I sway towards him, feeling his cock rub against the velvet at my stomach. Anticipation pulses through me. 
My panties fall to my ankles and I step one foot out of them, being careful not to tangle my heels. Leaving them on the floor makes the slutty vibe hit home. 
Caleb hooks his hand around one of my legs and lifts, using his other hand to guide his shaft towards my wet slit. Holy fuck, I’m not sure the last time I fucked in this position.
I slide my hands around his neck to help steady me while I moan at the feeling of him controlling me this way.
When he places the tip against my entrance, he says, “How much do you want this?”
Shit, how do I define this? I’m dazed with lust and I can only murmur, “Please.”
He pushes inside me, and his massive cock stretches me further than I’ve ever been before. I can’t believe how wide he is. 
His length hits bottom and triggers a spasm of pleasure. I almost come and cry out, “Fuuuuck.”
He slides out of me and then slams back inside. As hard, rough strokes rock my body, I gasp and go completely rigid, unable to move as he hammers into me.
Caleb holds onto my hip to control my movement. “I like how you’re reacting.”
I’m breathing heavily and shaking, trying to regain my composure as I peep tiny moans with each thrust. 
He pulls out and rams into me again. “I like how you squeeze my cock.”
I moan louder and grind my hips towards him. He’s hitting all the right spots, and I can’t hold back any longer. I cling to him, expecting to come at any moment.
He slides out of me and then slams back in, making me scream in pleasure. He continues to slam into me and I tighten around him. I’m on the brink of coming and I’m not sure whether to fight it or welcome it. I close my eyes as the pleasure builds, layer by layer, but right before I come, he pulls out all the way and lets go of my leg. I gain my footing and wobble, almost blissed out. My mind reels. 
Wait, why did he stop? 
“You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”
I nod, barely coherent. “Yes, I am.”
“Good. I want you to bend over the table so your husband can watch me fuck you hard.”
Ohh, yes, please.
I abandon my panties and walk towards the table. I sneak a look at Joey. My heart leaps at the sight of him with his cock out, stroking and watching us. Thank god he’s enjoying this. 
Once I bend over the table, I spread my legs wide apart and look over my shoulder at Caleb.
“Like this?”
“Yes.”
He steps close behind me, and I grip the edges of the table to steady myself. His cock stretches me wide open again. I turn my head towards my husband and rest my cheek against the table. I want to see him enjoying the show.
When Caleb speaks to Joey, I’m surprised.
“Joey, do you want to see your slut of a wife fucked hard until she comes? Do you want me to use her body and make her scream?”
Joey doesn’t answer and I moan as Caleb slams into me, hard and deep. My eyes roll back in my head as I almost come undone. 
Fuuuuuck. 
He’s relentless and keeps slamming into me. Each thrust brings me closer and closer to ecstasy.
“Is your slut ready to come, Joey?”
My husband’s silent response is enough for Caleb to keep up his pace. He’s pounding into me, and I know he won’t stop until he gets what he wants. I’m lost in the sensations, and I barely register Joey moving to stand beside me. His breathing is ragged and he’s stroking himself close to my face. 
Oh god, I want to suck on him while I get fucked from behind, but we didn’t talk about doing that. 
Caleb’s grunts become louder and faster, and I’m on the verge of coming. I’m about to explode when he pulls out.
“You said you don’t come without permission. Do you need to ask me something?”
I wiggle my ass, hoping he’ll fuck me again. When he doesn’t fill me, I realize what he wants.
“Can I come, please?”
“Hmm... Joey, does she deserve to come?”
I glare at my husband. He better say yes. He’s still stroking, and his eyes are filmed with lust. 
“Yes. I want to see her come.”
Caleb twists my hair around his fist and pulls my head up. “It’s time for you to get fucked and come. Now get on the floor on your hands and knees.” 
When he releases my hair, I scramble to the floor, using the table to help me down. My husband is in front of me and when I glance up, I have to look past his cock. 
Wait, is he going to come all over me? I keep my eyes trained on my husband’s hand on his cock, mesmerized by his stroking. 
Caleb kneels behind me, and I cry out as he drives into me with an animal fierceness. He’s tireless as he pounds against me. I’m immediately on the brink of coming again. I close my eyes briefly as the sensation of his thick cock massages every nerve ending inside me. 
A rustling in front of me makes me open my eyes, and Joey kneels, aiming his cock towards my lips. 
Holy fuck, yes! 
I open my mouth and willingly engulf the tip. A sharp lunge from behind forces his cock further into me, and I moan from how slutty I am. Shit, this is fabulous.
Caleb’s loud grunts and the sound of skin slapping together fill the room. I swear he’s trying to split me in two. I’m so close to my orgasm I can’t bear it. 
“Come for me, slut.”
His words are my undoing. I’m moaning around Joey’s cock while squeezing my inner muscles around Caleb’s thick shaft. My orgasm explodes and I scream, bucking my hips.
“Ahhh!”
Caleb doesn’t stop fucking me as Joey thrusts into my mouth. My orgasm continues as waves of bliss ripple through me. Wetness streaks down my inner thighs and I don’t care how messy it is. This is fantastic and I don’t want it to stop. 
Caleb growls and his cock pulses before he erupts. He grasps my hips and slams me hard against his cock, holding me there as his warm cum paints my cave walls. My husband moans a split second before he fills my mouth with his seed and my mind switches off from being filled by two men at once. I didn’t realize how awesome this would be.
Both men fuck my holes as they finish coming. As the aftershocks of my orgasm subside, Caleb pulls out of me. Joey continues to kneel in front of me while Caleb speaks. 
“Did you enjoy watching me fuck your wife?”
I look up at Joey as he nods.
“Yes.”
Caleb slaps my ass, and I squeak. 
“Now Miri, say thank you.”
“Thank you,” I pant.
“You’re welcome.” 
Joey helps me up. I cling to him as my legs wobble. He guides me to the couch and sits me down. 
Now that I’m done fucking Santa Caleb, I focus all my attention back on Joey. I need to know he enjoyed what happened, more than just getting an orgasm. A wave of vulnerability hits me. I need him to say he still loves me.
I hear water running in the kitchenette area, and I guess it must be Caleb cleaning up. Things got messy, and this dress is shot, especially since I’m sitting on it. We might have to hide out in here until the party is over. Joey puts his arm around my shoulders, and I lean into him. His scent is intoxicating and relaxes me. I love him so much.
“So, that went well,” Joey murmurs.
“Yeah...” 
It went better for me than just well, so I’m not sure how to take his comment. I would have used magnificent or mind-blowing. I’m about to ask him if he really had fun when Caleb walks over to us with a grin.
“Hey, I’m going to head out. Thank you, Miri, for a wonderful time.”
I give him a dreamy smile. “Thank you too. It was nice meeting you.”
Shit, was that a lame response? 
The guys exchange thanks. When Caleb opens the door to leave, the sounds from the party have died down. Some people must have gone home. He closes the door behind him, and I resume my position, leaning against Joey. He rubs my side, and I can’t help asking him how it went.
“My love, was that good for you?”
He kisses the top of my head.
“Oh yeah. Seeing someone else fucking you while you were sucking on my cock was... something else.”
I bury my head in his side and smile. If Joey is at a loss for words, that means he really did like it. 
“Let’s get home and get you cleaned up. My filthy wife needs a shower.”
I can tell by the tone of his voice he’s teasing, and he helps me stand up. We retrieve my panties and Santa hat from the floor, and Joey peeks out the door before waving me over.
“Everyone seems busy with the Karaoke machine. Let’s make a run for it.”
When I get close to him, he grabs my hand and pulls me along. We’re breathless and laughing when we get to the car. 
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Chapter 4


The drive home is mostly silent, and I drift in a sea of contentment. Halfway through, he rests his hand on my thigh and makes circular caresses. I give him the side eye, wishing I could kiss him. It seems someone isn’t done tonight.  
When we arrive home and get out of the car, Joey walks around to my side and gently tugs me towards him. He wraps his arms around me and kisses me deeply.
“I think you need to be a little dirtier before you shower.”
“Mmmm,” I moan. “I like the way you think.”
We walk into our house and he leads me to the kitchen. I’m not sure why we’re in here, but I immediately yank my dress over my head and drop it on the floor. He watches as I kick my shoes before unhooking my bra and freeing my breasts. Conveniently I’m still not wearing panties, and I turn to Joey, awaiting his next move. 
He grins and slips a hand between my legs to rub my pussy.
“Turn around.” He removes his hand. I spin and put my hands on the countertop, spreading my legs wide. I’m dripping wet and already excited. He steps up behind me and slides his fingers into my slick folds. My body is on fire with pleasure.
“Baby, you’re so wet.”
I can only moan, grinding against his hand, my clit throbbing. I didn’t expect a round two, but this is a great way to end the night. Joey rubs my clit and I whimper. 
Shit, I need him inside me. “God, Joey, please fuck me.”
“Not yet. You aren’t desperate enough.”
Shit, he needs to fuck me. I look over my shoulder at him.
“What makes you think that?”
He grins and rubs faster. “Because you’re not begging.”
I arch my back and push against him. My body feels like it’s melting under his touch as he plunges two fingers into my pussy. I gasp as he hooks his finger and rubs against my cave walls.
“That’s it, my dirty slut. Beg me to fuck you.”
Oh, I’ll beg.
“Fuck me, please! I need you!”
He slides his fingers out of me and brings them to my lips. I suck his fingers clean, and he tugs me to a standing position. 
“Come. I want to fuck you in our bed.”
I don’t care where it is, it just needs to happen now. 
I follow him into the bedroom. He wraps his arms around me, holding me close to him as kisses me deeply. Our tongues duel and the inferno in my core kicks up a notch. Wetness trails down my leg. 
When he breaks off the kiss, I sit impatiently on the bed and watch him remove his clothes. I can tell by his movements that he’s eager, stripping quickly and tossing his clothing aside. 
Mmm, I want to run my hands all over his body, but he’s clearly not in the mood to take this slowly. He pushes me onto my back and pulls me to the middle of the bed. He climbs on top of me and positions himself between my legs. His body covers mine, and he presses the length of his cock against my pussy. 
I caress his chest and flex my hips to force him to rub against my wetness. 
“Now will you fuck me, please?”
He doesn’t answer. Instead, he reaches between us and guides his cock inside me, nice and slow. Thrills run up and down my body from the bliss and I moan loudly. I’ve fucked two other guys since we’ve been married, but no matter how great the sex is with the other men, it’s just not the same as it is with Joey. This moment is what I need, the familiarity of his cock comfortable and perfect. I wrap my legs around him as he thrusts.
“You’re so beautiful and hot, and you feel so good.”
No words come, though I want to respond. I can’t speak past the pleasure coursing through my body. I run my hands up his arms and around his neck, hang on, close my eyes, and get lost in the moment. The pleasure builds and I’m aching for release as he drills into me. 
When he pauses, I whimper and rotate my hips to continue the pleasure. After a moment of him not moving, I open my eyes to find he’s staring into mine.
“What’s wrong, my love?”
“Nothing. I want you to look at me when you come.”
“Okay,” I whisper.
He moves again, slow thrusts in and out. His hips rock against me and the tension builds again. I keep my eyes glued to his, watching the pleasure overtake him. I grip his shoulders and hold on for the ride. My skin is flushed, and I moan as he continues to drive into me, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.
“Oh god, oh god...”
I release my death grip on his shoulders as I give in to the pleasure with total surrender. My back arches and my toes curl as I climax. I scream as I writhe from the powerful waves of delight. He slams home, holding me tight and driving me wild. 
I squeeze his cock as my orgasm continues. He gives one final plunge and comes with a roar, filling me with his seed. He spasms against me, bucking wildly, before relaxing. His warm cum coats my cave walls. As my orgasm subsides, my body goes limp, and I release my legs from around him.
“Fuck,” he pants.
After a few moments, he gets off and lies beside me while we relish the afterglow. I roll to face him, and he rests his arm over my hip.
“That was amazing.”
He chuckles. “Yeah. I wasn’t kidding about you needing to be a little dirtier.”
I snort. “Oh yeah, I’m filthy.”
He kisses my nose. “I wouldn’t want you any other way.”
I run my fingers through his hair and put my head against his chest, breathing in his manly scent.
“My love, does this make you happy? I don’t need to fuck other guys. You’re enough for me.” Not that I’m objecting, but I feel ought to check in.
Joey pulls me close to him. “Of course, baby. I want you to be satisfied and fulfilled. And I loved watching you tonight.”
“I love you,” I murmur as I nuzzle into his chest and close my eyes. My multiple orgasms tonight are catching up with me. Before I fall asleep I’ll get up to shower, but I want to savor our closeness for a bit longer.
“Baby?”
“Hmmm?”
He presses his lips to the top of my head before continuing.
“The vacation in February. They’re taking us to Cabo...” 
“Ohhh, nice!”
Wow, I’ve never been to Cabo. I’ll have to do research on it later. 
“And while we’re there…”
I kiss his chest and wait for a moment before prompting him.
“Yeah?”
“I could ask Caleb if he wants to play with you on the trip.”
My pussy perks up and I’m immediately wide awake. I tip my head so he can see my expression as I grin eagerly.
“I’d like that.”
We exchange a soft kiss before I snuggle against him. An all-expense paid trip to Cabo was already amazing. Now I have something even more to look forward to. This upcoming trip might end up better than our visit to the Oregon coast. Maybe Cabo is like Las Vegas and what happens in Cabo stays in Cabo...?
We’ll find out!
The End

Want more? 
Join my newsletter and get a bundle of bonus stories.
Get it at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/miri
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Sharing His Adventurious Wife Excerpt


If you like hotwife camping stories and haven’t read the stories with Miri’s best friend, check out book 1 in Jessica’s journey.  
[image: image-placeholder]
I sit up and stretch. My sleeping bag falls, exposing my naked breasts to the warm air. There is one positive about camping: it puts Lucas in a kinky mood. We zipped our sleeping bags together last night, and he fucked me so thoroughly he had to put his hand over my mouth to muffle my screams. I woke up wet, and thinking about how hard I came makes me want to find Lucas and ride him before I shower. We’ll get nice and dirty before we get clean.
The sound of the zipper on the tent flap breaks through my slutty daydream, and I pull the edge of the sleeping bag up to cover my breasts out of caution. When the door opens, the familiar sight of my hubby makes me let go of the edge of the bedding so he can get an eyeful. I only have to flash my boobs at him, and he’s putty in my hands.
Hey, wait. His hair is wet, and he’s carrying a towel. Well shit, there goes my plan. He’s already showered.
He blows me a kiss. “Good morning, baby. I think it’s safe for you to hit the showers. Most of the kids and parents left. I only saw a bunch of guys.”
His words and a lusty twinkle in his eyes perks Ms. Kitty up. Um… he’s not thinking I’m going to do anything with another guy, is he?
I keep my voice light and teasing. “Since there are separate bathrooms for the men and the women, I doubt I’ll be showering with a bunch of guys.”
Mmm. I don’t hate the idea. All those soapy hands running up and down my body, making sure they get every crack and cranny clean? A low hum of desire rumbles through me as I watch Lucas put down his shower supplies. He’s tall enough he can’t stand up inside the tent, and he’s moving around in a crouch. 
I definitely don’t have that problem. I like to claim I’m five feet, one inch tall, but that’s if I stretch my spine. I’m really only five feet tall, but only me and my doctor know the truth. Not that the one inch matters, but I was teased growing up for being so tiny, so I always lie about my height. Spiked high heels give me a nice lift, and I enjoy being short. I have fun pretending to be helpless when I can’t reach the top shelf in the kitchen. Lucas has to come in and get things down for me, and then I always give him a proper reward.
Yeah, I’ve got sex on the brain this morning. I clearly need an orgasm. It’s got to be a rule for vacation, right? Orgasms every day!
Lucas keeps glancing at me, and I can tell his devious brain is churning over something. God, I hope it’s sexual. Starting the day relaxed after another orgasm is perfect.
Once he’s done puttering around, he lowers himself to the ground and crawls over me. He pushes me onto my back and gives me a deep kiss. Mmm, now this is more like it.
I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him to me. My nipples harden as he coaxes my lips open and slides his tongue inside, twining it with mine. I try to grind against him, but the puffy sleeping bag is too thick. Dammit, this isn’t going to work.
With his hands on either side of my head, Lucas pulls away from the kiss and looks down at me, murmuring, “You’re so fucking sexy.”
I’m sure my long blonde hair is a mess, and I’ve got morning breath, but if he thinks I’m sexy, who am I to argue?
I smile at him and rub my legs together. “Why don’t you take your clothes off and we can continue where we left off last night?”
He brings a hand up to my breast and plays with the nipple, tweaking it gently and making me gasp. When he doesn’t immediately respond, I assume I’ve won. Hell yeah, Ms. Kitty is going to get another workout.
His eyes deepen with lust as he continues to pull on the stiff peak. “Oh, I’ve got a better idea.”
Pleasure shoots from my breast downwards and I moan. “Mmm, yes?”
My eyes drift closed as I enjoy the delicious sensations his nimble fingers create deep in my core. I’m down with whatever plan he’s cooked up, as long as he keeps his hands on me. He moves down to suck on the opposite nipple and the pleasure sets my mind adrift.
He mumbles around my tit. “Baby, I’ve got a challenge for you.”
Find the rest at:
https://mybook.to/bmadventuriouswife
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Want more of Miri?


Continue with the series. Next up is A Hotwife’s Filthy Wish. 
[image: image-placeholder]
No one ever said that sexy vacation fun had to only include your husband.
A trip to Cabo turns kinky when my husband gives me permission to do whatever I want with whomever. What he doesn’t know is that my filthiest desire includes two men. 
I’m ready for adventure while I’m pounded raw and filled by more than one man while my husband watches. 
This hotwife plans to embrace all the pleasures I can and ignite the fire in my marriage again.
Find it at:
https://mybook.to/bmahotwifefilthy
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More Sexy Hotwife fun


If you haven’t read my first hotwife series with Miranda, check out the big bundle with the first 10 Miranda stories. 
[image: image-placeholder]
10-story Hotwife Erotica Anthology.

Enjoy the first 10 stories of Miranda’s hotwife journey.
The first 5 books are Miranda with her bosses, and then she moves on to being a birthday gift.
When opportunity knocks, does Miranda take it?
Miranda works for four hot lawyers but never considered herself more than just an employee. Her husband suggests they change the boundaries of their relationship and encourages her to hook up with her bosses. This suggestion turns Miranda’s world upside down as her bosses bend her over their desks and introduce her to bondage and multiple partners.

The freedom is liberating, and Miranda loves being a hotwife. She’s been busy banging her four bosses at work, but then she keeps agreeing to be a birthday gift for various people.

The boss at work who likes to tie her up has her craving domination and she’s able to get small samples of it with each birthday adventure. Every new encounter leads up to her own birthday celebration where she finally gets what she’s secretly always wanted--a night with her boss outside of the office.

A collection of erotic short stories featuring Miranda and her bosses.
Includes:
Servicing the Senior Partner
Delighting the Boss
Bonding with the Boss
Breaking in the Junior Partner
Miranda’s Reward
Harold’s Hotwife Birthday
Alec’s Hotwife Birthday
Jon’s Hotwife Birthday
Chloe’s Hotwife Birthday
Miranda’s Hotwife Birthday

These stories contain graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife, infidelity, BDSM, bondage, pet play, older men, and office kinkiness. Reader discretion advised.

Find it at:
https://mybook.to/backsharedoffice
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