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About This Book



This year the holiday bonus won’t be cash – it’ll be the boss’s wife!

It’s been a while since my husband shared me, but when he confides that his company doesn’t have enough money to pay bonuses to his three employees, I suggest another kind of reward. After all, Christmas is the season of sharing…

I’ll take them one by one, or all three together, whatever jingles their bells, while my husband watches the whole thing. And when they’re done, he’ll reclaim me over and over again, until I remember who I belong to.

Christmas may only come once a year, but tonight I’m going to come over and over again.

It’s going to be a very happy holiday for this needy hotwife.

This book includes explicit sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more and sign up for my mailing list here.

You can also follow Britney Bale's Amazon page at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale to get all the updates on new releases and book recommendations.


Chapter One – A Crazy Idea



“Hi honey, how was work?

I looked up from the stove as my husband Jake walked in, covered in grease after a long day at the garage. Rushing over, I placed one hand on his shoulder for balance and bounced up on my tiptoes to give him a quick kiss.

His dark hair was mussed, like he’d been running his fingers through the thick strands, and there were shadows under his eyes.

“You look tired. Tough day?”

“Yeah. We’ve been super busy with customers but with the prices of everything going up so quickly, we’re barely breaking even. I was looking at the books today and I have no choice but to raise my prices to cover these higher expenses. Unfortunately, I don’t see any way we’ll be able to swing a holiday bonus this year for the guys.”

Jake had three mechanics on his team, and they were all skilled and dedicated employees who’d been with him for years. In many ways they were like family. Usually we gave them each a substantial bonus at year end. While I was sure they’d understand about the economy impacting bonuses, I hoped we could figure out something else to do that would convey our appreciation.

I cupped Jake’s cheek in my hand, feeling his scratchy stubble against my skin. Even though he’d just turned fifty, my husband was still a handsome guy, big and burly, able to go from teddy bear to alpha male in the blink of an eye.

I’d met him when I was twenty-five and despite the fact that he was ten years older and came from a very different background than me, I’d fallen for him as soon as I set eyes on him – although it had taken a while to convince him that I meant it.

“Go take a shower and then we’ll figure something out,” I suggested.

By the time Jake returned, I had a brilliant idea.

“You know,” I began as I handed him a platter of roast. “It’s been quite a while since you’ve shared me with anyone.”

Jake’s blue eyes met mine and immediately darkened.

We’d gotten into kink early in our marriage, going to swingers parties, visiting BDSM clubs, and even engaging in risky public activities that forty year old me would never have the guts to try now. But watching another guy fuck me was one of Jake’s favorite things to do. Having him reclaim me after was one of my favorite things. It might be unconventional, but it worked for us.

Unfortunately, the last few years, our kinky adventures had become few and far between. Maybe it was because Jake had been so busy at the garage. Maybe it was because we’d settled into being a boring old married couple after fifteen years together. Even our vanilla sex had slowed down.

That’s why I was excited about an idea that could help Jake’s business and our marriage at the same time.

“And?” Jake prompted, handing me the dish of potatoes. “Do you have somebody in mind you want to fuck?”

I nodded. “I do. Three somebodies.”

His eyebrows rose to his hairline. I’d done gangbangs before but not since the early days of our marriage. I remembered them fondly.

“You don’t have money for Christmas bonuses for your guys right? Why don’t you give them me as their bonus?”

“What?”

“You know Chuck is a horn dog. He’s always staring at my breasts. And I think Nate has a little crush on me, the way he constantly jokes about me leaving you for him. And Paulie is still a virgin, right?”

Paulie was his newest employee. Jake had hired him on with no experience after he aged out of foster care two years ago. He was twenty years old and so shy he stuttered every time he talked to a girl. One night when they all went out for a beer after work, Paulie had confessed to the guys that he was still a virgin. They’d all been on a quest to get his cherry popped ever since. Or whatever you called it when a guy lost his virginity.

“As far as I know,” Jake said.

“Well then it’s perfect. They all find me attractive, I know that,” I said, thinking about the way the guys looked at me when they thought I wasn’t paying attention.

“We’ll invite them all over for the company Christmas party, then after I fuck them all, we’ll send them home and then you can have your way with me too.”

“Maybe I want to have my way with you right now,” Jake growled.

He had that possessive look in his eye I hadn’t seen in a while. He jumped out of his chair and pulled me to the other side of the dining room table. Fortunately it was a heavy wood because I knew exactly what Jake had in mind. He tore off my skirt and pushed me down on the table face down, ass in the air and feet on the floor. I heard a ripping sound.

“Hey, that’s my favorite thong!” I protested.

“I should gag you with it,” he muttered.

His work roughened hands grabbed my ass cheeks, spreading them wide, and before I took my next breath, he was shoving his cock so deep inside me I couldn’t breathe. I hadn’t had a lot of prep, if you know what I mean, so my muscles were screaming in protest at the invasion. Fortunately my body caught up fast.

“Does my little slut want to fuck my entire team?”

Ah, dirty talking Jake was in the room. Some women had a praise kink but I got off on a little slut shaming.

“Yes, daddy,” I said in a high-pitched voice that we used when we played this game. “You know I do.”

His hand came down on my right ass cheek with a loud crack.

Thwack!

Heat spread from my ass to my core, a rush of arousal following the sensation as Jake spanked me again, this time on the other cheek. I felt my flesh compress under his heavy hand.

Thwack!

“Dirty girl.”

Gripping my hips, he began pounding into me, hard and fast. With my face pressed into the table and his hands holding my hips in place, all I could do was lay there and take it. With every thrust, my breasts scraped against the hard surface of the table, increasing the sensation even through the fabric of my clothes.

“You’d better come,” he growled. “I’m not going to wait for you. Either get there or finish yourself off later.”

Like he’d allow that.

I slid my hand underneath my body, finding my little pearl, and began stroking it as Jake continued to fuck me roughly, muttering the entire time.

“Come for me, slut. Come now!”

He gave me a few sharp spanks as his pace began to falter.

Thwack!

Thwack!

My orgasm hit me hard. I moaned my husband’s name as I shuddered beneath him, my fingers pinching my clit hard. He pushed in deep, releasing a stream of warm cum, slid almost all the way out, then bottomed out inside me again, emptying himself with a shout of triumph that I felt deep in my soul.

He fell on top of me for a moment, breathing hard against my neck.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too, Jake.”

Slowly, he pulled out, then helped me stand up. I pulled my skirt down, gave my shredded thong a mournful look, then met my husband’s eyes.

“Looks like we have a plan for Christmas. Now let’s finish our dinner before it gets cold.”


Chapter Two – The Party Begins



Two weeks later…

The doorbell rang and I did a quick check to make sure I looked ok.

My red dress hid a Christmas-red teddy, complete with stockings and garter belts. Slipping into my sky-high red pumps, I looked in the mirror. My long blonde hair hung past my shoulders in waves, roots newly touched up for the holiday. My make-up was flawless, including my blood red lip stain that was guaranteed to last for hours. I was waxed and plucked and lotioned up.

I might not be able to pass for twenty-five anymore, but I damn sure didn’t look like I was forty.

I looked hot as fuck. Hot enough to fuck. And I couldn’t be more excited about the night ahead.

My eyes sparkled and a buzz of energy ran through my body. I didn’t know how I was going to get through dinner while anticipating being fucked by three very different men while my husband watched. I had zero doubts that the guys would take Jake up on his offer.

I also had zero doubts that I would love the experience. Nothing made a girl feel more desirable than a good old fashioned gang bang. The fact that I already knew all three of the guys were hot for me would only make it better.

“Merry Christmas. Come on in.”

Chuck, Nate, and Paulie all stood on the front porch, each of them dressed in their nicest jeans and button-downs. Freshly shaved and cleaned up, they made a handsome trio. Not as handsome as my husband of course.

Chuck was the oldest, his bald head and bulging biceps making him look like Mr. Clean. He was gruff, set in his ways, and definitely not politically correct. Nate had sandy blonde hair, blue eyes, and the body of a weight lifter. He was charming and flirty, always ready with a joke. And Paulie, the baby of the group, had a leaner body with dark hair and dark, watchful eyes.

Even though they all looked different, all the guys were uniformly bulky, with muscles carved from years of manual labor and grease stains under the fingernails that never went away, no matter how much they scrubbed.

Besides being coworkers, they were also friends, which would make tonight even more fun for them.

Once the guys had exchanged handshakes with my husband and hugs with me, Jake got them all beers. They settled in the living room next to the Christmas tree while I put the finishing touches on dinner.

“Wow, there’s an awful lot of testosterone in this room,” I teased as I brought food out to the dining room table. “Why don’t you boys come on in and eat?”

We had a nice dinner together. I thought I’d made too much food, but I’d forgotten what big appetites these guys had. They ate their way through a giant roast, two roast chickens, a giant bowl of potatoes and at least half a dozen side dishes, all the while complimenting my cooking.

“This was a delicious meal Nora,” Nate said, giving me that ‘aw shucks’ smile that got a lot of women to drop their panties. “Thank you so much.”

Paulie helped me clear off the table, putting away the leftovers and loading the dishwasher while the rest of the guys enjoyed another beer. He was young and polite with a sweet earnestness that made me want to hug him close – or maybe motorboat him with my breasts. He seemed like he’d like that.

When we got back to the table, Jake and I exchanged a look. I gave him the nod, confirming I was still okay with the plan. It was time.

“Guys, I want to talk to you about something.”

Suddenly all the energy in the room disappeared, as if they all sensed bad news was coming.

“As you know, the cost of supplies and parts have been going up exponentially this year. Even though we’ve stayed pretty busy, profits are down dramatically. We just can’t keep up with these price increases from our vendors.”

“You really need to raise our prices,” Chuck said. “I know you don’t want to hurt the customers, but I don’t think you have a choice. You probably should have done it six months ago.”

Chuck helped Jake with the books, so he knew about their financial situation better than the rest of them.

“Yeah, you’re right, and I plan to increase everything after the holidays,” Jake said. “Unfortunately, because of everything that’s happening, I just can’t do the same Christmas bonuses I’ve done in the past.”

The three mechanics looked disappointed, but none of them seemed surprised either. I reached on the sideboard and handed out three envelopes that held Christmas cards and a two hundred dollar gift card to the local grocery story.

“Nora and I wanted to do a little something, so we picked up gift cards for you.”

The guys opened the cards, thanking us.

“There’s something else we want to give you though.”

Three sets of eyes swung back to Jake.

“We’re giving you each a chance to fuck my wife.”

Three sets of eyes popped over in my direction, then back to Jake as they clearly tried to decide if they’d heard him correctly.

“What was that, boss?”

Jake met Chuck’s gaze head on.

“Nora and I believe it’s important to add the occasional spice to our marriage,” he explained. “She enjoys being fucked by other men while I watch. And I love knowing how much other men want my beautiful wife. In fact, it gives me great pleasure to share her. Since I’ve seen each of you checking her out, we thought fucking Nora would be a nice Christmas bonus for all of you.”

All three guys were looking at me with identical looks of shock. They looked like those cartoon characters with their jaws dropped and eyes bulging out when they saw the sexy female rabbit, the one with the big tits.

“Seriously?” Paulie’s voice was a high squeak. “You want us to f… uh, have sex with your wife?”

He couldn’t hide the excitement in his eyes. Jake gave him a nod.

“She’s a great little cum slut, aren’t you sweetheart?”

“Oh yeah. I’ve been horny all day thinking about taking your three cocks tonight.”

It was true. My panties were soaked and when I looked down I could see my nipples poking through the fabric of my dress.

“How will this work exactly?” Chuck asked.

He seemed the slightest bit suspicious.

“You each get twenty minutes to fuck my wife. You can fuck her mouth or her pussy or both, but keep your fingers and dicks out of her ass. That’s only for me.”

There was a long, charged moment of silence while the guys exchanged looks.

“The offer is good for tonight only,” Jake said. “But if any of you are uncomfortable or not interested, of course you can opt out. No one will think any less of you. This is just something Nora and I wanted to do to thank you for all your hard work. We figured it would be fun. For all of us.”

The guys nodded, clearly all on board. When I glanced down at Paulie, who was sitting next to me, I could see he was already tenting his jeans with an impressive hard-on.

Smiling at Jake I said, “I want Paulie first.”


Chapter Three – Deflowering the Virgin



“Shall we all go into the living room and get comfortable?” I asked, as if we were going to have tea and chat about the weather.

“Are we all… going to watch?” Chuck asked, his voice sounding strangled.

“Sure, why not?” Jake’s voice was breezy. “We might as well all enjoy the show.”

We’d spent enough time at swingers parties and BDSM clubs that it seemed natural to us.

The five of us trooped out into the living room, everyone standing around uncomfortably. Figuring I should get things started, I pulled my dress over my head and draped it over one of the dining room chairs, revealing my outfit for tonight’s festivities.

I arched my back and let the guys look their fill. I looked hot and I knew it. All four of the guys were sporting hard-ons already.

My red corset fit me like a glove. It was edged with white fur, making me look like Santa’s special helper. It boosted my large breasts up and made my waist look tiny. My barely there panties and garter belts completed the outfit.

I crooked a finger at Paulie. “How about you come over here and unwrap me?”

I’d never seen the kid move so fast. He skidded to a stop in front of me, then looked uncertain. I grabbed him by the back of the head and pulled him in for a long kiss. He hesitated for just a few seconds before returning the kiss, his technique a little sloppy due to his lack of experience.

As we kissed I slid my hand down to his crotch, gently cupping his dick. It felt nice and heavy.

“Is this all for me?” I whispered next to his lips.

He nodded, but I could see the nervousness in his eyes. I’d need to take charge with this one, at least at the beginning.

“Okay Sugar, here’s what we’re going to do. You’re gonna sit on that chair over there,” I pointed at one of our upholstered armchairs, “and I’m going to ride your dick until you come. Sound good?”

“Yes.”

Chuck and Nate settled on either side of the couch while Jake sat on the chair across from us, all of them ready to watch. Having my husband watch me get fucked always made things that much hotter.

I led Paulie to the open chair, then made quick work of unzipping his jeans. I pulled his boxers over his erection, and it sprung up, bouncing against his stomach.

“You’re such a big boy,” I said appreciatively. He was bigger than I’d expected giving his relatively smaller size. “Very nice.”

His dick bobbed in response.

I put my hand on his chest, encouraging him to sit down, then stepped out of my tiny panties, baring my shaved pussy. Paulie’s eye widened.

“Do you want the corset on or off?” I asked.

“Off please,” Paulie said politely.

“Oh good, just so you know, I love it when people suck on my titties.”

I unfastened my corset, releasing my breasts. They were large and pendulous, with dark pink nipples. I’d always though they were a little too large for my frame, but I’d learned early on to use them to my advantage. I pushed them together between my hands, plumping them up.

“Like what you see, Paulie?”

He nodded.

“Good.”

I stalked closer, and climbed up onto the chair, straddling his lap. I could tell he was still a little nervous, so I gave him a quick kiss, biting his lip as we pulled apart.

“How about you suck my tits?” I suggested.

He lowered his head to take one nipple into my mouth, circling it with his tongue tentatively.

“You can go harder,” I said. “Give it a nice suck.”

He added enough suction that I felt a zing go from my nipple all the way down to my clit. “Yes. That’s it.”

I wrapped my fingers around his cock. It was long and thick and hard, dripping with pre-cum. I could tell by the way his body was tremoring that he wasn’t going to last long. Poor kid had twenty years of pent up sexual frustration to get out.

Figuring I should get him inside me before it was too late, I lined up his cock with my opening.

“Are you ready, Paulie?”

“Yeah,” he breathed.

I loved that he was so overcome that he could only respond in single word answers. I looked over my shoulder at Jake, who was watching me intently. He gave me a wink, and I blew him a kiss before turning my attention back to his employee.

I lowered myself onto Paulie’s cock, not stopping until he was fully seated inside me. A groan tore from his throat as my inner muscles squeezed around him. He wasn’t the biggest guy I’d ever been with, but he was also the first of the evening, so he’d definitely get me warmed up nicely.

I leaned forward to bite the shell of his ear, then balanced my hands on his shoulders and began bouncing up and down on his cock, adding a periodic swirl to keep him guessing.

“That feels so good.” Paulie’s voice was full of wonder. His eyes were glued to my breasts, which were bouncing wildly.

After a few seconds, I grabbed one of his hands, bringing it to circle my clit, showing him how to please me. I threw my head back and closed my eyes in pleasure as I felt my excitement heighten. Having my husband and the rest of his team watch me ride Paulie just added to the experience. I could feel their eyes glued to my back, watching Paulie’s cock slip in and out of me.

“Harder,” I instructed. “You won’t hurt me.”

That seemed to break whatever hold he still had on himself. His large hands came to my waist, holding me tight as he took over, setting a punishing pace. Paulie slammed me up and down his cock, using me to get himself off like I was some kind of sex toy, and I was there for it.

“Paulie, I’m coming!”

My orgasm hit and I started shaking with pleasure, releasing a long moan. My inner muscles were milking his dick, and he finally let himself go, pushing up inside me and coming with a shout. I was impressed that he’d lasted this long. I’d half expected him to come the instant he got his dick wet.

“Fuuuck!”

Paulie shot long jets of cum deep into my pussy, eyes closed, face a mask of concentration. When he’d finally emptied himself he sagged back against the chair, panting like he’d just run a marathon.

“That was fun, Sugar. Nice job. You fucked me like an old pro.”

I was stretching the truth a bit, but for his first time, the kid had done a good job. I leaned forward and pressed a kiss against his lips before tuning my attention back towards my audience.

“All right boys, who’s next?”


Chapter Three – Dirty Talk



As I climbed off Paulie’s lap, a small trickle of cum dripped down my thigh. He’d come for so long he was probably dehydrated now. The poor kid was still collapsed back in his chair, a shell-shocked look on his handsome face. Hopefully what just happened would give him confidence to approach other girls now.

“I’m next.”

Chuck stood up, hitching his belt, his barrel chest straining the seams of his shirt. He played football in high school and Jake told me once that he’d been scouted by the pros before he blew out his knee, ending the promise of an NFL career.

He’d worked for my father-in-law back when he owned the shop, and Jake had kept him on after he took over since they’d already been working together. Chuck was a good employee, although my husband had to talk to him more than once about his sexist attitudes.

“Get your fine ass over here,” he growled, but I noticed that he looked at Jake out of the corner of his eye, judging his reaction.

“Don’t worry, Nora has a degradation kink.”

Chuck looked pleased by that news. “On your knees, slut.”

I felt a little tremor of excitement. This was going to be good. Obediently I knelt in front of him, my hands going right to his zipper automatically.

“You’re going to suck me off until I’m ready to blow, then I’m going to wreck that pretty pussy of yours.”

I looked up at him from beneath my eyelashes, my tone coquettish. “Yes, sir.”

It was only because my hands were in my pants that I felt the way his cock jumped at my response. The minute I freed it, he took it in his hand, smacking it against my face a few times before shoving it between my lips. Chuck pushed deep until I gagged on his cock, then slid back slowly, a satisfied look on his face.

This guy obviously had no finesse. No wonder he was single.

“I always knew you were secretly a whore,” he said as he gripped my hair hard enough to make tears spring to my eyes and started fucking my mouth. “Always coming into the shop with those tight dresses and high heels.”

The feminist in me didn’t appreciate that comment, but the kinky part of me didn’t mind at all. I loved to be used and called names, knowing that I had the ultimate power in these experiences. Chuck, like all the guys, was fucking me thanks to the largesse of my husband, but if I didn’t like something, all I had to do was say the word, and Jake would end things immediately.

“Your husband is a lucky man, having a willing slut desperate to ride his cock all day long. I knew you were the kind of woman who’d drop to her knees for any asshole who came along.”

He kept up a torrent of verbal abuse as he fucked my face, making me feel cheap. Demeaned. And hot as fuck. Before I even realized what I was doing, my hand slipped between my legs, seeking relief.

Chuck didn’t notice, but Nate did.

“She has to get herself off Chuck,” he laughed. “You must not be doing that great of a job over there.”

Chuck growled, then pulled out of my mouth, grabbing one wrist to pull me to standing. He led me to the side of the couch, then bent me over the arm, my hands on the cushion.

“You’re such a slut you can’t keep your hands off your pussy, huh?”

Thwack!

He smacked my ass hard enough that I cried out, but the pain soon morphed into heat. I looked up to see Paulie, Nate, and Jake all staring at me in avid fascination, like I was the best porn they’d ever seen.

Paulie still had his pants undone, and with the recovery time of youth, he was already hard as a rock again. He was stroking himself surreptitiously, like he was afraid he was going to be in trouble if someone caught him.

Nate was still dressed, but his face was flushed and his dick was pressing against his jeans so hard I was sure he’d have zipper marks on it.

And my husband? At some point he’d taken out his dick and he was giving me a look that could only be described as proud as he lazily jerked himself off. Even from here I could see how large and angry his erection was.

Seeing me look at Jake, Chuck gave my ass another hard smack.

Thwack!

Thwack!

I made an embarrassingly loud moaning sound, pushing my ass back to ask for more. Chuck was a strong guy, and he didn’t seem to be holding back as he peppered my ass with spanks. Heat was rising on my skin, heightening my excitement as pain and pleasure morphed together.

“Oh you like that, you like being spanked like a naughty child, slut?”

Thwack!

Thwack!

He gave me a few more solid spanks, enough that I suspected I’d feel it for a while, then he pressed the tip of his cock against my opening and slid right in. He was thicker than Paulie, longer too, and I exhaled deeply, willing my inner muscles to relax around him.

Chuck started pounding into me, making my heavy breasts rock back and forth wildly. I pushed my ass back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke, our hips connecting hard. Every few minutes he’d pause to spank me a few more times.

“Dirty whore. You deserve to be punished.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

Chuck shoved in so deep I couldn’t breathe for a second and then I screeched, “Fuuuucck!” as another orgasm rolled through my body.

But Chuck wasn’t done. He fucked me through my orgasm, not stopping until every muscle in my body was aching from the hard pounding he was giving me. Finally his pace faltered, and he pushed in deep one last time to release a rope of warm cum inside me.

Then he pulled out, shooting more of his seed all over my ass and lower back and marking me like the cum slut I was.

“Do you like wearing my cum, slut?”

“Yes,” I answered honestly. “I love it.”

Thwack!

He smacked me one last time, then laughed loudly.

“Jake old buddy, you have one hell of a wife. I wouldn’t mind having this kind of bonus more often.”


Chapter Four – The Joker



“Okay Nate, it’s your turn,” Jake said. “Make it good. She’s all warmed up for you.”

Nate stood up slowly, his face unusually thoughtful. While he decided what he wanted, I pushed back to standing, feeling the stickiness of dried cum on my body. I was going to need a long hot shower after this.

Slowly, Nate walked around me, his eyes on my body, as if he was examining the merchandise.

I was a sticky mess. My pussy was swollen, my nipples distended, my ass red. Yet with all four men watching me like I was a particularly delicious treat, I felt desirable. Powerful. And horny for more.

My only regret was that my husband only had three employees.

“I think I’d like a kiss first.”

He pulled me close, then whispered against my lips. “Is this okay? We can stop if you’ve had enough. I’ll say I changed my mind.”

It was unexpectedly thoughtful. I was touched by his protectiveness.

“Don’t worry,” I whispered back. “This isn’t my first gangbang. I’m having a great time.”

“You really do like this, don’t you?”

I nodded. “It gets me hot. My husband too.”

“Okay then.” He gave me his trademark smile. “I have an idea.”

He kissed me then, his tongue more forceful than I’d expected, and when he pulled back, I was breathless. My pussy was throbbing, desperate to be filled again.

Nate pointed to the coffee table. It was a sturdy wood, long and wide, perfect for when Jake had his buddies over to watch sports.

“On the table.”

I lay down on my back, groaning as my still-burning ass touched the table. I dangled my legs over the side and looked around to see that men were staring at me on all four sides. So much focused attention was incredibly gratified.

“Next time we have a Superbowl party, you should serve the snacks off this little dish,” Nate told my husband, gesturing at my torso.

I had a vision of me laying naked on the table like this, covered in food like another piece of furniture, while everyone watched the game. The idea was both humiliating and arousing.

Nate brought my feet up onto the table, bending my knees and pushing them open to the side, baring my pussy and putting it on display.

“Paulie come over here and help me,” Nate said.

He was splitting his time with Paulie? That was unexpectedly thoughtful. Then again, Nate had always been a mentor to the kid.

“You see this?” he asked, spreading my pussy lips with his fingers. “This here is a woman’s clitoris. Or sometimes they call it a clit. You can tap it with your tongue, or suck on it, or press your fingers on it and it drives them crazy.”

“That’s where it is?” Paulie responded. I could see him connecting the dots, realizing why I’d brought his fingers to my clit earlier.

Nate continued pointing out parts of my cunt like he a professor doing a biology lecture. My face burned with humiliation as they examined my body and talked about me like I wasn’t even there. It was like I was a doll in some sex ed class.

“Another thing you can do is insert a finger here,” Nate said, gesturing for Paulie to do as instructed.

I winced as he shoved one thick finger inside my body.

“You gotta start slow and gentle,” Nate instructed. “Even a whore likes to be treated nicely. Now pump in and out a few times.”

Paulie followed his directions. It felt so good, especially with me so primed already, I couldn’t help but roll my hips to meet his questing finger.

Nate chuckled. “See how much she likes it? She’s already been fucked twice and still she’s looking for more. That’s how you know Nora is a woman who really like sex. Now add a second finger and stretch her out more.”

Paulie continued to finger fuck me while Nate explained about a woman’s pleasure. I was panting now, my heart beating so fast I could hear it in my ears. Their little lecture, as clinical as it seemed, had my entire body burning with need.

“She’s squeezing my fingers,” Paulie told Nate, his voice full of wonder.

“That means she’s about to come. Now crook your finger towards her belly and see if you feel a rough patch, that should get her off.”

I squeaked and punched my hips up as Paulie touched my G spot.

“Yeah, that’s the cum spot. Give it a rub and see what happens.”

I moaned loudly as I started to come, bucking against Paulie’s hand, my head whipping from side to side as waves of pleasure hit me. My spine arched off the table as I chased the incredible feeling of yet another orgasm.

“Fuck!” I chanted. “Fuck. Fuck.”

“Good job Paulie. Now move aside so I can have my turn fucking her. She looks like she wants more.”

When he looked in my direction, I nodded vigorously, making Nate laugh.

“Feel free to stick your dick down her throat. Whores always love choking on dick.”

Nate unzipped his pants, dropping them to ankles and kneeling by the table to get to the right level. Roughly grabbing my legs, he wrapped them around his waist, then he sunk into my pussy in one long thrust.

I was still breathing hard and shaking from my last orgasm, but he didn’t waste any time, setting a brutal pace that made my breasts bounce. Nate was longer and thicker than either of the other two guys, and even after coming three times it was still a tight fit. My inner muscles protested as the stretched impossibly wide.

Paulie moved to the other side of the table, kneeled over me and fed me his dick. In this position he could get impossibly deep, and I hallowed out my cheeks and sucked him with everything I had. He deserved it after that good finger fucking he’d given me. My eyes watered from the effort, and I could feel a stream of drool tracking down the side of my face.

“Hey, I want in too,” Chuck said.

I would have reminded him he’d already had a turn, but my mouth was full of dick.

“No one’s stopping you if you want to join us,” Nate said.

He was a generous guy. It wasn’t like Chuck would have shared his time with Nate.

Chuck dropped to his knees, grabbing my wrist so he could place his dick in my palm. I didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to figure out what he wanted. I jacked him off the best I could considering I had one guy pounding into my pussy and another fucking my throat raw.

Paulie came with a shout, and I did my best to drink him down, but there was too much cum, and it was coming fast. When I started choking he pulled out, painting my face and lips instead.

Chuck was right behind him, taking hold of his cock and calling me a dirty little slut as he spurted all over my belly. I was surprised he could come again so soon given he was already in his fifties.

Then again, this party was better than porn. The whole scene was filthy and depraved. And it was turning me on more than I ever imagined. A strange mixture of humiliation and pride settled in my belly.

Through it all, Nate kept fucking me, hands on my hips, giant cock practically ripping me in half. When I thought he’d never finish he finally shouted my name and released his load, filling me up even more than I already was.

“Jesus Christ!”

His hands came to the table on either side of my hips, chin down on his chest as he tried to regain his composure. Then Nate looked up, meeting Jake’s eyes across the room.

“Thanks man,” he said, sending Jake an easy smile. “I really needed that.”

“Me too,” Chuck and Paulie spoke in unison.

“Great bonus, boss,” Paulie added.

Nate pulled out of me and I felt a stream of cum leak out and track down my ass onto the table. I was going to need to clean this table later.

The guys all got to their feet, leaving me spread out on the table covered in cum and thoroughly debauched. I watched as they stuffed their now-soft cocks into their pants with expressions that clearly indicated that they’d enjoyed themselves.

“Well boys, thanks for coming to dinner and thanks for all your hard work this year,” Jake said, his tone completely casual. “But if y’all will excuse me now, I need to fuck my wife.”


Chapter Five – The Reclaiming



Istayed where I was spread out on the coffee table as Jake said goodbye to his crew.

“Thanks Nora,” they echoed, walking out into the winter night.

Jake loomed over the table, a look of stern disapproval on his face even though his eyes twinkled with amusement. His cock was hanging out of his zipper, looking painfully hard since he hadn’t finished himself off yet.

He usually didn’t. He preferred to wait and finish with me so he could remind me who I belonged to. It was my favorite part of our play sessions, and it had been way too long since we’d done something so kinky.

“Look at you, covered in other men’s cum like a dirty little slut,” he said sternly. “I ought to take my belt to your ass.”

He wouldn’t. Jake only spanked me with his hand, careful to never leave marks that wouldn’t fade overnight. He didn’t mind watch a dominant flog me in the BDSM club though. Somehow it was different when another man did it.

“I’m sorry, I just couldn’t help it,” I said in my high-pitched play voice. “They were all so handsome. And they have such big dicks.”

Jake made a growling sound, grabbing my wrist and pulling me to my feet. My body collided against his and I looked up into his dark eyes.

“Not as big as yours though, daddy.”

His mouth crashed down on mine, hard and insistent. He kissed me long and deep, as if it could remove the taste of other men from my mouth. My hand slipped between us to touch his cock, but he pulled back.

“Three men fucked your mouth and your greedy little hole, and you still want more?” he asked. “You really are a filthy slut, aren’t you?”

“I’m your slut,” I said, batting my eyelashes at him.

The look he gave me was so proud and possessive it took my breath away.

He walked me backwards until my back connected with the wall. He shoved his pants down, then grabbed my thighs and lifted me up against the wall. I scarcely had time to hook my ankles behind his back before Jake shoved his cock inside me, taking my breath away.

“Yes!” I breathed.

I’d loved all those cocks inside me, but none as much as Jake’s. We fit together in a way that I never could with anyone else.

“You’re mine,” he said firmly, sliding partly out then slamming back inside, making me bounce against the wall. “You’re mine to loan out, mine to share, mine to do what I want to you. This pussy, this tight little body, it belongs to me. I control your body. I control your orgasm. No one else.”

“I’m yours,” I agreed. “Only yours.”

Jake brought one hand behind my head, protecting me from a concussion as he began pounding into me like a man possessed. Every hard thrust was meant to do one thing: reclaim me. Stamp out the memory of everyone else who’d fucked me. Remind me I was his.

He was fucking me so hard it was a miracle he didn’t knock me right through the drywall.

Every thrust made a squelching sound, reminding me that I was already filled to the brim with cum from our three dinner guests. That wouldn’t stop Jake from shooting his load inside me to. I loved the idea of all their spunk mixing together, filling me up.

As my husband fucked me, Jake lowered his head and moved his mouth to the spot where my neck met my shoulder, biting down hard. I screeched as he marked me, knowing that it would be visible for the next few days, just like my husband liked it. He wanted to make sure that anyone who saw me knew that I was taken.

The sensations were overwhelming… the dirty pleasure of being fucked by three men who weren’t my husband, the soreness in my pussy from being so thoroughly used, the sticky goo covering most of my body, the feeling of my husband reminding me who I belonged to… it all coalesced into the most powerful orgasm I’d experienced in years. I yelled so loudly I was sure the neighbors must have heard.

“Jake, fuck. I’m coming!”

My back arched against the wall as I shook with the force of the orgasm, my vision turning fuzzy at the edges with the strength of it. I shuddered and cried as I shattered into a million pieces.

“God damn it, you’re mine!” Jake bellowed as he pushed up high enough to tap my cervix before finally released his cum deep inside me. “Only mine!”

I rested my head against the wall, shaking with aftershocks while Jake buried his head in my shoulder and tried to catch his breath. He pressed a sweet kiss to my shoulder, then disconnected from my body, gently bringing my feet to the floor. He gave me a long, tender look, full of pride.

“You did so good tonight, baby. You looked so beautiful. I’ve never loved you more.”

“I love you too, Jake.”

We shared a sappy smile, then my husband took my hand. “Let’s take a shower and wash these men off you. Then you can suck me off in the shower to thank me for sharing you.”

I gave him a smile. “You say the most romantic things.” Popping up on my tiptoes, I gave him a quick kiss. “Merry Christmas, love.”

“Merry Christmas.”

***
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Special Preview: Holiday Heat by Britney Bale



I’d been dating my boyfriend Kyle for about seven months now, and this was our first Thanksgiving together. I didn’t have any family in town and neither did Kyle, so when he suggested we make our own special Thanksgiving dinner together I readily agreed.

We weren’t living together yet, but I was pretty sure we would be soon.

Things were going great between us, and I was planning to spend the four day holiday weekend at Kyle’s house. Hopefully, it would show him how great it would be to have me there twenty-four seven.

I kept imagining how it would feel to share this space with him for real. Would he still look at me like that every morning? Would he still kiss my neck while I made coffee in his T-shirt? Or would the magic fade once we moved in together?

“Mmm, everything smells delicious.”

Kyle came up to me while I was checking on the food in the oven, careful not to touch me until Igot the pans back inside. As soon as I stood up, his lips went to my neck.

“It’s so hot watching you cook for me.”

I rolled my eyes.

“That’s the heat from oven. Besides, you promised to help me, remember?”

If Kyle thought I was going to wait on him all weekend, he had another thing coming.

“That’s exactly what I came in here to do,” he reassured me.

“It’s half time, isn’t it?” I guessed as I turned around.

He gave me a boyish grin. “Yeah. But I still want to help.”

I gave him a long look.  His hair was tousled, making him look younger, and he hadn’t shaved today, leaving his square jaw covered in scruff.  His broad shoulders stretched against the thin tee shirt he wore, and when I glanced down, I could see he was sporting a semi.  I was pretty sure I knew exactly how he wanted to help.

“You can mash the potatoes,” I suggested with a smirk.

“I have a better idea.”

I felt that familiar coil of heat tighten low in my belly. It didn’t matter how many times he touched me like this, it always hit me like a sucker punch, fast and hot. And yet, I wanted more than just lust from him. I wanted the happily ever after.

He pulled me against him, kissing me deeply. His tongue slid into my mouth, his kiss hard and dominant.  While we kissed, he walked us towards the kitchen table. When my hips hit the table, I pulled away.

“How is this helping me cook?” I asked.

“I’m relaxing you.”

He grabbed my hips, lifting me up to sit on the table, then pulled my tee shirt over my head. He made quick work of removing my bra, tossing it over his shoulder and leaning down to take one nipple in his mouth. I gasped as his lips clamped down, drawing on my tit. I’d always been super sensitive and the sensation of him sucking on my tight bud was incredible.

“Kyle!”

My fingers went to his dark hair, holding him closely as he teased the nipple into a stiff peak before moving onto the other one. My breasts felt full and heavy from the attention, and my panties were rapidly growing damp.

Who was I kidding? They were soaked.

God, why did this turn me on so much? I should have felt awkward or shy, but instead, I felt powerful. Desired. Like every time he touched me, I became someone bolder. Someone I didn’t always recognize, but I kind of liked her.

Kyle pulled away, a mischievous smile on his face as he stepped back to unzip his jeans. I watched as he shoved his jeans down to his ankles, followed by his briefs. His thick cock bobbed free, fully hard now and dripping with pre-cum.

I reached out to give it a few tugs before Kyle pressed on my sternum, laying me down on the kitchen table. I was wearing a plain cotton skirt that hit me just above the knee, and he shoved it upwards, bunching it around my waist.

“You’re wearing panties with cartoon turkeys on them?” he asked with a laugh.

“Well, it is Thanksgiving,” I reminded him.

He pulled my panties down my legs, baring my shaved pussy, then bunched the panties up and stuffed them in my mouth. I moaned around the damp fabric. My hands were free so I could have pulled them out, but being gagged with my own panties was hot enough that I didn’t want to remove them.

“The Johnsons are having company today,” he told me, referring to our upstairs neighbors. “They don’t need to listen to you having a screaming orgasm while they eat.”

I narrowed my eyes at him in mock anger, but he was right. I was a screamer, especially with someone who knew how to play my body. And Kyle knew how to play my body.

He dragged my ass to the edge of the table, lifting my legs around his hips. Without preamble, he shoved his giant cock into my opening and began thrusting slowly in and out of my pussy.

I cried out against the panties in my mouth. I was wet, but not wet enough for this invasion. My channel stung from being stretched so quickly. Kyle shifted to bring one thumb to my clit, strumming it back and forth to ratchet up my arousal and help me relax.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he grit out as he plundered my pussy. “I love that about you.”

As my inner muscles relaxed, he picked up his pace. Strong fingers bit into my hips as he snapped his hips back and forth with increasing roughness.

I gripped the side of the table to keep him from fucking me across the room. With every thrust, my breasts bounced wildly, and when I looked at Kyle, he was staring at them as if he was hypnotized.

“These fucking tits…”

“Oh, oops. Sorry.”

We both paused as a man entered the kitchen. He looked vaguely familiar…
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