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Chapter 1
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“Oh, God, don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop!” I moaned, closing my eyes in delight.

Waves of heat washed over me, every cell of my being buzzing alive. The room spun around me, the scent of sex intoxicating my senses, making me dizzy with need.

Damn, the entire situation was so fucking hot and lewd that it turned me on even more, the slut inside me rooting for the three of us.

My husband, Andrew, was leaning against the pillows, on our marital bed, naked. I was on top of him, in his arms, with my head on his chest, his cock throbbing against my stomach.

While his palms caressed my face and he was kissing my hair, whispering sweet words to me, Emmet, one of my husband’s best friends and my bull, was railing me from behind, fucking me into oblivion.

I dug my nails into my husband’s powerful torso, letting out loud cries of pleasure, while Emmet was shoving that enormous cock in fast, hard, strokes that were driving me crazy with desire.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, Kiara,” my bull groaned, jackhammering into me. “Thank you for letting me use your whore,” he told my husband, drawing laughs from both of us.

Oh yes, I was Andrew’s slutty wife, and fuck, Emmet’s words added another layer of arousal to me. My bull’s thrusts became even more feral, the pleasure within me increasing in intensity with each stroke.

The warmth inside my core began to spiral and build, ecstasy pulsing in me while my limbs seemed made of liquid fire. My muscles tightened and I arched, my labored breath filling the room.

I knew I was close to the edge, the orgasm bubbling within me, and from the way his cock was swelling inside my pussy, I was sure Emmet was close, too.

“I love to see this euphoria written all over her face,” Andrew said to his friend, petting my hair, his touch sending shivers down my spine. “And also, to fuck her brains out later, reclaiming her, and making Kiara scream my name,” my husband added, angling my head, making me meet his eyes. “I want to see your face when you come, babe.”

Oh, fuck, his words and his intense gaze were exactly what I needed.

Tensing and arching, I shuddered in his arms, scratching Andrew’s torso as I came. Squeezing Emmet’s cock, milking him dry, I savored the roar that he let out when he exploded inside my pussy.

A wave of pleasure rippled over me as his thick, hot liquid filled me up. A warm surge coursed through my veins as he spurted what felt like a never-ending stream of melted ecstasy.

The cum, mixed with my juices, dripped down my thighs, onto my husband’s legs, and soaked the bedsheets.

“Fuck, that was good,” Emmet gasped, pulling out. “You were fucking amazing, Kiara, like always.”

The mattress shifted as he crawled and got off of the bed. Tilting my head, I looked at him, purring, still barely able to breathe, letting out a pampered moan when my husband moved his palm along my back.

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Emmet laughed, taking his clothes and sneaking out of the room fast, exactly like the good fucktoy he was.

“Thank you, Emmet,” I giggled, trailing my fingers along Andrew’s ribs.

I moved my head, looking at my husband, shivering and moaning when he grabbed my neck and drew me in for a kiss. His tongue darted inside my mouth the second our lips crushed together, and I melted into him, surrendering myself to his touch.

“Is someone ready to reclaim his slutty wife?” I teased him, giving his lips and chin a quick lick when we parted for air.

Damn, I loved the desire that coursed all over his face and the way his eyes darkened with lust. Toppling me, he hovered above my body, and I gasped when his rock-hard cock touched my thigh.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” I giggled, wiggling my eyebrows.

“Yeah, but first, I want to take my time to savor my naughty whore,” he laughed, capturing my lips into a slow kiss, his tongue dancing with mine. “I want to taste what belongs to me.”

Andrew trailed his mouth toward my cheek, nibbled at my ear, and then moved lower, toward my chin and neck. My pulse quickened and I arched, throwing my head back, offering him even more access to me.

Peppering kisses down my throat, he took my tits into his palms, massaged them, and squeezed them together.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned when he buried his face between my breasts, lapping and nibbling at my skin.

My husband flicked his tongue over each nipple, in turns, again and again, every touch making my heart beat faster. God, the slower his movements were, the quicker my pulse got.

Grinding against me and mauling my tits, he unleashed an army of tingles under my skin. The sensation of his stubble against me was driving me crazy, every little gesture he was making turning me into a ball of neediness.

“Andrew,” I moaned, arching, pushing myself into him.

Moving maddeningly slowly, decorating me in wet kisses, my husband crawled from top to bottom along my body, and settled between my legs, on his knees.

I squealed and giggled when he spread them open with a quick move and then grabbed my ass, lifting and yanking me closer to him.

His warm breath rolled down my pussy lips when he inhaled my desire for him, and also the scent of mine and Emmet’s pleasure. Andrew dragged his tongue along my folds, making me quiver in his grip.

Tightening his grasp on me, keeping me in place, he closed his eyes and let out a low “Mmm,” followed by demanding growls.

Electric currents zinged through my core every time his soft tongue touched me, and I gripped the bedsheets while he tasted the tangy evidence of his wife’s sluttiness.

Trembling and whimpering, I squirmed, trying to push myself more into him, but he dug his fingers into my flesh, pinning me exactly as he wanted.

With each stroke of his tongue, he darted deeper inside my pussy, and soon enough, the gentle, teasing caresses turned into hungry, needy ones.

My pulse quickened, and I writhed helplessly, begging for more of him while Andrew started to devour me like a beast, sending bursts of fire inside me.

Covering my clit with his mouth, sucking, kissing, and flicking his tongue against it, he lapped at me without a moment of respite.

“God, babe,” I gasped, euphoria enveloping and scorching me.

The sounds of pleasure that left his mouth turned me on even more, and knowing that I was the reason for them built the release inside me even faster. Tides of ecstasy stirred inside my core, and a few moments later, I cried out loud and came all over his face.

Trembling, I writhed and spasmed, but my husband tightened his grip on me, keeping me in place, wide open.

“I’m not done with you,” he growled, attacking me with even more fervor, making me roll back my eyes in pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, arching and begging him to continue, the aftershocks of my orgasm mixing with the one that was building again inside me. “God, babe, please, don’t stop!”

Swirling his tongue in repetitive movements, sucking and devouring me as if I was the water and the food the starved beast inside him had been craving, Andrew summoned wildfire spirals within my body.

My entire frame trembled and clenched when another orgasm ripped me apart, my loud cries of delight echoing around the bedroom.

Lapping relentlessly and prolonging my pleasure, my husband skyrocketed me even further in the realm of ecstasy, turning me into his drooling, whimpering fucktoy.

I was still shaking when he released me, and a moment later I gasped and arched, wrapping my legs around his waist as he drove his cock inside my well-fucked pussy.

Chanting his name, I closed my eyes, savoring the feral rhythm he was pushing both of us into from the beginning. Leaning closer to me, he crushed his lips to mine and snaked his arms between me and the mattress, squeezing me.

I tasted myself on his lips, and my pussy tingled as I deepened the kiss. I was probably crazy, but it felt as if I had marked him as mine in the same way he was now reclaiming me. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I moaned against his mouth, savoring him.

Mirroring his rough movements, welcoming him as deep as possible inside me, I kept my husband close to me, craving for even more points of connection between us.

The way he was kissing me, the tight embrace he was squeezing me in, the wild thrusts that were driving  me crazy with need, everything was telling me exactly what I already knew - I was his.

And oh, fuck, he was mine, too, and every atom of my being wanted to be one with him and for this to never end.

Andrew buried his face into my neck, kissing, licking, and biting me, leaving marks on my skin. I dragged my nails along his back, scratching him, savoring his possessiveness and rough pounding.

Every part of me yielded to him, his powerful strokes unleashing fireworks within my core. Chanting “Fuck me! Fuck me!” I clamped onto his cock hard, screaming his name as I came undone in his arms.

Andrew rammed into me faster, chasing his own release, and a few moments later he exploded, coating my womb with his seed.

“Fuck, babe,” I panted, hugging him tight, quivering. “This was so good.”

I let out a soft moan when he collapsed on top of me, the heat of his body cocooning me.

“Did you feel good, too, love?” I asked him, running my fingers through his short, black hair.

“Yes, everything was perfect,” Andrew told me, leaning closer.

Our tongues danced together as we made-out. When we parted for air, my husband rolled next to me, and I quickly turned around, chasing the heat of his body.

Cuddling closer, I purred when he hugged me. The way he tangled his fingers through my long, black hair sent shivers down my spine.

“I can’t wait to see you at the Christmas party with all these men around you,” he said.

“I should assume I’m going to be the Christmas gift for both you and my coworkers, right?” I giggled, throwing my leg over his body. “Maybe wear a skimpy red dress, one that is, you know, easy to rip apart,” I teased.

“Oh, God, yes, I can already imagine the scene. Maybe I’ll put you in a box and have you delivered at the scene, as the sluttiest present of all.”

“I like that, but don’t forget to take me back home, too.”

“Yeah, like there could be even a one percent chance to forget you somewhere,” he laughed, pressing me closer to his body.

Giggling, I pushed Andrew onto his back, kissing him, basking myself in his presence.


Chapter 2
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“Oh, our Christmas gift is here,” my boss, Lucas, laughed when I walked inside the office together with my husband. “Thank you, Santa!”

“And what a hot gift,” Oliver, one of my coworkers, grinned, giving me a once-over.

With a sly smile on my lips, I spun around in sensual, slow belly dancers movements, giving them a perfect view of both my peachy ass and my full tits. The short, tight, red dress was like a second skin, highlighting my curves and leaving little to nothing for the imagination.

Looking around the room, I admired the lights that decorated the space and I burst out laughing when I noticed that they hung dildos and other sex toys in the Christmas tree.

Yeah, I was probably going to call dibs on some of those as my Christmas gifts. Especially on that shiny, big, glass dildo that I could ask Andrew to use on me.

“Noooow, which one of you is going to be a good elf and bring me and Santa a mocktail?” I asked.

While Brad brought us the drinks, I took in my boss and my thirteen coworkers, admiring their bodies.

Fuck, they looked so hot in those elf costumes - yeah, I had asked them to dress like that - and my pussy ached when Mark and Chris sauntered closer and trailed their fingers along the fabric of my outfit.

Yeah, I was sure they were interested in my dress, not my breasts, currently mauled by their impatient hands.

Arching, I pushed myself more into their palms, mewling when they played with my nipples for a few seconds, through the fabric.

“Santa, do you want to join us as we’re playing with your toy?” Lucas asked my husband, his eyes already undressing me.

Smiling, I sipped from the drink when Mark and Chris took a step back, and I looked toward Andrew, waiting for his answer.

At the same time, I gave him a once over, taking in his image. Damn, he looked amazing in his sexy Santa Claus costume that I’d convinced him to wear.

With his tall and muscular frame, Andrew was like a walking Christmas fantasy come to life. Biting my lower lip, I shivered when he appraised me in return, his eyes lingering over my tits for a few seconds.

His powerful frame rippled under the red satin of his Santa costume, and my pulse quickened when he inched closer and pressed a kiss on my hair while wrapping his arm around my waist.

“Not now, maybe later. Now she’s your fucktoy, Santa’s gift to you,” he laughed, and I yelped when he spanked me, sending a surge of arousal through my entire body. “Have fun,” he whispered to me before stealing my mocktail and walking away.

While he sprawled on the sofa, I shivered, feeling Lucas hugging me from behind, pressing a kiss on my neck.

“Soooo, fucktoy, how come you’re still dressed up?”

“Oh, no, no, no, don’t forget what I asked you for Christmas! I want that gift of mine first!” I teased him, grinding my ass against his huge bulge.

His and my coworkers’ laughs covered me in goosebumps, making my pussy throb, jolts of arousal zinging through my body.

“Fine, c’mon, little slut, let’s give you your Christmas gift,” he chuckled, yanking me toward a chair, brought to us by Aiden.

Another coworker started the music, and a moment later, I burst out laughing when all of them started to dance, putting on a show for me.

“Fuck, yes!” I squealed, giggling and rooting for them.

I looked at them all in turn, and I could feel my mouth watering as they moved lasciviously in stripper-like, break-dance moves. Fuck, they were hotter than hell, and I asked myself when the fuck had they had the time to learn it.

Ethan, Oliver, and Lucas approached me while the other ones started to undress themselves to the rhythm of music.

“Oh, yes, this is it, guys!” I encouraged them, admiring how they were ripping off their clothes, showing me inch by inch everything they were going to allow me to touch in only a few moments.

I laughed when my boss crawled closer, roamed his hands all over my body, and then straddled me.

“Nice,” I purred, groping his powerful chest, feeling his taut figure under the fabric.

He caught my wrists and guided my hands under his elf shirt, inviting me to explore him. I obeyed, a mischievous smile spreading on my face.

“Someone is being such a good elf,” I said, leaning closer to him and giving his chin a quick lick.

Fuck, I loved the way his gaze darkened with lust and how he rubbed himself against my body, allowing me to feel his enormous bulge.

Ethan yanked my hair from behind, arching my neck, and making me look at the ceiling. He crushed his lips to mine, his tongue darting inside my mouth, exploring me.

Moaning, I shivered when I felt my boss kiss my throat, quickening my pulse, and I blindly flailed my arms around, trying to touch both of them at the same time.

While Ethan’s mouth was mashing with mine, Lucas was running his hands all over my body, stroking every inch he could touch.

I heard more sounds of rustling around the room, and I was sure the others were now all undressing themselves. My boss stood up and Ethan straightened, releasing me.

Looking around, I noticed that almost all the men were already naked, and my pussy ached in approval.

A wave of heat swirled inside my belly when I caught sight of Andrew, who was also naked and was busy stroking himself, his eyes fixed on me.

My heart skipped a beat when my boss, now naked, too - when the fuck did he peel off his clothes? - knelt in front of me and threw my legs on his shoulders.

“Fuck, yes!” I gasped as he started to place kisses along my thighs, his warm breath touching my pussy every time he moved his head from one side to another.

“Nice, our minx is not wearing any panties,” he laughed, biting my leg, drawing a soft mewl from my mouth.

Ethan and Brad crawled to my left and right, and I half-laughed, half-moaned when each one of them grabbed one of my tits and started to massage it.

Damn, while Ethan was squeezing me through the fabric of my dress in powerful, fast strokes, Brad was massaging me in gentle caresses. The contrast was driving me crazy with lust, my breath getting more and more ragged with each passing second.

I closed my eyes in delight when the two of them leaned closer and trailed their tongues along my neck, toward my cheeks, planting wet, little kisses on me. Their touches were intoxicating, and I squirmed between them, savoring every passing second.

Lucas finally decided he wanted his dessert and dove face-first between my legs, lapping with hunger at my pussy.

“Fuck!” I gasped, grabbing his head and pulling him even more into me.

His lips and tongue felt like velvet against my skin as he peppered kisses along my folds. Waves of ecstasy swept over me with each one of his touches, and when Lucas added his fingers to the mix, I cried out loud, begging him to continue.

My body pulsed, every nerve ending inside me buzzing alive. My cries of delight were muffled when Aiden joined us and yanked back my head, covering my mouth with his.

Our tongues danced together, and I trembled when he tugged at my hair, euphoria running through my veins.

Fuck, my mind was already dizzy from all the overwhelming sensations, and the only thing in my mind was how I wanted even more of them. Not to mention how aroused I was knowing that my husband was in the same room, watching everything.

“God, this is perfect,” I purred.

Lucas was devouring me without pause, slamming his fingers in hard, deep strokes while his mouth was tormenting my clit.

Ethan and Brad had ripped the top of my dress and were now kneading my breasts, from time to time biting and flicking my hard nipples.

Aiden was moving his palms along my neck and shoulders, massaging and squeezing me, while he kissed me with abandon.

With my eyes closed, I surrendered myself completely to all of them, loving every second of their ministrations. The pleasure built fast inside me, and I hummed in delight, coming, my entire body shaking and tensing.

Lucas tightened his grip on me, devouring me with even more hunger, his fingers digging into my flesh. Keeping me wide open for him, he lapped at my cunt relentlessly, prolonging my stay in the realm of bliss.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped when Aiden straightened up, releasing me.

“Is our fucktoy ready for the next part of the show?” My boss teased me.

Laughing, I ran my fingers along his glistening face, aftershocks still rippling through my body.

“Of course, I’m always ready. Show me what you got!”

Caleb and Matt approached us and they lifted me up from the chair, pressing me between them. Ripping the rest of the dress off, they threw the fabric away, leaving me only in my high heels.

Dancing around me, grinding, they shamelessly ran their hands all over my body, groping, stroking, pinching, and massaging every part of me. I shivered when I felt their hard cocks, oozing pre-cum, slapping against my ass and legs as they humped me.

Grabbing my hands, they got down in slow, dance moves, and I allowed it, letting the two men guide me. I knelt in serpent-like, belly dancer shakes at the same time as them, and I squealed when Caleb tackled me down, throwing me onto my back.

My giggles echoed around the room as he crawled on top of me, from my head toward my legs. His cock grazed my nose and lips, and I gave him a quick lick, tasting his sweetness.

When he was almost at my feet, I slapped his ass, laughing, and Caleb was quick to reward me with a groan.

“Dirty whore,” he laughed, slipping his legs under my thighs.

“Oh, yes, I am, and I’m going to...”

I didn’t have time to finish as Caleb rolled around, his movement and the way he tangled his legs under and around me making me roll with him.

“Wow, that was good! When the fuck did you learn to do this?” I giggled, finding myself on my belly, with him now on top of me.

“Since our office slut wanted a show from us as a Christmas gift, we had to give her a perfect, dirty one,” he told me, slapping my ass, sending an electric jolt zig-zagging through my core.

“Fuck yes!” I gasped, shivering when he swirled his tongue along my back.

He leaned backwards, pushing his hands beneath me and lifting me onto all fours, setting himself between my legs. Looking back, I gave him a quick tease, pushing my ass against his pelvis.

“Is my Christmas gift going to fuck me?“ I asked, shimming my body, winning myself some groans from the men around.

“Oh, yes,“ Caleb grunted, and a moment later his cock found its way inside my wet cunt.

My loud moan echoed around the room, and I closed my eyes, savoring the way his thick, long dick stuffed me. He squeezed my waist and began to thrust, faster and harder with each stroke, sending tremors of pleasure across my skin.

Mirroring his movements, I glanced toward my husband, who was stroking himself, his eyes fixed on my bouncing tits.

Blowing him a kiss, I laughed when he pretended to catch it in his fist and then pressed it on his cock.

“I’m going to want to taste you later, babe,“ I said, a loud moan escaping my lips when Caleb slammed deep inside me.

“Why don’t you taste one of them first?“ Andrew teased, his eyes smoldering me.

Fuck, I loved the way four of my coworkers shoved each other in their running toward me. It seemed Ethan was the winner, and it took him under a minute to grab my hair and guide my mouth onto his cock.

Humming in approval, I started to suck him off, allowing my bull to bob my head in the rhythm he wanted.

Caught between their feral thrusts, buzzing alive in arousal, I savored the way they threw me from one cock to another.

While Caleb was railing me like a beast, his fingers digging into my hips as he shoved that beautiful dick of his deep inside my cunt at each stroke, Ethan was slamming me against his pelvis, hitting the back of my throat with every movement.

The musky scent drove me crazy with lust, and I glanced toward him with hooded, lust-filled eyes, gagging and choking on his shaft.

I gasped and trembled when Caleb snaked his hand around my waist and attacked my clit, moving his fingers in repetitive, lazy circles.

Electric currents rippled through my core, the heat spreading to every corner of my body.

My full tits jiggled at every movement, and from the sounds of pleasure that echoed around the room, I was sure that some of the guys had finished themselves off.

Closing my eyes, I clamped around Caleb’s cock, coming.

While he started to fuck me harder and faster than before, Ethan exploded inside my mouth, feeding me his cum. Fuck, it was delicious, sweet, and tangy, and the low growl he let out turned me on even more.

When he pulled out, Caleb pinned me down and started to fuck me in short, fast strokes, his cock throbbing inside my pussy.

Savoring his hard pounding, lost in the haste of pleasure, I started to claw at the wooden flooring, my broken moans turning into needy whimpers.

I gasped when he buried himself balls-deep inside me, his roar birthing goosebumps along my skin as he covered my inner walls in sticky, hot ropes of cum.

“Our turn, slutty Christmas gift,“ Lucas and Brad laughed, turning me around on my back.

“Fuck yes!“ I giggled when my boss straddled me and started to massage my breasts.

His fingers slid across my hard nipples, sending shivers through me. Arching, I closed my eyes and purred while he tantalized me with slow touches, squeezing and rubbing my tits.

I melted into his caress, shivering, savoring the way he teased and toyed with me, making me squirm under his powerful body.

Opening my eyes and meeting his intense, lust-filled gaze, I grinned when he pressed my tits together and shoved his cock between them.

I darted my tongue out and tried to lick the tip of his shaft at each trust, tasting the saltiness of his pre-cum.

Another coworker, Daniel, knelt near my head, on my left, and tangled his hand into my hair. Using my long, black locks to guide me, he turned my head toward him, slapping his hard cock against my cheek and lips.

“This is my Christmas wish, Kiara, I want that hot mouth of yours around my dick,“ he laughed.

“Sounds good to me, I’m going to consider this as part of my Christmas gift, too,“ I giggled, giving him a quick lick. “Fuck, you’re so tasty,“ I moaned, swirling my tongue again over the tip.

Leaning as close to him as I could while my boss was still titty-fucking me, I savored him, taking my time to lick and tease every inch of him, coating his dick with saliva.

I knew Daniel had that special point, underside the head of his shaft, that always drove him crazy, and I angled my head, trying to reach it. My bull rewarded me fast with a loud groan, and he inched closer, looking at me with hooded eyes, petting my hair.

Engulfing his long cock, I bobbed as much as possible from the position I was in, starting to suck him off. I shivered when I felt someone else at my feet, crawling closer to us.

“I missed this cunt of yours, Kiara,“ he told me, and I recognized Adam based on his voice.

Moaning in approval, I quivered when his cock stirred against my folds, quickening my pulse. The warmth of his body sent shivers down my spine.

A few moments later, I opened my eyes wide, humming around the cock in my mouth while he moved closer and slammed inside me with such force that I felt he was ripping me apart.

Adam tightened his grip on me and whacked his hips against mine, encouraged by my moans and whimpers of delight. Fuck, it felt so good! Waves of pleasure were washing over me at every stroke.

Egged on by my husband, all three of them increased their rhythm, reducing me to their favorite Christmas fucktoy, made to pleasure them. I savored the way they were chasing their own pleasure, lust and euphoria written all over their faces. 

The heat stirred inside me, all the sensations and the debauchery of the entire situation turning me on more than anything else.

Not to mention that hearing Andrew encouraging them to fuck me rougher was making everything even better, my heart swelling with love and pride while my pussy ached in approval.

I love this man!

My whole being vibrated when I felt Chris crawl to my right, trailing his palm along my throat, toward my shoulder, and then taking my hand and placing it on his hard cock.

His shaft twitched when I wrapped my fingers around him, and I would have been moaning in delight and approval had my mouth not been busy sucking off Daniel.

“Fuck, this feels good,“ he groaned, pushing himself more into my fist.

Closing my eyes, I surrendered myself to my inner slut, loving every second of the rough fucking they were gifting me.

My boss was titty fucking me into the next week, his cock touching my chin at every stroke, smearing the pre-cum along my skin. He was squeezing my breasts hard, leaving marks behind on my flesh, sending jolts of fire within my entire body.

Adam was digging his fingers into my legs and was almost half-lifting my ass in the air while he jackhammered into my pussy, hunting for his own release.

Daniel’s caresses on my hair turned into tugs and he was now at the point where he reduced my mouth to only a hole to be used for his pleasure.

Face-fucking me in fast, short thrusts, my gags and slurps turning him on even more, he was slamming me against his pelvis, grunting and groaning, his breath labored.

Chris was pushing in my fist with abandon, his cock trembling in my grip, his sounds of pleasure covering me in goosebumps.

I felt like I was in heaven.

My entire being buzzed alive, heat swirling and spreading inside me, the feral, primal way they were fucking me turning me on even more.

I heard the others jerking off around us. Between their sounds of delight, I recognized Andrew’s familiar grunts and groans, and that thought alone added another layer of pleasure to me, pushing me even closer to the edge.

Trembling under their delicious assault, my screams of ecstasy muffled by Daniel’s cock, I squirmed and clenched, coming and spasming.

My boss let out a loud roar a few moments later, and I hummed in delight when he exploded on me, covering my body in a web of sticky ropes of cum. His seed dripped on my cheek, throat, and tits, transforming me into a living art painted by his pleasure.

Daniel more than sure decided that he wanted to add his own mark to the piece of art Lucas had turned me into and pulled out from my mouth. Guessing his intention, I closed my eyes and darted out my tongue, moaning when he released himself all over my face.

Fuck, he was mouthwatering, salty, and sweet at the same time. Swallowing the cream that landed on my tongue, I let out a soft “Mmm,“ turning my head around, toward Chris.

“I still want more treats,“ I purred toward him, moving my hand faster.

Squeezing him at the base and rolling my palm along his shaft, I looked into his green eyes, waiting to taste him. My bull laughed and crawled even closer, and a few seconds later, he covered my face and hair with another layer of cum.

“Sweet,“ I purred, moving my palm over my face and licking it, savoring the mix of their pleasure.

“Crazy whore,“ Adam chuckled, throwing my legs on his shoulder.

Using the fact that I was now only his, he yanked me closer to him, grabbing my hips tighter and pistoning me along the floor at every thrust.

My cries of ecstasy filled the room, the wet sounds of our bodies slapping against each other mingling with the moans of the other men around us.

Arching, I closed my eyes, savoring his rough pounding, meeting each one of his movements.

His hungry, wild thrusts summoned wildfire inside me, every atom in my being burning in desire. With each powerful glide inside my cunt he pushed me closer and closer to another release.

I laughed when I opened my eyes and I noticed six or seven of my coworkers encircling us, stroking themselves. Oh, yes, I was going to receive more sweets, and I was all in for that.

My release came first, though, and I screamed in delight, spasming and writhing, squeezing Adam’s cock, milking him dry. Wildfire scorched me, and I arched and bucked, savoring my bull’s groan.

While he exploded inside me, filling my womb with his cum, the others released themselves on top of me, covering me with rivers of pearly white melted pleasure.

“Let’s give Andrew a gift for letting us use his fucktoy,“ Lucas laughed, walking closer and yanking me up.

My legs trembled, and I clung to him, still panting, smiling at my husband.

“Oh, yes, Santa deserves a Christmas gift, too! What do you have in mind?“

“This,“ my boss grinned and nodded toward Brad and Ethan, who were coming over with whipped cream and melted chocolate bowls.

“Fuck, I’m loving it! Good idea!“ I giggled.

As they were being spread across my body, the creams blended with cum, and laughter filled the room.

“Let’s not forget the drinks!“ Oliver laughed, bringing some mocktails and pouring them on me.

Throwing back my head, I arched, helping him pour the liquid over me, transforming me into a thoroughly debauched Christmas gift.

“And now this,“ my boss said, bringing a long, silky, red ribbon and wrapping it around my neck. “Now, come with me,“ he ordered, using the fabric as a leash, leading me to my husband.

“Hey babe,“ I purred, looking into Andrew’s lust-filled eyes once my boss brought me to him.

“Our thank you gift for Santa,“ Lucas laughed, offering my husband the improvised leash, making me laugh.

Fuck, I loved playing the role of a good pet for them, letting them pretend they were the ones in control, even if I knew I was the one who decided what they could do or not.

My husband’s eyes moved up and down my body, taking in my appearance, that of a slutty wife indulged and pleasured beyond measure.

Every nerve ending in me buzzed alive while his gaze swept over my figure. I spun around, undulating in a mix of feline-like movements, showing him every inch of me.

I felt like a decadent slice of cake, and when his eyes met mine again, I smiled at the desire that shone in them.

Andrew drank me in again, his attention lingering for a few moments on the slickness between my legs, which glistened with mixtures of my juices, cum, whipped cream, and chocolate.

He licked his lips as he feasted upon my arousal, and he grinned when he studied the marks on my body. Using the improvised leash, he yanked me into his lap, crushing his lips to mine while I straddled his body.

Our tongues danced together, and I was sure he could taste my bulls on me.

I could tell from the way he was kissing and hugging me that the way I smelled - like other men, cum, chocolate, fruit, and what more, all this mixed together - and also the well-fucked state I was in, intoxicated him more than anything else.

His cock stirred against me, oozing pre-cum, and my husband tightened his grip around my body, pressing me even closer, digging his fingers into my flesh.

“Does Santa like his slutty gift?“ I whispered against his lips while he unwrapped the improvised leash, throwing the fabric away.

“It’s perfect,“ he growled, grabbing my seed-filled hair and yanking my head back.

I gasped when I felt his warm breath against my skin, and a moment later, the touch of his lips on my arched neck birthed goosebumps across my body.

Letting out a soft purr, I bent back even more, offering him complete access to every inch of me he desired.

I ran my fingers through his short, black hair while he kissed my skin, leaving behind a hot, wet trail everywhere his mouth touched - on my neck, on my shoulders, on my cleavage.

I mewled weakly when he bit my neck, a soft smile spreading on my face when he licked the mark, unleashing tingles under my skin.

With his arms wrapped around my frame like an unyielding embrace, he started to kiss and nibble at my tits, swirling his tongue along my bruised flesh, feasting on the debauched mix that was covering me.

Surges of fire coursed through me under his ministrations, my breath getting more labored with each passing second.

Slurping and moaning, he tasted the lewd blend that covered my body, greedily devouring me. Andrew bit my hard nipples in turns, kissing and lapping at my breasts like a starved beast that had finally found his favorite food.

With every little thing he did, my husband turned me into a ball of neediness, and soon enough I was buzzing in his lap, whimpering faintly.

“Fuck me, please,“ I gasped, grinding against him.

“Not yet,“ he chuckled. “I’m going to reclaim you later,“ he said, nuzzling me.

I smiled, looking into his eyes, darkened with lust.

“I like the idea, but I want to at least taste you now. May I?“ I asked in a sweet voice, rubbing against him.

Playing the role of a pampered wife, I pouted and batted my eyelashes at him, making my husband laugh and moan at the same time.

“Fine, greedy kitten,“ he told me, giving me another kiss that left me breathless and made my toes curl.

Licking my lips, I grinned and pushed him back, inviting him to relax. Standing up and bending over him, I gave him a long, slow kiss, savoring his taste.

I roamed my palms all over his body, trailing my lips along his torso, slowly going lower. From the groans that filled the room, I was sure my coworkers were appreciating the show, too, and I jiggled my ass, especially for them.

Kneeling in front of Andrew, I moved my hand along his cock, and gave the tip a quick lick, tasting his tangy sweetness.

“Mmm, love it!“

I explored his dick with my tongue, tracing its contours with languid attention. My kiss cascaded down his length like a waterfall, and I took my time to savor every inch of him.

With gentle licks and delicate nips, I lavished attention on his shaft until he begged me for more. Damn, I loved the way his body reacted to each one of my touches and the effect I was still having on him after so many years of marriage.

Andrew squirmed and bucked, at the same time petting me, praising me with slow, lazy strokes.

He quivered and gasped when I wrapped my lips around his cock and started to suck him off. His musky scent enveloped me, making my pussy tingle, and I relaxed my throat, taking him deeper with each stroke.

I moaned in approval when he wrapped his fingers tighter around my hair and started to bob me faster, slamming me against his pelvis.

Surrendering myself to his desire, I shook in bliss while he closed his eyes and face-fucked me with abandon.

From the way he was using me for his pleasure, I was sure that images of me fucked by my boss and coworkers were swirling through his mind at that exact moment.

My husband’s cock hit the back of my throat repeatedly, making me gag and spasm, tears of effort running down my face, ruining my already destroyed make-up even more.

And I loved every ravishing second.

His roar sent shivers down my spine as his dick swelled in my mouth, and a few moments later, he exploded, feeding me his hot, sticky cream.

Swallowing with hunger, I shivered and trembled, letting out muffled, little moans. Pulling me off of his shaft, my husband looked at me, his intense, delighted gaze tingling something deep within my soul.

Taking his hand, I smiled and guided his fingers toward my mouth, sucking them. I tasted the mix of cum, mocktail ingredients, chocolate, and whipped cream on him, and I hummed, admiring how his chest raised and fell faster with every swirl of my tongue against his skin.

When I released his hand, he grabbed and pulled me toward him, covering my lips with his into a possessive kiss.

“Go and have fun with others,“ he said, nuzzling me.

“Thank you,“ I whispered.

He smiled and gave me another kiss before telling my bulls that I was ready for another round of lewd fun.

Yeah, that was exactly what they were waiting for. Sauntering toward them, my giggles filled the room when Ezra dragged and tackled me, planting me on his massive cock.

He was lying on the floor, and before I could taunt him for his impatience, he was already urging me to move. Laughing, I leaned closer to him and stole a quick kiss, giving his lower lip a gentle bite.

“Impatient, naughty boy,” I said, licking his chin and trailing my tongue along his mouth, making my bull gasp.

His chest rose and fell faster, and he laughed, squeezing my hips.

“Oh, yes, I am. C’mon, I want my Christmas gift!”

Straightening up, with a fox smile on my lips, I skimmed my fingers along his torso, tracing circles and lines over the contours of his muscles. His hips moved against mine, and he bounced me, begging me to ride him.

I rolled my waist, teasing him once more before obeying his plea and starting to fuck him.

“Yes!“ He gasped, helping me move faster.

“Who wants to join us?“ I asked.

Liam was the first to arrive behind me, and it didn’t take his cock too much to find the way inside my ass.

He pressed against my shoulder blades, the heat of his body enveloping me like a cocoon while he sandwiched me between his broad frame and Ezra’s.

I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of having both cocks inside me, pleasure reverberating through every molecule of my being at each thrust.

The room spun around me, my mind dizzy with lust. The climax was building inside my core in layers, the warmth stirring and spreading from head to toe.

“Open your mouth, Christmas gift,“ my coworker, Caden, ordered me.

Laughing, I opened my eyes, quivering when I found him next to me, his hard shaft oozing pre-cum at only a few inches from my lips.

I could have been a good girl and obeyed, knowing exactly how delicious he was and admitting how much I craved him, but I wanted to tease him first.

Slipping my tongue through my pressed-together lips, I gave the tip of his cock a lick, tasting the saltiness.

My bull let out a low groan and shifted closer, his cock slapping my chin when he moved.

The musky scent filled my lungs, intoxicating and arousing me even more. Teasing him with another swirl of my tongue, a faint moan escaped me.

Fuck, I wanted him, and at the same time, I wanted to provoke him a little more.

My inner slut struggled with the brat inside me for a few moments, but my other two bulls helped me make my decision when they slammed hard inside me at the same time.

“Aaaah!“ I gasped, tremors of pleasure running through my veins.

Caden used the chance to plunge his dick inside my mouth, and I half-moaned, half-giggled, giving him a mischievous look.

Humming in approval and inviting him to thrust, I swirled my tongue along his dick, coating him with saliva. Damn, he tasted so good!

His cock was not as thick as Liam’s and Ezra’s, but it was longer, and soon enough Caden was hitting the back of my throat at each stroke.

“You’re amazing, Kiara,“ he grunted, grabbing my hair and moving my head faster.

Shivering at his praise, I looked at him, his intense gaze unleashing tingles under my skin. My other two bulls increased the rhythm too, and soon enough, bliss overwhelmed me.

I could feel the heat rising from within me, a thrumming energy that reached into my limbs and quivered through my veins.

My broken moans were muffled by the dick in my mouth, and I shivered in their grip, savoring every second. I felt the waves of pleasure rising, and then I was suddenly swept away as I reached my apex.

Every inch of me seemed to scream with bliss as my body convulsed in ecstasy, a flood of warmth washing over me. The feeling was so intense that it threatened to rip me apart.

While the aftershocks of my orgasm rippled through my core, Liam slammed deep inside my ass, releasing himself. I felt his cum mixing with my juices as they dripped down my thighs when he pulled out.

My bull slapped my ass hard, and stood up, moving away. I didn’t have to miss the sensation of being stuffed for too long, though, as another man shoved his cock inside my now free hole.

“Fuck, I missed this ass of yours,“ my boss laughed, starting to jackhammer into me from the very beginning.

Moaning in delight, tears of effort rolling down my face, I closed my eyes, savoring the hard pounding my three bulls were offering me.

Surrendering myself to them, I hummed and whimpered, loving every second of the feral, primal fucking.

I heard Andrew’s groans somewhere around the room, between the other sounds of pleasure, and that only turned me on even more.

Caden slammed me against his crotch, and I shivered when he filled my mouth with a hot river of cream. Swallowing greedily, I purred, enjoying the salty tanginess of his ecstasy.

My now no longer muffled screams of pleasure filled the room when he pulled out and my boss and Ezra increased the pace.

Lucas tangled his fingers through my hair, using it to steady himself while his hips slammed against my ass.

Their cocks throbbed inside me, the wet sounds of our bodies slapping against each other echoing around the room.

With our bodies flush together, the cum, melted chocolate, and whipped cream mixed with our sweat and covered all of us, gluing us together even more.

Squeezed between them, scorched by wildfire and turned on out of my mind, I clawed at everything and everyone, my bull, the floor, and everything else I could reach, trying to release some of the rapture that was burning me from inside out.

“Fucking slut, she really needed it badly,“ Ezra laughed when I dug my fingers into his chest, scratching him.

“Oh, yes, now fuck me harder!“ I moaned.

The pleasure was almost unbearable, and I gasped as it crested in an ecstatic wave when both my bulls jackhammered into me, making me roll back my eyes in delight. 

A molten, euphoric heat built inside me again, and when my boss yanked my hair, I let myself be conquered by another orgasm.

Trembling uncontrollably between them, chanting “Fuck yes! Fuck yes!“ and begging them not to stop, I shut my eyes, stars playing across my eyelids.

Sparks flew through my body, and I cried out when my bulls exploded inside me only a few moments apart from each other.

Shuddering, I mewled when they rolled away, leaving me on the floor, barely able to breathe.

“Who’s next, I want more of you!“ I giggled, spreading my hands over my head and arching, licking my lips as I admired my hot-as-hell coworkers.

“Come here,“ Brad told me, lifting me up.

My legs shook like jelly, and I clung onto him, moaning when he kissed me. I felt the lemon taste from the mocktail on his tongue as it danced with mine.

My bull wrapped his arm around my waist and dragged me toward Andrew.

“I want to fuck her while she’s in your arms, is that okay?“ He asked my husband, who nodded, amused.

“Oh, I’m going to like this,“ Andrew said, shifting.

He leaned against the armrest and the pillows, keeping one leg on the couch and one on the floor.

I quickly crawled on top of him, bracing my palms against his torso. Wiggling my ass at Brad, I looked into my husband’s eyes.

There was so much love and desire in his gaze that my heart swelled and every fiber of me pulsed in arousal.

Brad crawled on the couch and knelt behind me. A loud moan left from my mouth when he drove himself inside my pussy, his hands squeezing my hips.

“Fuck, your cunt feels so good,” he groaned.

While he pounded into me, I crushed my lips to my husband’s, kissing him with abandon. Andrew placed his palms on my sides, steadying me and keeping me in place while my bull jackhammered into my pussy, harder and faster with each stroke.

The debauchery of the entire situation added another layer of pleasure, and damn, having Andrew’s permission and his encouragement for everything made me feel even more confident and empowered than ever before.

“That’s my slutty wife,“ he laughed against my lips, moving his palms to my tits.

I arched and moaned when he cupped my breasts and gave them a squeeze. While Brad fucked my brains out, my husband started to massage and stroke my flesh, flicking my hard nipples with his thumbs.

Andrew’s warm breath rolled down my face, birthing tingles along my body. Biting my lower lip, I savored the mix of sensations created by the way he was toying with my tits while my bull was fucking me from behind.

My mind was dizzy with pleasure, every little thing both of them did helped build the familiar stir within my body. I mewled weakly, closer and closer to the edge with every thrust, every touch, and every kiss, begging both of them not to stop.

Brad lifted my hips, changing the angle, and he rammed faster, hitting my G-spot with each stroke. My husband squeezed my tits harder, mauling my sensitive skin, and turning my loud, broken moans into needy whimpers.

Digging my nails into Andrew’s abs, I surrendered myself to my release, closing my eyes as I reached the apex. Waves of warmth washed over me, my nerves crackling with ecstasy.

My husband’s hard cock twitched against my leg when Brad rammed into my pussy like a beast, pistoning my body against Andrew’s muscular frame.

My bull pulled out of me, his breath coming in short gasps now, and he released a gooey torrent across my back, cascading down in slow motion and draping me with a sticky, translucent web that seemed to cling to every curve of my body.

Panting, I giggled when another coworker, Oliver, approached us when Brad lifted me from the couch. Yanking me toward him, he dragged me around the sofa and threw me over the backrest.

Bending over it, my face hovering over Andrew’s cock, I shivered when my bull’s hard dick grazed my ass cheeks.

My entire body shook when he slammed inside my ass without warning, burying his cock to the hilt. The cum already there eased his entrance, and Oliver started to thrust hard, like a beast hunting for his own release.

While I was being jostled around with each ravishing thrust, I wrapped my trembling fingers around Andrew’s dick. His shaft twitched in my palm, and my husband licked his lips, looking at me.

My tits jiggled in the feral rhythm set by Oliver. A wave of fire coursed through my core when I glanced around and I noticed my boss and coworkers watching the filthy scene in front of them.

My sluttiness struggled with my shame for a few seconds, warmth rising in my cheeks at the entire situation. The bitch in heat within me won very fast, though, and I smiled with pride, mirroring Oliver’s thrusts, loving the taboo of what all of us were doing.

Railed by my bull, with everyone else’s eyes on me, I looked at my husband, my heart beating faster as I basked into his lust, love, and adoration.

Bracing myself with one arm against his leg, I moved the other one faster along his dick, squeezing and rolling, teasing all his favorite points.

Oliver thrust harder and faster with each passing second until I felt his entire body tense up against me. At the same time, my husband growled, releasing himself.

While Andrew covered my face, my hand, the couch, and himself in a river of cum, my bull exploded inside my ass, filling me up.

I laughed at the chaos that came next, loving every moment of it.

Adam and Lucas hauled me toward an empty table and threw me on it, on my back. My moans and giggles filled the room when the rest of my coworkers made a bee line to fuck me.

In that lustful haze, I gave up trying to keep in mind which one of them what part of me was using. I cared about all of these guys, but damn, at that point, they were only cocks for me.

Cock number one was fucking my cunt. Cock number two was straddling me, fucking himself through my tits, mauling my flesh at the same time.

And oh, yes, my impatient cocks number three, four, and five decided they wanted a quickie, too, to pass the time until there was their turn again to find the way inside my pussy.

One of them crawled on the cracking table that at this point, probably hated all of us, and guided my mouth around his cock. Moaning and humming in approval, I started to suck him greedily, savoring his taste.

The other two bulls lead my hands around their throbbing dicks, urging me to jerk them off. I was so turned that my mind was cloudy, every fiber of me buzzing alive, electrified and scorched by lust at the same time.

I lost the count of my orgasms, the breathtaking aftershocks of one still rippling through my core when another one ripped me apart. And then another one. And another one.

It. Was. So. Dirty. And. Perfect.

Neither one of my holes was empty for more than a few seconds, and damn, I loved the fact that none of them held back. They pounded me senseless again and again, each one of them turning me into their personal fucktoy.

And damn, I loved every second of it.

Later, after what felt like delicious, ravishing hours, my entire body was trembling in delight when I found myself on the floor, with all of them around me, jacking off. Licking my lips, I admired their glistening dicks, waiting for my Christmas creamy dessert.

When they were finished, a storm of sticky white liquid was released over me as all of them reached their climaxes almost simultaneously.

Pooling in the mix of cum, melted chocolate, whipped cream and mocktails, I laughed, stretching and moving my hands and legs around.

My boss lifted me and sauntered toward the Christmas tree, placing me under it as a gift.

“Thank you, Santa!“ He said to my husband.

Giggling, I shivered, admiring Andrew as he approached me. My eyes swept over his powerful figure, every atom of my well-fucked being craving him.

Kneeling next to me, my husband trailed his hand along my left arm, covering me in goosebumps as he skimmed his digits from the bicep toward my palm.

His eyes fixed on it for a few seconds and he smiled, wrapping his fingers around mine and guiding my hand to his lips.

My heart beat faster when I realized he was looking at my wedding ring, now covered in other men’s cum. He wrapped his lips around my ring finger and sucked it gently, cleaning it, sending tingles to every corner of my body.

His eyes fixed on mine, quickening my pulse, and I lost myself in the love, possessiveness, and hunger that shone in his gaze.

I knew what he craved, how every part of him urged him to reclaim me, to make me scream his name, and also to remind everyone I belonged to him.

His desire was so well written on his face, and all I wanted was for him to do exactly that.

Shifting onto my knees, I snaked my hands around his neck and hovered my lips over his. I gave him a soft kiss, the ball of heat swirling inside my belly when he wrapped his arms around me.

“They fucked me so good, babe, you saw it. Each one of them claimed each one of my holes, they made me scream their names and drove me crazy with lust. They made me their little slut, their fucktoy. They made me theirs,” I whispered in his ear, nibbling at it. “Remind me I’m yours, your naughty slut,” I purred, licking his neck.

Yeah, that really pushed all his buttons at the same time, exactly as I had hoped to happen.

My squeal echoed around the room when he turned me around and in less than a second tackled me down, making me land on my belly, with him above me.

Giggling, I wiggled my ass against him, gasping when his hard cock stirred between my legs.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” I cried out as he slammed hard into my pussy, burying himself balls-deep inside me.

Pain and pleasure blended together, electrifying me and drowning me in desire. Andrew tangled his fingers through my hair and leaned closer to me, kissing my neck.

“Mine,” he murmured in my ear.

I yelped when he bit my shoulder hard, at the same time tugging at my hair, making me arch.

Surges of euphoria zinged from head to toe within me, my broken moans turning into needy whimpers when he also started to move, fucking me in short, fast thrusts.

I mewled and rolled my eyes back in delight when he dug his teeth again into me. Andrew trailed his tongue over the marks he had left on my skin, soothing me, while he was stuffing me completely at every feral stroke.

His breath was hot against my neck when he kissed me again, growling “Mine“ in my ear, summoning a smile on my lips. His voice was hoarse, laced with so much lust and possessiveness that every nerve ending in my being crackled with electricity.

The way he was groping me, the feral strokes of his hips against me while he was fucking me like there was no tomorrow, the touch of his lips on me when he kissed, bit, and licked every inch of me his mouth could reach, every little thing he was doing, everything was screaming one single thing - I was his.

And fuck, I couldn’t agree more.

Writhing under him, I mirrored his savage movements, yielding myself to him. Andrew roughly tugged at my hair, sending another zing of energy directly to my clit while he was ramming into me like a merciless beast.

Drooling and mewling, every fiber of me blazed by desire, I chanted his name, begging him to not stop. My husband released my hair and snaked his arms under my body, giving me a quick squeeze.

Tormenting my hard nipples with one hand and unleashing his other one on my clit, he poured a cascade of pleasure over me, skyrocketing me closer and closer toward my climax.

Fucked out of my mind, dizzy with euphoria, I clawed desperately at the wooden flooring, at the tree, and at everything that was around us, screaming his name again and again while he pushed me closer and closer to my body limit for rapture.

With every thrust, I felt myself coil tighter and tighter until finally, I was overcome with an intense surge of ecstasy that swept through me like wildfire.

My limbs trembled and my heart pounded wildly as my orgasm pulsed through me, making every nerve ending buzz alive and vibrate with searing intensity.

I gasped for breath and reached behind me, grabbing as much from my husband as I could, clinging to him as if he was the only thing that was keeping me anchored to reality.

His primal growl sent shivers down my spine, and I quivered, squeezed under his powerful frame, while he released himself deep inside my pussy, covering my womb with his seed.

Panting and shaking, both of us now covered in a mix of cum, sweat, whipped cream, and melted chocolate, we stayed there, stuck together.

The moans and grunts that echoed around the room told me my coworkers and boss had just finished themselves off once again while looking at me and my husband.

“Mine,“ Andrew murmured in my ear, planting the gentlest kiss ever on my shoulder, his touch sending tingles under my skin.

“Yours,“ I purred, tilting my head and kissing him, lazily making out.


Chapter 3
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I melted into the mattress, stretching content, hidden under the warm blanket. When we arrived back home, we’d taken a looooooooong bath together.

Of course, the cleansing had turned into fondling, kissing, and fucking, but neither I nor Andrew could keep our hands away from each other while in there.

After we’d finished and we’d changed, he’d tucked me into the bed and he’d told me to wait for him. Turning on my back, I spread like a starfish, melting into the soft bed sheets, letting the fresh, clean scent envelop me.

Damn, I was so sore and tired, and at the same time, so delighted and thrilled by everything. Tilting my head, I smiled, looking out the window, admiring the snow that was falling outside and the Christmas lights that decorated the room.

The swoosh of the door opening caught my attention, and I beamed when my husband stepped inside the room. The chocolate scent filled my lungs, enticing me, and my eyes fixed on his fingers, wrapped around a mug.

Andrew walked closer, and my heart fluttered when he sat down on the bed next to me and offered me the cup of hot chocolate.

“Thank you, love,“ I said, taking it, feeling the warmth spreading throughout my sore body.

My husband placed his arm around my shoulders and I nestled into him like a cat, soothingly purring as he pulled me even closer and draped the blanket over both of us.

“How do you feel?“ He asked, placing a soft kiss on my hair.

“Tired, happy, exhausted, euphoric, and pampered, all at the same time,“ I giggled, nuzzling him. “Everything was soooo perfect,“ I moaned, inhaling the cocoa scent.

I took a sip, savoring the sweet, hot drink, letting out a delighted “Mmm,“ feeling the warmth run down my throat.

I inched even closer, snuggling into Andrew as much as possible. I shivered, sipping from the drink again, and I closed my eyes, savoring his gentle strokes as he played with my hair.

His familiar scent, mixed with the forest notes of the shower products intoxicated me, summoning a smile on my lips.

I turned around and placed the mug on the bed-table, and then I quickly cuddled again into his arms, basking in his simple presence.

“How was it for you at the party, babe? Did you feel good?“ I asked, looking into his amber eyes, trailing my fingers along his cheek.

“Everything was perfect, it was as I had hoped it would be. You have no idea how much I loved seeing you with them, enjoying yourself, and at the same time how fucking aroused I was by everything that was happening. For me, it was the perfect Christmas gift.“

“For me, too,“ I said. “And we have some toys to play with, maybe tomorrow.“

After the party, I’d made sure to grab the gifts my boss and my coworkers had prepared for me and my husband. I still hadn’t opened them, but we had time to try them the next day.

“Oh, we will,“ my husband laughed, giving me a slow kiss.

I deepened it, snaking my palm along his chest, upward. His heart raced under my touch, his chest rising and falling faster.

“Kiara,“ he murmured when I rubbed against him, and he held onto me by my waist, pressing me into him.

“I was such a good girl all year. Maybe my hot-as-sin Santa can offer me another gift?“

“God, I love you,“ my husband laughed, pushing me onto my back and straddling my body.

Giggling, I moved my palms along his ribs, toward his torso, and then slipped them under his shirt. 

His warm breath against mine stirred electric sparks of desire within me while we undressed, taking our time to admire every inch of each other. His hands were gentle as they moved over my abused, well-fucked body, leaving a trail of warmth behind.

When our clothes pooled around the bed, on the floor, and we were both naked, flush against each other, he leaned closer to me. Our lips mashed together, and I opened my legs, marking him with my desire for him.

Andrew drove himself inside my pussy, and I arched, savoring the way he completely stuffed me. His big, thick cock hit all my pleasure points at the same time, and I closed my eyes, moaning faintly when he started to move.

Wrapping my hands around his shoulder and my legs around his waist, I met his slow, long thrusts, basking in the blissful sensations.

The heat of his body cocooned me, and the way he slipped his arms around my frame made me vibrate in delight, feeling safe and loved at the same time.

Being his.

Our bodies melted together like two puzzle pieces made to fit, my moans mingling with his groans at every thrust.

Pleasure spread to every corner of me, my mind intoxicated by his simple presence. My heart swelled, and I let out a little mewl when he captured my mouth with his, making out slowly.

His tongue probed at my lips, and I parted them, granting him the access he desired. The orgasm built inside me in layers, tremors rippling through my core.

Tensing, I spasmed, moaning his name and tightening my grip around his taut frame as I came. Andrew increased the pace, every cell of him making love with every atom of me.

His roar thrilled me, and a moment later he released himself inside my pussy, squeezing me in his embrace.

Panting, I looked at him, losing myself in his mesmerizing eyes, basking in the adoration that shone in his gaze.

“I love you,“ I whispered, brushing his lips with mine.

“I love you, my slutty Christmas gift,“ he laughed, kissing me again, drawing a pampered moan from my lips.

THE END

Do you want to discover what Kiara and Andrew did with the toys?

Subscribe to my newsletter and read the story for free:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/kiarachristmasbonus


Do you want to discover another hotwife?

[image: ]

What can a naughty hotwife do with a group of hot-as-hell bikers in a dark alley?

Well, I don't know what others would do, but I know what I did. It was sinfully lewd, mind-blowing dirty, and you can bet that my inner, reckless slut loved every second of the rough pounding.

What makes everything even better?

The fact that I know I have my husband's approval and encouragement to have all the debauched fun I want, on the condition of telling him every spicy detail.

And now, that's exactly what I'm going to do.

You can find it here:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/hotwifesoniagang


About the author

[image: ]

First things first, thank you for reading my book.

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

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

I also write freeuse erotica as Lexi Wilder.

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


Vacation With My Husband’s Boss

[image: coperta]

My marriage? Stale. My sex life? In ruins. My husband? Utterly useless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

You can find it here:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/vacantionboss


The Mafia Boss’s Cheating Wife

[image: ]

What happens when you cheat on a ruthless, possessive mafia boss?

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

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

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

Is my husband a monster?

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

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

Do I still have a chance to save my marriage?

You can find it here:

https://books.eviedawnauthor.com/mafiacheatingwifebm
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