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SHARING MRS. CLAUS




Mrs. Claus loves spreading Christmas cheer by spreading her legs!




December is my husband’s busiest month, which means it’s the perfect season to be shared! This season, I spread wide for the one man who needs Christmas cheer the most—the Christmas Grump!

More naughty than nice, I greet the Grump in his favorite color, and he can’t help bending me over for a full view of my eagerness. Dripping with excitement, I’m filled and used until I’m overflowing! Call me a hoe, hoe, hoe because this sleigh ride isn’t over until my husband comes home, and I cap off the season bouncing on Santa’s lap.

It’s not easy being married to Santa, but getting to spread Christmas cheer is my favorite part!
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Being married to Kris isn’t easy. Yup. That Kris. The one who grows a beard every December and flys around the world making sure everyone on the nice list is happy. His job means long hours supervising the elves and yetis making toys, dealing with logistics of a sleigh ride around the world, and way too much paperwork in double checking lists.

So, as Mrs. Claus, I like to do everything I can to help him out.

In particular, every December, I spread Christmas cheer by doing what I love—spreading my legs. And this year’s man of Christmas present should be knocking at my door in 3…2….

A sharp rap of knuckles on my door makes me smile and pat down my hair one last time. “Right on time, big man,” I whisper to myself, plump up my lips, and sway my hips on the way to the door.

“Why the fuck am I getting Santa’s lett—”

His mouth snaps shut and the mis-delivered letters flutter to the ground when I open the door. Blazing hazel eyes, jet black hair, a snug forest green sweater that pulls perfectly across his thick muscles when he flexes his arms. All focused on me. He gulps—that delicious Adam’s apple bobs up and down—and his hot gaze trails over my body. 

Good. I picked out this outfit just for this Christmas grump. Garrett has gone too long, denying the magic of Christmas. And tonight, Christmas Eve, is the perfect chance for me to convince him otherwise.

“That’s my favorite color,” he says, cocking a brow. “All dressed up just for me?”

I grin and slide my fingers down bright green straps leading to a lacy, dark green bodice. The lace forms spirals between sheer panels, curling around my breasts, tips ending at my hard nipples. Glittering specks of green hues glisten on my stomach, leading Garrett’s gaze down to my mound, framed by thick straps of a crotchless, emerald green panty. “Dressed up so you can take it all off.” I’ve been looking forward to teasing this man like this for weeks now.

Garrett takes one step inside and slams the door shut. “Your husband know you’re opening the door for other men lookin’ like that, Carol?”

I put one hand on my hip and jut it out, making sure his attention is drawn to my plump hips. “Who do you think made sure you’d be here tonight? Letters to Santa don’t just magically reach the Christmas Grump. Not unless Santa plans it to lure the Grump here so Mrs. Claus can show the Grump exactly what Christmas cheer means.” I place a hand flat on Garrett’s chest.

He’s breathing hard and his heart thrums like a warm drum under my touch. This man might hate Christmas, but he doesn’t hate cunt. I curl my fingers around the thick, knit cable running up the middle of his sweater and guide him backwards. He hits the wall and I press flush against him, body heat entwining. I barely come up to his jaw, so even if I have the upper hand right now, he can grab my waist, twist us around, and have his way with me any second.

Actually, it’s what I hope happens.

It’s why he’s been brought here by misdirected letters.

Garrett huffs and wraps his large, calloused hand around my wrist. “You think you can convince me to love Christmas? You got another thing coming, Sweetheart.” His voice is so deep and animalistic, my core can’t help but clench on instinct.

“I do have another thing coming.” I lick my lips and slide my free hand down between his legs. “You.” I squeeze, reveling in the way his hard shaft is already twitching and eager to go.

Garrett snorts. “This how your precious Santa keeps the Christmas spirit alive?” His free hand roams downward to mirror mine. “He sends his Mrs. to fuck anyone who doesn’t believe in the almighty Santa Claus?” He follows the curves of lace to my breasts, squeezing each in turn before sliding down.

“Christmas is a team effort,” I whisper, reveling in the way my skin tingles at his warmth. “But Kris loves it when I spread holiday cheer.”

Rough skin snags the delicate fabric and threads snap, but when those fingers reach my bare mound, I can’t seem to care anything other than the heat between my legs.

“You gonna tell jolly, old Santa about this?” Garrett’s fingers slip through my pussy lips.

“Yes!” My voice comes out breathy, hoarse. His fingers feel so damn good—rough, warm, firm. “I’m gonna tell him everything.”

Garrett smirks. “Better not leave out the part where I’m still not convinced of all this Christmas cheer shit.” Those damn fingers trace my entrance, teasing without slipping inside. “You can spread your legs all you want, Sweetheart—and I’m gonna make full use of this tight pussy—but spreading Christmas cheer?” A scoff. “I dunno if even your cunt can manage that.”

“Only one way to find out!” I squeeze his cock as eagerness builds in my core.

Garrett groans, and the muscle at his neck twitches. He’s clearly trying to hold back from admitting how much he wants to fuck me—if only he’d give in to both my pussy and to Christmas. Life is just better when you celebrate it under mistletoe.

That gives me an idea.

I force myself to peel away from him, sighing at the loss of warmth from his hand. “It’s not every day you get to fuck Mrs. Claus.” I cup his clothed cock, guiding him toward the bedroom. “You should make the most of it—even if you think I can’t convince you of Christmas.”

The bedroom door swings open and Garrett freezes. “Your bed is a sleigh?”

I can’t help but snicker. I thought the same thing when I first met Kris. I couldn’t believe that Santa slept in a literal sleigh bed either. But then Kris took me on the ride of my life, and I’ve been convinced ever since.

“And year-round mistletoe.” I point up to where sprigs of yellow-green leaves and glittering white berries hang from the ceiling.

Maybe it’s the Christmas spirit all around us, maybe it’s the allure of the mistletoe, or maybe it’s just the air flitting through my bare pussy lips in these crotchless panties that spur Garrett into action.

He grabs the back of my neck, rough and hard as he pulls me into a searing kiss. His lips are plush and taste of peppermint. He tilts my head, growling and grabbing my ass as his tongue slides into my mouth. My breath hitches and he swallows my mewls, lifting me just enough to let me wrap my legs around his waist.

My head spins with the sudden, overwhelming sensations of another man. Kris and I are only seasonal sharers, so I haven’t been with anyone other than Santa himself in eleven whole months. And Garrett is nothing like my husband.

Not that I don’t love being with my husband, but being with just one man…well, my pussy’s muscle memory needs a little reset every now and then. And Christmas is the perfect season.

Garrett pulls off me, licking his swollen lips and staring at me with unbridled lust swirling in those hazy eyes. “I ain’t holly, or jolly, or merry, or whatever the fuck your husband is.” His voice is rough and ragged, and every syllable drags over my skin in delicious, slow anticipation. “I’m not gonna go gentle for the sake of Christmas or anything. Got it?”

“Fuck yes,” I moan, rolling my hips and tightening my thighs to wrap myself even tighter around his waist. “I don’t need gentle. I need to be fucked.”
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I need to be fucked. So, so desperately. My husband has been far too busy with preparations for his big day, and my arousal has peaked. I just need Garrett to make good on the way he’s eyeing me up.

“Shit,” Garrett mutters, “who knew Mrs. Claus was such a fucking slut.” He grips my ass with both hands now, pushing us flush and making me grind against his cock.

“Yes!” I moan throwing my head back.

My marriage wasn’t always like this. I knew about Kris’ real job after a few months of dating, but we didn’t get to this stage of sharing until well into our marriage. Hell, I wasn’t even sure if I wanted to sleep with other men! But my husband knew me better than I knew me. He knew my pussy needed these resets. And now I embrace it with open legs—I am a slut, and I’m damn proud of it! And Garrett calling me one makes my core tighten in bliss. I’m so wet already, and without any fabric to soak me up, I’m leaving a slick trail of my pussy juices along his pants, drawing the outline of his thick shaft in my desire.

“Oh you like that, do you? Like bein’ called a slut? Santa’s slut.” Garrett laughs sharply, refusing to peel that smug look off his face.

“I am! I’m Santa’s slut! And you get to fuck Santa’s slut!” 

Just as I’m losing myself in these heady sensations, Garrett grunts and pulls me off him.

“Wha—”

I bounce onto the sleigh bed, face first, before I can finish my question. One firm hand lands between my shoulder blades and I’m guided down to the mattress. Ass-down, face-up in crotchless panties, Garrett gets a full view of what I have to offer.

And the ragged sound he makes tells me he’s interested.

“Fuck, tell me I get come in that tight pussy.”

I wiggle my ass. “You get to come in whatever you want—Santa’s rules.”

Garrett groans, deep and loud enough to make the walls rumble. “Doin’ a damn good job of gettin’ me on team Christmas, Carol.”

“Hope my reward is cum leaking out of both holes, then.”

“Only if you’re a good slut.” Those hands are on me again, two fingers parting my pussy lips and smearing my juices all over. My thighs, my ass, my clit—all get coated in my hot, wet slick.

His hands are warm, his fingers are thick, and the moment he plunges those two fingers into me, my back bows with a long moan escaping my throat.

“You like this? You gonna tell Santa you got fingered on his sleigh bed?” He pumps those fingers, curling in time to his thrusts. Firm finger pads find my g-spot, massaging until I’m a blubbering mess.

“Mhmm!” Who needs real words and full sentences with fingers in their pussy?

“Better give your husband somethin’ to really talk about then.” Those fingers leave my pussy as firmly as they entered. 

I whimper at the loss of stretch, but I don’t have to wait long. Peeking over my shoulder, I realize that Garrett has yanked off his sweater and pushed down his pants. He’s staring at me, green-eyed, as he strokes his cock. The deep red tip twitches, leaking a bead of precum that makes my mouth water.

He grabs my hip, tilts me up, and lines up that hot, throbbing cockhead. I expect him to plunge into me in a single, hard thrust. Instead, he takes his time, slowly entering me, letting me breathe through the delicious stretch, letting my walls mold around him and trace every pulsating vein and ridge along his shaft. By the time he bottoms out, I’m gasping and moaning, core so tightly wound, I don’t think he’ll have to worry about being the first one to come.

“Fuuuuck,” he groans, slowly picking up his pace, “you’re so damn tight! You were made to be fucked!”

His cock stretches me out like nothing before! I’m so damn full, I’m losing my mind as every part of me clenches, trying to keep his cock in when he pounds into me. Every thrust hits that sweet, sensitive spot. It’s already primed from his fingers, and within seconds, I’m coming undone.

Tiny dots of light burst behind my lids, my mouth falls open with gasps and mewls, and my cunt squeezes so tight that Garrett’s hips stutter and still, cock deep within me. Hot cum floods my pussy and my walls rapidly flex, guzzling it all up. It’s been way too long since I’ve taken another man! My body is already in that hazy state of exhaustion and excitement after just one orgasm!

Garrett slowly pulls out of me, smacks my ass, and flips me onto my back. I bounce on the bed and find myself staring up at a constellation of green—mistletoe and Garrett’s sharp gaze. My jaw falls slack when I see that his cock is still hard.

It’s a damn Christmas miracle!

“I told you, I’m gonna need to fill both of those holes if you want me on board with all this Christmas spirit shit.”

I slowly bring up my legs to my chest, tilt my hips, and let his cum drip down around my ass. “Don’t keep me waiting then.”

“Fuuuuck, bet you have the tightest ass too.” Warm fingers gather up the mixture of his cum and my natural lube, dragging it down around my ass. He circles my hole, thoroughly coating it until it’s as wet as my pussy.

One finger slips in first and when there’s no resistance from the muscles of my canal, he pushes in a second.

“Knew it,” he mutters, breathy, “so damn tight.” His fingers spread, relaxing my ass until he can pump them with ease. Wet, squelching sounds tell us that I’m more than ready for his cock to grace another hole.

Now that I’m on my back, I get to watch as he pushes into me. And it’s easily a top-five sight. With one hand on my breast, kneading and teasing my hard nipple, he guides his cock into my ass. Those green eyes surge with desire the moment my hole swallows the ridge of his thick tip. I throw my ankles over his shoulders and let his weight sink us into the mattress. When he bottoms out for the second time, we’re both panting, gasping for any scrap of air we can scrounge up between us.

“So...full!” I’m gently rocking my body, and letting his cock settle into my ass. “So stretched…fuuuuuck!” Having his cock in my ass makes me feel even fuller than when it was in my cunt!

“Kris is one lucky Santa,” Garrett says, finally yanking down the top of my lacy bra. His head dips and he latches onto a nipple, sucking and licking until I’m writhing. All this while his cock is in my ass.

My breaths come in short puffs as the pressure in my core rebuilds the stores of pleasure. Garrett might think that my husband is the lucky one, but really, it’s me. My husband trusts me enough to let me take other men while he’s off managing the world’s biggest holiday. My husband knows that no matter how many cocks I take, I’ll always come back to him—dripping in cum and ready for more.

Garrett finally snaps, slamming into me harder than before. One hand snakes between us, thumb landing on my clit. It’s soaked from all our juices getting spread around, and it takes an embarrassingly few number of tight circles for me to come undone.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! I’m gonna—” I gasp and clutch the soft sheets under me. Jolts of this orgasm spark up my spine. From the tip of his cock to every vein in my body, I’m lit up like a Christmas tree.

Garrett growls against my skin and his teeth graze my nipple when he slams into me two more times—hard enough to make the sleigh bed smack against the wall. That warm, viscous nectar spills into my ass and even my pussy clenches in response.

My body hums in the aftershocks of cascading pleasure. This really is the most wonderful time of the year, and it’s all thanks to my husband letting me embrace my true, slutty self. All in the name of Christmas.

Garrett collapses beside me, his cock sliding out with a wet sound. We’re breathing hard and my thighs ache when I finally straighten out my legs. My hair sticks to my face and sweat glistens on my body. Garrett looks just as fucked-out as me—his cock finally deciding to take a break.

“So, Mr. Grump” I pant, finally catching my breath, “what do you think of Christmas now?”

Garrett slides his fingers through my pussy lips, catching leaking, warm cum. “I’m startin’ to see its benefits.” The fingers pull out, trailing up my stomach and circling my belly button. His cum dries on my skin, marking me in streaks as white as the snow outside. “But there’s multiple days of Christmas, you know. I think I’ll need more convincing.”
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“You’re home!” I pull out a tray of cookies and pour a glass of eggnog. “How was your trip? No snowstorms?”

Kris stomps into the living room with those heavy boots, red coat, and a now empty magical bag. “No snowstorms, no traffic.” He eyes me down, sipping on the eggnog. “Looks like you’ve had a hell of a time.” His gaze heats lingering on the small marks Garrett has left behind.

It’s finally the day after Christmas, and Garrett has kept me company throughout my husband’s busiest season. As much Garrett wants to pretend like he hasn’t been cheered up this Christmas, I know the truth. I know about the mistletoe that now hangs above his front door—it’s one of the sprigs plucked off my ceiling. Safe to say, Christmas has officially spread to the big, green Grump.

I push my hair back so my husband can get a good look. “Garrett was a little frustrated with the mail mixup, but it was nothing that spreading a little Christmas cheer couldn’t fix.”

“Bet you spread more than just cheer.” Kris huffs and sheds that heavy jacket. People have built up this idea of Santa over the centuries. And Kris has some of those qualities—silver hair, kind eyes, and long beard. But some other things aren’t as accurate. 

The moment the thick coat comes off, my mouth waters at the sight of his tight, insulating shirt. It stretches over his barrel chest and biceps—home grown from the weight of the gift bag he carries around every year.

“Tell me everything.” Kris doesn’t waste any time in closing our distance. “Did you spread wide for him in our bed?” He licks his lips and easily pulls out the hair elastic holding up my ponytail. Kris traces one rivulet down to the shoulder strap of my apron. “Did you make him nog and cookies?” His head dips, nose trailing down my neck. He growls and bites the apron strap until the sharp tear of fabric punctuates my gasp. “Tell Santa about how you’ve been a naughty, slutty wife.”

I’m breathing hard and fast, chest heaving. My body is already warm and my pussy already wet. Now that the apron is ripped, it falls to the ground, leaving me completely naked. It’s a Christmas tradition—my husband comes home after delivering gifts, I greet him mostly naked, and I get to sit on my own Santa’s lap, telling him about how well I took another man.

He lifts me, fingers sinking into my waist, and moves us both to the sofa. I unzip him and shove his pants down, revealing that perfect cock I’ve missed. My pussy clenches as my fingers wrap around my husband’s shaft. Every part of me is desperate to have him inside me again!

My legs bracket his as I hover over his tip. A little buck of my hips and my pussy lips graze over him. We both gasp and I grab his shoulders for purchase.

“Garrett might hate Christmas, but looks like he took real good care of Mrs. Christmas.” My husband’s hands explore my body, finding every hidden hickey or imprint of a strong grip. “And you just loved it, didn’t you? Slutty Mrs. Claus just loves bein’ manhandled while Santa’s away.” He reaches between us, parting my pussy lips and slowly guiding me down.

“I do,” I moan as his tip stretches my entrance. “I showed him our sleigh bed and mistletoe ceiling.”

“Nothing says Christmas cheer like cunt and mistletoe.” My husband chuckles and snaps his hips, slamming his cock into me all the way.

“Oh fuuuck, yes!” I moan, grinding my hips. I’m so full, and my pussy flutters, recognizing my husband’s cock after weeks of fucking Garrett. My husband’s long, hard shaft throbs in me, pulsing in time with my walls. “Missed you so much.” My voice is breathy and hoarse. “Missed this cock.”

Kris grunts with his first thrust. “Missed this pussy too. Bet Garrett’s gonna miss it now that Christmas is over.”

“Mhmm!” I’m biting my lip and nodding, bouncing on Santa’s lap. “He bent me over the bed and fucked my pussy before flippin’ me over for my ass!” My back arches and I grab onto my husband’s knees for purchase.

“Both holes? Fuck, bet he can’t get enough of Christmas now.” My husband’s voice booms through the space and sends a rumbling shiver down my body. He’s so hot and heavy, slamming into me harder each time, marking his territory, it all makes my head spin with pleasure.

“I had…so much cum,” I whimper. “Took him so well. Spread so much cheer!”

“You did so fucking well. My slutty Mrs. Claus, you were fucking perfect.”

Kris latches onto my tits, swirling his tongue around my peaked nipples. Every thrust makes my chest bounce and gently slap my husband’s face. Wet, lewd sounds fill the air when the next thrust slams perfectly against my g-spot. My pussy clenches and gushes juices past my husband’s cock, coating our thighs.

This is my favorite time of year. My husband wraps up his big day, and I get to be unwrapped on his cock after almost a month of fucking another guy. Every December, I feel like my pussy gets to be a virgin again when I’m reclaimed by my husband. All the muscle memory needs to be rebuilt as my walls tighten and mold around the familiar cock in unfamiliar ways. And being seasonal sharers means that come next December, this pussy gets excited to take other men all over again.

Kris pops off my tits with an audible, harsh groan. He leaves behind a trail of wetness dripping down my stomach, and he leans back to watch the ending of the show. “Show me how you came on his cock. Come for me.”

My husband’s command is the final piece of my pleasure puzzle. His firm tone, his large hands guiding my movements, his lush and clouded eyes. I lose myself in everything, and when his next thrust is angled perfectly, I break.

My whole body spasms, waves of my orgasm trembling through my limbs. My husband’s cum spreads through my pussy, warming up the rest of me. It’s hard to believe that I get to be the woman married to Santa, and that I get to be the slutty wife who sleeps around. But every December, my faith in this marriage is reaffirmed.

My husband pulls me into a gentle kiss, lapping up my lingering whimpers. “As much as I love giving out gifts all over the world, my favorite gift is coming home to reclaim my slutty wife.”

I melt in his arms, soothed and sated by his words and his cock. I’ll enjoy this time now because come next December, Mrs. Claus gets to be both naughty and nice.




~~

Ready for more holiday hotwife? Check out Hotwife’s Gift Exchange next: https://mybook.to/hotwifegiftexchange










HOTWIFE'S GIFT EXCHANGE




Love holiday hotwife stories? Check out Hotwife’s Gift Exchange!
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My husband's gift to me? Asking me to be his hotwife!

My husband's gift to his new, hot client? Me!




This Christmas, my husband is treating is new client, Lucas, and me to a weekend at a fancy ski chalet. I'm ready to shack up with him all weekend, but then he suggests that I become his hotwife and my first time shared be with his client!




My pulse races and my core heats when my husband wraps me up, presenting me to Lucas. Lucas takes his time unwrapping his gift, teasing and tasting me until I'm writhing in pleasure! I'm panting and begging until I'm filled and dripping with desire!




When I'm re-gifted to my husband at the end of the night, he reclaims what's his in a way that has me moaning louder than ever! Being a shared wife is the best Christmas present I could've hoped for!




Hotwife's Gift Exchange is a standalone erotic story featuring an insatiable wife shared for the first time!




Read Now: https://mybook.to/hotwifegiftexchange










HOTWIFE ON EDGE




Love stories where husbands hear about a slutty wife’s adventures? Check out Hotwife On Edge!
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My husband hands the key to my pleasure to his best friend. Can his best friend keep me warm while my husband is on a business trip? 

My husband is so busy that he can't keep up with my raging libido. Before going away on a business trip, he tells me that he's arranged for someone to keep me warm until he can come back. That someone turns out to be his best friend. 


For my first time being a shared wife, my husband's best friend teases me until I'm on the edge and begging for release. Not to be left out, my husband watches on video, directing the two of us like we're the ones on camera. 

Hotwife On Edge is the first of the Hotwife's Remote Roulette series, following the adventures of one couple's dive into wife sharing. Though best read in order, each story is still fulfilling on its own. All characters are consenting adults. 




Read Now: https://mybook.to/hotwifeonedge










HOTWIFE'S FRISKY ADVENTURES




Love enthusiastic wife sharing stories? Love great deals? Check out the 5 story collection: Hotwife’s Frisky Adventures.
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One frisky wife opens wide for so many men!




This hotwife loves to be shared where she least expects it! From taking two men when her car breaks down to taken under the stars by her husband's friends, this wife is filled, thrilled, and satisfied, leaving her ready for her husband's touch!




Bundle collects five stories from the Hotwife Adventures series and includes:



	Hotwife Shared With The Mechanics

	Hotwife Goes Camping

	Fireworks With The Hotwife

	Hotwife Takes The Farmers

	Hotwiife Filled At The College Reunion






All stories are interconnected, but can be read as standalones.




Read Now: https://mybook.to/friskyadventuresbundle










ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Sierra writes about women being passed around, used, and shared—all with the encouragement of their loving husbands. All stories are about the hottest wives being pleasured in every way possible, whether by one man or multiple!




Stay up to date on new releases and sales while also nabbing a FREE hotwife story by signing up for Sierra’s newsletter at https://sierradumont.com!
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