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Used At The Christmas Party


Hockey season always turns my husband into a ghost in the bedroom—too busy coaching his star players to remember I need attention, too.

But this Christmas, he’s making up for it. At the team’s annual holiday party, I get to unwrap more than presents under the tree. Three of his best players are mine to play with.

The best part? My husband will be watching every second.


Chapter 1


I can feel my husband walk into our living room before I see him. In the downward dog yoga position, I know he is getting a great look at my butt. I look between my legs and see a pair of slacks crossed over each other. Ken leans against the wall and I can just imagine his hungry eyes taking in my gray yoga pants being pulled around my ass. I’ve been working out lately and I am thrilled that I am looking a little more filled out these days. I don’t know if that’s because I’m thirty-five now or because I’m working out, but either way, it’s nice after looking like a celery stick for almost two decades.

I move to my knees and turn around on the mat to see my delicious husband, arms crossed, his bulging arm muscles making my mouth water, leaning against the archway next to the table with a vase of lavender sprigs in it.

“Looking good,” he says, pushing himself upright and then walking over to me.

He smells fresh and his hair is wet from the shower, and I would love nothing more than to pull him down and make him dirty again. After a decade of marriage, I still want him every second of every day.

Ken is a former hockey player turned coach, and boy does he suit the job. He’s always been a very dominant but caring man. He knows when to speak with authority and when to speak in calming tones. I’ve had the pleasure of being spoken to in both ways.

Dominant in the bedroom and calm everywhere else.

I remember when we first started dating, he told me he liked to be in charge in the bedroom and I was only happy to let him dominate me in there. He’d tie me up, use toys on me, spank me, and when he retired and started coaching, I came to the rink one day and heard that familiar tone in his voice and I had to leave because it was making me wet.

Now that is the closest thing to getting action that I can find. Hockey season is in full swing and I hate to say this, but I am so fucking lonely. I knew what I was getting into when dating, marrying a player, but I thought after retirement he’d have more time. I don’t know if it’s his work ethic or that coaches work just as hard as players, but I seldom see him. We haven’t had sex in weeks, and my vibrators aren’t really cutting it anymore.

I need a dick in me.

Ken holds my face in his large, warm hands as he kisses me sensually.

Ooh, this is new.

I’m turned all the way around now, kneeling before him, and he slowly sinks me down until my back is against the mat.

“You’ll be late,” I murmur against his lips.

“I don’t care,” he says.

Well, that’s a first. He’s usually early. But if I get to spend some more time with my husband, I won’t complain.

Ken kisses down the column of my neck, inhaling before dragging his tongue across my skin.

“Fuck, you’re so warm and soft,” he groans, and I feel his erection between my legs.

I moan as he runs his hands down my body and cups my ass, grinding me against his throbbing cock.

“Please,” I whimper, running my hands through his hair, tugging slightly.

God, it’s been so fucking long.

As if reading my thoughts, Ken murmurs, “It’s been too fucking long.”

“I know,” I reply softly, in a yearning tone rather than an annoyed one. Because while, yes, it’s been hard, I’m not mad. I can’t be. I know that he is working hard and that hockey season is a lot. Doesn’t mean it doesn’t suck not getting railed often.

He gives me his signature cocky grin, the one he gave me the first time we met. It was a bar in Toronto over loud country music and twinkling Christmas lights. Similar to the ones that are hanging outside our house right now.

He starts taking off my yoga pants.

“Sarah?” 

“Yes,” I whimper as he runs his hands across my bare skin after tossing the pants fuck knows where.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about you,” he says as he kisses my knee. “And us lately,” he says while kissing my inner thigh. My body is humming with pleasure, and each kiss is slowly pushing me closer to the edge.

“Yeah?” 

He continues. 

“How would you feel about opening up our marriage a bit?”

“How so?” I ask, my pussy dripping already.

My husband’s voice is low and sexy as he speaks. “By having some fun with other people. I discovered that there are a few guys on the team who have a bit of a thing for you?”

My head lifts off the ground and I look at Ken kissing the outer lips of my pussy.

“What?” I mewl, then throw my head back when he lays his tongue flat against my pussy and licks upward.

“You know those books you’ve been reading? The hotwife erotica ones?”

“Mmmhmm,” I moan, then he sucks my clit into his mouth and I cry out.

“How would you like to experience that in real life? At the Christmas party this year? My office is on the fourth floor, the party is on the second floor. How would you feel about being taken to my office and fucked by another man?”

The images run through my mind. Of hot men taking me on my husband’s desk, making me scream with pleasure. We’ve had threesomes before, so I know Ken is okay with me fucking other men. When we were dating, we went to a sex club from time to time and explored some things. Those memories crash into me and make my pussy clench.

Ken chuckles. “I guess I got my answer. You’re gushing.” I hear him unzip his pants, and when I feel his cock probe my entrance, I open my eyes and look at my husband. The man offered to let other men fuck me. And he seems really into it.

“I know I haven’t been here a lot. And I know that you have needs, and I thought that maybe this would be a pleasurable solution for when I’m not here.”

He slowly sinks his cock inside of me and we both moan. My pussy is so slippery that it takes no effort at all, despite his size to find his way home.

He lowers himself until his forearms are on either side of my head, then he starts to thrust.

“What do you think, baby? You want Travis or Eli or Derek to take you to my office and have their way with you? I got a camera in my office so I can watch them fuck you on my phone. Or I could be in the office with you.”

Every word he speaks turns me on more, makes the fantasies in my head grow wild.

“Are those the men that are into me?” I ask, panting and needy.

Fuck, I love the way his cock feels inside me.

“Yes,” he grunts.

His movements quicken and I feel the orgasm reaching its peak. I grip his jacket in my hands and hang on tight as he rides me hard.

Can I do this? Can I really get fucked by Ken’s players? I trust my husband, and if he is having these conversations with these men, and he’s turned on rather than angry, then he must be into it. I close my eyes and imagine that’s it not Ken that’s fucking me right now but Travis, one of the players, a 28-year-old athlete fucking me over my husband’s desk like I’m nothing but a hole to be used.

“Oh my god, yes.” I gasp.

“Is that a yes to being my hotwife, or are you close?” he asks, and I chuckle because it’s both.

“Both,” I say, “So very much both. I’m gonna come, baby. Please make me come.”

Ken cups my breasts over my t-shirt as he fucks me like an animal. His grunts, his hips working like pistons, send me over the edge and I come screaming my husband’s name.

“Ken!” I cry out.

Ken follows me, rutting into me, moaning my name as he comes inside my pussy.

“Fuck yes,” he groans, then settles his face in the crook of my shoulder.

I let go of his jacket and cup the back of his hair, petting his soft hair. God, I missed this.

“I missed you,” I say, kissing him.

“I missed you too, baby. Things are going to change around here. I’m going to find more time to be with you, and when I can’t, I’m hoping that we can find a viable replacement for whenever you get needy. They probably won’t be the hockey players most of the time, since they work as much as I do, but I can’t find someone worthy of fucking this pretty cunt.”

“You want me to be your hotwife?” I say.

He lifts his head up, and with a grin says, “You already are.”

I chuckle. “Very funny,” I say. Ken pulls out and I already miss him inside me.

“But to answer your questions, yes, I do. Not just because I want you to be fulfilled sexually, but because I find it really hot thinking about you fucking other men. I still jerk off to those threesomes we had at the club when I’m alone in those hotel rooms.”

That warms my heart because, at the time, I was so new to everything that is involved with being someone’s partner that I felt guilty the first time we did it. Like I had cheated, even though he was right there with me. But after a while, Ken made me see that I didn’t do anything wrong. That if we agreed to something and it didn’t hurt anyone, it was okay.

And it’s the icing on the cake, knowing that this stuff turns my husband on.

“Okay then. You can tell those men that I will be their slut at the Christmas party. My holes are there for the taking.”

Ken kisses me as he puts his pants back on. “Will do. We’ll also come up with a safe word and talk about where I will be when all this happens when I come back.”

When he leaves, I waddle to the bathroom and take a shower. I get so excited about the Christmas party that I do take a few more minutes to take care of business. The rest of the day it’s the only thing I can think of. Travis, Eli, and Derek want to fuck me.

I’m still not sure how the conversation led those three men to admit to wanting to fuck me, but I’m totally okay with it. They are all really hot and super nice and thankfully all single.

The Christmas party can’t come soon enough.


Chapter 2
2 Weeks Later


“Hey honey, do you know where my gold cufflinks are? The ones Jerry got me for Christmas last year?” Ken calls out from the bedroom.

“It’s next to your ties, sweetheart,” I tell him, waiting for my man downstairs.

I’m already ready. Turns out, after living with my man for over a decade, I’ve learned to be early with him, but now that he’s taking his time, I’m the early one.

I’d put on a red vintage cocktail dress with a v-neckline and some pearls along with some red lipstick, my hair curled, and black heels. I look hot as fuck. Speaking of fuck, I left my panties behind. This skirt is down to my knees and I don’t want them to get in the way of me getting fucked.

Ever since we agreed to this and the men were all been informed, Ken has left me starving for some cock. Despite the fact that he goes to work twenty minutes later, which gets him there right on time instead of early, he uses that time to read a book.

Like I’m all for reading books, but surely he could think of perhaps something else to do with that free time. But every time I bring it up, he gives me a smirk and I know he’s doing it on purpose. He wanted me nice and needy for this Christmas party and boy am I.

I’ve not even touched my vibrators because, even though I totally could, there is something about being deprived on purpose for this event that makes me kind of hot. So I have refrained.

I hear Ken’s footsteps coming down the stairs and I bounce in my shoes, ready for the night of fucking to begin.

He looks so handsome in his black tuxedo, his hair perfectly slicked back but not wet looking and his pearly whites on display.

I’m too horny to be looking at him right now, so I turn and open the door.

“Shall we?” I ask.

“Of course,” he says, chuckling softly because he knows me well enough to know how desperate I am.

We go over the plan on the ride there. Our safe word is red, and for the first time, Ken will be with me. I’m not sure which man will go first, but I know my husband will be there to make sure I’m comfortable. When I tell him green, it means that it’s okay for him not to come up with me. Meaning he will probably be in a bathroom somewhere watching the security cameras in his office, which the guys know about.

I can hear the thumping of Christmas music as we enter the building. It’s an office building that is right next to the arena. 5 floors, glass windows, and very expensive looking.

Ken puts his arm around my waist as he walks up the stairs to the second floor. There are red and white twinkling lights everywhere, and a giant Christmas tree sits right beside the DJ, who is wearing a nice suit and a Santa hat.

There are so many pretty and handsome people here. Women in fancy dresses with their hair done, holding champagne flutes, and swaying to the music. The men in different colored suits standing very still, probably talking about wives or money stuff. Except for Danny, who wears the team mascot. He’s on the dance floor dancing inside a ring of five women having the time of his life.

We chat for a while, first with one of the trainers, Mark Costa, and then we have a quick conversation with the team owner Simon Hamilton, who is now looking a lot happier now that his divorce is final.

Then Travis comes up to us and I feel my pussy clench.

“Hello, Coach,” he says, shaking my husband's hand, then taking mine and kissing the top of it.

“Ma’am,” he says, and I feel myself blush.

He’s a very handsome man. 28, 6’2, muscular but lean. He’s smaller looking than my husband and has that “boy next door” look on his face.

We chat for a while about how everyone’s been doing, then Travis says. “Hey, Sarah, would you like to join me in your husband’s office? I have something to show you.”

Ooh, I bet you do.

I nod, and the three of us head up to Ken’s office. My grip on my husband’s hand is quite tight as we walk up the stairs. I’m just so nervous but excited. My body is humming and I can feel my arousal dripping down my leg as I watch Travis in front of us, the way his pants wrap nicely around his ass and that cool swagger he does when he walks. He’s very confident, which is good because I like a man who knows what he wants.

We enter my husband’s office and it’s very festive. There is a shelf on the wall that is full of Christmas-themed gnomes and there is red tinsel on the front of his desk, pinned from one side to the other. The only light is coming from the fairy lights on the wall in the shape of a Christmas tree and the lights coming in from the city below us.

Ken lets go of my hand and takes a seat on the couch under the fairy lights, and Travis leans against Ken’s desk.

“Okay, I just have to say this before we get started. I didn’t mean for Ken to hear about how hot I found you, Sarah,” Travis says, looking a little nervous, “And I was certainly not going to do anything about it. And then he came up to me and offered to let me fuck you, and I still kind of can’t believe it.”

“Well, you’re happy to believe it now.” In an attempt to be brave, I lift my skirt and show off my naked pussy.

“Fuck,” Travis says under his breath.

He looks to my husband, who nods then back to me. Then the cocky player comes back.

“Come here,” he crooks his finger at me and I walk to him quickly.

He undoes his pants, then pulls out his cock. It’s hard and long and curves slightly. The bulbous head drips with pre-cum and I lick my lips, wanting to taste.

“Kneel,” he growls, and I sink onto my knees immediately.

“What’s your safe word, Sarah?” he asks.

“Red,” I say.

﻿﻿Travis nods, then places his hand on the back of my head and shoves his cock into my mouth. I keep my hands on his knees as he fucks my face. He’s dominant, fucking my face with force, but I feel safe. I trust my husband, and I know he wouldn’t let some asshole fuck me.

“Oh, fuck,” Travis grunts as he uses my mouth, and I can taste the saltiness of his pre-cum.

“You’re taking my cock so well, baby. Like the little cock whore you were meant to be.”

Another thing we agreed upon is dirty talk. I like it, and the dirtier you are, the better.

Every thrust of his hips sends the head of his cock down my throat, and I keep my breathing even and let him deep-throat me. I let him use my mouth any way he wants, and when he’s about to come, he grunts. “Squeeze my balls, baby.” I reach up and fondle and squeeze his balls, and almost right after that, he comes down my throat.

“Oh, that’s it. Swallow. Fucking swallow my cum, you little slut.”

I swallow every drop of this man’s cum, and when he finally lets me go, I’m grinning from ear to ear. I look over at my husband, who also has a wicked smile on his face.

Travis cups my jaw and forces my gaze to his. “Look at me, baby.” He strokes his cock slowly and he’s still pretty hard.

He helps me up to my feet and bends me over my husband’s desk, then lifts my skirt.

“One more time, baby. I’ve got to feel your pussy wrapped around my dick.”

One of the most important things that came up was about condoms and birth control. I’m on birth control, and these guys are tested regularly, so we decided to ditch the condoms.

I’m so wet that he slides in nicely, and I groan as Travis enters me.

“Oh, fuck,” I grip the wood as I feel my husband’s gaze on me, watching another man take me.

Travis grasps my hair with one hand and places his other hand on the desk, then starts to fuck me.

“Oh, yes,” I groan.

He fucks me slow but deep. Every thrust sends a cup of pencils closer to the edge of the polished surface, but I don’t care. All I can think about now is the pleasure coursing through my veins. The impending crescendo of my orgasm.

“Please. Please. Please,” I chant as Travis fucks me harder and harder.

Both of his hands now are beside my head. White knuckles grip the edge of my husband’s desk as he pounds into me. Each thrust makes his balls slap against my pussy. The wet sounds of sex echo in the office along with my moans and the hockey players’ grunts.

“So fucking tight, hot, and wet,” he groans. “You’re the perfect little slut. You know Eli and Derek were so jealous that I got to go first. They’re down there at the party right now, rock hard, waiting for the chance to fill you with their cum.”

His dirty words send me higher and higher, and when he comes, I feel ropes of cum coat my inner walls, triggering my own orgasm. I cry out, clenching around Travis’ dick as he twitches inside me until I’m done.

When he pulls out, I stay lying on the table. I hear him zip up his pants and feel him give my ass a little rub before he says, “Thank you very much, Sarah. Until next time.” Then he leaves.

Ken gets up from the couch, where he’d been sprawled lazily, watching us, and helps me into a standing position and when I look into his eyes, I see nothing but pure lust.

“That was hot,” he says and shoves two fingers deep into my cunt. He thrusts them in a couple of times before pulling out and licking off Travis’s and my cum.

It makes my pussy clench.

“Green light,” I say, still panting.

Travis was the one I knew the least. Derek and Eli I know quite a bit better, since they’ve been with the team for the last 6 years. Travis just signed on a year ago. So I feel confident since this went well, then it may get even better with those two who I even have become friends with.

Ken grins. “Alright then.”

He sets me on the edge of the table and turns on the camera that is placed in the corner of his office. He can see the whole office from that angle.

“Just so you know,” Ken says, coming back to me and giving me a quick kiss on the lips, “The other two might not be so…generous… as to give you an orgasm. Just keep that in mind.” He winks, and I’m both excited and bummed. Excited at the prospect of getting fucked and bummed that I might not come again for a while. But something tells me that it will be worth it. Already the thought of Eli and Derek coming up to me at a random time and taking me to Ken’s office to fuck me already gives me a lot of satisfaction.

Ken helps me fix my dress while I fix my hair and when we get back to the party, I just can’t wait for round two to start.


Chapter 3


Ken and I walk back into the party and see Travis chatting with Derek and Eli. I can’t help but wonder if they are talking about me. Is Travis telling Derek and Eli how it feels to be inside me? He said they were jealous that he got to go first. I wonder how long it will be before they take me.

My husband leads me to the bar, where we get ourselves a drink.

“Thirsty?” he asks as he hands me a flute of champagne.

“Parched,” I reply, and take a sip of the bubbly liquid.

I look back over at the three men chatting around a table when Derek looks in my direction. With a wicked grin, he winks at me and then raises his nearly finished glass of whiskey. I raise my glass as well and feel my body start to tingle.

I wait patiently, or at least what I felt like was patiently, for another man to come and fuck me.

“You never were a girl who played hard to get, were you?” Ken says, and I roll my arm and lightly smack his.

“This is different,” I say, defending my constant looks toward the guys, as well as the clenching of my thighs on the couch where Ken and I are sitting.

Ken leans in and whispers in my ear. “Not judging you, sweetheart. I love that you’re my dirty little slut who wants to get fucked by several different men.”

Not. Helping.

I whine as I wiggle into my husband’s side. He kisses the top of my head and then I smell the familiar scent of Derek Conners. I look up and see the blue eyes and blonde hair of Ken’s former teammate.

“Ken, Sarah, nice to see you,” Derek says, flashing those pearly whites.

“Nice to see you too, man. You enjoy being the oldest guy on the team now that I’ve retired,” Ken says.

“Ha, I’d say it’s not all that bad. Seniority and all. Um, may I borrow your wife for just a second?” he asks.

“Of course,” Ken replies and helps me up to a standing position.

“She’s all yours,” he says, and together Derek and I walk towards the stairs, heading to my husband’s office.

I look back at my man, who smiles and waves at me and mouths the words “Have fun,” to me.

Will do.

Derek leads me into the office and as soon as we are inside, he takes my drink and places both his and mine on a little end table opposite the couch. Then he pulls me until I’m flush against his chest and walks backward until we hit the desk.

Then he bends down and kisses and nuzzles my neck.

“Fuck, you smell good,” Derek moans and I let him do whatever he wants to me.

“Travis told us what happened in here earlier and I nearly came in my pants. He told me how tight and wet you were.”

He reaches between my legs, finds my soaking wet pussy, and groans.

“Fuck, is that for me, baby?”

I nod and start pawing at his belt. I really need him inside me. I’ve been aching for the last half hour.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Derek says, taking both my wrists and pinning them behind me. “You’re not the one in charge here, sweetheart.”

I bite my lip and press my tits out, hoping to entice him to hurry it the fuck up.

He just chuckles darkly and starts playing with my tits with his free hand. It feels good, but because of the material of the dress, he can really only palm them, not play with them.

“Take it off,” he commands and steps back, releasing my wrists as he takes off his tie and unbuttons his slacks.

I wiggle out of the dress and let it pool at my feet until I’m in nothing but my pearls and heels.

Derek then takes a seat at the edge of Ken’s desk and helps me up onto his lap. His cock, which curves just slightly, bobs between us, thick and hard and dripping with pre-cum. He taps my clit a few times with the head and I moan, feeling more arousal slip down my thigh.

“Please,” I moan as I grip his shoulders as my pussy seeks his cock.

Then, with a firm grip on my hip, he slowly lowers me onto his cock. We both watch as, inch-by-inch, his dick disappears into me, and when he pulls out, it comes out all wet with my arousal.

My tits bounce as I start riding his cock. But he doesn’t let me move, just holds me and moves me on his cock. Up and down. Up and down. It feels so fucking good, and when he leans forward and takes one of my nipples into his mouth, I nearly come. He sucks and teases the little nub as he fucks my pussy.

“You’re pussy is incredible. Your husband is a lucky man.”

He sure is.

“And your tits are so soft.” When he nuzzles my breasts, I run my fingers through his hair and I’m so caught up in the rapture of this moment that I don’t hear the door open and close or the lock click. I only notice another man has come in when Derek pulls back and I feel another pair of hands on my tits.

I look up and see Eli standing behind me, licking his lip as he squeezes and massages my breasts.

“I can’t wait. I need to be inside her. Now,” he says on a growl, then rolls my nipples between his thumb and forefingers.

But he doesn’t take out his cock immediately; he just continues to massage my breasts as his friend fucks my pussy.

“Fuck, I love her tits. So soft and heavy. Perfect little nipples,” Eli says, then pinches my nipples.

“Ah, fuck. Her pussy clenches around my dick when you do that. Do it again,” Derek grunts, and I kind of like that they are talking to each other about me. It makes me hot, feeling like I’m just a toy that they’re using.

Eli pinches my nipples again, and I clench around Derek's cock.

When Eli removes his hands, I whine, but it’s replaced by a moan when I feel a finger start playing with my asshole. Ken and I have done anal before, so we said that every hole was available to use. And in my head, I thought maybe one guy would fuck my pussy and another would fuck my ass, but not at the same time.

Eli takes out a small bottle of lube from his pants and starts preparing me. It sends me higher and higher up orgasm mountain. I let the men use me. I let them set the pace and move me however they want, and it’s quite freeing. As much as I want to just tell them to make me come, there is something more erotic about being at the whim of these men.

I hear a zipper being pulled, and then a cock probes my asshole. 

“Fuck, I love her ass,” Eli groans, then smacks my cheek.

“Ah!” I cry out and hold on to Derek harder as Eli slides inside my hole. I look behind me to catch a glimpse of Eli’s beautiful cock. It’s not as thick as the other guys, which is probably good, considering where he’s fucking me. But what it lacks in girth he makes up for length because, just when I think I can’t take more of his cock, he slides in another inch, then another.

“Jesus. So fucking tight,” he groans, and I groan along with him. I feel so full with Derek in my pussy and Eli in my ass.

Once everyone is settled, both men start fucking me at the same time. Derek lifts me up and Eli pulls back and they both slam inside me when he lowers me down. Derek stands up to find a better position and now I’ve got my legs wrapped around Derek as he cups my ass and he bounces me on his and his friend's cock.

Eli reaches up and grips my hair in his hand and pulls my head back, causing a zing of pleasure to hit my clit.

“Look at her face. She looks so pretty when she’s full of cock,” Eli says, then he moves my head down so his friend can see.

“You’re right, man. So fucking pretty,” Derek says as his cock brushes against my G-spot.

I cry out and grip the back of Eli’s neck with one hand and the back of Derek’s hand with the other.

“Fuck, she feels too good. I’m so close. I’m gonna come,” Derek says, his movements starting to get faster and faster.

Sounds of bodies slapping mix with moans and cries of pleasure getting me closer to climaxing. I’m so close, and I’m just about to come as Eli and Derek fuck me hard, their grunts punctuating each thrust.

Then one of them, I don’t know which one, reaches down and plays with my clit. Instantly, I go off. Screaming their names as I come. Wave after wave of pleasure hits me, the sounds of blood rushing in my ears as I shake in their arms.

After I finish, all movements stop as Derek and Eli groan and jets of cum fill my pussy and my ass.

When they finish, they set me down on the rug in the middle of the office. And at first, I think they are going to leave, but they just take off the rest of their clothes. It’s a sight to behold.

Muscular bodies with tattoos and six packs dusted with light hair. Eli has light hair all over, but Derek just has the happy trail leading to his gorgeous cock.

I hear some words being exchanged at the door and look up, thinking maybe it’s some stranger who I’m going to have to explain to that I’m not cheating—or maybe I’ve just misheard it. But then Travis enters the room and closes the door behind him, then locks it.

Fuck, yes.

Travis’ hard-on is obvious even before he starts taking off his clothes. He jerks his beautiful cock as he looks me up and down. From my exposed tits to my spread legs dripping with cum.

“I always thought you were a knockout, but fuck me, Sarah. You're fucking stunning.”

The men circle me like they are lions and I am their prey. Hungry eyes look down on me and just when I thought I was done, my pussy tingles and I want it again.

All of them stroke their cocks, watching me. I assume planning something.

Eli’s lips curl in a smile and he nods at my chest.

“I want to fuck those pretty tits,” he says.

“And I want her mouth,” Derek adds.

As Eli goes to his pants, getting some lube from the back pocket, Travis leans down and whispers, “And I want this ass.”

I bite my lip as I smile, need coursing through my veins.

When Eli comes back, they get me into position. Travis moves me to my back, where he settles between my legs. Eli straddles my chest and starts to pour lube over my breasts before handing it to Travis as Derek kneels next to my head, cupping the back with one hand and holding his dick with the other.

“You gonna take our cocks again?” Derek asks.

I nod and he chuckles darkly.

“I knew it. I knew you were going to be the most perfect little slut for us. Take our cum. Take our cum like the dirty cum slut you are.”

Derek starts to feed me his cock as I feel two fingers press into my asshole and start working them. Eli presses my breasts together and I shiver as I feel this thick cock slide between the mounds.

“Jesus, fuck, this feels so good,” Eli groans. “They’re so soft and fucking warm.”

I just lie there and take it. I let them use my body. From fucking my tits to my ass and my mouth. Being their fuck toy turns me on, and I revel in the string of curses that leave Travis’s lips as I clench my ass around his cock that slides inside me.

“Fucking hell, Sarah. Oh, shit. Your ass is so fucking tight. I’m not going to last.”

I push Derek back a little so I can talk.

“I want to come together. Can we?”

“Fuck yes, we can do that,” Eli says as he fucks my tits.

Derek slides his cock back into my mouth. “Well, if you want us to come with you, you’re going to have to suck me good.”

I moan loudly around his cock, causing him to nearly keel over. I chuckle a bit at how fun it is having control over these men. Sure, they are technically all on top of me, and have the power position, but I know, and so do they, that I have the control. I can scramble their brains with a clench or a suck and they know that. It makes all of this more fun. A battle of two different kinds of control culminating in blissful pleasure for all.

“Fuck yes,” Travis hisses through gritted teeth. “You feel so good, baby. Nice and tight. We’re going to fill you so fucking full of our cum that it’ll be dripping out of you. Would you like that, Sarah? You want to be filled up with cum?”

I nod my head enthusiastically as Eli, Derek, and Travis fuck me like an animal, as if we’re alone and not somewhere someone can walk in and see one of the team players fucking the coach's wife. Sure, it’s locked, but that doesn’t mean someone around her doesn’t have a key.

“Ah, fuck I’m close.” Eli growls.

“Me too,” Travis says.

Derek just grunts “fuck,” but it’s enough to know he’s close, too. And as turned on as I am, I can’t come this way. Neither my pussy nor my clit is getting any attention, and at least one of them needs that for me to come.

Travis seems to notice because I feel his two fingers slip inside me and his thumb starts rubbing my clit.

“Mmmmm!” I cry out around Derek’s cock.

Fuck, that feels good. I’m filled in every hole and every second my orgasm is building higher and higher.

Fuck, I’m going to come.

“That’s it,” Eli groans, “Come. Be the beautiful little slut that you are and come.”

Derek fucks my mouth, Eli fucks my breasts, and Travis fucks my ass while fingering my pussy and rubbing my clit, and from the feelings to the sounds of grunts and moans, it’s enough to push me over. I cry out, wrapping my legs around Travis’ waist and dripping Eli’s thighs as I come.

The men join me.

Groaning loudly as they orgasm, I feel Eli’s cum coat my neck and chest as Derek’s cum slides down my throat. Travis’s cum coats my ass and I shudder at the feeling. Travis keeps finger fucking my pussy until he’s wrung out every drop of my climax. Only then does he pull away.

Afterward, they take care of me, giving me some water, helping me sit up, then taking me to the couch. They pet me and kiss me while cleaning me up and it feels heavenly.

“You good?” Eli asks as he runs some tissues over my breasts.

“Fantastic,” I reply. “You?”

“Never better,” he smirks.

I stay on the couch as they put their clothes back on.

“You need some help with your dress?” Derek asks, holding it up.

“No thanks. I’ll put it on in a minute.”

I cuddle into the blanket that Ken keeps on the back of the couch and it’s so comfortable that I just want to lie in it a while longer. Derek nods and places my dress next to me.

“This was really quite amazing, Sarah. Thank you.” Derek kisses my forehead and then walks to the door.

“Yeah, I don’t think I’ve ever come so hard,” Eli says, kissing the top of my head.

Travis comes over and runs his finger over my cheek then kisses it. “We won’t soon forget it.”

I cuddle deeper into the blanket as I take in the praise, then I hear the click of the door unlocking before the three men go back to the party.

As soon as they leave, I can’t help but look to the camera, wondering where my husband is. Is he jerking off in the bathroom while watching his players fuck his wife?

God, I hope so.

I take a few moments to steady myself before getting up and putting on my dress. I look into a photo that hangs on my husband’s wall and use the glass to fix my hair. Just as I’m about to put my dress on, Ken walks into his office and locks the door.


Chapter 4


Ken stalks over to me and his big hands engulf the sides of my head as he gives me a toe-curling kiss. He walks me back to his desk and then spins me around, shoving me until my front is pressed against the cool wood.

He kicks open my legs and I hear the zipper of his pants before he shoves his cock deep inside of me.

“Oh, fuck,” I cry out.

He leans down and whispers in my ear, “You think this game excludes me? This is my pussy, after all.” Then he starts to fuck me. Hard.

My pussy is so needy, and I’ve been edged by three guys that I’m coming already. I claw at the table as an orgasm hits me like a Mack truck.

“That’s it, my little fuck toy. Squeeze my cock as you come. That’s my girl,” Ken says as he thrusts into my pussy. And he doesn’t stop even as my orgasm comes down. He just keeps going and going. With one hand gripping the desk and the other on my hip he fucks me into the table. Each thrust sending me closer to another orgasm.

“Do you have any idea how hot you looked while being fucked by three men?” Ken growls. “I had fun fucking you with another man, but watching you get railed by two other men, then three, was something else. I came twice watching you with them.”

His tone is feral, like he’s been driven out of his mind with lust.

I feel the same.

“I loved watching them fill your greedy cunt and when Travis came in after and joined them for another round I lost it. I couldn’t wait until we got home. I needed you now.”

Ken pulls out only to flip me over and slam back inside me. My legs wrap around his waist and he looks down at me as he fucks me. His eyes wild and lustful and full of nothing but love.

I don’t think I could have asked for a better husband. Someone so willing to let me get fucked by other men and not love me less for it. Someone who wants to play and have fun and take care of me. As Ken fucks me into another orgasm, this time he comes with me and I savor every drop of cum this man gives me. Because as much as I like those other men fucking me, nothing makes me hotter and feel more loved than having my husband inside me.

“I love you,” I pant as we sit on the couch catching our breath.

“I love you too, sweetheart,” he replies, kissing the top of my head and I think to myself this might go down as one of the best Christmas parties of all time.


Chapter 5
Christmas Day


“Open it!” I squeal as I hang my husband his Christmas present.

This year it’s just us for Christmas. We’re going to spend New Year's Eve with the entire family, and that means we can put some naughty gifts under the tree.

Ken opens up the gift I got him and it’s a vibrating cock ring. Technically you can say it’s for both of us but Ken will be the one wearing it.

“Good choice,” he says and gives me a wink.

“Thank you very much, husband,” I reply and he hands me his gift to me.

I open it up and find a phone.

“Unlock it,” he says moving around on the carpet so he’s sitting next to me.

When I unlock the phone there is a video queued up and I already know what it is looking at the thumbnail. It’s the footage from the men fucking me at the Christmas party.

“Oh my god,” I gasp and I feel my pussy get excited.

Ken moves behind me and plays with my panties.

Bonus point for no family being here is I get to walk around in just a t-shirt and underwear.

“Push play,” he whispers in my ear.

I push play and Ken takes the phone propping it against the socks I got him then pulls me back so I’m on all fours.

“Watch the video,” he says, then he peels my panties down my legs. 

Propping a couple of pillows under my chest he grabs one of the discarded red ribbons that were wrapped around a gift and pulls my hands behind me. 

“I love seeing you wrapped in red,” he murmurs in my ear. “My perfect present.” 

I shiver as he runs his fingers down my arms.

“Eyes on the video, wife. I don’t want you looking at anything else while I puck this pretty little hole of mine.” 

I keep my eyes on the phone, watching the three men look down at me, their cocks in their hands as Ken lines his cock up with my entrance. He teases me with the head of his cock as Eli, Derek, and Travis get into position.

“Please,” I moan and wiggle my butt at my husband.

“Wait for it,” he says. “I love the part when Travis slides his cock in your ass. The face you make. I only made it that far before I had my cock in my hand and was jerking myself off.”

That moment comes and as I watch Travis slide into my ass in the video Ken slips inside my pussy at the same time. Then with a firm grip on my hips, he fucks me.

“I love watching you get filled with cock. You’re at their mercy, just taking their dicks like the fuck toy you are.”

Ken keeps the same pace as the men in the video and my orgasm builds.

“Just look at your tits, bouncing, and Derek’s cock deep in your mouth, Eli fucking your tits, and Travis getting swallowed by your ass. And that look on your face… so fucking lost in the pleasure.”

I look at my face and I’m slightly taken aback by how hot I look. My body is flushed, and my holes are filled by two very attractive men. And knowing that is what my husband was looking at while I was getting fucked gets me even closer to the edge. I imagine him in the bathroom, his fist wrapped around his cock as he watched me get fucked by two of his players.

“You want to do it again sometimes, baby?” Ken asks as he picks up the pace.

His balls slap against my clit and it makes it hard to say anything coherent so I just nod. Because yes, I definitely want to do this again. As long as I get fucked I’m happy.

“I knew you would say yes. I’d expect nothing else from my slutty wife.”

The video keeps playing as Ken fucks me and it gets to the part where the men come. I shatter, screaming my husband's name as I come but he doesn’t stop.

“One more, baby. You have some orgasms to make up for,” he says and reaches down to rub my clit.

“Oh, shit,” I gasp, trying to keep my eyes on the screen.

Ken grips the ribbon and it bites into my skin, the pain/pleasure of the grip sending sparks of pleasure through my body. The video starts showing Ken coming into his office and fucking me. It causes me to clench around my husband’s cock making him grunt out curse words and fuck me harder. 

“That’s it. That’s my good girl. You gonna come for me, wife? You gonna come on your husband’s big fat cock that’s only for you?” 

I let out a strangled “yes,” and when he pinches my clit, I’m quickly pushed over the edge. I come again, moaning and panting until every drop of my orgasm is wrung out of me.

Feeling sated, Ken unties me then lays me down on the carpet and kneels between my legs.

“You didn’t come,” I say when I come back to earth.

“Don’t worry, I will.”

Ken places his knees on either side of my hips and uses my arousal to coat my breasts, lubing them up.

“When I saw Eli fucking your tits I remembered when I used to do that often.”

I help my husband by pressing my tits together and we both moan as he slides his cock between the soft mounds.

“Oh, fuck. Just as I remembered. I love using your cum as lube. My cock is fucking soaked with it. I can fuck these beautiful tits of yours so easily and it feels so fucking good.” 

The day after the Christmas party, Ken and I had a conversation about work/life balance and it ended with a promise that in the new year we will have more time with each other. As much as we can, anyway. But also made it clear that doesn’t mean we are stopping the slutty adventures. Ken is still a hockey coach and he still has to travel with the team so there will be times when I’m at home alone so we will have a plan for when that happens.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Ken groans and when he spills his seed over my tits, I saucily scoop it up with my fingers and lick them clean.

“You’re gonna make me come again, baby?” Ken says.

“That’s the point,” I say and shake my tits at him.

I giggle as he lies on the ground and pulls me on top of him.

“I love you, Sarah,” he says, then kisses me.

“I love you too, Ken,” I say, and after one more orgasm and opening the rest of the presents, we spend the rest of the day together. Fucking, going for walks as the snow falls around us and chatting about what other naughty adventures we can get into.


Used By The Football Players
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Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

Find it here: https://geni.us/ubtfpbackmatter


Hotwife Office Party
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This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

Find it here: https://geni.us/hotwifeofficepartybm


Want A Free Read?


Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading Used At The Christmas Party! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.

HOTWIFE VEGAS WEDDING

Link: Hotwife Vegas Wedding 

A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends. 

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

HOTWIFE AT HOME

Link: Hotwife At Home 

Olive and Silas are having a room in their house renovated and the construction workers are too hot to handle. 

Well… not for Olive. 

She's always appreciated some good hard wood, and now she's going to polish them all until they shine. 

These men are dirty, dominant, and just what this hotwife needs. They will for sure have her begging for more.

LOVE ON TOP


Link: Love On Top 

Love is in the air and Tatiana and Brock are getting married. 

There's no slowing down the engagement when these switches start to play. The question is: who will come out on top?

STUFFED

Link: Stuffed 

Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.

MY BEST FRIEND’S WIFE

Link: My Best Friend's Wife 

What would you do if you were offered a weekend with your best friend’s wife? 

I was nervous at first. Generally, getting naked with your best friend's wife is against the rules. It feels like you're breaking all sorts of bro code. 

But for Michael and Stephanie—they like to bend the rules every once in a while. 

And hell, I can't say no to a deal like this. Especially when Stephanie’s a total knockout.

So I plan on making it a weekend she won't ever forget.

This is a wife sharing freeuse short story all from the bull’s POV.

USED AT THE CHRISTMAS PARTY

Link: Used At The Christmas Party

Hockey season always turns my husband into a ghost in the bedroom—too busy coaching his star players to remember I need attention, too. 

But this Christmas, he’s making up for it. At the team’s annual holiday party, I get to unwrap more than presents under the tree. Three of his best players are mine to play with. 

The best part? My husband will be watching every second.
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