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Chapter One

There was only one thing Willow liked about the Christmas season, and it wasn’t that goddamn Mariah Carey song.

Of course, everyone hated that song, but that didn’t stop it from reappearing every November on radio stations and overhead shopping mall music. It was every bit as regular a visitor as Willow’s period and probably even more depressing and painful.

Willow also didn’t like the holiday's consumerism, the way it drove ordinary people to spend all their money on pointless gifts while treating underpaid retail workers like shit. She didn’t care for the weather that accompanied Christmastime in this part of the country, either. Everyone seemed to yearn for a white Christmas, like in the song that wasn’t quite as awful as that goddamn Mariah Carey song. While Willow had nothing against snow in and of itself, she hated being cold.

The only thing Willow liked about Christmas was flirting with all the hot dads who brought their kids to see Santa Claus.

Willow’s husband, Greg, didn’t care for Willow’s Christmas fun. Greg owned a photography company that, among other things, did holiday events at malls like Town Centre. During the Easter season, Willow was one of several people who took turns portraying the Easter Bunny while Greg shot photos of her with children and even pets. At Christmastime, Greg was the star of the show, playing Santa Claus, with Willow as an elf.

Greg had tried to get her to play Mrs. Claus, but she wanted no part of Mrs. Claus’s traditionally conservative (read: frumpy) fashion. As an elf, Willow felt she had more freedom with what she wore and designed her own costume. Greg didn’t care for this, either, but Willow didn’t know why. All the truly scandalous bits were covered, and the kids who came to visit Santa didn’t seem to care that her slim stomach, the lower parts of her ass cheeks, and shapely legs were on display. Neither did the aforementioned hot dads. The only people who seemed to have a problem with her elf costume were Greg and some--and only some--of the moms.

“Can you try not to embarrass me today?” Greg asked her at the beginning of nearly every one of their daily Santa shifts.

She’d remind him that her flirting frequently resulted in the hot dads purchasing bigger photo packages than they might typically order, meaning more profits for him and his company. This seemed to have only a marginal effect on his opinion about the matter. Greg was always so worried about what customers might think of a sexy, scantily clad elf being around their children. Willow realized most of Greg’s objections over her flirting seemed to have more to do with his personal embarrassment or potential impact on the company and less with actual jealousy.

The Santa Claus operation was set up in the middle of Town Centre, near the mall’s information desk and a kiosk that sold watches and did watch repair. Willow always wondered how in the world a watch repair kiosk stayed in business these days, especially since one of its employees--a pretty girl named Bree--frequently wandered off somewhere with men to do God knows what (Willow was pretty sure she knew what). Of course, maybe that was how Bree fulfilled the company’s “Satisfaction Guaranteed” slogan.

The day everything changed was a typical weekday at the Town Centre mall. Busier than any other time of year but lacking the chaotic craziness of the weekend, Santa received a steady but not overwhelming number of little ones eager to share their greatest desires with him. Said greatest desires usually involved Barbie dolls, bicycles, or the latest video game systems.

Solitary hot dads accounted for about a third of all parental escorts, so it was a pretty good day for Willow.

The hottest dad that day wasn’t solitary, though, at least not initially. Standing in line next to a woman with an I-need-to-speak-to-a-manager haircut who he towered over, the man held a little girl in each of his massive arms. The kids, one wearing a red dress and the other green, looked to be four or five years old, but he held them as effortlessly as he might have a couple of grocery bags. With his dark hair, luscious beard, and piercing blue eyes, he looked like he had stepped right out of Willow’s wildest, sexiest dreams.

When the foursome got to the front of the line, the woman said something to the man and then walked away. The man kneeled to let his daughters down, and they ran over to sit on Greg’s--Santa’s--lap. The man stepped to the side, where Willow was waiting with another elf at the sales table. The table had brochures listing prices for various photo packages and a laptop that showed the pictures being taken.

“You’re very strong,” Willow said, smiling at the man. She had to look up at him; he had to be almost a foot taller than her.

“I’m sorry?” the man asked, smiling back and raising an eyebrow.

“The way you were holding your little girls,” Willow clarified. “Looked like they weighed nothing, but I’m fairly certain that’s not the case.” Bet you could pick me up like I weighed nothing, too, she wanted to add.

He laughed. “I’m sure at some point they’ll be too heavy for me to lug around,” he said. “But until then, I enjoy keeping them close. Showing them they’re loved.”

“Your wife is a lucky woman,” Willow said. She glanced down at his left hand, which he was using to flip through a brochure, and noticed he wasn’t wearing a ring. “At least, I assume that was your wife…”

“She was,” he said, “once upon a time. Now we’re barely friends who tolerate each other for the kids.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Willow said, putting her hand on his.

“Don’t be,” he said. “We’re both much happier being single. At least, I am. The name’s Ethan.”

“Willow,” Willow said.

Willow looked at the laptop screen. On it, Ethan’s girls were talking to Greg, listing off their demands simultaneously. Greg wasn’t paying attention to them, however. His eyes looked to the side, to where Willow stood talking to Ethan. His face was bright red. It would’ve been an excellent addition to Greg’s Santa Claus costume--His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry! and all that--but Willow knew the redness of his face had nothing to do with costume details or method acting.

Greg was pissed.


Chapter Two

“What’s your problem?” Willow asked.

Greg was pacing in the little makeshift dressing room situated behind the Santa’s throne area. He’d been out of the chair almost before Ethan’s little girls hopped off his lap, making his way to the sales table. He’d roughly grabbed her arm, gripping it so tightly she thought it might bruise, and dragged her away from Ethan. The poor, sexy man stood there, looking dumbfounded.

“My problem is, I’ve had enough of your flirting,” Greg said, his voice barely above a whisper. He was apparently afraid his voice would carry out of the dressing room and didn’t want the kids and parents waiting in line to hear. “It’s humiliating. Embarrassing.”

“It’s harmless,” Willow said, as she had dozens of times before. “It’s not like I’m fucking them or anything.”

“Even though I’m sure you’d love to!” Greg snapped, louder than Willow was sure he intended.

Willow shrugged. “Not sure why you’d care,” she said. “Not like you’ve been interested lately.”

And it was true. Despite Willow looking better than she had at any point during their marriage, and despite her sex drive being in high gear all day, every day, Greg never seemed to want her. She'd been the one to initiate the few times they’d had sex during the last year, and when he’d agreed, he always seemed reluctant. Like it was too much trouble, even though he always ended up enjoying himself by the time it was done.

Willow had gotten to the point where she thought it was too much trouble, too, so when she felt the urge (which, again, was quite often these days), she got herself off using her impressive array of sex toys and a vivid imagination.

Greg sighed. “You know I’m tired by the time I get done working.”

“Right,” Willow said. “Well, I’m pretty tired of things, too, Greg.”

“Do you even know who that was?” Greg asked.

“Who?”

“The muscle-bound oaf you were just batting your goddamn eyelashes at!” he yelled.

“No. Not a clue.”

“It’s Ethan Lane. I was friends with him in college.”

“Oh, shit,” Willow said. “The guy who broke up your first marriage?”

Greg nodded.

“Was that Beth with him?”

“It was,” Greg said, his voice choking up.

Part of Willow wanted to apologize, but he had that look in his eyes, the one he always had when talking about his first wife. The one that made Willow feel like she was nothing but a consolation prize he’d won after losing the one he really wanted.

“Well, they’re divorced now,” Willow said, barely containing the fury in her voice. “Maybe you can have a second chance.”

He sighed. “I’ve got to get back to it,” he said. “But I don’t want you working here anymore. At least not in front of customers, and especially not wearing that outfit.”

“You’re seriously firing me?” Willow asked. “I don’t even technically work for your company, you know. I’m just helping you out.”

“Then I’m not firing you,” Greg said, walking past her to return to his throne. “I’m just telling you to stop ‘helping me out’ and go the fuck home.”

Willow stood there for a few minutes, fuming. She had half a mind to return to the sales table and flirt with every man waiting on their kids. Married, single, whatever, it wouldn’t matter. It might even be more fun if they were with a wife or girlfriend. She wondered what kind of hit Greg’s company would take to its sales or reputation if she turned into Little Miss Homewrecker.

Instead, she decided to do as Greg said and go home. She’d draw up a bath, get her best waterproof sex toy, and come over and over again while thinking of big, beautiful Ethan stealing another one of Greg’s wives.

On her way to the exit closest to where she’d parked her car, Willow passed by the mall’s community room. Typically used to host meetings for mall businesses and other organizations, the windows looking into it were covered on the inside with some kind of black paper. That was pretty odd, as was the large banner now displayed above the double doors leading into the room.

In large letters, the banner read, “The Dad Zone.” Underneath the title that sent shivers up and down Willow’s spine, the banner said, “Giving bored men something to do while their wives shop.”

Willow raised her eyebrows, thinking there were lots of things she could think of to give bored men--dads or otherwise--something to do.

One of Town Centre’s security guards, a pudgy guy named Jeff, stood next to the community room’s doors. He looked her up and down when she approached. She’d known Jeff for a couple of years now, and if he thought the lecherous way he usually looked at her was a secret, he was sorely mistaken. She’d never quite decided if she was flattered or offended by it, but she knew her skimpy elf costume probably made his day.

“Hey, Willow,” Jeff said. “Are you here to work?”

“Work?” Willow replied.

Jeff nodded. “This event is for men only unless you’re one of the workers. No other women and absolutely no children.”

“Sure,” Willow said, “I’m a worker.”

“You sure Santa Claus doesn’t need you?” Jeff asked, smiling.

“Nah,” Willow said. “He made that pretty clear a few minutes ago.”

“I’m not sure your husband would want you, uh, working this event,” Jeff said, his face getting red.

“Why not?” Willow asked, quickly adding, “You know what? I don’t care. After what he just pulled, I don’t really care what Greg wants or doesn’t want.”

“Trouble in paradise, eh?” Jeff said, again letting his eyes travel along the entire length of her body in a way that creeped her out a little. “Go on in, then. I might see you inside in a little bit when my relief gets here.”

Willow went inside. The room’s overhead lights were dimmed, and classic rock played from a speaker somewhere. No Mariah Carey shit in here, Willow thought as she looked around. A couple of men sat on a couch at the far end of the room, watching a football game on a large television. Another couple of guys were in two recliners, playing Call of Duty on another TV. One of High Concept’s goth girl cashiers sat between the two recliners, pretending to give a shit about the game and its players.

A white plastic table was set up on one side of the room with liquor bottles and beer. A tall, blonde woman wearing the uniform of Backwoods Burgers & Barrels, a combination fast-casual restaurant and gun store at the mall, delivered two beers to the guys watching the game.

In the center of the room was a large box wrapped in silver gift wrap with a big red bow on top.

The Backwoods girl noticed Willow standing there and walked over to her. “I’m Daisy Lynn, and you’re late,” she said.

“Late for what?”

“I guess you’re not the entertainment,” Daisy Lynn said. “I didn’t think you were one of the Town Centre Tramps.”

Town Centre Tramps? Willow thought. “I could be the entertainment, I guess,” she said. “Depending on what exactly you mean.”

Daisy Lynn rolled her eyes. “What do you think I mean? Just get in the box. These guys have been waiting for a while.”


Chapter Three

Willow looked past Daisy Lynn to the box and noticed something she hadn’t on her first glance: it had holes cut into it. There were multiple holes on the two sides she could see, and she assumed there were more on the other sides. A small stepladder sat next to it, as if to allow someone to climb into the box.

She should have turned around and left, she knew that. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what the holes in the box were for or what kind of entertainment the Backwoods girl thought Willow was. Despite her lack of satisfaction in her sex life and being horny as hell right now, Willow was not an unfaithful wife. She’d never once thought about actually cheating on Greg.

But.

She was pissed at him, and he hadn’t given her the attention she deserved. Not for a long time, anyway. And the more she thought about leaving, about being a good girl and not breaking her marriage vows, the more she thought about the look Greg had in his eyes when they were talking about Beth. About the one who got away. About how she’d never be good enough for him.

It helped that this would be effectively anonymous. The guys in the room hadn’t bothered to look away from their TV screens, and she couldn’t see them very well. She’d never know who they were, and they’d never know her. She could pretend like it was just another one of her masturbation fantasies.

“Okay,” Willow said and walked toward the box.

She got up on the stepladder and lifted the lid of the box. Looking down into it, she saw the bottom was lined with pillows. For comfortable kneeling, Willow thought with a shiver. She climbed into the box and reached up to slide the lid closed again.

Her heart pounding, Willow took off her elf costume and got down on all fours. The box was barely wide enough for this. She found her face only inches from a hole on one side of the box, while her ass was pressed against the hole on the opposite side. She shivered when she realized anyone could just walk up and see her bare pussy, which by now was dripping with her excitement.

“Okay, boys,” she heard Daisy Lynn call out, “your gift is ready! And I do mean ready!”

Willow felt a warm hand caress her ass and pussy through the hole, a fingernail scratching gently at her flesh. Must be Daisy Lynn, Willow thought, moaning.

A moment later, a cock presented itself to her waiting mouth. Another hand, rougher than Daisy Lynn’s had been, was at her rear. She’d never felt more vulnerable than she did at that moment, knowing what was about to happen, knowing that the stranger behind her was seeing and feeling a part of her that no one but her husband had felt for a long time. She felt dirty, ashamed, and hesitant.

And hornier than she could ever remember being.

Fingers went inside her slippery cunt, and the motion shoved her forward. Willow’s face brushed against the cock in front of her, sliding along its entire hard, veiny length. She pulled her head back and opened her mouth.

Holding herself up with one hand, she used the other to guide the cock into her mouth as the guy behind her continued to fuck her with his fingers. He had at least two inside her pussy, with another pressing against her asshole. She moaned again, overtaken by the audacious pleasure of it all.

“Fuck,” said the guy she was blowing. Apparently, he was enjoying this, too.

The guy behind her withdrew his fingers, and Willow pressed her ass against the box--against the hole--in protest. She needn’t have worried; a moment later, his fingers were replaced by something else. Something much, much bigger.

Willow felt the unmistakable sensation of a bulbous cock head pressing against her lower lips. She couldn’t tell if he was wearing a condom--she guessed he wasn’t--and she didn’t care. She didn’t care that she hadn’t been on birth control for months because Greg had begrudgingly agreed to try to have a baby with her. All she cared about right now was having this stranger’s cock inside her, consequences be damned.

When he finally shoved it in, he wasn’t gentle about it. Despite how wet she was, and how ready she was, it hurt like hell when it stretched her out, and she pulled away from the cock in her mouth long enough to cry out in pain.

The man behind her was relentless, hammering away at her dripping cunt so hard it was difficult for her to focus on the other cock in front of her. The box around her shook as the man slammed against it, and she worried it might not hold up very long if everyone was as enthusiastic as him.

She finally managed to get her bearings and put her mouth back to work. She started again by holding the cock upright and running her tongue along the sensitive underside of the head, occasionally going up to the tip to lick away the salty, bitter precum there.

The man behind her began ramming into her even harder, making such precision work on the cock in front of her more difficult. She stopped licking and started sucking.

Willow let the man behind her do most of the work. She let him shove her mouth forward onto the other guy’s cock, and she pulled away from it when the guy fucking her pulled away from her. She giggled when she realized the guy behind her was effectively using her mouth to get the other guy off.

She doubted either one of them was upset about the arrangement.

The guy in her pussy had more staying power than the one in her mouth. The one in front tapped on the box a moment before tensing up and spewing his load into her throat. She gagged at the sudden intrusion of the hot, sticky mess, trying to pull away from him. This proved difficult with the guy behind her working her cunt even more than he had been.

The deflating cock in her mouth finally slipped out, followed by copious amounts of cum that fell to the pillows below. Another cock was almost immediately there, longer than the first, even in its semi-hard state.

“Need a minute,” she gasped, unsure if anyone could hear her over the loud pounding at her rear.

At some point, what was happening down below had gone from pain and discomfort to building pleasure. Not usually able to come from vaginal penetration alone, Willow found herself on the brink of an orgasm. She closed her eyes, letting her cheek and lips brush against the hardening cock in front of her, as she anticipated her release.

A moment later, with one final, violent thrust, the guy behind her came, coating her insides with blast after blast of his spunk. He held still for a moment as he unleashed himself inside her and then started slowly moving again, releasing the last few bits of his cum. She was so fucking close, so goddamn close…

And then he pulled out, leaving her empty, unsatisfied, and desperate.

“No!” she cried out. “Please, I need more!”

Another cock pressed against her lower lips, lubricating itself with the first guy’s cum.

“Happy to help, Willow,” said Jeff, the pudgy security guard.


Chapter Four

So much for anonymity, thought Willow, gasping as Jeff shoved his cock inside her.

She thought about stopping him, about stopping all of this before it went any further. She wasn’t even the one who was supposed to be in this box, and surely whoever that was would’ve had the right to call it quits at any point, too. She’d already crossed several lines, but letting someone she knew--letting Jeff--fuck her was another line beyond those. Knowing how smug he’d be that he finally got to fuck her after looking at her with lust in his eyes all these years, knowing she’d never be able to see him again without thinking about this moment… it was almost too much to bear.

Almost.

Willow opened her mouth to suck the cock in front of her and let Jeff have his way with her.

Jeff was gentle compared to the first guy who’d fucked her, taking his time with slow, methodical thrusts. The guy in her mouth blew his load, and then another did by the time Jeff was finished.

Jeff pulled out, and someone else quickly took his place. And then someone else took that guy’s place.

Again and again, it went for the next hour. Willow tried to keep track of how many guys she blew and how many fucked her, but she stopped after a while. Any hesitation she’d felt in the beginning was long gone. She’d become nothing but holes to be used by men she’d never see (and Jeff), and her only wish was that one of them would finally give her the orgasm that was always frustratingly just out of reach. She should have been shocked that she’d gone from a woman who’d never considered cheating on her husband to a desperate slut eager for the next cock to poke through the box’s holes, but she wasn’t.

The only thing that shocked her was how quickly it happened.

The action started to slow down. Instead of a new cock immediately replacing the last at either the front or the rear hole, it took a few minutes. And then, nothing for several minutes. Willow’s frustration was building, as she still hadn’t come. She knew she probably wouldn’t by this point, but she’d been holding out for a Christmas miracle all her own. She felt a brief moment of panic as she realized she didn’t know how to end this. Should she just get up, open the box, and climb out, even if there were still guys in the room?

Willow reached out and touched the side of the box. It felt incredibly flimsy. It had taken so much abuse from the men who’d used her that she was surprised it was still standing.

“Look who it is!” she heard a man say. “You better not let Mrs. Claus know you’re here!”

“No need to worry about her,” she heard her husband say. “I sent her home so I could have some fun.”

So he didn’t send her home because of her flirting. It was so he could fuck some random whore in a box. The fact that she’d become the random whore in a box lessened her anger toward her husband, but only a little.

“Oh, you’ll have a lot of fun with this little gift,” the other man said. “I’ve had fun twice already and was thinking about going back for thirds!”

Willow smiled. The thought that she was so good someone wanted thirds warmed her heart and almost made up for Greg being an asshole.

She heard the sound of Greg undoing his Santa Claus belt buckle just before he shoved his cock through the front hole. Even if she hadn’t heard him talking, she’d have known him by his little dick. It was the smallest she’d seen--or felt--today.

She didn’t suck it.

Greg tapped on the box and said, “Hello? You alive in there?”

“Maybe she just needs a break,” the other man said. “That mouth’s been working hard today.”

They both laughed about that. Greg pulled his cock out of the hole. A moment later, she felt his fingers poking at her pussy through the other hole. Her aching pussy’s need for stimulation overrode her anger for him, and she pushed back against his hand.

“Looks like this ride’s open for business,” Greg said. “Ho, ho, ho!”

And he shoved his cock inside her.

Greg fucked her for a couple of minutes. She again felt her orgasm building. She almost laughed, thinking that of all the men who’d fucked her today, it might be her husband--who’d never made her come with mere fucking--who did the job.

But it was not to be. He suddenly stopped and pulled out, leaving Willow more frustrated than when he’d started.

“There any lube here?” she heard Greg ask. A moment later, he said, “Good. Thanks.”

Willow felt his fingers again, smearing her asshole with the lube someone must have given him. Another bolt of panic shot through her as she realized what he was going to do.

His cock knocking at her back door a moment later confirmed it.

This was too much. He’d asked for anal for years, and she’d never let him do it. Not because she was opposed in general--she definitely wasn’t--but because he always brought up how much he enjoyed it with Beth. If he hadn’t brought Beth into it, she’d have let him have her ass any time he wanted, but she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of having something else to compare between his first wife and his second. He seemed to do that enough already.

And yet.

She did nothing to stop him as he slowly shoved the head of his little cock inside her ass. She felt her whole body flush with humiliation, with shame, with anger, but she pushed back against him anyway, urging him to go deeper. She’d never be able to explain it, but she both wanted it and didn’t want it at the same time, and this only made it better, and knowing that he’d never know she’d finally given him his wildest dream did, too.

It only hurt briefly, and after the first few thrusts, she started to enjoy it. He didn’t last long, and when she felt him release inside her, she was almost disappointed it was over.

“Goddamn,” Greg said, pulling out. His cum rushed out of her asshole and seeped down her legs. “That was the best I’ve ever had.”

Willow laughed.

Greg laughed, too. “You sound a lot like my wife, but she never lets me do that!”

“I guess Santa needs Christmas gifts, too, huh?” she heard another voice say. A familiar voice. One she’d heard before this crazy adventure started.

“Hello, Ethan,” Greg said, pulling off his fake Santa beard.

“Oh,” Ethan said. “I didn’t realize Santa was an old friend.”

“Not your friend,” Greg said. “But have some fun with my sloppy seconds. Like you always do.”

Willow heard a loud pounding on the box. Greg must have hit it to drive home his point about sloppy seconds, but a moment later, the box collapsed around her.

She lay there in the ruins of the box, exposed. She looked up and saw the man who’d talked to Greg when he first came in looking down at her. Greg and Ethan were behind her, and she could feel their eyes on her.

“Willow?” Greg said.

She rolled over, not bothering to cover herself. She was fully aware of what she must look like, with cum on her face and in her hair and seeping out of her asshole and swollen, reddened pussy. She had so much cum on her and inside her that she couldn't help but think this had turned into quite the white Christmas.

She took in Greg’s bewildered expression and then looked at Ethan. His eyes had a hunger in them she desperately wanted to satiate.

“Well, Ethan?” Willow said. “He offered you his sloppy seconds.”


Chapter Five

“Wait,” Ethan said. “What is this?”

“She’s my wife,” Greg said. “My second wife.”

“Yeah, I’m not getting drawn into your games again, Greg,” Ethan said. “I should go.”

“What are you talking about?” Willow asked. “What’s he talking about, Greg?”

“Beth sleeping with me was his idea in the first place,” Ethan explained. “Some kind of hotwife kink. He couldn’t handle it because he thought she liked me better, so he asked for a divorce.”

“What?” Willow said. “She didn’t leave you?”

“No,” Greg said, looking away. “But that doesn’t change anything. He still stole her from me. I just made it official.”

Willow got up on her knees and crawled to Ethan. She was aware of Greg’s intense stare but ignored it.

“Please, Ethan,” Willow said in her best pouty voice. “All I want for Christmas is to come, and no one’s made that happen yet.”

“Not even your husband?” Ethan asked.

“Especially not him,” Willow said. “Not today, and not for a long time.”

“Willow, stop this,” Greg pleaded.

“That’s a damn shame,” Ethan said, reaching down to touch Willow’s chin. The fact that his fingers were being smeared with the cum of who knows how many men didn’t seem to bother him and turned Willow on even more.

“Ethan, take your hands off my wife,” Greg said.

“Your wife looks like she has a different request,” Ethan said, continuing to stare at Willow.

“Maybe you should go find Beth, dear,” Willow said. “I’m sure she’s in the mall somewhere.”

“She was taking the kids to get something to eat,” Ethan said to Greg. “Try the food court.”

“You bastard,” Greg said.

Willow tugged at Ethan’s belt. “C’mere,” she said, moving backward and pulling Ethan with her by his belt.

“This isn’t happening,” Greg said.

“Oh, it’s happening,” Willow said. “You can either watch quietly--which, apparently, is your thing so maybe just go with it--or we can call security to have you removed.”

She undid Ethan’s belt buckle and unbuttoned his jeans, maintaining eye contact with her husband while she did. When Ethan unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a hairy, muscular chest, Willow turned her attention entirely to him.

Discarding his shirt, Ethan kicked off his shoes and slid his pants down. His cock, hard and thick and veiny, was aimed directly at Willow.

“Fuck,” Greg said as Willow engulfed Ethan’s cock with her mouth.

“Oh, we’ll get to that,” Ethan said, gasping as Willow sucked him.

Willow reached around and grabbed Ethan’s bare ass cheeks, pulling him to her as she blew him. She gagged a little when he went into her throat, but his moaning urged her on. Saliva poured out of her mouth as the smacking sounds of her work filled the room, and delicious precum from Ethan filled her mouth.

“Your second wife is an excellent cocksucker, Greg,” Ethan said. “Much better than the first one.”

Willow giggled and Greg groaned. For once, she didn’t mind being compared to Beth.

“That’s enough,” Ethan said. “Time to take care of you.”

Ethan pulled his cock out of her mouth. Willow protested when he did, but a moment later, he knelt down and gently pushed at her shoulder, urging her to lie down. She did so on the ruins of the big Christmas gift box. She could feel cooling and dried cum from her previous adventures wherever her skin touched the pillows amid the cardboard.

Ethan spread Willow’s legs apart. She gasped when he ran each of his hands up the inside of her thighs, starting at her knees and ending up at her well-used cunt. He roughly massaged her swollen lower lips with the fingers of both hands.

“Ohmygod,” Willow moaned, barely coherent. “I’ve been so close all day…”

“Let’s get you there,” Ethan said. “I don’t come until you do.”

His voice was so sincere, the words so selfless, she almost came right then. Her pleasure built and built as he slipped a finger inside her, then another, and another. One finger went to her asshole, easily penetrating it thanks to the lube and the remaining cum from Greg. She writhed on the floor as Ethan fucked her pussy and ass with his fingers under the watchful eye of her husband.

“Come for me, Willow,” Ethan said, slowing down and rubbing against her clit.

Willow looked at Greg, who was rubbing his crotch through his Santa suit.

“It feels so good, honey,” she told her husband. “Better than anything you’ve ever done to me.”

Her own words, and the look on Greg’s face, sent her over the edge. She screamed, a long and loud bellowing that would sound like she was in pain to anyone not privy to her current circumstance.

Pain was the furthest thing from her mind.

Willow shook as her orgasm overtook her, drowning her in wave after wave of rapture. She raised up her hips, pressing against Ethan’s hands until a second orgasm began before the first one had completely subsided.

Her eyes were locked on her husband’s the entire time. Greg’s face was a mixture of excitement, regret, and longing.

Finally, the main event was over. Ethan didn’t remove his fingers from her, continuing to massage her pussy lips as electric shockwaves from her climaxes made their way to her fingers and toes. Her body twitched involuntarily when Ethan finally stopped.

“Good?” he asked.

“Very,” she said, overwhelmed by the sweet concern of such a simple question. “Your turn.”

“If you insist,” Ethan said.

He fucked her then, alternating between slow, sensual thrusts and intense, violent hammering. She knew it was too much to hope that she might have a third orgasm, but she hoped for it anyway, wrapping her legs around Ethan’s hips as she got closer and closer to that impossible goal.

Greg knelt next to her face, his cock hard again and in his right hand. She knew what he wanted--her mouth--but she didn’t give it to him.

She came again, impossibly, moments before Ethan filled her with his seed. Greg came at more or less the same time as the man who’d now fucked both of his wives.

Time lost all meaning, her latest orgasm lasting forever as the warmth from Ethan’s explosion spread throughout her body in neverending waves. Willow turned toward Greg’s cock as he sprayed her with his cum, and the painting of her face seemed to happen in slow motion so that the warm, white bursts looked to her like snowfall.

Outside the room, on the overhead mall speakers, that goddamn Mariah Carey song gave way to Burl Ives.

---

Want more Town Centre Tramps? Check out the entire series here. All Town Centre Tramps books can be read in any order and as standalone stories!

---

Check out the entire Sterling Wilder catalog, featuring tales of BDSM, cuckold, hotwife, erotic humiliation, and much more, by clicking here.


Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!

I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate a short review on Amazon. Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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