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The introduction...

The holidays should be a time of cheer and happiness. The new year offers us a clean slate and a fresh start. It is a time for friends and family.

And what better way to start the holidays than with a smile on your face? Even if that smile is more like the naughty grin of someone secretly doing the forbidden!


The story…

'Twas the night before Christmas,
and all through the house,
Not a creature was stirring,
not even my spouse.


Visions of stockings,
danced through my head,
So very quietly,
I snuck out of bed.


I opened the drawer,
that holds my wife's underwear,
Rummaged around,
and pulled out a pair.


I snuck down the stairs,
not making a sound,
You see I like to wear them,
when no one is around.


I laid on the sofa,
to get off if I could,
My dick in silk panties,
feels so dog gone good.


Suddenly I realized,
I was no longer alone.
Staring at me was a fat elf,
or some kind of a gnome.


All dressed in red,
with a grin on his face,
He dropped his pants,
beneath he wore garters and lace!


He said, "Santa only cums,
one time a year,
And this time will be,
in your mouth my dear."


He walked toward me,
yanked his cock out,
Said, "Suck it bitch,
and you better not pout."


So I took it all,
it wasn't that big,
And after a while,
he squealed like pig.


He dumped his load,
as he fucked my face,
Then rubbed his nose,
and was gone without a trace.


So I popped my cock,
out of the panties to wank,
When I heard from the roof,
a loud cry and my heart sank.


"Merry Christmas to all,
and to all a good night,
A man dressed in panties,
is a wonderful sight!"


Suddenly from the stairs,
I heard my wife exclaim,
Staring at me in her panties,
the silky white ones, really quite plain.


Then her eyes spied,
a gift on the floor,
Santa had left her one present,
not a single one more.


She opened the box,
and stared at it long,
Then she pulled out,
a huge strap-on dong!


For hours that night,
she fucked my butt,
And if I complained,
she said, "Shut up, slut."


So I hope your Christmas,
is full of good cheer,
And that you're well used,
like I've been this year.



In parting…

This story is a very special one for me. I had always had vivid ideas and fantasies, but I did not begin writing until I was in college. Even then, my writing (like other parts of my life) was something done in secret and hidden away from the world.

I had a part time job working in an office downtown and was there late one night waiting for a courier service to pick up an important package. To pass the time I decided to finish work on a short story I had been writing.

After the courier showed up I was getting ready to head back to my room. I decided to print a copy of the story to tuck into my diary that evening. I gathered my things and walked back to where the printer was. To my shock, one of the partners in the firm was standing by the printer reading something that my intuition told me had to be my newly finished story.

I was shocked and scared. I was afraid he would fire me or humiliate me by turning my deepest secrets and feelings into an office joke.

He glanced up and asked if I had written it. I know I blushed deeply as I confessed and waited for the worst.

Instead, he looked at me and said in a deep and serious tone, "You are a good writer. This is very well written."

Back then it seemed like I always felt awkward. Not just about my writing, but about everything having to do with myself. He and I spoke for nearly an hour that evening. It was the first "adult" conversation I had where I did not feel like I was being judged or talked down to.

He encouraged my writing. He also encouraged me in general. As for the writing, the holidays were approaching and one of the now-defunct LGBT websites was having a writing contest. I decided that I would write and submit something. Eventually that something was the short story or poem that you have just read.

The lady I rented a room from back then once joked that this short story got me "paid, laid, and made."

I ended up winning the humor portion of the writing contest which netted me a $50 gift card for Amazon. It may not sound like much, but to me it was like winning the lottery!

And the gentleman at work who knew my secret insisted that we celebrate. My landlady helped me primp and dress for what was my first time to ever go out someplace fancy and nice on what amounted to a real date. Being escorted by someone distinguished and handsome who also happened to be a "mover and a shaker" felt like living a dream. He was truly a gentleman and while my landlady's observation about me getting laid is accurate, it was not on that first date. Actually being courted and seduced is much better than simply being laid anyway when you are young and insecure.

As for being made, the slight success I enjoyed with my short story and the attention and affection of a special man finally let me step out of the shadows and into the world. I will not say that life is always easy, but overall I have been able to face what comes with a smile.

A few kind words or a small act of kindness can change someones life. I know because of the profound impact they had on mine.

Xoxoxo,
Syndie
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