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My Secret Santa is a Dom!

Two weeks with her in-laws turns into two weeks of hot, forbidden, BDSM pleasure! She doesn't know who her Secret Santa is, but she knows she must obey him...or face the consequences!
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No one could ever accuse me of being too enthusiastic about spending the two weeks with my husband’s family. But it was Christmas, and his parents had just retired and bought themselves an idyllic little mansion in the mountains. And since I worked from home, I couldn’t say that I had to be at the office.

For one year, I figured, I could put up with it.

It’s not that I don’t like Ben’s family. They’re fine. Nice folks. Very pleasant. It’s more that I don’t much care for Ben. I know that sounds awful, coming from his wife, but you have to understand that I really did love him – or believe I loved him – when I married him.

I consider all that time the “before” time.

But three years into our marriage, something changed.

Specifically, I changed.

It wasn’t Fifty Shades of Grey that did me in, though it was one of the stepping stones. No, the first thing that put me on the road of no return was something quite innocuous. An accident. I stumbled into BDSM like a little kid stumbling into a well. One little slip, and then a long fall.

I’m a graphic designer by trade. For a long time, I made most of my money working for companies who wanted logos, ads, promotional materials. The money was good, too. But I wasn’t feeling very fulfilled. So I started doing some more creative work on the side.

I started with self-help books, then thrillers, then got some gigs for mystery novels and sci-fi stories. By the time I came across a client who wanted me to design a cover for a romance novel, I was well versed in the do’s and don’ts of book covers. I eagerly accepted. The client sent over a summary of her book, and what she wanted.

What she wanted turned out to be something that I’d never devoted more than two seconds of thought to in my entire life.

It was simple enough. She wanted a cover that featured a woman with her hands bound behind her back. Something sexy but a little dark. I was eager to get started, thinking it’d be a lot like working on a thriller or a mystery cover.

It wasn’t really that similar.

The photos I started working with, stock photos from a website I subscribed to, were a lot racier than anything I looked at working in other genres. Some of them were racy enough to get my heart beating. This was back when I still thought that a little reverse cowgirl action now and then was enough to keep my sex life interesting. Not that I was satisfied, per se, but I never really even considered that sex could be anything but vanilla.

But the more I delved into those photos – which, by the way, were PG-13 at the very worst – the more I felt something strange stirring inside me. A picture of a woman with a gag in her mouth would make my own mouth water. Bound hands made my wrists itch. A whip or a riding crop made me tingle between my legs.

That was the beginning of the end.

Soon, I was reading all the BDSM books I could find, masturbating ferociously while Ben was at work. I tried, carefully and discreetly, to guide him towards more risqué stuff in the bedroom, but he laughed at my suggestions to handcuff me or blind me. He thought I was just caught up in that Fifty Shades wave, and that I didn’t really know what I wanted. He thanked me for “trying to keep him interested”, patted me on the head, and screwed me doggy-style to prove that he could be edgy, too.

The lower and deeper I sank, the more I began to lose interest in Ben – not just sexually, but in general. It got to the point where I actually made a profile on a racy dating website that matched up submissives – that was me! – with dominants. I got a few bites, but always chickened out. I didn’t mind the idea of cheating on Ben, since he was so unwilling to even try my ideas in the bedroom, but the idea of actually meeting up with a real dom was…intimidating, to say the least.

By the time we started packing for our two-week getaway in the mountains, I’d been leading my secret life for two years, and my feelings for Ben were all but dead. I still liked him as a person, but I didn’t love him. He wanted us to have children, and I went along with it because I did want kids. Why didn’t I just divorce him and find someone new? Inertia, I guess. I kind of thought that eventually, I’d find a dom to see on the side, and with my sexual appetite sated, I’d be more receptive to my husband’s cheerful disposition and loving attitude.

Or maybe I just didn’t want to deal with a divorce. I’d spent most of my adult life with Ben. It was hard to imagine life without him. Even if life without him would probably be better. And definitely more exciting.

So a Christmas vacation – two weeks with my in-laws – wasn’t an ideal escape for me. Ben would be around all the time, probably, so there’d be no way for me to sneak off and relieve my urges. I left my e-reader stocked with dirty books at home. I prepared for two boring weeks, and thanked the heavens that his family was the heavy drinking type. They always had a fully stocked bar.

The Garsons weren’t a huge family. There was Ellen, Ben’s mom, a very soft-spoken and sweet woman who always went out of her way to make me feel welcomed. She was quite young compared to Brad, his father. Probably twenty years younger. And beautiful. Sexy, even. I mean, that’s a weird thing to think about your mother-in-law, but she kind of dressed to accentuate her body. Even at family functions, she showed cleavage and wore skirts that seemed too short.

But who was I to judge? I spent half my time fingering myself to videos of women bound and lashed by men in leather masks. People who live in glass houses, you know?

Brad Garson, Ben’s dad, was a gregarious older man in his early sixties. He was very fit for his age though, and could easily pass for his 40’s. His gray hair was more distinguished than aged, and his eyes were still bright and sparkly blue. It wasn’t much of a surprise that he had such a young wife, because he was a real dynamo, always laughing, his voice able to silence a room, his smile charming enough to wet some panties. Not mine, of course, but someone’s, I’m sure.

Ben’s brother, Lars, was your average burnout. He always smelled like pot, but he was a tech whiz who pulled in a six-figure salary, so no one said jack shit about it. I didn’t care, anyway. Let them smoke weed, I say. And then eat cake. For the munchies. Anyway, he was nice, but kind of boring, as you might imagine a perpetually-stoned computer-nerd would be. He faded into the background at all the family events.

And the last person we’d be sharing the house with was Ben’s Uncle Marty. Uncle Marty was fifteen years younger than his older brother Brad, which put him more in Ellen’s age range. He was charming, too, but goofier. He was a perpetual bachelor. He shared his brother’s good looks, with those blue eyes and a full head of hair (though Marty’s hair was jet black). Word had it that he had no shortage of female admirers, but he would never settle down. I could see why women would want him – and I could see why he wouldn’t want to marry anyone, too. He was a wild card.

Me and Ben? We’re both in our mid-twenties. Ben has his mother’s brown eyes and his father’s regal nose. He’s very handsome. I wouldn’t have married him if he wasn’t. People tend to end up in relationships with people of equal attractiveness. Ben’s an eight, and so am I. I have long red hair and green eyes, a cute bow-tie of a mouth, and a figure some women would kill for. My breasts are a healthy C-cup, round and bouncy, my ass tight and toned. I turn heads, and I’m not ashamed to admit it.

So there’d be a grand total of six people, living in close quarters, for two weeks. Isolated up in the snowy mountains. Stuck with all the jingle bells and Christmas cheer one person could handle.

And there definitely wouldn’t be any room for a sex swing under the Christmas tree.

Or so I thought.
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“Sarah!”

Ellen came out in her robe and slippers, her arms open wide as I started up the stairs. I plastered on a smile and walked into her embrace, trading cheek kisses while Ben took care of our luggage. Brad was close behind his wife, and took my hand to kiss before wrapping me up in a hug. Lars waved from the doorway, a piece of toast in his hand. Uncle Marty, I was told, was sleeping off the night before.

Once we were settled in and unpacked, we joined the family in the large living room to catch up. There was coffee and snacks, and pleasant conversation. Plans were made for snowshoeing, skiing at a local resort, a day in the nearest town, a fondue night…so many plans, it made my head spin. It had been a long night of driving, and I was getting tired. Sensing my weariness, Ben was kind enough to excuse me, and I retired to our bedroom for a nap.

Waking up, I got my first clue that something about this vacation would be anything but boring. The room was pretty dark, but I couldn’t miss the envelope set up beside me on the nightstand. My name was sprawled across the front. I rubbed my eyes, groggy from sleep, and grabbed it.

When I opened it, my stomach nearly dropped out of my body. In it, I saw one of my pictures from the fetish dating website! Oh, no! Someone knew! But who?

I turned the picture over and saw, sprawled in neat cursive, the following message:

Don’t you know Santa’s always watching? Be prepared for things to get interesting, you naughty, naughty girl. – Secret Santa.

I felt a chill reaching deep into my gut.

I also felt a thrill in my pussy.

Whoever left the note knew my darkest desires…and didn’t seem like they wanted to tell on me. No, it seemed like they wanted to play with me. I was terrified…this sort of thing could be blackmail for life!

But what if it wasn’t blackmail my Secret Santa was after? What if it was a dream come true? Someone who could give my body the abuse it needed…

Whoever it was, they were related to my husband, which made it all the riskier. I tore up the photo and stashed it deep in my luggage before getting dressed and leaving the room to find out what the Garsons were up to. When I found them watching a movie in the den, I scanned their faces for any sort of hint as to who had left the note. I came up empty-handed, and sank down into a chair, trying to push it from my mind and focus on the movie.

But by the time we left for dinner in town, I had to change my panties…the idea of being stuck in that house with my Secret Santa had me excited and terrified. And those two emotions worked very well on my libido. Whoever it was, I was in big trouble.
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The next time I heard from my very Secret Santa was about halfway through the week. This time, it came as a text from an unknown, hidden number. Now, I’m not the most computer savvy person in the world, but I do work with computers for my career. So I was no stranger to Google and its bountiful research possibilities.

But no matter how many “How to Reveal Unknown Numbers” guides I read, I couldn’t crack the damn thing! Which made me think my Secret Santa had to be someone who knew their way around a computer…could it be Lars? Boring, stoner Lars? It seemed impossible, but the proof was in the pudding.

At any rate, my first command was simple, if not humiliating and shocking. The text message sent me to a website, where I was confronted with a gallery of women in various stages of undress and duress; some were bound, some were gagged, some were covered in cum, some were being spanked, some were taking massive cocks in every hole.

Some were just plain naked.

I was sitting on the couch with Ben when the text came in, so I thought it meant that he couldn’t be my tormenter. But then I realized there was probably a way to schedule a text to be sent at a specific time, so I couldn’t use his presence next to me as evidence. Ben never seemed like a computer whiz, but who knew? Maybe Lars was teaching him the ropes, giving him tips. The rest of the family was out shopping, offering me no further clues.

Getting the text while my loving husband sat right beside me was a shock to the system. Hiding my phone screen to take in all the debauchery on the website was another story entirely. I have to admit…the naughtiness of it…looking at these sexy, degrading pictures while Ben sat right beside me, totally clueless…it kind of turned me on.

The text message told me that I was going to become one of those naked women on the site. There was a link for submitting pictures of your own, and the text said, in no uncertain terms, that I was to submit four photos of myself. One would be a picture of me on my knees, my mouth open, like I was waiting to swallow a load of cum. Another was to be a picture of my tits, with my nipples hard. The third was my pussy, shaved. And the fourth needed to be a picture of my ass, cheeks spread wide.

If I didn’t submit the pictures by the end of the day, my secret would be revealed in the most shameful and public of ways.

I was trapped. I had no choice. I tried to research the website, see if I could find any sort of connection between the website and Lars’ company, but I came up empty-handed again. So with a deep breath and a handful of shame, I excused myself from the living room. I told Ben I really wanted a long soak in the bath, and he kissed me on the cheek, smiling as I left him there. If only he knew…

…of course, maybe he did.

Once in the bathroom – one of five in the palatial estate – I started running a bath. I usually keep my pussy trimmed but not shaved, so I knew I had to take care of that first. Grabbing my shave kit from my luggage, and a fresh towel for the closet, I locked the door. I didn’t want Ben walking in, though he wasn’t the kind of guy who’d surprise me by joining me for a sexy bath. I figured it couldn’t hurt to be too careful.

While I soaked for a while, letting my pussy hairs soften before shaving them, I found myself scrolling through the website. Picture after picture of submissives showing off how slutty and mindless they were, hungry for cock and desperate for cum. The more I looked, the more turned on I became. The bath was nearly full of water before I managed to tear my eyes from my phone screen and turn off the taps. Even then, I lingered in the bath, procrastinating from my task of shaving, scrolling far back into the websites archives.

Shit, it was hot as fuck.

Did I want to be one of those girls? A cum-hungry bimbo, bound and gagged for Master’s pleasure?

My pussy said yes.

Sighing, I put my phone on the edge of the sink and got to work, shaving until my pussy was completely bare, the lips puffy from the razor’s friction. The slight contact of the shaving cream and razor and my fingers on my pussy lips, combined with the pictures that still danced in my head, had me panting and dripping with arousal. By the time the tub was drained, I was actually excited about showing off my body for strangers on the internet. I grabbed my phone, turned on the camera, and got to work.

The first position had me crouching down, my knees spread wide, my hand raised to lift my phone over my body. I tilted my face up, opened my mouth wide, and thought of swallowing load after load of cum. When I looked at the pictures, I could almost see the lust in my eyes.

For the next picture, I squeezed my arms against my C-cup breasts, pushing them together. I didn’t even need to tease my nipples, they were already hard. Then I plunged the phone down between my legs, snapping pictures of my wet, dripping slit and puffy, shaved lips. Finally, it was time to show off my ass. I set up the phone on the sink, leaning it against my shaving cream and setting the timer. As it beeped down, I leaned over, grabbed my ass cheeks, and spread them wide.

By the time I had pressed submit on the upload page, I was desperate to come. The thought of strangers across the world jacking off to my hot, tight body was making me hot as fuck, and the fact that I’d done it all at the bidding of an unknown and mysterious Master was even hotter. I needed a dick inside me, and now.

Coming out of the bathroom in just my towel, I called to Ben, asking him to come into the bedroom for a minute. He had an amiable smile on his face when he opened the door. That smile quickly dropped into an expression of shock when he saw me, bent over, shaved and dripping wet, on the bed.

“Sarah!” he gasped. “What are you doing! What did you do to your…you shaved?!”

“We don’t have much alone time,” I cooed, looking at him over my shoulder and wiggling my ass. “I thought, since your family is gone…”

He almost looked nervous.

“Gee, this is my parent’s house, I feel a little weird…”

“You’re my husband,” I insisted. “I think your parents would understand. And they’ll never know.”

He still looked doubtful, but at least he was getting hard. With a sigh, he nodded and approached the bed.

“But will you lie down, please? I don’t like this position, you know that. It feels so…impersonal. Like porn or something.”

I groaned my displeasure, but rolled onto my back, spreading myself wide. He undid his pants, releasing his cock. At least Ben had a big cock. I was so turned on and wet that I came almost as soon as he slipped into me, grabbing my own breasts and twisting my nipples.

Knowing that my husband was fucking me while some other member of his family was blackmailing me into being their slave was the hottest thing that had ever happened to me. He didn’t know that his hot little wife was now on display for the whole world to masturbate to. Thousands of men would come imagining my mouth sucking their cock or my ass taking their dick. When Ben finally came inside me, I came again, thinking about what a hungry cum-slut I really was.
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I was desperate to find out who my Secret Santa was, but no one looked guilty or bemused or anything unusual the night after my photo shoot. Well, except for Ben, who still seemed bothered by having had sex in his parents’ house. Had he really expected us to spend the whole two weeks celibate? That was crazy! Then again, I couldn’t forget that it still could be Ben himself, and it was all an act…

The second command, coming a few days after the first, at the end of our first week, went one step further than a photo shoot.

This time, it involved toys.

That night, the whole family was going on a snowshoeing hike under the full moon. Apparently, there was a nice little trail that wasn’t too steep, and ended in a frozen waterfall. I’d been looking forward to it.

Now, I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

The text told me to look in my stocking at some point during the day, and to wear what was inside on the hike. Ellen already had our stockings hung up, each embroidered with its owner’s name. When I had a moment to myself, the rest of the family playing a board game in the downstairs den, I reached into my stocking and pulled out my “gift.”

I knew what they were the second I felt them.

Ben-wa balls.

I’d never used them myself, but I’d read enough BDSM erotica by then to know exactly what they were for, and what to do with them. Standing there, holding the two metal balls in my hand, I was blushing red as a fire hydrant. I was supposed to wear these for the hike? Surrounded by my in-laws?

Well…I didn’t have to, did I? After all, how would my Secret Santa know whether or not I was wearing them? I could just hide them in my room and he would never know. Just as I was thinking this, my phone buzzed. I guess whoever my Secret Santa was, they figured out why I wasn’t in the den with the rest of the family. Fuck.

Don’t even think about trying to trick me. These have been custom modified with a GPS tracker. I’ll know whether or not you’re wearing them tonight. And if you don’t, your husband and everyone in this house will know exactly what a dirty, cheating slut you are.

Shit!

Well, I could still just slip them into my pocket, instead of my pussy, right?

Except, the longer I stood there, holding them, the more I kind of wanted to obey. My Secret Santa was slowly but surely fulfilling my wildest fantasies…whether he knew it or not, he was turning me on with every demanding text and dirty word.

I had time to decide on what to do, but not much. The sun was already starting to set, and it wouldn’t be long until the moon was high and we’d be off on our hike.

In the end, I strapped on my snowshoes, zipped up my jacket, and set out with the family – ben-wa balls snuggly positioned in my pussy.

From the first step, I knew I was in trouble.

The awkward motion of the snowshoe was struggle enough, taking some time to get used to. But the way I had to lift my legs and use my hips to walk on the snow made the ben-wa balls shift and push against my pussy with each step. We hadn’t even gone a hundred yards before I was dripping wet, my panties soaked through, my body coiling and tensing in pleasure. My Kegel muscles clenched around the balls, a cold sweat breaking against my forehead that had nothing to do with the exertion.

The family started singing carols as we went along, but I was afraid to join in….my voice would probably be shaking. I could feel the shockwaves running from my pussy up to my nipples, teasing my slit with each step. Halfway through the hike, I was panting and swallowing my moans of pleasure. The first time I came, the family was singing “Jingle Bells”. I nearly screamed into the night as the balls shifted inside me and finally triggered a release, my knees buckling and my body shaking. Ben was the first to notice that I’d stopped walking, and he turned to me with concern.

“You alright, baby? Did you sprain something?”

“N-no,” I gasped, trying to recover my composure as shockwaves echoes across my nerves. “I’m fine. Just t-tired.”

“We can slow down if you want,” Lars offered, a dopey smile on his face. I tried to return it, but it probably looked crazy.

“No, no, it’s really alright,” I said, making a huge effort to catch up, moving quickly to show them that I could handle it. Everyone was smiling at me encouragingly. God damn, if only I knew which of them was torturing me with pleasure!

By the time we got to the waterfall, I’d come once more, and my jeans were wet and freezing, my panties probably disintegrated from my juices. My nipples were perpetually hard, and my body was aching from the tension in my muscles. Stopping long enough for us to admire the frozen waterfall was its own kind of bliss; finally, the ben-wa balls stopped shifting inside me, and I could recover a little bit.

Until it was time to turn around and head back.

Three more times. That’s how many times I came on the way back. The minute the house came into view, I groaned in relief. I couldn’t wait to get inside, peel off my pussy-soaked jeans, and get these cursed things out of me!

“Geeze, Sarah, I thought you were the sporty one!” Uncle Marty teased.

“It’s the altitude,” I lied, wondering if he was covering up the awful, dirty thoughts in his head with that pleasant smile.

“Leave her alone, Marty,” Ellen said with a laugh. “I seem to recall you having a hard time your first go-around with a snowshoe!”

“Touché,” Uncle Marty said, winking at me before pressing on. “Touché.”

Hmm…that wink…was he telling me something? He must be. Of all the people in Ben’s family, he did seem the most likely to have a secret life as a sexual deviant. Unmarried, handsome, loud, charismatic…

I felt my body warming up, my cheeks flushing. It had to be him. But would he ever reveal it? Or would I have to coax it out of him?

Two could play this game, I figured, suddenly feeling very confident in myself even though my body was half-wrecked from the orgasmic hike. I’d drag the truth out of him, one way or another.
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After the hike, we all changed into our comfier clothes and retired to the house’s built-in bar for cocktails. Brad mixed up some hot toddies to warm us up after the cold hike, and Christmas carols played softly from the speakers. As the drinks were downed and then refilled, the mood became light, with everyone joking around.

I’d removed the ben-wa balls as soon as I got to our room, while Ben was in the bathroom. And I’d changed into a pair of short pajama shorts and a camisole; Uncle Marty wanted to tease me? I could tease right back. It was warm enough in the house, anyway, and Ben didn’t think twice about seeing me in something so skimpy. After all, we were with family. Surely no one would look at his wife with lustful eyes!

Ha. Ha. Ha.

Ellen was the first to hit the bed, followed quickly by Lars. Brad, Marty, and I switched to whiskey sours, while Ben started drinking water. Always so responsible, Ben. Finally, he begged off, too, kissing me on the temple and telling me to make sure I drank water and ate something before coming to bed. With a pitcher full of cocktails and Uncle Marty sitting beside me at the bar, I was going to eat something before bed…just not what Ben had in mind.

Brad lingered for a long time, and I wasn’t too drunk to notice the way his eyes roamed over my barely-covered body with appreciation. But why shouldn’t he? He was still a hot-blooded man, despite his age. And Uncle Marty was looking at me the same way.

I was sure it was Uncle Marty. After all, Brad was married, too. He would be in just as much trouble as I was if he dared leak my secret life. Finally, after what seemed like forever, Brad yawned and excused himself to bed, encouraging us to finish off the cocktails before they “went bad”. Whatever that meant.

We were alone. Me and my Secret Santa. I turned to him, uncrossing my legs and arching my back, teasing him with a perfect view of my breasts. Just thinking about how naughty it would be to fuck my husband’s uncle had me wet. I sighed as I leaned against the bar, giving him a lazy smile.

Uncle Marty raised an eyebrow, a smirk on his face.

“You’re not tired after the hike?” he asked.

“Not really,” I said. “It was…exhilarating. Being out in the cold, I mean.”

I smiled wider. He knew exactly why it was so exhilarating.

“I guess that’s true,” he said, eyes freely admiring my body now, lingering on my generous chest.

“You know, the weirdest thing has been happening to me this week,” I said.

“Oh? And what’s that?”

“Someone has elected themselves as my Secret Santa,” I said, finishing off my drink before refilling both our glasses.

“Huh,” Uncle Marty said, feigning confusion. “Any clues about who it is?”

“A few,” I said, shooting him a glance.

“Have they given you any gifts?” He went on. He was really going to drag this out, huh?

“Not really gifts, I guess,” I said, offering him a sexy pout. “More like…punishments.”

“Punishments? What could you possibly need to be punished for?”

The way he ogled my chest, I knew he knew.

“Well, I guess I haven’t always been the nicest little girl,” I sighed. “Sometimes, I’m downright naughty.”

Finally. A reaction. Uncle Marty sucked in a deep breath, his cheeks reddening a bit. Maybe he was less confident in person. It was easy to hide behind a computer screen or a phone. Stay anonymous. He didn’t expect me to call him out on it.

Or maybe he did.

Because a second later, I felt his hand landing on my knee, his thumb stroking my flesh once.

“How naughty?” He growled, lust in his eyes.

“Very naughty,” I cooed, feeling my body heat up as my Secret Santa squeezed my knee.

“Prove it,” he growled. So he could be dominant in person. I was jelly inside, my pussy leaving a damp spot in the center of my pajama shorts.

“Why should I?” I asked, pouting again.

“Fine,” he shrugged, removing his hand. “Then don’t. Tease.”

He was giving up that easy? Fuck…now I was horny…

“Well, what I mean is…” I struggled to think of a way to keep the flirtation going, to get his interest once more.

“Listen, I don’t play games,” Uncle Marty said, eying me over his drink. “You’re my nephew’s wife. If I’m going to touch you, I gotta know it’ll be worth it for me.”

Mmmm. That was more like it. Put me in my place, Uncle Marty.

“Worth it?” I pouted again.

“Yeah,” he said blandly. “Prove that you’re as naughty as you say you are.”

“Oh,” I said, sliding in a bit closer to him. My hand landed on his flannel pajama pants, and I slowly let my fingers crawl up his thigh. The loose pants didn’t do a thing to hide his boner. “Well, in that case…”

I knew how I could prove it to him. I met his eyes, licking my lips as I slipped my hand past the elastic band of his pants, finding his cock hard. He was long and thick, like Ben, but even bigger, and I groaned, imagining this monster driving into my pussy.

Eventually.

First, I was going to prove myself.

Slowly, I slid off the stool, positioning myself between his legs, pulling his pajama pants down until his cock sprang free. A drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. He looked down at me, almost looking bored as I slid my hand up and down the veiny shaft, pressing it between my breasts, teasing him, preparing him for my mouth.

“Naughty enough?” I asked, letting my tongue dip quickly across the tip of his cock.

“Close,” he growled. “But you’re still just teasing me. Why don’t you take this cock all the way into that dirty mouth of yours?”

My pussy gushed at his words, and I moaned as I wrapped my lips around his head, tasting his pre-cum as it slid down my throat. I shoved my own hand down the front of my shorts, finding myself dripping wet, my clit throbbing. As I rolled my fingers around my clit, my eyes rolled back in my head, and I slid another inch of his shaft into my mouth.

Slowly, I lowered my lips, taking more and more of him into my mouth as I rubbed my clit desperately. He was looking down with that same boredom in his eyes, and I was mad to impress him.

Finally, I felt the head of his cock pressing against the back of my throat; there was still another inch at the base of his shaft. Squeezing my watering eyes closed, I breathed deep through my nose, and shoved that last bit of him into my mouth, until I was choked and gagging on his massive cock.

Finally, he seemed impressed. He groaned, his hands coming to the back of my head, holding me down and thrusting his hips up, fucking my mouth with abandon.

“Fuckin’ hot little slut,” he growled, his shaft throbbing against my tongue, my fingers diving into my pussy while my palm ground against my clit. The way he fucked my throat, like I was just a toy for him to use was driving me wild.

“Gonna…swallow…every…drop…” he grunted, shoving my head down harder than ever while his hips thrust upward. His shaft pulsed, and then my mouth filled with the taste of him, his cum bursting in my throat and sliding down, filling my cheeks and spilling from my lips. I screamed around his cock as I came, flooding my hand with juices as my pussy clenched around my fingers, the sensation of him coming in my throat unbearably sexy.

He kept his hand on my head, forcing me to suck him until he was going soft. When he finally let me up, I was gasping for a full breath, cum spilling down my chin.

“Every drop,” he said sternly, and I licked my lips, spooning the last of his cum from my chin into my mouth and swallowing.

“Was that good enough, Secret Santa?” I moaned, my hands on his knees, tits still pressed around his limp cock.

“It was good,” Uncle Marty said with a shrug. “But I’m not your Secret Santa.”

“What?” I nearly screamed. “What do you mean? But I…but you…”

“I never said I was,” he said. “You were the one who was so eager to suck my cock.”

“But…but…”

“Sorry,” he said. “But for what it’s worth, you’re a damn good cocksucker. My nephew is pretty lucky.”

He got up then, patting the top of my head while I collapsed back on my heels, baffled and ashamed.

“Have a good night, Sarah,” Uncle Marty said, bringing his drink back to his room to finish, leaving me with just a wave of his hand. My throat was raw and ragged from his violent fucking, the taste of him lingering on my tongue.

But he wasn’t my Secret Santa.

So who was?
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You’ve been naughtier than ever, the next text read. I’m very disappointed in you, slut. Do you think you can do anything without me knowing? No. I know your every move. And you shall be punished for what you’ve done.

I was literally shaking as I read the text. It was three days after I’d swallowed Uncle Marty’s load. He hadn’t acted any differently around me afterwards, and I could be thankful for that, at least.

But what would my punishment be now? Weren’t the pictures and the ben-wa balls punishment enough?

Apparently not.

The next thing to appear in my stocking was a very sleek, very expensive-looking device. It didn’t take long to figure out what it was for. There was an egg-shaped bulb at one end, and an arm attachment with a knob at the end that curved upwards from the bottom. The bulb went into your pussy, the knob fitting at your clit.

Wear this for your special dinner.

Special dinner. Ben’s idea. While the rest of the family hid out in the downstairs den, Ben was going to make me a fancy, romantic dinner. Just the two of us.

The two of us, and my Secret Santa, controlling the vibrator remotely.

I was fucked, and I knew it. The pun was very intended.

How could anyone have known what I did with Uncle Marty? Unless he told someone. Who would he tell? His brother? His other nephew? Ben?

Or were there cameras? That seemed likely. And since Brad owned the house…but Lars knew all that tech stuff…and it still could be Ben…

I was only one step closer to figuring out my Secret Santa’s identity. All I knew was that it wasn’t Uncle Marty.

At any rate, I bemoaned my situation as I put on my fanciest dress for Ben’s romantic dinner. The smell of herbs and chicken and rice filled the upper floor of the house while I slipped the vibrator up my slit and positioned the knob at my clit. I wondered what my Secret Santa planned to do with his power, since he couldn’t watch my reaction.

Only time would tell. When Ben finally called me into the glittering, light-strewn dining room, candles burning on the table and food perfectly plated in front of my seat, I felt guiltier than I’d ever felt in my life.

I sat down, thanking Ben and complimenting his presentation. He beamed like a kid who’d gotten an A on his essay. We started eating the kale-pomegranate salad he’d prepared, and I felt the first tingle of motion in my pussy.

I clenched my thighs shut, as though that could shut out the sensations. It only enhanced them, as the vibrator started buzzing harder, my clit snapping to attention. Ben was talking about how Lars was thinking of moving to Japan, since his corporation was opening a branch there. I nodded at all the right times, and even said a few words here and there, but my mind was entirely devoted to what was happening between my legs.

My nipples were hard as pebbles, the vibrator stopping and starting with maddening rhythm. Each time it buzzed, my spine stiffened and my lips pursed to keep my moans inside. And each time it stopped, my body yearned for more, aching.

“Anyway, I thought if he did go, we could take a vacation next year to visit him,” Ben was saying. We were on the main course now, but I was struggling with each bite. I had an appetite, but it wasn’t for food. Wherever my Secret Santa was, he was teasing me beyond torture. Each vibration was a little longer and a little harder than the last, but the spaces in between just felt emptier. My heart was pounding hard enough to break my ribs. I realized Ben was waiting for me to say something. At the exact moment I opened my mouth, the vibrator went off, harder than ever before.

“Ohh,” I cried, unable to stop it. Ben looked confused. “I mean, I love that idea. I…ohh, I really…would…love to…go to Japan!”

Somehow I managed to get it all out while the device between my legs reverberated straight to my core, my clit firing on all nerves, my pussy soaking through my panties.

“Oh,” Ben said, giving me a sideways look as he turned back to his meal. “Well, good. We could even take a long vacation, tour Southeast Asia. I know you love Thai food!”

He grinned, and I grinned back, but under the table I was going crazy. My hips were jerking, my hands gripping the sides of the chair.

“Don’t you like the rice? I thought it was your favorite,” Ben said, pointing with his fork to my barely-touched plate.

“I…ohh, I just…I don’t feel very hungry, love, I…god, I feel a little….bit…sick,” I said, aware of the sweat now gathering at my forehead as I tried to hold back the orgasm that threatened to undo me. Ben looked concerned, dropped his fork to the plate.

“Oh, baby,” he said. “You don’t look very well. Or sound very well. Do you think it’s a fever?”

Yeah, Ben. A fever. A fever controlled by someone in your family, localized to my pussy. The vibrator seemed to rev up one more gear, and I leaned forward in the chair, desperate for release now. I didn’t care if I looked crazy. Let Ben think I was sick. I needed to come. I needed it so bad, it was like dying.

“Please…” I murmured to no one in particular.

“Baby?’ Ben reached out, grabbed my shoulder. At the same time, the vibrator went full-throttle, and my body gave in. I groaned like a beast as my climax hit me, rolls of pleasure battering my body, my hips bucking and jerking in my seat as my panties filled with my juices.

“I have…to go…bathroom,” I gasped, nearly knocking the chair over as I rose, needing to be away from Ben, needing to get this thing out of me before it destroyed me entirely; already, my clit was beginning to sting from the overstimulation.

I ran to the bathroom, locking the door, plunging my fingers into my soaked pussy and pulling the toy out. Finally, relief. Full, all-body relief. The toy kept buzzing in my hand, and I set it on the sink. It buzzed so hard it fell off. I groaned, not sure how to hide it. I spotted the hamper, full of dirty towels, and shoved it to the very bottom. And then I slumped against the wall, letting my body return to something like normal.

A light knocking on the door brought me to my senses.

“Sarah?”

Ben again. Fuck.

“Sarah? Are you alright? Do you need to go to the doctor, er, the hospital?”

“No,” I groaned, getting to my feet and flushing the toilet for good measure. “I’m…I’m feeling much better. I just think it was…something weird…I needed to get out of my stomach.”

I opened the door, smiled my apology. Ben’s eyes danced.

“You know, morning sickness doesn’t always happen in the morning,” he said, looking at my stomach. Ugh.

“That’s true,” I said with another smile. “But now I’m starving. Let’s get back to that delicious dinner.”

Ben grinned and held out his elbow for me to take, leading me back to the dining room. I glanced behind me at the hamper, where that wicked toy was probably still going, my Secret Santa hell-bent on torturing me until I broke.

It was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me.

I couldn’t wait for what came next.
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I didn’t hear anything from my Secret Santa until the morning of Christmas Eve. The Garsons had planned a big party for their “neighbors” (you couldn’t see any of the neighbors from their property, every house on the mountain surrounded by acres of private land) and some local friends from town. I wasn’t looking forward to it. Especially when my Secret Santa told me what he expected to see.

Tonight, you’ll find out who I am. Tonight, you’ll be mine. Everything I say, everything I do, you will obey me. No matter what. Beginning with the party. Wear the dress that’s hanging up in your closet. Do not wear panties.

The dress in question couldn’t have been worth five cents when it came to fabric. It started right above my nipples and ended right below my ass. It was black and strapless; I didn’t have a strapless bra, so I’d have to go braless as well as panty-less. I was changing in the bathroom, so Ben wouldn’t see what I was wearing early enough for him to question it or ask me to change. I know it would make him uncomfortable, seeing his wife dressed like a slut. But I had no choice. I had to obey.

When I finally emerged, I found Ben waiting for me. He was wearing a long gray L.L. Bean cardigan and khakis. His jaw dropped straight to the earth’s core.

“What is that?” He crowed, unable to take his eyes from my ample cleavage.

“My dress,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. I knew that if I threw enough attitude his way, he would back down.

“Sarah…” he was shaking his head slowly, eyes wide as saucers.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he said with a sigh. For the second time that week, he held out his elbow and waited for me to take it. Side by side, we walked into the huge living room, cleared of its furniture to make room for the guests.

And boy, were those guests happy to see me.

Or, at least, the men were.

The wives…not so much.

Surprisingly, Ellen didn’t look twice at my outfit, but kissed me on both cheeks and wished me a merry Christmas. Uncle Marty was a different story, throwing me a series of knowing smirks and winks that made me want to be sick. Lars tried talking to me for all of three minutes before he gave up, his attention obviously overwhelmed by my chest and thighs on display.

Well, I figured I could rule Lars out. No man brave enough to make me take naughty pictures, wear ben-wa balls on a family hike, and come like a crazy person during a romantic dinner with my husband would be that obvious when it came to a skimpy dress.

That left Brad.

Who was nowhere in sight.

Ben and I made the rounds, meeting the neighbors and introducing ourselves to his parent’s friends. Like I said, every man in that room was drooling over me, and every woman wanted to burn me at the stake. By the time we made it to the bar, I was more than ready for a stiff drink – or ten.

And that’s when I found out where Brad had been hiding.

He was acting as bartender.

His eyes, when he saw me, were boldly passive. Barely looked at my chest. Just mixed me up a cranberry-vodka with one of those charming smiles of his, his blue eyes crinkling at the edges, gray hair perfectly coiffed and full.

“You look nice,” he said, slipping my drink across the bar just as Ben saw someone across the room that he just had to say hi to. “Or should I say…naughty?”

Well, there it was. If I hadn’t known before, I did now. My father-in-law. My husband’s father. He was the one who’d tortured me for the past two weeks. He was the one who would demand my full, unfaltering obedience that night.

I wished for a pair of panties, because my pussy was about to start dripping.

Brad’s hand brushed mine as he handed me the drink.

“After the party, you will be waiting for me at the back door,” he said matter-of-factly. “You will follow me, wherever I lead you. Or your husband, and everyone you know, will get a good look at your dirty pictures, and know every dirty kink that gets your pussy wet. It’s wet right now, isn’t it?”

He talked low, so no one could hear. I croaked something out that might have been a response.

“What about Ben?” I found myself asking, scanning the room to look for him.

“I’ll take care of Ben.” Brad grunted. “You just be prepared for your punishment.”

Someone came up and Brad turned to them, all smiles, shaking the stranger’s hand and asking what they’d like to drink. I stumbled back, drink sloshing over my hand, my head spinning and my nipples hard.

As far as I was concerned, this party couldn’t end early enough.

The third time I went to the bar, desperate for some liquid numbness, Brad cut me off with a cruel smile.

“No,” he said. “I want you to feel everything I do to you…”

He leaned in close, whispering in my ear.

“…you dirty slut.”

He gave me cranberry juice and sent me on my way, pussy a little bit wetter than before. I had to use the restroom ten times to wipe myself clean.

And I knew how Brad was “taking care” of Ben; he was getting his son drunk. Really, really drunk. Drunk enough that before the party was over, he was stumbling down the hallway to our room.

Finally, as the night grew long, the guests began to drift away, out into the snowy night. At last, the house was empty. There was cleaning to do, and I wanted to stay and help Ellen, because it was the polite thing to do, but she shooed me away like a pesky fly.

This was it.

It was time.

I slunk downstairs, towards the back door. When I heard Brad’s footsteps behind me, my whole body shuddered. I turned to him, wondering if he would tell me what my next punishment was.

He didn’t tell me a god damn thing, just opened the back door and pointed out into the dark, dark night.
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Brad led me through the vast, snowy landscape, pushing my freezing body past its comfort point as I stumbled, trying to keep up with him. Finally, a well-lit building came into view. The closer we got, I realized it was a barn, but it had a generator beside it and warmth radiated from the large doors.

“What is this place?” I asked as we entered, my shivering finally calmed. It was stark and empty-looking considering how large a room it was.

“Take off the dress now,” Brad said. I hesitated for a second, waiting for him to answer my question. When he spoke again, it was loud and angry, and I jumped in my skin. If that voice was how Brad disciplined Ben when he was a kid, there was no wonder Ben was such a wimp. “Now, slut!”

I reached behind me, unzipped the dress, letting it fall around my feet and stepping out of it. My body warmed in the heat, which seemed to be going full-blast in the barn. My father-in-law stood for a few minutes, silently, examining me like I was a cut of beef, his eyes lingering on each part of my body. Finally, he nodded, seeming satisfied.

“Think of it as…Santa’s workshop,” he said, his lips twitching wide into a smile. I almost cringed away, that smile promising too much pleasure, but when he told me to stand in the middle of the room I found myself unable to resist obeying him.

My father-in-law walked towards the far wall, where I noticed a long table displaying all sorts of devices: some familiar, like vibrators and whips. Others…not so much. My legs shook slightly as he seemed to be considering his options on the table, before choosing a pair of heavy-looking black handcuffs. On the way back to me, he stopped to put on a fan. The gentle breeze was angled directly across my chest, and my already-taut nipples grew almost painfully hard.

Brad walked behind me, brushing my hair across my shoulders, his silent contact making my whole body tense.

“You know what you’ll be calling me from now on, don’t you?” he whispered, his body against mine, his hands finding my wrists.

“Sir? Master?” I offered, hearing the shake in my voice.

“Master will do just fine,” he said, lips moving against my earlobe and making my pussy drip. This was a man who recently asked me to start calling him “Dad”, and now he was going to be “Master.” My husband’s father, old enough to be my own father, was going to use my body as his personal sex toy…

As though to prove it, he suddenly wrenched my arms back, bringing my hands behind my head and clasping them in the handcuffs.

“Don’t you dare lower your arms,” he whispered, and this time he punctuated it with a tight squeeze of my ass cheeks. “And don’t make a noise. Listen to me, and take your punishment.”

His hands on my ass squeezed tighter, almost painful. Releasing me, he walked around, studying my posture. My hands were cuffed and clasped behind my head, my tits jiggling as I shook, nipples hard as points.

“Are you wondering what you’re being punished for?” he asked at last, moving closer before beginning to pace back and forth in front of me. I thought about how he’d danced with me at my wedding…had he known, even back then, that he wanted to fuck me?

“For one thing, you have kept a secret from my son, my own flesh and blood. You’ve never told him what a dirty, submissive whore you really are. Look at you. You’re obeying my every command, and your nipples are hard from doing so. Do they ache, slave? Do they ache to be touched?”

He told me not to make a noise, but his abusive words were making me squirm. I nodded; my breasts were heavy and aching for his touch. He smirked, came close, his hands inches from my breasts, his eyes boring into mine.

“And what makes you think you deserve your Master’s touch?

Suddenly, without warning, he reached down, and thrust two fingers into my dripping slit. I cried out, and he slapped me, hard, with his other hand.

“I told you not to make a noise,” he growled. “Yet another reason to punish you.”

He pulled his fingers away.

“I was merely checking to see how tight you are. It’s acceptable to me.”

He put his fingers, wet from my juices, to my lips.

“Suck them clean, slave,” he ordered, and I opened my mouth, sucking his fingers, tasting my own desperate arousal. “Very good.”

He backed away, studying me once more.

“That’s only one of the ways in which you’ve been bad,” he finally said, and turned from me. I watched, rapt, as he moved to a crank at the back of the room, turning it. A metal creaking noise filled the barn. I looked up and saw a hook descending from the ceiling; when it was inches from the top of my head, he stopped the crank and returned to my body, moving behind it and wrenching my cuffed hands away from my head. He lifted my arms, hooking the cuffs to the chain, forcing me onto my tiptoes. Reaching around, he grabbed my torso, and pulled me violently against him.

“Feel that, slave? Feel my hard cock against your ass?”

He was whispering in my ear again, and I had to close my eyes and concentrate to keep from whimpering. My father-in-law ground against me.

“You better hope I decide to fuck you tonight,” he growled. “I might decide you’re not worth it yet, and leave you here, dripping wet and strung up, all night. I might tell some of our neighbors to come see the whore in my barn, to use her body like the sex doll she is…”

His threats felt like promises, his hot breath snaking through my ears and across my brain.

He backed up, leaving my body swaying slightly. I heard him walk back towards the table,  but I couldn’t turn enough to see what he picked up. I only saw it when he came back in front of me; it was a riding crop made of black leather. He ran it across his palm a few times, looking at me without speaking.

“Not only did you keep a secret from my son,” he said, looking down at the tip of the crop now, his voice flat. “But you sought other men to satisfy your slutty desires.”

I bit my tongue as hard as I could to keep from screaming as he suddenly smacked the riding crop against my breast, the tip landing right on my hard nipple, the sensation impossibly sharp and satisfying. He did the same to my other breasts, smacking the taut nipple, my flesh reddening already.

He ran the tip of the crop across his palm again, studying my abused tits.

“You planned to cheat on your husband, my son,” he said, turning to walk around my prone and bound body. I felt the crop land with a snap on my ass, my back arching as the pain swept through me; at the same time, pleasure ripped through me.

“And I know that you did,” he continued, slapping the crop against my other ass cheek, twice this time. “I know that you let my brother, your husband’s uncle, into that sweet, slutty mouth of yours.”

He spanked me again, and again, each time slapping the same part of each cheek, until my ass was burning and itching, the only possible satisfaction being another smack.

“Now, you may speak, but only to answer me,” Master said, moving quickly and coming up behind me again. The crop fell to the ground as he reached his hands around, finding my breasts and squeezing them, hard, pinching my already sore nipples while his hard-on pressed against my abused ass. “Who is your Master?”

“You,” I cried, desperate for his touch. “You are, Master.”

“Your father-in-law,” he growled, whispering against my flesh. “Your husband’s father owns your body, your pussy, your tits, your ass. You’re a cock-hungry little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I screamed as he pinched my nipples harder. My pussy was leaking down my thighs, making them sticky. He bit at the flesh of my shoulder, and my body jerked, suspended by the chain.

“You’re going to beg to be fucked by your father-in-law’s cock,” he growled. “Aren’t you, you worthless cum dumpster?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned. “I need your cock so bad…I want you to fill me up…”

“That’s enough,” he growled, pinching my nipples one last time. “If I’d known what a dirty whore my son was marrying, I would have stopped the wedding. I’d have brought you here, and chained you up, and kept you as my own personal fuck toy. It’s a shame that when I’m through with you, I’ll have to give you back to my son, all used up and full of his father’s cum…”

My body was basically breaking at this point, overwhelmed by his words, every dirty thing he said as he grabbed and kneaded my breasts like he owned them. One of his hands shot down to my pussy, dipped between my lips, and slid into my slit. I clenched my jaw tight to keep from crying out as he pulled his fingers out and brought them to my clit, using my juices as lubricant to circle and rub the swollen nub between my legs.

“Come for your master, slave,” he growled. “And let me hear it. Come like the dirty slut you are…”

Finally, I was allowed to scream out my pleasure, and I came violently under his fingers, my body shaking and bucking. My pussy flooded down my thighs, clenching desperately, still aching to be filled. The climax satisfied me, but I still wanted, needed, more…

“Very good, slut,” Master said, moving his hands away from my slit. “But I suspect you still want more, don’t you?”

I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to talk yet, so I just nodded. He grabbed a handful of my hair, wrenching my head back on my neck.

“Beg me,” he hissed. “Beg for your father-in-law’s cock.”

“Please,” I moaned, eyes closed, body overheated. “Please fuck me, Master. I need your cock inside me, I’ll do anything, let me be your fuck toy, please…”

The last thing I saw was his sick smile before he released my head and stepped away. My body ached all over from the strain of the chain that held me up, and from the pure desire flooding my veins. I heard a scraping sound behind me, then the sound of a zipper being undone. Master must have gotten some sort of footstool, because the next thing I felt was his cock positioned behind my slit, spreading me wide.

“How does it feel so far, slut? Do I feel bigger than my son?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, hips straining backwards for more. He held my waist tightly, though, constricting my movement. He started inching his cock inside me; it felt as thick as my fist, and each inch spread me more and more, until he was splitting me in half, his cock lodged against my womb. I groaned, shaking, feeling Master’s cock filling me. And when he began to fuck me, finally, hard and fast, I was lost. My head spun with pleasure as he drove himself against me, again and again, thrusting so hard against me it felt like a jackhammer in my slit.

“Your pussy is so wet, slave,” he growled. “You like serving your Master, don’t you? Like serving my every whim?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned, my tits shaking wildly as he used my body. I could feel my climax swelling again, building in my womb with each thrust of his hips.

“Are you going to come for Master? I want your juices dripping down my balls, slut,” he growled. “I want you to come on my cock, and then thank me for fucking you, thank me for letting you take my cum inside your cunt…”

“Oh, fuck,” I cried, my orgasm exploding inside me with his words. My pussy clenched and squeezed around his cock, and I was seeing white flashes of heat as pleasure soaked into my bones. “Thank you! Thank you, Master! Thank you…thank you…”

“Good girl,” he growled, and I felt the first hot burst of his cum against my womb, splashing against my pussy walls as he filled me up. He seemed to have an endless supply of cum, his balls emptying inside me until his seed dripped down my thighs. And even when he was finished, unloading every ounce of cum into my pussy, he stayed inside me, thrusting, reminding me who was in charge; he was done with me when he wanted to be done with me, and not a moment sooner.

“You and my son are trying to get pregnant, aren’t you?” he finally said, sliding out of me. “My wife told me.”

Oh, shit. I’d completely forgotten that I wasn’t on any sort of birth control anymore, since I’d only just stopped taking it the month before. My heart sank and my cheeks blazed as I nodded.

“Good,” Master said, slapping my ass one last time. “I like breeding my slaves. Your mother-in-law was so good that I kept her. You? Well, I suppose I’ll have to have a talk with my son…having a perfect cum slut like you at home and not using her to her potential is just a shame…”

“No…you can’t…you’re going to tell him?” I was freaking out; not only was my father-in-law talking about getting me pregnant, he was going to tell my husband everything!

“Don’t worry, slave,” he said, coming around to grab my chin and pull my face towards his. “I’ll tell him I was only breaking you in for him. As for his uncle…well, you’ll have to come up with an explanation for that, I’m afraid. I expect he’ll want to punish you. Perhaps we can punish you together. Would you like that, slut? To fuck your husband and his father at the same time?”

Oh, god. Every word was like heroin in my body, raising my lust once more. I nodded, feeling like nothing more than a pleasure vessel. Master smiled and released my chin.

“Good,” he said, moving around me to lift my wrists and release me from the hook and chain. “It looks like we have some very merry Christmases ahead of us. Now, be a good girl, and kneel down before Master. The thought of shoving my dick down your throat while my son fucks your ass has me hard again. Time to clean yourself off my cock and fill your stomach with my seed.”

I dropped to my knees in an instant, my hands still cuffed behind me, and a second later he was grabbing my hair and jerking my head upwards, pressing his hard cock against my lips. I let him in, feeling him slam into my throat immediately, not even letting me get used to his size in my mouth. He fucked my throat, holding my head in place so I couldn’t move, until I was crying and gagging.

“Take a break,” he growled, ripping his cock away and stroking it. “Lick my balls for me, slut.”

I was eager to do anything else besides take more of his abuse on my throat, so I leaned forward and buried my face in his balls, licking and sucking them into my mouth, grateful for every breath. He pumped himself, watching his slave service his balls, until he was ready for my mouth again. Ripping me back by my hair, he was in my throat again, jamming himself as far as he could go and pumping his hips wildly.

“Good girl, good fuckin’ girl, you ready? You ready to swallow Master’s cum?”

I moaned my agreement, ready for anything he wanted to give me; he shoved my face into his groin, emptying into my raw throat, hot ropes of cum sliding down my throat and filling my cheeks. I swallowed as best I could with his cock buried in my throat, filling my stomach with his seed, just as I’d let him fill my pussy. When he finally finished, sliding out, I was coughing and gagging for breath.

“Very good, slave,” he said, patting my head. “I’m thirsty. I’m going to get some cider. You’ve been very good, so I’ll let you have some too. And then, you’re going to bend over and let me fuck that ass of yours. You’re not leaving here until you’ve taken my cum in every hole, twice. Do you understand, slut?”

I nodded, dazed and dumb with lust for this man who used my body so roughly,

“Good,” he said, petting my hair once more, and I beamed. I was so happy to please Master. I would do anything he said. It had taken two weeks for me to figure out who my Secret Santa was, but only a few hours to be his fuck slave.

As he left me in the barn, going to the house for our cider, I sighed happily and waited for him to return. I hoped he would fuck my ass, and make me lick him clean, and then fuck my pussy again…I hoped he would fuck me until the sun came up on Christmas morning. I would be his cum-covered Christmas present, taking him until he was done with me, and still begging for more.

As for my Christmas present?

I was finally living my dream. Used, abused, and dripping cum. It was everything I’d read about, and thought I’d never have. And if he could actually get Ben interested…

Well, then it might be Christmas all year round!


The Christmas Brat

She thinks he’s a wimp…but he’s about to prove her VERY wrong! He’s the man of the house, and he is going to make sure she knows it!

Ever since our parents died in a car crash when I was 14, my sister has been in charge of the household. I suppose there are reasons for me to be thankful to her. At least I didn’t end up a foster kid, lost in the system. We could keep our house, there was always food on the table, and I could stay in school with my friends.

Gratitude aside, I still think she’s a bitch.

You should have seen her in the months before her wedding. She was the ultimate bridezilla. But those were her true colors; she’d always been difficult. She was a perfectionist who immediately started trying to be my mom instead of my older sister. Grounding me if I came home with a C on a math test, giving me crazy curfews (9 o’clock when I was 16!), even watching what I ate so I wouldn’t “get chubby.” She always had something negative to say, and she was never afraid to say it.

It made me wonder how in the hell she got a man like Sam to marry her. Not that Sam was so great, personality-wise. In fact, he was kind of a pushover. He would sit on the couch playing video games while Laney nagged him for hours. It didn’t seem to bother him at all. He went to work all day and comes home to a bitchy wife.

I didn’t treat him like king of the castle, either, by the way. Not back then, anyway. In fact, by the time I was 18, I was well on my way to becoming just as big a bitch as Laney. Except where Laney was a perfectionist, I was a rebel.

So Sam was stuck between a neurotic wife and a wild-child sister-in-law. He didn’t seem to care. And every night, he managed to make that neurotic wife of his scream in pleasure while he fucked her brains out.

So yeah, he was too good for her. He was even too handsome for Laney. He has these crazy green eyes, and long brown hair, and a body cut from marble. I’d seen him with his shirt off often enough to fuel my teenage fantasies.

I lost my virginity when I was 16, but whenever I masturbated (and even when I was with a boy), I was thinking of Sam and his perfect body and the cock that made my sister scream every night. In fact, I sometimes masturbated while listening to them fuck, imagining all the things Sam was doing to her. As passive as he was outside of the bedroom, I figured he had to be pretty controlling between the sheets. I liked that. I liked that a lot.

That whole losing-my-virginity thing was just one of the ways I strove to drive Laney crazy in my teenage years. She hated knowing that I was having sex. But what did she expect? I’d started developing breasts at 14, and had no shortage of male attention after that. Blue eyes, blonde hair, c-cup tits…yeah, I wasn’t made to be chaste. God wouldn’t have made me this way if he wanted me to keep my body all to myself.

Sure, lots of girls stay virginal through high school, but lots of girls don’t. And I wouldn’t always have a lean, toned, sexy teenage body. I wanted to make the best of it while I had it. And I figured out pretty early what I liked, which I saw as a positive thing. Who wants to spend half their life not knowing what they want when it comes to a man?

No, I knew even before I started having sex that I wanted a man who’d take charge. Who wasn’t afraid to bend me over his knee and spank me silly. Make me beg for his cock. Pull my hair and spit in my face and…

Whoo. I’m getting a little excited just thinking about it!

Unfortunately, most high school boys don’t know how to do those things. They’re afraid to touch your nipple, never mind twist it until you cry. So when I was 17, I started looking elsewhere for my kicks. Clubs that let me in with my fake ID, bored-looking husbands at the mall, even an online website or two. I started ignoring Laney’s bullshit curfews. I was drinking, smoking, generally acting out in every way possible.

And Laney was going absolutely bat shit crazy.

Which, in turn, made her nag Sam even harder.

I almost felt bad for him.

Almost.

Until that fateful Christmas Eve, that is. After that night, everything changed. I developed a whole new respect for Sam. And became a much different kind of girl, too.
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I had just turned eighteen and was taking a year off between high school and college, working at a retail store to save up for tuition. By that time, Laney was threatening to kick me out every other week, but I knew she never would. Especially not during the holidays. Besides, now that I was 18, the house was in both our names. She couldn’t kick me out.

That whole Christmas season was shit for me. Laney went extra crazy during the holidays. And I, in reaction, went a little wild, too. It got to the point where I was staying out late for no reason other than to piss her off. I wasn’t even sleeping with anyone, just hanging out really late at Dunk’n Donuts, until I knew she’d be blowing her top at home.

Like I said, the more I acted out, the more Laney bitched at Sam. He never signed up to be the father figure for a teenager, but Laney obviously wanted him to fill that role. I sure as hell didn’t. Maybe Sam was a dynamo in the sack. He wasn’t my father. He wasn’t in charge of me. Hell, he never even bothered to keep his wife in line. Why should I take any bullshit from him?

Christmas Eve came in a rush of snow and winter cold. I wasn’t feeling very merry. I didn’t want any holly, jolly, or mistletoe. I wanted it all to be over, so we could stop acting like we were a happy little family and go back to the dysfunction we did so well.

Laney, as usual, was trying to make everything perfect. She told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was forbidden to go out that night. We would have a meal together “as a family” and then go to bed early.

As if.

I was just getting ready to sneak out when I overheard the conversation. They weren’t trying very hard to keep it quiet; tempers were way too high for that.

“You need to stand up to her!” Laney’s voice shrilled.

“Why? Why, Laney? I don’t care,” Sam said. It was the first time I’d ever heard him raise his voice.

“Because you live in our house, and she’s out there being crazy, and I can’t handle it on my own!”

“That’s not my problem.”

“It is your problem! You’re my husband!”

“And you’re my fucking whore, Laney. I put up with all your bitching and moaning because we both know who’s really in charge. You’re lucky I don’t bend you over right now and bust my load in your fucking ass. Because you’re being a real pain in mine!”

Holy shit. So Sam was different in the bedroom. That made him even better, in my eyes. Even hotter, I mean.

The next thing Laney said, she said quietly.

“You’re damn fucking right,” Sam’s voice came loud and clear. “Get off my fucking back, or you won’t be able to sit down for a month. You got it, bitch?”

Oh, fuck yeah. Hearing him yell at my sister like that was so satisfying. I even felt a little tingle between my legs.

Laney murmured something else, and I heard a slap, followed by a low, feminine moan. And then more moans. And then the screaming started. The good kind of screaming.

Perfect timing to cover my escape.

I snuck out of the house that night, but I couldn’t get Sam out of my mind. I went to a club that I frequented, wearing a tiny skirt and a low-cut shirt. I met up with my girl friends and we started going hard. But drink after drink, shot after shot, I couldn’t get myself to think of anything but Sam. He was so handsome…and now I knew, he was also just my kind of freaky.

And if I could ever get into his pants, the satisfaction I’d feel from fucking Laney’s husband would be sweet as hell.

There were plenty of hot, lonely men at the club that night, and one by one my friends started to peel away to go to more private places. But none of the men who approached me were the least bit interesting. I had to admit the truth: I wanted to fuck Sam, and I wanted to fuck him that night.

He was going to be my Christmas gift to myself.

But the later it got, the more I risked him going to bed early. I was already way past curfew, so Laney would probably be waiting up for me, but Sam always went to bed whenever he wanted. I grabbed the first cab I saw and rushed home. I was still half-drunk, and I had the brilliant idea to peel off my panties and undo my bra in the back of the cab; the less clothes we had to take off, the less chances there were for him to second-guess anything.

I smirked to myself as we neared our house. I was going to fuck the shit out of my brother-in-law. Who was in charge now, Laney?
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Usually, I tried to sneak back into my house whenever I snuck out and broke curfew. But that night, I wanted to wake up anyone who might be sleeping. Specifically, Sam. So I went through the front door, slamming it behind me.

“Jesus Christ, Tara!”

His voice surprised me, and I almost jumped out of my heels.

“Why the hell are you slamming doors at…” Sam looked at his watch. “…midnight?”

I couldn’t help but laugh as I looked at him. He was sitting on the living room couch, dressed in a Santa suit.

“Why are you wearing that?” I challenged. He scowled.

“Your sister’s idea,” he said. “But she passed out early. Too much eggnog.”

Too much of something, that was for sure…

“And you are…” I prompted, wondering why he was just sitting on the couch, alone.

“Waiting for your ass,” he snapped. I raised an eyebrow. Since when did he give a shit about my curfew? “Do you know how much shit Laney has been giving me? I’ve about had it with you and all the trouble you cause…”

Interesting. I thought he was in charge. I guess all my sister’s nagging really was getting to him.

“Aw, poor Sammy,” I teased, moving closer. I wanted to get a rise out of him. And I thought I knew the perfect way to do it. “Tired of being pussy-whipped by your wifey?”

Yes. His hands fisted, and the vein above his eye throbbed.

“Shut your fucking trap, Tara. And what the hell is this….outfit?” He scowled as he gestured to my skimpy clothes. The skirt had ridden up, nearly showing the bottom of my ass. And the shirt hung loose, showing my hard nipples.

“I wear whatever I want to,” I said, sticking my tongue out and moving just a little bit closer. “And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Oh yeah? Who says I can’t do anything about it? I’m the man of the house, I make the rules, and if your sister doesn’t want you running around town like a little slut, I have every right to make sure you don’t.”

“Geeze,” I scoffed, moving closer still. “You really are Laney’s little bitch, aren’t you?”

Oh, yeah. He hated that. I kept pushing.

“When she says jump, do you ask how high?”

“Laney doesn’t tell me to do shit,” he growled. “If I do shit for her, it’s because I love her and want her to be happy.”

“Oh, you loooove her,” I teased, swaying closer until I was right in front of him. “Do you loooove being her manservant?”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, little girl,” he said, a cold smiling crossing his face. He was looking at my body now, and licked his lips subconsciously. “In this house, I’m the alpha. The sooner you learn to obey me, the happier we can all be. Now get your skanky ass to bed.”

“You’re, like, five years older than me,” I spat. “You’re not my dad. You’re not even my brother. You’re my sister’s husband, and that’s it.”

He was getting pissed, I could tell. Well, good. I wanted him to be pissed. I wanted him to be so pissed that all he could do was grab me and shove his dick in my mouth. I was standing right in front of him, right between his knees, my skirt riding up and my shirt disheveled, showing off my cleavage. I was his wife’s little sister. I’d always be younger, tighter, and hotter than her.

How could he resist?

“Go. To. Bed,” he breathed. I put my hands on my hips, staying right where I was.

“Make me,” I said, looking down for a split second. Those loose pants weren’t hiding a goddamn thing. Sam’s dick was hard. He noticed me looking and leaned forward, like he could hide it. It was too late, and I smirked. “You can’t, can you? You know you can’t. Because I’m not some little girl who’s afraid of getting coal in her stocking. I’ve been naughty all year long, and I don’t plan on turning nice.”

“Jesus Christ, Tara! Why are you such a fucking brat?”

He was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling rapidly. I licked my lips.

“I don’t know,” I sneered. “Maybe no one’s ever disciplined me.”

He growled, low in his chest. I saw his eyes flick over to the bedroom door, where my sister slept alone in their bed.

“Do you need to be disciplined, Tara?” His voice was low now, husky, and my pussy tingled.

“What do you think?” I said, rolling my eyes. That was it. That’s what did it.

Sam was on his feet, his hands circling my waist, lifting me into the air as I squealed; he slung me over his shoulder like Santa’s bag of toys. I slapped at his back, hissing for him to put me down, but it made no difference. He was headed for my bedroom.

As I clawed and struggled, I felt his hand smack my ass, which was bare now that my skirt had slid all the way up my thighs. The spank jolted through me, and I went still for a second, enjoying the sensation. Sam opened my bedroom door, went to my twin-size bed, and threw me down onto my belly.

“You fucking creep!” I cried, turning to look at him over my shoulder, getting onto my hands and knees. I started crawling away, but he grabbed me around the waist again, this time using just one arm to yank me back. My feet hit the floor, my breasts pushed into the mattress. I struggled and kicked, but I was loving every second of it. I glared at him over my shoulder, and watched with growing excitement as he pulled the big, black belt from his Santa suit, folding it with his free hand.

“You want to be a fucking brat?” Sam hissed, moving his free hand to my lower back and pressing down. I started, cried out, as he slapped my ass with the leather belt. “You want to act like a slut? Dress like a slut?”

“Creep! I’m gonna tell my sister!”

“You’re gonna get treated like a slut,” he kept going, punctuating each word with another slap of leather against my exposed cheeks. My ass was burning, the sensation sharp and delicious. My pussy was wet by then, and each spank got me even wetter.

“Ooh, Sam,” I moaned, still struggling but less and less. “You think this is a punishment? I don’t care…”

“Your punishment hasn’t even begun,” he growled, spanking me harder than ever, making the whole bed shift forward with the force of it. My ass was on fire, each spank sending pain and relief at the same time to my nerves, my body twisting under his strong grip. “Fuckin’ tease. Always prancing around half naked. You think I don’t know what you’re doing? I know exactly what you’re doing.”

The next slap was aimed between my legs, and I screamed into the comforter as the leather hit my pussy.

“You want to get fucked? Is that what you want, Tara? I fuckin’ know it is…”

Suddenly, I felt his hand move, diving between my legs, two fingers sliding into my slit and thrusting. My hips bucked, my ass still craving the perverted relief of leather against raw flesh. He pulled his fingers out, and grabbed a handful of my hair, yanking my head back. He was pressed against me, and I could feel how hard his cock was. He forced his fingers into my mouth, making me taste my own arousal.

“Skanky little brats like you are always dripping wet and ready to fuck, aren’t you?” he growled. I moaned around his fingers, lost now, unable to fight back anymore. The more he took his anger out on my body, the more I slipped down into ecstasy. “Aren’t you?”

He yanked my hair again, demanding an answer, and I locked eyes with him as I nodded, still sucking on his fingers. He ripped them free, wiping them on my shirt.

“Get your fucking mouth over here,” he growled, releasing me. “And suck this cock you want so bad. If you suck it good enough, I might fuck that bratty little pussy of yours. Come here and serve Santa, bitch.”

I was drooling, all too eager to obey. I flipped around, pulling my shirt off before crawling to him on my hands and knees, letting my tits out for him to admire. His pants dropped down to his ankles, revealing the monster between his legs. He was huge. No wonder my sister was always screaming at night.

Sam wasn’t a patient man, it seemed, because no sooner was I positioned in front of him than he grabbed my hair and shoved my head forward, pressing the tip of his cock against my lips.

“Open up and suck it, Tara,” he growled. Well, he didn’t need to tell me again. I parted my lips and felt his hips thrust, sliding the head of his cock into my mouth. He groaned, his hands pulling at my hair, holding my head in place as he began to fuck my mouth, slowly pumping himself in and out, going deeper each time.

By the time half his shaft was in my mouth, he was already hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, staring up at him in his stupid Santa hat, his mouth open in a snarl, his eyes insulting me even as he raped my mouth. He must have felt how much my throat was resisting him, but he didn’t care, just kept pushing. Soon, almost his whole shaft was buried in my throat, his hips moving quickly, my tongue desperately trying to keep up as it lapped the bottom of his shaft.

“Touch your tits,” he growled. “I know you want to, bitch.”

I groaned. He was right. My nipples were tight and hard, and relief poured through me as I finally lifted one hand to my chest, swaying as his thrusting caught me off-balance. I pinched and teased each nipple in turn, feeling my slit dripping down my thighs, my clit swelling and throbbing as I swallowed my brother-in-law’s cock.

“God fucking dammit,” he groaned, suddenly ripping my head away from his cock, pumping himself hard as my back arched, showing off my tits, my hand still rubbing and pinching my nipples. He took a step closer, I could feel the head of his cock slide in-between my breasts, and then he slid his shaft between them, fucking them, a warm burst of cum blasting from the head of his cock and landing on my chest.

Rope after rope of his seed poured onto my tits, painting them white, dripping down them and rolling over my hard nipples. It was so fucking hot, watching my sister’s husband come on my perky young breasts. But I was also a little disappointed…

“Eat it, Tara,” Sam growled, not letting go of my hair, his eyes still blazing. “Eat every fucking drop.”

God. If I wasn’t dripping before…I used my finger to collect the cum from my breasts and bring it to my lips, letting him watch me swallow everything he’d left on my tits. His cock was going limp, but it didn’t seem to go really limp…Maybe I didn’t need to be disappointed, after all.

“Lay down,” he said at last, satisfied that I’d filled my stomach with his cum. “I want to taste that teenage pussy. But don’t you dare think it’s for you. You’re still a slutty, annoying, useless brat. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my clit throbbing with need, and lay back on the bed, spreading my legs. Sam towered above me in his Santa coat and hat, his hands coming to my breasts now, kneading them hard before shoving a knee between my thighs. I cried out, bucking at the contact, thrusting myself against his knee.

“Fucking slut,” he hissed, dropping his hands to my thighs, massaging them roughly, spreading them even wider. “If only your family could see you now, your stomach full of my cum, your pussy wet for your brother-in-law. What would your sister say?”

“Well, you’re the one who’s fucking me, Sam,” I protested, unable to stop myself from talking back. “What would she have to say about that?”

His eyes flashed with rage, and a second later I was screaming as he pushed two fingers into my slit, thrusting them upwards, almost like he was trying to hurt me from the inside – he only succeeded in doing the opposite.

“If you want to come, you better shut your fucking mouth,” he growled. “Do you understand?”

I bit my lip, closed my eyes and shook my head. He thrust again, coming close but not quite reaching my g-spot.

“Look at me and nod your head, or I’ll leave you here, and I’ll go take it all out on your sister, so you can listen and think about what you’ve done,” he growled. I opened my eyes, but I didn’t nod my head yet. Not until he thrust again, and I thought I would die from need. His teasing was so cruel it hurt.

“Nod your fucking head,” he growled. “I’m in charge. I’m in charge of this house, and I’m in charge of you. You do what I say, when I say it. That’s what cum sluts like you are for.”

He thrust one more time, and I cried out again, nodding my head as hard as I could. A second later and I was in paradise, his mouth closing over my swollen clit, his fingers pumping against my g-spot.

He was right; if he kept fucking me like this, I’d do anything he wanted me to. His tongue lashed my clit and I came, flooding into his palm, my thighs snapping closed around his head, my hands finding his hair and pulling his face against me, riding his tongue as my climax peaked. His free hand snaked up, found my chest, and tweaked my nipple, driving me even deeper into wild bliss.

By the time I was done bucking and coming, he was sliding up my body, dragging his hard dick between my legs and spreading my slit with the head. I moaned, desperate for him to fill me up. The puffy ball at the end of his Santa had fell into my face, and he threw the hat to the side. He used his legs to spread my thighs again, pulsing slightly so that I could feel how thick he was.

“Are you gonna be a good girl from now on?” he growled. I bit my lip. “Are you gonna be nice and obedient? Are you gonna do what I say?”

He thrust one inch inside me and I squealed, back arching, desperate for more. He was splitting me in two with just the tip of his cock.

“Whenever I tell you to get on your knees, you’re gonna get on your knees,” he said. “When I tell you to suck my cock, you’re gonna suck my cock. When I tell you to bend over, you’re gonna bend over. Every hole on your body is mine.”

His threats felt more like promises, and he slid another inch inside me.

“You’re gonna meet curfew every night. You’re gonna stop drinking. You’re gonna be nice to your sister. You’re gonna make us dinner, and clean the bathroom, and be our little domestic slave.”

“No,” I moaned, wanting to see what he’d do if I protested. He pulled away quickly, making me gasp, my pussy aching from emptiness. He grabbed my chin and squeezed my cheeks until my lips were pouting.

“What did you say?”

“No,” I managed to moan through my lips.

“That word is not in your vocabulary anymore,” he growled. “You will never say no to me again. If you do, I’ll skip your pussy and fuck you straight in the ass. I won’t use lube. I won’t be gentle. And I won’t let you come.”

Oh, god. Why did even that sound sexy as hell?

“You’re going to serve me in every single way,” he said. “Do. You. Understand.”

I gulped hard, then nodded.

“Yes, Sam,” I said.

“Yes sir,” he corrected.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned, my hips thrusting wildly, desperate for his cock. He released my chin, grabbed a chunk of my hair, and thrust into me, sliding all nine inches of his cock into my pussy at once.

I gasped, my breath leaving me in a rush as he split me open and filled me to the brim. He barely waited for me to get used to his cock before he started fucking me, slowly at first, savoring my tight, wet, teenage pussy. But as my hips rolled and bucked to meet his thrusts, he went faster and harder, using me like the little slut I was. I wrapped my legs around his waist, wanting to feel him as deep as possible.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, slamming his cock into me so hard that his balls made an audible smacking noise against my ass. “Nice, tight little cunt…”

I moaned as he grabbed my tits, twisting my nipples while he fucked me, squeezing and kneading my tits like he owned them. I could feel my climax building, fire in my cheeks and a clenching in my pussy as he slammed himself into me, deeper and deeper.

“Gonna come, you little brat? You wanna come on your brother-in-law’s cock? You better thank me when you do, bitch,” he groaned, pushing my tits together before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. That was it.

I shuddered, crying out as I came, my body wrenching and squirming as he pistoned himself inside me, his teeth clamping down on my nipple. I bucked and dug my nails into the velvet of his coat, feeling his hands move to my thighs. Before I was even done coming, I was airborne.

He lifted me by the thighs, rolling over at the same time, until I was straddling him. He didn’t give me a second to orient myself before he slammed his hips upward, driving himself against my cervix. I trembled, falling forward, my tits falling into his hands. He used them to push me back up, grinding underneath me.

“Ride me, bitch,” he demanded, and I felt my ass bouncing against his thighs as his hips jerked. His hands were on my hips, and he began to lift and lower my body, fucking me from below. Panting, I tried to match his rhythm, my breasts bouncing wildly from the raging bull beneath me. Sam’s mouth sneered as his hand moved across my waist, finding my clit between my lips and rubbing it with his thumb.

“You ready?” he growled. “You ready to take all this cum? Think your tight little pussy can handle it?”

“Yes!” I cried, another orgasm building at the thought of his cum spilling into me. My sister’s husband was going to unload his balls right into my young pussy.

“Fuckin’ take it, Tara!” he roared, and with a final spasm he bucked underneath me. My pussy clenched at   the first spurt of his cum, my climax sweeping me from head to toe, my pussy milking every drop of cum from his dick. His seed filled my pussy until it leaked out, my hips grinding against him, begging for even more. Finally, though, I felt his cock pulse one last time, then begin to soften inside me.

“Shit,” Sam groaned, tossing me to the side like a discarded toy. “Fuck…”

“Mmm.” All I could do was moan, my brother-in-law’s seed dripping down my thighs. Sam looked down at me, standing up now, getting his Santa hat from the ground.

“If you tell Laney before I’m ready…”

“I won’t,” I said. “I don’t have a death wish…”

“Good,” Sam grunted, kicking himself into his pants. “And I meant every word. You will obey me. You will do whatever I say, when I say it.”

He towered over me, bending at the waist, putting his hands on either side of me, locking me in his green eyes.

“Right?”

I nodded, biting my lip.

“Good girl,” he said, patting my cheek a little harder than he needed to, then dropping his fingers to grasp my chin. “I’ll make you just as good a little cum slut as your sister. Wait until I get you both together…”

I opened my lips to protest. I was not going to be doing anything sexual with my sister. But he put his fingers to my lip, silencing me.

“You’ll see,” he grinned. “By the time I’m through with you, you won’t even know what the word no means anymore. You’ll be my mindless little sex toy. Just like you always wanted to be.”

I was struck speechless as he rose and walked to the door. Before he went into the hallway, he paused and looked over his shoulder at me.

“If you’re a good girl all year long, you might get more than coal in your stocking next year,” he said, smiling sadistically and then leaving me alone, turning the light off as he left. I lay in bed for a long time, in the dark, thinking about how the night had been turned on its head. I always thought Sam was the controlling type, but I hadn’t expected him to be that controlling…and I certainly didn’t think my attempt to seduce him would end with me agreeing to be his sex slave.

Well, it wasn’t anything you’d find in a storybook, but I guess it was some kind of Christmas miracle!


A Very Submissive Christmas
 

There's comfort in routine, repetition, tradition. When I was a kid, we spent every single Christmas coming to the same log cabin in the same valley of the same mountain in Tennessee. It was the best part of the year; everything from packing up to go to Christmas dinner in front of the fire was pure magic to me. There was almost always snow, and our tree was always real, filling the cabin with the scent of pine.

When my parents died, I kept going to the cabin. I was 18 then, and they'd left me a significant amount of money. I still had to work for my living, but I could afford the yearly trip. Those first few Christmases were unbearably lonely. I had no one to keep me company. But I kept going. I was determined to keep my parents' memory alive.

When I was 21, I finally had someone to bring with me. My then-boyfriend, Craig, helped fill the loneliness of the cabin. For two years, I brought him with me. Until, finally, we broke up; for a long time, I'd tried to make it work between us but...something was missing. He could never satisfy me in the way I wanted him to.

It wasn't just sex. I wanted – needed – a man who would take control. Not just in the bedroom. Craig was the kind of guy who liked to sit back and “see what happened.” I wanted a man who grabbed what he wanted without pausing, without asking; whether it was a job, a car, a promotion...or my body.

With Craig out of the picture, I was looking at another lonely cabin Christmas. That is, until I overheard a friend of a friend talking about a certain type of website. It wasn't like a normal dating website; I'd tried those, to no effect. This one was different. This one was for men who liked to take, and women who liked to give. It sounded like it was right up my alley. I knew I was a submissive, and I wanted someone to be my dom. I figured it couldn't hurt to try it out, and as soon as I got home that night, I made a profile.

For a week, I thought it was just another disappointment. All the men who messaged me were too aggressive at the outset, or just sent dick pics, or couldn't spell, or were severely lacking in the looks department. Wasn't there a man out there – reasonably good looking, mature, literate, and tactful?

Yes, as it turns out, there was.

And his name was Nicholas.

Nicholas hailed from Texas, an oilman with old money. He approached me, in messages, like a gentleman. It helped that he was handsome, with salt-and-pepper hair and a short, well-kept beard. He had piercing blue eyes and a body toned and sculpted from working out. He was in his late 40's, almost double my age. I didn't care; I liked it. This sexy older man wanted me, chose me to do his bidding. I was lucky.

Not that I didn't have plenty to offer in return. I've always been a looker. My breasts are a healthy C-cup, my waist small but my hips and thighs thick. I have ears like an elf and delicate features, brown eyes as deep as a fawn and long blonde hair.

Slowly but surely, he let his true colors fly; only when he felt I was ready. Every day, I waited anxiously to hear from him, to hear what new and devious treat he had come up with for me. I'd never been able to really explore my submissive side, except in my fantasies. But Robert...he held my hand while he led me down, step by step, into the darkest corners of my own mind.

He bought and sent me a vibrating dildo that he could control, remotely, from his computer; he had me wear it at work, when I was out with friends, or just cooking in the house. I could never tell when he would choose to activate it. Whenever he did, I was reduced to a shaking, mindless vessel, running to the nearest bathroom so I could come in private – and I did come, again and again and again.

He had me shave my pussy, and keep it shaved at all times. He bought me nipple clamps, and had me wear them when I was in my house, or sometimes under my bra in public. Whenever I was home alone, I was to turn on my webcam and strip, so he could watch me walk around naked. When he told me to masturbate, I stopped everything to follow his demands. I was his slave, he was my master, and for the first time in a long time, I was happy. More than happy. Ecstatic.

So when it came time to book the cabin for Christmas, I wondered if it would be appropriate to invite him. It had been months since we started talking. I was ready, willing, and eager to meet him in person, and prove to him that I was just as good in the flesh as I was through a computer screen. I wanted to feel his hands roaming across my body, spanking my ass, twisting my nipples, making me his in every way.

When he said yes to Christmas at the cabin, I was over the moon. Packing all the toys he'd sent me, the nipple clamps and dildos and vibrators and lotions, I couldn't stop thinking about Nicholas' cock; it looked big in all the pictures he sent. I wanted to taste it, wanted to taste his cum, let him fill my stomach like the good slut I was...

Finally at the cabin, I waited for him to arrive. I had a few hours to kill, so I set up the fire and drank some spiked cider. Then a little bit more, just to ease my nerves. He had sent an outfit for me to wear, and I changed into it, so that I'd be ready for him the second he walked through the door. Even with the fire blazing, the skimpy red lace panties and matching see-through bra left me a bit cold. And the spiked, red pumps made it hard to walk. I would endure it, just knowing Nicholas would be there soon was enough to warm me up.

Master, I thought. I'd have to remember to call him Master, not Nicholas. It was easy to remember when we were talking online, but I was afraid I might slip up when he was right there in front of me, when I couldn't edit myself.

There was one last thing to do before I'd be fully ready for him. He had sent me some peppermint lubricant, and a set of small metal balls that jingled when they shook. He had told me, in no uncertain terms, that I was supposed to insert the balls into my slit, using the lube to slide them as far up as possible.

I felt a little odd with the cold, ringing metal in my pussy, but I trusted Master. I did as I was told, then took a few steps. I almost giggled at the way my pussy jingled with my movements. It was very Christmas-y. The holiday spirit was certainly catching up with me. Or perhaps it was the cider...

My phone dinged and I nearly broke my ankle crossing the living room to get it. Those heels were a killer! It was a text from Master, and I felt warmth spreading through my body as I read it over.

I'm on my way, sweet slave. Tonight, you're going to meet some friends of mine. Think of them as Master's special helpers. Be ready for me when I arrive, or face the consequences. You have ten minutes.

My mind skipped like a record when I read the text a second time. Friends? What...

This was supposed to be a romantic, intimate, sexy week for the two of us...not for a bunch of strangers! Who did he think I was, anyway? I mean, there had to be limits, right? I almost typed out an angry response, but I paused right before sending it, letting myself calm down.

Okay. Master wanted me to do this. And so far, he'd always been right, hadn't he? He'd always known just what to say and do to make me come like a madwoman, bringing me pleasure I'd never known before. So...should I trust him? Was I willing to be used by multiple strange men, in my special Christmas cabin? I glanced at the time; the ten minutes was almost up! I had to decide, and fast. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and typed out my new response.

Yes, Master.
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I stood before the door, the cold air whipping around my mostly-exposed flesh. I would catch a cold if I stood outside for too long...luckily, Master wasn't interested in waiting outside, either.

Nicholas – Master – was even more handsome in person. His blue eyes sparkled, his body was hard and chiseled. And he looked every inch the commanding, demanding, Master that I knew he was. Seeing him, smelling him, in person at last was almost too much; I forgot about the text and his threats of other men and went straight to him, dropping to my knees before him.

He smiled down at me, reached out and pet my hair; the merest contact made my pussy clench around the jingle bells. Even when I was standing in my heels, he towered over me. On my knees, he was a giant. My mouth watered as my head hovered before his crotch, the tantalizing promise of his cock just inches away.

“Very nice,” he growled, and his hand on my hair stiffened; he gripped a few strands, yanking my eyes away from his crotch to his eyes. “I could hear the ben wa jingle balls in your cunt. So far, you've made me proud, slut.”

I can't tell you how ecstatic I was to hear those words from Master! I nearly purred like a kitten.

“Now, my friends are waiting,” he said, and pulled at my hair, yanking to my feet. “Put on your coat, and thank me for allowing you to wear a coat at all.”

I was disappointed that I wouldn't get to taste or feel his cock yet; I'd so looked forward to it. But I was obedient, and I grabbed my winter jacket. I shot him a questioning look; was I supposed to just wear the bra and panties with my heels? Or should I have put something else on?

“You'll be just fine in what you're wearing,” he said with a nod. My jacket was a long pea coat, so it almost hid the fact that I was only wearing panties.

“Thank you for letting me wear my coat, Master,” I said, returning to his side. He smirked, held out his arm, and escorted me out the door, where his car sat idling in the first few snowflakes of the season. It was bitterly cold, especially with nothing to warm me up but my pea coat; blessedly, he'd left the heater running in the car, and I felt warmer the minute he shoved me into the passenger seat.

Having come to this very cabin so often, I was intimately familiar with the surrounding towns. I recognized the road he took to enter one of the smaller of these towns. The ride was short, and Master talked the whole time, filling me in on his flight and current business dealings. I loved hearing him speak, and was content to stay silent until he demanded otherwise.

When Master pulled up in front of a bar – The Turkey Shoot – I felt the first bite of true apprehension. I'd been to this bar before. I knew the bartender. He knew me. I'd been a teenager, once, in this bar, having hamburgers while my parents drank beer and played pool with the locals. I didn't want anyone in there recognizing me, seeing me in my bra and panties...

But disobeying Master was not an option, and when he opened my door, I followed him out into the frigid night, thankful once more for the blast of heated air that swept around me when we entered the bar.

Just as I'd feared, the bartender on duty was Mike, a friendly man I'd known for years. He smiled when he saw me, on Master's arm, approaching the bar. And I thought maybe his smile changed a little when his eyes travelled downwards and saw just how bare my legs were, how you could basically see my ass hanging out of the bottom of the coat.

“Sally,” Mike said, reaching his hand across the bar. “A pleasure, as always. And who is this handsome gent? Someone who treats you well, I hope.”

“You're Mike?” Master said, speaking before I could even think of what to say or do. “We talked earlier, actually. Funny, I didn't expect you to know my cum slut personally.”

Mike's eyes grew saucer-sized as he looked at me.

“You're the guy who called about the private show? Sally is the girl? Holy fuckin' hell...hey! Hey boys!”

I was blushing red as a fire hydrant. This was my worst nightmare! But it was also...kind of...hot as hell. When Mike hollered, the small group of men playing pool turned in his direction.

“Any of you remember the Bushtons? Little Sally Bushton?”

“Ayup,” one of the men said, seeming bored. I couldn't bear to turn and look.

“Well, you know that special show we were promised? Guess who's the star!”

“No shit,” another voice said.

“Turn around, slut, and show the men who you are,” Master said, smiling. He was clearly enjoying my shame...and I was too. I turned around; there were three men, old locals that I knew from my childhood and all the years since that I'd been coming to the cabin.

The men were staring with their jaws slack, eyes wide. They were all older, older than Master even. One had a long gray beard and a potbelly; the other, whose name I knew was Sam, had a shorter black beard and a trucker cap on his head. The third was the worst; David, a man who'd been friends with my father. He was tall and thin, and his lurid eyes travelled over my body, lingering at the base of my pea coat.

“Shall we lock the door?” Master suggested, turning to Mike. Mike was grinning like a fool, and he nodded as he went to the front door and locked it. “Wouldn't want anyone walking in on us. And how about some drinks? Vodka for the slut, whiskey for me.”

I was grateful for the chance to turn away from the leering men. Every time I moved, the jingle bells in my pussy resounded. Mike poured out two drinks and slid the vodka towards me. I reached for it, but Master slapped at my hand.

“Did I give you permission to drink?” He looked angry, and I shrank back in shame and guilt.

“I'm sorry, Master,” I said.

“Sorry doesn't cut it, I'm afraid,” he growled. “Off with the jacket, and lean over for me.”

The coat was the only thing in between me and basically being nude. But I had no choice; I unbuttoned it, let it fall to the floor, revealing the see-through bra and panties. I heard some groans from behind me, and knew the men liked what they saw. I bent over the bar stool, as Master had commanded.

When his palm smacked against my ass, the jingle bells went crazy; so did my body. It was so hot, having Master spank me in public, punishing me in front of these men! My tits swayed and jiggled with each spank, and my lips parted in pleasure as the pain turned to an itching need for more. When he was through, I whimpered, wanting more. But his hands were in my hair, yanking me back up.

“Now you may drink, slut,” he said. I eagerly took the double vodka in one gulp.

“Thank you, Master,” I said, feeling the warmth spread through my body, grateful for the way it helped my arousal overcome my shame. Now, those leering eyes felt good as they roamed over my body. I wanted them to watch me. To see me obey my Master.

“What's that sound she keeps making?” Sam at the pool table asked. I looked at him over my shoulder, moved my ass just enough to make the balls jingle. Master smiled.

“It's Christmas,” he said. “So I gave my little cum slut some jingle bells for her pussy. Do they feel good inside your wet cunt, slave?”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “Thank you, Master.”

“That's right,” Master said, eyes twinkling. He turned back to the men. “My cum slut is here to amuse you. She'll do anything you tell her to. I'm afraid I can't let you fuck her, but you can come all over her body. Wherever you'd like. Her pussy is just for me.”

“I can live with that,” David said, nearly drooling as he leaned on his pool cue.

Mike came out from around the bar to watch me with the rest of the men. I turned to them, then, waiting for instruction.

“Now then, friends, what shall we have her do?” Master smirked. The man I didn't know thrust his pool cue at me, and I managed to catch it despite my surprise.

“Make them bells jingle while you dance for us,” he said, voice gravelly and thick. “Use that cue like a stripper pole.”

I blushed. I never danced like that, except for when Master demanded it, and then it was only over webcam. I looked at Master, eyes pleading, but he only spanked me, making the bells jingle again.

“You heard him, slut,” he said. “What are you waiting for?”

I bit my lip and closed my eyes. I could do this. For Master, I could do anything.

I pressed the pool cue against my body, letting it rest between my exposed tits. Slowly, I lowered myself down, swaying my hips the whole way. The jingle bells rang and rang as I gyrated and humped the pool cue; to my amazement, the friction of the wooden stick between my pussy lips, against my clit, was turning me on in a big way.

I started grinding harder, opening my eyes to see the men staring; their cocks were hard, I could see them bulging from their pants. I leaned forward, riding the pool cue, letting my clit rub against it again and again. I could feel a climax coming on, and the more the jingle bells rang, the more turned on I was. I loved debasing myself in front of these men, loved being a slut for them, on display.

“Ohhh,” I moaned as my body reacted to the stimulation of the pool cue between my pussy lips; I was going to come. Right there, in the bar, in front of men who'd watched me grow up, I was going to make myself come with a pool cue. When Master reached out, grabbed my hair, and pulled my head back, I was gone. My body shook and rippled, the jingle bells going wild, my mouth open in a wordless cry as I came.

“Holy fuck, that's hot,” David said, watching me come. I wasn't even finished coming when I felt Master dragging me across the bar and forcing me onto the pool table, laying me on my back. He ripped away the scant panties and bra; they were so flimsy, they came off in a single rip. The men came and stood around my prone, flushed body. Now, I could see, they'd taken their cocks out, and were each stroking themselves over my flesh.

“Go ahead and give her a feel, if you like,” Master said, standing at a bit of a distance. The men didn't wait a single second before assaulting my body, grabbing my tits and kneading them, twisting my nipples, digging their fingers into my slit and feeling my gushing pussy. My hips arched as the pleasure of being used like a sex doll, like a toy for their amusement, flushed through me.

My mouth fell open, I was fairly panting as they grabbed and squeezed and fucked me with their fingers. Mike was smiling, one hand stroking himself, the other rubbing my clit while David fucked me with two fingers. Sam and the other man were taking care of my tits, grabbing them roughly, tweaking my nipples.

“Don't you want their hot cum painting your body, slut?” Master's voice drifted towards me, and I bucked in response.

“Yes, Master,” I panted.

“Then beg for it,” he demanded.

“Oh, oh fuck,” I heard myself moaning as another orgasm swelled in my womb. “Oh, fuck, yes, yes, come on me, please, please paint me in your cum, please cover my tits with your cum, please, please, please...”

“Shit!” Mike's voice roared as I felt the first hot drips of his cum hitting my thigh; when I felt Sam's cum against my breast, I couldn't hold back. I came too, my pussy jingling and clenching around David's thrusting fingers. The men covered me in their seed, hot and warm and gushing as I bucked and shook before them, welcoming their pleasure on my body.

“Fuckin' A,” David said, stumbling back as his cock went limp. “You were hot as a teenager, but I never thought...fuck!”

Slowly, the men started to fall back, leaving me with my body covered in jizz.

“Such a greedy cum slut.”

Master's voice was closer now. I opened my eyes, eager to see him, eager to see if I'd pleased him. He stood between my spread legs, examined my cum-drenched body.

“So sloppy,” he said, shaking his head. “I can't fuck you like this. Get up.”

I couldn't obey fast enough. Was I finally going to feel Master's cock? I could see him unzipping himself as I rose and got off the pool table, my legs shaking from the orgasms. No sooner did I gain my footing than Master was pushing me down, roughly, onto my knees. My head rested against the wood of the pool table as his massive cock pushed against my lips; in ecstasy, I opened my mouth, tasting him for the first time.

He tasted divine, and with his hand buried in my hair, controlling my every move, I was desperate for more. Soon, he was thrusting into my throat, violently, each stabbing thrust driving my head against the wood. I could barely move, held tight by his hand; he grunted as he forced his cock deeper and deeper into my throat, every inch slipping further and further until I was gagging and struggling to breathe. His pre-cum dripped down my throat and I groaned around his shaft, loving the way he took me like he owned me – because he did.

“Do you want this cock in your pussy, slut?” Master growled. I couldn't answer with words, but my eyes rolled up to him and I hoped they answered for me. He grinned. “Do you think you deserve it?”

God, I hope I did. I'd done everything he asked, my pussy still jingling with each thrust of his cock into my throat, the force of it making my whole body ripple. He ripped himself from my throat, pulled me up by my hair, and looked me straight in the eye.

“I guess you've earned it, slave,” he said through his grin. A second later, and I was bent over the pool table, my legs spread wide, my tits pressed against the scratchy felt. Master's cock pressed against my slit, my juices dripping down my thighs as he spread me wide. He grabbed my hips, pulled them towards him, and slammed himself into my needy cunt.

“Oh! Fuck! Yes, Master! Thank you, fuck!” I couldn't stop myself from screaming as he buried himself inside me, stretching my slit to its limits. My cheek pressed into the felt of the pool table, my fingers clawing at nothing, my body one huge sparking nerve. Each violent thrust drove Master deeper and deeper into my pussy, until I was dripping down his balls, my arousal reaching its peak.

“That's a good girl,” he said. “Good slut, take my cum...”

Oh, god, I would take anything from him. The minute he burst inside me, his cum splashing against my womb, I was a shaking, shuddering, bucking mess. My will was gone, I was nothing, I was just his pleasure vessel. I came, my spasms seemingly timed to his, milking every drop of cum from his dick. When he finally pulled away, I was still coming, eyes rolled back and mouth open.

“Holy shit.”

I had forgotten all about the men, who were still watching. And, apparently, the last bit of my performance had aroused them again, as each held his stiff cock in his hand. I rose as best I could, legs shaking, jingle bells ringing. I looked at Master over my shoulder, waiting for him to tell me what to do. He was grinning. I knew that grin well. I returned it, turning around and dropping to my knees in the middle of the ring of men. I opened my mouth wide.

This night had just begun....and there was still a whole week in front of us. I couldn't wait to see what else Master had in store. But just then, I still had cocks to service, and cum to take. I was a good little cum slut, and I was going to prove it.


Sitting on Santa’s Lap

A trip to the mall and a playful dare leads Lisa to Santa's lap...but her curiosity about what she feels under his cloak leads her somewhere MUCH more interesting! Santa's gift this year is a little unusual, but a whole lot of FUN!

It was all Jenny's fault.

Well, I guess I can't really say fault. Considering how things turned out, I should really say it's all thanks to Jenny.

I had just turned 18 in November. And shortly after that, I turned single. David was always a louse, but I never knew he was a dog until I saw the pictures of him and Gina Louise kissing outside church. Church! If you're going to cheat on your girlfriend – of 3 years, by the way – you might find a better place to do it than right in front of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

So you can imagine, I didn't feel very thankful on Thanksgiving. In fact, I was downright livid. The turkey tasted like ash in my mouth. Everything sucked and everyone was awful. I knew I was being a brat, but I couldn't help it. I was miserable.

And I stayed miserable, even when the Christmas decorations started popping up, and carols started playing on the radio, and wrapping paper and bows and ribbons and foil started filling up the aisles in the drug store. I love Christmas. But I didn't feel like loving anything that year. If David didn't love me, what good was love, anyway?

Of course, Jenny wasn't having any of that.

I didn't choose her as a cousin. I did choose her as my best friend. But there are a lot of days that I wonder why in the hell I made that foolish decision. Jenny is about as reliable as a twelve-year-old lightbulb, as horny as a rabbit, and as crazy as a hoot owl. In other words, she was my exact opposite. I was a virgin – which, Jenny told me in no uncertain terms, was why David cheated. I never once broke curfew. My grades were good and my attendance record was better.

I often felt obliged to go along with Jenny's wild schemes, just so I could be the one to pull her back from the brink of utter destruction. When she came by my house that day in early December, I had no idea how quickly that dynamic would change. After all, we were just going shopping. Me, for Christmas gifts. Jenny, for lingerie, and Christmas gifts for herself.

I could tell by the way Jenny wrinkled her nose that she didn't approve of my outfit. She'd come in the front door (without knocking, of course), swept past Mom and Dad (who loved her but thought she was 'a bit of a handful') and barged right into my room (once more, without knocking).

“What?” I asked, looking down. I was wearing a pink shirt and a white t-shirt. Christmastime in California doesn't require much in the way of layers.

“You look like a bunny rabbit,” she said, throwing herself at my closet. “And not the good kind.”

I looked in the mirror. A bunny rabbit? Okay, so maybe the pastel skirt and the modest top were a little cutesy, but I was cute. I wasn't sexy, like Jenny. I have long blonde hair that goes almost to my lower back, and a button nose sprinkled with freckles, and big blue eyes. Cute. Not sexy. Jenny's the sexy one, with her raven-black hair and elegant, crystalline features.

“No way,” I said, catching sight of the dress Jenny pulled out. “I'm going in this, or nothing at all.”

“Ugh!” Jenny groaned. “You can barely even see your chest!”

“Maybe that's the point,” I said, grinning. My breasts are really big for my frame, and I like to minimize their appearance whenever possible. Unlike Jenny, I don't get off on being stared at by creeps.

“Did you fall asleep watching The Brady Bunch? Because you are being sooooo family friendly right now!”

“Let's just go, Slutty McSlutterson,” I said, linking my elbow in hers and dragging her from the room, grabbing my purse on the way out. With a breezy goodbye to Mom and Dad, we were on our way. I can't imagine my parents would have been so nonplussed about our trip to the mall if they knew what would happen once we got there. For that matter, neither would I!
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I was almost through my Christmas list – and my Christmas budget – before we spotted him. Jenny spotted him first, and stopped dead in her tracks.

“No. Way.”

I looked in the direction her eyes were ogling; there was nothing too interesting, just the mall's Santa Claus and a line of kids waiting to sit on his lap.

“What?” I asked, rising on my tiptoes to see if there was something behind the big candy cane-laden display.

“That's Mr. Hicks!”

“Where? And so what?”

We lived in a pretty small town, and even though the mall was big, it wasn't that weird to run into someone you knew. Even if that someone was your mega-hunky eighth-grade science teacher. Jenny and I had both taken his class, and spent a good portion of eighth grade doodling his name on every free surface we could find. We had lots and lots of late nights dreaming of growing up and having blue-eyed, blonde-haired, too-fit-to-be-a-teacher Mr. Hicks fall in love with us so we could have approximately 700 of his babies. We even got into at least one fight – like, mega-huge, week-long fight – about who would end up with him in this imagined future. If I remember correctly, we decided to share him.

“Santa!”

Now, my eyes flicked back to the man in the red velvet suit. He had a kid on his lap. How could Jenny tell it was Mr. Hicks? He was in a costume and...

But then he looked up. And, uh, yeah. That was Mr. Hicks, alright. I'd know those blue eyes anywhere. I'd spent an hour, every day, five days a week, forty weeks out of the year, staring at those blue eyes.

“Wow,” I said. “I didn't know he did...that.”

“He probably doesn't want anyone knowing,” Jenny said matter-of-factly. “I don't imagine his students would be nice about it.”

“Why do you think he's doing it?”

“Do you know what teachers make? Not enough to keep them in Wheaties and milk,” Jenny said, starting to walk forward again. I felt a flutter in my heart. Even after all these years, I never quite got over that first big crush. I smiled to myself, remembering.

“Wait,” Jenny said, stopping in her tracks. She turned to me, and I knew from her smile that she was about to suggest something very, very, very bad. “Let's get on line.”

“On line for what?” I asked.

“To sit on Santa's lap!”

“No!” That was too much, even for Jenny. Sitting on Santa's lap was for kids. Mr. Hicks or no Mr. Hicks, I wasn't sitting on anyone's lap.

“Why not? It'll be fuuun,” Jenny said. “Besides, you've been so damn cranky since David, you could use a pick me up. Wouldn't it be nice to get close to Mr. Hicks, after all these years.”

“Uh, no, it wouldn't,” I said, shaking my head. “Let's go. I need to go to...”

“Ughhhh, you're so not fun,” Jenny said, and broke off from me, skipping towards the line. I chased after her without thinking, my bags bouncing against my legs.

“Jenny! Come on!”

Suddenly, a voice came over the loudspeaker. I hadn't realized how late it was, but between our long meandering from store to store and eating at the food cart, we'd spent the whole day already. The mall was closing in a half hour.

“Jenny, I really need to get that candle for my mom,” I whined, pouting.

“Then go,” she shot back, rolling her eyes.

“Fine! Watch me! Enjoy your stupid date with Santa,” I cried, making a big scene of myself before rushing off towards the candle store. I was still fuming fifteen minutes later, when I went back to the Santa display. Then, I wasn't just fuming; I was downright pissed.

Jenny was gone. I'd left her right here. And she was gone. So were all the stupid kids waiting for Santa. I stamped my foot on the ground, feeling like a moron, standing there all alone. I went to reach for my phone, but all the bags in my hand made it hard, and I was silently cursing the whole world when I heard him calling my name.

“Lisa? Lisa Torres?”

It was Santa – AKA Mr. Hicks – of course. No one else would know my name, and I recognized that silky smooth voice of his. I finally had to turn to him, blushing and almost near tears from my tantrum.

“Hi,” I said. “I'm just waiting for...”

“What? Come here, Lisa,” Mr. Hicks said. He was pretty far, so I guess he couldn't hear me. There were no elves or other attendants near him, and the crowd in the mall was getting sparser by the minute. “What's wrong?”

I managed to get most of my bags out of my hands and onto the ground near the red carpet that led to Santa, then came to stand near him.

“Hi, Mr. Hicks. I recognized you under the suit, but I didn't want to say anything and ruin your..gig. Anyway, I was here with Lisa? My cousin? We were in your class together...”

“Oh, yeah,” Mr. Hicks said, leaning back in his big fluffy chair. “She was a naughty one, alright.”

“Did you see her? She was waiting in line before, she wanted to sit in your lap, like as a joke,” I said, looking at my phone. Low battery, and no message from Jenny. Darn!

“No, I'm afraid not, Lisa,” Mr. Hicks said. “But I've been rather busy. Santa's a busy man, you know.”

“Ha, yeah, I guess,” I said, laughing weakly. I dropped my phone into my purse and sighed. For the first time, I really looked at Mr. Hicks. His blue eyes were as dreamy as ever. Even dressed as Santa, he was a hunk.

“So, you didn't want to sit on my lap, Lisa?” He asked, still sounding friendly and genial. “Like, as a joke?”

“Ha ha, uh, no, Mr. Hicks, I didn't think it would be that funny, I'm too old...”

“You're never too old for Santa, Lisa,” he said, and beckoned me forward. “Come here, and sit on my lap. You can wish for Jenny to come back and find you.”

“Oh, no thanks, Mr. Hicks,” I said, feeling heat rising to my cheeks. I don't think I'd ever been this close to Mr. Hicks, not even when I was his student.

“Where's your Christmas spirit, Lisa? Santa can make all sorts of wishes come true,” he said with a chuckle.

“I just...I think I should...”

“Humor me,” Mr. Hicks said, leaning back and smiling. “Just humor me.”

I was uncomfortable. But I also kind of wanted to sit on his lap. Like, a lot. I looked out at the mall. There was almost no one around. No one would see us. And if I did it, I could brag to Jenny that I'd done what she was too afraid to do. That would be a first! That's what finally decided it for me.

“Okay,” I said, and moved towards Mr. Hick's spread legs. He helped me up, seating me on one meaty thigh, his hand circling my waist. I immediately felt like I was overheating. His lips were really close to mine. At least, that's the way it seemed.

“Now, little girl, what is your Christmas wish?”

“I wish Jenny would come and pick me up so we could go home,” I said, looping my arm around his neck to keep my balance.

“And is that all, little girl?”

I considered this.

“No,” I said. “I also wish my cheating ex-boyfriend would get a dick disease.”

That made Mr. Hicks laugh, and I was quite happy with myself. It made me proud to make him laugh. I squirmed a bit in his lap, his thigh not entirely comfortable.

“Now, what kind of rotten boy would cheat on a beautiful young woman like you?” Mr. Hick's eyes twinkled...and did they move to my chest for a second? I wasn't sure...

“I don't know, Santa, maybe you can put him on the naughty list,” I said, getting into the spirit.

“I'll be sure to do that, little Lisa,” Santa said. “But tell me...should you be on that list, too?”

“No! I've been good all year, Santa!” I was offended that he would even suggest otherwise.

“Are you sure?” He teased, seeing my cheeks redden and lips pout. “Because I seem to remember a little girl who had a crush on her teacher, and now that girl isn't so little, but she's sitting on that teacher's lap... that doesn't seem naughty to you?”

“You asked me to sit on your lap! And I didn't have a crush on you!” I protested, livid now. How dare he!

“I'm sorry, Lisa,” Mr. Hicks said, nodding. “You're right. A good girl like you would never do anything naughty with a grown man.”

“Oh,” I said, surprising myself with the noise, as his gloved hand landed on my thigh. I hadn't realized how much my skirt had ridden up as I squirmed. You could almost see my panties! I flushed with shame. It wasn't just that I was showing so much skin, it was also that I really liked the way Mr. Hicks' hand felt on my thigh. It felt really good.

“A good girl like you would never let a man touch her,” he said, bewitching me with those blue eyes of his. I could feel his hand slowly trailing upwards, towards my skirt, running along my inner thigh. My spine stiffened, my skin sparking with each inch. I knew I should protest, should stop him. But I didn't want to. I felt something drip from my pussy, and squirmed, suddenly feeling very, very uncomfortable between my legs. Like an itch, but not an itch. And the closer his fingers got, the more I thought maybe Mr. Hicks could stop that itch-that-wasn't-an-itch...

“A good girl like you wouldn't let Santa touch her pussy, would she?”

“Oh!” I cried again as his fingers finally reached the top of my thigh, and slipped under my skirt, pressing against my panties.

“For a good girl, Lisa, you sure are wet,” he said. “And hot.”

“Santa...Mr. Hicks...um...I...um...” I tried to find words, but I couldn't think of anything to say. His hand was moving between my legs, against my panties. Slowly, that “itch” was going away...something else was taking its place. Something that made my nipples hard and my thighs quiver. He was rubbing his fingers at the top of my pussy, between my lips, finding my clit, that special button that I knew could cause pleasure for a girl. I'd never masturbated, because it felt dirty. But as Mr. Hicks rubbed me, I found myself unable to stop him. I wanted him to keep going. I needed it.

“Yes, little Lisa?”

“I...um...um...oh...ohhhh...oohhhhh,” I closed my eyes, my pussy dripping now. Suddenly, I felt two lips pressing against my own, and his fingers rolled over my clit and I exploded. That's what it felt like. Like my whole body was shrinking and then growing over and over. It was the best thing I'd ever felt in my whole life. The itch was all gone. Instead, I was...satisfied.

“That is a good girl,” Mr. Hicks said, pulling away.

“Mr. Hicks,” I gasped, my voice shaking. “Was that...?”

“That was an orgasm, Lisa,” he said, sounding very kind. “Your first?”

I nodded.

“Did you like it?”

I nodded again. I liked it a lot. I wanted it again.

“You want more?”

I nodded so hard my whole body bounced.

“Then come back tomorrow, at the same time,” he said, eyes twinkling. “There's plenty more treats for you this season.”
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I finally found Jenny at her car, talking to some boy on her phone. I wasn't mad at her anymore, but I didn't want to talk, either. She didn't seem to notice, and dropped me off at home with a happy wave and a smile. I ran straight to my room and threw myself on my bed.

That was crazy! I'd just let my old teacher, twice my age, dressed as Santa, give me my very first orgasm in a shopping mall! And I was going back to do the same thing the next day! Because there was no question about it; I'd had a taste. I needed more.

But I wouldn't be a good girl after that, would I? I'd be like Jenny...worse! I was going to let a much older man touch me...

And what if he wanted more? What if he wanted to have sex? Well, I wasn't doing that. No way. No matter what.

Anything but that.
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The next day, just before closing time, I stood in front of the Santa exhibit. It was a Sunday night, and the mall was even deader than the day before. I was wearing a pink dress, strapless, not too short but not too long. It was the only “sexy” thing I owned.

“Come here, little girl,” Mr. Hicks said, patting his lap. I'm not ashamed to say I basically skipped up to him, I was so excited to see what his fingers could do to me.

“Hi, Santa,” I said, trying to tease him.

“I'm so glad to see you again, Lisa,” he said. “Did you have sweet dreams?”

“Yes, Santa,” I said, squirming. Just being on his lap, remembering the night before, made my pussy wet again.

“And are you ready for another Christmas treat?”

“Yes, Santa,” I sighed, letting my thighs part slightly. He ran his fingers up my inner thigh, and I smiled; I hadn't worn anything under the dress. He smiled back.

“That's very good, Lisa,” he said. “But to give you my next Christmas gift, you'll need to stand up.”

Stand up? But I liked it on his lap...I pouted and shook my head.

“Stand up, like a good girl, and stop being a brat,” he said, voice sharp. I blushed, ashamed. Slowly, I stood up, smoothing out my dress as I did so. To my surprise, Mr. Hicks stood up, too.

“Now, sit,” he said, pointing at the chair he'd just been sitting on. I looked around. Sitting on his lap was one thing, but wouldn't it look weird if I was sitting in Santa's chair, and he was standing?

“But...”

“Good girls don't talk back,” he snapped, and I blushed again. I almost decided to leave, but my pussy was already wet and tingly, and I really wanted to come. So I did as he said, and sat in the big, plush chair.

Suddenly, the lights of the mall dimmed.

“I have an agreement with the security guard,” Mr. Hicks said. “The mall is closed now, but we can stay as long as we like.”

“Oh,” I said. “Cool.”

“The only thing is, he will be watching everything,” Mr. Hicks said. “From a security camera, of course.”

“What! No, Mr. Hicks! I don't...”

“If you want to come, Lisa, you'll do whatever I say,” he said, suddenly dropping down in front of me, between my legs. “Now, smile for the camera.”

Before I could protest further, he ripped my dress up, and I felt his hot breath against my pussy. I screamed out into the empty mall as his tongue wrapped around my clit. I'd never felt anything like it in my entire life! It was so much better than the day before, a million times better.

And when he pressed his fingers against my opening, entering me a little bit, I lost my mind. His other hand moved upwards, and pulled my dress down, revealing my breasts and grabbing at them. All the while, his tongue lapped and suckled my clit, his fingers driving into my pussy – until they hit my hymen. Then, Mr. Hicks pulled away – just long enough to ask one question.

“You're a virgin?”

“Ye...yess...please...”

He smiled.

“Good girl,” he said again, and dove back between my legs. His beard tickled my pussy as his tongue rolled over my clit again and again. I could feel something like a wave in my stomach, building. Suddenly, his fingers closed over my nipple and pinched it, hard. I screamed again as I came, my pussy flooding with juices, my body sparkling like a firework. I bucked and shook against his face, his tongue never leaving my clit, his hand firm on my breast.

“Yes! Yes, Santa! Fuck, yes!” I cried, coming harder than the day before. It felt like forever before it passed, and I was left whimpering and panting in the chair. Mr. Hicks wiped his lips as he rose, and I noticed the huge bulge in his Santa suit. I gazed up at him, feeling very little in the chair with him towering above me. I remembered what he said; someone was watching! Someone had seen me come with Santa between my legs!

“Now, it's time for you to give Santa a gift,” Mr. Hicks said, and pulled down the Santa suit. His cock was huge. I had given David a handjob a few times. Mr. Hicks was much bigger. I was afraid to try and give something that big a handjob, but I realized pretty quickly that wasn't what Mr. Hicks had in mind.

“Be a good girl, and suck Santa's candy cane,” he said, grinning down at me and taking a hold of my long blonde hair. I was so shocked that my mouth opened, and soon I found myself stuffed with his cock! He didn't even let me get used to it before he started thrusting in and out of my mouth. But, amazingly, I found that I kind of liked it. It tasted musky and kind of salty, and it felt silky under my tongue. I tasted something wet slide down my throat and moaned without meaning to.

“You like it, don't you, little Lisa?”

I looked up at him and nodded as best I could, even though he held my head in place.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned, and threw his head back. He started thrusting harder, and I was finding it hard to breathe, but I wanted to make him feel good, the same way he'd made me feel good, so I let him go faster and harder. Then, I felt him starting to swell, bigger in my throat.

“Ready, little Lisa? Swallow every drop,” he said, and forced my head down his shaft, lodging himself in my throat. His hot, wet cum spilled into my throat, and I had no choice but to swallow. It was salty and thick and hot, and I kind of liked the taste, the way it felt. I knew I was dripping wet again, probably leaving a stain on his chair. He grunted and groaned, then pulled away, leaving a trail of cum from my lips to the head of his cock.

“Good girl,” he panted. “Very, very good girl.”

I beamed up at him. Maybe he would touch me again, since I was so turned on by sucking him off. But apparently, he had other ideas, because he told me to come back, again, the next day. I nodded, only a little disappointed. That night had been better than the night before, so the next night would be even better!
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The next night, I didn't have anything sexy to wear, so I just wore a white skirt and a red tank top. It seemed Christmassy, at least. When I got to Santa's exhibit, there were still some kids waiting on line, so I took a bench nearby and waited. It was cold in the mall, and I hadn't worn a bra, so my nipples were hard. I attracted some attention from passing men. Usually, that would have bothered me. That night, I liked it.

Finally, I was alone with my Santa. I skipped up, smiling wide. He smiled back. Just like the night before, the lights dimmed, right as I was crawling onto his lap.

“How's Santas good little girl doing today?” Mr. Hicks asked.

“Good, Santa,” I said, eager as ever to play along.

“Do you know what Santa has in store for you tonight?”

I shook my head. I didn't know, but I sure couldn't wait to find out!

“Santa's going to be giving – and getting – the greatest gift of all...”

He smiled wide.

“Your virgin pussy.”

“No!”

I said I wouldn't do that, and I meant it. I watched Mr. Hicks' smile fade.

“No? But haven't you liked all your other gifts?”

“Well, yeah...”

“And hasn't Santa made you feel good?”

“Well, yeah, but...”

“And aren't you wet, right now, sitting on Santa's lap?”

“Yeah! But...”

“And don't you want to feel good, and make me feel good?”

“Yes,” I said. I was feeling more and more like I was going to agree no matter what. It was just a matter of accepting it. I was about to lose my virginity to a department store Santa, while someone watched on a security camera. Something I never imagined in a million, billion years. Jenny would be proud.

“Then...?”

I bit my lip. My cheeks were on fire. When I glanced down, I could see his dick was already hard. And my pussy was wet, and getting wetter with each passing moment. Finally, I looked back at him, straight in the eye, and nodded.

He smiled, very wide.

“Very good,” he said. “Then let's begin.”

He leaned in and covered my mouth with his, kissing me sweetly. His beard tickled me, but I liked it. And I liked the way his tongue entered my mouth, taking charge, playing with my tongue. He tasted like peppermint candy. I moaned against his mouth while his hand came to my chest, pushing down the thin straps of my tank top and unleashing my breasts. My nipples, tight and hard from the cold air, responded immediately to his touch, his hands twisting and teasing them while my back arched.

“Oh, yes, Santa,” I moaned when he pulled away and began to kiss down my neck. I knew I was dripping wet, would probably ruin the leg of his velvet pants. But I didn't care, and neither did he as he teased and kneaded my tits with one hand, the other hand moving between my legs.

“So wet, little Lisa,” he growled. “Ready for my cock.”

“Yes,” I moaned. This man once taught me about cells. Now, he was going to take my virginity. “Please...”

He grabbed my hips and moved my body, planting my knees on either side of his lap. Then he quickly undid his belt and pulled his cock out, stroking it between us. He slid it between my pussy lips, letting it rub against my clit, while his lips found my nipples and sucked them each in turn. I moaned and writhed and squealed in pleasure, until he was satisfied with my breasts and ready to fuck me. He lifted my hips, positioned me over his cock, and pushed upward.

“This is going to hurt, Lisa,” he warned, but a twinkle stayed in his eyes. “Hold on.”

I grabbed the shoulders of his coat and bit my lip.

He did it fast, pulling my hips down while thrusting his cock up in one swift movement, piercing my hymen as I screamed in pain. My nails dug into his shoulders as I tried to ride the wave of pain and come out the other side; his cock felt too big to fit inside me, but at the same time I could feel it all the way up, stretching my tight virgin slit. Mr. Hicks held me tight, letting me get used to the sensation. Then, slowly, he began to shift his hips. Each time he did, my clit brushed the base of his cock. And each time, it felt a little better than the last.

“Oh,” I moaned, eyes popping open. This was amazing...better than anything that had come before! My hips started to rock on their own, my cheeks flaming as pleasure swept through me. My pussy gushed, and I began to experiment, lifting my hips up and down so that I was riding his cock, letting it slide in and out of me. That felt good, too, especially when I ground down on the base and felt it rub my clit.

“That's a good girl,” he growled. “Come for Santa...”

“Yes,” I moaned, knowing I would. I could already feel it growing inside me, the climax I so yearned for. Tendrils of pleasure reached out to all my nerves and sparked. I felt like I was on fire. I rode him faster and faster, letting his hands on my hips help guide me, my breasts bouncing madly between us.

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah, oh goooddddd,” I cried as he slammed his cock deep inside me, triggering my climax. My pussy clenched around his cock at the exact same moment I felt him spilling inside me, his cum splashing against my womb as I shuddered and bucked on his lap. He buried his face in my chest, biting and kissing as we came together, both overwhelmed by ecstasy.

“Oh, my, Mr. Hicks,” I moaned when I finally came down, his cock going limp inside me. His beard was falling off, and his suit was a mess.

“That's all the gifts Santa has for you,” he said, sighing as he leaned back. I went rigid with shock; that was it? He was done with me? Noting my distress, he grinned.

“Now, we just have to work on technique,” he said. “And maybe, when you're ready, there will be one last lesson...”

He reached around me, shocking me when he pressed the tip of his finger against my ass.

“But that will have to wait,” he said. “I'm not quite done with this pussy yet.”

“Oh,” I moaned. “Good.”

Somewhere, a security guard watched a buxom blonde ride Santa Claus in the shopping mall, but I didn't care who saw, or what they thought. It was going to be my best Christmas ever...I could just feel it in my bones


Two Brats for Santa

A Christmas Eve sleepover goes horribly right when best friends Samantha and Libby find out that Santa isn't old and fat - he's young, hot, and ready to stuff BOTH their stockings!

There are a lot of lies out there about us. The Santas. Yes, I said Santas. Multiple. Seven, to be exact. The idea that one person could deliver gifts to the whole world is ridiculous, of course. But my six brothers and I, we can manage it if we work together.

And, no, we're not old men with white beards and fat bellies. You think slinging those sacks is easy? It isn't. And big bellies and thin chimneys do not mix. We're downright svelte, with muscles that would make Adonis blush. Beards – yeah, we got those. But they're not white, they're black as the night we ride in.

I can see why humans choose to see us as Ol' Saint Nick, though. Friendly grandpa is a far more welcome intruder than buff, tanned, handsome young men. There'd be shotguns waiting at the end of every chimney if men knew who was sneaking around their homes on Christmas Eve.

Now, we're just as good-hearted and jolly as your stereotypical Santa Claus with the red robe. We want to deliver happiness. We love kids, seeing them smile, playing with the gifts we bring. There's a reason we do what we do, after all. The spirit of the season, and so on. We mean no harm – ever. But we're men, all the same. And there is a Mrs. Claus – but there's only one of her. And no – we don't sleep with the elves. Or the reindeer, if your naughty mind dared go that far.

So if, in the course of our saintly duties on that holiest of holy nights, Christmas Eve, we are offered a chance to relieve some of the intense pressure we're under to deliver a world's worth of toys in one night, you can't really blame us for taking that chance, can you? And that's just the story I'm about to tell you. About two lonely little girls, and how Santa brought them some Christmas cheer.
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The house was quiet, as all houses are quiet in the darkest hours of Christmas Eve. Not a creature stirring, and all that. I didn't have much to leave. A truck for little Johnny. Samantha's charm bracelet. We let the parents buy the big stuff, the tech junk. At the North Pole, we're better suited to the little surprises, finely crafted by hand.

The house was as nice as a million others. Hell, a billion others. I love mortals, but you do get boring after a time. There was an ivy trim on the fireplace, framed photos, a great big Christmas tree all lit up and glittering with a star at the very top. A plate of cookies and milk was laid out on the coffee table. I don't indulge in either. That's my brothers, Santa B and Santa D, who like the milk and cookies. If they don't watch it, they will end up fat.

I was just putting the presents under the tree, arranging them just so, when I heard something stirring, after all. I turned around as quick as I could, ready to bolt. We haven't lost a Santa yet, and I hardly plan on being the first.

But the creature who appeared in the doorway clearly meant me no harm.

This is Samantha, I realized. She was 19, usually too old for Santa's gifts, but she'd always been such a good girl that we gave her one more year. Fitting, then that she would choose this year to finally stumble upon me in my line of work.

“Santa?” Samantha rubbed her eyes like she couldn't trust them, her mouth screwed up in an adorable pout. She was wearing a tiny slip that barely contained her breasts and ended just below her panty-line. What she was doing parading around in that thing, I don't know.

Anyway, it wasn't my business to know. I put my finger to my lips, bidding her to be quiet.

“I thought you were fake,” Samantha said, slowly waking up to the reality. Her eyes widened as she took me in, my cut figure beneath the velvet robes, the full black beard on my face, my rugged good looks. Something twinkled in her eye. Maybe she wasn't such a good girl, after all. Certainly, the way I could see her nipples tightening and growing hard beneath the sheer silk of her nighty said she was thinking something quite naughty.

“I'm real as you are,” I said in a low whisper. “But you should go back to...”

“But you're not fat,” she said, whispering as well. “Or old. Or ugly. Santa, you're hot!”

“I suppose some might say that,” I admitted, giving her a taste of my smile. Mortals always swooned for the smile. She was no different, taking a deep breath while her cheeks reddened. She looked cuter than could be, standing there in her bare feet and her blue nightie against her pale skin. She had big, curly, red hair and huge blue eyes, a spattering of freckles across her nose. And her body – well, no man would turn her out for eating crackers in bed. C-cup tits and huge, gorgeous ass. I might have said I'd died and gone to heaven, but I can't die. Which means I've had eons to perfect my game.

“This is unreal,” Samantha said, daring to give me a smile. I watched her eyes travel down, across my trim-fitted red suit. As though on command, my cock began to stiffen, its outline hard and visible. Her mouth opened in an adorable little O shape when she realized how big it was. She wasn't a virgin, I could tell, and she appreciated a fat cock. Probably even more than the charm bracelet I'd left her under the tree.

“This is very real, Samantha,” I said, taking a step forward, still smiling.

“Santa...you're...you're hard,” she said, almost moaning each word, eyes struggling to leave my package.

“Well, what do you expect, little one? You're standing there, half-naked, with your nipples hard and showing under your nightie. I'm a man like any other, Samantha. You shouldn't tease Santa like that...”

She blushed and looked down, pulling at her slip like she'd just realized what she was wearing.

“I'm so sorry, Santa, I didn't think...”

“It's alright, little one,” I said, closing the distance between us. Her eyes widened further, her face tilted up to mine. I brushed a single curl of fiery red mane behind her ear. “But I still have many deliveries to make...”

“Oh,” she said as I turned, and I heard the disappointment in her voice. “You have to go...now? But you didn't try any cookies...”

I turned to her, smiling.

“I'm not hungry for cookies, princess,” I said. “I do have much to complete tonight...but the night is cold, and lonely...I suppose I could be inclined to stay...”

“Please,” Samantha said, skipping across the room towards me, her tits bouncing with each hop. “Please, stay, Santa.”

“I'll need a good reason to stay,” I said, tone chiding. She looked confused for a moment, then she smiled, and I saw that twinkle in her eyes again. That naughty twinkle. She moved even closer, until her breasts were pressed against my chest, her hand landing dangerously close to my swollen cock.

“What kind of reason, Santa?” she asked.

“I think you know exactly what kind of reason,” I said, lowering my face towards hers. “What did I tell you about teasing Santa?”

I was kissing her before she had time to answer, thrusting my tongue into her sweet, young mouth. She moaned, taking me eagerly, throwing her hands around my neck. Her breasts were soft as they pressed against my chest, and I knew the velvet of my robe was exciting her flushed skin. I reached down and found her ass, clad only in a thong, and grabbed each cheek, pulling her hips towards me while I squeezed.

“Your beard,” Samantha giggled, pulling away slightly, starry-eyed and panting. “It tickles.”

“It does,” I agreed, lunging forward again to take her lips against mine. She would feel my beard tickling her everywhere before the night was done. But first, I wanted to watch that pretty mouth stretch over my cock. I swept her up; she felt like a doll in my arms. Bringing her to the couch, I sat myself down, bringing her to her feet on the ground. She leaned over me, giving me an excellent view of her cleavage, and looked questioningly.

“Naughty little girls who tease Santa have to pay for it,” I said, pushing on her shoulders until she understood I wanted her to kneel before me. She wasn't dumb, I'll say that for her. She caught on pretty quick, and smiled devilishly as she pulled on my pants, my cock springing to live, angry and erect.

“You're so big, Santa,” she marveled, taking the shaft in her hand. She could barely form a fist around it. As she steadied herself, positioning her mouth at the tip, the shaft pressed between her beautiful, plushy breasts. The minute the head disappeared between her lips, I knew she was the perfect little cocksucker.

The veins of my cock throbbed, angry and impatient, as she took her time lapping and sucking on the tip, inching her way down so slowly it was like she wanted to savor every second. The way her eyes rolled backward, I think that's exactly what she wanted. My cock was already dripping pre-cum, and she swallowed it with a moan.

“That's a good girl, Samantha,” I encouraged, holding the back of her head and pushing slightly, just enough for her to know I wanted her to go deeper. Slowly, my shaft disappeared between her lips, her breath growing ragged and her eyes tearing up.

I reached down with my free hand and found one of her tits, her nipple hard as I pinched it. Her head was moving carefully up and down my cock, her throat slowly opening for me. I could have let her suck me all night, but I started thinking about that sweet pussy between her legs. Still, I wanted to see her nose hit my torso at least once before I dove into her muff.

With a hearty push, I forced her head down my shaft, popping into the back of her throat and thrusting. She gagged a bit, and her nails dug into my knees, but she was moaning in pleasure the whole time. When I released her, she came up gasping for air, and I grabbed her hair before she could go back down.

“That was very good, little girl,” I said, seeing her face light up. “I think you deserve a special gift.”

Of course, it was a gift for me, too. I switched our positions, throwing her onto the couch and spreading her thighs as I kneeled between them. The thong tore away like paper, and her sweet, pink pussy was bared to me. It was glistening already, damp and fragrant. Her little clit was poking out from its hood, inviting my tongue.

And the minute I made contact, she shuddered all over. She wasn't a virgin, but it didn't seem like she'd been eaten out too often, either. She grabbed my head, pulling me against her, hips grinding against my mouth. I was happy to oblige her, lashing her tender clit while my fingers found her entrance. Fuck, she was tight! I could barely fit two fingers into her cunt, and it squeezed them tight, rippling around them before I even had a chance to wiggle them.

With my tongue lathing and swirling around her hot clit and my fingers buried in her pussy, Samantha was on the verge of one hell of an orgasm. And I wasn't going to miss a single drop. I suckled her clit between my lips and curled my fingers, finding her g-spot.

“Oh, fuck!” Samantha cried, her pussy clenching tight then releasing, a flood of her juices rolling across my palm and down my wrist. Her clit jumped and buzzed against my tongue while her hips bucked, her fingers running against my scalp. I wished she hadn't screamed; she was likely to wake up the whole damn house. And then I'd have to run before getting off. I hadn't come this far to just wank off in the sleigh.

But miraculously, there was little response in the quiet household. Only one person seemed to stir, and only for a moment. As I pulled away, letting Samantha recover, I wiped her juices from my lips and beard.

“Aren't your parents here?” I asked. “Or your little brother?”

She could barely form a response.

“No...flight...delayed...morning...”

“Perfect,” I said, rising and sitting at her side. “Because I'm not done with you yet.”

“Santa?” Her eyes rolled to me, questioning. She didn't think we were finished, did she? Well, it didn't matter, because a second later, I had her waist in my hands, lifting her again, pulling her body until she was straddling me, her pussy dripping down my engorged shaft.

Her eyes shot open as my tip split her wide, showed her just what she had to look forward to. Those eyes narrowed, and she moaned, as I slowly lowered her, inch by inch, burying myself in her tight pussy. I had to go slow, because she was so damn tight. Even dripping with nectar, it was like fucking a virgin. She finally settled at the bottom of my cock, back arched, tits against my face, fully impaled on my member.

“Oh, Santa,” she moaned. She put her hands on my shoulders, bracing herself, and slowly began to ride my cock, letting her clit drag along the shaft with each slow stroke. I grabbed her ass, helping her lift and lower herself, forcing her to go faster each time. I wanted to watch those breasts bounce. And bounce they did, when she finally started really riding me, gasping and moaning and crying like a slut for more. I buried my face in her chest, sucking her nipples through the silk of her nightie.

“Yes, fuck yes, yes, Santa, yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me,” Samantha cried, no longer even pretending to be innocent. Her tight pussy was velvet against my cock, her red hair flying madly. I drove her faster and harder against my cock, wanting to watch her come again, wanting to feel her squirt across my balls.

“Samantha!”

Holy shit. Who the fuck was that?

I looked in the direction of the voice. Well, damn. The Asian girl standing there was Samantha's age, with lightly tanned skin, wearing a short white nightie over her thin frame. Despite her flat stomach and slender hips, she had impressively round B-cup tits, and thighs so luscious I nearly came in Samantha just looking at them. Her hair was done in an adorable bob over her slanted, brown eyes, her lips tight and pursed.

Samantha was impaled on my dick again, all the way down, filled to the brim with my cock. She turned to greet the intruder, pleasure on her lips.

“Oh, god, Libby,” she moaned. “This is Santa. And he's got a lot of gifts.”

Libby turned her wide eyes to me, registering my impressive muscles and sparkling eyes and bewitching smile. I could see her starting to melt, seeing her friend's pleasure as she rode my cock.

“Santa? Really?” She took a step forward. To my pleasure, Samantha was beginning to ride me again, apparently unwilling to stop for anything. And Libby watched, rapt, her nipples going hard under the nightie.

“We were...having...a sleepover,” Samantha moaned in between grinding her hips against me.

“And you didn't think to wake me when he showed up?” Libby asked, coming forward now, entranced by Samantha's bouncing body. “You selfish bitch! Santa, put her on the naughty list.”

Paradise. This was paradise. They ought to rename Grand Rapids, Michigan to Paradise.

While Samantha had never bothered to remove her slip, Libby wasted no time, showing off her perky breasts as she kneeled beside me on the couch. I leaned over, tasting her flesh while Samantha rode my cock, taking her nipples between my lips until she moaned and started to touch herself. Was her pussy just as tight? I wanted to find out, but Samantha had already worked so hard, she deserved to come.

Since riding me was taking so long, I figured I could help her out – I halted her movements and pulled her off my cock, flipping her around until I could fuck her from behind. The minute my cock slammed deeper into her cunt, she cried out and shook around me, her pussy like a vice around my dick. It was hard not to shoot inside her right then, the way she gushed and bucked like crazy. But I had another girl to service now, so I pulled out, letting her fall forward in a moaning mess of pleasure.

“Fuck me, too, Santa,” Libby begged; she was on all fours, her pussy wet from touching herself. She was clearly more experienced than Samantha. I wondered...

“Samantha, you want to give Libby a Christmas gift?”

Samantha was on her back on the floor, recovering. But she nodded, eager, rising onto her elbows.

“Get underneath her, and lick her clit while I fuck her,” I said. Libby moaned at the very thought, and though Samantha looked nervous, she did as I said, sliding her body underneath Libby's until she could lap at Libby's clit. Of course, this happened to put her pussy right under Libby's mouth.

But Libby didn't need any direction; she immediately dipped her head and began to flick Samantha's clit with her tongue. For one long moment, all I could do was stand there and admire the vision before me: two beautiful, nubile young women, eating each other out, grinding and moaning in shared pleasure.

But I only had a moment to spare. The night was getting away from me.

I grabbed Libby's hips, careful not to disturb the girls' rhythm, and thrust my cock into her slit. Libby lifted her head and cried out as I filled her, splitting her in two while Samantha suckled her clit. I started fucking her, slow at first, letting her get used to my size. But she was a quick study, and soon she was grinding back against me, and eating Samantha's pussy like a pro. Samantha was moaning, slurping at Libby's clit, her tongue occasionally brushing my shaft as it pummelled Libby's pussy.

“Fuck, yeah, Sammy, eat my pussy, fuck, yeah, Santa,” Libby moaned, her body tensing around me. This time, I didn't think I could hold back if she came. My immortal cum wouldn't hurt her mortal body, but it would be intense. Well, Samantha was there to catch some of it, if it proved too much for Libby. I slapped Libby's ass a few times, appreciating its jiggle, and fucked her harder. My balls were churning. I could only hope she'd come soon.

And my hopes weren't wasted, as her young body tensed all at once, her hips dropping as she ground against Samantha's tongue, her pussy flooding around my shaft and clenching me tight. Oh, fuck yes. I shot the first hot rope of my cum against her womb, filling her pussy almost immediately. She screamed as my climax drove hers further, prolonging it, making it more intense. Soon, my cum was spilling out of her pussy, dripping onto Samantha, who licked it up as best she could.

“Tastes like hot chocolate,” Samantha said, clearly surprised.

“It feels like heaven,” Libby groaned, slamming her hips back, trying to wring the last possible drip of pleasure out of my spent cock.

“That's the power of the Christmas spirit, girls,” I said, pulling out, finally sated. The girls collapsed together on the carpet, rolled together until they were both on their bellies and looking up at me. Libby's pussy leaked cum onto the carpet, while Samantha's face was streaked with the same. It was a beautiful sight.

“Is that...is that all the Christmas spirit, Santa?” Libby asked, pouting. I grinned.

“For now, yes,” I said. “But I may find some on my way back to the North Pole. And by next year, I'll have plenty more Christmas spirit to go around.”

“Oh,” Samantha moaned. “A whole year? I can't wait that long...”

God, I wished I could bring them with me! But they didn't belong up at the North Pole. And Mrs. Claus would pitch a fit. I had an idea, though. There were a few modern toys in my bag. They were destined for a particularly curious teenager in Philadelphia, but she could wait another year. Besides, who wants to open a dildo in front of their parents?

I dug around in my sack until I found the two huge, rubber dildos. I gave one to each girl, making a point to pinch their cheeks.

“So you can keep the Christmas spirit all year round,” I said. “And don't forget, you always have each other.”

“Thank you, Santa!” They cried in unison. Ah. That's what we Santas live to hear. Another house I could check off my list, with all the inhabitants fully satisfied. On to the next house, and the next, and the next. A long night still lay ahead of me.

Long enough that when I got to Seattle, and found pretty Tina Johannsen awake and nearly naked on her couch, I found that I did have some more Christmas spirit to spread around.


A Lonely Girl’s Christmas Wish

She was prepared to be alone for Christmas...but one good turn deserves another, and Santa leaves her something VERY special on Christmas Eve! 

No one ever dreams of growing up to be a slut. If you walked into career day in third grade and proudly declared your highest aspiration to be a professional cocksucker, existing only to serve men and be served in return, your parents would be arrested and you'd be headed straight for shock therapy.

But some girls end up being sluts, anyway.

I'm a slut. Or – I was a slut. Now, I don't really know what you'd call me. Happy, I guess. But for a long time, I wasn't happy – not in the least little bit. For a long time, the slut I wanted to be and the woman I was were so distant from each other, it seemed like that rift would never be sealed.

But then came one beautiful, magical, very-snowy Christmas, when everything changed for the better. Before I get too far ahead of myself, let me tell you my name. I'm Christine Lockheart. I'm an insurance underwriter. I don't have any family to speak of, and I don't have any pets.

What I do have is a love machine. A 24-hour, flesh-and-blood, always-hard, ready-to-be-sucked-and-fucked love machine. How did I come to possess such a wonderful thing? Well, that's what this Christmas tale is for. Sit back and enjoy – and maybe Santa will drop off something special for you, too.
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Like all great stories, mine starts with alcohol. Too much of it, to be exact. Christmas Eve was a lonely time to be sitting at a bar, but it was an even lonelier time to be sitting at home alone. The bartender, Frank, looked bored by me. I can't blame him. I was bored by me, too. If only he knew that he need only to ask, and I would have come around that bar, dropped to my knees, and sucked his balls dry...

Why didn't I just ask him? Offer myself to him as a Christmas gift? Well, here's where it gets sad: I did. Once. Before this story began. He turned me down. Frank is married – and actually considers that reason not to get his cock sucked at work. Go figure, such men do still exist, much to my misfortune (And Mrs. Frank's good fortune.)

Now, the man beside me, he might have taken me up on the offer. But he looked a lot like my old Sociology professor, and I hated that guy. He nearly failed me, and the only reason I passed was because I let him fuck my ass. Call me petty, but I had no interest in engaging in sexual activity with someone who looked like Mr. Toome. And besides, I was almost 30 at the time, and I was more than tired of one-night encounters.

So that left Jack Daniels. Now, there was a man I could suck down for hours – and who'd let me! The TV in the bar was playing some marathon of those old Claymation Christmas movies. You know, the ones with Rudolph and Frosty and the Heatmeister and Meisterburger Burgermeister. If you don't know what I'm talking about, you're not missing out on much. At any rate, the janky animation and the annoying songs and the happy-go-lucky messages weren't doing anything to raise my Christmas spirits.

Outside, the snow fell steadily. Traffic moved slow, drivers careful not to ruin their holidays with a fender bender. People passed by with their arms laden down with last-minute shopping. Everyone seemed like they had someone to shop for, someone to spend their Christmas with. Me? I bought a mug for my secret santa at the office, and got a kitten-themed calendar from mine. Big whoop.

Maybe you'd think that I deserved to be alone, what with my sour attitude. But I didn't always have such a bah humbug mentality. In fact, I used to love Christmas. For years, all through college, I was the first person to put up decorations and get a tree and buy presents and sing carols. But after college, when I moved to New York, and my friends slowly began to slip away, and I began to realize how hard it was to make new friends...well, the Christmas spirit just seemed to fade.

You'd think a self-professed slut would be great at making friends. But it was even hard to find a good man in the city. I wasn't about to endanger myself responding to random Craigslist ads, and at this point Tinder was still a figment of some techie's imagination.

There was OKCupid, but even a slut has standards, and most of the guys I met through the website weren't up to mine. And besides, the older I got, the more I wanted to be one person's special slut. I guess that sort of thing catches up to you, no matter who you are. Random hookups weren't doing it for me anymore.

So there I was, in the middle of a three-month dry spell, feeling pretty sour about Christmas and everyone who had someone to spend it with. And soon enough, even Frank abandoned me in favor of his wife, ushering me out into the dark and snowy night with a sympathetic smile and a half-hearted “Merry Christmas.”
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Suffice to say, I wasn't the most sober person on the street that night. And perhaps that's why I did what I did when I passed by that alleyway. After all, for a single woman to intervene the way I did was more than a little foolish. It could have ended very, very badly for me. Of course, it ended quite well, but I'm getting ahead of myself again.

As I tromped down the street, bundled up against the cold, I wasn't paying attention to much of anything. But I wasn't so blind drunk that I couldn't hear the pathetic wailing that came from the alley – and the jeering shouts that accompanied it. I stalled for a minute, trying to make sense of the cacophony in my whiskey-drenched mind. But soon enough, I figured it out, and swayed forth to play superhero.

“Hey!” I shouted. In the darkness, I could make out their figures; three bulky ones, towering over a wretched-looking lump. “What's goin' on here?!”

“Get outta here!” One of the shadows yelled.

“They're mugging me! Help! Get help!”

“Shut the fuck up, lady, and you, get out of here!”

“I have mace!” I shouted. “I have mace, and I'm calling the police! You get out of here, you...you....bullies!”

It was the sort of bravery only alcohol can afford you. I didn't have mace. I didn't even know if my cell phone had any battery left. But it was enough – just enough – to get the three shadows running.

“Are you alright?” I asked, staggering forward while watching the three figures disappearing.

“I…I…I think so…” Her voice was thick with tears, and as I turned to finally look at her I saw that she was no more than 16. I had an idea those guys weren’t just muggers, and that I might have stopped something even worse from happening.

“Where do you live, dear? Let me get you home…”

“I..just two apartments down…I was almost home…”

She sobbed again, and I took her under my arm, letting her cry against my shoulder. Poor thing was shivering and gasping with each breathe. She was so shaken up, I knew I had to get her home fast. It wouldn’t be a happy Christmas Eve for her family, but at least she’d be safe.

Slowly, I managed to get her out of the alley and onto the street, and led her towards the apartment building she said was hers. Her fingers shook as she keyed in the code, and I stayed at her side until we were outside her door. I was still more than a little intoxicated, and when her father answered the door, concern etched on his face, I found myself unable to explain who I was or why I was standing there with his shaking, crying daughter.

She launched herself into his arms, and in the few seconds where he was distracted, I decided to make my escape. If I stuck around, he’d probably thank me, and invite me in, and then I’d be drunk and uncomfortable. I didn’t need gratitude, I needed to go home and go to sleep. So with one last look over my shoulder, I stumbled down the hall to the stairs, and was out in the quiet night once more.

My own apartment was a block away. I sighed deeply, putting the whole incident out of my mind. But as I reached the end of the block, I found myself suddenly blocked by something big and red and white. I know I was drunk, but I’d swear on a thousand bibles that it had come out of nowhere, appearing out of thin air. Holding back a scream, I looked up and saw a human face, covered in a thick, curly white beard.

“Christine Lockheart!”

Well, fuck. This night just kept getting weirder – and worse. Now some big guy dressed as Santa knew my name? I didn’t want to deal with this…

“Uh,” I grumbled. “Do I know you?”

He smiled broadly, eyes twinkling, and put his finger on the side of his nose.

“You may have heard of me,” he said with a laugh. “I don’t think I’m bragging when I say I’m quite famous.”

“Oh,” I slurred. “Okay. Thanks.”

I don’t know what I was thanking him for, I just wanted him to get out of my way.

“I saw your courageous and selfless act,” he said, not budging. “And I know you are having a hard time this Christmas.”

So this guy was watching, and let me deal with the thugs? This HUGE guy let a tiny little woman scare off three attackers? Maybe he was famous, but he was a jerk!

“What the hell? Why didn’t…”

“Oh, I couldn’t intervene, though I wanted to,” he said gravely. His fluffy red Santa suit was gathering snowflakes. I suddenly remembered that I was cold.

“Okay, whatever,” I said. “Can I go now?”

“Wouldn’t you like to tell Santa what you want for Christmas?” He asked, that smile glued to his face. “After such a brave and kind act, you may just find it under your tree!”

“I don’t have a tree,” I sighed. “And my Christmas wish is for you to move, so I can go home.”

He seemed disappointed, but he stepped to the side, sighing. I kind of felt bad. He had such a nice, friendly face and voice, even for a weirdo stranger. As I walked past him, I decided it couldn’t hurt to humor him a little.

“If you want to know what I really want for Christmas,” I said, turning to walk backwards so he could hear me clearly. “I’d like a man. A big, strong, handsome man, made just for me. But I don’t think your elves can make that at the North Pole. Merry Christmas.”

I waved and rushed off before he could respond. My apartment came into view, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Even though it was dark and lonely, it was warm, and mine. Once inside, I considered having a nightcap, but decided I had enough to drink. It had turned into quite an eventful Christmas Eve, after all. I was tired down to my bones, and my bed was calling my name. As I lay under my comforter, slowly nodding off, I wasn’t thinking of sugarplums, and I certainly wasn’t dreaming of Santa Claus. I was making a determined effort not to think or dream of anything at all.
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There was a creature stirring, and it wasn't a mouse. I didn't know what the hell it was, but a mouse could never make a thump that loud. I grabbed my sheets to my chest, trying to fight through my panic. Could it be...had those thugs...from the alley....

It was impossible, wasn't it? They couldn't have followed me without my knowing it! I was drunk, but I wasn't that drunk! The longer I sat there, waiting for another noise, the more I felt like maybe I'd been dreaming. Maybe I'd just woken myself up from a nightmare. Maybe it was just my imagination playing tricks on me. I looked at the clock on the table; past 2am. Leaning back against my pillows, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. It was all in my head. It was all in my...

THUMP!


Holy fuck. That was not my imagination. And it wasn't my upstairs neighbors banging on the ceiling. It was someone in my living room! The thump seemed to resound throughout the apartment, echoing in my frantic and frazzled mine. My whole body was electric fire. Reaching out, I turned on the bedside lamp and stared at the doorway, waiting for something awful to happen. My mind started running through scenarios: I could escape out the window and climb the fire escape! I could use my lamp as a weapon! I could wait and let whoever it was put me out of my Christmas misery! 

“Christine,” a voice called from the living room. Softly, gently. Whoever it was...they knew my name. It should have terrified me but it didn't. Because hearing that voice brought a strange, warm comfort. “Christine...”

The voice called again, and then a few more times. Each time, I could feel my body physically relaxing, while my mind seemed to grow comfortably hazy. I wanted to go to the voice. It sounded warm and welcoming, and I wanted to go to it. It almost felt like I was watching my body move from afar as I threw off the covers and got out of bed, drifting towards the hallway, then towards the living room, the voice calling me all the while.

When I finally saw the owner of that beautiful voice, all I could think was: oh.

I was still naked, having gone to bed that way and not feeling the need to dress before I followed that voice. And my nakedness seemed appropriate, considering the sight awaiting me. A man, a beautiful man, stood in the center of my living room. The very sight of him had my nipples tingling and beginning to tighten. Even more, my mouth was watering. He had blonde hair, sandy and soft-looking, and blue eyes that pierced me to my core. He was garbed in a thick, red, white-lined robe. His face was clean-shaven, his smile slight and bewitching, and I felt compelled to answer it with a smile of my own.

“Christine,” he said again, that voice twirling between my ears and producing a sigh from my throat. I closed my eyes, felt his voice caress me all over, like a million gentle hands. “Come closer.”

Would I obey him? Of course I would. Stepping lightly, trance-like and salivating, I approached him, and watched my own hand move to caress the velvet of his robe. It felt heavenly beneath my fingers, rich and warm and soft. The man kept smiling as my hand moved past the folds of the robe, finding his chest. It was even warmer, and hard as sculpted marble.

“Oh,” I said, looking down to see that the robe was doing a very poor job of hiding a cock – a gigantic, beautifully veined, throbbing cock. Did I mention I was salivating? Because now my mouth was a flood, my pussy wet, my nipples hard. The man grabbed the edges of his robe and opened it, letting it fall to the ground and pool around his feet. He was perfect from head to toe, with a massive chest tapering down to a lean waist, a deep V leading the way to his huge member.

“Suck me,” he said, in that same tone. And, oh boy, was I happy to obey that command. I immediately dropped to my knees, my hands fluttering across his silky skin. I gripped his base with one hand and his balls in the other, opened my mouth and let his head pass between my lips, spreading them wide as I moaned. He tasted like chocolate.

My pussy leaked down my leg as I lapped my tongue around his head, a drop of his pre-cum sliding down my throat. It had been so long since I had a cock to worship, and this one was so perfect. I wanted to savor every single inch, and I did. My fingertips stroked him from base to shaft while I suckled and kissed the tip, my hand gently fondling his balls.

I could have swirled my tongue across the tip all night, but the man seemed to know how much I loved to be guided. He buried his hands in my hair and pushed, his cock sliding another inch into my mouth, filling my cheeks as his scent tickled my nostrils. I moaned, feeling his hips thrust against me, driving him further. I loved a man to take charge, to fuck my mouth until I was gagging and breathless.

“Touch yourself,” his voice came again, and now my hand moved downward, finding my drenched pussy and my swollen clit. I almost came the second I touched myself, feeling his cock hitting my throat for the first time. I worked my tongue along the bottom of his shaft, trying to give him every ounce of pleasure I could. It was like every man I'd ever sucked, in one beautiful package, and my body roared with pleasure as he thrust his hips against my lips.

His hand on my head was demanding, stiff, holding me in place. I let my throat go soft, so he could slide his entire length into my mouth, pressing into my throat with a well-timed groan. It was that groan that first made me come; shaking, I had to fight the urge to clench my jaw, my fingers plunged deep inside my pussy as I bucked, eyes rolling backwards. The feel of his massive cock filling my throat drove my climax deeper and deeper.

His hand, fisting in my hair, suddenly began to move in time with his hips, so that my lips slid back and forth on his cock, faster and harder with each stroke. He was fucking my mouth with abandon, ravaging me just the way I liked, making my eyes water and nostrils go wild trying to get enough breath.

The way he pulled my hair drove tendrils of pain throughout my body that drove my pleasure to impossible heights; barely recovered from my first orgasm, I felt another building. I could feel the thick vein under his cock throbbing, his balls churning in my palm. I desperately wanted to feel him bursting with his cock jammed down my throat, his salty cum filling my mouth and stomach. Moaning around his shaft, I gave his balls a gentle squeeze, and received my reward.

Thick, hot ropes of cum burst from his cock into my throat, so much of it that I couldn't swallow hard enough or fast enough to collect it all. His cum leaked from my lips, dripping down onto my breasts, rolling down across my hardened nipples. He came and came, producing more cum than a stallion, until my stomach almost ached from swallowing so much of it.

When he finally pulled away, trailing saliva and cum from my lips, I gasped desperately, trying to fill my lungs with all the air I'd been denied while sucking his magnificent cock. My body seemed to topple towards him, a moan on my lips, desperate for more. And he did not disappoint.

Not a full second passed before I felt his muscular arms grasping me, lifting me as light as a feather and carrying me to the couch. He lowered me gently onto the cushions, his eyes sending divine shivers down my spine, their intensity mesmerizing. He leaned in, pressing his hard chest against my breasts, and kissed me. Even with the taste of his seed on my tongue, he seemed not to care, and kissed me deeply while his hands massaged and spread my thighs.

My pussy was aching and drenched, and I ground it against his torso, feeling my clit buzz and swell once more. Pulling away, he lowered himself between my thighs, bringing his mouth inches from my slit. His breath, hot and swift, blew across my cunt and made my muscles clench. I grabbed my own breasts, teasing my nipples as he gently brought his tongue to my slit and drew it upwards, collecting my juices and spreading them along my lips.

He let his tongue slide all the way up, stopping just below my clit, torturing me as sweetly as possible. I moaned, but his eyes just flicked up towards mine, taunting me, challenging me. Oh, God, he knew every dark desire in my heart! I loved nothing more than to be forced to beg for my pleasure, to reduce myself to a pleading slut before a man. And he was going to do just that, tease me until I was willing to debase myself for him.

“Please,” I moaned. “Please, sir, please, I need you to lick my pussy, please...”

He growled low, the vibration reaching my clit but not satisfying the burn inside me. In desperate horror, I felt his tongue dip low, back towards my slit, tracing up and down my lips again and again, each time stopping just below the tender button that needed him most. I twisted and pinched my nipples, ready to say whatever he wanted me to say in order to feel his tongue against my clit.

“I'll do whatever you want,” I groaned. “I'll let you fuck me in every hole, I'll swallow every drop of cum in your balls, I'll do anything, sir, please, just...ohhhhhh!”

Finally, I felt the tip of his tongue against my clit, flicking it in one smooth motion. My hips jerked, my pussy gushing, as he wrapped his tongue around me and suckled my clit between his lips. His hands held my thighs, massaging my flesh as his tongue danced around my clit.

He was better than any man I'd ever had, and my body raged with pleasure. He moved slightly, and I felt his fingers at the entrance to my slit. He pushed them in, slowly, slipping them into my sopping wet pussy and curving them tightly against my wall. He found my g-spot in seconds, and pumped it hard while suckling my clit between his lips.

My orgasm surprised me with its force, ripping through me like a storm, my hips bucking violently as his tongue wrapped around my clit and his fingers pumped in my cunt. My juices, dripping down between my thighs, provided the perfect lubricant against my ass, and when he pressed his pinky against my rosebud I came again, wrapping my thighs tight around his head, howling my pleasure into the night. His pinky ravaged my ass while his fingers abused my pussy, drawing more bliss than I knew my body could produce. My nerves, frazzled and sparking, seemed too sensitive, the slightest breeze in the room making my nipples swell and tense in response.

When he finally pulled away, licking his lips and still looking hungry, I was well beyond the ability to speak. So when he reached for me, flipping me over onto my hands and knees, and positioned his cock against my dripping slit, I could only release a guttural moan to signal my approval.

He split me wide with his tip alone, even with my pussy gushing. He slid into me in one thrust, filling me to the brim, causing my stomach to spasm violently while another climax ripped through me. His balls nestled against my pussy lips, just grazing my clit, while his cock swelled inside me, the tip nudging my womb. By then, I could speak again, but I barely had to: he knew exactly what I wanted.

“Fuck me,” I gasped. “Please, sir, fuck me hard...”

And he did, slamming into me with such force that my whole body jolted forward, my tits bouncing underneath me as he split me in two and fucked me like a wild beast. I was nothing, I was an empty vessel, I was pure ecstasy and sensation. The faster he went, his balls slapping against me, the more I loved it.

His fingers dug into my hips, until he moved one hand to my hair and grabbed it in his fist, wrenching my head back on my neck, riding me like a breeding stallion. My lips parted, a cry escaping my chest, as I came again, my pussy clenching around his shaft as he buried it deep inside me and thrust forward, digging himself inside me like he owned every inch of my pussy.

His cock was slick and drenched in my juices, so when he suddenly pulled it away and pushed it against my asshole, it slid in easily. I clenched my teeth as he plunged into my rosebud, taking my ass with the same force with which he took my pussy.

While his fingers found my clit, rubbing it and circling it, his cock drove again and again into my ass, reminding me what a dirty slut I was, how eager I was to let this stranger fuck me in every hole just so I could come. When he slid his fingers into my pussy, it felt like being fucked by two men at once, and I shattered, coming again, blind and nearly foaming at the mouth from bliss. My ass clenched around his cock as I came, and he slammed into me one last time, releasing his cum in a thick, steady stream.

“Ohhhh, mmmfff,” I moaned, slipping down onto my elbows, spent and panting as he slid from my ass, his hands rubbing my cheeks gently. I felt his arms pulling me again, and through my nearly-closed eyes, I watched my apartment go by as he carried me back to bed, covering me in my comforter before kissing my forehead. And that was the last thing I remember before waking up on Christmas morning.
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At least it was a good dream, I thought before opening my eyes that morning. I sighed, slowly coming out of my slumber. In fact, I could still almost feel my body's recovery from the abuse, my pussy tingling and my throat raw and my ass a bit looser than usual. But it had all been in my head. It was all just psychosomatic. A sexy dream would be my only present on that Christmas morning.

Except....

What was that smell?

Drifting into my bedroom I smelled...pine? Maple syrup? Pancakes?

The neighbors sometimes cooked some fragrant stuff, but I'd never smelled it this strongly before. I rose, pulling on a robe to cover my naked body, and went to investigate.

You can imagine my surprise when I found him – still naked – in the living room. And a giant Christmas tree, decorated to the nines, in front of my window. And a steaming hot plate of pancakes with warm maple syrup waiting on the coffee table.

“Christine,” he said through a smile, voice as warm and buttery as the pancakes themselves. “Merry Christmas.”

“What...what...you...but...I...”

I couldn't begin to try to find the words to express my confusion. But I wasn't afraid; I will say that. I wasn't afraid in the least bit.

“I am your Christmas gift,” he said. “From Saint Nicholas himself. I will be here for as long as you want me, my love.”

“Christmas gift...Saint Nicholas...love?” I was still babbling like an idiot, and he was still smiling.

“You may call me Nick, as well,” he said. “I have made breakfast. Unless...you are hungry for something else?”

He leaned back against the couch, and that perfect cock of his sprang into view, hard and throbbing. Suddenly, I didn't give two shits about the fact that none of this made sense. I could deal with nonsense, if it meant an endless supply of cock to suck and fuck. My mouth was already watering as I rushed to his side and kissed him, my fingers travelling downward, ready for the best Christmas morning of my life.
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So that's how Nick came into my life. And he's just about perfect. In fact, I'm sitting on his lap right now, his hard cock stuffing my pussy for as long as I want. And when I'm done fucking him and sucking his balls dry, he's there to listen to me talk about how that bitchy woman, Jenny, from accounting is definitely sleeping with my cubicle neighbor John, or whip up some pad thai. He's really good at making pad thai.

And it's all thanks to a little liquid courage on a dark and snowy Christmas Eve. Now, I'm not saying you should go out and try to find someone who needs rescuing, especially from three large, shadowy strangers. But maybe carry some mace. Maybe take a self-defense class. Maybe just do the right thing next time you have a chance to. Especially if it's snowing, and Christmas is near at hand. You may just wake up with your own personal Nick at your beck and call, ready to treat you like a slut all night and make you breakfast in the morning.
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