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Chapter One

Charlie Symons looked at the watch and quickened her pace.

8.47am.

She was late for work. 

This time though it was not her fault.

Her children – Heath and Corey – had been dropped at their primary school giving Charlie just enough time to trek across town to work.

But then Corey’s teacher – an eager and somewhat irritating blonde called Mrs Huckerby – had grabbed her at the gates.

‘What a fucking moron’, Charlie mused as her breasts – inadequately supported for such unexpected physical activity – bounced painfully around inside her jumper. 

Her pace was rapid – at the very top of her limit. 

But, late or not, she was not running.

In the end, she had been forced to be blunt with the young teacher although, in truth, Charlie was probably only a couple of years older than her. 

She had tried to be polite at first but the ditzy woman had failed to take the hint.

After several minutes of one-sided conversation, Charlie had been left with no option but to end the discussion abruptly.

Charlie knew such curtness meant she would probably have to apologise the next time their paths crossed.

However she could not afford to lose her temporary job, no matter how demeaning it was. 

The money she earned was going to pay for Heath and Corey’s Christmas presents – how could she let her children down?

It was a shame their father did not take the same view, Charlie snorted to herself. 

Trevor drank any of the little money he had spare – despite her pleas.

Their marriage was loveless, sexless and over in all but name, the kids the only thing keeping the former sweethearts together.

Once a hot gymnast with plenty of willing male suitors, the curvy brunette often wondered where her life had gone wrong.

The answer was long and unsatisfying. 

Her life – children apart – had been a disaster.

In the distance, the dated structure of the Lakeview Shopping Centre rose into view as Charlie tried to focus on the day ahead.

The 31-year-old knew exactly what awaited her: eight hours of tedious boredom and humiliation for a lousy few pennies.

She had taken the only job going – working as one of Santa’s little helpers in the local shopping mall grotto.

She spent her days dressed in a ridiculous green and red costume so that was so unflattering it could easily have been a court jester’s uniform – to entertain hordes of excited children.

Humiliating.

Desperate.

Soul-destroying.

“And fucking necessary,” Charlie said loudly making a serious-looking businessman, who was passing nearby, jump with shock. 

Embarrassed to be caught talking to herself in public, she ignored the stranger’s look of surprise and kept marching towards the shopping centre.

Today was Wednesday, December 14.

Most children would be at school but the grotto would still be packed with stressed mums and over-excited kids today. 

Endless tantrums, huge queues and greedy children, it was a terrible combination.

Charlie huffed again.

‘Ten more days’ she reminded herself as her breathing became ragged, the fast pace finally taking its toll.

Beads of sweat were freely running down her back by the time she reached the centre’s large glass entranceway. 

A trusty pack of wet wipes were stowed inside her handbag – they would be needed before Charlie could put on her silly elf costume.

The Lakeview clock – the main attraction inside the tired-looking mall – loomed over shoppers as she weaved through the few people milling around.

It was 9.01am.

Charlie breathed a little easier and lessened her pace. 

Roger, the old boy who played Santa, was the boss – and a stickler for punctuality.

White-haired with a heavy beard and more than a little overweight, Roger only needed the red suit to step into the Father Christmas role.

Unlike Santa Claus though, Roger was not particularly generous – when it came to wage packets, at least.

Yet he was friendly and polite. 

Both Charlie and her equally cynical elf buddy Ellie genuinely liked Roger and his cheery, jovial nature.

But she knew her late arrival would irk the pensioner. 

It annoyed her because the grotto did not even open until 9.30am.

Yet Roger, for some unknown reason, insisted they needed to be there for a full half hour before start of play. 

It was a grind, particularly with the school run to factor in.

Equally she knew the old man’s nature would simply accept whatever fabricated story that she decided to invent.

Lies, these days, seemed to come easily to Charlie. 

The grotto sat in the heart of the shopping centre, where the biggest toy store in the town once proudly stood.

For ten and a half months every year, the old toy shop sat empty – a sad reminder of the former glory days of high street shopping.

But for six weeks in the run-up to December 25, the place was a hive of frenetic Christmas activity. 

“Meet Father Christmas. Yule not want to miss Santa!” 

For about the 50th time, Charlie snorted with distaste at the awful pun on the massive red banner hanging outside the grotto.

Surprised to find the front door ajar before they’d officially opened for the day, she pushed it open, ducked inside and nimbly crossed through the large waiting area towards the kitchen.

She saw a flash of red move inside the gloom of the grotto to her right, realising Roger was already dressed and set for the day ahead.

But the boss did not appear to offer his usual hearty greeting.

Charlie shrugged. 

Perhaps the old boy was not feeling sociable. 

Or perhaps he was giving the cold shoulder for lousy time-keeping once more.

Either way, she was happy not to have to concoct a lie this early in the morning. 

It was one less thing to worry about.

Charlie tugged open the heavy door leading to the kitchen and toilets, aware that her clothing had become drenched with sweat during the march here.

Her fringe too was sticking to her head. 

Not a good look.

Yet her problems were forgotten in a split second.

As the door edged open, Charlie almost collided with a person standing motionlessly only a metre or so away.

Ellie stood unmoving in the narrow corridor, eyes unfocused and covered in vomit.


Chapter Two

Ellie Saunders smiled weakly at the appearance of her friend and gratefully accepted the older woman’s embrace.

Her new dress – a tight-fitting silver outfit with no sleeves that left little to the imagination, particularly around her firm buttocks – was stained and creased.

Pale and exhausted, Ellie clung to Charlie’s arm as the pair slowly edged through the nearby kitchen door.

Charlie eased Ellie down into one of the uncomfortable school-type chairs and stepped towards the kettle on the worktop.

“Cuppa?”

Ellie groaned her appreciation for the offer of a drink but said nothing else.

It was a small dingy room with murky lighting, where the girls lurked during the short breaks amid the hectic days.

With no windows, the lack of natural light gave the room a strange feel.

The kitchen did not amount to much: a handful of chipped cups; an ancient, green kettle that Roy had conjured up last week when its predecessor had bitten the dust; a noticeboard with nothing on it; and a rack of rusty iron lockers.

“You look terrible,” Charlie remarked bluntly as she automatically moved to fill the kettle and begin the working day with a brew. 

The girls had only known each other a month but had developed a bond of sorts – both of them hated elves, working and pushy parents in equal measure. 

Their friendship had grown from there. 

Ellie grinned.

“Yeah, it was a long night.”

In fact, the 19-year-old felt much better than before.

The previous ten minutes had been spent spewing the contents of her tiny stomach into the grimy staff toilet.

The vomiting had eased the searing pain in her gut though.

Gulping down that last vodka had been a mistake in hindsight, Ellie had conceded while doubled-over the loo.

The party had only ended four hours ago. 

Ellie had gone back to some bloke’s house, had embarked on a disappointing round of drunken sex and had not slept at all.

“What was his name?”

It was like Charlie could read her mind.

“Neil.”

Ellie paused, her mind whirring.

“Or Niall. 

“Or perhaps it was Nate. 

“I can’t really remember to be honest. 

“I’d never met him before.”

The blonde reached into a pocket and pulled out a small make-up mirror to appraise her looks before they saw the boss. 

She was not too unhappy with the reflection.

Considering she’d drunk her own body weight in booze and lost count of the class A drugs that she’d taken during the party, she didn’t look too bad.

It was nothing that could not be cured by plastering on a heap of make-up for the shift ahead.

She may need a pick-up at some point later in the day but that was not something that had ever worried her in the past.

Ellie knew Charlie would not judge her. 

Her colleague even seemed to secretly enjoy the hedonistic lifestyle that her teen friend openly embraced.

Ellie Saunders loved being the life and soul of the party, always out on the town and dressed to impress.

She’d broken more male hearts than a philandering Z-list celebrity, or so the bitchy nightclub gossips claimed.

Yet here she was, dressing up as a fucking elf in the run-up to Christmas.

Times were tough.

“Here you go. 

“I’ve stuck a couple of sugars in there, it’ll help.”

Charlie slid a steaming cup of tea on to the table in front of Ellie. 

Another two mugs were sitting waiting on the side counter, ready to go.

Ellie could see her friend looking at her with concern.

“Thank you. 

“I’m okay. 

“Just need this cuppa and a bit of water and I’ll be fine and dandy.”

Seeing her friend raise a doubtful eyebrow at her declaration of rude health, Ellie continued to protest.

“Give me a break, Charlie babe. 

“Things got a little of hand last night but I’m here now – just about – and ready to do the same shit we do every day.

“I’ve been sick a load of times so I’m already beginning to recover. 

“I have a lot of bouncebackability, don’t forget.”

The blonde smiled weakly to ease Charlie’s worry.

It seemed to do the trick.

“What are you like, Ellie? 

“Seriously, you can’t keep going like this. 

“When does university start for you again?”

Ellie shifted uncomfortably on the seat. 

This was not a discussion she wanted to have – and particularly not with a searing hangover on the horizon.

Thankfully Charlie did not wait for an answer to her question. 

She made her way towards the top locker, reaching inside to find her uniform hanging inside.

“What the fuck?

“Is this some kind of sick fucking joke?”

Ellie snapped out of her day dream to see what had sparked her friend’s fury.

Charlie held out a Santa’s little helper outfit in front of her with a look of true disgust etched on her face.

Ellie frowned in confusion at the garment on the hanger. 

Something was not right.

The Father Christmas helper outfits had never changed – despite the inevitable complaints from both women. 

They wore green and red baggy dresses with bells attached to every corner.

A hat with a pompom at the tip and matching shoes with turned-up toes completed the unflattering look.

But apparently those run-of-the-mill Yuletide outfits were no longer grotto uniform – and had been replaced with something far more daring.

Ellie wrinkled her button nose in confusion – and stated the obvious.

“That’s not the one we wear?”

Charlie nodded a response, unable to stop the look of anger at the new outfit spreading across her features.

“Er, have you got a new outfit too, El?”

The blonde slipped from the chair, wobbling slightly as she moved past Charlie and delved into her own locker.

She hastily pulled out a near identical costume to the one Charlie was still holding, just in a smaller size.

Charlie’s face was red.

“He’s a pervert. 

“We can’t wear these!”

Thoughts of her hangover temporarily forgotten as her temper flared, Ellie inspected the new uniform with growing indignation.

It was green, sleeveless with a big green bow at the front and tiny in length, not even reaching down to the mid-thigh area.

Each hanger also held a green hat and white hold-up stockings. 

The lockers also contained a pair of white stiletto heels that were at least six inches high. 

The whole outfit screamed ‘slut’.

Ellie gazed at the shoes. 

Size six – he’d even got the right shoe size for her.

She turned back towards a stunned Charlie, who continued to look appalled by the clothes in her hands.

“Charlie, what’s going on?”

Charlie’s eyes were full of blazing fury when she returned Ellie’s stare.

“I don’t know, hun, but there’s no way either of us is wearing something like that – no matter what that old fucking shitbag says.

“Let’s go and sort this out right now.”

Ellie watched as her friend ripped open the door with a force that confirmed her rising temper.

Still holding the hanger, Ellie began to scurry after her friend eager to give old Roger a piece of her mind too.


Chapter Three

“You are a sick fucking bastard!

“We’re not wearing these outfits!

“No way.

“Are we fulfilling a sick fucking fantasy or something?”

Charlie’s words flew out in a flood of anger as she pushed open the heavy dark curtain to Santa’s grotto.

It was darker inside with only a couple of lamps providing minimal light to add to the wintry atmosphere they were trying to create.

Within seconds, Ellie was by her side. 

They looked at the man clad in the Father Christmas outfit, bent over a small table in the far corner and facing away from them.

“What have you got to say….” 

Charlie’s voice tailed off as her eyes became accustomed to the gloom.

She recoiled slightly as the man in red turned to face the barrage of hostile comments coming his way.

It wasn’t Roger.

Charlie swallowed nervously as her mind quickly appraised the strange male.

Tall.

Dark.

Young. 

Handsome.

And he had a body of an Adonis – rock-hard abdominal muscles peeped through the unfastened Santa jacket that he had flung over his shoulders.

“Who are you?

“Where’s Roger?”

Ellie stepped forward, speaking for them both.

The questions hung in the air, the only sound coming from a smart phone playing RnB tunes as it sat on the table next to Santa’s seat.

When the man responded, his voice was deep and the answers delivered in a manner that commanded respect.

“My name is Brett Hunter. 

“Roger has hurt his back and will be unable to work for the rest of the year.

“As his nephew, Roger asked me to fill in for him for the next ten days. 

“I agreed to help my old uncle out at short notice … and here I am.”

Brett stepped closer to the lamp in the corner of the room, turning down the music on his phone as he did so.

Charlie felt her throat go dry as her eyes became transfixed on the man’s glistening six-pack a few metres from her. 

The minimal light reflected on his dark shaven hair and immaculate designer stubble.

He was absurdly hot.

“Oh my god, is Roger okay?” 

Ellie asked, genuinely concerned.

Brett looked at them with a burning intensity in his big brown eyes that made Charlie’s stomach flutter with butterflies.

She shuffled trying to clear the erotic thoughts about Brett away from her mind and focus on the conversation.

Brett pulled a face. 

“Yes. 

“I guess he is okay. 

“Nothing a few weeks in bed won’t fix. 

“I’ll pass on your best wishes to him as I know he’ll like that.”

Eager to change the conversation away from his sick uncle, Brett flicked a chunky finger in their direction.

“So you found the new outfits then?”

He checked his watch and did not wait for an answer to the question.

“Excellent. Right, it’s time to get changed ladies because there’s only,” he paused to check the time on his watch, “13 minutes until we get this show on the road.”

He looked at them expectantly.

The mention of the outfits spurred Charlie into action.

She cleared her throat, her voice reflecting earlier indignation.

“You can’t seriously expect us to wear these?”

Brett placed his large hands together, enjoying the girls’ predictable reaction as he cracked his knuckles loudly.

“Yes, I do.

“This is your new uniform.”

Charlie laughed. 

“Don’t be so absurd. 

“They look like something a stripper would wear.

“We’re not wearing them.

“Where have you put the real uniform? 

“Let’s stop messing around and get on with the day.”

Her words were spoken bossily, oozing an air of superiority.

Crack. 

Charlie flinched as the stranger popped his knuckles again.

With no response forthcoming, Charlie could not disguise her relief when Ellie piped up to support her.

“Yeah, Charlie is right.

“This isn’t on.

“You can’t really be serious about this.

“Does Roger know?”

Ellie’s question hung in the air for a moment before Brett took another step towards them.

Charlie could see small beads of sweat glistening on his hairless chest, muscles rippling as he moved gracefully.

She licked her lips as her mind wandered again. 

How old was he? 

She guessed he was about 25 but could not be sure.

Brett exhaled loudly and crossed his arms. 

When he spoke his tone was firm, the wording direct but quiet. 

His piercing gaze flicked between the two women standing before him, ensuring they understood every single word.

“Charlotte, Eleanor.

“I will only say this once so listen carefully.

“Roger is no longer the boss.

“I am. 

“Roger and I spent a long time talking last night and, as a result, he has agreed to give me full control of the operation for the remainder of the year.

“I make the rules now. 

“What I say goes.

“Wages, staff, uniforms, working hours – you name it, I’m the person who decides.

“Get used to it – or get out.”

Charlie tried to interrupt but Brett put up a hand to indicate he had not finished.

Enjoying the girls’ horror stricken looks, he continued arrogantly.

“He told me all about both of you last night. 

“He repeatedly called you ‘Santa’s little helpers’ during our little chat.

“However it seems to me that you both do exactly what you want and don’t give two hoots about your work or your employer.

“And that has been proven correct this morning. 

“One of you turned up late while the other arrived in plenty of time but then spent 10 minutes vomiting in the toilet.

“Then you have the cheek to storm in here – without a single word of apology, by the way, – and demand I reverse my decision on uniform.”

Brett’s eyes narrowed and his voice dropped to a whisper, suddenly sounding far more menacing than before.

“Well, let me be clear.

“That’s not the way it works here anymore.

“In fact, I’ve got a new name for you. 

“You’re ‘Santa’s naughty little helpers’. 

“Yes, that suits you both perfectly.

“And, judging from what I’ve seen so far today, you’re both in urgent need of some discipline from a real man.”


Chapter Four

Ellie was unsure how much longer she could manage to stand for.

She could not remember the last time she’d eaten. 

Had it been yesterday lunchtime? 

No – she’d been to the bank and ran out of time to grab a sandwich or snack on the way back, she recalled.

It must have been the day before.

Either way, the lack of nutrition was beginning to take its toll.

Ellie felt weak and had begun to fear her legs may give way soon.

This bloke – Brett or whatever he was called – seemed an absolute nutcase. 

He was busy laying down the law to them like some big shot – but she was only taking in every other word. 

As his speech finally came to an end, Ellie glanced at Charlie expecting her to respond first to his nonsense.

But her friend stood motionless, saying nothing.

Aware her exhausted body was on the cusp of failing completely, Ellie decided to take the initiative herself.

She took a deep breath and thrust the green outfit out towards Brett.

“Fine. 

“Ring the changes, pull us up if we’re late or lack enthusiasm. 

“That’s fair enough.

“You’re the boss – apparently – and that’s your call.

“But these outfits are simply not acceptable. 

“There will be far too much flesh on display. 

“Let’s all be sensible.”

Brett did not respond.

He did not need to. 

His big eyes burned deeply into Ellie seemingly for proposing a solution that differed from his own viewpoint.

Those pupils smouldered with an intensity that planted a substantial seed of confusion inside her tired mind. 

Ellie was unsure if she was aroused or intimidated by this brazen individual.

Perhaps it was a little of both, she thought, willing him to speak and break the awkward pause hanging over them.

Brett’s lips showed the merest hint of a smile as he shook his head.

“No. They are your outfits from now on. 

“If you don’t like them, the door is over there.”

The smile faded. 

His tone was final.

At last, Charlie entered the conversation.

“But the skirt is too short, we’ll be flashing our underwear every two minutes when we go under the Christmas tree to get the presents.”

Brett pulled a face. 

“Not my problem.”

Ellie’s stomach lurched with horror. 

Shit.

When she spoke, the words were faint.

“But I can’t.

“I’m not wearing any panties.”

Ellie stared at the floor as she spoke, unwilling to make eye contact with either of the two people in the room.

From the corner of her eye, she could see the shock etched on her friend’s face.

“Ellie.”

Brett spoke her name softly, encouraging Ellie to raise her eyes.

She complied.

“That’s not a problem.

“You can do the till and Charlie can distribute the presents today. 

“That way no-one gets an eyeful of anything too steamy.”

Ellie blew out her cheeks with relief, her mind weighed down by the confusing mixture of emotions.

She wanted to tell Brett to stuff his poxy job.

At one time in the not too distant past, Ellie Saunders would never have put up with this bullshit – or any type of crap come to think of it.

Times though had changed.

She had to make rent this month.

No-one – not even her parents or closest friends – fully understood how desperate her situation had become. 

Her partying had spiralled out of control in the summer term as she finished the first year of university. 

In fact, the 19-year-old had been asked not to return after failing to attend any of the first year examinations for her economics degree.

Ellie had laughed it off at the time, but had been too ashamed to tell anyone back home about her predicament.

So, instead of heading back to the seaside campus for her second year, she’d secretly moved to London to find a job.

Yet that had not gone to plan either.

She had survived using her student loans, renting a cheap room in the eastern part of the capital while looking for work.

Finding a good job though had proven difficult.

Hindered by the strain of hard partying, Ellie could not find the right opportunity – certainly not a career that she could tell her parents had persuaded her to ‘give up’ life as a university student, at least.

But her money was beginning to run out. 

At first she’d tried to ignore it.

Then cash points stopped giving her money. 

Her debit card started being declined even for tiny amounts.

And her landlord – a bald obnoxious bloke called Chris – was beginning to turn nasty over late or non-payments. 

He had threatened to turf her stuff out into the street if she didn’t make rent this month.

At her lowest ebb, Ellie had seen the “Help wanted” poster in the grotto window and knocked on the door. 

Roger, no doubt sensing her desperation, had given Ellie a chance.

It was exactly what she needed.

The job, although mind-numbing and repetitive in the extreme, provided enough for her to make rent and a little pocket change so she could still go out.

She could not afford to lose this income. 

It had – and continued to – provide vital breathing space while she weighed up her future options.

Money was everything at the moment.

Once Christmas was over and the grotto closed for another ten months, she would re-evaluate her entire life. 

Maybe even return home. 

Perhaps try another university course with a more focused attitude towards academic learning this time around.

Ellie had options.

But at the moment, one thing dominated her thinking.

She didn’t want the party to end.

That would be a waste.

“Ellie?”

Ellie’s daydream ended abruptly as Brett – and his glistening six-pack – stepped closer and loomed over them.

“Fine,” she whispered.

“Ellie!?” 

Ellie felt her friend’s elbow dig sharply into her ribcage with indignation but she did not look at Charlie or respond.

Instead, she looked defiantly into Brett’s eyes.

“Fine. 

“I’ll wear it.

“You’re the boss, after all.”

She turned and left the steamy grotto before anyone else spoke, clutching the lacy green outfit in her hand.


Chapter Five

Charlie munched on a ham sandwich alone in the kitchen, casting her mind over the awful events of the morning.

Embarrassed and self-conscious due to the slutty elf outfit, Charlie had been unable to concentrate properly on her job.

Instead, she had spent every minute trying to avoid giving smirking dads – and a lot of mothers too – an eyeful of flesh.

Charlie had never been particularly shy about her looks. 

She had always taken pride in her body, curvy but never overweight. 

Her boobs were a handful – 34DD at the last lingerie measurement – and, despite the arrival of two children in the past few years, they did not sag. 

Her ass was round and full while her face continued to defy her age. 

For a 31-year-old married working mum-of-two, Charlie was pretty happy with how she scrubbed up.

Yet this was different.

If she bent over to scoop up presents from underneath the tree, her display of ample cleavage gave ogling fathers an extra Yuletide gift. 

But if she turned her back to the customers, the short hemline on the elf dress inevitably rose up and her white frilly French knickers were on full show.

Several anonymous wandering hands had grabbed her backside during the morning, causing her to yelp with surprise.

When she twisted around in anger though, the marauding hands had disappeared – and people were looking at her with questioning looks.

She thanked her lucky stars that she’d decided not to wear a thong today or the humiliation would have been even worse.

Brett seemed not to have notice her discomfort.

His face had been unreadable for the last couple of hours.

The young man said only the bare minimum to her and Ellie, barking out instructions without bothering to waste time on manners.

His rock-hard stomach had disappeared underneath the big red coat as they opened the doors and the public began filing in.

To the customers, Brett was charm personified – an excellent performance of Father Christmas that left parents and kids delighted alike.

He was funny, jovial and witty and the well-constructed outfit did not betray his relatively young years to the excited children.

Brett, it turned out, was a hit.

Charlie’s mind switch to Ellie.

The teenager looked terrible but had somehow managed to survive until lunchtime.

She still could not believe Ellie had bowed to the pressure and agreed to wear the slutty outfit, leaving her high and dry. 

With her colleague changing her mind, Charlie felt she had no choice other than to go along with Brett’s request. 

The temptation to tell swear at Brett and storm out of the grotto for good was huge but she needed the money. 

If she walked out, the children’s Christmas presents would never arrive.

Sure, she had some cash saved from the previous weeks of work but it was not enough to buy the kids what they wanted. 

She required every penny. 

She had ten days remaining and time was running out.

Instead Charlie had taken a deep breath, swallowed her pride and followed Ellie out of the room without another word.

The mum-of-two looked down at the flimsy outfit as she sat in silence. 

Ellie’s smaller frame was more suited to the outfit, her lack of curves making the dress far less revealing.

Charlie’s breasts strained against the thin material at every opportunity making her chest look even more substantial than normal.

Why had she not worn a bra this morning? 

The answer was simple: she was running late and, as she had been getting dressed, she’d been side-tracked by a missing homework dilemma.

She sighed and took the final bite of the sandwich.

Seconds later, Ellie burst through the door.

Charlie grinned at the energy of the younger girl, revelling at her remarkable powers of recovery once again.

“You are not going to believe the bargains I found….”

Ellie dumped two full carrier bags on the table in front of Charlie and turned to throw her winter coat back into the lockers.

“I could have spent soooo much money but only picked up….”

Ellie sentence tailed off as the kitchen door opened again. 

Brett ambled into the kitchen, steam oozing from his sweat-drenched body.

Charlie spoke before thinking.

“Oops. 

“Isn’t it a little damp outside to go walking around without a coat?”

Ellie sniggered.

Brett walked to the sink, filled a murky-looking pint glass with cold tap water and gulped it down rapidly before repeating the process.

Thirst quenched, a broad forearm wiped the excess water away from his lips as he stood facing away from the girls.

Charlie watched the bulging muscles in his back, imagining her nails digging into the rock hard body of the young man as he ravaged her.

She fidgeted on her seat trying to shake off the naughty thoughts of becoming a sex-mad cougar with her boss.

Brett had still not replied.

Finally he turned round to face them, crossing his arms.

He directed his opening comment towards Charlie.

“I’ve had a quick lunchtime workout, Charlotte, but thanks for the concern. 

“A hundred press-ups, 200 crunches, a 3k run and 50 star jumps. 

“Have you got any more smart-ass remarks?”

Charlie blushed and shook her head in response.

Brett nodded and shifted his body a touch to address them both.

“This morning was disappointing, ladies.

“I expected more, much more.

“We’ll be having a compulsory staff training session this evening – straight after we close the doors. 

“It should take an hour.”

This was not a request. 

It was an order.

Almost inevitably, it was Charlie who responded first.

“What?

“No, I can’t. 

“I have a family that needs me. 

“I can’t stay late.”

The words came out quickly as Charlie’s mind raced with a degree of panic forming in her mind. 

She couldn’t do it.

Who would look after the kids?

Brett stroked his stubble-covered chin making a great show of pretending to consider the older woman’s response. 

Charlie thought – for a split-second – that she could see the flicker of a wicked smile fall over his handsome features.

In a flash it was gone, replaced with the usual brooding and menacing glare.

“Do you not understand the term ‘compulsory’?

“Regardless of your glaring failings with the English language, a lack of child care is not my problem, Charlotte.

“Both you and your colleague have been abject today. 

“One of you can barely stand while the other is picking fights with our customers….”

His eyes flicked between them both.

“Some fucking creep was touching up my ass! What did you expect?” Charlie could not help but interrupt her boss. 

“Although I couldn’t see exactly who it was,” she added quietly, keeping her eyes firmly on the ground.

Brett pulled a face. 

“And who could blame him?

Charlie looked up in surprise at the unexpected compliment.

She stammered looking for the right words.

“I … er … look … I …”

The alpha male placed a large bear-like hand on her shoulder to stop her rambling response.

It worked.

When he spoke again, his tone had changed. 

His approach seemed a touch more gentle, a fraction more persuasive compared to previous conversations.

“We need to spend some time together – as a three.

“Both of you have slipped into bad habits. 

“I intend to remedy these issues once and for all this afternoon. 

“I’m certain that, with a little correctional guidance from myself, you will be the best little helpers in the world.

“We’ve only got ten days together. 

“Let’s not fight. 

“Complete the training, don’t complain and let’s all enjoy Christmas.”

Charlie could feel the conflict within her mind as Brett spoke.

Who would look after the kids?

Could her neighbour Pam help out?

Or would her mother be available to have them at such notice?

But her mind was cloudy. 

Brett was close, standing only a metre or so away. 

His distinctive aroma was intoxicating, a potent mixture of sweat and powerful aftershave sending her senses into overdrive.

Charlie fought the growing temptation to stand up and rest her head against the ripped pectoral muscles, feeling the strong beat of his heart.

It dawned on her. 

She wanted to stay late that night. 

She was drawn to this powerful, mysterious individual.

Charlie looked up, blushing when she saw Brett’s stare was fixed fully on her.

She nodded slowly, indicating she would stay late.

“Excellent.”

Brett did not wait for Ellie to respond, safe in the knowledge that the younger woman would follow Charlie’s lead.

Instead he marched towards the kitchen door.

As he went, Brett casually flicked out a hand to wipe away the tell-tale remnants of white powder that lingered around Ellie’s nostrils.

He pulled the door open and left without another word, leaving his two helpers to look at each other with raised eyebrows.

Today was going to be a long day.


Chapter Six

Ellie squatted next to the grotto’s entrance, locking the deadbolt at the foot of the heavy glass doors to indicate the end of the day.

It had been a long shift – and it wasn’t over yet.

Her hangover had finally gone. 

True, it had taken three lines of coke to get her shattered body through the working day but it had done the trick.

She had survived.

Somehow.

Being tasked to sit on the checkout all day had been her saving grace. 

Several times during the busy period, Ellie had said a silent prayer for not bothering to pick up her G-string from that random lad’s bedroom floor last night.

She watched with a rising sense of guilt as Charlie had spent the day battling with her slutty Santa’s helper outfit.

She had been pawed, groped and touched up at almost every available opportunity.

And, despite her friend’s best efforts to retain her dignity, almost every person had been treated to view of her butt, covered in frilly white lace.

Several parents had complained about the inappropriate outfits but those concerns had been immediately dismissed by Brett.

And a dollop of his fake charm ensured no-one left unhappy.

Ellie knew he was hot yet something was not quite right.

Also she could tell Charlie was drawn to him – despite her denials at lunchtime.

However the simple problem remained: he was a fucking asshole.

Ellie sighed and wearily forced her body to stand once more. 

Her body ached.

It was 5.32pm.

Training, according to the new boss, should not take longer than an hour.

She would still have plenty of time to go home, shower, eat something – toast probably, if the bread had not gone mouldy – and get ready to party tonight.

“You ready, Ellie?”

Charlie beckoned Ellie towards her. 

She was standing at the entrance to the grotto, dropping her smartphone back into the over-sized handbag on her arm.

“Has your mum been able to help?”

Charlie nodded.

“Yes, but I’ve got to be back before 7pm.

“With the walk home, I’m going to be cutting it fine.”

Ellie walked past her into the grotto, which remained stiflingly hot despite now being empty.

“Where is he?”

Charlie pulled a face.

“God knows. 

“As soon as that last family left, he marched out of here and I’ve not fucking seen him since. 

“He’d better fucking hurry up or I’m going.”

Ellie blew out her cheeks feeling a little uncomfortable with Charlie’s bad language. 

It was so unlike her.

“Let’s sit shall we? 

“He could be ages yet.”

Without waiting for a response, she strode over to Brett’s seat and perched upon it, crossing her shapely legs as she did so.

Charlie followed slowly behind and sat on the smaller seat to Ellie’s right, taking care to keep the handbag close by.

Ellie could tell Charlie was anxious about getting home to her children and was already thinking about making a swift escape.

Trying to take her friend’s mind off the situation, Ellie spoke up: “So what type of thing are we going to be learning tonight?”

Charlie could not hide her smile.

“I have no idea. 

“Perhaps we’ll learn about the best way to wrap a present?”

Ellie cackled, the idea of formal staff training for two of Santa’s little helpers becoming more preposterous by the second.

“Yes, perhaps we’ll learn how to decorate the tree properly?”

The girls laughed at each other.

“Both of you are incorrect.”

Neither of them had seen the boss slip into the dimly lit grotto unannounced as they had openly mocked him.

Ellie gasped as their boss stood before them.

His fake white beard had been discarded along with the rest of his entire Santa outfit.

Instead he wore nothing apart from a tight-fitting pair of black boxer shorts that struggled to contain his manhood.

His body could have easily passed for a professional athlete’s, Ellie thought. 

There was not a spare ounce of flesh on his entire frame.

Brett’s muscles glistened in the sparse rays of light, ripped and powerful.

Ellie heard Charlie’s sharp intake of breath as she too studied the perfect male form standing in front of them.

Brett glared down at them. 

Ellie noted that he made no reference to his lack of clothing or the oil that had been slathered generously over his body.

“Get out of my seat.

“You can both stand.”

Ellie did not dare to disobey.

She jumped straight out of the spacious chair and took two large paces away from it to allow Brett through.

Seconds later Charlie was by her side, the pair standing still dressed in the slutty little helper costumes.

Brett passed them both and settled into the seat, his legs spread wide open in a textbook display of masculine dominance.

“Ladies, welcome to our staff training session.

“There are several issues in this grotto that need to be resolved immediately.

“Neither of you are up to the standard I require. 

“Hopefully, after tonight, you will understand your roles much better.”

Ellie saw Charlie edge forward slightly. 

“I seem to remember that Roger did not have any complaints – about either of us.”

Brett’s eyes danced with fury but his voice remained stable.

“Roger?

“He was your boss yesterday.

“I’m the boss today.

“Don’t mention his name again.”

He paused, almost willing either of the girls to challenge his dominance again.

No further comment was forthcoming though so Brett continued.

“Good. 

“I’m glad we’ve cleared that issue up.

“As you probably expected, the first problem I have is to do with uniform.

“This morning’s arguments were pointless. 

“To make things worse, one of you did not even bother to wear panties to work.

“I may change the uniform tomorrow. 

“I may not. 

“That is my decision.

“However when someone turns up for work without underwear and can only do a single role for the entire day, then I have a problem.

“Do you understand?”

The piercing stare fell upon Ellie, who could not stop herself from blushing.

Until now, she had not realised her lack of panties had been such a point of discomfort.

The blonde teenager nodded.

“Excellent. 

“Then you will fully understand that I require you to be disciplined, Eleanor.

“Come here.”

Ellie responded instinctively, unwilling to disobey. 

He approached Brett with caution.

Yet he was too quick for her. 

Before a whimper of protest could pass through her cracked lips, Ellie felt his strong hand yank her bicep.

Caught off-balance, she fell towards the floor but was caught by Brett’s arms. 

Unable to escape his clutches, Ellie was helpless as he pushed her face down across his lap, her long legs stretching out.

“What the fuck is going on?”

Brett ignored the complaints and looked up at Charlie.

“Charlotte.

“Could you find your hairbrush and bring it to me please.”

It was not a request.

It was an order.

Ellie could see Charlotte’s shocked face as she rummaged in her bag next to where her friend’s head rested.

Like Ellie earlier though, Charlie did not dare to refuse.

Within a couple of seconds, the hefty wooden hairbrush was sitting in one of Brett’s shovel-sized hands.

“Excellent.

“Eleanor, you let the entire team down with your lack of underwear today. 

“For eight hours, both of us have had to cover for your poor performance.

“It is only right that you are disciplined now.”

Ellie felt her short skirt being pulled up towards her waist, revealing her naked bottom.

“Oi!”

Brett’s grip tightened.

“Be quiet.

“Your punishment is simple. 

“You caused me eight hours of trouble this morning so you will receive eight spanks from me with the hairbrush.

“Are you ready?”

Ellie was preparing to complain when the first blow landed. 

Brett did not require an answer to the question, apparently.

“Owwwww!” 

Ellie shrieked as the wooden brush slammed against her pale skin, sending shockwaves of pain through her exhausted body.

“Don’t be such a wimp. 

“A little spanking never hurt anyone, did it Charlie?”

Ellie did not hear if her friend replied or not.

Another solid blow landed in exactly the same patch of burning skin, making her scream out in pain again.

“You won’t forget your knickers again, Eleanor, will you?”

Whack!

“No…” Ellie answered through a flood tears.

She felt sick again. 

Her ass was on fire.

Every lash landed in the same area of inflamed skin, the size of the brush quickly ensuring both of her bum cheeks were red raw.

Brett continued talking normally as if they were having a cup of coffee together rather than indulging in a session of mild spanking.

“You are a very naughty lady.

“Santa’s helpers need to be nice, not naughty.”

Thwack!

“Can you be a good girl, Ellie?”

Ellie nodded but was unable to stop the tears dripping down on to his bare leg. 

Amid the pain, she could feel Brett’s cock begin to harden, pressing into her arm that was trapped between their bodies.

She screamed again as the final blow landed, sobbing as she realised the punishment was finally over.

Ellie wiped the tears away and attempted to stand.

However Brett’s hand stopped her from moving.

“Where do you think you’re going?

“You’re only halfway through, my dear.

“You’ve been disciplined by me. 

“Now it’s Charlie’s turn.”

Ellie twisted her neck to look at her friend.

“What?” Charlie stammered her response, sounding confused.

Brett replied in a matter-of-fact manner.

“You heard. 

“Ellie let you down too. 

“It was her fault that you were groped and ogled by almost every male adult that came in here today.

“She needs to be taught a lesson. 

“Come here and give it to her.”

Ellie watched with growing horror as Charlie slowly approached and reluctantly took the hair brush from Brett’s outstretched hand.

Charlie stood over the younger girl, still draped over Brett’s muscular legs, and raised the hairbrush to begin spanking her friend.

“No. 

“Use the other side.”

Ellie tensed with apprehension.

“What?” Charlie whispered, seemingly unable to find another word in her vocabulary.

Brett smiled devilishly.

“Use the side with the bristles. 

“This little slag has had it far too easy up until now.”


Chapter Seven

Charlie did as instructed, turning the hairbrush upside down so the bristles would crash into Ellie’s already bright red skin.

She hesitated, unwilling to cause pain to her friend.

“Do it.”

Brett’s tone was menacing yet the brunette still delayed her strike. 

She could not do this to her friend.

“No.”

“NOW.”

Charlie closed her eyes, raised the brush high into the air and slammed it down forcefully into Ellie’s ass cheeks.

The scream of anguish was the loudest so far from Ellie, a high-pitched wail as the spanking resumed.

“Again.”

This time, Charlie followed Brett’s command immediately.

Her breathing had begun to quicken as she continued to inflict pain on her colleague, the hair brush crashing into Ellie’s backside with greater ferocity each time.

“Please, please, no more. 

“I can’t….”

Ellie’s pleas fell upon deaf ears.

Brett replied as Charlie continued with the spanking.

“Ellie, perhaps you need to be a good girl in future. 

“Can you do that?”

The whimpering blonde screamed again as the hairbrush smacked into her burning bottom for a final time.

“Yes, I will. 

“I’ll be good.

“I’ll do anything. 

“Please.

“Please make it stop.”

Satisfied with her answer, Brett held up a hand to confirm to Charlie that the spanking could finally end.

The yummy mummy dropped the brush to the floor with a clatter, shocked to see her hand shaking like a leaf.

Charlie helped Ellie gingerly crawl off Brett’s lap and helped her stand in front of the alpha male once more. 

Brett appraised the girls for a second before addressing them again.

“Well done on completing the first stage.

“Another issue we had revolved around punctuality.

“Charlotte, would you come and sit here please?”

Charlie’s heart sank.

It was her turn to be humiliated. 

She did not know if she could endure being violently spanked like Ellie had been.

The mum-of-two briefly considered making a dash for the door but an unlikely escape attempt was foiled when Brett stood up and took her hand.

He guided her towards him and sat down, directing Charlie downwards to sit on his knee, his smooth skin hot to touch.

“You have been naughty too, Charlie.

“Turning up late work every day is not acceptable, is it?”

Charlie shook her head to show her agreement, miserably waiting for the spanking to begin.

It did not happen.

Instead Brett eased her off his lap on to the seat, stood up and took a position between the two women.

Without a word, he hooked two thumbs into the waistband of his designer boxer shorts and tugged them down to the floor.

Charlie gulped with nerves and desire as a surge of sexual excitement began to course through her body.

From what she could see from her position behind him, Brett did not have a single hair on him apart from the well-trimmed stubble on his head and face.

Behind the naked body, she could see Ellie’s eyes almost popping out of her head as she admired the view.

“Eleanor, you little whore, you deserve a small reward for taking your necessary punishment in such a dignified manner. 

“You can spend the next six and a half minutes – the amount of time that Charlie was late – sucking my cock.”

The blonde whimpered her consent with little more than a mutter, obviously still in pain from the vicious spanking only moments earlier.

Brett then turned to face Charlie revealing the impressive equipment that had caused such a reaction from Ellie.

His dick was massive – far bigger than any cock Charlie had seen before. 

It must have been ten inches at the very least.

Even when semi-erect, that monster looked far too big for any normal woman to comfortably accommodate.

Charlie swallowed hard, feeling the blood pound inside her head. 

Brett was perfect – she wanted to pounce on him there and then.

Her failing marriage. 

Her children.

Her life.

In that moment, she could think of nothing – except for the naked, glistening Adonis standing in front of her.

He could have asked her to do anything and she would have complied.

Brett flashed an unlikely smile. 

He was definitely not shy.

“And you, Charlotte, you sexy little bitch.

“You get a real treat.

“While Ellie’s hot mouth is busy pleasing my dick, I’m going to allow you to get up and close with … my asshole.”

Charlie snorted and began to laugh, thinking the younger man was pulling her leg.

Brett did not smile.

“Something funny?”

Charlotte stopped mid-chortle as the realisation dawned on her.

He was being serious. 

He wanted her to lick his ass.

Charlie wanted him badly but the thought of sticking her tongue into anyone else’s butt hole was not something she wanted to contemplate.

“You’ve got to be kidding?”

He moved closer to her only an inch or two away from her face.

“I never joke.

“You want me badly.

“You’ve wanted me ever since you first laid eyes on me, you horny cougar slut. 

“You want me to fuck her brains out.

“Hell, I bet you’ll even wear your fancy wedding ring while your new boss makes you scream with pleasure.

“You know it.

“I know it.

“And I’m going to let you have it.

“But you – and Ellie – have been naughty.

“You need to be disciplined. 

“Ellie was a good girl in the end.

“She accepted her punishment and is now being given a reward as a result. 

“The same applies to you.”

As he spoke, Brett’s hands traced lightly over Charlie’s large boobs before running down her back to grip her curvy ass cheeks.

Charlie gasped as his hands gripped her outfit and suddenly pulled at the thin material, tearing the green lace away from her body.

Brett laughed and tossed the rags to the side, turning his eyes back to the near naked cougar in front of him.

He whistled his admiration. 

She was naked apart from her sexy white French knickers and the six inch high heels he’d demanded she wear.

“Have you really had two kids, Charlotte?

“What a fantastic body you have.

“Now you and your beautiful big tits get on the floor and start giving me a lovely rim-job. 

“The time starts … now.”

Charlie watched Ellie – who had been forgotten by the other two for the past minute or so – obediently drop to her knees to begin pleasuring Brett.

He turned around away from Charlie.

She saw him thrust his stiffening cock straight in Ellie’s face.

At the same time, he presented his ass to Charlie with a slight bend of his back.

He was waiting for the older woman to fulfil her orders as well.

Suddenly embarrassed at being topless despite no-one looking at her, Charlie covered her erect nipples with her hands and got down on her knees.

Brett’s bum was completely hairless and firmer than she’d ever imagined a man’s ass could be.

She let her breasts swing free and put two hands on his bottom, pulling the cheeks apart to expose his anus to her.

Charlie hesitated for a split second, made a conscious decision to swallow her pride before delving her face deep into Brett’s sweaty backside.


Chapter Eight

Brett stood in the centre of the grotto and savoured the moment as the two women pleasured him in near silence.

The blow job from Ellie was acceptable but nothing to write home about. 

He peered down at the teen, happily sucking his purple helmet with gusto while pumping the thick shaft with her right hand. 

Futile attempts to try to swallow his unnatural length had quickly been abandoned after one too many choking fits.

It was not a surprise. 

Women seemed to struggle with his cock. 

So many dreamed about a man with a huge dick to pleasure them yet few had any idea of actually how to handle one.

The unusual length of his dick, of course, was an issue but it was the sheer girth of his manhood that caused the real problems.

It was difficult to suck something that was simply too big to get into your mouth.

He cared not.

Ellie, despite being attractive and full of life, was a side show, little more than a bonus in the day’s events.

It was Charlie Symons he wanted.

The yummy mummy’s tongue was probing the entrance to his anal passage repeatedly, the hot tip flicking the puckered hole with unerring accuracy.

His uncle had warned him about Charlie and her fiery attitude. 

Yet Brett knew she desired him the moment their eyes met.

The ring on her finger revealed she was married but instinct told him she was seeking more. 

He did not care for the reasons behind her unhappiness or why she was so eager to stray with a man she’d only just met.

He wanted her.

Today, definitely.

Tomorrow, probably.

The day after that? 

Who knew?

The combination of his brooding looks and ripped physique thankfully made him appealing to the fairer sex – attention he relished.

But it was rare for Brett to truly desire someone in return.

Yet he wanted Charlie Symons with an intensity that surprised him.

He groaned quietly as Ellie’s wet tongue pressed against the sensitive urethral opening at the tip of his penis. 

It felt great.

He placed a hand on the back of her head to try to coax her pretty mouth into swallowing his dick again.

Once more, she tried but bailed out only a few inches down her throat.

Brett sighed exasperated.

It was time for a change.

He checked his watch. 

Five minutes had passed since they started. 

They were getting off a minute early but he could not wait any longer.

He had to have her.

“Ladies, time is up.”

Both girls fell away from his waist, gasping for breath.

“Well done, both of you. 

“That was excellent.”

Brett paused for a second as Charlie stood and edged around him to stand next to Ellie, who had also clambered to her feet.

He noticed the cougar’s hand softly grazed his skin as she passed him, purposefully keeping skin-to-skin contact with him.

Aware he was stark bollock naked with his erect cock pointing directly at the two women, Brett did not mince his words.

“The final part of the training is teamwork.

“We are a team. 

“We work together, we play together and … we cum together.”

Silence.

The girls looked at the boss expectantly.

“Ellie, I think you need to say thank you to Charlie – with a long passionate French kiss.”

Ellie, no doubt remembering where Charlie’s mouth had been for the past five minutes or so, did not look too keen.

Brett’s eyes flashed.

“Now.”

The girls turned to each other and awkwardly began to embrace.

Brett watched as their lips met, the older woman putting her hand up to Ellie’s dainty cheeks and pulling her into a long smooch.

Within seconds the initial hesitation had disappeared. 

The girls’ tongues were soon delving into each other’s mouths as their hands began to explore the each other’s curves.

Brett’s cock stiffened even further as Ellie’s small fingers pulled roughly on the older woman’s huge naked breasts, making Charlie groan with enjoyment.

He sidled up to the pair and whispered in Ellie’s ear.

“Finger her pussy.

“Make her nice and wet for me.”

Ellie need no further invitation. 

As Charlie tugged down the elf uniform to expose Ellie’s pert tits, her friend slipped her right hand into her white knickers.

Brett knew his cock could grow no further. 

It was the hardest it had been in a long time.

Charlie was grinding against her friend’s fingers as they industriously drove into her panty-clad pussy.

Brett spoke to Ellie again – despite already knowing the answer to his question.

“Is she wet?”

Brett noted how the horny older woman immediately began nibbling her neck as Ellie broke away from her lips to respond.

“She’s dripping.”

Brett smiled.

“Good. 

“Right, ladies, your final part of the staff training has arrived.

“You are obviously a good pairing.

“But, as a team, we need to be aligned. 

“We need to completely trust each other, fully respect each other and do ANYTHING for our colleagues.”

The girls ended their kiss reluctantly and turned to face him for the final time.

“Ellie, pull down Charlie’s panties.”

Ellie did as commanded, kneeling down to peel off Charlie’s knickers to reveal a neatly kept landing strip of pubic hair.

“Charlie, lie down please.”

She did as instructed without question.

“Open your legs wide.”

Brett watched as the MILF obeyed his order. 

It was a beautiful sight seeing the hot thirty-something on her back with her legs akimbo, waiting for him.

“Good. 

“Now Ellie, you sit on Charlie’s pretty little face. 

“Leave your sexy little uniform on though.”

Ellie did not need a second invite. 

Casually tossing the damp panties to the side, she scrambled to Charlie and clambered over her face, one knee each side of her head.

She cried out in surprise as Charlie shoved three fingers into her shaven pussy without any hint of warning.

Brett watched engrossed as the cougar slut began to give Ellie the oral sex that he knew she already craved.

“Charlie, I’ve not forgotten you.

“You’ve been a good girl today. 

“So you get to fuck my cock.

“I’ll take it nice and slow.

“You’re welcome.”

Speaking underneath Ellie gyrating hips, Charlie squealed a protest.

“I can’t … it won’t … I’m not …”

Brett’s tone changed as quickly as the flick of a switch.

“You can and you will.”

Silence for a second.

“Fucking hell.” 

The expletive came from Ellie. 

She was already panting on top of her friend’s industrious lips, enjoying the female touch on her intimate folds.

Brett felt his cock throb with an unusual longing as he studied the horny lesbian scene unfolding in front of him.

“I was right in the very beginning. 

“You two really are the naughtiest little helpers that Santa has ever had.”

He got down on to his knees and carefully positioned himself in front of Charlie’s spread legs.

Brett traced a finger along her moist slit.

Ellie had not been lying; Charlie’s inviting vagina was already soaking wet with excitement.

Charlie arched her back slightly as his chunky finger moved up and down her lovely pussy with little friction.

Aware the moment had arrived, Brett pushed the tip of manhood against her vagina and felt her entire body tense up with apprehension.

He placed a soothing hand on her flat stomach.

“Relax, Charlie. 

“You’re going to love this.”

He thrust into the yummy mummy as her pussy muscles began to stretch to accept his substantial girth.

“Horny bitch,” Brett thought as he realised that he would not need any lubrication with her. 

Whether it had been the birth of her children or the fact she was gagging for sex, Brett was unsure – but it made a nice change.

“Brett … please … you’re so … fucking huge …”

Charlie’s words were muffled as she continued to pleasure Ellie.

The teenage blonde was in a world of her own. 

She had her eyes closed and was pulling on her own nipples as she neared orgasm.

Brett pulled out of Charlie’s cunt a touch and felt her relax immediately with the drop of intense pressure.

“Ellie?”

She flicked open her eyes completely caught up in the moment.

“Pull on Charlie’s nipples.

“Nice and hard.

“As hard you can.”

Ellie’s hands shot out and grabbed her friend’s large nipples. 

Brett noted they were almost twice the size of Ellie’s bullet-sized buds.

Indeed they would soon be even bigger if Ellie’s enthusiastic manipulation was anything to go by.

He eased into Charlie again, causing further groaning from the woman underneath Ellie.

Gradually, he was filling her up. 

She would not be able to accommodate every inch of him but it would not be far off.

With great care, he inched forward on his knees and ensured his cock remained deep inside of her at all times.

Charlie screamed and Brett smiled. 

The orgasm, he knew, was unavoidable.

“FUCKING HELL. 

“THAT … IS … LUSH … OH … MY …”

A stream of consciousness was flooding from Charlie, unable to think straight as the pleasure made her head spin.

“Oh Brett, you’re the best … fuck.”

Ellie was heavy breathing too.

Brett, keeping his dick almost fully inside Charlie’s twitching pussy, leaned forward and stuck his tongue deep into the teen’s throat.

Ellie kissed him back with a fiery passion, still roughly yanking her friend’s nipples as she made out with the boss.

Brett pulled away for a second, leaving the teen kissing thin air.

Then he stuck his tongue out and let Ellie greedily swallow it.

Her breathing was ragged too.

Suddenly she pulled back from Brett’s lips and covered her flushed face with her hands.

Her hips began to grind wildly on top of Charlie’s tongue, pushing back and forth at an increasing rate.

Unlike Charlie, Ellie was not a screamer. 

She did not talk, shout or cry out – but her trim abdominal muscles flexed wildly at the impending arrival of her orgasm.

The blonde clutched her face as if in agony. 

Ellie’s back arched away from Brett while her stomach muscles looked like they might explode at any moment.

Brett began to rock his hips back and forth into Charlie as he watched the lust-filled scene unfold in front of him.

He could hear Charlie whimpering. 

She wanted more of his cock. 

Lots more.

“Tell me, Charlie, what do you want?”

Ellie gasped and answered.

“We both want you … to fuck … us … all night.”

Brett had begun developing a nice rhythm with Charlie seeming to cope fine with his over-sized manhood.

He continued to drive into her as he addressed them both.

“Well, Ellie, here’s the lie of the land. 

“You will get that, if you’re good girls.

“But today has been about being naughty.

“It is a punishment. 

“So there’s going to be no cock for you, Ellie, today.”

The horny bitch Charlie was already close to cumming again, Brett anticipated with a degree of satisfaction.

Yet two orgasms would be too generous, he decided on a whim.

“Right, my naughty little helpers, our training session had nearly finished.

“One final thing remains. 

“Kneel and face me.”

Brett had been banging deep into Charlie as he spoke trying to ensure his orgasm arrived as meticulously planned.

He pulled out of Charlie’s gaping pussy and stood up, ignoring the excited MILF’s raw groan of disappointment.

Nonetheless both girls were kneeling in front of him as requested within seconds.

Brett stood pumping his cock only centimetres away from the girls’ faces. 

They were not idiots. 

They knew what was coming.

Brett smiled as he saw Ellie lick her lips in anticipation.

“Think of this as the signing of the contract between us.

“Spunking on your faces means I now own you.

“Both of you.”

Brett’s semen began to fly out of the tip of his penis while he was still speaking.

The first glob of spunk hit Charlie’s cheek, slithering down her skin as the next dollop coated her forehead.

A flick of the wrist saw his fluid cover Ellie’s waiting mouth, smearing her lips with cum.

There was plenty to go around. 

And he ensured not a drop was wasted.

As Brett finished, he happily noted that Charlie’s hair was now matted down with spunk while Ellie’s tits were shimmering wet.

Pleased with the facials he had distributed, Brett admired the two cum-soaked Santa’s helpers kneeling in front of him.

Being Father Christmas was going to be fun, he thought to himself.

“Good girls. 

“You look fantastic.

“Now lick my lovely cum off each other and you can then go.”

Brett stood over the girls for a second to ensure they followed his instructions to the letter.

They did.

Satisfied with his evening’s work, he settled down into Santa’s big seat fully naked, unable to keep the smile off his face.

“This is shaping up to a merry fucking Christmas, I assure you ladies.”

**
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Max Sloan stepped out into the cool night breeze.

His eyes scanned the carefully landscaped garden. 

It has been immaculate at the start of the party. 

Now it was chaos.

Empty beer glasses and wine bottles were strewn across the lawn, drunken smokers playfully wrestling by the gazebo and numerous couples getting hot under the collar in dark corners away from the lights of the house.

Max quickly ascertained there was no sign of his wife Katie.

But she had come this way. 

Through the heaving mass of people inside the mansion, he spotted her stepping outside – eagerly accompanied by that flash bastard Will.

Aware his wife was completely smashed Max had darted across the busy dance-floor and followed the pair outside.

But they were nowhere to be seen. 

He frowned, unsure of where to look next. 

The double patio doors closed behind him, reducing the blaring sounds of the house party down to a dull thud.

Then he heard her.

It was only a twinkle of a flirtatious laugh but he would have known that gorgeous snippet of sound anywhere. 

The laughter was followed by hushed conversation – whispers that Max could not make out due to the impromptu wrestling match on the lawn.

Max sighed as his stomach began to do summersaults. 

What was going on?

Katie had been acting strangely all evening – cold, aloof and bitter.

He tried to swallow but his throat was dry. 

He wished he had been the one drinking booze tonight – he sure could have used a little Dutch courage right about now.

Cautiously he made his way towards the sound of his wife’s laughter, taking care to step around a  couple snogging on the grass.

Max noted both wore wedding rings. 

Briefly he wondered if they were married to one another or not.

It was that type of party. 

His line manager – a loud, brash and rather obnoxious individual called Larry – was tonight’s host.

And he did not give two hoots about marriage, commitment or relationships.

He was rich, vulgar and took exactly what he wanted. 

Amazingly, despite his barrel stomach, gold necklaces and a glaring lack of hair, women still seemed to fall at his feet.

Max would never understand some females of the species.

Still, Larry had always treated Max well – ensuring he was well-paid, respected and supported in his career. 

And if he ever had a problem, his boss would sort it out.

Sadly this was his party and Max had been expected to attend.

There was no avoiding this particular event – yet it was more bizarre than he could ever have anticipated.

He was stone cold sober at a huge house party that was full of wasted – and extremely randy – people. 

Worse still, his beautiful wife was barely talking to him for some unknown reason and had wandered off with teenage billionaire brat Will.

Max could feel his heart thumping as he edged closer to the sound of people giggling. 

Suddenly he was unsure what to do when he eventually caught up with them.

Should he interrupt the pair?

What could he say?

Max reached the edge of the thicket and halted, realising there was a bench nestled in a neat gap before the six foot tall hedge resumed once more.

A small light from across the other side of the lawn provided enough light to outline Katie sitting on the bench, Will nestled closely to her.

Max stepped back into the shadows of the bushes, still close enough to overhear the conversation on the bench. 

A quick check over his shoulder revealed no-one else in the garden had bothered to even give him a second glance. 

There was far too much else going on for anyone to be remotely interested in a 47-year-old man loitering in the secluded part of the grounds.

Due to the position of the hedge, Max could not see Katie’s face but he could see Will and most of her body.

He was intrigued, if a little worried.

Why on earth had his stunning blonde lover agreed to come and sit outside with this total knob head? 

He was only 19 and an obnoxious oink.  

Will was built like a tank though, undoubtedly the benefits of having his own gym and personal trainer at his beck and call. 

A much-trumpeted attempt to become a professional footballer came to nothing, leaving the muscle-bound snake to opt for a new career – taking over his father’s multi-billion pound intranet business.

Larry despised Will even more than Max so his arrival at the party this evening had led to more than a few eyebrows being raised.

Max could see the weasel’s right arm had slithered around Katie’s waist as he whispered into her ear.

His hand stayed on her hip but Max could see his fingers gently probing her thin dress to try to find Katie’s panty line. 

Max’s brow furrowed. 

What panties did Katie put on for the party?  

He remembered groping her backside when he walked into the kitchen earlier that evening but could not remember what she was wearing.

She seemed unaware of the teen’s motives, giggling happily and draping a delicate arm over his ripped shoulder.

His left hand moved on to the bare flesh of her thigh, just inches below the hem of her expensive silver dress. 

“Mrs Sloan, would you mind if I said that you are easily the most gorgeous woman that I have ever seen.”

Katie laughed again at the compliment and gently pushed Will’s hand away as it crept up her leg towards her underwear. 

His fingers returned seconds later, back in the original position slightly further down her toned leg beneath her hemline. 

She did not push it away again.

“Thank you, William.

“You are a charmer, aren’t you?”

Will’s right hand had now found her panty line, his nimble fingers subtly tugging the lace downwards through her dress – a movement Katie must have felt around her waist but made no attempt to stop.

Standing in the shadows, the awful realisation fully dawned on Max. 

Will was trying to fuck his wife … and she was actually considering it.

To be fair, he didn’t blame the arrogant rich boy for attempting to seduce such a stunning woman – married or not. 

He had little to lose, apart from his overblown ego being dented perhaps for an hour or so when the inevitable rejection arrived.

But Katie? 

She was a 31-year-old stunner with fulsome 34DD breasts and curves that most other women would kill for. 

Her long curly hair made her stand out from the crowd and often made people underestimate her simply as a ditzy blonde.

The reality though was quite different. 

Katie’s IQ was a highly impressive 151 and she had carved out as top career as a leading agency marketing director, travelling across the globe at the request of blue-chip clients. 

She was no-one’s fool that was for certain.

Mrs Sloan could have almost any man she wanted but she had been a devoted wife to Max for the last three years.

At least, that’s what he’d always thought. 

Now viewing the cosy liaison happening in front of him, Max began to have doubts. 

He had never suspected her of infidelity. 

Not once in all their years together as a couple.

But suspicions began to sprout in his mind as he watched the scene unfold.

Yet, for some reason he could not quite fathom, Max could feel himself getting hard as the teenager’s unsophisticated seduction routine continued. 

In fact, his cock was solid, the excitement pounding through his veins while his wife was seduced by a younger man before him.

“No bullshit, Mrs Sloan. 

“I just say things as I see them.

“And you are one hot piece of ass. 

“Pardon my language.

“Your husband is a lucky man.”

Katie laughed again at the unsubtle praise from the teenager before batting Will’s hand away as it made another unsuccessful attempt to climb up her dress.

“Let’s not talk about him.”

Max could not miss the barely concealed venom in Katie’s voice. 

What had he done to upset her so much? 

This made no sense. 

He wanted to talk to his wife, find out why she was mad with him and tell her that he loved her more than anything.

Instead, he stayed silent.

“Anything you want, Mrs Sloan.”

Katie’s tone softened noticeably.

She purred: “You can call me Katie, William. 

“There’s no need to be so formal.

“I think we can call ourselves friends, don’t you?”

The teenager grinned. 

His hand began to spider up her leg again. 

This time, Max noted with growing apprehension, Katie did not even try to fight him off, allowing Will’s fingers to slowly move up her bare thigh unimpeded.

“Of course.

“In fact, Katie, I’d like us to be good friends.

“Can I share a secret with you?”

“Yes,” she whispered to the younger man, her husky voice dropping so low that Max could barely hear her.

Her legs remained closed but Will’s hand had reached her groin. 

Judging by the movements under Katie’s dress, Max knew those fingers were trying to stroke her pussy through the thin material of her underwear.

“You’re wearing the smallest knickers I’ve ever felt.”

Katie giggled again. 

When she replied, her voice sounded like a schoolteacher.

“Really? 

“You are such a naughty boy, William. 

“Perhaps you shouldn’t be touching the thong of a happily married woman?”

William was not put off by her gentle, jokey rebuke. 

If anything, it seemed to spur him on.

“I’m sorry, Mrs Sloan. 

“Would you like me to stop?”

Max held his breath as he waited for the response.

The rowdy noise from the nearby garden wrestling seemed to melt into the background as the married woman considered her reply.

Then Max’s world changed – in a single sentence.

“No, I don’t want you to stop.”

Even in the darkening gloom, Max could see Will’s eyes flash with unbridled delight as the words registered with him.

He leaned forward towards Katie’s face, out of Max’s view. 

The smooch was long, hot and heavy judging from the sounds reaching Max’s ears. 

Despite his wife’s infidelity, the middle-aged man could not remember being so turned on in his entire life.

Finally, they broke apart and gasped for air. 

Katie’s legs were now open and Will’s hand had free access to her lovely body.

When she spoke again, her words were spoken with an urgency that had not been there moments earlier.

“In fact, take my panties off. 

“They’re only getting in the way.”

**
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