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Seasonal Work for the Desperate and Lonely

JA Sterling

The first Christmas after a divorce is the hardest. Everything reminds you of what you're missing, and everywhere you turn love is in the air. It's sickening really, especially when you are trying to reset your life as a newly single man.

It was just past Thanksgiving and I was headed toward the worst part of the season. I needed to do something to fill my time. There weren't a lot of options for a divorced man in his forties so I headed to the mall in search of a part time job. I figured it would serve double duty; it would keep me busy, and also put a little extra change in my pocket. I didn't really care what job I got, as long as it would distract my mind from how lonely I was.

The woman who interviewed me, Ms. Valerie, was very nice, however she let me know from the start that I was late, and that most of the seasonal positions had already been filled. She was an attractive woman, late fifties with a little extra weight on her frame but I liked that, especially with what it did to her boobs.

"At this late date there's not many jobs still available," she said.

"Its ok," I said, "I'm willing to do just about anything."

She perused her computer, looking for something that might be a fit. I knew I had said 'anything' but I really didn't want to scrub toilets.

Ms. Valerie looked up from her screen and said,  "I do have one position, but it's not exactly desirable."

"Ok," I said, "what is it?"

"It's working overnight security at the outside Christmas Tree lot. The hours are 9:pm to 7:am."

There was no way I could do that. I still had a full time job and there was no way I could stay up all night and then go to work. Besides, I spent enough time alone. I needed to interact with people. "That's not going to work for me," I said, "do you have anything else?"

"Nothing," she responded.

"Please," I said, "ever since my wife left things have been rough. I don't think I can bear going home to an empty house every night."

"Really," she said, "so you're recently divorced?"

"Just finalized the paperwork last week," I said.

"Oh," she said and she looked at me as she thought. "I may have something if you're motivated."

"I am," I answered, "I'll do anything."

Her eyes looked me up and down. I don't know what it was but it no longer felt business like, it felt personal, and naughty. "I do have one other spot but I was holding that for my neighbor. He does special jobs for me and I was going to reward him."

"Please," I said, "if you could see your way to letting me have the job I would be very grateful."

She leaned forward and spoke in a whisper. "The problem is, he takes care of my pussy and if I give the job to you, I'll need someone else to take care of those responsibilities."

I wasn't allergic to cats or anything but I couldn't say I wanted the obligation of taking care of her pets.

She stared me down. "So what do you say?"

"I'm not sure," I answered.

"Why don't you come around the desk and meet my kitty," she said with a wry smile.

I couldn't believe they allowed her to bring her cat to work, especially with so many people being allergic, but I had read how more work places were becoming flexible.

I circled the desk to take a closer look at her kitty cat when I got a shocking surprise. The pussy her neighbor took care of wasn't a feline but her vagina, and she had it on full display when I walked around the desk.

Now I already told you that she was an attractive woman and, being recently divorced, I had not had any recent prospects for sex, so I was more than happy to get down on my knees, slide between her thighs and give that pussy some attention.

I inched my way, rubbing and nibbling up her thighs. She was very hairy, the thickest bush I had ever seen. I don't think it had ever been shaved, or even trimmed by the looks of it. My ex-wife was always clean shaven so this was a switch for me. It was really sexy just for how different it was.

Once I worked my way through the hair I got to her kitty lips and parted them with my fingers. I lightly explored her flower, gently gliding up her slit with my tongue. She had an aromatic musk and I breathed her in as my tongue burrowed in and then pulled back, burrowed in and withdrew again.

When my tongue completed its upward glide I found her clit and it was by far the largest one I had ever seen. It was like a little penis and when I sucked it into my mouth she yelped with glee. Her response only served to feed my desire and I began sucking in earnest on her protruding nub. She wasn't at all quiet as she screamed her gratitude.

While her voice was yelling, her body produced a response of its own, flooding my face with her juices. I couldn't take it all and it smothered my nose, my cheeks and my chin, all the way down to my shirt. I was a soaked mess but I didn't care, it was the hottest moment of my life, bar none.

I had to back away from her sex in order to catch my breath and when I looked at her I saw something I had never seen before. Her pussy lips swelled and parted wide, all by themselves, without her even touching them. I had never seen a woman respond like that. It was super hot; I was mesmerized. It was like they were inviting me in, calling me 'come hither'.

Her swollen pussy lips were the perfect size for me to suck into my mouth. I suckled with my lips and caressed them with my tongue. Her flesh was very soft and the feeling of her velvety insides against my mouth was euphoric.

The whole process got me really excited and I wondered if she was open to full penetration or if she just wanted oral. I added one finger and then another into the mix and she offered no resistance. When I curled my fingers, three wide, to her g-spot, her legs flew wide and she screamed out. "Fuck yeah!"

I took that as an invitation, dropping my pants and lining up my already erect cock with her pleasure hole. Her eyes went wide when she realized what I was doing, but she did not resist, so I plunged deep inside of her. Now I may have only been divorced for a little over a week but I hadn't had sex in close to six months. The moment her pussy muscles contracted around my cock I lost it, spurting uncontrollably inside her womb.

I don't know if she knew I came. My orgasm may have depleted my balls but it did nothing to deter my desire. I was so grateful to Ms. Valerie for breaking my dry spell that I pumped right through my release, pistoning in and out of her until my cock was hard again. She rode me the whole time, getting into a rhythm on the up strokes and then grinding on me hard on her down strokes. I took it as long as I could but she was too much for me and I came a second time, releasing my seed inside her well-worn pussy as we both collapsed on her office chair.

We both lay there motionless for more than a moment when she finally spoke. "I'll give you the job but you have to promise to do that to me again," she said.

"No problem," I answered. If she was going to let me play like that I wasn't sure I even needed the job.

"So," she asked, "how are you with being Santa?"

I never had any kids of my own, and had never even babysat, but I really wanted to continue seeing her so I answered, "I'm great."

"Good," Ms. Valerie said, "because you start tomorrow night."


My Secret Santa

Kelly Innocence

I am a wife and mother of two, so my Christmas Day memories are plentiful and varied. I could talk about waking up early in the morning and opening my favorite gifts, but my story is not a Christmas Day story, but instead a Christmas Eve event.

I work for Miss Nicole who is a sensual stimulation specialist. Her work focuses on giving both men and women the peak of sexual fun and exploration. She is very good at it, and I am very fortunate to be able to work under a living master.

This past year, on Christmas Eve, Miss Nicole had several appointments, and being her loyal assistant; I was required to be there for all of them. That also meant I would not be at home to be with my family for our traditional neighborhood Christmas party. It was supposed to be a special year, with my husband playing the role of Santa, and I as Mrs. Claus. Needless to say I was rather melancholy at work while all of that fun was being had at home.

Miss Nicole sensed my depression and when her last appointment showed up, she told me I could leave. It was just after one in the morning and I figured I would have missed the party but at least it would give me time to arrange the kids’ presents for Christmas morning.

The house was dark when I pulled in the driveway but I was relieved to find one light still on when I went inside. It was in our family room and I assumed my husband was still up making final preparations.

I snuck quietly to the room and peeked through the door. My husband was there, fiddling with some of the presents under the tree. He was still in his Santa costume and a couple of very naughty thoughts crossed my mind as I watched him from behind.

Throwing caution to the wind I decided to give my husband an early Christmas treat. I sauntered up behind him and goosed his ass. He yelped and jumped, and when he did I yanked down his Santa pants and started rubbing his dick. He was cleanly shaven and I liked that. The skin around his cock and balls was very smooth, and soft to the touch. I enjoyed fondling him.

He wasn't hard at first but I quickly remedied that situation with supple and targeted strokes to his manhood. Once he was erect I suckled the head of his penis into my mouth while massaging his shaft and balls with my hands. He must have been super excited because he grew in my mouth, much larger than ever before. It was so hot listening to him moan and writhe while I worked his cock.

I have had the opportunity to work with, and for, some of the greatest stimulation experts in the world, and I learned a thing or two during my time with them. The things they stressed most were that you must string out the moment of anticipation as long as possible, and never, ever, let the guy have control. Guys who are kept at the brink of orgasm without release become very submissive, and there is nothing more beautiful in this world than a submissive man.

I took my education to heart and spent the next thirty minutes bringing my husband's dick close to orgasm without ever quite getting there. Each time I got close his breathing shortened, and he moaned in delight, but I knew better than to give him satisfaction, pulling back the stimulus at the last possible moment. Each time he grunted in frustration and I knew it was driving him mad with delight. I kept it up, relentlessly, until I felt him whither under my touch.

"Please," he grunted. I knew he could take no more.

For the final build up I worked a finger into his butthole so I could simultaneously stimulate his prostate while stroking his cock. He was so lost in euphoria that when I finally let him cum, his cock spasmed in my hand and a load of semen sprang from the tip. I looked up at his face but his Santa beard was askew and all I could see were the whites of his eyes as he passed out.

I was very pleased with myself. I placed a blanket over my spent hubby and moved upstairs, content that I had given him the first, and best, of his Christmas presents.

Upstairs I went into our bathroom, running the water to get myself cleaned up from a long day. I wasn't in there five minutes when I turned to find my husband standing in the doorway, staring at me. His hard-on was on full display, tenting his pajama pants.

I laughed. "You got out of that outfit quick, don't tell me you're ready for another round?" My husband was a fabulous lover but he always needed a couple hours to recharge his battery. I must have been really good because based on the look of him he was ready to go again.

"I'll settle for round one," he said and he dropped his pants.

Now I'm not always the sharpest tool in the box but the moment I saw his cock, and the short and curly hairs that surrounded it, I knew there was a problem. I bolted out of our bedroom and down the stairs.

I searched but didn't find the clean shaven Santa. All I found was a note.

Dear Mrs. Claus,

I broke into your house to take your presents but after the incredible gift you gave me I didn't have the heart to steal from you.

Thank you, this is a Christmas I will always remember.

Signed,

Your Secret Santa
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Playing Santa

JA Sterling

My first night playing Santa at the mall started off kind of strange. I was in the changing room getting into my costume when I overheard several of the elves chatting.

"So what do you think he had to do?" one of them asked.

Another said, "I heard he's hung like a horse."

I wasn't sure what they were talking about when one of the elves, a cute girl probably nineteen or twenty in a green and red pixie outfit, came over to me.

"No one works here without getting by Ms. Valerie," she said. "So what did you do to get the job?"

I was glad I had the Santa beard on because at least it covered my crimson face. Did they know what I had done with Ms. Valerie? And what would they think of me if they found out?

"I got the job through a friend," I lied.

"Really," the girl said, "who's your friend?  Cause as far as I know, the only way to get the Santa job is to service Ms. Val."

Shit. I didn't want to start this way. I didn't know what to say.

Pixie girl stared me down for a long, uncomfortable minute then said, "I'm just fucking with ya. We all had to do something."

I was relieved to hear her say that. It wouldn't be until much later that my mind would even realize that that meant she had to do stuff to get her job too.

"So are you going to jerk off before you go out tonight?" Pixie girl asked. "And if you do can I watch?"

WTF? This place was messed up, but she was also hot, way hotter than I could ever hope to get.

"I'm not going to jerk off," I told her.

"Suit yourself," she said, "but the last thing you want is popping a bonor out there."

She walked away but not before very loudly announcing, "New guy's going out with a loaded gun, twenty bucks a pop, prize goes to the first tent."

I had no idea what she was talking about but all of the other elves and pixies started saying, "I'm in." And a collection of money was formed.

I finished getting in to my costume. It was rather elaborate and included a full body suit that gave my belly a realistic Santa look. I was the last to go out so I still had time, but each elf and pixie said hi to me before going out. I hadn't realized that they were all young and hot, and their outfits were very revealing for Santa's helpers.

It was Ms. Valerie who let me know when it was time for me to go out. She pulled me aside before I went through the door. "Are you sure you don't want to jerk off before you go out there? I could help."

What was it with these people? "No, I'll be fine," I told her.

"Suit yourself," she said and she opened the door for me to go out.

I don't know what I was expecting for an event that started at nine o'clock but I definitely wasn't expecting what I got. The mall was closed for a private party. A local company rented the whole place so their employees could shop without any lines. There was an open bar with scantily clad cocktail waitresses everywhere, carving stations and snacks. At the center of it all was the main attraction, the sexy North Pole with Santa and his slutty elves.

I didn't get two steps out onto the stage before Miss Pixie stumbled toward me and full on grabbed my crotch. I might have thought it was an accident but she didn't pull away, instead she rubbed and stroked me until I had to physically separate from her.

I made it to my Santa throne without any further incident but the first two elves that came up to talk to me were wearing very low cut costumes, and when they bent over in front of me I had a full view of their most beautiful assets. This was the strangest gig ever but I had to admit it was all really hot.

I'm not usually stupid but at that point I still hadn't figured out that they all had a bet to see who could make me pop a tent in my Santa outfit. The next woman who came up, one of the scantily clad cocktail waitresses, sat on my lap and grinded my cock with her ass. It was incredible and needless to say she won the prize.

I couldn't contain my erection and the effect was a full tenting of my red velvet Santa pants.

It got a big cheer from the crowd nearby. I probably would have been ok if it had ended there but a new pool was quickly started. This time it was to see who could make me cum in my Santa suit.

Now I'm no prude, and I love orgasms as much as the next guy, probably more, but I didn't want to be forced to have an orgasm in front of all these people. I tried to make a move for the exit but everywhere I turned there was a beautiful young woman; pixie, elf or cocktail waitress, who wouldn't let me leave.

Miss Pixie was the one to let me down easy. "You're trapped," she said, "you may as well go along with it. There are so many people that have money on this; no one is going to let you out of here before you cum. On the bright side," she added, "if you can get through all of us without coming you win the prize."

What the fuck? I should have just given in, but it was like when you're trying to pee at the stadium and you just can't cause everyone's standing and watching. If these beautiful women were intent on making me cum, they would probably succeed, but that didn't mean I had to make it easy.

The women all lined up for a chance, each contributing two hundred dollars to play. They ended up drawing numbers to see who would go first. With as easily as I popped a tent, everyone figured whoever got number one was sure to be the winner.

Miss Pixie drew number one and she jumped my bones. She pinned me down and started feverishly rubbing my cock through my pants. "It is big," she called, and she wrapped the pants fabric around it so everyone could see.

Her ministrations got me hard but there was a big difference between getting hard and having an orgasm. She was a beautiful sexy woman doing wonderful things to my cock but it was all happening in front of a crowd of onlookers. I wasn't sure I could finish under those circumstances.

Miss Pixie's time came to an end, and girl number two, one of the blonde cocktail waitresses, was on my cock in an instant. The way she rubbed me was different and I felt my testicles rise. My body was preparing for ejaculation. It didn't matter who was watching, with what she was doing I wasn't going to be able to hold back.

Just as I was about explode, she pulled on my drawstring, causing my pants to fall and my raging hard-on to flop out. Several women started yelling 'foul'. I had no idea what they were talking about, I didn't flash them on purpose; it was an accident.

Apparently it was against the rules to take off my pants and in the amount of time it took to straighten things out, my dick went limp and it was time for contestant number three. Now this little elf was absolutely beautiful, a stunning girl that wouldn't need to do anything but look pretty to get ahead in the world. That, it turned out, was a good thing, because she had no idea what to do with a penis. I actually felt bad that she couldn't get me up.

Contestant number four was one of the bartenders and she was not hired for the same attributes as the elves, pixies and cocktail waitresses. She was stocky and strong, and even though she demonstrated rather supple hands when rubbing my cock, there wasn't enough imagery to get me to the end.

By now some people had started to lose interest and the crowd began to wane. I wasn't quite the spectacle I had been in the beginning. The fifth woman to try her hand was Ms. Valerie and I had to say I was quite ok with losing to her.

She started by rubbing my shaft through the fabric. Once she outlined my entire package she simultaneously rubbed my balls with one hand while stroking my dick with the other. I allowed my mind to wander to our nice little fuck session the day before and soon I was super excited, right at the brink of orgasm.

She knew how to service my needs and even though there was a couple thousand dollars on the line, she took my cock for a ride before making me spill my seed inside the Santa pants.

It felt amazing and I couldn't contain my jubilation as my balls finally released my pent-up desire. "Ugh," I grunted as my semen soaked through my body suit and formed a stain on the front of my pants.

There were only a few watchers at that point, the cocktail waitress who had drawn number six, and a creepy guy who seemed to be a guest but no one really knew. They both gasped when my cum seeped through the pants. I scurried away with a sticky mess in my pants, silently wondering how I got so lucky to get the best part time job in the world.
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Christmas at the Soup Kitchen

Tina X

I never had what anyone would call a traditional Christmas. Norman Rockwell never would have painted my family, unless it was to recall the downtrodden moments of American history. It wasn't until I moved to Vegas that I had my first Christmas memory.

I had just recently gotten married to my true love, Jackson Richards. He was my favorite author and he loved the way I gave hand jobs. We were a match made in heaven.

I specialized in long slow hand jobs that built up the excitement to a fever pitch. Once the guy was primed and ready I would string along the ecstasy as long as possible. This process continued until the pleasure became so intense the guy just couldn't take anymore, at that point I would reward him with a mind-blowing orgasm. Needless to say I was very popular. What guy wouldn't love that?

So it was our first Christmas together and Jackson, who had a way of romanticizing everything, convinced me that the best way to spend Christmas was to serve others. We made arrangements to work at a local soup kitchen serving meals to the homeless.

We got there around ten and met Gary, the kitchen manager. He was a real nice guy. He set Jackson up in the kitchen to work as the assistant to the cook and he must have thought I was good with people, because he made me the hostess / greeter.

Around eleven the first people started showing up and by 11:30 we had a line out the door. As people waited I got to talking to one fella, Jeremy, who told me his hard luck story. He lost his wife and kids in a car crash, and after that was never able to get his life back on track.

I was heart broken listening to him. I may not have had a lot to give, but this guy deserved something special. I pulled him out of line and led him to the small utility closet down the hall to show him what I do best.

"You have to be real quiet," I said, "and you can't tell anyone about this."

Jeremy agreed but at that point he had no idea what he wasn't going to tell anyone.

I undid the top button of his jeans and pushed down his zipper. When I took his cock in my hand Jeremy gasped aloud.

I giggled. "You have to be quiet," I reminded him.

"Sorry," he said, but at that point I was stroking him pretty fast. From that point forward I knew he was going to have trouble controlling anything he said or did.

I brought Jeremy to the brink of orgasm and for sure he thought it was over. Lucky for him that's not how I do it. I kept him in that delicious space, at the height of sensual pleasure without the relief of orgasmic release, for a good ten minutes, and in that time he did not remain quiet.

"Oh God, oh God," he screamed. "I love you."

I loved hearing it, not because I thought he loved me, but because he was happy and I was the one giving him that joy, on Christmas.

I worked his dick with short, targeted strokes on the front of his shaft and massaged his balls with gentle scratches from the tips of my fingers. The pleasure was very intense and Jeremy reached a point where he could no longer form words; he could only moan, groan and drool.

When I finally sent him over the edge his cum shot from his dick and he released a guttural groan of thanks. He couldn't keep his eyes open but the smile on his face was evident. I allowed him a couple of minutes to collect himself before escorting him back to the food line.

No one seemed to notice that we were gone and I was quite pleased about my good deed for the day.

Jeremy went in to eat and I got to talking to another guy in line, Ronnie. At first he didn't want to share his story but once he did, I found that his background was just as sad as Jeremy's. He got hooked on heroin, lost his job, and his money, and was now homeless.

He asked for a couple of bucks but I just knew if I gave it to him that it would end up in his veins so I decided to give him the next best thing. I took him down the hallway and into the utility closet.

Ronnie had trouble getting it up at first. I started with feather light scratches all over his penis and testicles and that got him going. His flaccid penis grew and grew until it was almost ten inches long. I personally never enjoyed vaginal sex but I imagined there were quite a few women who would have liked to spend time on a ten-inch pole like that.

Once Ronnie was erect he was just like every other guy. I stroked him and he moaned, I rubbed him and he groaned, and when I wouldn't let him release his eyes went wide and he began to mumble incoherently. That was always my favorite part; the needs of his body had completely taken over his brain.

I edged him for several minutes but when his whimpers and whines turned into cries and pleas I sent him over the edge. It must have been a while since Ronnie's last orgasm because he shot across the small closet, splattering the far wall with his seed.

"Oh God yes," he proclaimed and I hoped that there was some way the people outside didn't hear.

After Ronnie, the hard luck stories kept coming. I should have expected down on your luck experiences from people that had to go to a soup kitchen for a hot meal on Christmas, but the stories I heard made my heart weep. While it all made me sad, it also made me extremely grateful for all that I had in my life.

I returned to the line to more hard luck stories, which led me right back to the utility closet. It was like a revolving door and by the time the lunch rush was over I had given eight different men a very Merry Christmas.

I came out of the closet the last time to find my husband, Jackson, and the kitchen manager, Gary, waiting in the hall, both with their arms crossed.

"Hi dear," I said to Jackson and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

Gary stood there in disbelief until Jackson set him straight. "It's ok," he said, "we're very open in our relationship."

Gary wasn't sure what to make of that but the growing bulge in his pants let us know that he was very interested.

Jackson noticed it too and said, "Hun, Gary does so much for the kitchen and he has a hard luck story of his own."

I knew where he was going but I didn't want to take care of Gary in a utility closet. He was a really nice guy, someone that gave his entire life to helping others, he deserved better.

"What do you say we take him back to my place for a special treat?"

Jackson was on board, and Gary was so horny looking at me he would have agreed to anything.

We locked up at the soup kitchen and made the quick drive to my place. I have a separate room in my condo as a massage studio so we were all set to go as soon as we walked in the door.

Jackson was nervous to ask but that didn't stop him. "Would it be ok if I watch?" he asked Gary.

I don't think Gary wanted to say yes but when a guy offers you his wife for sensual gratification it's difficult to deny his request to watch.

We got set up, Gary, naked on my massage table, and me, warming my oils, lighting incense candles and turning on the mood setting music.

It usually takes about three minutes to get a guy worked up to the point that he can't think straight but Gary was already there before I even laid a hand on him. In fact, with him I had to be very careful not to send him over the edge with too much stimulus.

I started with him on his stomach. I used feather light glides up the back of his thighs to really get him going. With Gary there was no anticipation build up, he knew he was there for a hand job; so there was no question of if I would rub his cock. The only mystery was when. 

When my fingers grazed up the backs of his legs he hoisted himself into the air, but I wasn't ready to take him just yet. I wanted him in a desperate state of yearning and he was a long way from that.

I continued to tease, inching closer and closer to his dick without fulfilling the promise. I spent a lot of time stimulating his zones and by the time he turned over, his cock was bobbing in delight and glistening with pre cum.

Carefully I took his shaft in my hand and practiced a few strokes. Most women don't realize this but every cock is different. Some are really sensitive in the shaft while others are super sensitive in the head. Some guys like their balls worked into the action while still others want and need ass play to get to their pinnacle of delight. The trick is to play and learn, to find the most sensitive spots and work them without mercy.

Gary was a shaft man and I concentrated all of my efforts on working the semen from his balls up his shaft, until he thought he was going to explode, and then I backed him down again. It was the most glorious torture Gary had ever endured and by the third edging peak he was begging for release.

"Please can I cum?" he moaned.

His cries for help were nice but I wasn't done with him. I brought his cock to the brink of orgasm several more times and with each pass his pleas for release became more vocal.

"Please, I'll do anything," he shouted.

I liked where he was and the control that I had. I wasn't ready to let him go so I worked him up several more times, increasing the intensity and adding stimulus to his sphincter into the mix.

"Oh God," he screamed when he thought he was about to explode. Little did he know, I had complete control over when he would release and I wasn't about to let him slip away.

"Please, I can't take anymore, please," he whined and the sound in his voice made it clear he was at the breaking point.

I don't know what made me do it, I guess it was the devil inside of me that insisted that every one of my clients had to give up something they held dear before I would grant them relief. For Gary it was his heterosexuality.

"Beg me to take a dick up your ass and I’ll let you cum," I whispered in his ear.

Gary tried to resist, he really did, but he was way past the point of any real defense. His body needed release. It wasn't that he just wanted to cum; if his body didn't release his fluids his mind was going to cave in on itself.

Despite his desperation Gary remained strong. He would have held out longer had I not said, "If you don't beg for cock I'm going to stop and leave you like this."

He might have thought I was bluffing had I not pulled my hands away from his dick. The moment that separation came he was out of his mind in desperation.

"Please," he screamed.

"You know what I want?" I said.

"Fuck me," he begged, "please fuck my ass. I want a dick up my ass, please!"

I put my hands back on his cock and he gasped in delight. I started working his shaft while simultaneously working the tip of a dildo into his ass. He completely opened up for me, allowing the dildo to slide full length inside of him. I rewarded his submission with several targeted strokes that sent his penis spewing a bucket full of sperm all over his stomach and chest. I had never seen so much cum at one time.

Even Jackson, who had remained silent up until then, couldn't contain his reaction. "Oh my God, that was so hot."

It took a while for Gary to regain his composure and when he did he thanked Jackson and I profusely. It was kind of embarrassing how much he gushed our praises and I chalked it up to the spirit of the season.

It was probably a lot different than what most people think of as their favorite Christmas memory but for me it was, and always will be, what the true spirit of Christmas is all about.


Gary's Side of the Story

Jackson and Tina asked me to write this, and after everything they have done for me, I was happy to do it.

I met Jackson several years ago. He volunteers at the soup kitchen where I work. He's a bit of a celebrity with us. We don't get many Hollywood writers in our little neck of Las Vegas. Jackson comes down a couple of times a month and really pitches in; I really appreciate all that he does.

For Christmas it can be difficult to find help so when Jackson said he was coming, and that he was bringing a friend, I was psyched.

Jackson and Tina were right on time. I put Jackson to work in the kitchen, he was an experienced cook but he was content to do whatever job I gave him. Of course I had him preparing food, I wanted the people to get the best possible meal on Christmas Day.

Tina had no kitchen experience but she was young and cute so I figured she'd be a great smiling face to greet people as they came in. One of my long time helpers, Marta, was going to be working the front as well, and I knew they would work well together.

The crowd had already gathered by the time we opened the doors at eleven, and at half past the line was out the door. I was busy rushing between the kitchen and the dining area, making sure everything was in place. That's when Marta found me.

"Your little girl just took one of the guests to the utility room," she said with a snide, disapproving tone.

"Is everything ok?" I asked.

"They're having sex," she responded.

Now I knew that wasn't likely but Marta was a long time volunteer so I thought I would check what was going on. I got to the utility room to find Jeremy, one of our regular guests, smiling from ear to ear. I had never seen him smile in all the years I had known him. I didn't know why he was smiling, was it possible Tina had sex with him? I really didn't think so, and Tina was nowhere to be found, so I let it slide and went back to work.

About ten minutes later Marta found me again. "She's at it again," she said.

This time I managed to get to the utility room as they were both coming out. This time it was Ronnie, and he too had a huge grin. He came right over to me, gave me a grand hug and said, "Merry Christmas, God bless you for all that you do."

Now I had never seen Ronnie smile before either and I couldn't help but think that maybe whatever Tina was doing wasn't so bad. I still couldn't believe she was having sex with them.

The rush on Christmas doesn't stop, and I had to help out in the kitchen when they got really slammed, so I didn't hear from Marta again for a while, but when I finally was able to step out of the kitchen she was right there.

"You have to do something about this," she said with a huff. "This is totally inappropriate. It's Christmas."

This time when we got to the utility room we could hear the sounds of passion coming from inside. I couldn't believe it; they really were going at it. I wasn't sure what to do; I had never had to deal with anything like that before.

I decided I would grab Jackson, bring him to the utility closet, and let him deal with it.

Tina came out of the closet to find Jackson and I standing there. "Hi dear," she said and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

I couldn't believe it.

"It's ok," Jackson said. "We're very open in our relationship."

I had heard of swingers and all but I had never actually met one before. Was he really ok with strange men having sex with his wife?

"Hun," Jackson said to Tina, "Gary does so much for the kitchen and he has a hard luck story of his own."

Tina smiled, nodded and said, "What do you say we take him back to my place for a special treat?"

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Was this gorgeous woman really offering to have sex with me? It truly was a Christmas miracle.

They helped me close up the soup kitchen and I followed them back to their place. It was a beautiful high rise apartment building just outside of town. We walked in the door and they escorted me to a room in the back that was set up like a massage studio.

Inside the room Jackson asked, "Would it be ok if I watch?"

Now I thought that was messed up, and I didn't want to say yes, but I didn't think it was appropriate to reject the request of a guy that was offering me his wife. I hadn't had sex in a very long time, and I really wanted it bad, so reluctantly I agreed.

It was a little awkward getting naked while Jackson and Tina were still clothed. I also wasn't sure how she had sex with her clothes on, but at that point I was so horny I just wanted to get to the action.

Tina started like it was a massage, with me on my stomach. She rubbed my back and my legs and when she scratched her fingernails up the backs of my thighs, all the way to my ass, I practically jumped out of my skin. God did that feel good.

She kept stimulating me like that but the frustrating thing was, as close as she got, she never actually touched my dick. It all felt wonderful but I was super horny and wanted relief. Is this what she did to the guys at the soup kitchen?

When she asked me to turn over I was a little self-conscious about my hard-on, but what did she expect, especially the way she was teasing me.

The first time she touched my cock I almost lost it. My penis bobbed and throbbed and I thought for sure I was going to lose control prematurely. She did it several times, exciting me close to orgasm but then bringing me back to earth before I lost it. It was like she could sense my weakness and was able to keep me under control. It was glorious really; she knew my dick better than I did.

At first I might have thought it was a lucky accident but she did it so many times, bringing me to the brink of ecstasy without release, that there was no way she wasn't doing it on purpose. She really knew how to target my most sensitive spots and she was relentless in the way she teased them. It was both incredibly pleasurable and maddeningly frustrating, the way she tempted me with my orgasm but wouldn't let me have it.

Her hands were all over me, from my dick to my balls all the way to my ass. I was so lost in euphoria she could have done whatever she wanted to me.

As nice as it was to be brought to the edge, there came a point where my body and my mind needed to finish. I had passed that point several minutes ago and I was aching for release. "Please can I cum?" I asked.

She smiled at me and I thought she was going to let me have my orgasm but that was not the case, instead she increased the stimulus.

I honestly thought it couldn't get any better but she took me to a place that made both my body and my mind lose all sense of reality. I don't think I blacked out, but I know at one point I couldn't see anything, and all I could think about were her hands and my cock. "Please, I'll do anything," I cried.

She built up my lust again and as wonderful as it felt I just couldn't bear the thought of being denied release one more time. This time as I got closer and closer to the edge she added a swirl on my butthole with her finger that made my whole body tense up. I couldn't hold it back; my orgasm was finally there. "Oh God," I screamed.

I thought there was no way I wasn't going to cum but somehow she brought me back from the brink. It was too much; I couldn't take anymore. "Please, I can't take anymore, please," I begged.

She continued sliding her hands up and down my dick and then she said, "Beg me to take a dick up your ass and I'll let you cum."

Oh God, is that why they brought me there? Is that why Jackson wanted to watch? Was I about to get fucked up the ass? I needed release but I couldn't bring myself to ask for gay sex.

She sensed my resistance. "If you don't beg for cock I'm going to stop and leave you like this."

No way. She couldn't do that.

The moment she pulled her hands off of my dick I felt the most hollow, empty feeling of my life. I wanted her back, I needed her attention, it didn't matter what I had to do to get it.

"Please," I yelled.

"You know what I want?" she said.

There was no more fight left in me. I needed her and she knew it. "Fuck me," I begged, "please fuck my ass. I want a dick up my ass, please!"

The moment her hands went back on my cock I knew I had made the right decision. Not only did she stroke my shaft but she worked my ass as well, and the combination of stimulus was too much. My balls erupted, spouting semen everywhere.

I don't know how long they let me lay there but it took a while for me to recover physically, and I don't think I will ever get past the mental euphoria she put me through.

When I finally was able to collect myself I couldn't stop thanking them. Tina and Jackson gave me the most wonderful Christmas treat, and I hoped they would come back to the soup kitchen again, so I could relive the greatest moment of my life.

For more erotic fun from Tina X check out:

Turned Against My Will

A Slave to His Desires

Rise of the Dominant

Secret Agent Man


Christmas with Mommy Claire

Mommy Claire

Christmas at the Mommy Claire household is a spectacular event. It starts early on Christmas Eve and extends throughout the holiday. There have even been times when the festivities carried all the way until New Year's Day, but that was in my younger days, when I had a lot more stamina and a lot less wisdom.

Just to give you a little background, I am Mommy Claire, and I specialize in infantilizing adults, or more apt, I turn grown men and women into adult babies who wear diapers and nurse on their Mommy's teat. Don't get me wrong, my babies love me and love what I do for them. It is a mutually beneficial relationship that allows me to savor the joy of my little ones while providing them with the freedom and wonderment of age regression.

As a mommy to my adult babies there are rules that I follow. One, everyone enters my world of free choice, sure there are times when I introduce people to the lifestyle, and sometimes that means some mental and sensual domination to get there, but in the end we all walk away richer for the experience. My second rule is that I never have sex with my adult babies, that includes oral and vaginal, but there have been times when I have slipped and crossed the line on the second rule, I'm only human after all.

The purpose of the second rule is to maintain my position of superiority. It is impossible to remain dominant over a man once he has had his dick in your mouth.

There is one time of the year when the second rule slides a little and that is at Christmas, when I participate in a ritual designed to provide good luck throughout the new year.

What began as a bit of superstition morphed, and over time, became a significant event, so much so, that I needed to bring in all of my adult baby friends to help out. My female babies served as my helpers, organizing and making sure everything went according to plan, and my male babies were my guests of honor.

The first guest to arrive was Tyler, one of my hard body babies that was welcomed into our fold because of his dashing good lucks and muscle toned body. He was checked in by my faithful assistants and brought to me in my private chambers.

Now I mentioned before that I never have sex, or provide oral gratification to my adult babies, however on this very special occasion I did do something that I had previously never done with any of them.

I started by disrobing Tyler and then kneeling at his feet. I took his cock in my hand and stroked it gently, until he was fully erect and feeling fine. Then I performed the task of edging, bringing his penis close to orgasm without release. The purpose of edging in this circumstance was not his sexual gratification, but instead to increase the build up of semen in his testicles. Once Tyler had been sufficiently stimulated I worked him towards the grand finale.

Now all of my boy babies know my rules so when he got close to orgasm Tyler let me know. He would never want to intentionally break my rules and he was warning me of his impending weakness. I didn't mind, in fact it was my goal.

With three quick strokes I sent Tyler over the edge, releasing his seed all over my hands and my breasts. He immediately felt sorry but I was in my glory. It is said that when a man releases his orgasm he also releases his power, and it is also said, that good fortune comes to the recipient of that power. I gathered every drop of Tyler's power and rubbed it in to my skin, ensuring my good fortune for the year to come.

Tyler left with a smile on his face only to be replaced by my next guest, Bull.

I found Bull on one of my hunting trips. For me a hunting trip was where I would go out into the world to find people who weren't aware of the Mommy / adult baby lifestyle and introduce them, willingly or by coercion, to the joys of age play. Bull had to be coerced in the beginning but once he understood the benefits of infantilism he took to it like a fish to water. That was a while ago and ever since he has been a loyal baby to me. Today was going to be a special treat for him, one where he would receive a wonderful orgasm at the hands of Mommy Claire, and in return I would collect all of his positive energy.

Bull entered my bedroom suite, immediately took off his clothes and presented himself to be diapered. I smiled at his obedience but today's visit was going to be different.

I asked him to stand over me while I undid my blouse. The moment my DD's were on display he began salivating, getting down on his knees to suckle at the teat of ecstasy.

"Not today little boy," I corrected him. "Your job today is to stand over top of me and hold back your orgasm." Of course I wanted him to spray his cum all over me but I thought it would be more fun to watch him struggle, and lose.

I started with long slow strokes up and down the full length of Bull's shaft. He began to quiver at the first touch and I knew I was going to have to work extra hard to string him along before coming.

Three more strokes and he was begging for mercy.

"Please Mommy, I can't hold it," he moaned.

I was able to reduce the stimulus at any moment but I really enjoyed his struggle. It's a glorious moment, he wanted the pleasure but he knew flying too close to the sun could result in disappointing Mommy, and he definitely didn't want to do that.

I teased him to the brink and savored his weakness. He tried to hold back but I wasn't going to let him. His semen was mine and was going to be used to build on my good fortune.

I pulled away one last time, allowing him to regain his composure, before I took him to, and over, the edge. The white goo spurted from the tip of his penis and the agony of his defeat was glorious. Try as he did to hold it back, he couldn't stop the eruption. I pointed his dick directly at my tits and felt the warmth of his essence as he coated my breasts.

"I'm sorry Mommy," he said and got down on his knees next to me, ready to lap up his mistake. I didn't want or need him to do anything, he had performed perfectly and I was quite content.

I rubbed Bull's semen all over my bare skin, basking in the beauty of the power exchange. I was preparing myself for a wonderful new year and this was just the start.

My next visitor was my good boy Pablo. Pablo was not the traditional adult baby. He was unique. Pablo loved and adored older women, and I fit his ideal perfectly. He did not desire to be infantilized, although he did succumb to being my good little boy in order to please me. Pablo was one of the very few adult babies that I had ever had sex with, but like I said, he was not the traditional adult baby.

If I had given him the chance Pablo would have fucked me right then and there but that was not what this event was about. This meeting was about the exchange of power and control.

"Pablo," I said, "there is an old legend, prevalent in many cultures, that claims that a woman can steal a man's power by bathing in his semen. I would like to take your power."

The look on Pablo's face upon hearing that was priceless. He wanted the orgasm, that was obvious, but not at the expense of giving up an integral part of himself. He was conflicted and it was exactly why I told him.

He didn't stop me from taking off his clothes nor did he resist when I took his cock in hand, but the moment his impending orgasm began to approach he panicked.

"Oh God," he screamed. "You have to stop, I can't hold out."

"That's fine," I said, "willingly give me your power and I won't make you cum."

His mind struggled with the decision and all the while I stroked him closer and closer to the brink. He needed to make a decision soon or else his source of energy was going to be mine.

When he reached the point of no return he caved, begging for mercy. "Please, you can have my power."

I knew I had said that if he willingly gave me his power that I wouldn't make him cum but I didn't really mean it. I kept stroking him toward the edge.

Pablo's eyes grew wide and his begging intensified. "Please," he moaned, "I'll do anything, please don't make me cum."

I could tell you that I took pity on him but it wouldn't be true. Instead I teased him, bringing him nearer to release without any hope of holding back. He tried with all his might, which only made the moment of his collapse that much more exciting.

"Ugh," he screamed as the first spurt hit my boob.

"What did you just do?" I mocked.

He responded with two more spurts from his beautiful cock.

He was still trying to control his release but I didn't want him to feel incomplete so I cupped his balls and coerced the rest of the semen from his testicles. In the end he showered me with a copious amount of cum and I let him know, as I rubbed it into my skin, that his power now belonged to me.

Defeated, Pablo pouted and moped out of the room. I kind of felt sorry for him and promised I would make it up to him on his next mommy play date.

My fourth and final contributor was a young man named Mark whom I had met on my travels back east. He was a natural adult baby and was very submissive to my every command. I would have gladly stroked him to completion but my hands were getting tired and I was ready to finish my ritual and get on with the Christmas festivities.

"Mark," I said, "would you mind masturbating on mommy?"

Mark was shocked to hear this, what little boy wouldn't be shocked to hear his mommy ask for such a thing, but that didn't mean he wasn't going to do it. Like a good little boy he dropped his pants and took his cock in hand.

It is very interesting to watch an adult baby pleasure himself. No one knows his penis as well as he does and, if you watch closely, he will provide you with all the clues needed to identify the best way to service his dick.

Mark used short strokes on his shaft that started at the base of his cock, just above his balls, rose to just below the crown of his head, and then returned to the base to complete the motion. He applied extra pressure to the front of his shaft but never touched the rim of his head. Just that quickly I was able to discern his trigger spots, as well as the areas that would disrupt his orgasmic flow. I committed that information to memory with the intent of using it when it would serve me best.

Mark spanked his penis up and down. I loved watching his hand glide over his flesh and really liked the way the light glistened off his cock as his pre cum dribbled out of the tip and down his shaft. As he got closer to orgasm his breathing got short and I could see his muscles begin to tense.

I don't know if he knew how close he was to release but it caught me off guard. When I saw the first spurt I quickly shifted my body to get underneath his flow. The cum splattered erratically with the majority of it missing my breasts and instead landing square on my chin. I was tempted to gobble it up but I wasn't sure what the legend said about good fortune and whether it needed to be rubbed into the skin or if it could be consumed. I decided not to risk it, spreading the white goo down from my chin, across my neck and onto my boobs.

Mark was quick to get down to my breasts, ready to nurse, suckle or clean, whatever I asked. I didn't want him to do any of it and I politely thanked him for his contribution and sent him on his way.

Many people have holiday traditions but I like mine best, and to be honest, I think my boy babies liked it best too. It not only gave them immense physical pleasure but it also provided me with a wonderful start to my holiday week, and good fortune that would follow all year long.

For more adult baby fun with Mommy Claire be sure to read:

On The Prowl

Mommy's Good Little Boy

Adult Baby Diaper Lover


A Christian on Christmas

Molly Patrick

When I went away to college I thought everyone celebrated Christmas. Even my Jewish friends recognized the holiday, celebrating by going to the movies and eating Chinese food. Call me naive but I thought a Merry Christmas was as universal as baseball and apple pie.

After college I was introduced to many new people, and many different viewpoints about religion and Christmas. Turns out there are parts of the world that don't even celebrate Christmas. Silently I wondered if people would think differently if they grew up like I did, with candles in the windows and presents under the tree, but I guess I'll never know.

One of my clients, Abdul, did not celebrate Christmas but he did have a strange fantasy that he wanted to live out and he was willing to pay me two hundred and fifty thousand dollars if I would help. What he wanted more than anything was to have sex with a Christian woman throughout the entire Christmas Eve and Christmas Day holiday.

Now I'm not poor, never have been, but I did want to break away from my dependence on my parents. They still made my car payments, and paid my rent, and I knew a quarter of a million dollars would go a long way towards helping me stand on my own two feet. I wanted to give it a shot.

The first hurdle I had to clear was my parents. They didn't like the idea of me not being home for Christmas but when I told them it was a great career opportunity, one that could really set me up for the future, they were open to my plea. It didn't hurt that I am an only child and daddy's little girl always gets what she wants. In fact, I couldn't think of anything I had ever asked for that my parents didn't say yes.

The second obstacle was the money. I knew Abdul was rich but there was no way I was going to wait until after the event to collect. Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars was a lot of money and I didn't exactly have the muscle to collect a debt like that if it went unpaid.

Abdul agreed to wire the money into my account in advance but he wanted to make a change to our agreement. He wanted to invite some of his friends along.

I am not a prostitute and I don't have sex with strangers, but a quarter of a million dollars is a lot of money, and I had already made arrangements with my parents to not be home for the holiday. Reluctantly I agreed.

Christmas Eve arrived and Abdul flew me on his private jet from my home town of Chicago to a little one horse town in Montana. It was cold and windy but fortunately there was a chauffeur driven limousine to shuttle me from the airport to the lodge where I was meeting Abdul and his friends.

Now I haven't mentioned it before but Abdul was the most strikingly handsome man I had ever met and if that wasn't enough, he was also the richest. While Abdul was dashing and beautiful his friends were not. Not only was he the youngest of the group, by thirty or forty years, he was also the fittest. There were three men in addition to Abdul and not a single one of them was under three hundred pounds. I may be exaggerating a little, but they were big.

The money had already been wired into my account so there was no turning back. Abdul led me into a bedroom and instructed me to take off all of my clothes and come into the living room for the formal introductions.

I took my time getting undressed, I didn't see any point to rush, but no matter how long I waited there was no amount of time I could have delayed that would have gotten me out of the situation. When I finally poked my head out of the door the men immediately began to hoot and holler, and when I stepped into view, completely naked, several of the men dropped their drawers and started playing with themselves.

Abdul rushed to my side with a glass of champagne, "You're going to want to drink this," he said.

I didn't want to get drunk but I did agree with him, some alcohol would definitely help the situation. I downed the first glass and he was quick to refill another.

I gulped the second glass and threw my arms around Abdul's neck. Oh how I wished he would just take me and I could be his sex slave for the night. I thought I might have a chance when he pushed me on my back and dove headfirst between my thighs. The next ten minutes were the most glorious oral sex ever. He licked my slit with his thick tongue and buzzed my button with his lips, causing a pulse that vibrated deliciously to my core. I couldn't stop the sensations. He continued his assault on my clit. The vibration he generated was so intense my back muscles seized and my upper body became paralyzed in euphoric ecstasy. When he curled one, then two, then three fingers to my g-spot I lost it. It didn't matter where I was or who was watching, the orgasmic bliss was all consuming. Nothing else mattered but my sex and I was all too happy to ride that wave.

It couldn't get any better, my body was being driven by carnal lust and this God of a man was servicing my every desire. I wanted his cock. I spread my legs wide, inviting him in.

My body yearned for him but suddenly he wasn't there. I opened my eyes and looked around only to find three older men, naked, dicks out, ready for fun.

It didn't really matter who they belonged to, in my crazed state all I wanted was cock. The first guy to approach never expected me to pounce on him but I did, I pushed him down and climbed on top, using his cock to impale my wet and dripping pussy. I ground on him, rubbing my clit on the head of his cock until I gushed juices all over him and the floor.

Orgasm one was just the start, I tightened my kegel muscles around his cock, squeezing and releasing while I rode up and down. The shape of his head was wonderful and I bucked on his dick until he shot his load, throbbing and pulsing inside of me.

The dick inside of me began to go limp but I wasn't done. I jumped up and searched for my next prey. Guy number two had a goofy grin and a hard on so I wrestled him to the floor. He might have wanted to fuck me but I was going to fuck him first. I threw my leg over him and lowered myself down on his cock. My pussy was so wet and open it was no problem getting him in. I wanted, no needed, to satisfy my lust, it was the only thing that mattered.

Up until that point I had been the aggressor but that all changed when dick number three came searching for my ass. Anal sex was never my thing but in the moment I was in no condition to say no.

His dick broke through my barrier and it hurt like a mother fucker. If I hadn't been coming profusely from the cock in my pussy I would have never let it happen. I was so mixed up, simultaneously riding waves of pleasure and pain. The dick up my ass went in and out and with each pump the pain got less and less. At one point there was no more pain and the two cocks sliding in and out of me created a rhythmic pulse that overwhelmed my pleasure zones.

Two might have been slutty but I became an absolute whore when dick number one was hard again and found its way into my mouth. I could taste my own juices but I didn't care, I was wantonly chasing my lust and it was a glorious pursuit. I sucked and gobbled without a care in the world, other than satisfying my own desires.

Slowly I got used to the double penetration along with the cock in my mouth. It felt both extremely slutty and extremely satisfying. I had no idea being fucked by so many men at the same time would feel so good.

It would be romantic to say we all came at the same time but it wouldn't be true. The guy in my pussy had been going the longest time and couldn't hold out any longer, he was the first to cum, deep inside my vagina. The guy up my ass needed several more pumps to get to his promised land but he did, and I had cum dripping from my butthole when he finally pulled out.

The last guy, the one with his dick in my mouth, had already cum, I knew it was going to take some work to get him off again.

I sucked and slobbered on his cock, wrapping my lips around his head and swirling his shaft with my tongue. That got him really hard and dripping but not to the point of explosion. I added my hands, stroking his shaft and rubbing his balls. It increased the excitement level but it wasn't until I worked my finger into his ass that he lost it. He grunted and groaned and his cock slipped from my lips just as he was ejaculating, causing a spray of jism to coat my nose and face. Under normal circumstances that might have grossed me out but I was still horny as hell and the only thing I could think of was my next orgasm.

That's when I saw Abdul, standing off to the side, watching all of the activities, his dick in his hand. I made a beeline toward him. I would have wrestled him to the ground but he was too quick for me, pushing me face first onto the couch. I tried to turn but he held me down. I wasn't sure why until I felt his cock press into me from behind.

It may sound strange for a woman who just got gangbanged but I had never had sex doggy style before. My previous lovers were never large enough to stay in me from behind but Abdul didn't have that problem, he was long and he was thick. With me bent over, my hips high in the air, he was at the perfect angle to slam my pussy. His cock felt so good going in, and when he withdrew, the rim of his head dragged gloriously against my clit, causing me to see stars. I'm not sure how long he pumped in and out of me, but I knew the exact moment he exploded. His cock grew even larger and it pulsed and throbbed, stimulating nerve endings inside of me I didn't even know I had. By the time he pulled his dick out of me we were both covered in a thick slime of our juices, plastered smiles on our silly faces.

The rest of the visit was filled with sex, one on one, two on one and even a show by me alone, but nothing was as hot as the initial gang bang. By the time I had to leave for the airport I was sad to go. I will always remember that trip and all the new experiences. In fact, I still get a Christmas card every year from my Arab friends, reminding me of my most memorable Christmas.

To read more about Molly's adventures check out:
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A Billionaire Daddy for Baby Molly


New Year's Eve Circle

Mommy Claire

I always considered New Year's Eve to be amateur night, the time when people feel free to cut loose and do the things they wouldn't normally do. That is exactly why I have always preferred an intimate gathering of close friends, versus wild blow out parties, to celebrate the end of one year and the beginning of another.

Don't get me wrong, my small intimate gatherings weren't tame, in fact they were very heavy on alcohol, drugs and most of all sex. I specialize in infantilization so my sex games include a lot of domination (by me), submission (by my babies) and good times (for all). Our goal is always the same, to cram as much joy, pleasure and unbridled passion into the evening as humanly possible.

One year was particularly memorable for the number of people that showed up and the interesting ways we found to entertain ourselves. Now I mentioned before that I like intimate gatherings, but in order to secure a respectable number of attendees, sometimes you have to extend more invitations, and what do you do when someone who previously said no changes their mind? Or when people you invited bring additional guests? In my world you open the door, welcome them in and go with the flow.

That is exactly what happened a couple of years ago when my intimate party of eight turned into a blow out of over sixty.

Logistically I am very fortunate to have a well stocked kitchen and a loyal crew of adult babies who can rise to the occasion when the situation arises. Once the food and alcohol were rolling, the rest seemed to take on a life of its own.

My mansion is large and I have several wings, each with their own designation. I had planned on the eight of us making use of the upstairs wing, including the private suites and the playroom, but that space just wasn't big enough for a crowd of sixty, so we moved the festivities to my gymnasium.

The gym was set up for my hard body babies, to keep them in shape, and give me the opportunity to watch their muscles while they worked out. It also had a full basketball court and a great sound system, which was perfect for a party. Add to that several smaller rooms, for the inevitable hooking up at these affairs, and we were all set.

The constant flow of booze and the pumping music really set the mood and before we knew it the place was rocking and everyone was having a good time. As it tends to happen at get togethers like that, people began to wander and explore. All of my rooms were designed with sex in mind so it was only a matter of time before one group found the "bed room" and another found the "fuck machine".

The "bed room" was exactly what you would think and nothing more. It was a step down room that consisted of wall-to-wall waterbed. There was nothing else in the room and nowhere else to go, just a floating bed that screamed for sex. Every time I went by there was a different couple, or more, exploring the waves, and each other, in the one-of-a-kind room.

The "fuck machine" was a mechanical cock that would literally fuck your brains out. It had a dildo attached to a hydraulic arm that pumped in and out, wiggled side to side, and vibrated at its core. Once it got inside of you it didn't stop until it completed its mission, to fuck you silly. By the end whoever was on that machine had a well worn pussy, and was completely dehydrated from all of the fluids that passed out of their system. Add to that the mental mind fuck of a never ending orgasm and your brain was so fucked you couldn't think straight for the next hundred days or so. The "fuck machine" had claimed more than one victim in the past, including myself, and was sure to get a few more tonight.

I laughed as I heard two husbands nearby challenging their wives to go for a ride, even offering large sums of cash in a bet to see who could last the longest. None of them knew what they were in for, for no man can measure up to the size and power of the "fuck machine" and no woman wants to go back to a mortal dick once she has had its magic. I didn't intervene, if they wanted the experience who was I to stop them.

I spent the better part of the night tending to my guests, which wasn't exactly what I had planned for my night. I was really interested in play time and up until that moment I had had none.

Everyone seemed to be content so I figured it was time to get mine. I spotted one of my favorite babies, Kelly, across the room and decided she would be my plaything. We made eye contact and her smile grew wide. I motioned for her to meet me in the hall and she was quick to follow my lead.

"Come with me," I said to her when she stepped out of the gym. I took her by the hand and pulled her to my private office. It was set up with a mahogany desk and executive chair but right next door was my studio, complete with massage table and all the toys we would need for a good time.

Kelly was a beautiful mommy who loved coming to visit me so she could leave all of her cares and responsibilities at home and escape to heavenly bliss, if only for a little while. She wore a pink teddy that barely covered her luscious tits and delectable ass. The moment she entered the studio I bent her over the table, grabbed her panties and yanked them to the floor. Before she could do anything I gave her tight little ass three whacks with my bare hand.

The trick when spanking is where you hit, how hard you hit and what part of the hand you strike with. I was experienced with spanking but also with Kelly, so I knew exactly how to strike the edges of her pussy lips to get the blood pumping without causing any harm. Of course once I got the blood flowing to that area I was quick to soothe the sting with my supple lips and tongue.

Kelly loved the way I explored her flower with my tongue, and was especially gracious when I sucked her clit into my mouth and buried my finger to her g-spot. She came so many times I thought I might drown and I was so excited that I added another finger, and then another, until my entire fist was pumping in and out of that beautiful woman.

Now I have seen many beautiful things in my life but I have never seen anything more glorious than a grown woman lying on her back, legs spread wide, while an entire hand works its way in and out of her pussy. By expanding my fingers I was able to touch every pleasure spot inside of her and my good little girl just laid back, allowing her body be used for my pleasure.

When I was all done I wrapped her in a diaper, gave her belly a raspberry kiss for good luck and sent her back to the party. Everyone knew by the fresh diaper what we had just done, and Kelly was as proud as a peacock to show everyone what she had earned.

As much as I enjoyed my time with Kelly I wasn't fully satisfied, I wanted more. I returned to the gym to look for my next prey. Linda was right nearby and she would do just fine. I tapped her on the shoulder and escorted her back to my office.

Kelly and I had cleaned up the massage table after her repeated orgasms but we couldn't take her scent out of the air. Linda didn't care, if anything it got her more excited, and she was out of her clothes in seconds flat.

Now Linda was a hard body. Her muscles were tight and her body sculpted. It was the reason I picked her and the reason I wanted to ravage her tonight. Unlike Kelly, where all I could think about was her pussy, her ass and her tits, with Linda I wanted to kiss every sinewy muscle, from her bulging biceps to her washboard stomach. Many times I liked the soft flesh of woman, but when the mood struck, there was nothing better than a hard body fitness addict.

Linda allowed me to worship her muscles but, as a mommy, I always made sure my babies were well taken care of. After kissing and massaging her muscular frame I switched my attention to her pussy.

As tough and as strong as Linda was, she melted like a little girl the moment I started sucking on her kitty lips. I have a trick I like to do where I take her flesh in my mouth and vibrate my lips, while simultaneously darting my tongue in and out of her hole. She really liked that, spreading her legs wide to give me better access.

I used the opportunity to explore her butthole, licking and kissing her little rosebud. I knew she liked that and I liked that she granted me free access to her most private and intimate zones.

I spent a good amount of time bouncing between her rosebud, her flower and her pleasure nub, giving each area its own undivided attention. I also made sure to mix things up a bit, so as not to be predictable. Linda never saw what was coming and it gave me great pleasure to make her writhe and moan in delight.

Bringing Linda over the edge was easy, she was already very worked up, and when I slid my fingers deep inside of her, and curled them to her g-spot she released all of her pent up energy, wailing in ecstasy, a flood of juices coating my hand and the table.

I let Linda relax for a little bit before putting the diaper on her. It was my way of marking my territory. She liked being pampered and she definitely liked returning to the party with everyone knowing where she had just been. She wore it like a badge of honor.

We returned to the party room and I was about to pick out my next partner when my good boy Pablo came up to me. At first I thought he was going to ask for his turn at Mommy's attention, but instead he offered a special idea on how to ring in the new year.

Pablo's idea was to form a human chain including everyone at the party. Each person would have their mouth on the genitals of the person to their right, forming a giant circle. The goal was to have every person both giving and receiving oral sex at the stroke of midnight.

We only had twenty minutes to get ready so we had to act fast. Everyone gathered a collection of pillows and blankets and moved into the gym. There was some jockeying for position, let's face it, some people are better at oral sex than others, and everyone wanted to be on the receiving end of the best of us.

At 11:55 everyone was pretty much in position and at 11:58 we turned up the volume so everyone could hear the countdown while performing his or her duties. I had one of the newest members of our group, Molly, to my right, and I enjoyed licking her pussy. She was young and relatively inexperienced, and I always enjoyed manipulating the young ones.

The final ten seconds of the year turned into a mad scramble, everyone trying to get their partner off at the strike of twelve. I didn't try to time Molly's orgasm, instead I made sure she was floating on a cloud long after the final bell, making her squirm and groan for everyone to see. Her pussy was in such a state of euphoria she couldn't stop, and by the time I brought her to her glorious finish at 12:20, we had a crowd of onlookers cheering us on.

Molly was embarrassed when it all ended and she realized what a spectacle she had been. Like I said she was new and relatively inexperienced. It was her first time losing control of her sexual being in front of a room of strangers.

She may have wanted to run and hide at that moment, but she would tell me later that that single moment was her biggest fantasy whenever she wanted to play with herself. I silently wondered if I had unleashed a beast, and based on some of the stories Molly has told me since, I think I did.

The party continued until the sunrise but I made my departure around three, taking a collection of my babies with me, to sleep with Mommy and ensure I would start the New Year by waking in a bed full of love.

There are many more stories about myself, and my wonderful collection of friends. We hope you find us. From all of us to all of you, we wish you the very best for a joyous holiday season and a Happy New Year.

With love,

Mommy Claire

For more erotic fun with Mommy Claire be sure to read:

Mommy's Road Trip

Adult Baby Play Date

Turned Against My Will: Adult Baby Diaper
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