
Taken by Two Santas

Eve Donoven hires two Santa strippers for her Christmas Eve party to show her caring friends that she’s gotten over being dumped by her long-time boyfriend, Nick. 

When the sexy Santa strippers arrive and do the full Monty, Eve learns she’s more than ready to move on without Nick in her life...until she discovers the real reason the two Santas have come.
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I stared out my Halifax, Nova Scotia, second floor condo living room window and watched the dainty snowflakes spiraling out of the night sky and hugged myself.

Awesome. Snow for my Christmas Eve party tonight. It can't get any better than this.

I whirled around and did a last-minute visual inspection. A cozy fire flickered in my gas-powered fireplace. Garland and miniature red Christmas lights were draped over the fireplace mantle. Several evergreen scented candles flickered on the hearth.

I had decorated the nearby six-foot high white Christmas tree with red bows, little red and white Santa Claus ornaments and some dainty white lights. It looked sharp.

I had placed Christmas themed fleece blankets on my two black leather sofas so my friends could snuggle with each other while they watched the two Santa strippers that I had hired through one of my best friends, who guaranteed the men would do a fantastic job entertaining my guests. 

And that's what I wanted. For everyone to be happy and for them to see that I had moved on from Nick, my ex-boyfriend, who’d dumped me over three months ago because I’d refused to entertain his suggestions about the two of us becoming more adventurous in the bedroom.

He'd told me he wanted to share to me with other men. It would turn him on, he had said.

Well, I told him being with just me should be enough to turn him on. I didn't need anymore. We had fought and he told me he needed more.

The ear shattering slam of my condo door, on his way out and no further contact from him after that, made me realize it was over between the two of us.

At first, I had been devastated. 

My six best friends had tried cheering me up and eventually I'd felt guilty for not being able to move on from Nick and for taking up all their spare time pouring my sorrows out to them.

So, this Christmas Eve party was for them.

To say thanks.

In the kitchen, I checked all the goodies I would be presenting to them tonight. I had hired a caterer and she had brought everything over a little earlier. 

My six besties would engorge themselves on parmesan roasted carrots, puff pastry sausage rolls, roast chicken loaded with garlic, butter and herbs, and mashed potatoes. 

Everything was ready to eat. All I had to do was warm it up. But I would do that when my friends got here.

I glanced at the stove clock and realized I had one hour to get ready. I’d better get a move on!

In the bathroom, I quickly turned on the shower faucets, undressed, and stepped into the steamy shower stall. 

Nick and I had spent many a morning or night showering together when he had stayed over. I had loved the intimate way he had touched my breasts.

I moaned softly as I cupped my mounds. They were heavy in my palms and I remembered Nick would always comment on how he loved that my breasts fit perfectly in his hands. Just thinking of Nick made my nipples ache for his mouth. He’d always enjoyed sucking them, evoking sharp little stings that had me gasping.

I closed my eyes and pretended that Nick was here. His big, muscular body stepping into the shower with me. His heated gaze full of sensual hunger as he lowered his head to a breast.

I angled my body so that the jets of water from the shower pummelled my nipples, just like Nick’s tongue had done so many times. Wet and fierce. Heat and possession.

I shuddered as pleasure pain blossomed in my nipples. They became hard and pointed, like pebbles, aching and needy. 

I reached up and pulled on them, drawing them into a fantasy mouth, which slurped and licked and lapped. 

Fiery heat sizzled through me and I pulled and pinched harder.

My breaths came faster. Wetness seeped along my aching vaginal channel. 

Leaving one hand to play with a nipple, I angled myself to allow the jets of water to pummel the other nipple. With my free hand I reached down amid my thighs and slid two fingers between my wet labia folds. I dipped my fingers into my sopping vagina and collected my hot, wet arousal, then slid out, using my cream-soaked fingers to sensually rub my engorged clitoris.

Excitement and arousal coursed through me as I intimately massaged myself.

My body began to tighten. My thighs began to quiver.

I moaned. 

Oh yes, I could feel the stirrings of something amazing about to happen. I massaged harder and faster.

I strained toward the pleasure. Then, without warning, it came out of nowhere, attacking my nerve endings, flooding my senses and sending me into searing convulsions.

Spasmic jolts electrified me. My pussy tightened, spasmed.

I thrust two fingers into my vagina and then withdrew. Then plunged in and out, in and out, like a pistoning miniature cock.

Pleasure raced through me, reaching all the nooks and crannies in my body.

I rode the waves of explosions. Rode them hard and happy and as long as I could until the orgasm ebbed away.

I blew out a satisfied breath and my legs shook as I continued to shower.

Man, that had been magnificent. I wanted to do it again, but I knew my guests would be coming soon.

Before long, I stepped out of the stall.

Yeah, my climax had felt good. It was just what I'd needed to loosen up.

Quickly, I dried off, slipped into my robe, blew dry my hair until it shone as black as the boots on Santa's feet. Then I applied blue mascara, white eye shadow, rosy, red blush to my cheeks and a generous splurge of pink lipstick.

Making myself look great was easy as I was a licensed desairologist, which was a fancy word for a cosmetologist for deceased people. And
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