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​ 1.

Dear Santa,

I’m a little old to be writing you a wish
list. I guess I’m way too old to believe in Santa Clause. But what
I need is a miracle, so some wishful thinking couldn’t hurt, right?
I’m not here to ask you for a new car or a house payment. I don’t
even want a fancy phone or new kitchen appliances. The only thing I
really need at the moment is a nice, old fashioned, FUCK. I know, I
know, that’s not something you can really just have your elves cook
up for you in the north pole(do elves make dildos?).

So I guess I’m writing to ask you for some
dick, Santa. Well, not yours specifically (unless you’re packing).
My husband Anthony just isn’t cutting it anymore; he’s small, he’s
boring, and god love him, he’s too nice. I ‘d ask you for a new
vibrator if I hadn’t tried every single one on the market so far.
Sigh.

Maybe you can help me out this year? Maybe
my water pipe bursts and you send a handsome man to fix it. Maybe
Anthony meets a new friend at the gym he goes to once a month, and
maybe they come home for dinner sometime? Anthony falls asleep, and
then…oh wow, look at me. Daydreaming again. I think you get the
picture.

Pretty please, Santa. With a cherry on top.
Send me a man who can make me cum. I can deal with Anthony
later.

Merry Christmas,

Sally Denton.

 


It was Christmas Eve in the Denton house.
Sally and her husband Anthony were sitting on the living room
couch, watching television and enjoying the warmth of the fire that
burned bright a few feet away. Anthony was enthralled with another
rerun of It’s a Wonderful Life. Sally looked bored, her eyes
drifting from the television and out into nowhere, daydreaming with
her lips slightly parted. She looked beautiful but Anthony had
barely noticed. Sally’s seasonably red lipstick really popped with
the blue sweater she was wearing, her cleavage was warm and
tan.

It was exactly two months since Sally had
dropped her letter off at the post office in the box marked “for
Santa.” She giggled to herself. How silly.

“What’s so funny?” Anthony asked her,
smiling as he placed an arm around her shoulders.

“Oh nothing, dear.” She shuffled under his
arms, slightly annoyed by his obvious affections and not so obvious
sexual intentions. If he was going to be this touchy all the time,
the least he could do is get hard and make her cum. She was, after
all, an incredibly good looking 30 year old that kept a tight body,
and rarely wore a bra so that her large breasts could breathe
freely.

“Isn’t this great?” Anthony said, squeezing
her around the shoulders, causing her breasts to sway to and
fro.

“Sure.” She said.

The fireplace went out. Not gradually, but
all at once. And the sound of singed embers couldn’t reach their
ears before the odd sound of sleigh bells came from down the
chimney.

“What the-” Anthony started, looking as
stupid as ever.

“Santa?” Sally said, sitting up.

The sleigh bells grew louder then stopped.
And all at once, a clatter came down the chimney and ash went up in
the air, momentarily blinding the young married couple on their
couch. After some coughing and wiping aimlessly at the air, the ash
seemed to part and settle all at once.

There in the living room, standing in front
of the fire place, was Santa Clause.

“What in God’s-“

“Shut the fuck up, Anthony.” Sally
interrupted her husband.

He stood well over 6 feet, and though he
wore red suspenders that held up his giant red britches, he had no
shirt on, and he was cut. His arms were toned and strong and
massive, and they crossed over his bursting chest. Santa’s long
white beard flowed rich and full almost down to his six pack abs.
He grinned ear to ear and his eyes never left Sally.

“You got my letter?” She asked Santa.

Santa let out a low, long laugh that seemed
to shake the room. It was full of mirth and joy…and mischief. “Oh I
got your letter, Sally. And I brought you a gift.”

“You did?”

“Oh I most certainly did Sally, but you’ll
need to come over here and unwrap it.”

Sally slid to her knees and started to crawl
from the couch to the man in the middle of her living room. In
incredulity and confusion, Anthony shot off the couch and pointed a
finger at Jolly old St. Nick. He tried to summon the words, but his
shock and disbelief had robbed him of his voice. A small squeak
came out.

“Sit and be quiet, Anthony,” Sally said with
venom, “this is my gift.” She reached up and grabbed a hold
of the big purple button that held Santa’s pants together. Santa
helped her as he slid the red suspenders from his broad shoulders
and let the pants fall to his ankles completely.

In the buff, his cock stood rock hard and
vascular. It was so full of rushing blood the tip was almost
purple, fat as a new slinky in the box, and as long as flashlight.
Sally stared at it in wonder as she wrapped two small hands around
it.

“Ho, ho, ho!” Santa yelled. He put one giant
hand on the back of her head and grabbed up a handful of hair.
“Suck Santa’s cock, Sally!”

And then she was on it, gagging and getting
her face fucked by Father Christmas.

Anthony’s eyes widened in shock; he had
never seen his wife do something like that, not even for him. Her
blowjobs were usually tame and brief…and unenthusiastic. But for
Santa it was different. Even as he thrust his hips into her face,
pulling his cock in and out of her throat, Sally kept her big blue
eyes up and fixed on him. Even when they started watering from the
lack of oxygen, she kept her gaze fixed on him.

Anthony noticed that the longer Santa fucked
his wife’s mouth, the more his muscles stood out. There were veins
in his shoulders and biceps now that weren’t there when they had
started. His bare thighs looked like a 3D road map through the
Rocky Mountains.

Santa pushed deep into Sally’s throat and
held it there. “Are you ready for your present now, Sally?”

Sally tried to answer but it was a gurgled
mumble, followed by some spit she choked up and out the sides of
Santa’s fat candy cane.

“That’s what I thought, you merry little
whore.”

Santa pulled her to her feet and started
ripping her clothes off with his bare hands; first the blue sweater
that came away in two pieces as Sally’s large breasts spilled out,
revealing hard nipples and spittle that had made its way down her
body. With one quick move Santa tore her skirt off, revealing a
lacey blue thong. He picked her up and walked to the couch. Santa
threw Sally down so that she landed on her back, with her head in
her husband’s lap.

Sally looked at Anthony, and then to the
naked Chris Krinkle in front of her. His cock was impossibly hard
now, and she could see her own spit glistening on it. Anthony
hadn’t moved since it started, and now he sat there with his wife’s
head in his lap, silent in his shame and humiliation.

Santa began to sing.

You better watch out, you better not cry

He reached out and pulled Sally’s panties
off, gently.

You better not pout, I’m telling you why

Santa leaned over Sally’s naked body, and
shoved the panties into Anthony’s mouth. He winked at the husband
as he mounted his wife.

Santa Clause is coming, to town

He slid inside her wet cunt and Sally shook
and moaned. He wrapped his large hands around her waist and held
her still as he pushed deep, deep inside her. Sally squirmed and
she gripped for the couch, for the cushion, for anything. She found
Anthony’s hand and held it tight as Santa began to fuck her. First
slowly, her breasts swaying like a calm day on the ocean, and then
harder and faster until Sally was screaming and her tits were a
blur of motion.

He’s making a list, he’s checking it
twice

Santa had hold of her big floppy breasts
now, and he slapped them every so often as Sally came again and
again on his cock. Every time he felt her cunt contracting on his
meat he chuckled, and then he would slap her tits again. Santa
leaned into her body and steadied a hand against Anthony’s limp
body for leverage. He started thrusting harder into Sally.

Gonna find out who’s naughty or nice

“Oh fuck I’m cummming again!” Sally
screamed.

You’re such a fucking, HO HO HO!” Santa
screamed.

He pulled his dripping stick out of her then
and straddled her chest, shoving his cock into her mouth just
inches from her own husbands face. He grabbed the front of her hair
and used it to shake her head roughly on his cock, up and down.

“Santa brought the milk this year,” Santa
said. “UGH!”

Suddenly Sally was spitting up cum and
choking, trying to catch her breath. The room somehow smelled like
fresh baked cookies. Santa kept fucking her face and letting his
load loose. When his cock dislodged from her throat he continued to
cum on her face, and though Sally was eager for oxygen, she was
also eager for his Christmas Cum. So she reached up and jerked him
hard onto her face.

Anthony had never seen anything like it. And
he never would again.

At last it seemed the final drops were
spilled, having covered Sally and quite a bit of Anthony’s own
Christmas sweater and jeans.

Santa stood up, sweating and naked and with
half hard on that was still three times the size of Anthony’s own
meet. Sally was panting and close to fainting. There was no chance
she could stand up at the moment.

Santa walked towards the chimney
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