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Dedication

 

This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is erotic romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in. 

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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Santa Gives the 12 Orgasms of Christmas

 

 

I finish adding the candy canes to the tree. The warm breath of the fireplace tickles the lower flesh of my naked buns. I tweak the little bells hanging in my cleavage and fluff the white, fake fur holding my breasts. I scan the gifts beneath the tree. All the toys are wrapped for the nieces and nephews, but I still have wrapping to do. I’m not done yet! At least my shopping for them is done, though.

I glance at my phone to see if Jack texted me any more instructions. Nope. We are up to level twelve of the game, and I’m ecstatic to see where he takes this last round. I’m horny as fuck for his cock, that’s for damn sure.

The day has been a good one, even though I’ve been alone. I’d woken with plans for the day of decorating the house for Christmas. But before I even got up, he had started this sex game. It’s been a titillating adventure! Jack told me what to do and wear along the way. I smile as I recall his first instruction of the morning, which was to masturbate in bed until I had an orgasm. But he had firmly instructed me I only could have one.

He’s been out of town for the week for work, and I’ve missed him terribly. Though we played long distance from afar, there’s nothing like in-person play. There’s nothing like his mouth on my body and his cock inside me. There’s just no comparison, but we still had fun and got sexually satisfied, both coming every night.

Upon his instructions, I’d taken a shower and masturbated to two orgasms in the shower. He informed me I had a full day ahead and, by the time he arrived, I’d be spent and loaded with sex hormones flooding my body, then he’d fuck me. So far, he’d been right.

My next task had been to lay out our naughty Santa costumes, but I didn’t get to put mine on yet. I had to decorate the mantle while naked. I had twirled in front of the windows at his instructions and felt enamored with the idea of wondering if anyone walking by on the back path had caught a glimpse of my nakedness. Then I was to snuggle in front of the mantle once it was decorated and bring myself to three orgasms. But only three, or I’d get more time over Santa’s lap.

I enjoyed his little game as he sent me texts from the Florida airport next, where he then informed me I must make a batch of Christmas cookies with only an apron on. He ordered me to take pics of my nipples covered in dough. Then I was ordered to lick them off and make myself come four times in the kitchen, which I did with my vibrating wand. He had said they didn’t need to be huge orgasms, but to try my best. He wanted me a “floppy hormone-filled rag doll by the time he got home”, his exact words in the text.

We were venturing into a new realm of our relationship where he was being more dominant and I was learning to be more submissive, and games like this really nailed it home for me that this all was so much fun. Plus, it confirmed for us both that he was boss of the sex in our relationship. I found I loved this new development. At work, I was as dominant a force as he was in his job, but he thrived on it all while I felt it was a drain, so this new aspect of me not having to be in charge felt glorious. It was really so sexy for him to tell me what to do, and a relief too.

I popped a batch of lasagna soup in the crock pot. This was also at his request. His plan included me prepping a meal we could just eat once he got home, so neither of us was messing around taking time to make food when we’d really ought to be fucking instead.

Level five was an interesting level and the hardest so far to accomplish because he had me setting up the manger scene. Who wants to masturbate in front of Baby Jesus and the Virgin Mary? That’s not exactly sexy by a long shot! But, nonetheless, I followed his instructions and I laid myself in front of it and used my strongest toy and came five times. Naughty me, but the clit sucker made me do it. Jack said that warranted a spanking once he was home. I had snickered and sent him a picture of me naked in front of the manger. Bring it on, Santa! I knew this would be a part of level twelve once he was home. He didn’t need to say it, I just knew from experience. It was just like him telling me to do something and then punishing me for doing it. I snickered as I danced around the basement.

I ate lunch before I did level six. I worried my little clitty might get sore and ruin level twelve with Jack, so I tried to play with my G-spot to give her a break for the moment. I ate my lunch while watching porn, then succeeded in one orgasm while at the table, but it just wasn’t enough, so I grabbed my clit sucker and polished off the remaining five. I had texted Jack that I’d triumphantly, but with some difficulty, made it to six. But he was now on the airplane, so all I heard was crickets. 

While in the air, the game had resumed. He texted me the demands for level seven. He told me to wrap some gifts while naked, but with a ribbon tied around my torso, and send him naughty pics. I took several photos of my bare tits above the ribbon after making myself come once, at his instructions. He had said going forward each round would only be one orgasm, saving up my orgasm potential for level twelve with him. He’s always thinking of my ultimate pleasure. And I love him so much for it!

I danced around the living room for level eight with Christmas music blaring. I had adorned an elf hat and I was a worker bee. I was to clean the living room and make it free of mess so we could lower our stress for round twelve and really enjoy it. I vacuumed and dusted and tossed all the wrapping paper scraps. He told me to fantasize about level twelve with him and climax in the middle of the clean living room. I had exploded in big shivers and yearned for more. But he said if I did more than one each round, it would add more tallies to my naughty list spankings across Santa’s knee. I glanced at his Santa outfit strewn across the chair and yearned to feel the soft felt on my belly. While I snickered and contemplated adding more fuel to his spanking hand, I listened and waited patiently for his instructions that would be round nine.

I tended to the rising bread, bought a few gifts online, then settled on the couch when his text came through. It was round nine, the Grinch round…a ruined orgasm. I frowned, not liking this one bit. But I brought my rose clit sucker to my clit and aroused myself, the tension and struggle building to the point of release, and I wanted it so bad it almost hurt, that juicy swollen fruit hung right before me, all I’d have to do was take it. I thought about just giving myself the orgasm and lying to Jack, but he always seemed to know when I lied, so I plucked the toy off my clit and stared at the ceiling, unfulfilled.

I pouted as I popped the bread in the oven. Jack loved orgasm control. Well, I did love him controlling me too, but it felt so wrong to just abandon pleasure like that.

Round ten, we were back on track, and I had smiled when he said he had landed, but was still on the plane. He texted me to take my biggest dildo with the suction cup and smack it on a metal folding chair so I could ride it. We’d found it worked better than trying to get it to stick to the wood chairs at the kitchen table. I was to ride it beneath the mistletoe that hung above the table and kiss my nipples ten times before I could come. Now, with large breasts, this wasn’t hard for me to do, but the challenge was still there because I had
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