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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would
like a longer read then check out our collections at
Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica under Dick
Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are
over the age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in
all ways to the sexual activities that take place within this
collection of short works.


Editor's Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in
'Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 10'.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Wanna Know Santa’s Secret?, Elf Girl Gone Wild, She Is His
Present, She Sucks Candy Canes.

 


'Erotic Fantasies Vol. 10' can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


SANTA AND HIS SACKS

 


"You milk that filthy thing, dirty elf!"

The bellow of the rounded man, dressed in
red, sparkling a little with glitter, somewhat drunk and most
likely very cheerful considering what is going on.

Mrs. Jenny Henderson deep throats the
massive log of Big Red's candy cane. She was choking on it already,
but the huge man's hands power her head downwards even more firmly.
Her wedding ring cutting into the base from where her small fingers
ring the base is all that stops him from mauling her
permanently.

"Yeaaaahhhh... I'm in all the way," Santa -
the real one - proclaims. "Mrs. Claus can't even do that!"

In a store room at a department store, the
big man in red revels his secret. All those years of waiting for
malls to be invented and then humans and their greedy ways to
figure out that a mall Santa is a great way to please holiday
crowds and encourage foolish mothers like this one to bring their
youngsters into the shopping mall blitz of toy advertisements (a
act they will perpetuate on their young on day) have paid off
nicely. Now, he can hammer as many married chicks as he wants. Not
bad for an immortal alien from a planet that Santa (actual name
Zilo The Penetrator) believes the reader could not pronounce.

"I'm about to..."

Juices pour down Mrs. Henderson's throat.
White and deep, there's so much of them that the woman's eyes bug
right out. The massive piece was a shock, but the amount of liquids
it can throw out is even more shocking - phenomenal actually.

"Yeahhhh..." he growls. "That was
satisfying."

Putting his fingers on either side of the
married woman's cute face, he concentrates, wipes the memory of
what just happened, sets her to sleeping for a few minutes and
cleans the woman's body up, pulling up her ripped bra, trying to
find the pink panties he biffed somewhere and reorganizing things,
so she is sitting at the desk.

"Wake up, ma'am," he says cheerfully, all
menace gone in his voice. "You must have fallen asleep."

Jenny awakens. Her mouth tastes strange.
Must have eaten some salty before I slept, she decides.

"Yes?"

"Here is the store credit card form you
requested. Is that all you need?"

Mrs. Henderson glances around. The walls
lined with cleaning products, the old worn desk, how did she get
here again?

"Ah, yes."

Standing up, she leaves quickly. Santa (aka.
The Penetrator) rubs his dick, grabs some whiskey out from the
drawer and slogs some down before adjusting himself.

"Today I'm going to find the perfect MILF,"
he states to the bottle. "Will you watch me do her?"

If only Santa knew what was coming today. He
would be ecstatic and depressed.


PERFECTION ON TWO PIN LEGS

 


"When you see a beautiful woman, what do you
think?" Santa asks the reader as he loiters around the gum ball
machine that he steals candies from.

"Exactly," he states to their answer.
"However, let me tell you about my view."

A gorgeous brunette with large breasts and
three children in tow walks by. His eyes follow her rear, which is
large and pleasant looking to the eye.

"When I see a woman, I wonder how tight her
pussy is going to be."

He glances at the reader.

"That's all I think."

In the distance, a blond woman with her
young son steps into view. Santa squints and pulls out his
binoculars from the left hand pocket of his red fluffy
trousers.

"Wooooo--- Now that's a SWEET one."

Straightening himself, he heads over to the
chair where he is supposed to be working. The woman and her son
walk by without a glance.

"What?" he growls. "How dare they?"

Getting up, he lurks behind them (something
quite challenging in a great red suit and big white fake beard.)
They pay him no heed.

"Focused shoppers," he notes. "I hate them
with a vengence."

Santa double times it through a staff door,
runs full pace down the hallway there (the pillow he stuffed into
his suit nearly popping out) and hurtles through a far door, almost
killing a lesser human (a store clerk) and coming to a slow walk in
front of where the gorgeous leggy creature should have been.

"What?"

There are only two stores in this area. He
walks down and looks into them. No child sized human and hot blond
MILF. That is disconcerting.

Strolling down the big walking area, he
finds the mother blowing her son's nose next to the door he ran
into earlier.

"Ho Ho Ho! Merry Christmas!"

Mother turns his way, son ignores and Santa
starts to drool. Her eyes are crystal blue, large and innocent.
It's like a doe seeing a stag for the first time.

"Do you want to meet Santa, little one?" I
say, doing my best fake Santa impression.

"Mummy, who is the weird man?"

My fist clenchs. What the heck? This kind
needs a...

"It's Santa, darling. The one who brings you
Christmas presents."

"That's daddy. I saw him one time."

I roll my eyes. Time to get serious.

"We have free candy, young man. Would you
like some?"

His eyes brighten.

"Candy?"

"Yes."

"Really?"

"Yes."

"Like big candy?"

"Ah... Yes."

"Really big?"

"Um... Yeah."

"Like how big?"

"Uhuh, really, really big."

"Wow, that sounds good. Mummy, can I have
some candy?"

The woman shakes her head.

"You're diabetic. You can't have any."

I clench one fist. What the hell is wrong
with these two? The kid wants to play 20 questions and the mother
seems keen to make this next to impossible, even though she's
staring at me in lust.

"Fine. I'm going to cheat."

I put a thumb to the kid's head and
concentrate.

"Go and play in the toy store for an
hour."

He blinks.

"I'm going to play in the toy store," he
says cheerfully.

The mother looks my way strangely, but I
already have my thumb on her temple.

"Come to the roof with me. You want to get
fucked."

"I want to get fucked," the vixen repeats
mechanically.

I take the busy blond woman's hand and rush
through the door. The kid will be fine unless the security guards
find him alone. I'd rather not have a call go out for the mum
during our play. My power have their limits.

The service elevator is a drab affair: All
gray wall and metallic panels. I push her soft bottom and toned
back to the wall and run my hands over her huge breasts.

"You are so sexy," I growl, my enjoyment of
her soft parts growing with every movement of my fingers. "Sooo,
sooo sexy..."

Running my hand down her light pink cardigan
top, I push my hand under and slip it upwards towards the woman's
large and fleshy mounds. She moans as I tweeze out the tip on one
as I move upwards. My grip closes on the warm flesh and squeezes
inwards. With a lightly rotating inward massage, I bring more of
those sounds before the door bings loudly and slides open.

"Come with me," I urge.

The lust reflected in the woman's eyes is
incredible. She strides alongside to the fence that runs around the
outer area of large smoking and
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