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Misty, Kristy and Mia rode down the coast, it
was their first time as legal adults and Kristy’s parents gave them
approval to spend Christmas at the family beach house.

Kristy did have to listen to the speech from
her father, ground rules, no drinking, etc. Clean up after
yourselves, but boys were a grey area. As much as her dad wanted to
say no guys, he was dealing with young woman, the best he could
muster was “Use your best judgement”.

Kristy’s jeep was packed, the three girls
dressed for the warm coastal weather, bikini tops and shorts, bags
of clothes and after a brief stop, groceries were added to the back
seat.

With the top of the Jeep off, the wind played
with the young women’s hair and brushed their smiling faces. Under
the umbrella of Kristy’s father’s rules, they were free to do what
they wanted.

After they arrived at the beach house,
everything was quickly unpacked, Mia whipped a quick meal for all
of them and then the three hung out on the patio facing the
beach.

“I could use a drink.” Misty said.

The other two girls looked at her, all three
knew the house rules and Misty would have to settle for water,
juice or almond milk.

The three talked off and on, the waves
interrupted here and there. Before the Sun sand into the water,
they’d walk along the sand before returning to the house.

“I could listen to the waves 24/7, it’s just
so perfect.” Mia said.

Kristy looked at her friend and slipped her
fingers into Mia’s with a smile.

Back at the house, Misty showed signs of
boredom, she wasn’t used to a slower pace. There weren’t too many
things off limits to her.

“What’s the biggest dick you’ve seen?” Misty
blurted out.

Mia and Kristy were caught off guard, unsure
of what to say.

Misty waited for a response and was the one
to answer her own question.

“There was this guy on the internet with like
a foot-long dick. I couldn’t imagine that fitting anywhere.” Misty
said.

All three young women were average build, not
tiny, but the thought of something that big did send their minds
wondering.

“Mia you can take my room, Misty you can have
my brothers and I’ll sleep in my parent’s room.” Kristy said.

Without a second thought, Misty blurted
out.

“Fuck, too bad your brother isn’t here, I’ve
been dying to get some of that for so long. Now that I’m old
enough, he has no excuse.”

Kristy shook her head, she knew it was the
truth and she ignored the high five between the other two girls
behind her shoulders.

A few hours later, as the three decided to
call it a night, Misty stopped at a plate with two cookies, set by
a glass of almond milk.

“Hey, can I eat this?” Misty asked, she held
one of the cookies up ready to take a bite.

“No, put that down. It’s tradition to leave a
snack for Santa.” Kristy rushed over and wrestled the lone cookie
from Misty’s hand. She set a tiny, tabletop Christmas next to the
plate.

Misty shot a strange look at her friend.

“Santa, it’s for him.” Kristy explained.

“Shit, I know something that old geezer would
probably enjoy more.” said Misty.

Misty winked at Mia, who stood in the
doorway, the three broke out in laughter at Misty’s comment.

Kristy, slapped Misty’s firm ass to shoo her
away.

As instructed by her father, Kristy made the
rounds. Locked doors and left only a select number of windows open.
She was the last to bed, but she checked on each friend on the way
to her own bed.

First was Mia, who had stripped free of her
clothes and slipped under the covers, she didn’t bother closing the
bedroom door, there was nothing hide. Misty was in the middle of
changing into what she brought to sleep in, her sky-blue thong and
the sleeveless belly short was covering her face when Kristy
stopped at the door.

Kristy stopped, admired the pert breasts of
her friend, but said nothing before leaving Misty to free herself
from the flimsy shirt.

Each girl was alone in the dark, a bit of
moon light snuck in with the sound of distant waves, but there was
no other sound in the house.

Just after midnight, Misty stirred, her body
moved before her eyes opened, it took her minute to remember where
she was. It didn’t bother her to wake up with her slim fingers
tucked down the front of her thong where they rested against the
hood of her clit. The room she was in reminded her the young man
she might have just dreamt of, the way he might have been on top of
her, filling her sweet pussy.

No, Misty was alone, her friends asleep in
other rooms, soft steps led to the kitchen in search of something
to quench her thirst. At first, she’d miss the male shadow on the
other side of the island that separated the space. She gave in an
poured some juice in a nearby glass, her back to the other room,
but her mind on a different need.

Misty drank the cold juice, but couldn’t
resist touching her body, a brush of the soft breast under her half
shirt, down to the heat covered by her thong. She was so caught up
in the moment that she hadn’t heard the rustling of cloth behind
her, but when it all clicked, Misty froze.

As quietly as she possibly could, Misty set
the empty glass on the counter, stopped to listen, then moved in
slow motion to turn. Alarmed at first, Misty watched and realized
the large male figure was at the tiny tree unloading somethings
from a large sack.

“No fucking way.” Misty thought to
herself.

This could only be a couple people, either
Kristy’s dad or her hunk of a brother, Misty hoped for the latter
as she bit the corner of her lip.

In the same stealthy way, she had carried her
barefooted body to the kitchen, Misty crept up behind the man and
got on her knees just behind him. If this was Kristy’s brother,
Misty would know by the big cock she’d only seen the outline
of.

Softly, Misty ran her hands up outside and
inside of one of the man’s thighs, her eyes got big when Misty made
contact with the enormous shape that started throbbing her touch at
the man’s knee. Misty followed the long member to the middle of the
man’s crotch just as he spun and looked down.

It didn’t register, Misty was in some trance,
the dream of quenching her thirst, she missed the stranger’s face
that peered down at her, it wasn’t either of the two men she
suspected.

“My dear, Misty. Shouldn’t you be in bed?”
whispered a deep warm voice.

“Huh?” Misty looked up saw the white beard,
but was so taken aback by the apparent giant cock still hidden
away, she could barely communicate.

“Ho-ho…” a gentle roll of soft sounds brought
Misty too.

“Santa? No, fucking way.” Misty responded,
just loud enough for the two of them to hear.

Before any magic could be done, Misty moved
in and stroked the large rod on the inside of Santa’s thigh, she
made no effort to stop.

“Is that really your dick?” Misty used both
hands to stroke the length of the gift she swore was for her.

The fight went out of Santa, his eyes rolled
into her head as the 18-year-old caressed the growing cock in his
red pants. He gave in, undid his belt and pulled at the base of his
shaft to unsheathe his weapon of mass destruction.

Free from the confines of Santa’s pants,
blood throbbed the growing erection, the large tip got stuck under
Misty’s chin. Before she could grab anywhere along the shaft or
open her welcoming mouth, blood popped it free. It was nearly 45
degrees in the air, Santa’s cock had a mind of its own, blood
coursed thru it and it bobbed just over Misty’s upturned face.

If it wasn’t going to come to her, Misty
would go to it and raised herself up onto her knees where she could
look into the bulbous head and see if she could get a taste.
Success, Misty licked the crease underneath of the head and the
giant cock welcomed her attention so she continued.

Misty’s hands seemed tiny on the long shaft,
but that was no reason to stop, the spit
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