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EVERYONE HAS SOMEWHERE to go for the holidays. The mall. The lights. Their hometowns. 

But not me. I am a loner. No family. No attachments. Suits me fine, because I’m a writer.

The place I go is my favorite cafe, Come Again Coffee. That’s where I write my erotica at a corner table. Every day I watch the customers come and go in this bustling java joint on the edge of campus. No one suspects that I’m over here writing my dirty little tales over a bit of latte and muffin.

I suppose I lie when I say I don’t have any attachments. There’s Rick, the barista. 

I find his choice of work interesting, because his nature is somewhat quiet. He’s content to slip into the background, like a fixture at the counter, rather than an independent entity. Unlike the male main characters I write, he’s not the rippling abs type. His cute golden stubble and average build are actually refreshing. 

Rick’s not an “attachment,” per se, but he is a friend. At least, I consider him a friend. I actually miss him if I can’t make it there for some reason. But to him, I’m probably just another customer.

Because it’s December, the place is brimming with lighted decor and boughs of holly, an explosion of red and green. Christmas music blares overhead. Rick rolls his eyes like he’s over it. I know I am, and we’re only days into the month.

Between the usual crowd getting their coffee fix, several “mall Santas” breeze in and out. They’re on their way to their posts at the bookstore, the photo stand, or the office building, picking up caffeine for some stamina. I hold in a giggle at their personas – some jolly and in character; some buff, like “Daddy Christmas”; some bitter, like it’s just another type of seasonal work. I entertain myself thinking about which type would be the real Santa, if Santa were real.

Just before closing, an uncharacteristically young and thin St. Nick comes in. “Hey, Rickster!” he calls to the barista like an old friend. “Double shot espresso, dude. I need some energy for my big gig.”

“Zat you, Dog?” Rick greets him with a dap. “What’s going on, man?”

Kris Kringle leans forward, his low voice brimming with excitement. “It’s the ultimate. I’m heading to Zeta Pi for their fall semester gift exchange.”

Rick smirks. “And the girls hired you?”

A gloating smile appears beneath the loosely hanging fake white beard. “I’ll be passing out the gifts to the lovely ladies.” With a deep, randy chuckle, he pats his wide black belt and reaches into his pocket for a sprig of mistletoe. “The mamasitas will be kissing Santa Claus tonight!”

“In your dreams.” Rick pushes the paper cup toward the skinny Noel Bro.

“Later, man!” With that, Santa dashes away into the good night.

I sit back, pleased. I have my inspiration for my next day’s writing.
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BACK FOR ANOTHER DAY at the coffee shop, I order a pumpkin spice latte. 

“Here you go, Gracie. Last of the season,” Rick says as he hands me my drink topped with whipped cream. He’s kind enough to throw in some extra spice. 

It makes me feel good that out of his hundreds of customers each day, he calls me by my name. 

After thanking him, I take the usual corner table and open my laptop. With closed eyes, I think back to the previous night. Envisioning a different kind of Santa, I type.

*** 
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“Santa’s here! Santa’s here!” A bevy of sorority sisters squeal with delight when jolly old St. Nicholas enters their pajama party. Wreaths, garlands, and lights decorate the walls and windows of the Zeta Pi house, but as far as the Sleigh King can see, it’s an expanse of lacy teddies, satin negligees, and sheer, short t-shirts. 

“Ho, ho, ho! Merry Christmas!” His deep baritone rings forth, and he waves his gloved hand.

The chapter president whispers in his ear. “You look a little young to be Santa, but that’s cool. You’re from the stripper agency, right?”

He surreptitiously pries a card from his pocket and slips it to her. “We prefer the term ‘adult entertainer,’ but yes. Miss...?” 

“Amelia. Just Amelia.“ She gets a cheeky gleam in her eye. “Come on in, then, and fill our stockings.”

She leads him to the velour wingback chair they have prepared for him by the faux fireplace. The girls surround him and remove his red fur coat. With another round of cheers, they paw at his chest and stomach like he’s Magic Mike. 

“So beefy!”

“So shredded!”

“So hot!”

He gently brushes their hands away. “Now, now. Everyone has to wait their turn.”

“What’s in your sack, Santa?” Amelia asks with sultry curiosity. 

He winks. “Will you be a good girl?” 

She licks her scarlet lips and purrs. “Yes, Santa.”

“You will be my first then.” He adjusts his hat. “By the way, my friends call me Chris. You know. As in Cringle?”

“Very well, Chris. Let me tell you what I want.” Looking confident and pleased, Amelia alights onto his lap. Her dark nipples poke against the thin, lacy fabric of her white see-through baby-doll. 

“What do you want for Christmas, Amelia?”

“All I want for Christmas...” She traces her slender finger down the center of his chest. “...is you.”

The crowd hoots with anticipation.

He smirks. He knows her type. The kind who always gets whatever she wants whenever she wants it because she’s so beautiful. And he has just the trick to confirm it.

“I have the next best thing. Let’s play a little game.” From his sack, he pulls out a thick, rubbery dildo. In festive fashion, the bright pink latex juts from his white glove. “If you can take it, that means you’ve been a bad girl, and therefore, you will suck me off. If you can’t take it, that means you’ve been a good girl, and I get to fuck your tits.”

Amelia tries to get her hands around the circumference of the bawdy toy. “I’m up for a challenge. After all, I have to show these ladies how it’s done.”

She sucks the tip, getting it good and wet and using her fist to pump her saliva along its length. She stretches her mouth to accommodate the end of the wide shaft.

She wiggles. “You’re rock hard, Daddy-O. It feels like you’re enjoying this.”

He presses his stiff contour against her smooth bum. “It looks like you know what you’re doing.” 

The girls watch with rapt attention and coo with envy.

Amelia leans back against his chest and yanks her thong off with her thumb. Spreading her legs over the arms of the chair, she carefully places the lubricated toy at her hungry opening. Pushing slowly, she only gets the tip in.

“Why don’t you squeeze my tits there, Chris, and help me along.”

He brings his hands to her chest and massages through her lingerie.

“Mmmm. That’s so good.” She throws her head back. Holding the dildo with both hands, she shoves it in further. “Ummfff. It’s so big.”

Her pussy makes wet noises as she tugs and advances, digging in a little further each time. Eventually, she gets it in completely, all the way up to its artificial balls. 

Grinning mischievously, Chris glances down at her overstuffed pussy. “It doesn’t count unless you cum.”

She glares at the gauntlet he’s thrown down. With focus and purpose, she pumps with a small in-and-out motion. “I’ll show you I can cum.” The toy glistens with her arousal. She pumps faster and deeper. “Augh! It’s so big! It feels so good! Squeeze my tits! Augh! Squeeze my tits! I’m gonna cum!”

Grabbing her full on with his palms and fingers, he watches her plunge the massive phallus all the way in. She crushes her legs together, and with large spasms of her body, she exclaims with each one, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

The girls cheer her on. 

“More toys! More toys!” some of them chant. 

He reaches into his sack and pulls out an enormous double headed dildo, textured and ribbed for maximal pleasure. “A two-fer. Who wants it?”

“Me! Me!” All the girls shout with raised hands.

Amelia, coming down off her high, resumes the command. “Our new pledges, Becca and Lucy, will be happy to take it. Together.”

The two girls eagerly scramble to the front in only their short t-shirts, their panties discarded along the way.

Chris holds the piece steady in the middle as the ladies situate themselves on the floor in front of everyone. Bent-kneed and sole-to-sole, the young women take each end into their wet openings. More and more of the toy disappears as they push it deeper into their respective bodies. 

They gyrate and moan, pumping their hips and rubbing their clits. An onlooking sister slyly pulls up their t-shirts to show off their jostling boobs. The pledges don’t protest. 

“You there,” Chris bellows at the t-shirt yanker. “What’s your name?”

“Don’t you know? I thought you see me when I’m sleeping... and know when I’m awake,” she answers with a flippant hair toss and a wink. “And you should know when I’ve been bad or good...” 

“So cheeky.” His eyes narrow at the globes of her buttocks left exposed by her thong. “I shall call you Cheeky, then, and you are on my naughty list.” He scowls for dramatic effect. “Assume the position. Across my lap.”

Cheeky feigns distress, then obediently lays face down with her belly over his thighs. With tantalizing slowness, Chris removes his gloves and removes her thong. 

She arches her backside in anticipation. Her puffy pussy lips swell at the top of her thighs.

“You’re such a bad, bad girl, Cheeky,” he growls in her ear. “And now you have to face the consequences.”

*Smack* 

His bare hand comes down across her lower glutes and upper thighs, making her generous flesh jiggle like a bowl full of jelly. 

“Ow!” She tries to reach back to rub, but he holds her arms firmly to her sides with his free hand.

*Smack*

He gives her another wallop and feels the moisture on his palm. 

*Smack*

Now his handprint shows as a
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