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“YOU’VE BEEN A NAUGHTY girl haven’t you?” A deep voice whispered in my ear. 

I jumped a foot in the air. I was in the back room digging through stacks of holiday decorations looking for a tree topper. The mall was closed and I thought everyone, other than the guard out front, was gone.

I turned around with a frown and found the mall Santa standing there. Great, was the creep plying me with his Christmas shtick because he thought I had a kid or was he trying to hit on me? At least he didn’t reek of alcohol like the last one. I looked him up and down. This guy was young and from what I could tell good looking under the fake beard, white fluffy fur and red velvet. Around six foot two and built solid he wasn’t your typical mall Santa at all. His bright blue eyes twinkled with mischief and full red lips smiled through his fluffy beard.

“Buzz off, Santa. I’m not in the mood.” It had been a very long day. Lines of screaming children filled the Christmas Zone. I was in charge of display and marketing. Even though I didn’t have to deal with the little brats I still had to make sure the lines were long and the advertising and décor was working its holiday magic.

“But you’re always in the mood, aren’t you Sylvie?” His deep voice caressed me, teasing me.

I stopped and stared. What the fuck did he mean by that? He couldn’t possibly know I’m a succubus. I need sex to survive, sexual energy anyway. But I really enjoy it. Sex is my “thing”. I love to fuck. Guys, girls, Trans...didn’t matter. Sex was an experience to be had as often as possible with as many people as possible.

I sighed, full of desire but no energy to deal with it. “Yes, I normally am. But it’s been a long day and I’m tired. I just want to find the tree topper, finish a display and go home.”

“Are you sure that’s what you want?” His deep sexy voice was like a purr that ruffled my sex kitten fur. He smiled and pulled an extremely massive, very hard penis from his red velvet Santa pants.

Now most women would freak out and run away or at the least be very insulted if some rando pulled his dick out, but not me. I’m a total freak and I’ll drop to my knees and suck strange cock in a heartbeat.

It helps that as a succubus I’m immune to sexual transmitted disease, well any disease. I’m pretty much immortal and I have plenty of strength and skills so no rando jerkoff is going to overpower me, rape me or hurt me. All the normal feminine fears go out the window. I can ditch the worry and simply enjoy feeding on the sexual energy by fucking any stranger I want. Good thing too because guys pull their cocks out around me all the time. I guess my succubus vibe is broadcasting 24/7 not just when I’m hunting. I would love to find a switch and turn that shit off sometimes but so far no luck.

Tonight was a night I’d love to have had that vibe silenced. I might be a supernatural creature but other than feeding off sex and being immortal, I was just like any other girl. I needed to work to make money to live; even succubi have bills to pay. And I get tired just like everyone else.

I really didn’t feel like banging Santa tonight but good god that was a big dick staring at me and the energy he gave off sparkled. I’d never devoured sparkling energy before.

I sank to my knees and stared licking that big prick. He tasted like candy canes and smelled like sugar cookies. This guy was totally committed to the Santa identity, but I had to admit I liked it. He tasted good. I wanted to suck every inch of his thick candy cane into me but it was hard, he was so very big. I had to open my mouth as wide as I could just to be able to suck on the head. Finally I got the head in and opened my throat to suck him down deep. He moaned and leaned into me thrusting his hips back and forth, fucking my face. 

My pussy grew slick and ready to be penetrated. Damn, Kris Kringle could stuff my stocking any time. 

He pulled out of my throat and stood me up; he grabbed my hand and led me over to a sofa covered in display pillows. He tossed those off and sat down. He motioned for me to climb on. I pulled up my skirt; I never wore panties, and climbed on ready to ride the Santa Claus Express.

Oh. My. God.  I slowly pushed down onto his huge shaft. Every inch stretched me wider and wider. He had to be as thick as a soda can, thicker. More like a wine bottle and so long, so very long. I moaned and whimpered enjoying the painful ecstasy of stuffing my pussy with the biggest cock I had ever seen.

“You like that do you, Sylvie?” He laughed with a jolly “Ho, Ho, Ho!”

“Oh yes, Santa. You’re so big.”

“Yes, this big cock is how I keep naughty girls like you in line. You’ll either be punished with it, or you’ll beg for it and be a really good girl to get it.”

“Can I have both?” I asked.

“You most certainly can my dear, Sylvie because I know a naughty girl like you will never repent and change your ways, but that is okay. I don’t want you to. I’d rather punish you and make you beg for it.”

I smiled, “How are you going to punish me?”

His hips thrust up and I swear I thought his cock was going to fly out of my mouth. I felt it everywhere. He laughed and pushed me off his lap.

He picked me up and tossed me onto my back and spread my legs. I watched as Santa’s candy cane grew longer and thicker before my eyes. This was no mall Santa. This was the real deal and I was being punished for being a bad girl.

“Oh my god, you are Santa,” I cried and tried to scoot off the sofa.

He smiled and stroked his insanely huge prick. It grew bigger with every stroke. Red and white stripes swirled around the shaft, sparkles filled the air.

There was no way that was going to fit in me now. It barely fit before. 

I backed away as he moved toward me with a smug smile on his face, his penile weapon growing larger and larger the closer he got to me.

“Come now, Sylvie, you know you deserve this. All the hearts you break, all the cheating you take part in. Those men you fuck usually have wives or girlfriends, do you ever think of that? Do you ever think of the hearts you break?”

I shook my head, I hadn’t.  Not once had I considered the ramifications of the things I did, of the people I had sex with. We fucked, I fed, and they went on their merry way.

“Well you should my dear. Three divorces this year thanks to your indiscriminate ways. I know you need to feed and that men throw themselves at you, but there is a better way.”

My body was shaking, my knees trembled. What was he going to do to me?

He grabbed me and flipped me over, before I had time to protest or fight him off a large hand came down on my bare backside. I yelped in protest but it did no good. I tried to fight and pull away but I couldn’t. Ribbons crisscrossed my body tying me up and holding me in place, the yule tide bastard had me magically pinned. 

Over and over his huge hand came down on my butt cheek with a hard smack. He alternated back and forth between butt cheeks until both were hot and stinging and tears streamed down my face. Then he flipped me over and spread my legs. Before I knew what he was doing that hand came down again, this time across my pussy lips. I tried to close my legs and protect my private bits but again I was magically restrained. Satin ribbons held my legs wide open. My pussy was on display and ready for him to do whatever he wanted.

He spanked my pussy and pinched my clit. It hurt but I grew wetter and wetter with each smack. Then he stopped spanking me. Relief flooded me as tears continued
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