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  The Warmup
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Carol Claus


Ihate that fucking bastard sometimes. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t hate him because he’s my husband and fucks around on me every Christmas Eve. I hate him because he gets to fuck around on me every Christmas Eve while I clean up the packaging mess left behind. Do you have any idea how much mess it makes to wrap millions of toys? The empty tape dispensers alone require their own dumpster.
My husband is Santa Claus, and he gets more ass than a port-o-potty on Christmas Eve. Don’t feel sorry for me, though. I know he’s out getting play, coming down more than chimneys and doing a lot more than kissing under the mistletoe. I’m just not entirely sure how much I really care. 
I love my husband. However, if you had to live with someone all year without any break, you’d like this one night off from them, too. There are no nightclubs I can go to and frolic with friends here in the North Pole. I have to enjoy this one evening off from compromising on a TV show or asking someone else what they want for dinner. I get one night to not compromise, and I enjoy the hell out of it every year. 
Too bad that I don’t have an endless supply of sex partners waiting to trap me on Christmas or wondering what I’ll put in their stocking. I have to make do with what I have laying around. 
The sound of my toaster oven dinging when my pizza is ready jolts me out of my thoughts. I open the toaster oven door and pour myself some peppermint liquor into a mug of coffee. If I can’t go out and enjoy fucking around, I’ll have a nice quiet night in with my vibrator and greasy food. I’m even looking forward to watching a trashy romance on TV, and I bustle around the living room to get everything ready for my night alone. As a finishing touch, I set my vibrator that’s shaped like a candy cane on the couch arm as I fuss with the blankets and get the movie started. I also find a huge bag of popcorn and set it next to me on the couch. If someone looked in at me from the uncovered window, they’d think I was a nice lady, cozy on her couch for the night.
I click play on the movie and watch for a few minutes before the main stars come on the screen. Damn, that Matt Pittcavill sure is looking damn good on screen these days and doesn’t seem to ever age. I watch a few minutes of him saving the world without his shirt and decide to skip the popcorn and go straight to the vibrator while watching him. 
Standing up, I slide my red lace panties off over my lean legs and shimmy out of them. I also like to touch my nipples when I get myself off, so I remove my long, silk nightie so that I’m naked on the couch except for my thigh-high stockings. I have to keep my feet warm, you know. 
I like to be fucked from behind, so I bend over into doggy-style on the couch and grab the vibrator. It turns on with a loud buzzing sound, and I place it on my warm pussy area that’s begging for a good time as I face the TV. I’ll just pretend that it’s Matt showing me a good time between my legs and not a sad vibrator. The vibrator buzzes against my clit and the hood of my clit just right, and I’m about to get this candy cane soaking wet until I hear a shuffle and a sound like “oof” outside the window. 
Startled, I turn and see two of Santa’s toy elves standing at the window slack-jawed, and one is rubbing the back of his head. It’s almost like he stopped short when he saw me through the window and caused his buddy to run into the back of his head. 
At first, we all kind of stare at each other wide-eyed as if we’re all embarrassed that they caught me masturbating on the couch. I knew I should have shut those blinds, but I thought everything was closed up for the night. Not one soul has ever come by the house after Santa left to deliver the toys. 
These boys are hot, too. The taller one has short, well-styled dark hair and dark eyes. His shoulders fill out his standard-issue green elf outfit, and I can see his burgeoning erection in his tight green elf pants. Looking down his body, his tight pants show chiseled thighs and long legs. I bet if he turned around, I’d see an amazing ass that looks like it’s made of concrete. 
His friend is the opposite of him in facial features. He has longer reddish-blonde hair that curls and has freckles sprinkled across his face like snowflakes. He looks like what you’d imagine an elf to look like. He’s shorter than his friend but still looks like he runs or does some other kind of workout. He’s not as muscular, but he’s lean. His dick is hardening in his pants before my very eyes, and it looks about the size of a python. Lord have mercy.
They’re still staring at me even after the time I took to really look at their features. Eventually, I give my head a little shake and look back toward the TV. What do I do? Do I finish? I really want to finish, and my clit screams at me to put my vibrator back where it was. Do I get up and shut the blinds and wave at the elves like nothing happened?
Fuck it. Santa gets to have fun on Christmas Eve, so why can’t I have fun? I deserve a little something to get me in the holiday spirit just as much as my husband. I work hard all year round to make sure the nice list of the world gets their toys. 
Those elves out on my porch do too. I think I’ll give them a little something to get them in the holiday spirit. 








  
  Peep Show
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Clarence


We should be on our way. That would be the respectful thing to do. We should just wave, yell for her to have a nice night and then turn around. It’s what a good elf would do if they came across Santa’s wife bucking against her vibrator through her window. We're obviously not good elves, and we are sooooo going to get fired if Santa ever finds out that we just stand here with our dicks getting harder by the second. 
It’s not like she minds. After all of our initial embarrassment, she looks over her shoulder and smiles at us. Then, she licks her middle finger and brings it around to put it in her pussy from behind. I don’t know about Bart, but I almost come in my pants at the simple gesture. 
I’m not an experienced toy elf. There’s an elf at the toy shop that likes some fun, and a few of us have been known to bend her over her station where she works making dolls that wet themselves. We ran a train on her a few weeks ago, taking turns on her while she bucked and moaned against the table as we all came in her pussy. However, I’ve never had a girlfriend or done more than get some quick friction.
After Mrs. Claus takes her finger away from her pussy, she picks up the vibrator again and starts to use it on her clit while arching her back. She looks like she’s in absolute ecstasy just from using this vibrating piece of plastic. I think about what I could do to her with my cock instead and have to hold myself back from licking the glass in front of me. 
The sight of Santa’s wife, bent over and looking over her shoulder at us while she rubs the vibrator across that gorgeous pussy, is too much to bear. I don’t care what Bart thinks next to me. He’s just as spellbound as me since his eyes are the size of dinner plates, and he’s frozen in place, still holding the present that Santa forgot. 
I look straight into her eyes through the snow-covered glass and unbutton my pants. My dick flops out into my hand, and I start to jack myself off as I lean one hand against her window frame and sigh. I don’t even give a shit that I’m jacking myself off next to my work buddy. I have zero shame as I work my cock back and forth and don’t even blink at the sight in front of me. I even give it a little wiggle toward the window to show my appreciation of the scene in front of me.
She must like the look at my monstrous cock, and she licks her lips. Her pink tongue swipes at her mouth, and she arches her back again like she’s imagining my dick in her pussy. Cold air should be causing my dick to shrivel like a prune, but I’m so turned on by the sight of her masturbating that my dick couldn’t care less about the weather. 
Next to me, I hear Bart undo his pants. I see that he dropped the present on the ground without a thought to whether or not it was breakable. When I look over, he’s reaching into his green work pants and pulling his own dick out. He approaches the window next to me, and we just stand next to each other working our cocks back and forth as we watch the vibrator run against her. 
I marvel at how gorgeous she looks. Santa is an old fat man, but Mrs. Claus is ageless. She has gorgeous, long brown hair that curls just right at the ends. She has long legs that the striped stockings she wears show off. Her pussy is completely shaved or waxed, and she doesn’t have one whisp of hair around that gorgeous asshole either. Her breasts look to be about a D cup and have coral-colored nipples that make you want to lick them until they get rock hard in your mouth. 
My hand is dry, and I bend down to spit on my cock. I see Bart lick the palm of his own hand next to me before resuming his jacking motions. He throws his head back and moans a little as he starts to jerk faster, and I see the head of his cock almost quiver with anticipation. It’s obvious that Bart would also love to bury his dick in that pussy. 
We’re both leaning on the windowsill working our dicks when she starts to buck and move faster against the vibrator. She looks over her shoulder and back at us every few seconds, but also reaches up to her breast with her other hand and flicks her nipples. Her breasts are huge, so I’m not surprised when she looks at me, winks and then turns back forward to dip her head down and take her own nipple into her mouth. 
I groan, and my sack tightens at my base when I see her start to suck on her own nipple as she gets close to orgasm on the vibrator. I feel like I’m watching a dirty cam girl.
Bart’s enjoying it. I hear his breathing speed up, and I can also hear the fapping sound of his dick in his hand as he works it faster. We’re both making small grunts, trying not to moan loudly in front of each other to avoid future awkwardness. However, I’m about to the point that I don’t give a fuck. 
I see Mrs. Claus clench her butt cheeks, and I know she’s close. I want to come at the same time as her, so I speed up my jacking. Bart must have the same thought because he’s now jerking
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