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“Ready, Mr. Claus?” she asked.

Thomas nodded.  He could see the confidence in Evelyn.  He didn’t expect her to fail like his wife had.

Natalie’s mouth opened in shock.  She wiped the tear from her eye and stared, dumbfounded.  Evelyn took Thomas right in her throat.

Evelyn pulled back Santa’s length and looked him in the eye as she wriggled her lips down even further.  She squeezed her tongue out under him and tickled at his balls.

Natalie wowed.  If she hadn’t witnessed it for real, she thought it might be a camera trick.

“You’re becoming quite the good girl,” Thomas said, stroking Evelyn’s hair aside to see her cock-filled mouth.

Natalie put the camera close, and Evelyn winked at it, clearly at ease doing the most debauched acts possible for her fans.

“Let’s see what Santa’s sack looks like,” she said, and she yanked down the velvet pants until she could see the weighty balls of Thomas.

He was a big man, perfectly striding the line between jolly and fat.  His beer belly was his biggest asset, and in comparison, the rest of him was quite athletic.

Evelyn pushed back his jacket and opened his shirt until his tight, hairy stomach was visible.  She rubbed it and bit her lip, then she took his cock and placed it to one side.

“There’s his sack,” she beamed.  “And it looks full.”

She dropped her mouth to the fruit beneath and started to suck passionately.  Thomas put his head back in the chair and groaned at the igloo’s ceiling.

“Oh, Evelyn,” he whined.

Natalie swallowed.  It was hard to hear her husband moan another woman’s name.

“Stand here,” Evelyn said, and she pointed to a spot on the floor by Thomas.  “Right there.  Watch.”

Natalie did as instructed.  She pointed the camera down and watched over her husband’s big belly as another woman sucked his cock better than she ever had.

Evelyn threw everything into it.  She looked good with a dick in her mouth, and she knew it.

“Remember where that candy-cane went?” she asked Thomas.

He nodded.

“Where did it go?” Evelyn asked him.  “Tell her.”

“In your pussy,” Thomas answered, looking at the beauty that sucked on him.

“No, tell her.”

Thomas turned and looked up at his wife.  Natalie kept the camera pointed on the blowjob, but she looked at her husband’s conflicted face now.

“It went in her pussy,” he said.

“You saw it, didn’t you?” Evelyn asked, jerking him.

“Yes.”

“You liked it, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?”

Natalie tightened her jaw.

“Y—yes,” confessed Thomas.

“Well, Mr. Claus,” Evelyn said.  “I better give Santa what he wants, hadn’t I?”

Thomas nodded.

“What do you think, slut?” Evelyn said.  “Should I put your husband’s big, thick cock in my tight, younger pussy?  Let him sample something you can’t give him?”

Natalie breathed deeply.

“Well?” pressed Evelyn.

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, you should fuck him,” Natalie said, fighting against the lump in her throat.

“I should, shouldn’t I?  Now that you mention it.  On your feet, Mr. Claus.”
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It was Thomas Hopper’s fourth year being Santa Claus.  He and his wife Natalie had happened upon the job by chance, although Thomas’s hairy beer-belly, graying beard, and jovial demeanor meant that he was always destined to don the red pants.

They set up their grotto in the local mall.  After their success, they held late night sessions to accommodate those who couldn’t visit during the day.  A viral video meant that the late-night attendees were now adult couples, keen to make their own Instagram reels as they sat on Thomas’s knee and told him their wishes.

Thomas and Natalie took it all in their stride.  They enjoyed the increase in clientele and the variety that the late-night grotto visitors offered, and as long as everyone left happy, they were happy.

That season had gone great so far.  The day visits all left rave reviews, and the adult crowd at night made for some very creative sessions.

One such session that Thomas and Natalie would never forget, was when OnlyFans star, Evelyn Thomas came to sit on Santa’s knee.

There was something about Evelyn that was immediately apparent to Natalie as she led her from the queue into the faux-igloo that housed her red-clad husband.

Evelyn just had a way about her, as though she was a superstar waiting to be discovered.  It didn’t hurt that she was insanely attractive, but she had an attitude that could sour a person to her.

“I want something special this Christmas,” she said, and Natalie noticed that Evelyn was videoing herself.

“And what might that be, little girl?” Natalie asked.

As the Elf helper, Natalie had phrases that she would use often, but for whatever reason, addressing the twenty-year-old OnlyFans star as ‘little girl’ had struck a nerve.

“I’m not a little girl,” Evelyn said.  “Do these look little to you?”

She pushed out her breasts and Natalie couldn’t help but look.  The meek, submissive Mrs. Hopper could already feel the sting of humiliation strike her as the younger woman began to dominate proceedings.

“No, they don’t,” Natalie said.

Thomas looked through his fake specs at the woman his wife had brought him.

“Look at you,” he beamed, his cheeks rosy.  “Come sit on my knee and tell me what you want for Christmas, little girl.”

Natalie waited for Evelyn to implode, but she took a different approach to Mr. Claus.

“I’m afraid I’m not wearing any panties, Mr. Claus,” Evelyn said, biting her finger.

Natalie frowned, confused.  She looked at her husband who shrugged.

“That’s quite alright,” Thomas said.  “Tell me, have you been naughty or nice this year?”

“I’ve been naughty,” Evelyn said.  She looked to her camera and then tapped the screen, finishing one of her videos.

“I’m Evelyn,” she said, then she turned the phone screen to Thomas.  “Look how naughty I’ve been this year, Santa.”

Natalie couldn’t see what Evelyn was showing her husband, but from his wide-eyed look and growing smile, it must have been quite the sight.

“What is it?” asked the curious Elf.

“Mind your own business,” Evelyn said, looking Natalie up and down.

Natalie felt suddenly self-conscious, dressed in her striped tights and green mini-dress.

“Now, now,” Thomas said, affecting the deep and bouncy voice.  “There’s no need to talk to my helper like that.”

“I’ll talk to her however I want,” Evelyn said.  “I think this little slut likes it, don’t you?”

Natalie didn’t know where to look.  She bowed her head, not wanting to confront Evelyn.  If Natalie was honest with herself, the sudden dominance had had quite the impact on her.

“Would you like to get security, my tiny little Elf?” asked Thomas.

“No,” said Natalie quietly.

“If you call security, then I don’t get what I want for Christmas,” said Evelyn.

“And what do you want for Christmas, dear?” asked Thomas.

Evelyn leaned back on Thomas’s knee.  She flicked through her phone and found one of her videos.  It was of a candy-cane being driven into her pussy and then sucked on by Evelyn.

“I want that candy-cane to be your cock, Mr. Claus.  Can you do that?” asked the buxom beauty.

Thomas watched the looping video.  Evelyn’s pussy was completely hair-free, and its gentle, meandering lips were intoxicating.  They seemed to have a sharp edge to them, surrounding a very wet O that Evelyn wasn’t shy about tasting.

“I don’t think I can offer that gift to you, dearest Evelyn,” Thomas said.  “Perhaps you’d like something else?”

“We can do that,” Natalie said quickly.  Her face looked as though she’d surprised herself with her sudden comment.

“I knew this bitch was nasty,” Evelyn said, bouncing on Thomas’s knee.

Evelyn stood up and approached Natalie.  Thomas looked down and saw the silvery trail that Evelyn’s pussy had left on his red, velvet pants.

“Is he your boss or your husband?” Evelyn asked.

Natalie looked over Evelyn to check Thomas’s approval.  He nodded.

“He’s my husband.”

“Married to Santa Claus,” Evelyn wowed.  “Listen, you better tell everyone out there that there’s going to be a wait until the next session, because I’m not leaving here until I get what I want.”

Natalie walked from the igloo and did exactly that with an assertiveness that surprised her.  The past few years, she’d watched her husband spread joy to the countless women who’d visited, but this was her ultimate fantasy.

Most women’s jealousy manifested in a negative emotion, but Natalie was able to somehow channel that into something erotic.  Now, it was a need.  If a night passed where she didn’t feel jealousy for one of the hot women on her husband’s knee, she felt like she hadn’t been satisfied.  Evelyn would take things to the next level.

Evelyn had spotted something in the small, meek wife and had targeted it in an instant.  Perhaps the adult star’s sexual proclivities made her more attuned to women like Natalie.  Even Thomas wasn’t aware of his wife’s naughty fetish.

The crowd groaned, but that was about the extent of it.  Natalie left before anymore grief came her way, but there’d be no sanctuary to be found in the igloo.

Evelyn smirked as Natalie entered again.  She was sat on Thomas’s knee, steadily grubbing her pussy over the smooth velvet.

“Nice job, slut,” Evelyn said.  “Hold this.  Point it right at me.”

“W—what are you doing?” asked Thomas.

“Relax, Santa,” said Evelyn.  “I’m about to find out if you only come once a year.”

She passed the phone to Natalie who hit record and pointed the camera at the scene.

Evelyn wore a little black dress, the skirt of which pointed outwards with a frilly edge.  She was like a ballerina in her black tights, but ballerina’s never usually let their tits fall out of their dress.  Thomas could see her nipples peeking over the fabric.

Evelyn straddled Santa’s legs and put her tits close to Thomas’s beard.  She looked down into his shocked, excited face.

“Your wife is going to film us fucking,” she said.  “Merry Christmas.”

Thomas looked around Evelyn.  He was surprised to see his wife eagerly targeting the lens of the camera at Evelyn’s beautiful ass that was now visible beneath her
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