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EXCERPT:


“You have got to be kidding.”

Calascien stared at the image in the ice.  Oh, she was hot, sure, but she was a she.  Undoubtedly a she.  And a hot she, too.

He looked at the man beside him, his plumpness faded to grey illness, and shook his head.  “No, seriously, sir.  You have.”

Santa gave him a tired smile.  “She’s the one, Cal.”

“She’s a she, sir.”

“Yes, I am aware of that.  As demonstrated by my cunning use of the word ‘she’.”

“But — sir—”  Cal struggled to put it into words.  Santa’s office was a male one.  He was Father Christmas, for God’s sake, not Mother.  Santa was supposed to be a big fat jolly old man.  Not a really hot young blonde girl downing tequila shots.

“There isn’t much time, Cal.  You must fetch her.  Tell her — tell her what you like.  But she must be here before the big day.”

Cal looked over his boss in slight alarm, the girl forgotten.  “You’ll still be here then, though, won’t you?”

Santa said nothing, but stood slowly, and moved away.

“Sir?” Cal said, swallowing past a lump in his throat.

“Bring her as fast as you can,” Santa said, and left the room.

Cal stood staring into the ice crystal, his jaw tight.  He couldn’t remember a time without this Santa.  He’d just always been there.  Sure, every now and then one of them died or retired, but never in Cal’s lifetime.  Losing Santa would be like losing a parent.

He looked at the girl again.  She was now licking tequila off the stomach of a skinny young man with bulging jeans.  Giggling, she unfastened the top button of said jeans and carried on licking.

Seriously, she couldn’t be Santa.  She was an infant.  What sort of person went around licking spirits off other people’s bodies?

Cal tried not to think about her little pink tongue licking his body.  He spent too much time with the reindeer, that was his problem.  He needed to go out into the world and socialise.  Apparently there were some really hot women down in the cities.  Women who flitted from nightclub to nightclub wearing almost nothing, which was pretty impressive for a human in the Scandinavian climate.

His nose wrinkled.  Of course, the cold didn’t really bother him.  Not like it bothered humans.

He glanced back at the ice crystal, then did a double take.  The blonde was sucking tequila off the guy’s cock now.  Her little pink mouth worked around his skinny dick, sucking and licking, and he thrust up towards her.  Cal almost wished the crystal had sound, and then he decided that listening in on other’s sexual acts was disgusting.  Almost as disgusting as watching them.

Yes.  Surely, it should be disgusting.

He nearly erased the image, but then the girl lifted her head and smiled, licking pink shiny lips, and peeled off her minuscule t-shirt.  She had a little tiny waist and full round breasts that bounced happily when she freed them.  No bra.  Plump pink nipples.

Despite himself, Cal’s cock started getting hard.

She leaned forward and rubbed her breasts all over the guy’s dick.  Cal swallowed.  He bet that felt pretty good.  It had been far too long since he was in close proximity to a pair of really pretty bare breasts.

The lucky guy who was getting all the action hauled her up his body and fumbled under her miniature skirt.  He didn’t look like he really knew what he was doing, Cal thought critically, even as his own hands fumbled under his own clothing for his own cock.  If it’d been him there with the blonde, he’d at least have taken the courtesy of removing her clothes and admiring her naked body before he started trying to fuck her.  Pencil-dick hadn’t even touched her, on her breasts or her pussy.  She was doing all the work.

She started moving on top of him, and although Cal couldn’t see past her skirt, it looked like pencil-dick had finally managed to get inside her.  He was thrusting hard and fast, too hard and fast, Cal thought, stroking his own cock slowly.  The blonde looked like she wanted to go slower, but pencil-dick wasn’t having any of it.  He grabbed her hips and bounced up into her, coming far too quickly.

The girl moved a little more on him, looking disappointed, not smiling any more, but he shoved her off him and curled away sleepily, his limp shiny cock hanging out of his jeans.

The girl knelt there, watching him for a minute or two.  Cal felt — hell, he almost felt sorry for her.  She was a vapid little party-whore, he reminded himself.  He was about to tuck his own cock back into his jeans when she rolled onto her back, shucked her semen-soaked pantiess and skirt, and slipped her hand between her legs.

He hesitated, watching her.  Somehow the sight of her pleasuring herself was way hotter than watching her fuck pencil-dick.  Maybe because the fucking had been so empty.

He ran his hand around the head of his cock as she stroked her own clit.  Her other hand moved up to toy with her breast, pinching the nipple.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Cal murmured, mesmerised.  “Gently, like that.”

She let out a little shudder, her hand moving more surely between her legs.  With her thumb on her clit, she slid two fingers into her cunt and thrust them in and out.  Stroking herself.  Her hips shifting, moving on the mattress as if the fingers in her pussy were her lover’s cock, thrusting slowly.

Cal’s hand sheathed his cock, imagining her wet pussy around it.  He thrust in time with her movements, lost in the moment, caught up with her.  Whatever else she might be, she was lonely, and so was he, but for this moment, they were together.

He almost felt her orgasm as she started to shudder, her eyes closing and her mouth opening in a silent cry.  Pencil-dick never moved beside her as she shivered through the orgasm he hadn’t given her.  Cal tightened his hand like her pussy would have tightened, thrust harder, and came too, wishing that he was inside her as he did.

The blonde wiped her hand on pencil-dick’s t-shirt, turned away, and pulled the sheet over herself.  As she closed her eyes, Cal thought he saw tears there.

Oh, fuck.  Now he’d gone and started really feeling sorry for her.

And worse than that, he’d just jerked off over the future Santa.  If the other elves heard about this, he’d never, ever live it down.
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