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“You are going to get yourself arrested,” his companion shrieked in a shrill-like voice. “You are just mad.”

Mike smiled at his friend and shrugged. “I am not mad. It's Christmas. Where's your Christmas spirit? She'll thank me. Well maybe she won't, but she would if she could and knew it was me.”

Rose shook her head and took her glass of wine from the table, looking up at her corybantic friend; even by his standards, his planned night-time delivery for the girl next door was simply a ridiculous idea. “How are you going to get in?”

Mike looked around the room, as if he was expecting a foreign spy to be eavesdropping on his conversation before turning back to his best friend, and flat-mate, Rose and spoke in a low voice. “You know when she went away and asked you to look after the fish?”

“Oh my God,” Rose immediately replied, her eyes fizzing. “Don't tell me that—”

“Yes, I did,” Mike said interrupting. “The 5 minute key cutting place down the road. And it is just perfect. I know she wants them and it'll be cool.”

“Something to tell the grandkids, eh?” Mike blushed, his affection towards his Scottish neighbour, Heather, was a constant target for his friend's mocking. He spluttered and stammered, and Rose continued. “Because if she sees you are going to jail, she is going to freak out, she will think you are a rapist or a burglar and I ain't bailing you out.” Rose looked at the clock for dramatic effect. “As it is now Christmas Day. I ain't spending my Christmas at the Cop Shop.”

Mike stared at the clock and got up, dressed in his newly acquired Santa costume, and picked up a poorly wrapped present from the table. “And another thing,” she continued. “Elves can wrap presents.”

“Well this one can't,” Mike snapped. “I'm Santa, I don't have the practice at doing elf-work. If it that bad you should have done it. And anyway I've had a few too many shots of my Santa juice.”

Rose snorted, glanced at the half-empty bottle of finest Scotch and sighed. “I would have helped you if you wanted to go round with it next door and be honest with her on Christmas Day.”

Mike snorted in return and she watched as her friend left the confines of the room, their flat and headed across the hall to the abode of Heather, the well-endowed and very popular resident in their apartment block. She wanted to wish him “luck” but ever since he had mentioned it as they settled down to watch Christmas Eve television she had being doing her best to disabuse him of the notion that his plan was a good idea.

She knew she would fail; Mike was as stubborn as they came, and thought that by leaving an anonymous present at the foot of the bed of the woman he admired, but was too embarrassed to ask on a date, would some endear him to the said woman. She knew that this was a ridiculous proposition but he just wouldn't listen. Instead, she waited for the scream, Mike was never quiet when he had had a few whiskies and she guessed he would wake her up and she would be terrified.

Mike looked out of the flat and tiptoed across the landing, quietly removing the key from his pocket and sliding it into the lock. He winced as the door creaked open, unrestricted by the door chain that lay limp by the side of the door: Heather was careless, anyone could have broken in.

He gently closed the door, and tiptoed down the corridor, his heart beating furiously. He heard everything, even the steps he made on the carpet, as being incredibly loud and waited for the inevitable sound of screaming and shouting.

Instead, there was nothing, no television or radio, no sleeping or snoring, absolutely nothing and Mike stopped outside the bedroom door that was ajar. He could make out a sleeping body on the bed, wrapped up in the thick duvet and just a chink of light in the room. He twisted his body around the door, the cheap felt of the Santa costume rubbing against the hairs on his leg uncomfortably.

Mike felt butterflies in his stomach and quietly put the parcel on the padded ottoman at the foot of the double bed that occupied most of the room, and then quietly slipped back past the door. He knew if he moved it, it would creak and he silently tiptoed back down the hall and locked the front door behind him.

“Piece of cake,” Mike said as he sauntered in triumphantly. “Don't know why Santa has so many problems, I could do it no problem,” he boasted and Rose groaned. In her heart of hearts she was glad she was not down the Police Station explaining that her friend was just a misguided, shy man who fancied the neighbour after being arrested, but just knew that little good could come out of Mike breaking into his neighbour's flat, no matter how well intentioned he was.

Christmas morning brought a small pile of presents for both of them; Mike had been generous, his seasonal bonus had been usually high and Rose opened a new laptop, eBook reader, bottles of expensive perfume and a new tennis racket while Rose had supplied him with two new games for his console. “That doesn't mean you get the television all week,” she warned as she disappeared to put the small turkey in the oven.

“I can have it this evening,” Mike replied, knowing that after lunch Rose would disappear and see her sister's family. Rose smiled, she felt a little bad about leaving him as they had spent Christmas together every year for five years but her sister had invited her to spend some time with her niece and nephew and she couldn't refuse.

Mike didn't mind, he was steadfastly refusing to even speak to his family, and while he would have liked to have Rose keep him company, he had the regulars at the Hare and Hounds, as well as two new games to occupy him.

Rose cooked a wonderful turkey that was moist and succulent and accompanied with Brussel sprouts, carrots, potatoes, parsnips and sausages wrapped in bacon that his Yorkshire friend called “Pigs in Blankets”.

As Rose was driving she let Mike drink most of the wine, and he ushered her out of the flat after she finished her meal and he had beat her at the obligatory Christmas Trivial Pursuit. She was somewhat relieved to see that there was no Police cordon around Heather's flat, but then what could the Primary School teacher actually report – someone had been into her flat dressed in a Santa costume and left an extremely expensive gift as a present. They lock people up for thinking things like that!

That said, Rose still knew the seriousness of Mike's “crime” and had wished she had not been too drunk to talk him out of it the previous day. One day, he was going to get himself into serious trouble, and as his best friend it would come down to her to sort it out for him; he still refused to talk to his family, the stubborn and obstinate bastard that he was and she worried about him.

Heather watched as Rose left the flat from her window. She hadn't travelled up to Scotland to be with her family as they had gone to New Zealand for the festive period to see her other sister, and Heather had not been able to afford the air fare. Instead she intended to treat it as any other day, resisting the inevitable invites from most of the school teaching staff to join them and their family as they “always have too much turkey” and didn't want her to “be lonely on Christmas Day.”

Her plans had changed as she returned from the shower when she spotted a red present on the padded cushion at the foot of her bed. She scowled at it, slightly perplexed – she certainly hadn't left it there when she went to bed and didn't remember seeing it before. Drying her hair as she walked into her sitting room and counted her presents under her tiny Norwegian fir tree she had purchased the week before in the pre-Christmas sale. Ten from school teachers, four from pupils, one from her sister, one from her parents and one from Rose and Mike next door. So where did this new one come from, and why was it addressed from “Santa.”

Heather wrapped herself in her large beach towel and turned it over. It was definitely for her, addressed to “Heather. You have been on my nice list all year. Have a good Christmas. Love, Santa.”

What the hell was going on? Santa didn't exist any more than the Easter Bunny or the Tooth Fairy, how come the present was there. Heather stared at her gas fire and then shook herself out of her trance, there was no way anyone could have fit through that, and anyway it wasn't connected to a chimney.

Instead, Heather wandered around her house and checked the doors and windows – they were all locked and fastened securely, even the dodgy window in the kitchen. Added to the fact that she was on the second floor, Heather was certain that no-one had entered her flat from any other method other than the front door and returned to the red parcel.

So could this be a bomb? It wasn't ticking and it felt reasonably light – certainly heavy enough for some explosive to blow up her flat but nothing more, but who would want to blow up a primary school teacher in her mid-20s?

Instead Heather slowly peeked through a gap in the fold of the wrapping paper, it was dark and she tentatively peeled it back. There was no explosion or sound and Heather tore off the paper to reveal a piece of black fabric on top of a small box. 

Scowling and unsure, even more, Heather took the black thin fabric and unfurled it, before gasping – it was a designer dress decorated with crystals and almost certainly worth hundreds of pounds. So what just was it doing in her flat addressed to her?

Holding the garment up to the mirror and placing it over her front, she forgot about the box it sat on and as she slipped herself into the gorgeous outfit glanced over at the colourful container, biting her lip. The box contained the make of shoes she was saving up to get, and at over one hundred pounds was sheer extravagance, but it was the right manufacturer, was it the right shoes? Heather zipped up the side of the dress and smoothed herself down; it fit perfectly and sat down on the bed to have a look at the footwear.

Santa, or the mystery present giver, knew her size and opened the box to find a pair of opulent shoes, with a clear heel and diamond-like decorations subtly over the strap, which were just the ones she wanted. They looked divine on her and she cooed at herself in the mirror, it had been a pipe-dream to own such shoes, her teaching salary rarely went far, but she looked stunning in them and smiled at her reflection.

The question still remained, who had bought them and looking up and down at herself began to think. It was not Santa, clearly. There were a couple of her friends at school knew she was saving up to buy the shoes and they could easily have copied her keys when she put them in her desk drawer once lunchtime, but their salary scarcely went any further than hers, and they had no reason to spend that sort of money on her.

Of course, her ex-boyfriend knew she wanted them but there was no way he would have spent a tenner on her, let alone three hundred pounds; they had parted on bad terms when they had discovered they were incompatible during a quiet night-in. That left just two candidates, her parents in New Zealand or her neighbour who had bumped into her in the High Street four weeks previous as she admired the shoes in the window. 

It made a degree of sense, their landlord was what was known as a “tight-arse” and would have happily put the same lock in every flat if it would have saved him a bob or two. Not that identifying the probable person behind her Santa visit would have helped her identify a motive; Mike was a nice guy but had not shown any interest in her.

Heather didn't want to take the dress or shoes off and opened the rest of her presents without putting on any underwear or removing a single item. She kept smoothing herself down enjoying the feel of the thin material against her skin, it was so smooth and luxurious. She felt like a princess.

As she washed up from her dinner, she saw Rose go out and decided that if Mike was in he would have to explain himself. The remaining presents were worth no more than fifty pounds, but Mike had almost certainly spent several times this on her; why and what did he want in return?

Mike's eyes widened as he opened the door and Heather stood there, dressed in the beautiful dress that hugged her body and shoes that tightened her calves and added four inches to the five foot seven inch woman. She brought her hand up and slapped it across his face as hard as she could, he had broke into her flat while she had been asleep, and that had made her angry. Mike recoiled instantly, calling out in pain and awaiting an explanation for the slap.

He looked into her eyes and knew she already knew. “Rose told you,” Mike said despondently. 

“That,” Heather said firmly, her eyes sparkling. “That is breaking into my flat.”

Heather jabbed him in the chest and waited for Mike to mutter an apology. She grabbed hold of his faded shirt and pulled him towards her. Mike sensed and prepared for another hit, maybe a knee in the genitals or another hit across his face, and closed his eyes, waiting for the pain. Instead Heather leant forward and kissed him on the lips. “That,” she explained as they separated from the kiss. “That is for the presents. Thank you.”

Mike breathed a sigh of relief and invited his neighbour into the flat. She looked at the abandoned Santa outfit on the side and looked at him, slightly worried. “In case you saw me,” he said and Heather forced a smile. 

“I don't get why?”

Mike bit his lip and pursed them together, blushing and rubbing his nose. “You said you wanted the shoes and I thought the dress would suit them.”

Heather nodded and then stared at him, there was something he wasn't telling her and she picked up her phone from her handbag. “I'll ring Rose, tell me the truth. Tell me why?”

Mike took a deep breath. “Well I thought you would look good in them.” Heather shook her head and took the phone from her hand. Mike spluttered in embarrassment and fear. “Don't ring her. Please. Come in and I will tell.”

Heather folded her arms and shook her head. “No, I am not sure I trust you after you broke into my flat. Now tell.”

Mike bit his lip and, with his hands shaking, blubbered an explanation. “I like you.”

Heather's lips curled into a smile and she pursed them together, not wanting to show that she liked his admission. However, he had broke into her flat, and she snapped back in an annoyed tone. “You like me? So you break into my flat? Seriously, why couldn't you have just given the present to me over a glass of wine?”

Mike spluttered, he wanted Heather to wake up and see it, genuinely believe that Santa could have delivered the present to her. He wanted it to be special but Heather's eyes made him think that she wouldn't believe him. “I don't know,” he muttered sheepishly with a Gallic shrug. “I had a copy of your key so I thought you might like to be surprised.”

Heather took a deep breath and looked at his tired face and sniffed, holding out her hand. “My key please.” Mike pulled out the key from his pocket and put into the palm of her hand, watching as she curled her fingers around it. 

“Don't break into my flat again,” she warned him and looked at him in the face. “And now I need to work out what I do about you abuse of trust. At school we have time out, I think you are a bit big for that.” Mike sniffed and Heather glared at him. “I'll be back,” she told him and he watched as Heather returned to her flat to ponder her next move.

She did feel a bit guilty at shouting at him, but he had broken into her flat and even entered her bedroom, she didn't feel that happy about the idea of her neighbour who “likes” her doing such a thing. Mike was nice enough, a bit of an oddball at times, but certainly nice enough. Rose had told her of some of the things he had done at University over a cup of tea one Saturday morning and she had laughed at some of his antics, but breaking into a single woman's flat was just too much.

There was another reason for Heather's reticence in that she had secrets she didn't want exposing to anyone; she certainly didn't want the Police to treat her bedroom as a crime scene and peer inside the wardrobes. Heather knew exactly what they would find and it would lead to awkward questions about her choice of sexual paraphernalia. 

Being exposed for what her true urges and kinks were would have the tongues working overdrive in the school playground and she could easily imagine being hounded out of the school she loved to work in. Her colleagues and parents were tolerant but they were not overly open-minded and as she worked in a very conservative environment, her secrets must remain so. Therefore, there would be no police involvement.

Instead Heather thought about Mike; he might have a spare bob or two, and be quite sweet, but breaking into someone's house to try and make them happy showed a personality full of selfless endeavour which was an attractive trait to have, regardless of the potential for misguided actions. He was cute, she liked that and he had a decent body which she had admired a few times. Lastly, she had found it hard to find men who wanted to date her and interested in her kinkiness – she had one of the two already lined up over the hall.

She had a slight argument with herself, not calling the Police was one thing, but actually attempting to set up a date with the person who had broken in – was that like the Stockholm Syndrome? Her irrational, lonely self decided that it was for the best and she changed into a more suitable outfit before returning to the flat of Mike and Rose.

He looked at her covered in a floor-length coat as he opened the door and she pushed her way into his hallway without saying a word, closing it behind her.  “Tell me,” she asked. “Did you buy me those things because you wanted a date?”

Mike spluttered and mumbled before nodding and Heather, her heart pounding angrily in her chest breathed a sigh. “Right, well, I have a very good reason why you won't want to.”

Mike bit his lip and shook his head, telling her that he did fancy her.

“Umm … right. I have a secret that I think you won't like. You look like a normal guy, apart from how you give presents, and I don't think you will like it. Now if you want, we can have our first date tonight, and you can see if you want a second. I won't be hurt if you don't.”

Mike looked at the girl up and down, she had been gesturing with her hands and her coat was buttoned up tightly. Was she planning on going out, hence the coat? Mike nodded and then spoke. “Yeah, I um, like that idea. And I am sorry for breaking into your flat; I just wanted you to be surprised and happy when you saw them.”

Heather gave a gentle smile and looked expectantly at him, his game paused behind him and nodded towards the lounge. “Sorry, I'll get my coat and shoes on.”

Heather stopped him moving towards the shoe rack with a palm on the chest. “My secret is a little more intimate,” she told him and pushed him back towards the living room. “Turn that rubbish off and show me to your bedroom.”

Mike gulped. “Bedroom?”

Heather's smiled turned into a grin. “The bedroom.” Mike almost fell over himself to get to the television remote and flicked the device off before leading the scheming woman to his room. He threw some dirty clothes into the corner and Heather noted the bed being exactly what she had in mind. 

“Get naked then.” Mike hesitated at the order barked to him and Heather's eyes fizzed. “Come on,” she said impatiently.

Mike unbuttoned his shirt and waited, expecting Heather to throw her coat off but instead she waited with her arms folded. “Is this a trick?”

Heather raised her eyebrows and looked at him with a snort. “I promise that you will get your end away. I just do things my way.”

Mike was reluctant but Heather moved her gloved hands forward and unbuttoned his trousers, allowing the khakis to slip down and expose his boxer shorts which Mike removed to show Heather his semi-rigid phallus. Heather smiled and ran her finger along his manhood, it filling with blood with her touch. It was a decent size: six inches was bigger than her last two partners and Mike stepped out of his garments on the floor and then looked at her.

“Your turn,” he told her and Heather pushed the man back on to the bed, pulling his left arm up and with one quick motion, slid a pair of handcuffs over the bed and then his wrist. Mike yelled and Heather pressed down on his chest.

“My way,” she told him. “Or I go home and call the Police.” Mike stopped crying out but Heather had to force his right hand into the other set of handcuffs that she had slipped out of her coat pocket. “I didn't get dressed like this for you to have cold feet.”

“Like what?” Mike asked and Heather slipped her coat off to a gasp from her partner. She was dressed in a black leather corset with suspender straps holding up a pair of sheer black stockings and a small whip nestling in the top of her her left one.

“You, you're a thingy.”

Heather licked her lips. “I like getting my own way,” she cooed and slid the whip up from her stockings, twirling it in her hand. Mike whimpered, he had never been tied up and hit in the bedroom but Heather gave him a raised eyebrow and opened his wardrobe door. “You violated my sanctuary so I will do the same to you,” she told him and then not hearing any pointless objection started looking through the top drawer. “And for every unsavoury item I find, there will be a punishment.”

Mike groaned at this; he knew that Heather would find plenty that his debauched mind enjoyed but that she would term “unsavoury.” The first few drawers brought nothing, but underneath the dozen pairs of footwear she found a safe and hauled it out.

“Code?”

Mike shook his head and Heather picked up a whip, bringing it down sharply on the tops of his thighs. Mike yelped and gasped as the rod struck his flesh, an instant, white-hot pain that shot through him instantly. 

“I ask again, code?”

Mike shook his head again and pleaded with his tormentor but Heather was merciless and brought the whip down again on his thighs and then when Mike didn't yield, took aim at his penis and flashed it across his engorged organ with gusto.

Mike squealed and screamed but Heather merely held the weapon in front of her, indicating that she about to strike him for a fourth time. “The code?”

“1985,” he muttered. “The year of my birthday.”

Heather cackled and opened the safe, peering inside to find an array of financial and personal documentation but nothing incriminating and scowled at him. Did he really think she was there to steal his passport or bank statements? She put it back with an annoyed look on her face and turned her attention to another chest of drawers in the corner of the room.

Mike had been admiring the pretty teacher in her raunchy outfit that left her rear and her trimmed pubic hair on display as she walked around the room. While he had not ever had a girlfriend or partner that was into BDSM, he certainly found the clichéed bedroom outfit of his neighbour incredibly sexy and alluring. He would have her, despite her kinks. 

Mike went white as she pulled out the first drawer and grinned at a dozen pornographic magazines and a handful of DVDs. There was no dominatrices on the covers which made Heather a little disappointed; she wanted to find someone into bondage like her and instead she counted them and told the stricken gentleman that he was due 19 lashes as a punishment.

This rose to 21 when she found a Fleshlight and a set of erotic die in the following drawer and then went to 22 when she spotted the naked model on his desk calendar.

Mike was simpering apologies and begging to be released but Heather took a deep breath and struck the whip across his chest, leaving a red tail behind her. Mike screamed and she removed a sock from the bedroom floor and stuffed it in his mouth. “Do that again and I shall double it,” she warned and began criss-crossing his body with red marks.

Mike kept up the muffled groans and squeals, his idea of bedroom play was not being in this much pain. Heather counted out loud and triumphantly struck his exposed cock with the twenty-second stroke, with Mike almost crying through the humiliation and pain.

She took out the sock and waited for the abuse that would be forthcoming but Mike stayed silent, panting furiously but looking at her with scared eyes. Heather had observed the rigidity of his manhood through the entirety of his ordeal and noted that it had not flagged once; whatever he would later claim she knew that he got some sort of base pleasure from his experience with her.

She gave a wry smile and swung her legs over the naked, immobile gentleman and rested on his waist, his cock gently nestling against her butt-cheeks. He sniffed and watched her as she leant over him, looking at him in the eyes. “Say it. Say you want it.”

Mike pursed his lips together and felt his cock twitch; of course he wanted sex but was that what Heather was offering? He didn't know for certain and hesitated. “Don't you want to bury your cock up there?”

Mike nodded and closed his eyes, awaiting the slap or punishment the crazy girl was about to dish out to him but all he felt was the sliding of Heather's body over his manhood. Heather moved back and forth over the erect cock of her victim so that it slid up and down her crack, touching her clitoris. She was already turned on by having to “punish” her companion more than two dozen times and now wanted to do the “intercourse bit” of her brand of sex – she had done foreplay.

The concupiscent woman, rubbed her gloved hands over her leather-clad body and pressed against her nipples before gently impaling herself on her partner, kneeling over his waist and using her thighs to begin a rocking motion.

Mike groaned as the warm, luscious lips of Heather's loins kissed his cock and began to stroke it; Heather was tight and she used her muscles to send ripples of enjoyment through his body. He gasped, and groaned, eager to maintain a rhythm with her by using his hips to press against the mattress. “Oh God,” he cried and looked into the lustful eyes of Heather, passionately thrusting into him with her pulsing motions.

“You still like me?” Heather asked.

Mike gasped for air, he was panting with every thrust and nodded. “Yeah, oh God yeah.”

“And you want a second date?” Heather squeezed out the question followed by a lustful grunt and waited; was she being unkind at asking that question when Mike's resolve would be at its weakest? 

Mike didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” he called out and Heather began more vigorous thrusts into her partner. Mike couldn't hold out and emitted a brief “I'm gonna come.”

Heather smiled and began playing with Mike's exposed nipples, looking straight at his eyes. She rolled them between her finger and her thumb, and Mike grunted and gasped with closed eyes. He was desperate to prolong his ejaculation and tightened his testicles, delaying his release.

His legs began to shake as Heather's expert nipple stroking and rocking on his cock pressured him into a release. Heather felt it, she wasn't going to orgasm on Mike's cock and waited as her body teased a massive ejaculation from him deep into her pussy.

They waited for a moment as Mike gave satisfied groans, savouring the final flashes of orgasmic delight and Heather looked at him with a nervous look on her face. “You still want that second date?”

“Yes,” Mike gasped, his body panting and recovering from the intensity of the orgasm.

“Then I think it is only right,” Heather said with a smile. “That Santa receives a present on Christmas Day.”

Mike frowned and then laughed at Heather's mischievous look before scowling as Heather climbed off of him, swung her legs around and presented her wet, and leaking loins to his face. “Eww,” he instinctively said and Heather raised her body and looked at him.

“Your present,” she told him. “Now be a good little boy and be grateful.”

Mike sighed and began to eat out the libidinous girl. She was most definitely wild, and it would take some time to get used to her, but she was also all he had dreamt of for months. 

“Thank you,” he replied as the first drops of his semen landed in his mouth. 
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