
        
            
                
            
        

    
OOPS, SANTA MADE ME PREGNANT!

By Brandi Black


I
t was a week before Christmas and I'd run myself ragged getting everything ready. I'd bought presents, constructed the tree, decorated it until every branch sparkled and knew that this was the year I'd finally do something for myself. My family and friends were coming over for Christmas lunch, but heaps of those presents under the tree were for me — a post-divorce treat after depriving myself for so long.


And I mean that in every sense of the word.


I'd bought myself dildos, massage vouchers, plane tickets to Hawaii... everything I'd need to rebuild my life and my sexuality now that Tony was finally out of it.


It wasn't like he was a bad husband — it was more like the passion had just disappeared. And I was only twenty-six — I couldn't live like that forever. I'd fantasized about a relationship full of sex and passion, kinda like my neighbours, Holly and Aaron. I don't know whether they didn't realize I could see through their curtains or whether they didn't care, but they seemed to fuck in every room of their house. I first noticed it when I was hanging out the washing one day and their movement caught the corner of my eye. She was against the wall, he was heaving into her, his muscular butt clenching with every thrust.


It was mesmerizing.


After that I watched them, sometimes, while sipping a cocktail I'd made extra strong. At first I tried to get Tony's attention, show him what we were missing. Maybe, I thought, if he saw them, his stomach would flutter like mine was, his blood would pump faster, and he'd throw me down on the carpet and ravage me.


But he never did.


Instead, he made a disgusted sound in his throat and closed our blind. "Can't they ever behave like respectable neighbours?"


After Tony moved out, I'd stand at the window by myself, touching my clit as Holly and Aaron went at it in the reverse cowgirl position — her on top, facing away from him, her breasts heaving as she bounced up and down on his cock.


No wonder they had such great bodies, I reflected — all that fucking looked like really good cardio.


Aaron worked in the pharmacy, usually, but lately I'd noticed him coming home in a red Santa suit. At first, I thought it was just for the fun of it — maybe she was inside, waiting, dressed like an elf — but then he kept coming home in the costume, day after day. Sometimes the beard was on, sometimes off. And Holly always ravaged him, as soon as he walked through the door, the same way she always did.


Eventually, I worked it out. And it was so obvious — Aaron was dressing up as Santa because he was Santa. At least, he was the Santa at our local mall.


And sure enough, the next time I went there to buy groceries, I detoured through the centre via Santa's village. And there was Aaron as Santa, on a chair that looked like a combination of a sleigh and a throne, with a chirpy elf next to him, guiding the kids so they could have their photo taken.


I leaned against a pole for a while and then thought, why not? It was such a fun, harmless tradition, and I had plenty of things I wanted to wish for. Why not give it a go?


I stood in the queue, hoping I blended in with the parents enough that he wouldn't notice me.


Sure enough, when I reached the front of the queue, the elf looked around me with a confused expression on your face.


"Which one is your child?"


I chuckled. "None of them. I'll be the one on Santa's lap today."


The elf looked at Santa and shrugged. "Whatever. Just don't take too long."


It was hard to see through the beard, but I was sure Aaron's jaw dropped as I walked across the stage.


"St-steph," he stuttered. "What are you doing here?"


"I could ask the same of you," I said, perching on his knee as the elf's camera flashed. "l saw you here and thought I'd give it a go — there's a lot of things I'd like for Christmas."


Aaron adjusted his beard. "And what are they?"


"Well," I started, gazing up at the tinsel that was strung along the roof. "I'd like to have all the things I wanted with Tony but couldn't have."


I could feel the heat of Aaron's leg through my jeans. "What were they?"


Maybe this wasn't the right thing to say to my hot neighbour, but I didn't care. I was done with being appropriate — all through my marriage, it never got me anywhere.


"You know — all the things you do with Holly." I looked at him, hoping I wouldn't have to say it, wouldn't want to have to admit to wanting anything I couldn't provide for myself.


"Like what?"


Aaron wasn't going to make this easier — and why would he? I looked around at the crowd around us, all the impatient faces waiting for me to smile for my photo and leave. One of the familiar carols was playing on the radio, just loud enough for me to know I knew it, not quite loud enough for me to recognize it.


"You know — passion. And... everything."


"Oh," Aaron said. "To be fair, you don't know that much about my marriage to Holly."


"Don't I?" I felt my voice rise and fought to bring it back down again. "I know you fuck every day when you get home. I know you do it more in a month than Tony and I did in a year."


Aaron's cheeks were beginning to grow red. "Did Holly tell you that?"


I blinked at him. Did he really not know I could see through his window?


Now it was Aaron's turn for his voice to rise. "Did she also tell you we've been trying to get pregnant for two years but haven't been able to? Did she tell you I've taken on this extra job to pay for IVF?"


"I think it's someone else's turn now," the elf said, interrupting us. She leaned over Aaron's shoulder. My chest rose and fell, something between anger and indignation.


"No, she never told me that," I said, turning my attention back to Aaron. "She never told me anything at all." As I stepped down from the stage, the elf handed me my photo — both Santa and I looked angry, and neither of us were looking at the camera.





I FELT bad after that encounter with Aaron. But still, I had Christmas to prepare for. I thought about Aaron and Holly while I hung decorations, mixed cake batter and made several batches of eggnog, trying to perfect the recipe. Too much nutmeg, I decided, as I licked my finger after a batch that smelled promising.


How strange that I never knew about that side of their lives. I wondered whether their relationship was really as passionate as it looked, or whether they were just fucking to try for a baby.


Surely not, I mused, as I licked eggnog mixture off my wooden spoon. It was far too passionate to just be something to tick off their to-do list. There was still passion there, or lust, or something. They'd started up again a few moments earlier — on the couch, this time. She was on her hands and knees, clutching the armrest, and he was taking her from behind.


And then I saw him look at me.


It was only for an instant, but we both froze as our eyes met. I ducked instinctively, cradling the bowl on my thighs, squeezing my eyes closed and wishing I hadn't stared for so long.


What now, I wondered.


Should I stay here until my thighs cramp or try to crawl out of the room? Or should I stand up and watch openly, without any shame?


I stood up again slowly, so I could peek over the counter. And when I did, they'd both gone. The couch was completely unremarkable again, not the scene of real-life porn.


I regretted telling Aaron that I could see them. What if I never saw their sex show again? I'd started to count on it, the same way I counted on the news starting at six. And there was that dildo under the tree — what was I supposed to fantasize about if I couldn't see them?





WORDSs COULDN'T DESCRIBE how much I was starting to miss seeing them fuck.


It was like a physical need, an itch I couldn't scratch or hunger I couldn't feed. I sat in my living room far more than I normally would, just staring out the window. Sure, there were plenty of other things I could've been doing, but suddenly this seemed so much more important.


I wanted to see them again.


It turned me on more than I could describe. Even the idea sent me trailing my hand down my stomach, under the elastic in my underwear, down my waxed pubic bone and into my soaking wet pussy. I played with myself on the couch, pushing my fingers in and out of myself while my other hand played with my clit. I was wet, unsurprisingly, and my body absorbed my fingers willingly. I imagined they were his cock, and I left the blinds open, just in case he was still in there somewhere, watching.


I imagined him standing over me, holding his cock, jerking himself off as I masturbated, both of us moving faster as we reached our respective climaxes.


And finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He stood between my legs, angling his cock where my hand was, and fucked me harder than he'd ever fucked Holly.


I came with a loud shriek and my pussy quivered around my fingers. I pulled them out and inspected the wetness on them — yep, my body was definitely desperate to fuck.


Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.


Annoyed, I stood up and looked for something to wipe my fingers on — there was nothing.


I opened the door with my other hand, hoping I wouldn't have to shake hands or sign anything.


And there was Aaron, standing in his Santa costume.


"Come on in," I said, subtly wiping my fingers on my shirt. "I was just..."


"I know what you were doing," he said. "I could see you through the window."


My pussy quivered. "Really?"


Aaron nodded. "Were you fantasizing about me fucking Holly?"


I hesitated, but there didn't seem to be much point in lying. "I was thinking about you fucking me."


Aaron was quiet. He looked at the floor and I noticed a bulge in the front of his red pants.


"I've wanted you so badly," he said. "It's all I've been able to think about. I want you, Steph. Far more than I should."


I should have felt guilty — this was another woman's husband standing here, telling me how much he wanted to fuck me. But all I could think about was how much I wanted to fuck him too. I stepped back and gestured for him to come in.


He glanced at his house, then back at me and stepped over the welcome mat.


Just like that, we were in each other's arms. His lips found mine and our tongues clamoured over each other as the beard scratched my face. I wrapped my arms around his back and we stumbled together across the living room, landing on the couch. We made out, tangled in each other's limbs, as every part of me wanted to rip his clothes off and ride his cock.


"What about Holly?" I forced myself to ask.


His hat had fallen off somewhere between the door and the couch and he pushed his hair back off his face.


"She's okay with it," he said. "She's watching from our house."


My heart leapt. Not only could I fuck my unbearably sexy neighbour, but I could do it with his wife's permission? It felt like the luckiest day of my life.


"We used to have an open relationship," Aaron said, "but we stopped when we started trying for a baby. She thinks putting some passion back into our relationship might be exactly what we need."


How had I never known about that? "That sounds like a brilliant idea," I said, already unbuttoning my shirt. Luckily, I was wearing red Christmas-themed lingerie. I'd thrown it on that morning because it felt sexy, but now I felt like I was Mrs Claus. As my shirt gaped, I noticed it was exactly the same shade of red as his Santa suit.


Aaron watched my breasts reveal themselves, heaving in the bra as I breathed.


"You have no idea how long I've wanted to see these for," he breathed. He eased down the cup, over my puckering nipple, and took it in his mouth, sucking and licking like it was a hard-boiled lolly.


I moaned with pleasure, arching my back so my breast protruded into his mouth as far as possible. He pushed his fingers down the other cup of my bra, playing with my nipple, pinching it until it stiffened.


"These are amazing," he moaned. "Tony was an idiot."


"Yes he was." I reached behind my back and grappled with the clasp as my shirt fell down my shoulders. Aaron sat back, watching with awe as my breasts became free and bounced as I climbed over him to tug his beard off.


His eyes were the most beautiful shade of azure, I noticed now. How had I not seen that before? Maybe because in the past, I'd only really looked at him as a neighbour. Even after he and Holly started fucking where I could see them, our interactions were mostly just a quick hello as one of us wheeled our bins back into our yard. He gazed at me now, his eyes shimmering from the sunlight that streamed through the window as I gave him a long, lingering kiss.


He ran his finger between my breasts and down my body, tracing an invisible line down my torso until he reached my skirt. I imagined him doing the same thing with Holly, knowing he was about to implant his seed in her, that his might be the time they got pregnant, and it sent chills through my body.


I ground myself over the bulge in his pants, feeling his hot erection between my thighs. It was massive — bigger than Tony's, the width of a python. He moaned as I moved my hips back and forth, feeling him. But it wasn't enough. My body craved him inside me.


Aaron ripped my skirt off while I pawed at his costume, pulling it off his taut muscular chest.


I grinned. Yes, this is exactly what I wanted to see. His naked body, the same one that heaved as he thrusted into Holly. I pulled at the elastic on his pants, but he pulled away.


"You first," he growled. He flipped me over as though I weighed nothing, so I was on my hands and knees, my ass in the air.


"You're so fucking sexy." He scratched his fingernails all the way down my back, digging them into my ass. I was glad I'd kept going to the gym after Tony moved out — there'd been so much temptation to sit around eating chocolate and drinking wine, but after a day or two of moping, I decided I wasn't old enough to do that yet.


I said a prayer of thanks to my past self as Aaron's fingers prised up the red lace and stroked me between my butt cheeks, caressing my asshole and finally, my gaping pussy.


"Do you want me here?" he murmured, stroking my lips as though sizing them up, seeing if he could fit.


"Absolutely," I purred.


He gripped each butt cheek with a strong hand and pulled them apart, dipping his face between them, dragging his tongue where his finger had been. "How about this?" I felt his breath on my asshole.


"Yes please," I panted.


"Yes please what?" he said, moving away from me.


"Yes please Santa," I corrected, arching my back so I could peer over my shoulder and see him lower his face to my ass again. "Fuck me with your tongue."


Aaron complied. He slipped his tongue inside my pussy and I gasped at how incredible it felt. It was long, warm and wet, and probed into me like a moist finger. He slid his hand beneath me, stroking my clit with his fingertip. He must have known how wild he was driving me because he moved both his hand and tongue faster, making me wetter. I squeezed the cushion and felt my breathing grow faster as he steered me towards a delicious orgasm.


How long had it been since someone else had made me come? Before I could think about it too much, my body took over, my clit stiffening under his fingers as I reached the point of no return.


"Ahhhh," I squealed, my body tensing and spasming. I writhed against his face and felt the muscles in his cheeks move against my butt as he smiled, then flopped face-down on the couch.


"Was that what you wanted?" Aaron asked.


I flipped over and blinked away sweat, my chest still heaving as I struggled to control my breath.


"Not quite," I panted. He was sitting on his knees with his legs apart, and I reached up and stroked that delicious thick cock through his pants. "I want you inside me."


Aaron looked like he couldn't be happier. He hopped up and pulled his pants off so quickly he almost fell over. His cock bulged through his boxers and I could clearly see its outline now — it was as thick and long and perfect as I'd expected. I pulled the elastic over it and pulled it into my mouth.


"Oh wow," Aaron moaned. "That's..." He paused as I took him as far down my throat as I could, "wow."


I reached up and tickled his balls while I sucked him, my saliva dripping down his bulging shaft.


"Keep going," Aaron gasped. "I'm gonna come." He was thrusting into my mouth now, but I pulled away and wiped saliva off my face. He looked at me incredulously, but I smiled and pulled my g-string down my legs.


"Not yet," I teased. "I want you to come inside me." I lay back on the couch and spread my legs wide apart, my knees bent, giving him an un-obscured view of everything between my legs. My pussy, I knew from watching it in the mirror, would be red and gaping. I got waxed regularly so there'd be nothing covering it — nothing stopping his huge throbbing cock from sliding right in.


He seemed to be thinking the same thing — he kneeled between my legs and moaned as he brushed the head of his cock over my lips.


"That's it," I begged. "Slide it in."


"I didn't bring any protection," Aaron said, those azure eyes gazing into mine again. "Is that okay?"


I felt a thrill run through me again. I wasn't on the pill — hadn't been since it became clear that Tony wasn't interested in me. I wanted to fuck Aaron so badly, but I didn't want to use a condom.


I wanted to feel exactly what Holly felt when he came inside her. The same nervous sense of anticipation.


"That's okay," I said, pulling him close to me, kissing him as his massive shaft filled me to the brim.


Aaron leaned over me, his body sliding over mine, and kept thrusting into me as I moaned and kissed him. It was the best sex I'd ever had — our bodies fit together like jigsaw puzzle pieces and he was so huge that he struck my cervix with every thrust. He moved faster, slamming his dick into me, every plunge making my breasts jiggle as I moaned and grabbed his hair.


"Faster," I begged, feeling another orgasm swell inside me.


I felt daring, naughty, like I was doing something unbelievably bad. It seemed to be turning him on as much as me because I could feel him getting close. His cock expanded as his face contorted and turned red, and he squeezed my butt, plunging inside me as deep as he possibly could as he came.


Knowing that he'd come inside me when we weren't using protection triggered the biggest orgasm I'd ever had. Pleasure rumbled through my entire body as I gasped and writhed. I fell against him as my pussy pulsed around his cock, milking out the last drops of cum, sucking them inside my body, holding it in.


"Oh wow." Aaron trembled as he slid out of me, still sensitive. I fell back on the cushion, feeling the aftershocks ripple through me.


"Wow," I repeated, as I smiled.


Aaron stood up, squeezing the last drops of cum from his foreskin. "I wasn't expecting it to be quite that... intense!"


"I was." I licked my lips, still tasting him there. "It was exactly what I was expecting." I reached out and stroked his arm. "Thank you... Santa."


Aaron bit his lip — his face was red, and he still looked partly dazed. "I'd love to do this again, if you're up for it."


I sat up, excited. I couldn't think of anything better. "Of course I am! That was the best sex I've ever had."


Aaron smiled and pulled his pants back on. "And, uh, if you can think of anything else you'd like from Santa, let me know."


I shook my head. "That was the absolute best Christmas present anyone's ever given me."





AFTER THAT, Aaron and I fucked almost every day. Sometimes I wondered whether Holly was inside her house, watching us through the windows, but mostly I was too focused on how incredible the sex was to remember she was there.


As Aaron and I got to know each other's bodies better, the sex became better and better, and I could almost orgasm just from knowing he was about to come over,


Until one day when everything changed.


I hadn't been feeling well, so I bought a pregnancy test on a whim. I'd done them before, when I was with Tony, although they'd always been negative, so I knew exactly what to do. I hovered over the toilet bowl and peed on the stick, just like the instructions said to, then laid it flat on the floor next to me while I set the timer on my phone.


The test was supposed to take three minutes, but it had developed by the time I looked up again — there were two pink lines in the window.


I was pregnant.





OF COURSE I decided to keep it. I didn't even tell Aaron at first, but as my belly bulged, I knew he was going to notice. My heart thumped as I sat him down, talking too fast about other things to procrastinate, terrified about how he was going to take the news.


Until he sat up and took my hands and gazed into my eyes.


"It's okay Steph," he said, his azure eyes making me feel calm. "What is it?"


I bit my lip. "I'm pregnant," I finally admitted.


To my surprise, a smile spread over his face. "That's incredible!"


I blinked. "What?"


"Yes!" Aaron stood up, his grin lighting up the entire room. "I was going to wait awhile to tell you, but Holly's pregnant too!"


"Seriously?"


"Yeah, we found out a few weeks ago." Aaron leapt up and pulled his clothes back on. "I can't wait to tell her. You guys can have a joint baby shower and the kids can grow up next door!"


I smiled. It sounded crazy, but it also sounded wonderful. I cradled my stomach in my hand and kissed him on the lips.





AND THAT'S EXACTLY What happened. The babies were born three days apart in the same hospital — both boys. We kept living next door to each other and Aaron split his time between each house, staying at mine every second day.


Of course, when my family asked who the father was, I told them it wasn't sure — I didn't feel like anyone would understand my situation. But as unusual as it was, it worked for us. Aaron loved me, I loved him, and he'd given me the best Christmas present in the world.
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