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Knocked Up by Santa: A Forbidden Age Gap Spicy Christmas Short

Santa won’t just fill stockings this Christmas…

In the North Pole, one older man is king. Santa Claus is forbidden to touch the elves who work in his factories, but his self-control is tested when he meets Mimi. This innocent, sweet elf is sick of her job working in the factory. She deserves something new and naughty for Christmas, something that only this powerful older man can give her.

One taste of this forbidden elf only makes him crave more, and Santa finds himself breaking every rule in the book to get her pregnant.

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, domination, first time, older man/younger woman.


CONTENTS

Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Epilogue



ONE
[image: ]
MIMI


“Don’t you have anything less revealing, Mimi?”

My older sister, Francine, is looking down at me with her nose wrinkled. I’m wearing a traditional Christmas dress from our village. Sure, it’s a few years old now, but I still think it looks cute.

The dress is everything Christmas should be — holly leaves and snowflakes embroidered over a red background. The traditional bodice laces tight around my waist, the skirt flaring out over layers of petticoats. Just pulling on the traditional dress makes me feel giddy with excitement, even though we haven’t received presents in years. Christmas is the busiest time of year, but also the most exciting.

“It’s almost Christmas! I have to wear it. For tradition’s sake,” I remind her.

I would hate for us not to wear our matching outfits to such an important dinner. Our mother hand-embroidered these dresses for us.

The skirt is a little shorter now that I’m 22, the neckline a little more revealing, but I don’t think it looks bad. Just different than it used to. Francine, with her slim figure, all skin and bones, looks like she’s drowning in fabric, while my curves are barely covered. I look at myself standing next to Francine in the mirror and tug at my neckline, seeing if it can sit an inch higher without exposing my ass.

I have to suppress the wave of self-consciousness that I always get when I compare myself to my sister. She’s willowy and slim, like everyone else in our family, like everyone else in this damn village. I’ll never fit in here.

Instead of letting those thoughts win, I plaster a smile on my face.

“Don’t you want to be matching with me?” I tease Francine, until she laughs.

“You’re right, I’m being silly. I’m just nervous because he’s going to be here.” My stomach flips as I remember. We’ve been preparing for this dinner for months.

Because Santa Claus is going to be here, at our dinner table. It’s hard to believe, but it’s true.

My father runs one of his factories here in the North Pole. We’re a tiny village, so we’ve never had a visit from him before. It’s a huge honor.

Most elves never get to see Santa Claus in the flesh, and we’re going to have dinner with him right there.

The rest of the afternoon passes in a flurry of activity — preparing food, setting the table, making sure the Christmas tree looks just right.

But the man who appears in the doorway for dinner is not what I expected.

I expected… An old man. Round. Jolly. Smiling. Like in the cartoon images.

The man who strides through the door is pure danger and power. His huge frame looms over me as I try to plaster a smile onto my face while taking him in, my heart pounding against my ribcage. I haven’t seen many human men in my life, but I didn’t expect that they would be so beautiful.

When Santa Claus drops his searing blue eyes to my face, they linger there until my cheeks are flaming.

And sure, he is older. His face is deeply tanned and his frown lines are deep. But instead of a comical potbelly, he’s solid, thick and powerful. Twice my bodyweight, at least. His square jawline is covered with thick coating of white stubble that makes him look wild and dangerous.

I want to burrow myself against his chest and never leave his arms.

The minute he lays those twinkling blue eyes on me, my stomach drops and doesn’t stop falling.

Francine takes his coat and I feel a wave of jealousy as her hand brushes against his shoulder. Feeling a little dizzy with all these feelings I’ve never experienced before, I rush away to the kitchen to prepare for dinner.

I feel his eyes following me and for some reason I like the sensation. He doesn’t look at me like I’m a concerning aberration. He looks at me like I’m special, like he’s never seen anyone like me before.

At dinner, he keeps watching me. I can feel it with every bite of food I take, every little joke I make with Francine. Eventually I work up the courage to meet his eyes and looking at him like this, like we have a secret that no one else knows about, feels addictive.

My father speaks to Santa about the factory, explaining how it works. He points his fork at me.

“Mimi here loves the work. She’ll be taking over from me, in future.”

I hate working in the factory and my father knows it. Even though my future will be to take over the factory, it’s not something I want. I complain to him about it all the time, and he shrugs it off. There’s no other work in the North Pole, so it’s not as if I have other options for my future.

“A good girl, eh?” Santa asks, quirking an eyebrow, and my face starts to flame.

I nod, my eyes downcast.

“Oh, she’s a very quick learner, too.”

“I’m sure she is,” Santa replies, his eyes never leaving my face, which is growing hotter with every word.

“That’s enough,” I squeak, wondering if he’s noticed that my blush is getting hotter with every second he stares at me. He’s staring at me so intently that he must have seen it. “This dinner is about your factory, Dad, not about me.” I gulp down a mouthful of cider and sigh in relief as the conversation moves on to something about the factory. I should be listening — I’m too difficult to marry off, so my father has decided that I should be the one to take over the factory instead of Francine. But every single conversation about it makes me want to cry with boredom.

Finally, when the ordeal is over, I clear away the plates. As I lean forward to take Santa’s dish, my arm brushes his shoulder. His solid frame exudes heat and my stomach gives a somersault.

I catch his scent of pine needles and firewood, before I drag myself away to the kitchen to wash up.
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I’ve never seen an elf like her.

Elves are innocent, hardworking creatures. Mimi’s body is pure sin. I couldn’t drag my eyes away from her at dinner, my mind filled with dirty thoughts while her father tried to talk business to me.

Round, perky breasts that her red dress pushes up to her chin. A waist so tiny I’m convinced I could encircle it with my hands. Brown doe eyes beneath dark lashes. Curvy yet delicate. Sexy yet innocent.

I try a cold shower to suppress these wildly inappropriate thoughts but I just end up jerking off to a fantasy where this innocent elf begs me to fuck her.

I stay up late doing work to try and push the thoughts of her away with cold hard numbers and spreadsheets, but it doesn’t work. Nothing does.

God, I have to know exactly what she feels like wrapped around my cock. Just as I’m about to unbuckle my belt and jerk off for a second time to get these filthy thoughts out of my head, there’s a soft knock at the door.

Mimi steps into the study and my brain short-circuits.

She pauses when she sees my face, which is frozen in horror at her sudden appearance. I’m sitting here with a full hard-on just from the thought of her and now she’s here, standing in front of me, every inch better than the image I summoned in my imagination.

I take a deep breath but her cinnamon scent only makes things worse.

She looks like she’s been crying.

“What’s wrong, little elf?” My voice comes out in a growl that’s harsher than I expected as I try to hide my obvious desire.

If she comes any closer I’m going to lose control and pull her onto my cock, where she belongs. She pauses in the doorway as though she can sense the danger, the light from the hallway illuminating her golden hair.

“My father lied to you, at dinner.” Her voice is hoarse from crying, but her urgent whisper is soft and pleading. “I don’t want to take over the factory. I’m trapped here with no escape, Santa. Please help me.” “Call me Claus.” The temptation to help Mimi, just so I can spend more time with her, is overwhelming.

But I hardly know a thing about her. I’m letting my fantasies get the better of me. “How old are you?” “Twenty-two.”

I’m fifty-five. Mimi is half my age, vulnerable and upset. It’s so wrong to want her, to be sitting here with a full-blown erection when I should be comforting her.

She continues speaking, coming to lean with her ass on my desk, totally oblivious to the way I’m fisting my hands at my sides so I don’t pull her onto my lap the way I want to. She runs her fingers through her long hair as she speaks, untwining it from the long braids that she wore at dinner.

“I went to college, but I was only allowed to study business because it might help the factory. Then I was expected to come back here and learn the trade.” I heave a sigh. Poor girl. There aren’t many opportunities outside of factory work in the North Pole.

I shift in my seat and take a deep breath, saying what I know I should say. “I don’t know how I can help you, Mimi. This is between you and your family. I shouldn’t get involved.” “You can,” she pleads, turning those liquid brown eyes to me. “You rule this place. You can do anything. You can see it, can’t you? That I’m not like them. I don’t belong here.” “What are you asking, little elf?”

“Take me with you, Santa. Take me in the sleigh and let me see the world.” This is straight out of my fantasies. This elf is begging me to take me with her, unaware that if I did that she’d never end up leaving my bedroom.

I let myself imagine it, for a second. Taking Mimi away from this place and doing unspeakable things to her.

I shake my head, but she starts to cry again and I can’t help reaching a hand out to stroke her shoulder, comforting her trembling frame. I note that my touch leaves a trail of goosebumps on her flesh.

As her sobbing subsides, she stares at the spot where I’ve touched her before tilting her delicate face towards me, her soft brown eyes full of curiosity.

“Why were you staring at me so much, at dinner?”

I choke out a laugh. So she did notice.

I shake my head. “You’re fishing for compliments, little elf.” Her pillowy lips press together in a pout as though she can’t figure something out. “I mean… Francine is prettier than me.” “Francine?”

She frowns. “My sister. With her green eyes, her graceful movements.” I notice the way her face tightens when she talks about this, like it’s something she’s been taught all her life. She really believes that she’s the ugly duckling of her family.

I laugh in the back of my throat. Of course Mimi has no idea how perfect she is.

I speak without thinking, my raging hard-on getting the better of me.

“Well I wasn’t staring at her at dinner, now was I?” I reach out and toy with a strand of her golden hair.

I shouldn’t touch her like this. I let her curl fall to her side and shove my hands deep into my pockets.

Mimi looks down, her warm brown eyes sweeping over my naked torso. I didn’t pull a shirt on after my shower. I thought I was alone. The last thing I expected was… This.

“I was staring at you, too,” she admits, biting her lip. Her teeth press against that soft pink flesh and I watch it so closely that I feel a throb of arousal rush through the entire length of my cock.

I shift uncomfortably in my seat and Mimi’s wide eyes drop to my crotch.

Her mouth forms a perfect expression of shock when she sees the tent in my slacks. Fuck, is she really this innocent? Even with a body made for fucking?

“That looks…” She trails off in thought, shaking her head as if to clear it.

I brush it off. “Nothing to worry about. It’s only natural.” But this elf was designed specifically to tempt me. With her soft, breathy voice, she asks me: “Can I touch it?” I can tell, just from the tremble in her voice, that she’s never done this before. And my cock hardens at the thought that I could be the one to claim her, the one to plow her tight — No.

I can’t.

She’s an elf, for God’s sake. A worker. Not someone who I’m supposed to want, but someone who is meant to serve me. But with her, that thought doesn’t conjure up images of her hard at work in the factory. Instead I’m imagining Mimi serving me in a very different way… Her hand brushes gently over the outline of my cock, and then she wraps her hand over the outline of my shaft and squeezes.

Pure pleasure clouds my head. I try to pull away, but Mimi lets out a gasp of shock and the breathy sound is irresistible.

“You’ve never felt a man’s cock before, have you little elf?” She shakes her head. Of course she hasn’t. It’s taboo and deeply frowned upon for elves and humans to have sexual contact.

Little does she know that I am half elf. Maybe that’s why she feels like she was made for me, more than any human woman ever has. The way that she looks — more voluptuous than any elf I’ve ever seen, softer and more responsive as she melts under my palms, I think maybe she has human blood too.

My self-control has melted like snow in front of a fireplace.

In one movement, I hook my arm around Mimi’s waist and pull her onto my lap. She’s so short that her feet don’t touch the ground. She fits perfectly in my lap, her curves nestled against my thighs like it’s where she belongs, the indent of her plush ass right above my cock.

I place a hand on her knee, and she relaxes against me, leaning back against my bare chest. I inhale the scent of her golden hair and know that I’m never going to get enough of this.

“That’s a good girl,” I tell her, and she sighs in pleasure.

Of course this perfect elf has a praise kink.

I’ve done nothing to earn her trust, but she trusts me automatically. Even as I inch my hand up further, so that I’m stroking her inner thigh, hearing her sweet breath hitch in her throat and watching a dazed smile steal across her pretty face.

An elf. Who would have thought, after everything, I’d fall for an elf?

I’ve worked alone for years and never felt the slightest need to have someone by my side. But if I could do this every night… I think I’d be the happiest man on earth.

Mimi spreads her legs apart wider for me as I stroke her inner thigh. I don’t even think she’s aware that she’s moving into a lewd pose, her legs spread either side of my thighs to give me easy access to her pussy. She’s just doing what comes naturally to her, and it’s beautiful to watch.

“Tell me, what do you want for Christmas, little elf?” I murmur against her neck.

Mimi lets out a breathy moan that makes my cock lengthen beneath her ass.

“You, Santa.”


THREE
[image: ]
MIMI


The minute I answer his question, Santa wraps his thick arms around me and pulls me deeper onto his lap, so that I can feel exactly how hard I’ve made him.

Wow.

I’ve never felt a man’s erection before but the bulge beneath my pussy is so huge it seems like it would destroy me. My breathing quickens as he grinds himself against me.

“See what you did to me, little elf? All night,” he murmurs against my neck, his beard scratching against me as he speaks.

“All night I’ve been hard as steel because of this dress. Because of you, dressed up like the most forbidden Christmas present I’ve ever seen.” His hands roam over my dress as he speaks, until he finally lands on my breasts, squeezing both at once with his mammoth palms.

“That feels so good,” I gasp as he rolls my nipple between his thumb and index finger. For someone so huge, his hands are agile, his movements light and sensitive. He quickly unlaces the front of my corset, grunting his approval as my breasts bounce free into his palms.

No one’s ever touched my breasts and the sensation of his hands working my flesh sends a rush of warmth shooting down through my stomach. I feel hot, and restless, and needy.

He massages my flesh and I can feel his cock somehow becoming longer and thicker beneath me.

“God, I’ve never seen an elf like you before. Tell me, what did you do to get such perfect tits?”

“You don’t think it’s too much?” All my life I’ve felt out of place because of my curves.

But now, Santa Claus, the most powerful man in the entire North Pole, is acting like my breasts are something to be proud of.

“Too much? These tits?” He chuckles deep in his throat, his stubble brushing against my cheek as he leans forward to caress my breasts again, trailing his hand down to my hips.

“I wouldn’t change a single thing about you, Mimi.” His words send a throb of warmth through the base of my stomach.

I squirm against his bulge, finding his hardness can relieve some of the pressure, and he exhales through his nose.

“Sensitive little thing, aren’t you, Mimi?” His voice is strained with desire, his breath hot against my neck. His hand inches further up my thigh, under my skirt, his warm, steady hands leaving my legs trembling with need as he spreads my knees apart.

“I’ve never…” I gasp and he chuckles, the sound vibrating deep in his chest.

“I know, sweetheart. I know that you’ve never, and I love it. I get to teach you, to claim you, for the first time… and I’m going to do it right.”

There’s such deep certainty in his voice that I feel safe and warm in his arms. He’s not just agreeing to get me out of here, out of my future in the factory, but he’s offering me something else altogether.

He tugs at my dress and I raise my arms over my head. In one quick motion, he pulls off the dress and petticoats, so that I’m just wearing my white panties in his lap.

The most powerful man in the North Pole wants me. I can feel how much he wants me, with just our underwear separating us now. If only this fabric wasn’t between us, he could be inside me.

I don’t know how any of this works, but I know that’s what I want. I don’t know where this will end up, I don’t care about the consequences. I just want him to keep touching me.

Santa slips his hand under the waistband of my panties and lets out a low grunt of approval when he feels how wet I am.

Any nervousness that I’m too wet fades away as I watch him bring his fingers to his mouth and lick my juices off him.

“You taste delicious, little elf. One night, I’ll make you cum all over my face. But tonight I think my hands will be enough.”

Those thick fingers glide through my slick folds as he explores me and I think that this must be the most pleasure it’s possible to feel.

Then he touches the swollen bud at the top of my slit and I forget how to breathe.

“Shh, it’s okay, Mimi. That’s your clit, see?” He rolls it between his thumb and forefinger.

“Feels good when I touch it, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Santa,” I gasp. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.” I’ve never felt this before and I want it to continue for as long as possible.

He keeps rubbing that nub in circles with his thumb until I’m moaning embarrassingly loud, my chest rising and falling rapidly, only his thick arms holding me steady against his hairy chest. I’m certain that I’m leaving a wet patch on his briefs from my arousal.

Just when I feel like I’m building up to something, right on the edge, his other hand moves lower.

“I think you’re wet enough for me to try this, Mimi. It might hurt,” he warns me.

I nod, barely able to speak or think through this haze of pleasure.

Then Santa pushes one of his fingers into my entrance.

I almost scream when he presses one joint inside me.

If his fingers feel this unbelievably thick, almost too much to handle, how will I ever fit his cock inside me?

He must have the same thought, pausing with just the tip of his finger inside me to grunt: “You’re so damn tight, little elf. This pussy is going to strangle my cock.” But as he pushes deeper, the jolt of pain gives way to a hazy, all-consuming pleasure.

Before I know it, I’m nodding my head as he asks if he can add another finger inside me.

Once again, I feel like I might pass out from being stuffed too full as he stretches me wide with just two digits. But his deep, soothing voice and his other hand stroking my sensitive nub, he coaxes a second finger inside me.

The combination of this fullness with his thumb toying with my clit draws more pleasure out of me than I thought was possible. I can barely move, I’m stuffed so full with Santa’s thick fingers.

All I can do is spread my legs wider and let this older man play with me. Somehow he knows exactly where to touch me to drive me absolutely crazy.

It’s only when he claps a hand over my mouth, growling in my ear, that I realize I’m screaming with pleasure. “We wouldn’t want to wake your family, now would we?”

I nod my head and try to suppress my moans, but I’m glad that his hand stays over my mouth. Because as he starts to thrust his fingers in and out of me, the sensation rips sound from my throat in a long whine.

I writhe and squirm in his lap, my back arching up. If he wasn’t holding me tight, I think I’d fall off the chair.

He chuckles against my ear. “I see that you’re a screamer, Mimi. Next time we do this, I’m going to make sure I can hear you.”

When my orgasm has finally subsided, Santa Claus pulls his fingers from inside me and strokes my soaked, bare pussy with amazement.

“You’re good and ready for me now, little elf.”

Dazed with pleasure, I twist my head to look up at his handsome face. He places a kiss to the top of my head as he pulls his own briefs off. I feel that rock-hard, velvety shaft below me, shockingly large.

“Won’t it hurt, Santa?”

His hands tighten on my waist, and he spins me around so that we’re face to face, placing kissing me gently to reassure me.

“It will hurt at first, Mimi. But it will be worth it.”

Then, with an animalistic grunt, Santa raises his hips and rams the blunt head of his cock against my virgin entrance.
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“It’s okay, sweetheart,” I reassure Mimi as I push inside her.

There’s so much resistance that I’m working up a sweat just to get inside her, even though she’s slick with arousal.

The second my head pops inside her, an expression of dazed bliss washes over her face. She’s impossibly tight, her lips parting in a cry of pleasure and pain as I stretch her open. My hands are wrapped around her waist and I can feel her abdominal muscles trembling with pleasure.

I let out a groan, the pressure of her tight cunt wrapped around my cock unbelievably good.

“Are you okay, little elf?” I ask her, but even as I check in with her I’m unable to resist lifting my hips to get deeper inside her.

Mimi raises her soft brown eyes to meet mine from beneath her silken lashes, a serious expression on her face.

“It feels… Amazing.” She lets out a sigh of contentment.

I nod in agreement. “For me, too.”

She loops her arms around my neck for support. Then, as if on instinct, this virgin elf starts to bounce herself on my cock like it’s her favorite activity. Mimi lets out a moan of pleasure with every bounce and I can’t help but chuckle at the expression of pure joy on her pretty face as she slides deeper onto my cock.

“Does that feel good, Mimi?”

“So good, Claus. Your cock is so big that I can feel it all the way in my belly.” She tosses her blonde hair back over her shoulders, her perky breasts bouncing in my face with every movement.

This innocent elf is riding me like her life depends on it, without any protection between us.

I reach down to palm one of her breasts, squeezing her soft flesh, and Mimi lets out another loud moan of pleasure.

Maybe she doesn’t know how risky this is, how close I am to exploding and filling her fertile pussy with cum… Or maybe that’s what she wants too.

I let Mimi have her fun, bouncing on my cock, and when her tiny muscles start to spasm around me I know that I’m about to lose control. I move to pull out, but Mimi stops me, her cunt squeezing my shaft even tighter.

“I want it inside me,” she moans. “Please, Claus.”

Mimi looks up at me with those doe-like eyes and the sight of this innocent elf begging for me to cum inside her is what sends me over the edge.

I lift my hips and pull Mimi down to my chest as I finish inside her, filling her with thick ropes of cum.

“Take it like a good girl, Mimi.”

She lets out a little sob of pleasure as she feels my seed hit her cervix. There’s so much that it spills over from her pussy, leaving us both sticky with arousal.

I think my little elf has a breeding kink. The thought of taking her to my home in the North Pole and filling her with baby after baby flashes through my mind.

If Mimi was pregnant to me, she certainly wouldn’t have to work in the factory. No, she would be treated like a queen.

Just thinking about it, I’m getting hard again.

Mimi is curled against my chest, breathing hard, totally spent from her orgasm.

I pick her up carefully and carry her over to the bed.

“Again?” she asks, her voice hoarse from all the screaming, but her eyes are alight with excitement.

“Yes, again, Mimi. Because your breeding kink has got under my skin and I can’t wait to fill this pretty pussy with another load. Is that what you want, sweetheart? You want Santa to get you pregnant?”

Mimi flushes with pleasure as she nods eagerly. “Please, Santa. Put your baby inside me.”

As I notch myself at her entrance again, I trail a hand over her flat stomach, imagining her swelling with my seed. Mimi pulls her legs back to display her pussy to me as though begging me to do it.

It’s so wrong. So forbidden. She’s the daughter of one of my best employees. I’m a guest in his house, and here I am trying to impregnate his daughter.

I should have boundaries. I’m not supposed to have friendships with elves, let alone knock one up, but that only makes me crave it more.

If Mimi got pregnant, it would be the physical proof that she gave herself to me, that despite all the rules saying otherwise, this elf is mine and only mine.

I brace myself over Mimi, looking down at her pillowy breasts, her cute face flushed and blissed out.

Then I shove my thick cock inside that tight hole again, letting out a low groan when I discover how she feels just a few minutes after I’ve last fucked her.

“So fucking tight, little elf. Even when you’re already dripping with a load of my cum.” I look down at the way my cock is stretching her with each thrust. Mimi is going to be sore tomorrow, but right now, she’s begging me for more. Her hands claw into my back to pull me closer to her, and I slide all the way inside her.

“Fuck, Mimi,” I groan, trying to keep my voice low as her pussy wraps around my shaft entirely. I can feel every pulse of arousal inside her, my balls slapping against her entrance, and it’s sending me over the edge.

I pound her tight pussy until I’m sure she’ll ask me to stop. I’m getting carried away. Mimi is so petite beneath me that I’m practically fucking her into the mattress.

And yet the rougher I am, the harder I thrust, the tighter I grip her, the louder her cries of pleasure get.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she squeals until I have to clap a hand over her mouth again not to wake up the household.

As I keep fucking her, pinning her to the bed, her eyes roll back into her head in pleasure. I’m twice her size, twice her age, but she’s more than willing to let me stuff her with cum until she’s literally overflowing.

“Is this what you like, little elf? To be used as Santa’s cum dump?”

“God yes,” she gasps as I wrap a hand in her silky golden hair and tug her upright so that she can watch my cock stretch her pussy obscenely wide. “Do whatever you want to me, Santa.”

I release her back to the bed, her round breasts bouncing forcefully on her chest. I stay upright, pulling Mimi’s hips up to meet my cock and supporting her body as I use her like a fuck toy.

“Be a good elf and stay quiet while I fill you with cum, Mimi.” There’s nothing gentle about this. I build towards my release, thrusting wildly inside her. I feel her muscles pulsing around me with pleasure at the rough treatment.

I’m out of breath and grunting like an animal, getting as deep as I can inside her.

“Here it comes, little elf.”

As I finish, I grip her hips tightly, holding her flush with my hips so that she takes every last drop of my seed.

When I’m done, Mimi lets out a satisfied moan. She’s too well-fucked to summon the words. That’s good. Because right now, all I want is for her to stay there soaking up my seed.


FIVE
[image: ]
MIMI


The next day, I’m called to a meeting at the factory. I’m relieved to leave my post on the toy assembly line and head up to the office.

I find Claus in my father’s office, seated behind his desk. His large frame is folded into the chair, looking too big for the small space.

He greets me with a hungry kiss that makes my whole body tingle with excitement.

“There’s no meeting, is there?” I giggle.

He chuckles. “No meeting, little elf. Unless you could call this a meeting.”

Then Santa kneels before me, yanks down my panties with his big hands, and does things with his mouth that I didn’t know were possible.

He begins by kissing my clit, which feels better than I could have imagined. After last night, I’ve been sore and achey, but his tongue soothes me and relaxes my tense muscles.

I know that he’s teasing me — licking my folds, only using the lightest of pressure on my clit — but it’s only getting me more excited.

Halfway through he growls with frustration and pulls off my dress, so that I’m naked before him.

“Now I can play with these sweet titties too, little elf,” he growls, tweaking my nipples until my legs are trembling with arousal.

I’m a shaking, soaking mess by the time he shoves his tongue inside me.

“Please,” I beg him, even as he starts to fuck me with his tongue. I need more.

Santa groans his approval as I start to ride his face. His tongue is almost as thick as his cock, filling me up beautifully, and I can’t suppress my cries of pleasure as he makes me orgasm in a long wave of ecstasy.

When I collapse back against the office desk, Santa is licking my arousal off his lips.

“I love the way you taste, little elf.”

“My turn,” I tell him as he looks up at me, his beard damp with arousal.

He chuckles, getting to his feet and smiling at me.

“So eager, Mimi. You’ve never done this before,” he notes as he unbuckles his pants so that his thick cock springs free.

“Good thing I have a wise old man to teach me,” I tease him, getting to my knees and reaching for his shaft.

I take his tip gently into my mouth, looking to him for approval. He nods his head, placing a hand on the back of my head to guide me.

“That’s it, Mimi. Open wide.” My jaw protests, but I want to do this for Santa. He just gave me unbelievable pleasure and I want to do the same for him.

Following his guidance, I get into a rhythm, slowly taking more of his shaft into my mouth. When I start to swirl my tongue beneath his head he fists his hand tighter in my hair.

“Who knew you’d be such a good little cocksucker? I think you’re a natural, Mimi.”

As always, his praise hits me in a glowing rush of pleasure and I double my efforts until he hisses, nearing his release.

Just as I’m moaning around Santa’s thick cock, finally taking him into my throat, his hands tightening in my hair as his release approaches, I catch a flicker of movement out of the corner of my eye.

I freeze.

Lawrence, my father’s assistant, is standing in the doorway with his mouth hanging open as he watches Santa fuck my face.

I leap to my feet before realizing that standing up — confirming that I was indeed half naked, with Santa’s cock in my mouth — will only make things worse.

As fast as I can, I pull on my dress and run after Lawrence, the tears already streaming down my face.

“Please, Lawrence! Don’t tell my father. He’s not ready to hear about us yet… We need time to work through this.” He keeps walking, ignoring my protests.

Claus is seconds behind me. “That wasn’t what it looked like,” he tells Lawrence.

Lawrence was totally ignoring me, but the second Claus says a word to him he spins around.

“I thought I must have been mistaken,” he says with his eyes narrowed. “You should probably leave here, soon.”

Santa nods. “You’re right.”

I turn to him when Lawrence is out of earshot, my mouth dropping open, but he meets my gaze with a sad expression.

“What do you mean? You were just saying that for him, right?”

Santa Claus rakes a hand through his white hair, his face tense.

“Mimi… You have to understand the way this looks. If the North Pole finds out I’m sleeping with an elf, I would lose my whole position.”

Hot tears spring into my eyes. “So what was this, Claus? The past few days mean nothing to you? You’re rejecting me, with your cock still wet with my spit?”

Claus tries to take my hand but I drag it away. “That’s now what I’m saying Mimi. This has been special, but we have to be realistic about what we are.”

I’m not getting out of here. He lied to me. The truth lands in my mind with utter certainty.

“No. You gave me false hope, hope that I could get out of here.” I gesture at the dull factory, the monotony of this life. “I’ll never forgive you for that.”


SIX
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MIMI


The reindeer hooves on the street outside are the only sign that he’s here. Everyone else might be sleeping through it, but I was wide awake and fantasizing about Claus already.

The one exciting thing that ever happened in my life… And after one too-short night, he’s gone. He’s been gone for days, with no sign that he was coming back.

So when his sleigh lands on the street outside, I’m the first to notice. But I stay put in bed. I’m not going to throw myself at his feet just because he’s changed his mind.

I will myself not to rush out to the balcony to check if it’s really him. He owes me an apology.

He doesn’t even knock on the door of my bedroom, just comes inside.

“Mimi. I know you’re awake.”

I sit up, flipping on the light.

“And how did you know that, Claus?”

He shrugs mysteriously, his blue eyes twinkling. “Call it a hunch. What are you doing awake this late on Christmas Eve?”

I pout, considering what to say. I wonder if he can tell that I was thinking about him, and touching myself while I did. I don’t want to give him that satisfaction.

My face is flushed, my breathing a little more rapid than usual, and Claus’s eyes drop to where my breasts are rising and falling in my white nightgown.

“Who were you thinking about?”

“Hmm?” I pretend not to know what he’s talking about.

“When you were touching yourself, little elf. Who were you thinking about?”

I shake my head, refusing to acknowledge the truth of his question.

He quirks an eyebrow.

“Get up,” he says gruffly. He’s still unable to drag his eyes away from me, even as he tries to look like grumpy and foreboding. I can see the desire sparkling in the depths of those blue eyes.

“Why?” I fold my arms across my chest.

“Because you’re coming with me. Right now.”

“What, you’re going to take me with you? I asked you to do that. You said this was an inappropriate relationship which wasn’t good for either of us.” I turn my face into my pillow, unwilling to let him see my tears.

“Fuck what I said, Mimi.” The bed dips as he takes a seat beside me, and I can feel the heat emanating from his thick frame. His strong scent of pine needles and firewood fills my nostrils, making me crave his touch.

His voice is softer than I’ve ever heard it. “I was wrong. I hurt you, and I’m sorry. But these past few days, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you, Mimi. I need you by my side, no matter what anyone else thinks. I don’t give a damn if it’s a bad idea on paper.”

“So you don’t care that my father will be mad?

I look up at him, and he takes my chin in his hand. His blue eyes are warm and steady as they search my face.

“I don’t give a damn. You’re the one who matters, Mimi. If you want this, I want this. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

I let myself feel the hope that we can make this work again. My heart starts to pound against my ribcage, and Santa slides one big hand over my back, stroking my skin.

“Can you forgive me, Mimi? Can you see that I was being a stupid old man who got scared?”

I nod my head, sniffling, and he kisses me gently, his stubbly beard rasping against my cheeks. His solid arms wrap around me and don’t let go and I feel safe again. Like everything’s going to be okay.

“I was scared too,” I admit, curling up on his lap. “When that man, Lawrence, caught us… I was so worried about what everyone would think. How I would tell my parents.” His hands still on my back, reassuring and strong.

“And now, little elf? Are you still scared now?”

“Now, I think that… As long as we’re together,” I look up at him, this powerful man who for some reason has chosen me to spend his life with, “As long as we’re together, I’m not scared of anything.”

Claus’s face breaks into a blinding smile and my stomach gives a flip. “Me too, little elf. As long as you’re with me, I don’t give a damn what anyone says about us.”

I place my palm against his bearded cheek and kiss him again, feeling him respond with his cock hardening beneath my ass.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about… This. With you, Claus. How good it felt.”

Now he lets out that possessive growl I missed so much.

“You know how much I want you, Mimi. I made that very clear on the first night we met, and I meant every damn word of it. Now are you going to come in this sleigh with me right now? Or are you going to keep being scared?”

I look at the snow outside, then down at my flimsy white nightgown.

“Can I at least get a coat?”

“Fine,” Claus relents, a small smile tugging at the side of his lips. “But make it quick.”

When I’m ready, he leads me out to the sleigh. It’s breathtakingly beautiful, dark wood carved with ancient designs and wreathes of holly and mistletoe decorating it. Eight reindeer are hitched to the front, rearing to go. It’s then that I realize it’s Christmas Eve.

“Wait, Claus,” I place a hand on his chest. “Shouldn’t you be halfway across the world right now? What about the presents?”

“They can wait,” he shrugs. “I’ve got something more important to do.”

Santa helps me up onto the red velvet seats of the sleigh. With one hand on my waist, he bends down to devour my mouth in a kiss that sets me on fire. I was already craving his touch, and now I’m desperate for it.

“Now bend over, little elf, so we can go back to doing what we were meant to do.”

He really means to fuck me in his sleigh, outside, on Christmas Eve? If I wasn’t so desperate to feel him inside me I’d think twice… But right now I’m excited by the idea.

I brace myself against the side of the sleigh as Claus lines up behind me.

It’s only been three days since we last did it but I’ve been craving it so badly that it’s all I can think about — I’ve been distracted through long days of work at the factory thinking about the unimaginable size and sensation of Claus’s beautiful cock.

Outside, in the cold, this feels animalistic, but also right. I gasp as I feel his throbbing tip press against my entrance from behind.

“You’re already soaked, little elf,” he growls as he trails his tip over my folds. “Were you thinking about me? Were you touching yourself?”

I nod my head, finally admitting it to him. The first time I touched myself, I was thinking about Santa Claus’s touch.

“I was hoping you would come back,” I confess softly. “I regretted it as soon as you left.”

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to live your life without this cock, Mimi. You were made to bear my children.”

With that, he slams inside me with one powerful thrust, letting out a low grunt as he stretches me open.

As he fucks me, the world starts to dip and rise around us and I realize it’s not just my pleasure-addled brain — the sleigh is moving off the ground. We’re flying through the night sky as Santa Claus takes me from behind, rutting into me in exactly the same way he claimed me in my fantasies.

There’s nothing slow or romantic about this. Claus is consumed with the same pure, unthinking need as me.

Each thrust jolts me forward and I tighten my grip on the edge of the sleigh to brace myself. When Claus finally gets his entire cock inside me, I feel like I can hardly breathe around him.

“God, I missed this tight pussy,” he grunts, slapping my ass. His hands grip my hips hard as he works himself deep inside me.

That’s when I realize he’s only getting started. Claus slams his entire length inside me with every stroke, leaving me gasping and trembling with stimulation.

He tugs on my braid to pull my head back and hiss against my ear. “Feel that, Mimi? You’re getting soaked. The rougher I am, the more you crave it.”

“I know, Santa,” I sob with pleasure. “I couldn’t stop thinking about this.”

“You’re going to be such a good mother, little elf. Now let me hear that scream when you come apart around my cock.”

This time, there’s no need to be quiet. It’s just us and the night sky as Santa explodes inside me with a deep bellow. He brings his fingers to strum my clit and I lose control, letting out a scream of pleasure that doesn’t stop until he pulls me back onto the plush seats, wrapping me in a soft fluffy blanket.

“Now that just might be the best Christmas gift I’ve ever received, little elf,” he says, stroking my face tenderly.


EPILOGUE
CLAUS


One year later…

New Year’s Eve is one of my favorite days of the year. The rush is over, I’m home in the North Pole, and it’s almost a full year until another Christmas.

It’s always been a peaceful time where I finally get to enjoy winter, my favorite season.

This year with Mimi I’m enjoying the break for another reason: it’s the perfect time to enjoy my favorite elf.

A year into this, my appetite for her is not satisfied. Every taste only leaves me wanting more.

We’ve spent the days since Christmas curled up together in front of the fire place, baking gingerbread, and laughing at the latest Hollywood version of me and my life.

Tonight, Mimi has a surprise for me. She disappeared into the bedroom after telling me that I wasn’t allowed to come in for half an hour.

I give a tentative knock to see if she’s ready.

“Shut your eyes,” she calls out.

I do as she says, standing outside the door, until her small hand closes over mine. She leads me into the middle of the bedroom.

“Stay here.”

Normally I’m the one giving the orders in the bedroom, impatient old man that I am, but I stay patient for my favorite elf.

“Can I —” I raise one eyebrow and lift my head.

“Be patient or you’ll ruin the surprise,” Mimi tells me in a scolding tone. I can imagine the disapproval in her soft brown eyes, her nose scrunching as I try to peek.

I hear her climbing onto the bed.

“Okay, open now.”

I open my eyes to find Mimi laid out for me on the bed like a Christmas gift. She’s wrapped herself tightly in a giant crimson ribbon which is perfectly offset by her creamy skin. The bow is aligned just over her lower belly, leaving her perky breasts topped with dusky pink nipples facing straight towards me.

The red ribbon reminds me of the dress she was wearing that first night I met her. I thought she was beautiful then, but now that I know what she tastes like, how she moans, how her body feels, I know that she’s so much more than perfect.

She’s mine.

“Santa Claus, I have a special present for you,” she tells me, patting the bed beside her.

“Is it you, little elf? Are you my New Year’s gift?” I laugh as I crawl onto the bed, straddling my little elf the way that she likes. I used to be so serious, but Mimi can bring out my playful side.

“Can I unwrap you now?”

With a growl, I duck my head to her belly and take the fabric of the ribbon between my teeth, preparing to unknot the large red ribbon that Mimi has draped over herself. She arches her back to meet my touch.

Mimi giggles at me, but places a hand on my chest before I can unwrap my favorite Christmas gift ever and see her perfect body.

“I’m not the whole thing, actually.” Her expression turns serious.

She hands me a piece of paper from the nightstand.

I pull on my glasses and start to read. All I can gather is that it’s the result of some kind of medical test before Mimi squealing in my face with excitement, looping her arms around my neck to pull me down for a kiss.

“I’m pregnant, Santa,” she murmurs against my beard. “You got me pregnant.” I grab Mimi by the throat and push her down onto the bed.

“How long have you been hiding this from me, little elf?” I growl, but even I can’t pretend to be grumpy about this for long.

My cock is already rock hard at the thought that she’s pregnant right now. After a year of trying, we’ve really done it.

I carefully untie the red ribbon and see the slight but noticeable rise of her lower belly, the heavier weight of her perky breasts. She grabs my hand and places it on the silken skin, which is stretched a little more taut than usual.

“Can you feel it?” She asks, her eyes shining.

I nod, kneeling before her on the bed and pressing my lips to her lower stomach. I admire the way her breasts already look more full.

“You’ve never been more beautiful, Mimi,” I tell her just before I dive into her tight pussy.

My little elf is pregnant with my child. The way she should be.

Mimi soaks my face with her orgasm after barely a minute. I know every sensitive spot in her pretty pink folds like the back of my hand.

Then I lift my wife onto my lap, so she can feel how hard I’ve become just from the taste of her. I unbuckle my pants and she sighs at the feeling of my cock against her entrance.

She places a hand on my chest just when I’m about to fuck her.

“Are you… Are you still going to want me? Now that I’m pregnant?” I push a strand of blonde hair back from Mimi’s face, stroking her cheek with my thumb.

“Of course, Mimi.” I bring my hand to cradle her cute baby bump. “This only makes me want you more.”

I press through her tight entrance, relishing the feeling of sinking into her soaked depths. She lets out a cry of ecstasy and relief.

“Please, Claus. Fuck me like you want to breed me again.” Mimi grips my back tight as I split her open with one forceful, primal thrust.

“This is my pussy, little elf. Made to take my cum. And I’m not going to let you forget it.”

Craving more breeding smut?
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Breeding His Student

I’m such a brat in piano lessons that my teacher had to give me a special punishment...

I’ve had a crush on my piano teacher for years. I used to be such a good girl for him. I thought that was what he wanted.

Then I realized that I got to spend way more time in piano lessons if I was naughty.

I might not be the teacher’s pet anymore but every week Mr Charlesworth gets a little more furious at my taunting.

One day he’s going to snap. I can’t wait.

I hope that when he does, he’ll decide that the right punishment is to pin me down and make me carry his child.
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