
        
            
                
            
        

    
Santa and the Virgin

A brief encounter with sexy Santa
Chapter1 

“Santa! Santa! Can I touch your beard?” A little blue eyed kid peered up at me with a face brimming with the joy that can only come with a year end holiday.

Muttering a few strings of curses under my breath, I picked the kid up and held him long enough so he could fondle with the fake beard on my chin. Once he was done, I set him down and he ran off to the kiddies section at the other end of the restaurant.

“This damn belly,” I groaned, smacking the pile of clothes that were layered at my torso. 

The costume looked absolutely ridiculous on me and I was grateful that there was no mirror in sight. The only annoying thing was having to see myself in the selfies taken by overly excited mothers.

“Oh my gosh, this is such a nice picture, Gwen! 

Don’t you think so too, Santa?” One of the women asked me as she held her child on her hip and showed her the picture she had just taken of us.

The three year old had clawed tooth and nail to get away from me and all that appeared in the picture was her frightened face staring up at my heavily bearded one.

I muttered a prayer under my breath as I fished out a gift box in the red sack that played a major part of my costume. “This is for you, dear! You’ve been such a good child all year so this is a little more special.”

My hand remained outstretched in the air as the little girl refused to take the gift from me. Her mother eventually accepted the box and whispered her apologies. “I’m sorry, she doesn’t do well around…” Her eyes roamed the entirety of my appearance and she winced, “Men.”

I had barely processed the words when she reached into her purse and fished out a note. Stuffing the bill quickly into my hands, she muttered her thanks and took her kid away.

“Nice work, Seb, you really bring out the holiday spirit in this diner,” an annoyingly familiar voice droned in my ear.

I turned around to see Will leaning on the railing of the booth I sat in, his eyes scanning the decor in the diner. With a loud grumble, I yanked the beard off my chin. “I shouldn’t have made that bloody promise.”

Will barked out a long laugh, his hands clutching his ribs, “Dang, I guess you really do pass off more as a homeless man than Santa.”

“Shut the hell up,” I groaned, aggressively rubbing the itchy wig under my Christmas hat and plopping down on my chair.

He shrugged and grabbed one of the toy boxes out of the booth, shaking it by his ear as if trying to guess its content. “I mean, you did say you’d help Joyce. The poor lady wouldn’t have taken anything else for an answer.”
He paused between words and he made a quick scan of my outfit. Stifling his laughter, he set down the box. “A forty nine year old man dressed as Santa Claus, hah! I guess you really are getting old.”

A muscle twitched in my jaw and I struggled hard to keep myself from lashing at my old time friend. Will and I came a long way from college and despite being two years older than him, we got along so well that people believed we were family.

Many often mistook him to be older as he sported a beard and unlike me started a family of his own. I never wanted the hassle of getting a wife and kids, that sort of life wasn’t for me.

“Get out of here,” I said, waving a hand dismissively and tugging my beard back up. 

He drummed his fingers on the slab of the booth and then stood up straight, “Alright then, I’ll leave you to your…fatherly role.” After saying the words, he gave a little snort, probably amused by his creativity.

Dipping his head in a slight nod, he turned on his heel and gave me a casual wave. “I need to get back to my wife and kids. We’ve got a barbecue running and we need everything set for the evening.”

“Sure thing,” I said dryly, watching as he headed out the diner and the glass doors swung close behind him.

“Barbecue…” I murmured under my breath, making a mental note to ditch this post and head back to Will’s family house for the evening.

“Seb!” A chirpy voice echoed from the side of the booth and I craned my neck to see Joyce appear from the Kiddies section. She had a warm smile on and the dark stains on her bright red apron told just how busy she was.

I gave her a simple nod, “Joyce. How’s business going?”
She gave a low sigh and made a quick scan of the diner, her gaze somewhat melancholic. “It’s way better than expected. I’ve never had so many people all in here at once.”

She turned back to face me, “I think I have you to thank for that. I couldn’t have done it without you, Seb. Thanks for showing up.”

The soft tune of Jingle Bell Rock playing in the background drifted into my ears and I couldn’t help but ease up. Joyce was an old time friend who needed a favor. Seeing how grateful she looked, I couldn’t help but give her a small smile. “It’s really nothing, I’m just doing what I can to help.”

At that moment, the doorbell jingled to signify that another person had stepped in the diner, I glanced away from Joyce and my gaze landed on the two girls who had just walked in.

The cashier at the diner came up to Joyce and pulled her away from me, “Ma’am, I really need your help over here.”
Looking over her shoulder, she gave me an apologetic look, “I need to head over there a bit but I’ll be back to check in on you. Thanks once again, Seb.”

I gave her a simple nod yet still didn’t look in her direction, “Sure thing.” 

My gaze was drawn to the brunette standing by her friend at the entrance and I wondered what she was doing here.

Having practically spent most of my days glued to Will, I had become a kind of second father to his kids—or simply an uncle as I preferred to be thought of—and even in a roomful of people, I could spot his daughter, Katie just by a glance.

I couldn’t help but frown. What was she doing here? Her Dad had headed back home for the customary Christmas barbecue he had enforced since they were kids.

Just as I was ruminating on the thought, her chin tilted upwards and a pair of piercing green eyes held my gaze. We stood locked in eye contact for a few seconds before she quickly averted her gaze.

The girl beside her who I assumed to be her best friend, tugged her in the direction of the counter, probably to order food.

My thoughts were interrupted as a kid walked up to the booth and stuck his pleading hands in my face. “Santa, Santa, can I take a pic with you, pretty please?”

I tried to stifle the sound of me clearing my throat and gave a hearty laugh, “Ho ho ho! Why, of course boy!”

The little boy climbed into my lap and a lady appeared to take a picture of us. Once I had handed him his gift, he scurried off. Finding my throat a little parched, I reached for the water bottle in the booth and took a quick sip of it, hoping no one was watching.

To my surprise, a slender hand appeared on the booth and knocked on the wood. “Hey Santa, I’m sorry to interrupt your break but we need a quick pic with you, please?” A smooth angelic voice filled my ears.

I stared at the fair skin, wondering if it felt as smooth as it looked and wanting to see who owned such a beautiful limb.
My gaze trailed upward, darting past the slightly bony wrist, her pale arm and ascended higher until I was staring at a familiar heartshaped face.

Katie. 

Her eyes darted around and it was obvious that she was uncomfortable being in the diner. I wonder what brought her out here, she barely ever left her room whenever she was home from college.

“Uh, we totally understand if you’re busy,” she said quickly. After saying this, she gave a dry laugh, “I mean yeah, it’d be weird taking pics with adults too.”

Her friend rolled her eyes and did a facepalm. I didn’t speak yet, wondering how long it would take Katie to recognize me. Even after standing so close, she didn’t.

I guess the costume was just that good.
“Or maybe that awful,” an annoying voice in my head said.
“Oh, shut up, Katie,” her friend said, pushing her to the side. 

A frown settled on my face and I opened my mouth to reprimand her actions but the girl spoke first. “So, Santa, we need you to do something for us real quick.”

As she spoke she gave me a once over, slowing popping the gum in her mouth before nodding. “Yup, you’re the most presentable one we’ve met in a mile radius.”

My gaze slid back to Katie just in time to catch the tinge of red in her cheeks. The poor girl was distraught by how forward her friend was. Was she always this shy? How old was she again? 17? 19?

I turned back to face her friend and the bold little thing was staring blatantly back at me. I assumed she had her fill as she slapped her hand against the booth and nodded, “Yeah, it’s definitely going to work. No other twenty two year old has taken a pic with Santa and dared to upload it on Insta.”

I blinked once then twice.
Katie was twenty two years old? How time flies! 

My gaze slid back to her again and I couldn’t miss the subtle hints of womanhood encasing her essence. The white NASA shirt she had on clung tightly to her chest and left much to be imagined about the mounds of flesh 
underneath them.

Her high waisted skinny jeans hugged her slender legs perfectly and accentuated the curve of her hips, making her flat stomach all too noticeable.
I frowned.

“Come on, Katie, you go first,” her friend said, opening the half door so Katie could climb inside.

The moment she stepped into the booth, a faint scent of lavender and another scent I couldn’t quite place wafted into my nostrils.

“Sorry for the inconvenience,” she whispered, her chin tucked to her chest. 

Her chin suddenly snapped upwards and her piercing green eyes bore holes in my face. “Wait, I just realized you haven’t said a thing since we got here.”

Her gaze softened immediately, “Are we bothering you?” 

Sensing her mood change, I quickly shook my head and deepened my voice. “Ho ho ho, not at all. Anyone of any age is welcome to take pictures with Santa!”
“Yo, Katie, hurry up,” her friend said from behind her phone. “We need to take this and head back to your place, j don’t want your dad grilling my ass for breaking you out of your home.”

I raised an eyebrow in amusement.
She snuck out? 

My thoughts came to a stop as I felt Katie sidle up to me. Her pale slender arms brushed against my red sleeve and I felt the warmth of the contact shoot through my entire body like a wild flame.

I pressed down on the silly feeling, embarrassed that I was so distracted by the little girl before me.

We took a picture but the girl behind the phone didn’t seem impressed. “This won’t do,” she groaned, swiping through the pictures.

“Santa do you mind sitting back and holding Katie in your lap?” She offered, phone posed for another shot.
Katie seemed to toy with the idea and only after she gave me a side glance did I plop back down on my sit and allow her sit on my lap.

“This is purely professional. It’s just for the pictures. People do this all the time.” 

I kept chanting in my head, trying to ignore the feel of her buttocks pressing hard against my groin. She felt so heavy yet light at the same time.

“Your hands on her waist, Santa,” her friend called with a whistle. 

I moved my hand slowly, wondering if limbs had always been so heavy. The moment my palm connected with the curve of her waist, jolts of electricity shot up my spine.

Judging by her labored breathing and the way the tips of her ears reddened, I could tell that she wasn’t having it smooth either.

“Hold up, I need to take this call,” her friend said, turning away from us.
Katie remained sitting awkwardly on top of me, her palms folded in her lap while she shifted her foot beneath her. We remained calm and I fought hard to dispel the stupid thoughts stirring in my head.

She’s just a kid, Will’s kid at that. He’s going to have my head if he knows what I’m thinking. 

I changed the words repeatedly and found myself growing calm. Just when I thought the worst of it had passed, she began to shift around on top of me. I tried to ignore it at first but a few moments later, there was no denying the bulge in my pants.

And it seemed she could feel it too. 

She stiffened, her posture becoming ramrod straight. To my surprise, she didn’t jump out of my lap. My grip on her waist stiffened and I spoke between gritted teeth, “Don’t move, just sit still.”

In that crucial moment, my voice came out choppy and hoarse and it seemed she noticed something. She whipped her head backwards and sent a handful of dark brown hair slapping my face.

“Uncle Seb?” She called out, her voice barely above a whisper while her eyes searched my face.

Before I could say anything, she reached out and yanked the beard off my face. Her mouth hung open in horror as she stared at me. “W- what are you doing here?”

Pulling the fake beard back up, I shot her a look, “I should be asking you that, young lady.”

Her eyes darted away and her tongue darted out to wet her lips. My eyes caught the movement and I wondered how soft they would feel beneath mine.

“Something’s poking my butt, is that your walking stick?” She asked shuffling around on my lap again.
I have a light chuckle, amused by how clueless she was. Wrapping my arm tighter around her waist, I pulled her against my chest and whispered in her ear, “Darling, Santa doesn’t walk around with a walking stick.”

Her ears turned completely red and she coughed, “S- so what is it?” 

Feeling a little playful, I dipped my head lower and brushed my fake beard against her ear, “How about we find out?”

Damning all the consequences, I lifted her off my lap and pulled her out of the booth, heading towards the bathroom at the back of the diner. To my relief, no one paid us any attention and Joyce was nowhere in sight.

I didn’t care though, all I cared about was the cute little thing trailing behind me, her lips pursed in suspicion yet her eyes glittering with curiosity.

The moment I entered the bathroom stall, I slammed the door shut and pressed her against it. “Kitty, you’re quite bold entering a bathroom stall alone with a man.”

Her breathtaking green eyes held my stare and she cocked her head slightly, “But you’re not just any man, you’re Uncle Seb.”

Her words stirred a flame in my heart and I could no longer deny the pressing need within me. Pinching her chin, I tilted her head upwards and leaned in dangerously close, just so my lips were brushing her neck, “Darling, I’m still a man,” I said hoarsely.

She wrestled her chin out of my hold and inclined her neck so our lips were almost brushing. The warm air from her mouth fanned my chin and our breaths mingled. Every single moment of it was maddening.

“You said you were going to show me your stick, uncle Seb?” She whispered ever so lightly, her gaze flickering from my crotch to my lips hidden in the fake beard.

That was all the invitation I needed.
Yanking the beard down, I grabbed her head forward and brought my lips crashing down on hers. My lips danced against her plump ones and I nipped and sucked, enjoying the feel of the tender skin.

“Mmh, Uncle Seb,” she moaned into the kiss.
I pulled away from her, feeling a little guilty after hearing her manner of address.
Will is going to have my head for this. 

To my utter shock, Katie pulled me closer by the neck and initiated a kiss, her lips dancing clumsily against mine. She chewed on my bottom lip, baiting me to open up and her actions dispelled my worried thoughts.

It’s obvious she has a lot to learn about intimate affairs.
But the thought only turned me on more. 

Grabbing one of my hands, she placed it on her ass, and I took the offer immediately, squeezing the soft flesh and wondering what it’d be like having her bent over before me. My gaze landed on her chest and she seemed to notice as she moved my hand and placed it on the mounds.

I didn’t waste another moment and pulled her shirt upwards.
I leaned backwards a bit and stirred down at her round perky breasts.

“You stepped out without a bra on?” I asked, mildly surprised that she could pull something like that off.

She lowered her head in embarrassment and cleared her throat, “I was feeling 
uncomfortable having it on for so long.”

My hands moved to her breasts and I cupped them eagerly, eliciting a gasp from her.
Flicking her nipple, I whispered by her ear, “Do you like it when I touch you like this?” 

Katie shuddered all over, her exposed skin covered with goose flesh.
“Mmmm, p- please t touch me down there,” Katie begged, moving my hand from her chest to her jeans.

She quickly unzipped it and stuffed my hands down the front and I get her another shocking realization.

She wore no panties under her jeans.
I did as she wished and pushed a single finger inside her pussy, probing just how tight it was.
Fucking hell, she must be a virgin.
I hesitated and tried to pull my finger out of her but she clamped her legs shut. 

With a bashful expression, she peered up at me, “What are you doing, Uncle S- Seb? Please don’t stop touching me.”

The sound of her tender voice shattered what I had left of my common sense and I found myself slipping an extra finger inside her. “Mmmm!” She moaned, her fingers dipping into the thick material of my Santa Claus robe.

Despite the slight chill of winter, we had both begun sweating in the stall. Katie yanked on my robe and pulled it open, not caring about the heaps of clothes wrapped around my stomach. Once she could get to the skin underneath, she splayed her fingers all across my abdomen, fondling and teasing my toned muscles.

Her wetness aided my movements and I thrust yet another finger in and hooked it.
“You like it when I touch you, don’t you?,” I rasped, watching her reaction amusedly. 

Unsatisfied by her lack of response, I flicked my wrist and pushed my fingers in deeper causing her to yelp. “Answer me.”

“Y- yes” she managed a response. 

“Cry for me,” I commanded, pressing down on her swollen clit.”
“Mmm!” Katie screamed, her eyes widening with raw pleasure.

Pulling my fingers out slightly, I slapped her vulva before stuffing my fingers back in and pumping roughly. Katie’s eyes rolled in their sockets and she trembled feverishly against the bathroom door.

I didn’t need a soothsayer to tell that she was close. 

I kept my pace steady and my fingers never stopped ramming into her hole and in a few minutes, a thick clear liquid coated my fingers.

Huh, I guess she’s that sensitive. 

To my surprise, shortly after she had regained her breath, she pushed away from the wall and her hands moved to my belt, tugging the red pants downwards.

“I want to make you feel good, Uncle Seb,” she breathed, staring up at me before slowly dropping to her knees.
I watched in mild surprise as she tugged my briefs downwards, causing my boner to spring free. Katie stared at in fascination and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Finally, she leaned down until she was breathing directly on my cock.

Fucking hell, she’s so cute. 

Before I could even open my mouth to give her pointers, her lips closed around my tip. I could only give a low groan in delight.

Katie straightened her neck and took me slowly, sputtering all the way until she had half of me between her cheeks.

“Ugh,” I groaned, grabbing her by the hair. 

Her tongue flicked against my cap, rolling around my tip before darting down my shaft again.

Her actions were slow and clumsy but they were definitely working.
The sound and sight of getting my cock sucked by her drove me to the edge.

I bounced on the heels of my boots, keeping her head steady as I began to roll my hips against her lips and steadily fuck her face.

However, it still wasn’t enough.
“Fucking hell,” I cursed under my breath. 

Grabbing her by the hair, I pulled her lips off me and my cock sprung free with a pop sound. Not wasting any more time, I pulled her up to her feet and hoisted her in the air, forcing her to wrap her legs around my waist.

Katie blinked rapidly, her face completely flushed, “U- uncle Seb, what’s wrong? Did I do it wrong?”

Her shy expression tickled my chest. 

Reaching down to the space between us, I began to tug her jeans downwards.
“Katie, you want to help this uncle, right?” I asked hoarsely, too eager to have myself buried deep inside her.

She nodded immediately. 

Her jeans fell below her buttocks and her pussy which was still glistening from being fingered to an orgasm was exposed.

I looked down at my boner that was bobbing against her entrance before looking up at her. “This might hurt a bit but I promise it’s going to make you feel really good.”

She bit her bottom lip and hooked her arms around my neck, “Hurry and stick it in, I’m not a child, I know a lot about sex,” she said, avoiding my gaze.

I let out a low chuckle. It was obvious she was trying to hide her fear. I didn’t bother with saying anything else and decided to push on with it.

In one fluid movement, I thrust myself into her and Katie screamed through the
penetration. I moved slowly, allowing her to adjust to my size before moving deeper and soon I felt something tear inside her.

I had just taken her virginity.
“You good?” I muttered, placing a kiss on her head.
She nodded and squeezed my butt to prevent me from slipping out. “Keep going.” 

Once I had her approval I began to roll my hips. Katie let out slight whimpers and soon enough, sh began to moan in pleasure.

With each thrust I gave, her breasts jiggled against her chest and the lewd sound filled the cramped space.

“Mmm, please,” Katie cried, throwing her head back. 

In a few pumps of his hips, she came hotly against him. Her fluid trickled out of her entrance and lathered all around his dick but the eager man never stopped pumping. Flipping her over, he took her from behind and penetrated even deeper.

Emma dug her nails into the steel table and bit down on her bottom lip to stop herself from being too loud. My hands moved underneath her until I reached her breasts and I began to knead the mounds.

“So fucking soft,” I groaned. 

I kept my pace steady, rolling my hips forwards and backwards while my length moved deeper inside her.

Feeling myself get close, I picked up my pace. I barely allowed myself to slip out of her tight hole before I filled her back up. Her body trembled with each vigorous thrust and beads of sweat trickled down her forehead.

It didn’t take too long before I reached my climax. I pulled out quickly and shot my cumload between her thighs, watching as the fluid trickled and slid down all the way to her calf.
Feeling out of breath, I pulled her and sat on the toilet seat, my costume in complete disarray. Katie lay limp against my hold, too weak to speak.

I placed a simple kiss on her forehead and sat still, finally realizing what had just happened.
Will is going to fucking kill me.
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