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Seduced by Santa

Abbie stared into the full-length mirror in the back room, regarding the absurd nymphette looking back at her. She wore oversized, green, felt shoes, with a matching pointed hat, each tipped with a little golden bell. Her cheeks and the tip of her nose were brightly rouged as if bitten by the cold, and accented with painted-on white freckles. Bright red lips, dark mascara, and a pair of pointed ear-tips completed the cartoonish visage. Her strapless dress was the same velvety green as her hat and shoes, trimmed top and bottom in white faux-fur. The hem rested dangerously high on her long, smooth legs. The neckline revealed far more cleavage than she considered appropriate. The ensemble was tied together by a pair of red and white striped thigh-high stockings, each topped with a bow of red ribbon that sat just below the fake fur of her short dress.

Abbie was a twenty-year-old looking to earn some extra cash while back in her home town on her first Christmas break from University. Now, Abbie was an elf. More precisely, Abbie was, as the job advert had put it, “Santa’s little helper”. Recalling her own childhood, she could remember the role. While the children were obsessing over the man of the hour in the padded red suit, of course there was one or two other people running logistics—welcoming families, taking photos, handing out presents. Those were the elves. Those were the college students looking to make a quick buck over the holidays. But… she never quite remembered them looking like… this.

Abbie tugged at the hem of her dress, trying in vain to make it cover more of her thighs. The movement only caused the little bell on her hat to jingle mockingly. She frowned, scrutinising her reflection further. The costume was undeniably festive, but it felt more suited for a risqué Christmas party than a family-friendly Santa’s grotto event.

The thigh-high stockings drew attention to her long legs, the bows perched teasingly just below where her dress ended. She turned slightly, realising with dismay how much of her backside would be visible if she bent even slightly. The neckline plunged low, pushing her breasts up and together in a way that felt obscene.

Abbie's cheeks flushed, and not just from the excessive rouge. Had the costumes always been this revealing? She wracked her brain, trying to recall the elves from her own childhood visits to Santa. They had been cute and whimsical, hadn't they? Not this strange mix of childish and sultry.

She felt a knot forming in her stomach at the thought of parading around the grotto dressed like this, in front of families who had known her all her life. The kids might enjoy the bright colours and jingly bells, but she couldn't shake the feeling that this outfit was designed with a different audience in mind. Images of leering fathers and uncomfortable mothers flashed through her mind.

Was this her employer's idea of what an elf should look like? Or worse, was this some sort of personal fantasy brought to life under the guise of holiday cheer? Was he taking advantage of the knowledge that this was a job applied for only by young women? Is this why the advert had specified that applicants had to be “strictly 18+”? Abbie shifted uncomfortably, the soft fur trim tickling her skin in a way that suddenly felt far too intimate.




She glanced at the clock, realising her shift was about to start. With a deep breath, Abbie steeled herself and turned away from the mirror. She had to get through her first shift—she needed the money. Maybe it wouldn't be as bad as she feared. Just get the first day over with, and the rest should breeze by. It would be Christmas before she knew it.

As she reached for the handle of the door leading to the grotto proper, it suddenly turned by itself. Abbie froze as the door swung open, revealing a middle-aged man in a full Santa suit. His eyes, framed by white fur and fake beard, widened as they travelled up and down her body.

"Ho! Ho! Ho! What do we have here?" he chuckled, his gaze lingering ominously on her exposed cleavage. "You must be my new little helper!"

Abbie felt her face burning as she tried to shrink into herself. "Y-yes, I'm Abbie. Nice to meet you… Santa."

He grinned, stepping into the small room and closing the door behind him. "My, my, they certainly don't make elves like they used to. Give me a spin, let me get a look at you."

Reluctantly, Abbie complied, cringing as she felt his eyes roving over her body. She felt sure that he wasn’t just inspecting the quality of her makeup and outfit for professional reasons.

"Perfect," he purred. "I think you and I are going to have a very merry Christmas indeed." Then, dropping the Santa-shtick, he tugged his beard down revealing his own salt and pepper stubble. To Abbie’s surprise, she recognised his face. “It’s me, John. I hope college is treating you well!”

“Oh! Mr. O’Connor,” Abbie stammered, equal parts relieved to be seeing a familiar face and mortified to be seen like this by a familiar face, “Yes, thanks. It’s going well.”

John, or—as Abbie still thought of him—"Mr. O’Connor”, was a close friend of her father’s. He’d been an intermittent presence throughout her life—popping in to her home now and then to catch up with her dad, appearing at group dinners on special occasions, or just stopping to chat with the family when they bumped into each other around the town. His was a calming presence to Abbie.

But, at the same time… she wondered if it wouldn’t have been better to be working this job with a stranger. Wouldn’t that have been a bit less… awkward? A bit less… embarrassing? She was torn between whether she was comforted by the fact that it was a family friend she’d be spending her evenings with dressed like this, or… even more bashful and self-conscious than if it were anyone else.

"I'm glad to hear that," John replied, pulling Abbie out of her state of introspection. "You know, when your father mentioned you were looking for holiday work, I knew I had to offer you this position. It's perfect for a bright, cheerful girl like you."

Abbie shifted uncomfortably. She hadn’t realised that Mr. O’Connor had been the one offering the job. When she’d dropped her application into the box at the shopping centre, she’d thought that both she and the Santa actor alike—whoever that would turn out to be—would both be employed by the centre itself. Now she realised that whilst Mr. O’ Connor might be working for the centre, she was working for him. Her earlier concerns about her employer’s choice of elf costume returned to the fore. She was once again rendered acutely aware of how exposed she felt. With effort, she managed a reply. "Thank you, Mr. O'Connor. I, um, I appreciate the opportunity."

John stepped closer, reaching out to adjust the bell on her hat. His fingers brushed against her cheek as he did so, sending a shiver down her spine. "Please, call me John. We're colleagues now, after all. And you’re all grown up!"

Abbie nodded, unsure of how to respond. She could feel the heat of his body, smell the faint scent of cologne beneath the musty Santa suit.

"Now then," John continued, his voice low, "let's go over your duties for the evening, shall we?"

As he spoke, his hand trailed down from her hat, along her bare shoulder, and came to rest on the small of her back. Abbie felt her breath catch in her throat as she focused in on the heat of his hand. Surely, she thought, this was just an innocent, absent-minded display of friendliness from a family friend. Nothing more. Surely…

"Your main job is to make everyone feel… welcome," John said. Making a point of leaning in close to her ear, as if to share a trade secret, he added with a chuckle, "Especially the dads. A little flirting goes a long way towards bigger tips, you know!"

Abbie's eyes widened in shock. "Mr. O'Connor, I don't think-"

"John," he corrected her, his hand slipping ever so slightly lower as he pulled back from her, his palm now resting on her hip, his fingers curling towards her sacrum. "And don't worry, it's all just a bit of harmless fun. Now, why don't you show me your best elf smile?"

Abbie's cheeks flushed even deeper as she considered Mr. O’Connor’s hand on her hip. His touch sent an unfamiliar tingle through her body. She was unsure how to react. She opened her mouth to protest once more, but the look in his eye was at once soothing and pressing. With a sigh of resignation, she forced a smile onto her face, trying her best to channel the same carefree cheer of the elves in her childhood memories.

"There it is," John purred, his Santa voice returning. His hand lingered just a moment longer before finally removing itself from her hip. "You've got it down pat." He stepped back, inspecting her from head to toe once more. "Now, let's get to work, shall we?."

Without further ado, he scooped up a nearby sack of gifts and cradled them in his arm. Extending a white-gloved hand towards Abbie, he waiting expectantly for her to take it. Abbie stared at it, wavering for a moment, before following his lead. Electricity seemed to jolt through her as his strong grip enveloped her, and she fought to quell the heat that rose once more to her face. This time, it wasn’t simple embarrassment. This time, though she didn’t want to admit it, she was feeling something new towards this older man who’d been an innocuous staple her whole life. Something… fluttered briefly inside her.

Together, they emerged from the back room into the brightly lit grotto. In contrast to the stuffy changing area they had just left behind them, here was a winter wonderland straight out of a high-budget film. Twinkling lights and tinsel were strung everywhere, garishly wrapped presents were piled high, an ersatz fireplace complete with hanging stockings was set just behind Santa’s ornate throne. Standing amongst all of this wholesome holiday cheer, Abbie suddenly felt more exposed than ever in her revealing elf costume. She couldn’t shake the feeling that every twinkling light was an accusing eye, judging both her choice of seasonal employment and her fleeting surge of arousal at Mr. O’Connor’s… Santa’s… manly touch.

∞∞∞

Abbie's first shift passed in a whirlwind of festive cheer and twinkling lights. Mr. O'Connor—or rather, Santa—settled into his role with practiced ease, his booming "Ho! Ho! Ho!" echoing through the grotto as children approached with wide-eyed wonder. Abbie found herself swept up in the magic of it all, her initial discomfort fading as she focused on bringing joy to the families who visited.

She busied herself with various tasks—straightening decorations, organising the gift sack, and guiding excited children to Santa's throne. The elaborate winter wonderland setting provided a welcome distraction from her revealing outfit. Abbie marvelled at the attention to detail—from the intricately painted backdrop of the North Pole to the animatronic reindeer that bobbed their heads in time with the cheerful Christmas music playing softly in the background.

As the evening wore on, Abbie began to relax into her role. She found herself genuinely enjoying the children's excitement, their faces lighting up as they whispered their Christmas wishes to Santa. Mr. O'Connor played his part to perfection, his jovial demeanour and twinkling eyes bringing the character to life.

However, Abbie couldn't entirely escape the awkwardness that arose when familiar faces appeared in the queue. It seemed that half the town had decided to visit Santa's grotto that evening, and many of the parents recognised her. While the mothers generally offered polite smiles and season's greetings, it was the fathers who made Abbie acutely aware of her costume again and again.

Mr. Thompson, her old science teacher, was one of the first to comment. As his young daughter climbed onto Santa's lap, he turned to Abbie with a raised eyebrow. "My, how you've grown, Abbie," he said, his eyes lingering a moment too long on her exposed cleavage.

Later, Mr. Jameson, her next-door neighbour, arrived with his twin boys. As Abbie ushered the excited children towards Santa, Mr. Jameson let out a low whistle. "Well, well," he chuckled, "you've certainly developed into quite the young woman, haven't you? I bet you’ve got college boys lining up around the block."

Abbie forced a polite laugh, feeling her cheeks burn as she tried to maintain her cheerful elf persona. She busied herself with arranging presents, hoping to avoid any further comments. She was thankful of her cartoonish make-up, masking her genuine blushes.

But the awkward moments continued throughout the evening. Mr. Peterson, her dad's golf buddy, arrived with his teenage son. As they waited in line, Mr. Peterson nudged his son and winked. "Now that's the kind of elf I wouldn't mind having on my knee at Christmas," he said, loud enough for Abbie to overhear.

Each comment left Abbie feeling more exposed and uncomfortable. She found herself tugging at her dress, trying in vain to make it cover more. She caught Mr. O'Connor's eye, hoping for some reassurance or intervention, but he merely winked at her and gave an approving nod. His earlier words echoed in her mind: "A little flirting goes a long way towards bigger tips."

As the evening wore on, Abbie felt increasingly conflicted. On one hand, she was mortified by the attention she was receiving and the revealing nature of her costume. On the other, she couldn't deny the thrill that ran through her each time she caught someone—invariably an older man—admiring her figure. The way she noticed Mr. O'Connor's eyes lingering on her when no one was looking sent shivers down her spine.

Just before closing time, a young couple arrived with their toddler. As the child sat on Santa's lap, Abbie noticed the husband's gaze wandering over her body. His wife noticed too, shooting him a glare before turning to Abbie with a look of disdain.

"Isn't that costume a bit inappropriate for a family event?" she hissed.

Abbie opened her mouth to respond, but Mr. O'Connor beat her to it. "Now, now," he said in his jolly Santa voice, "my elves wear whatever makes them most comfortable for their important work. Abbie here is doing a wonderful job spreading Christmas cheer, isn't she?"

The wife huffed and turned away, but her husband gave Abbie an apologetic smile. As they left, he discreetly slipped a generous tip into the donation box, mouthing "Sorry" as he did so.

Finally, the last family departed and Mr. O'Connor locked the grotto doors. Abbie let out a sigh of relief, her shoulders sagging as she began to tidy up.

"Well done, Abbie," Mr. O'Connor said, removing his fake beard. "You were a natural out there."

Abbie managed a weak smile. "Thanks, Mr. O- I mean… Thanks John. It was… interesting."

He chuckled, moving closer. "I saw how some of those men were looking at you. Made you uncomfortable, didn't it?"

Abbie nodded, avoiding his gaze.

"But," he continued, his voice lowering, "I bet it also made you feel powerful, didn't it? To know you could affect them like that?"

Abbie's breath caught in her throat as she realised how close he was standing. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell the faint musk of sweat beneath his costume.

"I… I don't know," she stammered, her heart racing.

Mr. O'Connor reached out, gently tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. "You're not a little girl anymore, Abbie. You're a beautiful young woman. And there's nothing wrong with enjoying the effect you have on people." With that, he withdrew and they shut up the grotto for the night.

∞∞∞

The next few evenings went by in a similar fashion. Abbie grew more comfortable with the stares and the comments. She found herself leaning into them, flirting as she had been advised, earning tips.

She felt herself changing. The initial embarrassment never fully faded, but added to it was a growing sense of confidence and power. She began to experiment with her movements, adding a subtle sway to her hips as she walked, bending just a little lower than necessary when picking up fallen decorations. The jingling of her hat's bell became less of an annoyance and more of a playful accessory to her newfound persona.

The grotto itself seemed to transform alongside her. The twinkling lights cast a warm glow on her skin, highlighting her curves in ways that made her feel almost magical. The plush red carpet beneath her feet became a stage for her performance, each step a deliberate tease.

Mr. O'Connor—John—noticed the change in her. His approving glances lingered longer, his hands finding more reasons to brush against her as they worked. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, a delicious secret shared amidst the wholesome family atmosphere.

The fathers seemed to linger longer as the days went by, finding excuses to chat with her as their children visited Santa. Abbie revelled in their attention, doling out coy smiles and playful winks. She mastered the art of the innocent double entendre, her words dripping with suggestive sweetness that sailed over the children's heads but landed squarely on their fathers' eager ears.

"Oh my, what a big… present you have there," she'd giggle, helping a man adjust an oversized gift. Or, "I just love how the bells jingle when I move, don't you?" she'd ask, giving a little shimmy that set more than just the bells in motion.

The tips flowed freely, stuffing the donation box to bursting. Abbie found herself looking forward to work each day, wondering what new admirers she might encounter. The thrill of being desired, of wielding her newfound sexual power, was intoxicating.

Her uncertainty towards Mr. O’Connor, however, remained. She just couldn’t work it out. Was he simply being a shrewd businessman? Was he just giving her genuine advice on how to rake in the tips? Or was there something more? His lingering glances, his roaming hands hadn’t gone unnoticed. But, maybe she was just imagining it all… maybe she was reading too much into his honest friendliness. After all, he had known her for her whole life.

But one evening, just a few days into the season, Mr. O’Connor did something that removed all doubt from Abbie’s mind.

∞∞∞

As the last family made their way out of the grotto, Abbie prepared to close up for the day. But before she could do so, Mr. O'Connor approached her with one final task. He told her they needed to take some photos for their social media accounts. With a glint in his eye, he directed her to take some shots of him first, seated regally on his throne. His beaming smile and confident posture captured the essence of Santa Claus himself.

"Now it's your turn, Abbie," he said, his eyes twinkling as he held up the camera. "Let's get some shots of Santa's little helper."

Abbie nodded, moving in front of the elaborately decorated Christmas tree. She struck a simple pose, hands on her hips, bright smile in place. The camera clicked.

"Good, good," Mr. O'Connor murmured. "Now, let's try something a bit more… festive. Why don't you pretend to hang an ornament?"

Abbie complied, reaching up to touch a shiny bauble. As she stretched, she felt the hem of her already short dress ride up even higher. The camera clicked rapidly.

"Perfect," Mr. O'Connor purred. "Now, how about you sit on the edge of my throne? Cross your legs, like you're waiting for Santa."

Perching on the plush velvet seat, Abbie crossed her legs, acutely aware of how this position revealed her pale, bare thigh, above the ribbon of her stockings. She heard the camera click several times.

"Lovely," Mr. O'Connor said, his voice lower than before. "Now, uncross your legs."

Abbie hesitated, realising this would reveal quite a bit. But Mr. O'Connor's encouraging nod spurred her on. She uncrossed her legs, the camera capturing every moment.

"Beautiful," he breathed. "Now, let's get a shot of you picking up a present."

As Abbie leaned forward, she felt cool air on her backside. She knew her underwear must be visible now. The rapid-fire clicks of the camera confirmed her suspicion.

Just as she was about to question whether these photos would be appropriate for social media, she was directed again.




"Alright. Now, let's get a few of us together," Mr. O'Connor suggested, his eyes twinkling mischievously.

Abbie nodded, trying to ignore the flutter in her stomach as he set the camera in its tripod, and approached her, holding the remote. He positioned her in front of the ornate throne, then sat down behind her. His strong hands gripped her waist, guiding her to sit on his lap. Abbie's breath hitched as she felt the heat of his body through the plush Santa suit.

"Smile for the camera, my little helper," he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

Abbie forced a smile, conscious of how high her dress had ridden up as she perched on his knee. Mr. O'Connor's hand rested casually on her thigh, his thumb tracing small circles on her skin just above the top of her stocking. Abbie's breath hitched, but she maintained her cheerful elf smile as the camera flashed.

"Perfect," he murmured, "Now, let's try a few different poses."

Over the next several minutes, Mr. O'Connor directed Abbie through a series of increasingly intimate positions. She found herself leaning back against his chest, her head resting on his shoulder. Then she was turned sideways, her legs draped over the arm of the throne, Mr. O'Connor's arm wrapped snugly around her waist.

He guided her to stand beside the throne, one hand resting on his shoulder. As he snapped more photos, his free hand found its way to the back of her thigh, slowly inching upward.

Abbie's heart raced, a mix of excitement and nervousness coursing through her. She knew this was wrong—Mr. O'Connor was her father's friend, old enough to be her father himself. But the thrill of his touch, combined with the confidence she'd gained over the past few days, made her bold.

"Last one," Mr. O'Connor said, his voice husky. "Let's make it count."

He motioned for Abbie to sit on his lap once more, but this time he didn’t place her on his knee. Instead, his gloved hands on her waist, he guided her directly onto his crotch.

As Abbie lowered herself onto Mr. O'Connor's lap, she felt the soft velvet of his Santa suit against her bare thighs. Her heart raced as she realised just how exposed she was. The short dress had ridden up, leaving her panty-clad bottom directly in contact with him. If he looked down, he would probably be able to see bare cheek beneath the fur trim of her bunched dress.

Abbie held her breath, hyper-aware of every point of contact between them. His gloved hands still rested on her waist, warm against her. His solid thighs gripping her legs. The spot between them, where her butt was now nestled. She tried to focus on maintaining her cheerful elf expression for the camera, but her mind was consumed by the intimate position.

The jingling of the bell on her hat seemed deafening in the quiet grotto. Each tiny movement caused a musical chime that only emphasized how still she was trying to remain. Abbie could smell the mix of peppermint and musk emanating from Mr. O'Connor, a scent she'd noticed before but now seemed overwhelming.

As she settled more fully onto his lap, he took several photos of the pose. Then, time suddenly froze as Abbie felt something. Right there, right beneath her soft, exposed cheeks… something twitched. At first she thought she’d imagined it. But as the seconds dragged on it became unmistakeable. A hardness was pressing up insistently now against her. Her eyes widened in shock as she realised what she was feeling. Mr. O'Connor was aroused, his erection straining against the confines of his costume and pushing firmly into the soft flesh of her ass. He shifted slightly, as if to adjust for the photo, and she felt his length shift in turn beneath her, slipping directly between her legs, now pushing firmly against her most intimate area.

Abbie tried to ignore the unmistakable hardness pressing against her, but found it impossible. Her body seemed to react of its own accord, a warmth spreading through her core. She told herself it was just an involuntary physical response, that she shouldn't read anything into it. After all, Mr. O'Connor was a family friend, he was her father's age. This was inappropriate on so many levels.

And yet… she couldn't deny the effect it was having on her. A tingling sensation radiated outward from where their bodies met. Her breath quickened ever so slightly. She felt a dampness beginning to form between her legs, her panties growing moist against Mr. O'Connor's straining erection.

Maintaining her cheerful elf expression for the camera, Abbie made a show of adjusting her position "for the photo”, just as he had done. She shifted her weight subtly, rolling her hips in a barely perceptible motion. The movement caused delicious friction against Mr. O'Connor's hardness. She heard his breath hitch quietly behind her.

Emboldened, Abbie continued her discreet movements under the guise of posing. She arched her back slightly, pressing her bottom more firmly against him. The bells on her costume jingled softly with each micro-adjustment. Mr. O'Connor's hands tightened almost imperceptibly on her waist.

As the camera continued to click, Abbie found herself caught up in a haze of conflicting emotions. Guilt and excitement warred within her as she ground herself against Mr. O'Connor's erection with movements so subtle they could be explained away as innocent fidgeting. The plush velvet of his Santa suit only enhanced the sensations as she rocked gently back and forth.

She could feel herself getting wetter, her arousal building with each passing moment. The room felt stiflingly warm, the twinkling lights of the grotto blurring in her vision. Abbie bit her lip, struggling to maintain her cheerful smile as waves of pleasure coursed through her body.

The camera clicked, capturing the moment—Santa with his little helper perched intimately on his lap, her face a mixture of innocence and desire. Abbie's mind raced. How had she ended up in this position? And why did part of her not want it to end?

Suddenly, as if snapping out of a trance, Mr. O'Connor cleared his throat. "I think that's enough photos for today," he said, his voice strained.

Abbie felt his hands tighten on her waist, lifting her off his lap. She stumbled slightly as her feet hit the ground, her legs wobbly from the intensity of the moment. As she turned to face him, she noticed Mr. O'Connor shifting awkwardly in his seat, his hands strategically placed over his lap.

"Well, um, good work today, Abbie," he mumbled, avoiding eye contact. "Why don't you go ahead and close up the grotto? I need to… check on something in the back room."

Abbie watched in stunned silence as Mr. O'Connor hastily stood up, keeping his back to her as he made his way towards the door. She couldn't help but notice how he held his Santa coat closed tightly in front of him, clearly trying to conceal the evidence of his arousal.

"Make sure to turn off all the lights and lock up properly," he called over his shoulder, his voice oddly high-pitched. "I'll see you tomorrow."

With that, he disappeared into the back room, leaving Abbie alone in the suddenly quiet grotto. The absence of his warmth against her body was jarring, and she shivered despite the room's cozy temperature.

Abbie stood there for a moment, trying to process what had just happened. The twinkling lights seemed to mock her confusion, their cheerful glow at odds with the turmoil in her mind. The animatronic reindeer continued their mindless bobbing, oblivious to the charged atmosphere.

Slowly, she began the process of closing up the grotto. As she moved around the space, every ornament and decoration seemed to hold a new significance. The plush velvet of Santa's throne, where moments ago she had been perched so intimately, now looked almost obscene in its opulence. The oversized candy canes and lollipops that decorated the set suddenly seemed suggestive in ways she'd never noticed before.

Abbie's hands trembled slightly as she straightened the pile of wrapped gifts, remembering how she had bent over them earlier, knowing Mr. O'Connor's eyes were on her. The jingle of her hat's bell with each movement was no longer playful, but a constant reminder of her role in this surreal scenario.

As she reached up to adjust a hanging snowflake, Abbie caught sight of herself in a nearby mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips slightly parted, and her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and lingering desire. The elf costume, which had become almost second nature to her over the past few days, now felt like a scandalous disguise.

∞∞∞

The following evenings at the grotto were charged with a strange tension. Mr. O'Connor was suddenly on his best behaviour around Abbie. Gone were the lewd comments and lingering glances. His hands no longer found excuses to brush against her as they worked. Instead, he maintained a polite distance, his interactions with her strictly professional.

Abbie found herself both relieved and oddly disappointed by this change. She told herself she should be grateful for the return to normalcy, yet she couldn't shake the feeling of loss. The thrill of their shared secret moment had awakened something in her, and now its absence left her feeling oddly bereft.

As she went about her duties, Abbie found herself hyper-focused of Mr. O'Connor. She noticed how he would avert his eyes when she bent to pick up a fallen ornament, or how he would step back if they came too close while arranging presents. The space between them seemed to crackle with unspoken tension.

The grotto itself seemed to mock her conflicted emotions. The twinkling lights cast shadows that danced provocatively across the walls, reminding her of the way Mr. O'Connor's hands had moved over her body during their photo session. The plush velvet of Santa's throne, once merely part of the festive decor, now seemed to pulse with sensual energy. Abbie couldn't look at it without remembering the feeling of Mr. O'Connor's lap beneath her, his hardness pressing insistently against her.

Even the cheerful Christmas music took on new meaning. Lyrics about being naughty or nice, about Santa coming to town, all seemed laden with double entendres that made Abbie blush. The constant jingling of the bells on her costume became a torturous reminder of how she had subtly ground against him, each tiny movement accentuated by the musical chimes.

As the days passed, Abbie found herself going to greater lengths to catch Mr. O'Connor's attention. She would stretch unnecessarily when reaching for high decorations, arching her back and allowing her short dress to ride up. She would make a show of licking candy canes, her eyes darting to Mr. O'Connor to see if he’s noticed. But his gaze remained stubbornly averted, his demeanour frustratingly proper.

The fathers who visited the grotto certainly noticed, their eyes roving appreciatively over her costume, the tip jar overflowing. But their attention no longer thrilled her the way it once had. She found herself measuring each of them up against Mr. O'Connor, finding them all lacking in comparison. Their clumsy attempts at flirtation paled next to the memory of his confident touch, his knowing gaze.

She felt she needed to do something to relive the thrill she had felt. She knew how wrong it was to be thinking these things about an older man, a friend of the family. But in her memory of that shared moment, in the twinkling lights, amongst the scents of pine and cinnamon, he wasn’t Mr. O'Connor anymore. He was Santa, mysterious and alluring, and she was his naughty little elf.

∞∞∞

As the final week of the grotto's operation approached, Abbie made a decision. The simmering tension between them needed to be addressed. She was tired of the uncertainty, the stolen glances, the unspoken desires. It was time to take control of the situation.

Abbie knew Mr. O'Connor was a creature of habit. He arrived precisely forty-five minutes before opening time each evening, already suited up in his Santa costume. This gave her a window of opportunity. She decided to arrive a bit later than usual, ensuring she would still be changing when he arrived.

The evening of her plan arrived, crisp and cold. Abbie's breath fogged in the air as she hurried towards the entrance to the shopping centre, her regular clothes hidden beneath a long winter coat. Her heart raced with anticipation and nerves as she slipped into the back room of the grotto.

Abbie's hands trembled slightly as she began her transformation. She started with her makeup, carefully applying the bright rouge to her cheeks and nose. The white freckles came next, dotted across her face with practiced precision. She lined her eyes with dark mascara, making them appear larger and more innocent. The bright red lipstick was the final touch, turning her mouth into a perfect bow, ready to perch atop her present.

She placed the green felt hat atop her head, its little golden bell jingling merrily, then paused, meeting her own gaze in the mirror. The elf staring back at her was both familiar and strange, a magical creature ready for mischief.

Taking a deep breath, Abbie began to undress. She shrugged off her coat and peeled away her regular clothes until she stood in just her underwear. But these were not her usual practical affair. No, tonight she had chosen something special.

The strapless bra was a deep forest green, made entirely of delicate lace. It pushed her breasts up and together, creating a tantalising cleavage. The matching thong was equally risqué, its tiny triangle of lace leaving little to the imagination. Both pieces were trimmed with shimmering gold thread that caught the light as she moved.

Abbie's heart raced as she rolled her stockings up her long legs. The red and white stripes hugged her calves and thighs, ending just below the curve of her bottom. She tied the red ribbon bows at the top of each stocking with trembling fingers.




Standing before the mirror, Abbie admired her reflection. She looked like a naughty pin-up version of an elf, equal parts innocent and seductive. All that remained were her shoes and dress, but those would stay off for now. She wanted Mr. O'Connor to see her like this, to finally confront the tension between them.

As if on cue, she heard the door to the grotto open. Footsteps approached the back room. Abbie's pulse quickened. This was it. She struck a pose as if she’d been caught unawares—unsuccessfully covering her shame. She knew that her earlier embarrassment, her youthful innocence, had been a large part of the allure for Mr. O’Connor, and—if she were honest—it had played no small part in her own developing feelings as well. She wanted to replicate that feeling now. She wanted him to give in to his natural reaction to her “accidental” exposure. The door handle turned…

The door swung open and Mr. O'Connor stepped in, dressed as usual in his Santa suit. His eyes widened in shock as he took in the sight before him. Abbie stood there in her revealing lingerie, her hands fluttering ineffectually as she pretended to cover herself.

"Oh! Mr. O'Connor!" she gasped, feigning surprise and embarrassment—though the embarrassment was suddenly all too real now. "I'm so sorry, I thought I had more time to change!"

Mr. O'Connor stood frozen for a moment, his gaze roaming over Abbie's scantily clad form. She could see the conflict in his eyes—desire warring with propriety.

"I… I should go," he stammered, averting his gaze. But he made no move to leave.

Abbie swung around in a half-crouch, pretending to attempt to cover herself, but in reality revealing the pale flesh of her thonged ass too him in all its glory.

Mr. O'Connor's hands trembled as they reached out, seemingly of their own accord, towards Abbie. His eyes were wide, pupils dilated with desire. Abbie continued her charade of embarrassment, turning this way and that in a futile attempt to cover herself. Her movements only served to accentuate her curves, the soft jiggle of her breasts, the taut muscles of her thighs.

"I… I'm so sorry," Abbie stammered, her voice breathy and high. She bent slightly, ostensibly reaching for her discarded clothes, but the motion caused her breasts to strain against the delicate lace of her bra. The tiny bell on her hat jingled merrily, a cheerful counterpoint to the charged atmosphere.

Mr. O'Connor took another step forward. His eyes followed the curve of Abbie's waist, tracing the line down to her hips, resting finally on the triangle between her thighs, barely concealed by the tiny scrap of lace. He swallowed hard, his throat bobbing visibly.

"Abbie," he said, his voice rough. "You… you shouldn't…"

But his protest died on his lips as Abbie straightened, meeting his gaze. Her eyes were wide, feigning innocence, but there was a heat there that belied her act. She bit her lower lip, smearing the bright red lipstick slightly.

"I'm so embarrassed," she whispered, her hands fluttering ineffectually over her body. "I didn't mean for you to see me like this."

But he didn’t look away. Instead he closed the distance between them in two quick strides, his hands coming to rest on Abbie's bare shoulders. The heat of his palms seemed to sear her skin, sending shivers down her spine.

"You have nothing to be embarrassed about," he murmured, his eyes roaming hungrily over her form. "You're…"

Abbie let out a tiny gasp, playing up her role of the innocent caught unawares. But inside, she thrilled at his touch, at the way his gaze devoured her. She had him now, right where she wanted him.

Mr. O'Connor stepped back again, clearly conflicted. His breath hitched. "Abbie, I…” he stammered, ”I can’t… I've known you since you were a child."

"What are you saying?” she asked innocently, “I'm not a child anymore. You told me that yourself."

His resolve was crumbling. She could see it in his eyes. "Abbie…" he breathed, his voice husky with desire as he removed his fake beard and wrung it between his hands. “No…”

Abbie felt her heart sink as Mr. O'Connor stood silent, his face a mask of conflict. The room suddenly felt colder. She watched as he turned away, his hand reaching for the doorknob.

She could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his fingers trembled as they grasped the handle. The plush fabric of his Santa suit seemed to ripple with his indecision. For a moment, Abbie thought she had miscalculated terribly. She felt exposed and vulnerable in a way she hadn't anticipated, her carefully chosen lingerie now feeling ridiculous and childish.

A chill draft whispered under the door, causing goosebumps to rise on Abbie's bare skin. She shivered, suddenly aware of the ridiculousness of how scantily clad she was.

Mr. O'Connor's hand tightened on the doorknob. Abbie held her breath, watching as he seemed to wage an internal battle. The seconds stretched into an eternity, each tick of the clock on the wall echoing like a thunderclap in the silence.

Just as Abbie was about to break character, to apologise and try to salvage the situation, Mr. O'Connor spoke. His voice was low, barely above a whisper, but in the quiet room it carried clearly.

"No…" he repeated, his shoulders squaring as if he'd come to a decision. Then, turning back to face her, his eyes blazing with renewed intensity, he added, "You're not."

In an instant, he was before her again. His hands came up to cup her face, his touch both gentle and insistent. Abbie's breath caught in her throat as she looked up into his eyes, seeing a desire there that matched her own.

"You're not a child anymore," Mr. O'Connor—John—murmured, his thumb tracing the curve of her lip. "You're a woman. A beautiful… tempting woman. And… you’re my naughty little helper."

As it finally all fell into place, as it finally became real, a lingering doubt reemerged in Abbie’s mind. But before she could respond, his lips were on hers. The kiss was hungry, passionate—nothing like the chaste pecks she'd shared with fumbling boys her own age at college. Mr. O'Connor kissed her like a man who knew exactly what he wanted.

Abbie moaned softly, her body responding even as her mind reeled. This was wrong, she knew it was wrong. But it felt so incredibly right. Her arms wound around his neck of their own accord as she pressed herself closer.

Mr. O'Connor's hands roamed her body, caressing every curve. When he cupped her breasts through the thin lace of her bra, Abbie gasped. The sound seemed to spur him on. In one swift motion, he lifted her onto the nearby gift-wrapping table, scattering rolls of paper and ribbons.

"Such a naughty little elf," he growled, pushing her thighs apart to stand between them. "I think you need to be punished."




Abbie's head spun as Mr. O'Connor's hands slid up her stocking-clad thighs, caressing the bare skin above. I should stop this, she thought hazily, it’s gone too far. But when his fingers brushed against her through her thong, all rational thought fled.

She arched into his touch, a needy moan escaping her lips. "Please," she whimpered, though she wasn't sure what exactly she was begging for.

Mr. O'Connor grinned, a predatory gleam in his eye. "Don't worry, Abbie. Santa's going to give you exactly what you need."

With that, he captured her lips in another searing kiss as his fingers slid to cup her mound. Abbie surrendered herself to the sensations. The kiss was passionate, urgent, filled with weeks of pent-up desire. His fingers massaged her rhythmically, the fabric of her thong working its way between her wet, expectant lips. Abbie melted into his embrace, finally experiencing the touch she had been craving. The bell on her hat jingled merrily with each movement.

"God, you're beautiful," Mr. O'Connor murmured, pulling out of the kiss before trailing pecks down her neck. One hand cupped her breast through the thin lace of her bra, his thumb brushing over her hardened nipple. His other hand continuing to deliver pleasure between her legs.

Abbie arched into his touch, her head falling back in delight. All hesitancy gone now, she urgently fumbled with the buttons of his Santa jacket, desperate to feel his skin against hers. As she pushed the coat off his shoulders, she marvelled at the toned body beneath. For a man his age, Mr. O'Connor was in impressive shape.

With practiced ease, Mr. O'Connor reached behind Abbie and unhooked her bra with one hand. The delicate lace fell away, revealing her breasts to his hungry gaze. Abbie gasped, impressed by his dexterity. This was nothing like the fumbling attempts she was used to from university boys.

Mr. O'Connor's eyes roamed over her exposed flesh, drinking in the sight of her pert breasts with their rosy peaks, matching her rouged elf nose. "Exquisite," he murmured, before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth.

Abbie cried out as his tongue swirled around the sensitive bud. He sucked and nibbled, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. His hand came up to cup her other breast, thumb brushing teasingly over her nipple.

The sensations overwhelmed her. Abbie clutched at Mr. O'Connor's shoulders, her nails digging into his skin. He groaned in response, the vibrations against her breast intensifying the pleasure.

Then he stepped back, his eyes roaming hungrily over Abbie's flushed form once more. She sat sprawled on the gift-wrapping table, her chest heaving, nipples glistening from his attentions. The elf hat was askew on her tousled hair, its bell jingling softly with each shaky breath she took.

With a wolfish grin, he grasped the waistband of her thong. In one swift motion, he pulled it down her legs, tossing the scrap of lace aside. Abbie instinctively moved to cover herself, but Mr. O'Connor gently caught her wrists.

"Don't hide from me," he ordered, his gaze fixed between her thighs. "All grown up, but still bald down there, I see."

Abbie flushed with renewed embarrassment, her cheeks burning as red as her elf makeup. She had shaved herself bare as part of her seduction plan, but now she felt oddly exposed. His intense scrutiny of her most intimate area made her squirm.




Before she could formulate a response, Mr. O'Connor moved. With surprising strength, he hooked his arms under her knees, his large hands grasping her bare ass. In one powerful motion, he scooped her up off the table, lifting her effortlessly.

Abbie let out a startled squeak as she suddenly found herself suspended in the air, her legs draped over Mr. O'Connor's shoulders. Her slick pink folds were level with his face, centimetres from his mouth. She could feel his hot breath on her sensitive flesh.

"Mr. O'Connor!" she gasped, her hands flying to his head for balance. Her fingers tangled in the white wig attached to his hat, nearly dislodging it.

He chuckled, the rumble vibrating against her inner thighs. "Didn’t I tell you that you could call me John? Although… given the circumstances, maybe you’d prefer Santa."

Before Abbie could reply, Mr. O’Connor… John… Santa… buried his face between her legs. His tongue, hot and insistent, laved a broad stroke up her slit. Abbie cried out, her hips bucking involuntarily against his mouth.

His technique was masterful, nothing like the clumsy attempts she'd experienced before. His tongue danced over her folds, alternating between long, slow licks and quick flicks against her clit. He sucked the sensitive bud into his mouth, rolling it gently between his lips as Abbie writhed in his grasp. Abbie's mind reeled as waves of pleasure washed over her. This was really happening. Mr. O'Connor—John—her father's friend, was eating her out while she wore half an elf costume and he was a half-stripped Santa. The absurdity of the situation only seemed to heighten her arousal.

Her thighs trembled as John's tongue delved deeper, probing inside her. She felt her orgasm building rapidly, a tingling heat spreading from her core. Her fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer as she ground against his face.

"Oh god," she moaned, her head falling back. "John… Santa… please… don't stop!"

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue swirling around her clit. Abbie's back arched as the pleasure crested, her climax washing over her in intense waves. She cried out, her body shuddering in John's firm grip.

As the aftershocks subsided, John gently lowered Abbie back onto the gift-wrapping table. Her legs felt weak, her whole body tingling. She looked up at him with heavy-lidded eyes, taking in his dishevelled appearance, his face glistening with her arousal. The sight sent another jolt of desire through her.

"That was…" Abbie began, but words failed her.

John grinned, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "Ho! Ho! Ho!" he chuckled. "I think I know how we can get you off the naughty list."

Abbie giggled, the sound turning into a gasp as John began to undo his pants. Her eyes widened as he freed his erection, thick and hard. She swallowed nervously.

"Are you sure about this?" John asked, his voice gentle despite the lust in his eyes. "We can stop."

Abbie hesitated for just a moment before nodding. "I'm sure," she whispered, her eyes fixed on his proud manhood. "I want this. I want you."

“Okay,” he said with a grin, “Then get ready for round two!”

With a mischievous glint in his eye, John scooped Abbie up once more. This time, he flipped her upside down, wrapping his strong arms around her waist. His large hands kneaded and groped at the soft flesh of her bottom as he buried his face between her thighs once again.

Abbie found herself dangling between his legs, her head rushing with blood as she hung upside down. She grasped his knees to steady herself, her fingers digging into the plush red fabric of his Santa pants. The position left her face-to-face with his impressive "North Pole" standing proudly to attention before her hungry lips.

Without hesitation, Abbie leaned forward and took him into her mouth. She sucked enthusiastically, her cheeks hollowing as she worked her tongue along his shaft. John groaned against her core, the vibrations sending shivers through her body.

They pleasured each other with mounting intensity. John's tongue swirled and flicked expertly over Abbie's sensitive folds as her head bobbed, taking him as deep as she could manage. As they continued, he began to rock her and buck his hips into her with each suck, bringing tears to the corners of her eyes. Again the delicious absurdity of it all bubbled to the surface for Abbie. I’m being face-fucked—upside-down—by Santa Claus, she thought, before losing herself again in an instant to the expert manoeuvres of his tongue.

She felt herself building towards another climax, John's skilled mouth stoking the fire in her core. She redoubled her efforts, determined to bring him to release as well. Her hands roamed over his thighs and up to cup his sack, gently massaging as she continued to suck.

The blood rushing to her head seemed to heighten every sensation. Abbie's world narrowed to the feel of John's hot mouth on her pussy and the taste of him on her tongue.

Abbie’s legs began to tremble as she approached her peak. With a muffled cry around John's shaft, she came undone. Waves of ecstasy washed over her as John continued to lap at her, prolonging her orgasm.

To Abbie's surprise, John didn't reach his own climax. As her shudders subsided, he gently lowered her to the plush red carpet of the grotto floor. She looked up at him in awe, marvelling at his stamina and self-control. None of her previous partners—the few she’d had—had ever shown such restraint.

"How did you…?" she began, still catching her breath.

John chuckled softly. "Years of practice, my dear. And I'm not done with you yet."

He knelt between her legs, his impressive manhood standing proudly to attention. Abbie's eyes widened as she took in the sight of him, fully erect and glistening with her saliva. He seemed even larger now than he had in her mouth.

"Are you ready?" John asked, his own voice eager.

Abbie nodded enthusiastically, her hat’s bell jingling, spreading her legs wider in invitation. John positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock brushing against her throbbing lips. Slowly, he began to push inside.

Abbie gasped at the stretch, her inner walls struggling to accommodate his girth. "Oh god," she moaned. "You're so big…"

John groaned in response, his eyes fluttering closed in pleasure. "And you're so tight, Abbie. So wonderfully tight."

He continued to ease himself in, inch by glorious inch, until he was fully sheathed within her. Abbie had never felt so deliciously full. She wrapped her legs around his waist.

John began to move, starting with slow, deep thrusts that had Abbie seeing more twinkling lights than she would in the grotto beyond the door. The plush carpet beneath her cushioned each movement, adding to the sensual experience.

As John picked up the pace, he massaged her clit with his thumb. Abbie found herself climbing towards yet another orgasm. The dual stimulation of being filled and fondled had her teetering on the edge in no time.

"John," she whimpered, her nails digging into the carpet, "I'm close… I'm going to…"

"That's it, Abbie," he encouraged, his hips pistoning faster. "Come for me. Be a good little elf and come for Santa."

His words pushed her over the edge. “Santa!” Abbie cried out, her back arching off the carpet as her third orgasm of the evening crashed over her. Her exhausted pussy clenched rhythmically around his thick shaft, as waves of pleasure coursed through her body.

John gazed down at Abbie with a mixture of lust and tenderness as she trembled through the aftershocks of her powerful climax. He slowed his thrusts, allowing her to savour every sensation as she rode out her bliss. Abbie's eyes fluttered open to meet his, a dazed smile playing on her lips.

"That was… amazing," she breathed, her chest heaving.




John grinned, his hips still moving in slow, deliberate strokes.

"Oh, we're not done yet," he said, his voice husky with desire. "Santa's sack is ready to burst. How about I come down your chimney?"

Abbie's eyes widened with excitement. She nodded eagerly, still panting. "Yes, please!"

With a grunt, John pulled out of her, leaving Abbie feeling achingly empty. He stood up, his length glistening with her juices. Abbie quickly brought herself to her knees, positioning herself in front of him. Her elf hat was askew, the bell jingling softly with her movements.

John took her head in his large hands, his fingers tangling in her hair. Without warning, he thrust into her waiting mouth, her lipstick colouring his shaft. Abbie relaxed her throat, taking him as deep as she could. John began to move, face-fucking her with increasing urgency.

Abbie surrendered herself completely as John took control, his strong hands guiding her head as he thrust repeatedly into her waiting mouth. The taste of her own arousal mingled with his musky flavour on her tongue. Her jaw ached pleasantly as she struggled to accommodate his impressive girth.

With each powerful thrust, John's head hit the back of her throat, triggering her gag reflex. But rather than pull away, Abbie revelled in the sensation. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, smearing her cartoonish elf makeup. The discomfort only heightened her arousal, reminding her of her complete submission to this powerful, older man.

John's fingers tightened in her hair, holding her steady as he picked up the pace. The wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out of her mouth filled the room, punctuated by her muffled moans and the cheerful jingling of her hat's bell. Abbie felt utterly used and utterly content.

She gazed up at John through tear-blurred eyes, taking in the sight of his tensed muscles and the look of pure ecstasy on his face. Knowing that she was the cause of his pleasure sent a thrill through her. She was Santa's naughty little helper, his willing plaything.

As John's thrusts became more erratic, Abbie braced herself for his release. With a final, deep groan, he buried himself to the hilt in her mouth. Abbie felt his cock pulse against her tongue as he came, flooding her mouth with his hot seed.

She swallowed eagerly, relishing the salty taste. Even as he began to soften, Abbie continued to suckle gently, determined to milk every last drop from him.

Finally, John withdrew from her mouth. Abbie looked up at him, lipstick smeared and cheeks flushed, a trickle of his essence escaping the corner of her mouth. She felt utterly debauched and utterly satisfied.

"Such a good little elf," John murmured, caressing her cheek tenderly.

Abbie leaned into his touch, basking in the afterglow of their passionate encounter. As the reality of what they'd done began to sink in, she felt a mixture of guilt and exhilaration. But mostly, she felt a deep sense of contentment and belonging. And, in the end, wasn’t that what Christmas was all about?

"Merry Christmas, Santa," she whispered up to him with a shy smile.

“Merry Christmas, Abbie,” the affected Santa voice chortled back down to her, “I hope you got what you wanted.”

“I did, Santa,” Abbie breathed, “I did.”
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