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SEDUCING SANTA

 


John wasn’t the typical Santa Claus. He didn’t have
the figure, nor the jolly personality. In fact he was a tall,
athletic build 27 year old guy, with a desk job and quite the shy
disposition. He’d only agreed to be Santa because the neighbors had
worn him down, begging him for it these last few weeks. Both the
mom and the dad of the family had been buggering him every time he
got out of the house, saying it would be so much fun, and that he
was single anyway so he wouldn’t be doing anything else
important.

Well that last part was true alright, his
family lived too far away to visit and he didn’t have anybody else
to spend the holidays with so he would just be watching Miracle on
34th street for the umptienth time. Besides his neighbors were
quite friendly, so eventually he gave in. He put on the Santa Suit
they’d gotten for him and stuffed it with the pillow from his own
bed. He glued the beard to his face and waited till two thirty
before he stepped out of his house and walked over to the neighbors
house.

There were way more cars in the drive way
than he’d expected, and a quick glance through the window told him
not only the mom and dad and their three children were celebrating
Christmas but their whole extended family was there too. He rung
the bell.

‘Ho, ho, ho.’ He said to the person opening
the door. People were cheering when he walked in, adults trying to
hype up the children who were already really hyperactive. The kids
had decorated a chair for him and after he admired the crafts and
garlands he sat down. Crushing their delicate paper art work.

Soon it became apparent that he wasn’t just
there for the children, while the little ones where adorable and
cute, and completely believed he was the real Santa, he was more so
there for the amusement of the adults. Teasingly they accused each
other of being naughty and forcing each other to sit on John’s
lap.

‘Ho ho ho.’ John said whenever he didn’t know
what to say. He was almost done when the most gorgeous twenty some
year old walked into the room, her hair was shiny hanging down over
her shoulders in big curls, she was wearing a tight black dress
with silver glitter.

‘Maura!’ People cheered when she walked in.
‘Have you been naughty, do you need to sit on Santa's lap and tell
him what you want from Christmas?’

She looked at John and smiled apologetically,
then she sat down on his lap. Her thighs pressing into his, her arm
wrapped around his neck. From their conversations he could deduce
that Maura was a cousin of the neighbors and that she lived out of
state to study psychology.

She smelled delicious though and he was
wondering whether that was her perfume or her natural scent. It was
intoxicating almost or maybe he was just getting numb from all the
loud joviality and forced coziness around here.

When everyone had their turn sitting on his
lap it was time for him to go. ‘Ho, ho, ho. Merry Christmas.’ He
said as he walked out the door. The neighbor stopped him on the
porch and thanked him elaborately pushing a carton of eggnog in his
hands. He stared at the eggnog mumbled a thank you and then walked
back to his own house. It was drizzling a bit of snow.

‘Wait!’ Someone yelled when he was halfway.
He ignored the voice and climbed up onto his own porch looking for
his keys in his pocket. Hoping, nay praying his keys hadn’t fell
out at the party and he had to go back there.

Someone grabbed his shoulder. It was Maura.
‘Didn’t you hear me? I yelled for you three times.’ She said. Her
cheeks flushed and she was clearly panting. She didn’t wear a coat
and now rubbed her hands over her own arms to keep herself
warm.

‘What’s wrong?’ He asked.

‘Nothing is wrong.’ She said giving him a
charming smile. ‘I just wanted to talk to you for a moment. What’s
your name?’

‘John.’ He said.

She stretched out her hand. ‘I’m Maura.’ She
said.

‘I know.’ John nodded and Maura giggled
uncomfortably. There was something cute about her, especially when
she batted her eyes like that. When she looked up again she reached
out her hand and softly ran her fingers through his fake beard,
twisting a little curl around her finger.

‘What are you doing?’ John asked.

She bit her lip, there was a cheeky look on
her face, then suddenly she stood on her toes leaned in and kissed
him on the lips. For a moment he was flabbergasted and then he
kissed her back, slightly parting his lips to let her tongue
inside. Curiously exploring his mouth, her tongue was soft and
small, but kind of cute.

The longer the kiss lasted the more he got
into it, until he eventually dared to wrap an arm around her waist
pulling her in even closer. A hand cupping the nape of her neck.
She whimpered and let out a sigh, melting against his body. Well
not really his body, melting against the pillow stuffed in his
clothes pretending to be his belly. He reached into his shirt and
wanted to remove the pillow but she stopped him. Her fingers around
his wrist and ever so slightly she shook her head.

‘No?’ He asked, but she’d closed her eyes
again and pressed her lips against his once more. The fake beard
was itching him and he imagined it must be tickling her face too,
but she didn’t allow him to take the beard off.

‘What?’ he asked. ‘Do you have a Santa fetish
or something?’

‘Or something,’ she said with a naughty
twinkle in her eye. ‘Let’s go inside.’

The moment he opened the door she grabbed his
wrist and pulled him into his own home. A moment later she’d opened
the kitchen cabinets and she was going through the drawers, until
she found what she was looking for. Triumphantly she held up a
wooden spoon and then she handed it to him. ‘There you go.’ She
said.

She bent forward over the table lifted up her
skirt and dropped her pantyhose and panties, exposing her beautiful
round ass. She wriggled it around. ‘I’ve been an naughty girl.’ She
said. ‘I’ve been so naughty Santa, spank me.’

‘I...’ John stood there hesitantly, on the
one hand her butt was marvelous and it would be his pleasure to
spank her good, on the other hand she seemed to be kind of crazy.
He was still deciding what to do when she looked up.

‘Are you okay there, John?’ She asked.

‘I... I guess I’m okay, yeah.’ He nodded.

‘Have you never spanked a girl before?’ She
asked.

‘I have.’

‘That’s what I thought.’ she said
self-assured. ‘I got that vibe from you.’

‘But not dressed as Santa.’ John said.

She giggled and stood up straight, pulling up
her pantyhose again. ‘It’s okay if you don’t want to. I guess I’ve
misread the situation. When you grabbed my neck just know during
our kiss I figured you were into me, and that you were a dominant
or at least a top. I’m sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable.’

John pulled himself together. He swatted the
wooden spoon into the palm of his hand and approached her
threateningly. ‘You have made Santa very uncomfortable little
girl.’ He said in a strict Santa voice.

She let out a soft moan and her eyes were
beaming.

‘Now present your bum.’

She giggled and pulled her panties and
pantyhose down again. John slapped the spoon against her ass and
she flinched. Her skin turning pink. He spanked her again and
again. ‘I’m sorry Santa,’ she said. Playfully at first but the more
he kept on spanking her the younger she started to sound.

After a while her whimpered excuses sounded
like a very remorseful little girl, she was softly sobbing.

‘Are you alright there Maura?’ He asked.

‘Definitely.’ She looked up and smiled.
‘Don’t worry! Although if you keep hitting me, I’m gonna be in
little space soon.’

‘Little space?’ John asked.

‘Yeah, it’s like subspace, but instead of
feeling subby and floaty, I regress and I feel all little girly and
floaty.’

‘Ah, okay.’ John said as if he understood.
‘So you want me to keep going or no?’

‘I’m willing if you are,’ she said. ‘I might
need some aftercare afterwards, so I won’t have to go back to my
family all spacey.’

‘Sure.’ He said.

‘Oh, and please use condoms if you’re going
to fuck me, and don’t take of the Santa suit.’ She said.

‘Off course, off course.’ John hasted himself
to say.

She bent over the table again showing him her
beautiful round ass. Her skin was glowing red, from all the
spanking he’d done already. He lifted the wooden spoon up and then
swatted it down on her bum again. She inhaled sharply. ‘Thank you
Santa.’ She said in the most adorable and cute little voice. He
kept on spanking her not sure when to stop or when to move on to
the fucking part of this encounter. His cock was throbbing though,
captured in his tight boxers. He brushed his hand against his own
crotch and tried to adjust himself into a more comfortable
position.

‘Santa Sir.’ Maura said. ‘It’s all wet
between my legs. What is that?’ She was using a high pitched
childish voice.

‘Does it mean you’re a little bit horny?’
John asked.

‘What is ho-w-ny?’ She asked replacing the r
with a w.

‘Let me feel?’ John put his hand in between
her legs and was surprised on how slippery her thighs were. Her
pussy must have been dripping it’s juices for quite some time. A
satisfied shiver went down her spine. She sighed and rubbed her
pussy against his fingers.

‘I see.’ John said. ‘You are indeed all wet
little girl, that means you’re so naughty that you’re lusting after
Santa.’

‘What is lusting?’ She asked.

‘That you want to feel Santa inside of you.’
He said while rapidly moving his finger over her clit and her wet
labia.

‘Yeah.’ She said as she put her thumb in her
mouth. ‘Yeah I think so too.’

He pushed his finger up into her pussy, warm
wetness surrounding him, for a moment he wriggled his fingers
around, but she was squirming and moaning so heavily he was afraid
she would cum before he could even put his cock inside of her.

He grabbed his wallet and put on a condom and
then he rubbed his cock through her little slit. Teasingly not
entering her yet even though she was almost begging for it. Pushing
her ass backwards into him.

‘Now don’t be scared little girl, here comes
Santa Claus.’ He trusted his cock inside of her and she let out a
loud moan. Her pussy cramping around his cock almost as if she was
trying to milk the cum out of him. He put a hand in her neck and
pinned her down on the table and then he started fucking her
rougher and rougher.

Her breathing superficial, her moans getting
louder and louder until her whole body started trembling. ‘Santa?
What are you doing Santa, what is happening to me? I’m a good girl
aren’t I Santa?’ Her voice softly muttering this words almost as if
they weren’t meant for John but just spoken to enhance her own
fantasy. She was cumming on his cock, her pussy pulsating.

‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘You’ve been a very
good girl for Santa, and this is your present.’ He started fucking
her again, building up to his own orgasm that a few minutes later
burst out of his own body. A loud moan, his fingers gripping into
her hair, pulling her head backwards as he pounded his cum inside
of her.

When his orgasm was over he leaned forward
kissing her in between the shoulder blades. Gently he caressed her
hair hoping he didn’t pull so hard he’d hurt her. His fingers
slowly moving down her body, tickling her back, softly examine her
red bum that was starting to look bruised in some spots.

His cock slipped out of her and he laid his
head on the table next to her so he could look her in the eyes. He
brushed some hair out of her face and kissed the tip of her nose.
There was a glassy satisfied glow in her eyes, her lips slightly
parted.

‘Are you okay?’ He asked.

She smiled and nodded, softly he kept
stroking her hair and her face for a moment.

‘I’m going to throw away the condom.’ He
said. ‘Can I bring you some towels or something?’ She didn’t really
respond she was just laying there with that glassy smile on her
face. He stepped into the kitchen and disposed himself of the
condom, with a paper towel he cleaned the sperm of his cock and
then he pulled up his pants. He brought her the paper towels, but
when he came back to dining table he saw she hadn’t moved. Although
the thumb that had dropped out of her mouth when she was screaming
and moaning had now found it’s way back to her mouth and peacefully
she laid there suckling.

‘Listen, here’s what we’re going to do little
girl. Santa is going to clean you up a bit and then you can come
and sit on Santa’s lap some more, is that okay?’

‘Yeah.’ She mumbled into her thumb. He
grabbed a paper towel and wiped all the slippery pussy juices from
her thighs and her labia, then he hoisted up her panties and
pantyhose again.

‘Come, give me your hand.’ He said. While
keeping her thumb in her mouth, she gave him her other hand and she
let herself be guided to the couch. He sat down and pulled her onto
his lap. She snuggled up to his shoulder and he wrapped his arms
around her, slowly rocking her back and forth.

‘Thank you.’ She murmured into his shoulder.
‘Thank you so much.’ From her jolted breathing he suspected she was
crying. Gently he stroke her hair and shoulders.

‘It’s okay.’ He said.

‘No.’ She said. ‘It’s more than okay. It’s a
super million magic amazing. I wish it was Christmas everyday and I
wish you were all Santa’s everywhere.’

John didn’t really know what to say to that,
except that he didn’t really have the right jolly Santa
personality.

‘You have the perfect Santa personality.’ She
said, removing her thumb for a quick peck on his cheek. ‘You are
the perfect Santa, John.’ For a moment it was quiet as she
continued to suckle on her thumb again. ‘At least you are to
me.’

‘I’m glad.’ He said. ‘I liked that. You’re a
very special little girl.’

‘Yeah.’ She said. ‘I am. Can I stay here a
little while longer. I really don’t want to go back to the party
yet.’

‘Yeah stay.’ He said while wrapping his arms
tighter around her and giving her a little kiss on her ear.

 


 





I WISH ALL MY READERS A VERY WARM AND PLEASURABLE
HOLIDAY SEASON!

 


 


So why not spoil yourself with another story?

 


Marked by her Master
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Julie and Thomas have been married for years, but
they only recently started to explore BDSM. Julie has agreed to
call her husband Master for the evening and to obey him and submit
to him like a submissive slave. He wants to mark her as his own,
and he makes her earn every letter.

 


Nanny Turns Nympho
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Angela dreams about working as a nanny. She connects
with the father of a family online and arrangements are made for
her to come work for them. However when she at the house, she finds
a man living on his own, and as it turns out he doesn’t even have a
family. However he does make her incredibly horny.

 


 


 





Note from the Author

Thank you so much for reading my story. You’re the
best! You’re awesome!

Please let me know how you liked my stories and leave
a review with your favorite vendor.

 


I started writing these stories, because I felt alone
with my fantasies and my kinks, now I’ve found an awesome community
of like minded people. So thank you for being a part of that
community and if you haven’t yet done so, please connect with us on
Fetlife or Twitter!

 


Support me and my writings by leaving a review, by
marking me as favorite on my Smashwords Author Page or by following
me on my Amazon page.

 


Fetlife: Sara_Quill

Twitter: @Sara_M_Quill

 


I love to hear from you soon!

 


Lot’s of love,

 


Sara M. Quill
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