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Chapter One - Santa’s Little Secret
It was Christmas Eve, and outside the gentle snowfall blanketed the North Pole, creating a magical, peaceful silence. Inside, Father Christmas sat alone in his private quarters, staring quietly into the dancing flames of the fireplace. The warmth filled the luxurious room, gently reflecting off his polished, patent black leather boots.
He was fully dressed for his annual journey in his traditional attire—a rich, deep red velvet jacket and trousers trimmed elegantly with thick faux fur, a wide leather belt fastened firmly around his waist. Yet, beneath the festive exterior, frustration gnawed at his soul. It had been far too long since he'd shared intimacy with Mrs. Claus, and tonight that longing felt almost unbearable.
The door opened softly, interrupting his melancholy. Santa looked up, breath catching slightly as he saw his favourite little helper standing in the doorway. She’d clearly just come from the elves’ Christmas party, slightly merry from festive cheer. Her tight latex dress, shimmering provocatively in festive green and deep scarlet, hugged every perfect youthful curve of her body, emphasising the enticing roundness of her arse, the swell of her breasts, nipples subtly pushing through the sleek, shiny material. Her stockinged legs and polished boots completed the stunning picture.
“Father Christmas, is everything okay?” she asked, her soft voice gentle and genuinely concerned. Her eyes were wide, framed perfectly by flawless makeup and tumbling curls that cascaded gently down her bare shoulders. Her full red lips parted slightly as she waited anxiously for his reply.
Santa sighed quietly, forcing a reassuring smile. "Everything is fine, my dear. I’m just a little frustrated. Things haven’t been easy with Mrs. Claus lately. But don't you worry; go back and enjoy yourself.”
But instead of leaving, the elf stepped closer, eyes filled with playful mischief. She gently eased onto his lap, leaning forward seductively. Her lips brushed softly against his ear, whispering enticingly, "Father Christmas, please... tell me what you really want for Christmas."
His pulse quickened instantly. Unable to resist, Santa’s eyes roamed slowly over her stunning young body—the tight, shiny dress highlighting her irresistible curves, glossy boots glistening enticingly. He felt his cock stirring urgently beneath his velvet trousers, thickening rapidly, pressing insistently against the fabric.
“All I want right now,” he murmured thickly, “is to be inside you.”
Her eyes sparkled playfully. "Then let me grant your Christmas wish."
Gracefully rising, she stood before him, her slender fingers teasingly peeling away her tight, gleaming latex dress, inch by inch, revealing flawless, youthful skin beneath. Santa watched hungrily, utterly captivated. Soon, she stood before him, clad only in glossy stockings and shining high-heeled boots.
Dropping seductively to her knees, she slowly undid his heavy leather belt, carefully lowering his red velvet trousers to reveal his fully erect cock—thick, throbbing, nestled proudly within a tuft of soft, snow-white pubic hair.
She smiled playfully at the sight before her, whispering appreciatively, “Mmm, Father Christmas…so distinguished, so perfect.”
Her soft lips enveloped him tenderly, drawing him deeply into her warm, wet mouth. Santa groaned deeply, gripping the armrests as exquisite pleasure coursed through him. Her lips and tongue moved with delicious expertise, drawing him closer and closer to the brink yet stopping just before he reached the peak.
She withdrew slowly, lips glistening, eyes sparkling wickedly. "Not yet, Santa. I want you inside me first."
He nodded eagerly, removing his jacket and shirt swiftly, leaving himself naked except for his polished black boots. Settling comfortably back into the chair, he watched as she straddled him, positioning herself over his swollen cock.
“Oh my God, Santa,” she whispered breathlessly, lowering herself gently onto him. "You're so big—I don't think I can take it all."
Santa groaned deeply as he felt her tight warmth enveloping him inch by inch. Her eyes widened as she sank fully onto him, gasping softly, her voice shaking with pleasure and awe.
“Father Christmas, you feel incredible… God, you're filling me so perfectly…how could any woman resist you?”
He thrust gently upward, meeting her movements as she began rocking sensually against him, her hips moving rhythmically, passionately. Her affirming words fed his masculine pride, fuelling a passion he'd almost forgotten.
“Yes, Santa, fuck me,” she urged softly, throwing her head back sensually. “I've always dreamed about this…dreamed of your cock inside me.”
Her words ignited something primal within him. Santa gripped her hips firmly, driving deeper, matching her movements with increased urgency.
“Please, Santa, come inside me,” she begged desperately, her body trembling with mounting pleasure. “Let me feel you fill me completely—I need you.”
Her passionate pleas pushed him quickly towards the edge. He thrust harder, deeper, each movement sending pleasure surging through them both. Finally, overcome by sheer ecstasy, he exploded within her, cock pulsing intensely, releasing every bit of pent-up frustration. Her body trembled as she climaxed with him, gripping him tightly as pleasure rippled exquisitely through her.
Panting softly, she leaned lovingly against him, whispering gently, “I hope you realise now, Father Christmas…you’re still every bit the man I've always dreamed about.”
Santa smiled warmly, gently stroking her hair, gratitude filling his eyes. “Thanks to you, my dear, I finally do.”
They rose slowly, Santa dressing carefully, refreshed and satisfied. At the doorway, preparing to leave for his Christmas Eve journey, he paused, glancing back at her.
“I’ll be waiting here when you return,” she promised softly.
He lowered his glasses slightly, his eyes twinkling warmly. "Good. Because I’ll definitely be ready for you again."
Stepping out into the crisp, snowy night, Father Christmas felt reborn—alive, confident, and completely fulfilled.







Chapter Two - Mrs. Claus’s Gift
Late Christmas Eve, Mrs. Claus sat alone in her elegant bedroom, sipping her wine in quiet melancholy, her luxurious satin robe and nightgown draping softly around her mature, graceful curves. Outside, snow gently fell, blanketing the landscape in serenity—but inside her heart was only loneliness, a bitter reminder of lost intimacy.
Soft footsteps caught her attention. Turning, she saw the young elf—radiant, beautiful, dressed in a sleek, tight latex dress, her stockings shimmering seductively, polished boots softly clicking against the wooden floor as she approached.
"Forgive the intrusion, Mrs. Claus," the elf said warmly, sitting beside her, eyes glittering mischievously. "But I sensed you might appreciate some company."
Mrs. Claus smiled faintly, intrigued by her presence. "You’re sweet, dear—but it’s late. Shouldn’t you be enjoying the party?"
The elf smiled knowingly, leaning forward with a whispered confession. "Actually, Mrs. Claus… I’ve already enjoyed something much more satisfying."
Curious, Mrs. Claus raised an eyebrow. "Really? And what might that be?"
Holding her gaze, the elf spoke softly yet bluntly, "Please forgive me—but I've just fucked your husband."
Shock surged through Mrs. Claus, her eyes widening with disbelief and anger. "You what? How dare you!"
Calmly yet earnestly, the elf gently touched Mrs. Claus’s arm. "Please listen. Father Christmas misses you desperately. Tonight, I saw sadness in his eyes. He needed to feel desired, needed attention…and honestly, he was amazing. The greatest fuck I've ever had."
Mrs. Claus felt anger mixed curiously with arousal, a blush spreading over her cheeks. "But…why you? Why would he…?"
Gently, seductively, the elf’s fingertips traced softly down Mrs. Claus’s neck, whispering tenderly, "The better question is why he wouldn't want you. You're beautiful, Mrs. Claus—sensual, desirable, irresistible. Any man would ache to fuck you. Right now, I can barely resist touching you myself."
Blushing deeply, Mrs. Claus shook her head softly. "Don’t be silly—I’m just an old woman."
With confidence, the elf leaned forward, slipping Mrs. Claus’s robe gently from her shoulders, revealing the soft, alluring skin beneath. "You're absolutely stunning," she whispered earnestly, her eyes drinking in the sight of Mrs. Claus’s elegant curves. "Your body…your breasts…your perfect nipples… I want you desperately."
Mrs. Claus gasped softly, shivering as the elf lowered her mouth to tenderly kiss and gently suck her nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through her.
Soon Mrs. Claus lay trembling on the bed, naked and vulnerable, her heart pounding as the elf softly spread her legs apart, gazing appreciatively at her glistening pussy.
"God, you're so wet," the elf purred softly, gently caressing Mrs. Claus’s inner thighs, making her tremble with anticipation. "You're beautiful, Mrs. Claus—let me make you feel how desired you truly are."
Mrs. Claus shivered with pleasure as the elf slowly lowered her face between her thighs. A soft moan escaped her lips as she felt the elf’s warm tongue sliding smoothly along her wetness, gently parting her swollen pussy lips, creating a slow, rhythmic pattern.
"Oh God…" Mrs. Claus gasped, her fingers gripping the bed sheets tightly, hips instinctively rising to meet the elf’s skilful tongue.
The elf began exploring expertly, her tongue dancing gently yet purposefully around Mrs. Claus’s clit, flicking teasingly, circling slowly, then creating deliciously explicit patterns—building a wave of incredible pleasure.
"You taste amazing," the elf whispered between sensual licks, her voice low and seductive. "You’re perfect… your pussy is gorgeous… I love making you feel good."
Mrs. Claus trembled, her breathing deepening, pleasure spiralling exquisitely. Her body responded powerfully to every slow, deliberate stroke of the elf’s tongue, the wet warmth of her pussy now slick and sensitive under the elf’s careful, intimate attention.
Suddenly, pleasure burst through her body, intense, irresistible, overwhelming—her climax taking her completely, waves of ecstasy rippling deeply through her as she cried out softly, surrendering completely to the elf’s sensual mastery.
As she slowly recovered, panting softly, the elf gently repositioned their bodies, pressing intimately together in a sensual scissor, their wet pussies sliding softly, perfectly against each other, each rhythmic movement building anew.
Together they rocked gently yet urgently, moans blending sweetly, pleasure building in perfect harmony until both climaxed together, shuddering deeply, bodies entwined in pure bliss.
Afterward, lying warmly in each other’s arms, the elf gently guided Mrs. Claus once more. "Now, let me show
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