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Prologue

I don’t usually stop for long.

Christmas Eve is logistics, muscle memory, magic sliding through my veins like old whiskey. Chimneys, rooftops, the quiet click of time behaving itself for one night. Most houses blur together. Presents left, bells muted, snow settling back into place like nothing happened.

But her house glows.

Not with lights—those are half-hearted, crooked along the gutter—but with warmth. Lived-in heat. The kind you feel through brick and pine and winter air before you even touch down on the roof. I check the parchment list without slowing, already knowing what I’ll see.

Her name is there.

Not under Nice.

Definitely not under Coal.

I sigh, rolling my shoulders, the red coat shifting open just enough to let cold air kiss skin that hasn’t needed layers in a long time. Six packs don’t care about December. Neither do centuries of consequences.

I drop down the chimney silently.

She’s awake.

I know the second my boots touch the hearth. The house smells like vanilla and spiced rum and something sweeter—lotion, maybe. The living room is dim, just the tree lights on, blinking lazily. Stockings hang limp and empty. No fireplace guard. Amateur mistake.

She’s standing at the end of the couch in an oversized sweater that slides off one shoulder, bare legs, socks pushed down around her ankles like she kicked them off in a hurry. Phone in her hand. Frozen mid-scroll.

Her eyes track upward.

Hat. Beard. Broad shoulders filling the room like furniture rearranged without asking. The coat hangs open now, red framing muscle and skin and the unmistakable fact that I am very real and very much not the version wrapped in mall photo nostalgia.

“Holy shit,” she breathes.

That’s new. Usually it’s screaming.

I straighten, dust ash from my gloves, and let my gaze take its time—her wide eyes, the faint flush creeping up her throat, the way disbelief melts into something sharper, warmer.

“Language,” I say calmly. My voice fills the space easily, low and unhurried. “You’re twenty-one. You know better.”

Her mouth opens. Closes. She laughs once, high and nervous. “Okay. Wow. Either I finally snapped… or Santa got really hot.”

I lift the list.

“Name’s highlighted,” I say, tapping it once with a finger. “That only happens when someone’s been consistently naughty.”

She swallows. Straightens a little. “I don’t believe in Santa.”

A slow smile pulls at my mouth under the beard.

“That’s what all the naughty ones say.”

I step closer. Not fast. I want her to feel it coming—the way the air shifts when someone bigger, stronger, inevitable closes the distance. Her back hits the couch. The tree lights reflect in her pupils, green and red flickering like warning signs.

I glance down at her bare thighs, the sweater barely covering what it should.

“No coal for you,” I murmur. “Coal’s for lazy sins.”

Her breath stutters.

“I think,” I continue, folding the list and slipping it away, “you need a reminder.”

My glove closes gently—but firmly—around her wrist.

“Santa handles this personally.”


Chapter 1

I don’t give her time to think.

That’s part of the punishment—naughty girls hesitate, good girls listen, and the ones on my list get moved where I want them before their brain catches up to their body.

I turn her gently but firmly, guiding her forward until the back of her thighs hit the couch. My hand presses between her shoulder blades, steady and heavy, and she folds over with a sharp little gasp, palms catching on the cushions. The sweater rides up immediately, exposing smooth skin and the curve of her ass, panties peeking like they’re trying to be shy about it.

“Hey—wait—” she starts.

“Shhh,” I murmur, already tugging the sweater higher, baring her completely to the cool air. “Christmas Eve. Santa’s working. No interrupting.”

My glove drags slowly down one cheek, not striking yet, just mapping her out. She shivers hard, hips twitching.

“You know how many adults end up on the Naughty List?” I ask conversationally. “Plenty. But you?” A soft squeeze, fingers digging in just enough to make her inhale sharply. “You earned special handling.”

“Because I don’t believe?” she mutters.

I chuckle low. “Oh no, sweetheart. Because you behave like you want to be corrected.”

I step in close, my body heat surrounding her, red coat brushing the backs of her thighs. One hand anchors at her hip.

Smack.

The sound cracks clean through the room, sharp as a snapped candy cane. She yelps, the noise half shock, half something else entirely. Her ass blooms pink under my palm almost instantly.

“There it is,” I say warmly. “First jingle bell rung.”

“Santa—!” she gasps, toes curling in her socks.

Another smack, a touch harder this time. Her breath punches out of her, and she laughs despite herself, a breathless, disbelieving sound.

“I check my list twice,” I tell her, voice calm while my hand works. “And you? Staying up late, touching yourself, thinking filthy thoughts about men who aren’t supposed to exist.”

Her back arches instinctively, pressing into the punishment.

“Don’t pretend you’re surprised,” I go on. “You put yourself on the Nice List with gifts. You get off the Naughty List with obedience.”

Smack. Smack.

Her ass is warm now, responsive, skin glowing under the tree lights. She’s making little sounds she clearly didn’t plan to—soft, broken noises that tumble out every time my hand connects.

“I’m not leaving coal,” I growl, leaning down so my voice ghosts over her ear. “I’m leaving handprints. Consider it a stocking stuffer.”

“Oh my God,” she breathes, fingers gripping the cushion. “You can’t say things like that.”

I pause just long enough to let my hand rest there, possessive, heat radiating.

“Sweetheart,” I say, amused, “I’ve been saying worse for centuries.”

I draw my palm back again, slower this time.

“Now be good,” I murmur. “Or Santa’s going to deck your halls until you beg for mercy.”

I straighten her up slowly, hands firm on her hips, turning her until she’s facing me. Her cheeks are flushed now—not just the ones I spanked—and her eyes keep flicking down to the open red coat, to my chest, then back up again like she’s afraid I’ll catch her staring.

I do.

“Eyes on Santa,” I say lightly.

She lifts her gaze instantly.

Good girl.

I sit back on the couch and tug her forward by the wrist, guiding her until she’s standing between my knees. She hesitates just a breath—long enough for anticipation to throb—before I pull her down across my lap, stomach to my thighs, her legs dangling on one side, ass once again bare and on display.

She lets out a soft, wrecked little sound when she realizes where she is.

“Oh… wow,” she murmurs. “You’re really doing the old-fashioned thing, huh?”

“Tradition matters,” I say calmly, settling her exactly where I want her. One arm wraps around her waist, locking her in place. She’s not trapped—she could move—but she doesn’t. Instead, she relaxes into me, the weight of her body trusting, pliant.

“That position,” I add, adjusting her slightly so her ass is tilted just right, “is for girls who need extra attention. Consider it a deluxe Naughty List package.”

She laughs breathlessly. “Do I at least get points for honesty?”

“Honesty earns you warmth,” I say. “Bratty comments earn you more hand.”

My palm comes down again, slower this time, deeper. The sound is solid, intimate—less crack, more thud—and she gasps, fingers twisting into the fabric of my coat.

“There we go,” I murmur. “Merry Christmas.”

She squirms, her hips rocking without thinking, and I hold her still with a hand at her stomach.

“Uh-uh. Stay put,” I say softly. “No shaking the presents before they’re fully unwrapped.”

Another smack. Then another. I space them out, let each one sink in, watching the way her ass warms and darkens, how her breathing goes uneven.

“You look good like this,” I tell her quietly. “Drapped over Santa’s lap. All grown up. All naughty. Still needing discipline.”

Her voice comes out smaller now. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

I hum thoughtfully. “I enjoy my work. And you,” I add, fingers brushing over the ache I’ve built, “have been a very good example of why adults end up on the list in the first place.”

She lets out a shaky laugh that melts into a soft moan when my hand lands again.

“If you keep making noises like that,” I murmur near her ear, “the reindeer are going to think I found a new favorite.”

She exhales hard, her body going loose over my lap.

“Please,” she whispers, not even sure what she’s asking for anymore.

I pause, resting my hand on her aching skin, letting the heat linger.

“There’s that word,” I say gently. “You keep that up, and Santa might start giving rewards instead of punishments.”


Chapter 2

She’s breathing like she just ran through snowdrifts.

Her body is molten across my lap, legs slack, ass red and gleaming in the twinkle light glow. My hand lingers where it struck her last, the heat from her skin seeping into my palm like payment.

She doesn’t say anything.

Not because she’s afraid—but because she knows.

She earned this.

I hum softly, the way you might over a wrapped present that surprised you.

“You took that so well,” I murmur, stroking her slowly now. No more strikes—just soft touch, open-handed circles. Her hips twitch under me as I massage the heat into something deeper, soothing over the sting, rubbing warmth into her cheeks.

“You’ve been dying for this,” I say, voice low. “Haven’t you?”

She nods without lifting her head, face buried in my coat. “Uh-huh.”

“Spanked by Santa. Bent over the couch. Now draped over my lap, glowing like a yule log.”

She giggles, breathless, and I grin.

“Good girl,” I murmur. “Such a good little Christmas treat.”

I slide my gloved hand under her, between her thighs—just enough to feel the slick proof of her arousal, her thighs damp, her panties soaked and clinging. She gasps, hips jerking, and I groan in appreciation.

“You’ve been leaking all over my lap, baby,” I whisper, thumb teasing lightly. “Dripping like melted icicles.”

She whines, half-moan, half-begging.

I reach up with one hand and pull the glove off with my teeth, slow and deliberate. The leather thumps to the floor as I set both palms on her, bare now—big hands, strong, warm—and spread her open.

“Santa’s gotta taste his cookie.”

She lets out a strangled little moan.

I adjust her, easy, lifting her hips off my thigh, letting her knees settle on the cushion beside me. She’s face-down now, ass high, cheeks flushed and tender. I kneel behind her, still fully clothed, beard brushing the small of her back as I lean in.

And then I lick.

From the curve of her thigh inward, slow and deliberate, tasting sweat and lotion and punishment. I kiss her gently first, soft lips over the welts I left, suckling where the color is deepest.

“Such a pretty red,” I murmur. “Santa-approved shade.”

She shivers all over, trembling against my mouth.

And then I go lower.

Tongue tracing the cleft between her cheeks, warm and wet, dragging slow as syrup. Her breath punches out of her, fingers clawing the couch cushion, hips grinding backward toward me as I spit once, parting her open with both hands.

“Oh—fuck,” she gasps.

“That’s not very festive language,” I rumble, before sealing my mouth over her rim.

She shrieks—half moan, half shock—and I don’t stop.

My tongue works her open in slow, grinding circles, beard rasping against her punished skin, hands gripping her thighs wide apart. She’s wet enough to stain the cushion, panting, pushing back on instinct now, unable to help herself.

I moan into her, deep and growling, fucking her hole with my tongue until she’s whimpering with every exhale.

“That’s it,” I mutter, pulling back just to blow warm air over her spit-slicked skin. “Make it sleigh bells loud for me.”

“Please,” she whispers.

“For what?”

“I—I don’t know, I just—more—”

I grin against her skin.

“You’re lucky I’m full of Christmas spirit,” I murmur, and dive back in.

This time, I don’t hold back—tongue fucking her rim, spit dripping, one hand sneaking between her legs to find her clit. She gasps, then screams, twitching in my grasp as she starts to come, body locking tight, thighs shaking.

“Mmm,” I groan against her, licking her through it, devouring like she’s the last sugar cookie on the plate.

“Santa,” she whimpers, “fuck—Santa—”

“I know, baby,” I say, dragging my tongue slow and final over her slick hole. “And you’re just getting started.”

She’s collapsed over the couch again, legs twitching, her hole wet and glistening with spit, thighs shiny with arousal, ass glowing from every swat I left. Her back rises and falls in shallow, shaky breaths. She looks ruined.

But she isn’t.

Not yet.

I lean in, brushing my mouth up the curve of her spine, beard dragging slow as frostbite over heat. I kiss her shoulder, her neck, nuzzle against the hair sticking to her damp skin.

“You still with me, sugarplum?” I murmur, voice like mulled wine.

She nods without lifting her head, voice wrecked. “Uh-huh.”

“You want off the Naughty List?” I ask softly.

She hesitates.

Then, barely audible: “No.”

I grin. Slow. Dangerous.

“No?” I echo.

She lifts her head slightly, eyes glazed, lips parted.

“I wanna stay on it.”

My hand finds her hair and wraps it slowly around my fist.

“Then you know what that means,” I whisper.

She shivers hard. “Yes, Santa.”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours to use.”

God, she doesn’t even blink.

She just gives herself up.

I growl, low in my chest, and drag her off the couch by the hips. She stumbles forward onto the floor rug, catching herself on her hands, ass still in the air. I strip my coat off finally, letting it fall in a heavy red pile. The belt’s already open. My cock’s been aching for release since the chimney.

And now?

Now I get to give her her real present.

“Santa’s little cumdump,” I murmur, lining up. “Open that sleigh ride wide.”

She gasps as I press the tip to her soaked pussy, teasing her folds, dragging it slow over her hole, back down to her clit, then up again—spreading her slick until she’s whining, hips grinding.

“Beg,” I growl.

“Please, Santa,” she whimpers, “give it to me. Fill me. Use me.”

“Ho-ho-ho-fuck yes,” I grunt, and slam in.

She screams, high and sweet, back arching as I bury every inch in one thrust, thick and deep, splitting her open. I hold there, let her feel it—how much, how full, how ruined she is already.

“That’s it,” I groan. “Tight little chimney. I knew you’d take it.”

I pull back and thrust again, harder this time, hips smacking her ass with a sharp clap. She moans louder, hands slipping on the floor as I start to move—deep, driving strokes, pounding her like I’m nailing presents down under a tree.

“F-fuck!” she gasps.

“You wanted this,” I snarl, one hand gripping her hip, the other fisting her hair again. “You wanted to be on the Naughty List. A little fucktoy left out for Santa. So guess what?”

Smack. I slam into her deeper.

“You’re getting filled.”

She chokes on a cry, hips jerking as I slam into her again, again.

“Dripping down your thighs like icing. Stuffed so full you’re gonna taste me in New Year’s.”

“Please—yes—more—”

“You’re gonna be crawling tomorrow, little elf,” I growl. “Ruined in every hole. Your stocking’s not the only thing getting stuffed tonight.”

I reach between her legs again, finding her clit with wet fingers, rubbing hard and fast as I thrust into her like I’m trying to rearrange her insides. She’s squealing now, body convulsing.

“Come,” I command. “Come for Santa.”

She shatters, legs locking, body jerking violently as she lets go, screaming into the rug, her pussy clenching so tight around me it nearly sends me over the edge.

I don’t stop.

I fuck her through it, through the shaking, the twitching, the sobbing moans.

And then I snap.

My hands grip her waist like a vice. I shove so deep I feel her cervix kiss the tip. My balls slap wet and hard against her, and I groan—low, savage—as I empty into her.

“Fuck, yes—take it, take all of it—fuck—fuck—fuck—”

I fill her until it leaks out around my cock, creamy and hot, spilling over her thighs in thick streams, dripping down to the rug.

I don’t pull out.

Not yet.

Instead, I press in deeper, grind slow, and murmur against her ear:

“Merry Christmas, sweetheart.”


Chapter 3

She’s still quivering under me.

Her thighs are sticky with our mess. My cock twitches once, still buried to the hilt, her pussy clenching weakly around it like she doesn’t want to let me go. But I can feel her coming back down—her breathing slowing, her body starting to slacken.

I lean in and kiss her shoulder.

“You did good,” I murmur, dragging my fingers through the mess between her legs. “You took every drop like a proper little stocking.”

She moans quietly.

“But…”

She stirs. “But?”

I ease my cock from her soaked hole, slow and thick, watching her stretch and then flutter around nothing. She whimpers as I slip free.

“You told me you wanted to stay on the Naughty List.”

“I do,” she whispers.

“Then we’re not done,” I growl.

I reach for my coat and pull out a small red pouch, tied with silver cord. Magical storage. A little pocket of kink in a velvet sack.

From it, I draw a candy-cane-striped silicone plug, sleek and tapered, base shaped like a tiny sleigh bell. Her breath catches when she sees it.

Her voice is quiet. “I’ve never…”

I raise an eyebrow. “Never?”

She shakes her head. “Not with anyone who… knew what they were doing.”

My cock stirs instantly, hard again before she even finishes the sentence.

“I’ve been sliding down chimneys for over a thousand years,” I murmur, kneeling behind her. “I know how to make tight little holes take what they’re given.”

I press a palm to the small of her back, coax her into position again—cheeks spread, wet and glowing. Then I spit, slow and deliberate, watching it drip between her cheeks. I add a few drops of slick oil from the pouch, warmed by magic, and rub it in with two fingers.

She gasps, then moans when I press a single thumb to her rim and just rest there.

“Relax,” I murmur, massaging little circles into her ass with my free hand. “This chimney’s just been waiting for Santa to slide in.”

I push the plug tip in slowly.

She stiffens at first—then melts.

I work it deeper in gentle little rocks, watching her stretch, watching the way her pussy clenches in reaction, how her toes curl and her moans turn higher, more breathless.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “Let it in. Be my little cum-stuffed sleigh slut.”

The plug sinks in to the base with a soft pop. The bell jingles when it settles, sweet and obscene.

She lets out a desperate whimper.

“Good girl,” I growl, grabbing her hips again. “Still want to stay on the Naughty List?”

“Y-yes,” she pants, voice cracking.

“Then Santa’s taking the other entrance.”

I line my cock up with her now-warmed, stretched ass. I don’t rush—this is ceremony. This is privilege. Her hole twitches, shiny and trembling around the plug. I pop it free with a little tug and press the head of my cock to the opening.

Her breath catches.

“You ready?” I ask.

“Yes, Santa,” she whispers.

I push.

She screams, high and tight, her whole body tensing—but she doesn’t pull away. I go slow, letting her feel the stretch, the impossibly thick burn of my cock forcing her open inch by inch.

“Ho. Ho. Holy fuck,” I grunt, sinking deeper.

Her tight little ass grips me like a velvet vise. Hot. Squeezing. Relentless.

“You feel that?” I growl in her ear. “That’s Saint Dick giving you the present no one else dared.”

She moans, head thrown back, spine arching.

“You’re taking it,” I whisper. “All of it. Every inch. Every thrust. And when I’m done, I’m going to fill this hole, too—so full you’re leaking Christmas down both legs.”

I start to move.

The sounds—wet, slick, broken—fill the room. Her cries get louder. Not pain. Not even surprise. Need.

“Fffuck, fuck, I can’t—Santa—too big—”

“You can,” I growl, slamming in. “You are. My dirty little chimney fucktoy.”

I pound her ass now, both hands gripping her hips like handles, her entire body jolting with every thrust.

“That’s it. Take it. Take all of it. You wanted to be used? This is what Santa does to good girls gone bad.”

The jingle bell plug dangles from my finger. I press it back into her dripping pussy while I fuck her ass—plugged in both holes, body shaking, eyes glassy.

She starts to scream.

“I’m—I’m gonna—again—!”

“Come on Santa’s cock, baby. Milk it. Show me how grateful you are.”

She comes hard, body convulsing, back bowed, every muscle locking as I drive into her deeper, faster, until I’m groaning, snarling, coming deep inside her ass.

“Fuck—yes—take it—take all my Christmas spirit—”

I collapse over her, buried to the hilt, cock twitching in her stretched, gaping hole.

We stay like that.

Her body still shaking. Mine still pulsing.

And somewhere, in the distance?

The sleigh bells jingle.


Chapter 4

She’s panting beneath me, trembling, ass red and shiny, holes gaping and dripping. My cum leaks down her thighs, down to the rug, mixing with spit, sweat, and her own slick until it’s a sleazy, perfect mess. She’s twitching, dazed, but still coherent. Barely.

I trace a finger down her spine.

“You still breathing, little candy cane?”

She mumbles into the rug. “Uh-huh.”

“You still mine?”

A pause.

Then: “Always.”

I smile. The sleigh’s calling. I can feel it in the magic—the way time tugs at the corners of the room, reality beginning to shiver around us. The sack’s nearly empty. The night’s almost done.

But not yet.

Not without this.

I reach into my coat one last time and pull out a strip of enchanted velvet—thick red ribbon with golden trim, soft and alive with magic. It coils in the air like a snake, glowing faintly in the dark.

She lifts her head, confused.

“Wh—what is that?”

“Transport,” I say.

“Wha—”

The ribbon wraps around her like a spell—wrists, ankles, waist. It doesn’t squeeze. It holds. Lifts. She lets out a shocked little squeal as her body floats off the rug, hair trailing, limbs drawn gently together like she’s been gift-wrapped by air itself.

I step back and watch her hover, belly down, ass in the air, legs slightly parted. Her eyes are wide now, dazed and a little scared. But she’s smiling.

“Santa…” she whispers.

“I’m not done with you yet.”

I open the back door.

Snow flurries rush in—silent and cold—but don’t touch her. The ribbon protects her from the chill as we step out into the night, her body still floating, helpless and perfectly exposed. The sleigh waits on the street below, massive and gleaming, reindeer restless in their harnesses.

I snap my fingers.

She floats toward it like a dream.

She settles gently across the front of the sleigh, bent over the wide padded rail, belly down, tits pressed to the seat, ass raised high. Her legs spread, bare and slick, ready and waiting. She moans softly, the sound swallowed by the sky.

I climb into the sleigh behind her.

The reindeer rear up.

And we take off.

Snow explodes beneath us as the sleigh lifts into the sky, the night roaring past. We rise over rooftops, through clouds, stars spinning above us.

And I line up behind her.

She’s gasping now, wind in her hair, legs held apart by invisible force.

“I said I’d give you everything,” I growl, guiding my cock to her soaked, used hole. “You wanted to stay on the Naughty List?”

“Yes—yes—Santa please—”

I slam into her.

She screams.

Her voice echoes across the sky, lost in wind and starlight. Her body jerks, suspended, clenching around me, her skin flushed red as I pound her again and again, sleigh bells ringing with every brutal thrust.

“Take it,” I snarl, grabbing her hips. “Take Santa’s cock above the clouds.”

The sleigh dips, then soars.

I fuck her through every motion—balls slapping her dripping pussy, my cock driving into her over and over, shaking the whole goddamn sleigh. The reindeer grunt and surge forward as I fuck her harder, faster.

“You’re mine,” I growl. “My little cum sleigh slut.”

“Y-yes—Santa—yes—”

“You’re going to come in the fucking sky.”

She does.

Back arching. Voice broken. Her body goes wild, convulsing in midair, legs thrashing in the ribbons as she comes again, pussy clenching around my cock like a fist.

And I lose it.

My balls tighten. My cock throbs. I slam into her so deep I see stars, and then I explode, pouring into her, my cum flooding her for the second time tonight—hot, messy, raw.

We’re still flying.

But now the sleigh moves slow, drifting over the sleeping world, snow falling below, her body limp in the air, coated in sweat and sex and Santa’s magic.

I lean down, panting, kissing the back of her neck.

“Now,” I whisper, “you’re definitely staying on the Naughty List.”

She laughs weakly.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
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