
        
            
                
            
        

    
Naughty, Nice, and Mine

A Holiday Daddy’s Best Friend Forbidden Short 

Chapter1

Christmas Eve morning, and I was up far too early for a man who wasn’t getting laid. 

The house smelled like pine needles, gingerbread, and denial. I leaned on the kitchen counter, nursing black coffee and pretending not to watch the stairs.

And then, like clockwork, she came padding down. 

Barefoot. Flannel pajama bottoms sliding low on her hips. That ridiculous oversized reindeer sweatshirt, puffy with static, the red nose blinking with a stupid little light every time she moved.

I hated that thing.
Loved it, too. 

Because every time she lifted her arms, the damn hem climbed too high, and I caught a sliver of stomach. Smooth. Pale. Biteable.
“Merry Christmas Eve,” she said, voice still soft with sleep.

“Mm,” I grunted, sipping. “You’re up early.”
She yawned. Stretched. 

I had to bite the inside of my cheek. That stretch —arms overhead, little belly exposed, back arched, tits pressing into that stupid Rudolph—was a war crime.

“I always wake up early on Christmas,” she said, grinning. “I like watching the snow fall. It’s peaceful.”
I nodded. “Wouldn’t call you peaceful in those pants.” 

She froze. Eyes wide. Blushed immediately. Adorably. “What’s wrong with my pants?” she mumbled, twisting at the drawstring.

“Not a damn thing,” I said. “They’re just very… festive.” 

I let my gaze drop. “Candy -cane tight. Looks like you’re smuggling some sugar cookies in the back pocket.”

She made a wounded little noise and half-laughed, halfshrieked, spinning toward the fridge.
“Don’t be weird.”
“Too late for that, sweetheart.” 

I followed her. Slow. Steady. Let her hear the scrape of my bare feet on the tile. She opened the fridge. I stood behind her—close enough to smell her shampoo. Some cheap strawberry thing, probably. She always smelled like sugar and sin.
“Making breakfast?” I asked, low.

She shrugged. “Thinking about it.”
“You cook?”
She glanced over her shoulder. “A little.”
“What’s on the menu?”
She hesitated. “Pancakes?”
“Classic,” I murmured. “Sweet. Soft. Good with a little heat.”
I swear she swallowed audibly. My grin widened.
“Tell you what,” I said. “You make the pancakes, I’ll make the coffee.”
“I already—” 

I cut her off with a slow press of my palm on the counter, boxing her in. My chest nearly touched her back. She stiffened. Sucked in a breath.

I leaned down, mouth beside her ear.
“Deal is, you let me take care of your cup. You’ve been on my nice list all year, haven’t you?”
She nodded. Just barely.
“Good girl.”
She jerked her head. “You’re teasing me.”
I laughed, low and smooth. “Of course I am.”
But only because I haven’t gotten to unwrap you yet. 

The first batch of pancakes smelled like vanilla and butter and something far too innocent for the thoughts I was having.

She’d gotten flour on her cheek. Syrup on her wrist. The whole damn kitchen looked like it had been kissed by a baking fairy.

But her?
She looked like something that didn’t belong in kitchens.
Not unless I had her on the counter with her knees spread.
“You’re staring,” she said, eyes not quite meeting mine. 

“I am.” She flipped a pancake with a little huff and moved to grab the cinnamon. Problem was, it was on the high shelf. Higher than her reach. She went up on tiptoes.

I was behind her in two steps.
“Let me,” I murmured. 

But instead of reaching beside her, I stepped between her legs—crowding her into the counter—gripping the edge with both hands and leaning in so she had to tilt her head to breathe.

“Do you need cinnamon,” I asked, low and smooth, “or do you just like teasing me with the way your ass looks when you stretch?”

She let out a shocked laugh and slapped my chest. “You’re awful.”
“You’ve got syrup on your wrist,” I added, ignoring the slap. “Are you saving that for someone special?”

She glanced down, instinctively tried to wipe it. I caught her hand mid-movement. Held it up.
“Don’t waste it,” I whispered.
And then I licked it. 

Slow. From the edge of her palm to the inside of her wrist. She made a sound—soft, broken, barely there. Her breath hitched. I didn’t look up. I just let my tongue taste her, even after the syrup was gone.

She whispered my name. Barely a breath.
“You made me breakfast,” I said, not releasing her wrist. “You should be the one feeding me.”
Her pupils dilated. I watched it happen. “I—okay.” 

She turned, grabbed the fork. I stepped back just enough for her to sit on the counter, legs dangling. Her knee brushed my hip. She tried to ignore it.

Didn’t work.
She stabbed a piece of pancake. It wobbled. Her hand shook.
“Don’t be nervous,” I said. “I’ve had worse things in my mouth.”
She blushed to the roots. But she held the bite up. Slowly. Pressed it to my lips. 

I let her. Took the bite. Licked the fork. Let her see my tongue drag over it.

Her thighs clenched together on either side of me. I didn’t miss it.
“My turn,” I said.
She blinked. “What?”
“You fed me. Now you get a bite.”
I didn’t give her the chance to object. Stabbed a fresh piece. Held it up.
When she leaned in, I tilted the fork just enough to smear syrup across her lip. 

“Oh,” she breathed. I watched it. Watched the line of gold shimmer on her skin.

Then I leaned in. Close. Closer. Braced my hand beside her thigh.
And I licked it off her mouth like it was my damn right.
She gasped. Didn’t pull away. Her breath hitched against my cheek.
“You taste better than the pancakes,” I growled.
She didn’t speak. Just looked at me, lips parted, chest rising fast under that reindeer shirt.
So I leaned in and whispered, rough as gravel and warm as the oven behind her:
“I haven’t even started tasting you yet.”
Her breath was warm against my chin. 

My hand was planted beside her thigh, fingers curling against the counter edge, the wood digging into my palm because if I didn’t hold on to something, I was going to drag her mouth to mine and end Christmas early.

Her lips were still glistening with that trace of syrup I hadn’t licked clean.
She wanted me. 

I could feel it —the tremor in her thighs, the way her chest lifted, the tiny tilt of her chin that meant she was already leaning in.

I was a second away from tasting her.
Half a second. My nose brushed hers.
Her eyelids fluttered shut.
“Say it,” I whispered, voice dragging like velvet over heat. “Tell me you want—”
“HEY! You two up?”
Her dad’s voice cracked down the stairs like a shotgun blast.
She jerked like she’d been electrocuted.
Head snapping back, hand flying to her chest, breath leaving her in one panicked rush.
I didn’t move. 

Didn’t flinch. I just straightened, slow as sin, watching her face turn pink—then crimson—then something that looked a whole lot like heartbreak.

Her dad shouted again, oblivious, cheerful, fucking awful:
“Coffee ready? Smells great down there!” 

She scrambled off the counter so fast she almost slipped. I caught her elbow before she could fall, my grip firm, possessive, thumb brushing her skin because I couldn’t not touch her.

Her eyes darted to the stairs.
“Did he… did he see…?”
“No,” I said, low, stepping closer so only she could hear. “But even if he had, sweetheart—”
I dipped my head to her ear, voice dark and deliberate.
“—I wasn’t doing anything I wouldn’t do again. Harder.”
Her breath caught. She swayed.
God, she was soft.
Upstairs footsteps creaked.
She panicked and whispered, “S-stop looking at me like that.”
“Like what?”
“Like you…”
She swallowed.
“…like you want to kiss me.” I let a slow grin unravel over my mouth.
“I was going to do a hell of a lot more than kiss you.”
Her knees actually buckled. I watched it. Felt her fingers snatch the counter behind her.
And just as she tried to answer—her dad’s head popped around the doorway.
“Morning!” he said, oblivious. “Hope you two aren’t getting into trouble.”
I turned, mask smooth as polished stone.
“Never,” I said. “Not unless she starts it.”
She elbowed me—weakly, embarrassed—while her dad laughed and wandered toward the stove.
But she wasn’t looking at him.
She was staring at me.
At my mouth.
I mouthed one word back, slow enough for her to read it:
Soon. 

Chapter2

The tree sat in the corner of the living room like it knew exactly what it was doing—tall, green, smug, and completely bare. Just standing there waiting to be dressed while she carried in a plastic tub full of ornaments, humming something off-key and adorable.

I’d been watching her all morning.
Trying not to.
Failing. 

She was twitchy after breakfast. Kept glancing at me like I might pounce. Like she didn’t want me to—but maybe did. She dropped three ornaments already. Every time she bent down, I had to grit my teeth. Flannel pants. Little bounce in her step. Innocence pouring off her like powdered sugar.

I grabbed the box of lights.
She looked at me over her shoulder, biting her lip.
“You’re not going to strangle me with those, are you?”
I smirked. “Now why would your mind go there?” 

She turned away too fast. I stepped up behind her, slow, unspooling the lights. The cord hung between us like a fuse.

“Hold this,” I said, handing her one end. 

She reached without turning. I looped the strand over her shoulders instead, tugging her backward, just enough to press her spine to my chest.
“You make a pretty good tree,” I murmured.

“I’m not the one we’re decorating,” she said breathlessly.
“Yet.”
She shivered. 

I wrapped the lights around her arms gently, letting the bulbs trail down her sides like falling stars. She didn’t move. Didn’t fight it.

“You’re blushing,” I whispered, fingers brushing her hip.
“It’s warm in here.”
“No,” I said. “It’s me.” I leaned down, breath teasing her ear.
“I think you like being wrapped up.” 

She sucked in a breath. I slid one hand forward to guide her wrist, helping her place the lights on the tree. She moved stiffly, pretending she didn’t feel my chest against her back, my hips close, too close.

“Nice balls,” I muttered as she hung a shiny red one.
She laughed, despite herself. “You’re so inappropriate.”
“That’s not the only thing I am.”
I reached into the tub. Pulled out a gold ornament shaped like a bell.
Held it up beside her head and whispered:
“Bet you’d jingle if I touched you right.”
She dropped the star she was holding. It shattered.
“Oh my God,” she breathed.
“Oops,” I said. “Guess we’ll need something else to top you with.”
She turned, scandalized, trying not to smile.
And when our eyes met—God help us both—she didn’t back away.
Her lips parted. 

My hand still had the lights. I wrapped the rest around her waist and pulled her close.

“All I want for Christmas,” I said, “is to see you come apart under this tree.” 

The star was in her hands, glittering gold, maybe a little crooked from years of use—but she looked at it like it was the damn Hope Diamond.

“I can’t reach the top,” she said, up on tiptoes, arm stretched. 

I watched her try again. Saw the shirt ride up her back. Just a flash of skin. Just enough to make me lose my fucking mind.

“You need help?” I asked, already moving behind her. 

“I can just grab a chair.” “Why would I let you do that when I’ve got two hands and strong arms?”

She turned to face me, star cradled in her palm, nervous. Curious.
“You’re really gonna lift me?”
I stepped in close. Let her look up at me. Let her feel it—that heat simmering right below the skin.
“You trust me, don’t you?”
She swallowed. Nodded.
I didn’t wait. 

Hands slid down to her waist —fingers spread, firm, proprietary—and I hauled her up, slow, until she gasped and gripped my shoulders.
She was light.

Warm.
Legs swaying slightly as I steadied her against my chest.
And she was high enough now that her thighs brushed my ribs.
But that wasn’t the part making her blush. 

It was my hands. Still holding her hips. My thumbs tight on her soft curves, pressing just hard enough to claim. My face inches from the hem of her stupid Rudolph shirt. I could feel her shaking.

“You good up there?” I asked, looking up through my lashes.
“Y-yeah.”
“Then go on. Top that tree, baby.” 

She leaned forward. The shirt lifted again. More skin. More scent. I inhaled it, slow and shameless, lips barely parted.

She reached. The star trembled.
“I’ve got you,” I murmured, squeezing her hips. 

She froze for half a second. Then got it in place. The moment she clipped the star on, it lit—twinkling gold over her head like a goddamn halo.

“Perfect,” I said.
She smiled, triumphant. 

And then I dragged her down —slow,
deliberate—until her legs wrapped around my waist.

She gasped.
I didn’t let her go.
“You’re not afraid of heights,” I whispered, “so tell me…”
My mouth brushed her throat.
“Are you afraid of how good I could make you feel right here against this tree?”
She was light in my arms. Weightless. Warm.
But she tensed the second her back brushed the pine needles.
“Wait, the tree—” she whispered.
“It can take it,” I growled. 

And I didn’t give her a second more. I stepped forward, crowding her against the branches, pressing her into the fake snowdusted boughs like I’d already unwrapped her and didn’t care where the ribbons landed.

One hand held her thigh hooked over my hip. The other braced above her head on the tree’s trunk.
“You’re gonna break it,” she squeaked.
I smiled against her neck.
“You’re what’s breakable, sweetheart. This tree? This tree’s lucky.”
She made a helpless little noise. One I wanted to hear again. And again.
So I pressed my hips forward, slow. Deliberate.
Let her feel me.
Her gasp was sinful. 

Her thighs twitched around me, squeezing tighter, her fingers finding the back of my neck like she didn’t mean to—like her body had decided for her.

And I did it again. 

Ground against her with enough force to rattle the ornaments. One jingled above her head. The lights flickered.

She whimpered. “You feel that?” I whispered into her hair. “That’s what you do to me. Just from looking. Just from smiling like you don’t know what you’re doing.”

“I-I wasn’t—”
“Shhh.”
I rolled my hips again. Slower. Harder. 

Her head hit the branches with a soft thud, eyes fluttering shut, mouth parting in that sweet desperate way that made every fucking inch of me throb.

“You’re already wet for me, aren’t you?”
“I don’t—”
“You are.” I kissed her neck. Bit it. Let her squirm.
“I can feel it,” I growled. “Even through these damn pants.”
She whined. 

I grabbed both her thighs, lifted her a fraction higher, dragged her against my cock again, just to make her feel the length, the heat, the pressure waiting for her the second she gave in.

“I’m gonna ruin you,” I whispered. “Right under this goddamn tree. Jingle all the fuck way.”
She moaned.
And I stilled. Just for a second.
Letting her breathe. Letting her need.
“You want more?” I said.
She nodded.
“Say it.”
She licked her lips, voice trembling.
“Please…”
“Please what?”
“Please… don’t stop.” Oh, baby. She said the words.
So I kissed her. Hard.
The kiss wasn’t soft.
It was claiming. 

Tongue deep, fingers gripping her thighs tighter than I should’ve, mouth slanted over hers like I meant to steal the breath right out of her chest. She whimpered into me, opened her mouth wider, let me in deeper, let me own her.

I was still grinding her into the tree. Still holding her up like she weighed nothing. But the second her hips rolled back into mine with a little helpless moan?

Something snapped. I growled, deep in my throat, broke the kiss, and tugged at her shirt—fingers sliding under that stupid blinking Rudolph until they hit the hem of her thin, worn tank top underneath.

She gasped.
“You cold?” I asked, brushing her ribs.
“N-no.”
“Good.” 

I shoved the pajama shirt higher. Right up under her arms. Bared her tank. No bra. I could see it—nipples already hard through the cotton. A sweet little tease begging for my tongue.

My hands slid up, slow, palms hot against her skin. 

“Let’s see what Santa left me this year.” She flushed deep. Tried to squirm, but I pinned her harder. Let one hand grip her ass. The other cupped her breast through the tank.

Soft. Full. Perfect.
“You’re shaking,” I said.
She bit her lip. “You’re—ah—you’re just…touching me like…”
“Like I’ve thought about this every day since you turned eighteen?”
She gasped.
“Like I want to see you come undone before I ever fuck you?”
Her knees tightened around my waist.
I tugged the tank down. Not up.
Exposing her tits slowly, letting the fabric catch on her nipples just enough to make her hiss.
And when they popped free—bare and flushed and trembling—
I grinned like the devil himself.
“Well, look at that,” I murmured, leaning in.
“W-what?” 

I licked across one nipple. Then the other. Then dragged both my thumbs across them, watching her twitch.

“These,” I said, voice deep and dirty, “are officially my jingle bells now.”
She made a sound that wasn’t a laugh, wasn’t a moan. Something broken between them.
I took her nipple between my teeth. Bit. Not hard—but enough.
She cried out.
“You like that?” I asked, licking the sting away.
“Y-yes.”
I sucked it deep into my mouth. Wet. Noisy. 

Then switched to the other. “I could do this all fucking day,” I whispered against her breast. “Lick and tease and play until you’re shaking so bad you can’t even beg right.”

She grabbed my hair.
Held me there.
I growled against her skin.
“God, you’re sensitive,” I muttered. “You were made for this.”
One hand worked between us, pressing at the waistband of her pants.
She gasped.
“Tell me to stop,” I said. She didn’t. 

She just looked at me, eyes blown wide, nipples glistening, panting like I’d just dragged her to the edge of something she’d never come back from.

So I slid my fingers inside.
Hot.
Wet.
“Merry fucking Christmas.”
Her breath hitched when I slid my fingers into her pants.
Wet. 

So fucking wet. But I didn’t stay there—not yet. I didn’t want her coming from my fingers.

I wanted to taste it. 

I pulled back, just enough to ease her off the tree, one arm around her waist, the other guiding her down slow. The ornaments jingled. Pine needles clung to her hair. Her tank top was still shoved up over her tits, and she was flushed from collar to ear, panting like she’d just run through a blizzard barefoot.

I laid her down on the rug in front of the fire.
Knees on either side of her legs. Her hair spilled out around her like ribbon.
She looked like a wrapped gift someone had dropped just for me.
“You okay?” I asked, even though I could see her nipples still begging for attention.
She nodded. Shaky. Wide-eyed.
“You sure?”
Another nod. 

So I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her flannel pajama pants and dragged them down—slow. Deliberate. Never breaking eye contact.

She lifted her hips for me.
Obedient.
Her panties were white. Thin. Almost sheer. With a tiny red bow on the front.
I fucking growled. “You wore Christmas panties?” I asked.
“I didn’t—know you’d…”
“I don’t care.”
I leaned down. Let my mouth brush her thigh. Let my nose drag along the crease where fabric met skin.
“You wore these,” I growled, “and then you came downstairs acting like a good girl?”
She whimpered.
“You’re not a good girl,” I said. “Not for me.”
I kissed the inside of her thigh. Felt her jerk. Then the other side. 

Then slowly —so fucking slowly—I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of her panties and peeled them down.

She closed her eyes.
I let her.
Let her feel the air kiss her bare, swollen cunt. Let her breathe through the moment.
And then I licked her.
One long, firm stroke, flat of the tongue, bottom to top.
Her whole body jerked. She gasped.
Eyes flew open.
“Oh my—”
I did it again.
Slower.
Firmer.
“Jesus,” she moaned.
“No,” I murmured, licking her again. “Just me.”
I settled between her thighs like I’d lived there my whole life.
“Let me show you how angels sing.”
And then I ate. 

Tongue pressed deep, lips sealing around her clit, fingers digging into her hips to keep her still as she tried to twist away—like she couldn’t take it, like it was too much, too good, too fast.

She cried out.
I didn’t stop. 

I sucked her sweet, swollen clit like it owed me something. Let my tongue flick it. Tease it. Make it throb.

Then down—deeper—tasting her, spreading her open with my mouth.
She arched. Grabbed the rug.
“F-fuck—oh—”
Her thighs tried to close. I didn’t let them.
Held her down.
Owned her.
And then I looked up—mouth still full of her—and growled: 

“You’re my favorite Christmas treat, baby. Keep those legs open and come on my fucking tongue.”

She was panting. Whimpering. Her thighs trembling under my hands as I sucked her clit deep into my mouth and didn’t stop.
I felt her trying to hold back.

Sweet little virgin, like she didn’t know what her own body was doing. Like she couldn’t believe it could feel this good. Like she was afraid of letting go.

So I growled against her pussy and tongued her even harder.
Her breath caught—held—and then—
“Oh my God—oh—oh fuck—fuck!”
She snapped. 

Hips lifting off the floor, hands flying to my head, fingers tangling in my hair like she didn’t care if she ripped it out.

She came. Hard. 

Thighs squeezing around my head, voice cracking into the highpitched gasps of a girl who’d never felt her body do that before.

I held her down and drank her in.
Didn’t let up. Didn’t stop.
She shook. Twitched. Let out a broken whimper as her climax ripped through her and just kept going. 

I rode it with her. Tongue firm, lips tight, drawing out every last wave until she was sobbing my name like it hurt.

“Stop—please—too much—too—” I pulled back, finally. Face soaked. Grinning.
She was boneless on the rug, legs spread, eyes dazed, chest heaving.
I kissed her thigh.
Then her belly.
Then up—dragging myself up over her trembling body until I was face to face again.
I kissed her mouth.
She tasted like herself now.
Wrecked. Beautiful. 

“You just came on my tongue, sweetheart,” I whispered, voice raw and low. “How’s your Christmas so far?”

She laughed.
A soft, breathless, delirious little sound.
“You’re evil.”
I smiled against her cheek. “You haven’t seen evil yet.” 

Chapter3

I saw her before she saw me. 

She was across the room, cheeks flushed, hair pinned up in some pretty little twist, wearing a deep green dress that hugged her hips like it was tailored for sin. Her neckline dipped just enough to tease. Not enough for the room. But enough for me.

She bit her lip when she spotted me. 

And no fucking wonder. I was dressed in red velvet and black leather boots. Jacket fitted. Shirt unbuttoned at the throat. Beard trimmed. Santa hat cocked to the side like I might spank someone with it.

Every year I played the role.
This year?
I was planning to fuck her in the boots.
“Ho, ho—damn,” I muttered under my breath when she walked toward me.
She was trying so hard not to look at my mouth. Not to look at the space between my legs.
But she couldn’t help it. 

I sat down in the big armchair near the tree. Family swirled around us—her aunt laughing at some dumb joke, her cousins chasing each other with wrapping paper tubes.

And then her dad clapped his hands.
“All right! It’s Santa time!”
Fuck.
He turned to her, grinning like a drunk elf. “C’mon, kiddo. You’re not getting out of this. Lap time.”
Her face lit in red. Jaw dropped. Eyes snapped to me.
I smiled. Slow. Dangerous.
“Oh, I think she should sit on Santa’s lap,” I said, voice deep and warm. “For old time’s sake.”
The room cheered.
She looked like she wanted the floor to swallow her whole.
I patted my knee.
“Come on, sugarplum. Tell Santa what you want.”
Gasps. Laughs. Whistles.
She walked toward me like she was walking the damn plank. Legs trembling. Hands twitching at her sides.
And then—finally—sat.
Her ass pressed into my lap. Right against my cock.
She froze.
I didn’t.
I shifted slightly. Just enough for her to feel how hard I was under the costume.
Her breath hitched.
Everyone thought it was nerves. Stage fright.
If only they knew.
“Don’t be shy now,” I said, mouth right by her ear. “Tell Santa everything.” 

She didn’t move. So I let one hand rest on her waist. Innocent. Supportive.

And then let my thumb graze the underside of her breast.
“Or I’ll have to check the naughty list myself.” 

She stayed frozen for a moment —her thighs tense, her breath shallow, her ass planted firmly against the hard length under my Santa suit.

I could feel her heartbeat through her back.
I leaned in, voice low enough only she could hear.
“You’re sitting on my cock in front of your entire family.” 

Her fingers twitched in her lap. “No one knows,” I whispered. “Not a single soul. But you feel it, don’t you? How hard I am for you. How bad I want to bend you over that sleigh display in the front yard and fuck you where the reindeer can watch.”

She whimpered. Actually whimpered. A tiny, high little sound that could’ve been mistaken for a laugh.
Her uncle raised his phone, snapping a photo.
“Smile!” he called.
She pasted one on. Just barely. 

I slipped my hand lower —down from her waist, fingers grazing the side of her hip, her outer thigh—thumb brushing just under the hem of her dress.

“Innocent little dress,” I muttered, “hiding such a dirty fucking girl underneath.”
She shivered.
I pressed my thigh upward. Right under her.
She gasped—but made it sound like a cough. 

“You gonna come on Santa’s lap, baby?” I asked, voice dark silk. “You gonna cream all over this suit while they drink cider ten feet away?”

“Stop,” she whispered.
I didn’t. 

I cupped her outer thigh now. Grazed my fingers just under the hem. She spread her knees just slightly. Enough to let me ghost along the edge of her inner thigh.
She was already wet. I could feel the heat.

“Smile again,” someone said.
She forced another.
I grinned like the devil in a Santa hat. 

“Santa’s gonna take such good care of you tonight,” I said. “You won’t be able to walk to open your stocking.”

Chapter4

The second she slid off my lap —legs shaky, cheeks pink, dress clinging to her thighs—I knew she wasn’t getting far.

She tried to blend back into the family chatter, holding a cookie she wasn’t actually eating, nodding at some aunt who was rambling about fudge recipes.

But her eyes kept flicking to me.
Flick. Flick.
Every few seconds.
Like a moth circling its own damn bonfire.
Her knees brushed together.
She bit her lip.
She shifted like she could still feel my cock under her, pressing her open.
Perfect.
I waited.
Played along.
Smiled at her dad. 

Let one cousin punch my shoulder. But the second she crossed the hallway toward the kitchen?

I followed.
She didn’t notice at first. She reached for the fridge, opened it, grabbed a bottle of ginger ale, and—
My hand slammed the fridge door shut beside her.
She gasped, whipping around—straight into my chest.
The Santa suit brushed her nipples.
She sucked in a breath.
I saw her thighs press together.
I didn’t waste a second. I grabbed her waist and walked her backward.
Slow. Deliberate.
Toward the pantry door.
“You think you can sit on my lap like that and then walk away?” I growled.
“I—I had to—my family—”
“Your family didn’t feel you grinding on my cock.”
She froze.
“They didn’t hear how hard you were breathing.”
I pressed her to the pantry door.
“They didn’t see your dress ride up.”
My thumb skimmed her thigh. “But I did.”
I opened the door behind her, stepped us inside, shut it.
Darkness.
Warmth.
Spice-scented air.
Her shaking breath. 

I pressed her back into the shelving, one hand braced beside her head, the other gripping her hip so tight she gasped.

“No one’s coming in here,” I murmured.
“I made sure of that.” 

Her hands were on my chest now, palms flat, not pushing—just feeling.
“I can still taste you,” I said, leaning in. “Still hear you moan.”

“Please,” she whispered.
“For what?”
She swallowed.
“You.”
That was all it took.
I grabbed her thighs, lifted her, set her on the low shelf like she weighed nothing. Her dress rode up instantly.
I pressed between her knees. “You want my mouth again?” I asked, voice rough.
“You want my fingers?”
“My cock?”
Her breath shook.
“I don’t—I don’t know—”
I leaned in, forehead resting against hers, Santa hat brushing her hair.
“Then let me decide.”
I reached for the top of her dress and didn’t ask. 

Just gripped the soft green fabric and tugged it down — slow, steady, her gasp feathering against my throat as her breasts bounced free into the dim pantry light. No bra again.

Good girl.
“Hello again, Jingle Bells.”
She slapped my chest—weak, breathless, red-faced.
I didn’t stop.
Didn’t even pause. 

I dropped to my knees between her spread legs, hands cradling the backs of her thighs to keep her right where I wanted her. Then leaned forward and kissed the curve of one breast, slow and warm, tongue dragging over her skin.

She arched, helpless. I sucked her nipple into my mouth and groaned.
She grabbed the shelf behind her with both hands, trying not to scream. 

I licked, sucked, flicked my tongue over her peak until it was flushed and glistening and twitching every time I breathed.

Then I moved to the other. 

My hands slid higher, thumbs teasing the edges of her pussy through her panties while my mouth devoured her tits—licking and sucking like I was starving.

She whined. She writhed.
“I can’t—oh my God, I can’t—”
“You can,” I growled against her nipple. “You’re perfect like this.”
I bit gently. She gasped. 

“You’re going to come just from my mouth again,” I said. “But this time I want you to come while I’m sucking on your tits.”

“I want to taste it while you fall apart.”
She moaned, high and broken.
I slipped one hand into her panties.
Soaked.
“Goddamn, baby,” I groaned, mouth still on her breast. “You’re dripping. Just from this.”
From her family ten feet away. From Santa on his knees.
From the obscene sound of my mouth sucking her nipple over and over and over.
She trembled.
I circled her clit.
And she snapped. 

Her hands clawed at the shelf, her thighs squeezed my ears, and she came with a sharp cry muffled against her own wrist as I latched onto her tit and didn’t stop licking.

She came like she was dying for it. Like she’d been waiting her whole life for someone to worship her like this.

And I stayed there.
Mouth full of her.
Groaning into her skin.
“Merry Christmas, baby girl.”
She was still shaking when I stood. 

Her dress was down around her waist, her nipples pink and slick from my mouth, her thighs glistening where she’d come for me in the dark.

I pressed my forehead to hers.
Her breath was hot. Shaky. She swallowed once. Then whispered it—
“Take me upstairs.”
I froze.
Her hands clutched at my chest.
“I want to,” she said. “I need to.”
She looked up at me, eyes wide and wet and raw.
“I want it to be you.” 

My whole body tightened. Not just my cock—though fuck, that too—but something deeper. Something territorial.

“Say it again.”
She stepped closer, her bare tits pressed to the Santa jacket I hadn’t even peeled off yet.
“I want you to take my virginity.”
I exhaled, rough and heavy.
Then I grabbed her. 

Lifted her off the shelf, adjusted her dress back over her hips, kissed her with every filthy intention I’d held back all damn day—and carried her out of the pantry.

Through the kitchen. Down the hallway.
Up the stairs.
Not a soul saw us.
Or maybe they did.
I didn’t care.
She clung to me the whole way, whispering tiny nervous things I shut up with kisses.
When we reached her room, I nudged the door open with my boot and kicked it closed behind us.
Soft lighting.
Blankets.
Pillows.
Safe, quiet space. I set her on the bed like something mine.
Then pulled off the Santa coat, the hat, the belt.
Stood above her, breathing hard.
“You sure?” I asked.
She nodded, then shook her head, then blurted—
“Only if you go slow.”
I stepped between her knees.
“Sweetheart,” I said, reaching for her hips, “slow is the only way I’m doing this.”
And then I began to undress her. 

Breasts bare, hair tousled across the pillow, thighs trembling just slightly from what I’d already done to her downstairs. Panties still on. But not for long.

I stood at the foot of her bed, looking down at her like the gift she was.
“You’re beautiful,” I said, voice dark velvet. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to see you like this.”
She flushed. Bit her lip.
“I want to be good,” she whispered.
I leaned down slowly. 

“You already are,” I murmured against her mouth. “But you’re about to be mine.”
I peeled her panties down slow, watching them drag across her soaked pussy, wet fabric sticking before slipping free. She whimpered. Tried to close her legs.

I caught her thighs and pushed them wide.
“No,” I growled. “Keep them open. You give this to me. All of it.”
She gasped.
I climbed onto the bed.
Knelt between her legs. 

She stared at me with wide, trembling eyes as I unbuckled my pants. My cock sprang free, hard and thick and not gentle.
Her lips parted.

“It’s not going to fit.”
I smirked.
“It will.”
I stroked myself once. Slow. “I’ll make sure it does.” 

I reached forward, hooked her legs over my shoulders, and shifted forward—pinning her down. Folding her open. Tilting her hips until her sweet little pussy was perfectly aligned with my cock.

She moaned.
“You feel that?” I said, dragging my tip along her entrance. “That’s real. That’s mine.”
I pushed forward. Just the tip.
Her hands clawed the sheets.
“Oh my God—”
“Breathe,” I said. “Just a little more.”
I eased in another inch.
She was tight. Too tight. My cock felt like it was trying to force its way into heaven.
She whimpered, eyes glassy.
I leaned down, folding her further, mouth beside her ear now, her legs practically at her chest.
“I’ve got you,” I whispered. “You’re okay.” Then I thrust in—slow, deep, unstoppable.
She cried out.
Her hands flew to my back, digging in, breath sharp and choked.
“Shhh,” I whispered, kissing her neck. “That’s it. That’s it. Take it. Let me in.”
Another push.
And then I was in.
Fully. 

All the way. Her virgin pussy clenched tight around me, every muscle trembling.

I didn’t move.
Not yet.
I held there, buried deep, kissed her cheek.
“You did so fucking good,” I growled. “Took me like a goddamn angel.”
She shivered.
“Hurts a little,” she whispered.
“I know.”
I kissed her again. “Let me make it better.” I started to move.
Shallow thrusts. Just enough to get her used to it. To build it.
Her gasps turned from pain to confusion—to pleasure.
And then I picked up the rhythm. 

Deep.
Hard.
Her thighs bouncing on my shoulders with every thrust.

I reached between us, rubbed her clit with my thumb.
Her moan cracked in half.
“That’s it,” I snarled. “Fucking come while I take your virginity.” 

And she did. Right there, tight around me, her nails digging into my skin, her moans swallowed into my mouth as she came while I fucked her like I owned her.

And she was never walking straight on Christmas morning.
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