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      Being kidnapped by Santa wasn't on her Christmas wish list. 
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          NOEL

        

      

    

    
      I have to think at some point my mom used to love Christmas, but ever since I can remember it’s always been what she dreaded most. She raised me to think that this time of year was dangerous and we needed to be careful. Now that she’s gone, I don’t understand her worry.

      Walking downtown this afternoon felt magical to me. There were pretty twinkling lights, decorations as far as the eye could see, and the atmosphere felt jolly. This is my first Christmas without her, but it’s also my first Christmas tree, my first time making a gingerbread house, and my first time singing Christmas carols. I’ve been so giddy with anticipation even though I don’t have a lot of people to celebrate with.

      I work at the library, and we had a little gift exchange this afternoon. It was the first time someone bought me a Christmas gift, and it was an ornament for my tree. Since tonight is Christmas Eve, we’ll be closed tomorrow, which means I have to spend the day alone. I’ve decided to celebrate on my own with movies and cookies and a full day in my pajamas. This is the first time in my life that I get to soak up the holiday, so I’m making the most of it.

      As I take the last batch of cookies out of the oven, I put them on a little plate that has the words For Santa written across the bottom. Then I pour a small cup of milk and take it to the living room.

      Once I’ve placed it on the table by the Christmas tree, I take a seat on the couch and admire my decorations. I might be young and on my own, but I think I did a pretty great job. I’ve got my stocking hung on the mantle with one beside it for my fish, Oscar. The fake fireplace is on, and my tree lights are sparkling. I know it’s silly to put out milk and cookies but I never got to do this as a child. I wanted a full experience this year as a way to take back all that I’ve missed out on.

      Glancing at the clock on the wall, I see it’s a lot later than I thought. Still not ready for bed, I stretch out on the couch and pull the blanket over me. Then I grab a cookie off the plate and nibble on it as I start a Christmas movie.

      I’m not sure what time it is when I finally drift off, but I remember the sound of jingle bells in the distance right before I can’t keep my eyes open any longer.
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          NOEL

        

      

    

    
      The room is too hot, and at some point, I kick off my blanket. I’m restless on the couch as I turn over, and then I hear an odd sound. At first, it sounds like footsteps, but that can’t be right because my apartment is on the top floor. I ignore it and try to go back to sleep.

      The next time I hear something, it sounds like munching, and I blink my eyes open. My fear that there might be a mouse eating my cookies has me waking up and rubbing my eyes.

      My vision is blurry as I sit up, but when I’m finally able to focus, nothing could have prepared me for what I see. In an instant, I’m wide awake as I stare straight ahead of me.

      “Hello, Noel,” the man says, and all I can do is blink. “I’ve been trying to find you for a long, long time.”

      The man takes another bite of the cookies I laid out and slowly appraises me. This can’t be real. This can not be happening. I’ve somehow hallucinated from an overdose of Christmas cheer, and now I’m seeing things. Well, seeing someone, to be more precise.

      “What a good girl you’ve been,” he says and then smiles so sweetly.

      His words are soft and gentle, but something about his presence feels like a warning. “W-what are you doing here?”

      He chuckles loudly before finishing the last cookie and drinking the cup of milk. Once it’s empty, he places it on the small table and takes a step closer to me.  “Are you ready?”

      “For what?” I ask in a soft voice.

      “To come home,” he tells me and cocks his head to the side in confusion. The man in front of me tugs on a pair of white gloves and then holds out his hand to me. “The sun will be up soon, so we’d better hurry.”

      “This can’t be real,” I say more to myself. “I’m imagining this.”

      “Oh, it’s real,” he tells me as he bends down. “All you had to do was believe, and that’s how I found you.”

      “You’re not real,” I tell him, and his smile practically twinkles.

      “I am because you believed in me.” He nods to the table beside us. “You believed enough to put out milk and cookies.”

      “I just wanted cookies.” My voice is pleading like I’m hoping he will disappear or I’ll wake up from this dream.

      “You hung a stocking, put up a tree, and you believed in your heart that there was magic in Christmas.”

      “Santa isn’t real,” I whisper between us as fear creeps up my neck.

      “Why do you think your mother kept you from me for so long?” he says, his eyes narrowing. “She knew I was real and that one day I’d find you.”

      “Oh god.”

      Santa is supposed to be jolly and sweet, but the man in front of me is powerful and scary. There’s an edge to him that I’m afraid of, and the glint in his eyes feels sinister.

      “Let’s not worry about that right now, though.” He kneels down in front of the couch, but he’s so tall we’re eye level like this. “All that matters is that I’ve found you, and you’re finally coming home.”

      He places his hands on my shoulders and slides them down my arms. He’s surprisingly warm, and his touch is gentle, which is a contrast to the look in his eyes. His hands move lower, and then I feel him grip my hips. I’m not sure why, but my instinct to fight is gone as soon as he touches me, and I let him pull me to the edge of the couch.

      “You know I can tell if you’ve been naughty or nice,” he says as his hands move around my hips and to my ass. “You’ve been so nice, Noel.” He pulls me close enough that my knees spread and he moves between them. “But there’s a little spark inside you that wants to be naughty.”

      I gasp when he grabs my ass and my center is pressed tight against something hard. His belly is round and pushing against me, but I still feel the hard, thick length of his cock. He’s excited and eager if the way he’s poking me is any indication.

      “Santa.” I try to protest by pushing away or wiggling out of his hold, but my body won’t listen. There’s also something happening to me, and the more he touches me, the hotter I get. I can’t control it, but it’s a burning need for him to keep touching me, keep pushing that hard tip right in the center of my sex.

      “That’s right, Noel. The more you believe, the better it will feel,” he tells me when he leans down and places his lips on mine.

      Heat and desire surge through my body, and I know I should hate it. I open my mouth to tell him to stop, but all he does is slide his tongue past my lips and lick me there. His beard is soft on my face as he keeps licking me, and somewhere in the back of my mind, I realize he tastes like chocolate chip cookies.

      I want him to stop, but the more he licks, the better it feels and then I’m shamelessly grinding against his cock. His mouth moves down my neck and then his fingers are pushing up my night shirt. When it’s just my panties that cover my pussy, he hums in appreciation.

      “All right, Santa will give you a little treat before we go,” he says and then pulls off one of his gloves.

      His mouth goes back to my neck as his fingers dip into my panties and I scream. No one has ever touched me here before, and suddenly Santa is finger-fucking me.

      “No!” I shout, but my hips rock forward, trying to take him deeper.

      “There’s my naughty girl,” he tells me and licks up my neck. “My sweet sugarplum.”

      I squeeze my eyes shut tightly as I ride his hand and then feel my pussy clench around his fingers. I cum faster than I ever have before, and the feeling is so damn good. My entire body relaxes with the release, and I slump against him.

      He chuckles as he slides his fingers out of my panties, and then I hear him sucking them clean. I sit back, ashamed of what I’ve done and hoping I can get him to leave. Or to wake up from this crazy dream.

      “Time to go,” he tells me as he puts his glove back on and pulls me into a standing position.

      “I’m not going anywhere,” I protest and step out of his hold. As soon as his touch is gone, I’m left feeling cold and alone. It’s like I’ve had a bucket of ice water dumped on me, and I want to cry. What would happen if he touched me again?

      “You better not pout,” he warns me, and I take another step away from him.

      “This is my home,” I plead, and he shakes his head.

      “Your home is with me, Noel,” he says, and then he nods to himself like he’s made a decision. “Your mother never told you about your father, did she?”

      “My father?” I’m confused at his change of subject, but I shake my head. “No.”

      “And did she ever mention why she didn’t celebrate Christmas?” When I shake my head again, he gives me a sympathetic smile. “She did her best to never believe in me because she didn’t want you to believe.”

      “Why?” She never told me, and maybe this is my only chance to find out. Even if this is some kind of fucked-up hallucination.

      “Because when she believed in me, I would visit her.” Santa moves closer, and I try to take a step back, but I run into the wall behind me. “And when I would visit her, she would be the naughtiest little girl.”

      “No.” I shake my head, wanting to deny it. My mother didn’t even curse, so there’s no way she would have done something like… like… like what I just did with Santa. “Why did you ask about my father?”

      My heart is racing as he pushes his body against mine, and I feel that rush of burning need. I can’t think straight as he pins me to the wall and whispers in my ear.

      “The last time I saw her, she told me she was pregnant.”

      “That’s not true.” I shake my head, willing it to be a lie.

      I feel his cock between my legs demanding attention. “You’re mine, Noel, and I’m taking you home.”
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          SANTA

        

      

    

    
      Noel tries in vain to drag her feet as I pull her away from the wall. She’s such a little thing that when I toss her over my shoulder, I hardly feel her weight.

      “Put me down!” she demands.

      She kicks her legs, but it’s already too late. I tap the mantle, and we’re magically whisked onto the roof of her apartment building. The sleigh is waiting, and the reindeer are patient as I deposit Noel into the seat and then climb in beside her.

      “Holy shit.” She squeals as she looks over the edge of the building.

      “Careful, sugarplum,” I say and grab the reins, keeping a hand on her thigh. “It’s a long way down.” As soon as I snap the reins, the reindeer take off, and Noel screams.

      “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” she says over and over as we fly through the air.

      “Come closer, Noel, I’ll keep you warm,” I say, and I see the indecision in her eyes.

      The air is icy cold as it blows past us, and she won’t last long in just her threadbare T-shirt. Deciding to make it easy on her, I hold open my coat and pull her to me. She hesitates for only a second before wrapping her arms and legs around me so that I can close the coat around her.

      “That’s better,” I tell her when I feel her snug against my cock. My need for her is growing to the point that I’m aching, but we have to wait a little longer. It’s not too much farther to the North Pole, but I hate delayed gratification.

      The whole way there, she stays tucked against me, rubbing on my dick. It’s painful to wait, but it makes it all the more exciting when I see the lights come into view.

      “We’re home,” I tell her as I steer the reindeer toward the barn and we land softly in the snow.

      She peeks out from my coat once the sleigh stops and looks around just as all the elves are coming to greet us.

      “They’re adults,” she says mostly to herself as she watches the elves unhook the reindeer and take them to the stalls. “I thought they would be children.”

      “No children except you.” I wink at her, and she stiffens. “And they’re all men. You’re the only woman.”

      “Why are they all staring at me?” she asks quietly as I open my coat.

      “We’ve been waiting for you.” I feel her nails dig into me as I stand up.

      “Wait, what’s going on?” she demands as I step off the sleigh and pull her down with me.

      “Don’t fight it,” I tell her as I take off my coat and toss it to one of the waiting elves. “You’re not going anywhere.”

      “Please, let me go,” she begs.

      “Hold her down, boys,” I say, and the elves move around the sleigh while I grab her and lay her across it. They come over quickly and hold her down while I get ready.

      “No! You can’t do this!” she shouts as they pin her to the sleigh and I slide my hands over her bare legs.

      Two of them grab her arms while a third and fourth take her legs. “Bring her to the edge. And take those fucking panties off,” I tell them as I unbutton my shirt and then unbuckle my belt.

      My cock is so hard it’s pointing right at Noel when I take it out. The fat tip is dripping cum, and I use my hand to spread it around before jacking myself a few times. The relief of spilling out more cum is enough to take the edge off. But not for long.

      When the elves take off her panties, the sight of her bare pussy makes my mouth water and my cock weep. She’s shaved slick, and I can see how pink and pretty her center is as they pry her knees apart.

      “Let me go!” she screams as I kneel on the ground between her legs.

      “Gonna find out just how nice you taste,” I warn her before I dip my head and slide my tongue up the slit of her cunt.

      The sweetness of her pussy makes me moan, and I need more. My hand stays on my cock, and I jack off while I bury my face in her pussy.

      At first, she shouts for me to stop, but the wetter she gets the weaker her pleas become. When I shove my tongue in her tight little hole, she bares down on it, and I grin. I decide to show her just how magical Santa can be and slide my tongue all the way inside her and then curl it up so that I can lick her G-spot. Soon enough, she’s riding my face and rubbing her clit against my nose while I tongue-fuck her.

      “She loves it,” I hear one of the elves whisper from beside me.

      “Look how much she wants it,” one elf says to the first.

      “Think we’ll get a turn?” another asks.

      I watch as Noel tries to fight her orgasm, but eventually my tongue wins out, and she cums on my face. My beard is wet from it, and I happily rub it all over my mouth as I lap it up. She’s so wet and soft as her pussy relaxes and makes it easy for me to take what I want.

      “Now me,” I tell Noel, and she looks at me with hooded eyes. I climb on the sleigh and move up her body until my cock is in front of her face. I brush the swollen tip of my dick against her lips, watching the fat head get darker from how badly I need to cum. “Open your mouth, sugarplum.”

      One of the elves grabs her hair, and she does what she’s told. When she opens her mouth, I slide my cock right in, and then my eyes roll to the back of my head.

      “That feels so good.” I plant my hands on the sleigh above her head and push into her mouth. “That’s my naughty girl.” When I sink in a little more, she swallows around my cock. “Fuck, you’re better than Mommy.”

      She whimpers but swallows again, and I slide slowly in and out. She’s sucking me so good that I won’t last long, but that doesn't matter.

      “That’s it, take it all the way back. Breathe through your nose.” I grunt and then push in deep as my cock throbs.

      The elves hold her in place while I cum in her mouth and she licks it up. Having her suck out the last drop feels like heaven, and I hate pulling out. Then I remind myself there are more holes to come, and my cock is rock hard again.

      “Y-you taste like a candy cane,” she says, sounding surprised.

      “You do too,” I tell her and then move down her body until we’re face to face. I kiss her mouth, letting her taste her own release, and when I pull back, her eyes are wide.

      “It’s like a cinnamon candy cane,” she says more to herself.

      “You’re a little spicier than I am,” I tell her. “Your taste reminds me of Mommy.”

      “No.” She shakes her head and closes her eyes before turning away.

      “Let’s see if your nipples taste the same too,” I tell her as I move my mouth down her body. Grabbing the material of her night shirt, I rip it off so she’s completely naked.

      Her tits are full and heavy, and I push them together with my hands. Then I greedily feast on her nipples at the same time while rubbing my face all over them. She seems to like the feel of my beard on them because she arches to get closer.

      “Mmm.” I moan as I pop one nipple out of my mouth and then go to the other. “Like marshmallows.”

      “Are you finished yet?” She tries to act like she doesn’t want it, but I can smell how badly she does.

      “Come on, sugarplum,” I say, and her eyes meet mine. “It’s time to sit on Santa’s lap.”
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          SANTA

        

      

    

    
      I take a seat in the sleigh, and the elves lift her off the floor of it. I spread my knees wide and pat my thighs as they carry her over to me. “Right here, Noel.”

      “No, please don’t.” She tries to fight, but it’s no use, and she knows it. Her pleas are weakening, and soon enough she’ll submit.

      “Don’t you want to tell me what you want?” I say as I stroke my cock.

      “I want to go home.”

      I smile and shake my head as I lift her from the elves and straddle her across my lap. “Just relax, I’ll make it feel so good.”

      With one hand around her waist, I hold the base of my cock with the other. Her pussy is so wet she’s dripping all over it as she brushes against the tip. She jerks at the contact, but she can’t get away as I slowly slide it in.

      “That’s it, just like that. Oh, you feel so warm and wet. I’ve been waiting so long for this.” I groan at the feel of her heat around my cock. “You’ve kept this all for Santa, haven't you? It’s so tight and small, but I’ll fit.”

      Her breath catches in her throat when she goes all the way down and fits snugly against my cock. My dick is fully inside her pretty cunt, and I’m marking my territory.

      “Tell me, Noel. Have you been a good little girl?” I say as I grab her hips and slowly move her up and down my cock.

      She shakes her head and squeezes her eyes shut.

      “Oh now, that’s not the truth. Look at what a good girl you are sitting on my lap.” The sounds of her wet pussy going up and down on my dick are loud in the barn.

      The elves are getting closer as they watch us, excitement in their eyes.

      “Tell me what you want for Christmas.” I grunt as I feel my cock swell even bigger.

      “To go home,” she says again, and I shake my head.

      “You are home.” I move her faster, and she whimpers and rocks her hips. “What else do you want?”

      “To not like this,” she blurts out, surprising both of us. Her eyes meet mine, and I thrust deep.

      “I know you’re not supposed to want this, but I can feel how much you do.” She’s dripping down my cock and making a mess. “Here with me, no one has to know.” I lean forward, licking one of her tight little nipples. “It can be our secret.”

      When I look back up at her, I see she wants to give in to how good it feels, but she’s scared. She glances around at the elves, and I nod to the one closet. He comes over, and Noel stiffens when he moves behind her.

      “W-what is he doing?” she asks, trying to look over her shoulder.

      I reach out and gently hold her chin. “Keep your eyes on me, sugarplum.”

      The elf drops his pants and then takes his cock while I start kissing Noel. It’s enough of a distraction until he pushes against her ass. She whines against my mouth as he slides easily into her ass.

      “It’s a treat,” I tell her as the elf begins to slide in and out. “I promised them all a little gift when you got home.”

      “All of them?” Her eyes widen as she looks around.

      I laugh just as the elf cums in her ass and pulls his cock out. “Don’t worry, they don’t last long.”

      “Oh.” She seems surprised as the next one comes up and fills the empty spot. “That’s not so bad,” she says and then clenches around my cock and cums on it. It’s a hot rush, and as she does it, she pushes her ass back against the elf.

      “I knew you’d take to them,” I tell her as I slide my hands over her ass and squeeze her cheeks. “You’re my good girl, sugarplum. You were made for all of us.”

      She moans as the next elf cums, and then another is there waiting. “The more they do it, the better it feels.” She rocks back to welcome another, and my cock gets bigger.

      “Mommy didn’t want you to know how good this feels,” I tell her, and her eyes meet mine.

      “Is that true?”

      I nod and suck on her nipples again. “She was jealous.” She rocks between my cock and the one in her ass, so I sit back and let her do it. “She knew that if you had a turn, she wouldn't be the only special girl.”

      “I’m your special girl now?” Noel moans, squeezes my dick, and then cries out. She cums again on my cock, but she’s still greedy for more.

      “You are,” I promise and stroke her clit. “You’re the only one getting all the attention.”

      She’s so wet, and I love seeing my cock disappear inside of her as she goes up and down on it. Her barely legal cunt is stuffed full while the elves all take turns in her ass.

      “No fighting,” I tell them when I see a few getting upset. “You’ll all get a turn.” Noel looks at me with hooded eyes. “Won’t they, sugarplum?”

      She nods and whimpers out another orgasm as the elves go through their lineup. When there’s only a couple left, I start to fuck her harder.

      “Santa.” She moans and digs her nails into my chest.

      “That’s right, sugarplum. But I’m your daddy too,” I tell her as I thrust hard. “I want you to call me that when I cum inside you.”

      “Okay,” she whispers as I wrap my arms around her.

      “This is what you get for being a good girl all year,” I tell her as my cock throbs. “This is my gift to you.”

      Cum pumps out of my cock and into her pussy while she squeezes around it. The elf in her ass stiffens as he cums too, and it sends her over the edge.

      “Daddy!” she squeals then clenches tight as her last orgasm hits her and she falls limp against my chest.

      “My perfect sugarplum.” I brush the sweaty hair out of her face, and she cuddles close. “I need you to clean me up so I can take you to bed.” She makes a sound of protest when I pull out of her pussy and kiss the tip of her nose. “Soon enough you’ll have it again.”

      She gets on her knees between my legs, and I hold her hair back while she licks my cock.

      “Daddy, you’re still hard,” she says, and I love hearing her call me that.

      “I’ve got a long way to go before I’m finished.” I grin at her when she circles her tongue over the tip of my cock. “Didn’t you know Santa's sack is always full?”

      She giggles, and once I’m clean enough, I pull my pants on and step off the sleigh.

      “What am I supposed to wear?” she asks and looks around at all the elves. I bet she’s wondering how she took all of them in her ass.

      “You don’t need to worry about that right now,” I tell her and hold out my hand. “This is the time of year where I rest before we begin preparations for next year.”

      “Oh,” she says, realizing what that means.

      “First, we’ll get you cleaned up.” I take her hand and lead her out of the barn and into the workshop.

      “I don’t see a shower.” She looks around, and I nod to the chair in the middle of the workshop.

      “Sit here. The elves will do all the work.” She looks unsure at first but sits in the chair.

      “But-” Just when she starts to protest, several elves move closer, and all at once they’re on her.

      A few of them are washing her arms and legs with warm water and fresh towels while the others are using their mouths. Those elves are licking her chest and nipples while some are between her legs. Her eyes stay on me while she moans and her body responds to what they’re doing.

      She cums quickly and then again right after, and I’m pleased with how easy it is to get her off. I wait for her to cum three more times before I tell the elves she’s clean enough, and then I carry her to bed.

      “Santa?” she says, half-asleep, when I place her under the heavy blankets.

      “I’m right here,” I tell her and strip down. When I’m completely naked, I slide into bed and get on top of her. I’m hard and ready to fuck, and she opens her legs.

      “Thank you, Daddy.” Her eyes are closed, but she doesn’t protest as I lift her knees up.

      “A little higher, sugarplum. It’s my turn to have you here.”

      She makes a little sound of protest when I push into her ass, but then it turns into a moan. I sink all the way in until she’s snug against my sack, and then I pull out and do it again.

      I lick her nipples and kiss up her neck until my lips are at her ears. “Mommy never let me have this.” I squeeze her tightly as I thrust in and she clenches her ass around my dick.

      “More.” She moans, and I pin her arms above her head.

      “Look how jolly you are taking Santa’s cock in your ass,” I tell her, and she spreads her knees wider. Reaching between us, I thrust two fingers in her cunt, and she cums right away.

      That’s all it takes to send me over the edge, and I cum in her tight little hole. My groans of pleasure echo through the room, and everything feels right and good.

      “Now you’re filled with Christmas cheer,” I tell Noel as I bend down and kiss her softly.

      Her tongue rubs against mine, and I’m so happy that she’s given herself over to me. To this. Back in the real world, people might think this is wrong, but up here in the North Pole, it’s right. There’s only love between us, and from now until forever, she’ll be my other half. She’ll take care of me and all the elves while we take care of spreading joy all over the world.

      What could be merrier than that?

      

      
        
        THE END!
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      He's made sure she'll put out something extra special this year.  
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          MILLY

        

      

    

    
      After I brush my hair, I make sure to put away all the things I have out on the bathroom counter and that the towels are straight. Uncle Logan doesn’t like me to leave a mess even though this is my bathroom and no one shares it with me. I want to laugh at the idea that someone else might use this space. There are ten other bathrooms in this house they could choose from before using mine.

      Still, he likes for everything to be in its place and for the house to remain tidy. This time I want to roll my eyes at that because he has housekeepers that come in several times a week to make sure there isn’t a speck of dust in the place. If I did happen to leave my brush on the counter or god forbid clothes on the floor, it’s not like it would stay there for twenty-four hours. There would be someone coming in right after me to make sure everything was pristine.

      That’s Uncle Logan, though. He likes order, precision, and for things to be his way. The need to rebel and dump everything out onto the floor is strong, but then I remember why I live with him, and I make sure it’s extra clean.

      My parents took off last year, and I didn’t fit into their plans to party and fuck strangers all over the world. I was a few months shy of eighteen so they dumped me at Uncle Logan’s and told him to make sure I didn’t get into trouble until I was legal. Now that I’m eighteen, I’m relying on the good graces of my uncle and praying he won’t kick me out.

      After I graduated high school, he told me that I could either go to college or learn a trade but that I could stay here as long as I followed his rules. Of course I agreed right away because what other options did I have? I got good grades, but I wasn’t sure exactly what I wanted to do. He agreed to pay for tutors in the meantime since there wasn’t a college close that I could commute to. So that’s what I do every day now. I get up, sit through hours of tutoring, and then go to bed. It’s not much different from my life before, but it’s better than being on the streets.

      “Milly?” Uncle Logan’s voice startles me, and I glance in the mirror to see his reflection.

      “Your breakfast is ready,” he says, but he doesn’t leave right away. Instead he looks in the mirror right back at me, and his eyes move down my dress. “Where did you get that?”

      “Rosanna got it for me,” I say quietly as I brush my fingers over the pretty green material. “It was in the bags she left on my bed.”

      Rosanna is his personal shopper who is also in charge of getting my clothes. Usually she has very strict instructions on what I can and cannot wear, and I was shocked when this dress was tucked into one of the bags. It’s the perfect Christmas dress, and I couldn’t wait to wear it. Especially since it’s Christmas Eve.

      Normally when Rosanna gets me clothes, they are either black, white, or gray and completely shapeless. There’s never any color or anything fitted that might draw attention to me or my body. But this green dress is the complete opposite of all those things because it’s tight and short with glitter all over it. I wanted to squeal with excitement when I saw it, but now I’m wondering if there had been some mistake.

      The way Uncle Logan is looking at me makes me think this wasn’t something he wanted me to have.

      “I see I’ll have to speak with her again and remind her of your wardrobe requirements.” He presses his lips together as his eyes go to my breasts. “And she obviously needs to take new measurements.”

      Sure, the dress is tight across my chest, but it’s stretchy. Okay, so it’s stretched to the maximum size, but I can’t help it. My boobs keep getting bigger, and now they ache all the time. I thought they would quit growing at some point but maybe it’s all the vitamins Uncle Logan makes me take. They also make me wetter between my legs, but I’ve never told anyone that.

      “Maybe she thought I would need a fun dress for tonight,” I offer because the last thing I want to do is get Rosanna in trouble. There were also different panties and bras included in the bag, but I don’t dare mention that to him.

      “Hm.” Uncle Logan makes a curt sound, but his eyes keep moving over me. He looks angry as he takes in the dress over and over, and I stand there trying not to fidget. “We don’t have time for you to change. Your breakfast is getting cold.”

      With that, he turns around and leaves me hurrying after him. “Why don’t we have time for breakfast?” I ask as I follow him down the stairs.

      “Your tutors will be here early,” he says once we enter the dining room and the kitchen servers immediately come out to serve us. Which is why my breakfast would never have a chance to get cold, but I don’t point that out to him.

      “My tutors?” I ask, feeling betrayed. “But it’s Christmas.”

      Uncle Logan snaps out his napkin as the servers uncover our plates and then leave us alone. “I’m aware of the date, Milly, and it’s Christmas Eve.” He looks at the silver dish beside my plate that contains my daily pills. “Eat so you can take your medicine.”

      I’m not supposed to take them on an empty stomach, but how am I supposed to eat when I was hoping for at least a couple of days off school? “Uncle Logan—” I begin, but he gives me a look that makes me stop speaking.

      “As long as you are under my care and guidance, you will do what I expect of you. Is that understood?” He cuts into his breakfast omelet but waits for me to answer before taking a bite.

      “Yes, Uncle Logan.” I agree because I have to and also because he doesn’t ask a lot of me. He lets me have free rein of the house and doesn’t make me lift a finger. All he asks in return is that I study hard and pick up after myself.

      This is our first official Christmas together since I was dropped off in January, so I was the one that assumed today might be different.

      “Good girl,” e says and then goes back to eating his breakfast.

      “Will you work today too?” I ask, and he nods before taking a sip of his juice and pointing to my plate.

      “Eat,” he orders, and I do what he says. “The offices don’t operate on Christmas Day, and most of the staff want to be with their families this evening.” He says it like it’s a ridiculous request but then sighs. “So I will be home early.”

      “Would you like to watch a Christmas movie together?” I offer. I don’t have any traditions on Christmas, but this sounds like something we could do that wouldn’t require a lot of talking. He doesn’t seem to enjoy that, and it’s not like we’re having people over.

      I was surprised when he brought in a crew to decorate the entire house for the holidays. At first I thought we were having a party, but then nothing happened. I guess he just wanted the place to look festive. It seems a shame to let all this go to waste if we’re not going to do something Christmassy.

      “I suppose,” he says cautiously. “If you finish your studies on time.”

      “I will,” I promise and then scoop up the pills on the tray and wash them down with the last of my juice. Once I’m finished, he stands, and I do the same. “Uncle Logan?”

      He stops on his way out of the dining room just as the servers come in to clear our dishes. “Yes?”

      “Is it all right if I wear this dress today?” I’m not sure if I need permission to keep it on, but something tells me it will go a long way to get on his good side if I do.

      He takes his time looking me up and down before his eyes linger on my chest again. Is it really that tight?

      “You may,” he finally agrees, and with those two words, he’s gone.

      

      Get it here!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Can’t get enough romance? Why not get it for FREE!

      

      

      
        
        For free weekly audiobooks from your favorite romance authors, subscribe to the Read Me Romance Podcast and listen NOW!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      
        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

        [image: YouTube icon] YouTube

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      
        
        AR Taboo is the extra filthy side of the

        writing duo Alexa Riley

      

        

      
        AR Taboo stories contain bannable material and are only available on our Website or SmashWords

      

        

      
        Sign up for the newsletter and be the first to hear about New Releases from AR Taboo and Alexa Riley

      

      

      
        
        www.AlexaRiley.com

      

      

      
        
        Find us online everywhere…

      

      

      
        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: Goodreads icon] Goodreads

        [image: YouTube icon] YouTube

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image-5l6a0657-edited.jpg





cover1.jpeg
Ko

o TN OQ





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg






OEBPS/images/webaddress.jpg
READMEROMANCE.COM





OEBPS/images/shutterstock_1853317084-copy.jpg
WA





OEBPS/images/image-2.jpg
m—
“TABOO_





OEBPS/images/logo-copy.jpg
(«@»)






OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-instagram-screen.png






OEBPS/images/social-youtube-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-snowflake-screen.png





