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Prologue

It was a quarter past open and I was already regretting putting up the listing. The app was called MerryTasks, one of those gig economy things, just red and green this time of year. The tree lot always did well in December, but the photos with Santa corner? Pain in my ass. Too many screaming kids, too few hands, and the guy I’d hired to play Santa skipped town after two nights.

So I posted a new gig: “Santa’s Helper. Cheerful, photogenic. Must be good with kids. Tree lot experience not required.”

I didn’t say anything about wardrobe.

The bell above the entry shack jingled—and then I saw her.

Red and green velvet, tight as a bowstring, hem so short it didn’t hide the tops of her candy-striped thigh-highs. The fabric dipped scandalously low in front, cleavage pushed so high it practically had altitude. She bounced on the balls of her feet, laughing as she pulled the fur-lined hood down from her curls.

“Hi! I’m Cami,” she chirped, breath puffing in the cold air. “The elf you hired.”

I stared like a fucking idiot.

Her tits jiggled with every breath—pure heavy cream under that crushed velvet bodice—and when she pulled off her coat, one button at a time like she didn’t even notice, they bounced freely, no bra in sight. Nipples already poking through the velvet from the cold.

“You okay?” she asked, tilting her head, one little red bell dangling from the tip of her ear. Fake ears. They suited her anyway.

I cleared my throat. “Yeah. You, uh… definitely brought the Christmas spirit.”

“Is it too much?” She turned in place, the flared little skirt swinging with the motion, teasing a peek at lace-trimmed panties. “I figured if I looked festive, people would want more pictures. That’s good for business, right?”

Good for business. Bad for my self-control.

“No, you’re fine. Great, actually. Let’s just… keep you near the photo corner. Don’t want to cause a car crash.”

She laughed and followed me across the gravel lot, boots crunching beside mine. When she walked, her tits moved with such perfect bounce and lag that I could practically hear the slap of them against her ribs. Every dad in a five-mile radius was going to book a photo.

By the time the first families rolled in, she was already a hit. Kids loved her—she crouched down to their level, squealed when they did, handed out candy canes with bright little moans of “Yum! My favorite!” that made me bite down on the inside of my cheek. And the parents? They stared. Hard.

And then it happened.

Mid-photo, a toddler in a puffy red coat reached out and grabbed her boob like it was a damn snow globe. She gasped and tried to laugh it off—except her face changed. Just a little.

Her eyes went wide.

Then her smile got shaky.

Then she said—way too fast—“Be right back!”

She turned and hurried toward the little back shed behind the lot. Not the bathroom. The shed we used to store extra netting and lights. I frowned, following her after a beat.

I found her just inside, half-bent over a workbench, one hand clutching the front of her dress where it had darkened. A big spreading patch of wet.

“I—fuck, I’m so sorry, I didn’t think—” she breathed, cheeks flaming red. “He just—grabbed—and it started—and I didn’t bring my pump—”

Ah.

Milk.

My cock twitched.

Her chest rose and fell under the wet velvet, the outline of her nipple hard and puffy beneath the spreading patch. She looked down at herself in horror, then up at me, mouth working soundlessly.

“Hey.” I stepped in, shutting the shed door behind me. “It’s okay. Just an accident.”

“I didn’t mean to leak! I thought I dried up, but I guess I’m still—my hormones are still—and that little grab just—”

She froze when I stepped closer.

I looked at her tits, her trembling lip, the way her thighs pressed together as if trying to stop something else from leaking next. I could feel the heat coming off her.

“You didn’t bring a pump,” I said softly. “But I’ve got a thermos.”

Her eyes widened again, this time for a very different reason.

I stepped between her and the bench.

“I can help you clean up. And if it’s too much pressure…” I brought my fingers to the front of her dress, touching the soaked fabric gently. “I can help you… let it out.”

Her breath hitched.

“You tell me, Candycane.”


Chapter 1

She didn’t say yes. Didn’t have to.

Cami’s lashes fluttered, lips parted, one nervous breath trembling through her chest—and her grip on the edge of the bench didn’t tighten when I reached for the front of her bodice. She just stood there, flushed and leaking, letting me press my palm gently over the spreading wet. The velvet was saturated now, clinging to the swollen shape underneath. I could feel the heat of her skin, the fullness there, hard little nipple pressing into my hand like it wanted to burst.

“You poor thing,” I murmured. “That hurts, doesn’t it?”

She nodded, quick, embarrassed. Her voice came out thin. “I—yeah. They’re… really full.”

“I bet.” I set the thermos down on the bench and unzipped it, steam still curling from the lid. “Let’s not let it go to waste.”

When I reached for the bodice again, she didn’t stop me. Her breath caught, but she arched her back just enough to help me slide the velvet down—slow, snug, peeling it away like a second skin. Her breast spilled out, flushed and beautiful, a heavy, taut globe tipped with a deep pink nipple already glistening with milk. A fresh drop welled up even as I looked at it.

I could’ve dropped to my knees right then.

Instead, I held the thermos under her, tipping it until the rim cradled the underside of her breast. My hand came up behind it, cupping her from beneath, lifting the weight carefully.

“There,” I said. “Now relax.”

I bent and kissed the side of her tit. Soft first. Then open-mouthed. I let my tongue trace the curve of her areola, warm against the cold air of the shed, and her whole body shuddered against me. The taste of her skin and the light tang of the milk already forming on my tongue made my cock twitch hard behind my zipper.

“Haah… o-oh my god,” she whispered. “This is so—wrong…”

“No, baby. This is exactly what you needed,” I murmured into her flesh. “Look at how much you’re holding in. You need someone to take care of you, don’t you?”

I latched on.

Her whole body jolted with a soft, choked whimper.

“Nnh—ah! Oh fuck—”

The milk hit my tongue in hot, sudden spurts, and she moaned louder than she meant to. Her hand flew to her mouth, eyes wide with panic—but she didn’t pull away. Not even close.

I kept one arm around her, fingers splayed against her lower back as I sucked. Slow at first. Then deeper. I used my tongue to draw out the milk, lips sealed around her nipple, pulling with a gentle rhythm she couldn’t fight. She sagged against the workbench, both hands gripping the wood now, head tipped back, mouth open around shaky moans.

“Mmm,” I groaned, low in my throat. “God, you taste good.”

“I—it’s been so long—I didn’t even think I still had this much,” she babbled, dazed. “I thought it stopped, I thought I dried up…”

“No, sweetheart. You’re full.” I sucked harder, feeling the rush of milk against my tongue, hot and slick. It dribbled past the seal of my lips into the waiting thermos below. “You’re full for me.”

She whimpered.

Her hips shifted, thighs grinding together behind the green and red hem of her skirt. Every time I pulled more from her, her breath caught, a needy high sound vibrating in her throat. I could tell she was trying not to move too much, not to make it obvious—but her body gave her away. The tension in her thighs. The way she kept biting her lip.

“Are you…” I breathed the words against her nipple, licking it slowly now, not quite sucking. “Are you getting off on this?”

She nodded once. Just barely.

I licked again. Flicked her nipple with the tip of my tongue and felt the spurt hit my chin.

“Good girl,” I murmured.

Her legs gave a little tremble.

I helped her stay up, one arm wrapping around her waist as I switched to the other breast. This one was even more swollen. Her nipple already beaded with milk before I touched her. I set the thermos aside and brought my lips to her again.

“Ha-aahh—oh god—” she whimpered. “You’re gonna make me—”

I groaned into her flesh, hands moving to squeeze both sides of her ribcage as I pulled. She gave like a faucet, warm milk coating my tongue, leaking in fast little pulses. I drank her, fed from her, held her tight while she let go.

“That’s it,” I whispered, lips slick and wet, nose brushing her skin. “Let it all out. Let it all out for Santa.”

She cried out behind her hand, high and sharp and unmistakably wet between the legs.

And she wasn’t done.


Chapter 2

She was soft and warm over my lap, her thighs kicking gently in the cold as I settled her into place across the workbench. Her velvet dress was bunched up around her waist, riding high to show the cute curve of her ass—striped panties stretched tight over it like a gift ribbon begging to be untied. Her tits hung heavy beneath her, already flushed and sensitive from the suckling, still dripping slow, lazy beads that splashed against my jeans.

Cami squirmed, trying to hide her face against her arms. “I didn’t mean to run,” she mumbled, voice small and breathy.

I ran a hand over the slope of her back, down to her hip, then up again to the arch of her spine. “You didn’t mean to. But you did.”

“I—I panicked…”

“And left a line of families wondering where the hot elf ran off to,” I said, letting my fingers dip under the hem of her panties. Her breath hitched. “You’re working for Santa now, baby. You don’t just disappear without permission.”

A soft whimper from her.

I slid the panties down, slow, letting the cold air hit her bare ass. She was blushing down to her thighs, legs quivering slightly as she shifted her hips—part trying to pull away, part pressing back against my lap.

Then I brought my hand down.

Smack.

She jolted with a gasp, her breath fogging against the wooden bench. The sound echoed off the tin walls of the shed.

“Ahh—!”

“You don’t run from me,” I said, rubbing the sting out with my palm before lifting it again. “You come tell me what you need.”

Another sharp smack.

Her moan turned guttural.

“And if you’re leaking?” I growled, leaning down until my mouth brushed the shell of her ear. “You let me handle it. You’re mine to take care of. Mine to drain.”

She whimpered again, louder this time. The milk had started to drip faster—gravity pulling it from her, little pale pearls falling to the floor. I caught one with my fingertip, swirled it, then brought it to her lips. She opened for it automatically, tongue flicking out.

“You feel full again?” I asked, voice low, fingers playing over her nipple where it dangled.

She nodded.

“Use your words, sweetheart.”

“I—I feel full, Santa,” she whispered, face burning.

“Good girl.”

I gathered both breasts up in my hands, warm and heavy, the nipples now darker and puffier than before. I gave them a little squeeze, just enough to coax the next release.

A trickle spurted free, slow and warm, and she moaned.

“That’s it,” I murmured, now kneading one tit while my other hand gave her another gentle slap across her ass. “Let it out for me.”

“Ahh—mmh—!”

I leaned forward, wrapping my lips around her left nipple again, drawing slow and steady, feeling the sweet milk coat my tongue as her body trembled on my lap. She gasped, then groaned, hands tightening into fists.

“Fuck—Santa—please…”

Her hips rocked against my thigh now, pussy slick and needy, dragging against the rough denim of my jeans. I sucked deeper, rhythm steady, one palm gently spanking her again and again between pulls, the other massaging her heavy tit to help her empty.

Spurt, spurt, spurt—milk dripped in hot jets into my mouth, into my throat, down her chest where I let it spill. She whimpered each time, hips shuddering, legs open just enough now that I could see the glistening shine between her thighs.

I let her nipple go with a pop, milk dripping from my chin.

“You needed this, didn’t you?” I asked, voice husky.

She nodded frantically.

“You like being bent over for me, leaking all over my lap?”

“Y-yes…”

“And do you want to be fucked like this?” I asked, rubbing my fingers up the inside of her thigh, teasing closer, never quite touching where she really needed it. “Full of milk, full of cock, plugged up and dripping while you smile for the customers?”

“Yes, Santa,” she moaned, practically sobbing now. “Please—please—”

But she didn’t get what she wanted. Not yet.


Chapter 3

Cami was limp over my lap, gasping, body glistening with sweat and streaks of her own milk, lashes damp from how hard she’d been panting. She looked fucked already—pink and trembling and flushed so sweet I almost left her there to stew in it.

But I tugged her upright instead.

She swayed a little as I helped her stand, the velvet bodice still bunched around her waist, her tits bare and leaking slowly again. The shed’s cold hit her skin hard—her nipples beaded instantly, and another little dribble ran down the curve of her belly.

“You still haven’t said thank you,” I told her, brushing her hair back, fingers combing around the fuzzy trim of the elf hood. She looked up at me, pupils blown wide.

“I—I said I was sorry…”

“That’s not what I mean.” I took the hat’s little bell between my fingers and gave it a soft jingle. “I think Santa deserves a real thank-you. Don’t you?”

Her eyes flicked down to the tent in my jeans. Then she dropped to her knees without another word, jingling all the way.

I stepped back, sitting on the bench where I’d just had her over my lap. The cold wood bit through my jeans, but I didn’t care. Not with her looking up at me like that—hat askew, tits out, milk still trailing down her stomach in lazy lines while she knelt in pine needles and sawdust, eager and unashamed.

Her fingers trembled as she reached for my belt. I didn’t help her. I just leaned back and watched, hands on my thighs, cock throbbing under the denim as she unbuckled me with shaking hands.

I wasn’t even out yet, and her breath hitched at the sight of the bulge pressing against the fly. Her tongue darted out, swiping her lip like instinct. And when she tugged down the zipper, slow and careful, and freed me from the heat of my boxers, she let out the softest, filthiest little moan.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, lashes fluttering.

My cock twitched in the open air, already flushed dark, already leaking at the tip.

She looked up at me, waiting. I nodded.

And she leaned in, elf ears bouncing.

Her mouth was hot, wetter than expected, and so fucking warm. I groaned as her lips sealed around me, her tongue swirling almost shy at first—but the more she slid down, the more greedy she got. Her hat’s little bell jingled with every bob of her head, and the sight of it—her mouth stuffed, her tits swaying, milk still dripping—was almost obscene.

“Fuck, Cami…” I growled, fingers tangling in the fur lining of her hood. “Just like that. Good girl.”

She whimpered around me, then sucked harder.

I don’t know what got me more—the heat of her throat, the halo of curls brushing my thighs, or the way her breasts bounced every time she moved, droplets of milk flicking off onto the floor. The milk smell mixed with pine and sweat, thick and heady. Her moans vibrated down my shaft, every needy little sound muffled but clear.

Slurp. Glck. Glck.

Her mouth was messy now. Spit everywhere, dripping from the corners of her lips, her mascara starting to smudge from the effort. She grabbed at my thighs, nails biting through denim as she pushed deeper, swallowing around me with a desperate wet choke.

I cupped her cheek, thumb stroking gently along the hinge of her jaw.

“Just like that. Don’t stop now. You want Santa’s cream, don’t you?”

She nodded with her mouth full, tongue laving the underside of my cock, and moaned so hard I nearly came right then.

“Fuck—don’t spill a drop,” I snarled. “You drink it all, baby. You earned it.”

And when it hit—when I groaned her name and rocked my hips forward and filled her mouth with thick, pulsing release—she didn’t pull away. She stayed right there, eyes fluttering, throat moving as she swallowed every last drop, obedient to the end.

The bell on her hat gave one last soft tinkle as she pulled off and licked her lips clean.

She looked up at me, flushed, panting, her chin slick with spit and just the faintest stripe of white dripping down from the corner of her mouth.

“Merry Christmas,” she whispered.


Chapter 4

The lot closed late that night.

Snow had started falling again, quiet and lazy, dusting the pines and softening the gravel with a thin white hush. The air held that crisp bite that said Christmas was getting closer. The last family photo had been snapped, and the floodlights over the trees clicked off one by one, plunging the rows into shadow.

Cami stood beside me in the silence, flushed and breathless, her velvet costume crooked from where I’d redressed her in a hurry—hood up, tits still bare beneath the fabric, nipples just beginning to soak through again. Her thighs trembled slightly, and not just from the cold.

“You’re coming with me,” I said, unlocking the truck.

She nodded and climbed in without question.

The interior was warm. The truck heater had been running earlier, and the cab still held the scent of pine, engine heat, and the faint sweet musk of her milk soaked into my jeans. She fastened her seatbelt with slow, dazed hands, the strap sliding neatly between her breasts. I watched as her nipples pressed up against the belt, a fresh damp patch forming right under it.

I leaned over her, adjusted the belt slowly, deliberately tightening it an inch more so it dug into her tits.

She gasped softly. I kissed the corner of her mouth.

“Keep those hands in your lap,” I said, shifting into drive.

She obeyed.

We drove in silence, tires crunching on fresh powder, the shed and tree lot vanishing behind us in the rearview. I kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting casually on her bare thigh where her skirt had ridden up. She didn’t pull away. Just breathed harder every time my fingers shifted. Her skin was hot under my palm, inner thighs slick again. The leaking hadn’t stopped.

My hand dipped further, brushing lace and heat. I traced slow circles over her soaked panties, watching her squirm.

“God,” I murmured. “Still dripping for me?”

“Mmhmm…”

“I’m gonna milk you properly when we get home.”

She whimpered.

“None of that quick shed stuff. We’re gonna take our time. Lay you back, tie you open if I have to, suck every drop while your legs shake. That what you want, little elf?”

She bit her lip, nodding hard.

By the time we pulled into my driveway, she was a mess again—panting, red-faced, thighs trembling, nipples visibly stiff through the soaked velvet. I cut the engine, headlights still casting yellow across the snow-covered yard.

“Inside,” I said, opening my door.

She followed without a word, hood bouncing with every quick little step on those ridiculous boots.

Once the front door shut behind us, I had her up against it in seconds.

My hands peeled that bodice down again, finally ripping it straight off her arms so it hung limp at her waist. Her tits bounced free, hot and heavy, and I groaned at the sight of them—darker now, streaked with little veins, nipples puffy and flushed with milk threatening to spill.

“Get those boots off,” I growled, tugging her into the hall. “And that skirt.”

By the time we reached the bedroom, she was bare from head to thigh-highs—curled curls bouncing, nipples dripping already. I kicked the door closed and pushed her gently down onto the bed, her body falling back against the dark sheets, legs splayed open, hands trembling at her sides.

She looked up at me, lips parted. “Are you really gonna… all night?”

“Oh, baby.” I knelt between her thighs and kissed a trail up her soft, inner thigh. “I’m gonna drain you like you belong to me. Again and again.”

Her breath hitched as I crawled over her, one knee pressing between hers, the bed creaking under our weight. Cami’s back arched involuntarily, her tits lifting toward me, leaking in slow, lazy drips down her ribs. The milk clung to her skin in thin, wet lines, pooling under the swell of each breast like her body was begging to be emptied.

I caught a drop on my tongue as it fell and kissed a trail up to her mouth.

“You’re mine tonight,” I murmured, lips brushing hers, voice thick and dark. “Every part. Every drop.”

She nodded, dazed. “Yes, Santa…”

I reached up, wrapped the silken red ribbon from her costume—now discarded across the floor—around her wrists, tying her slow. Not rough. Not cruel. Just tight. Final. Her breath shook as I brought her arms above her head, fastening them to the headboard with a long practiced pull.

She didn’t struggle. She stretched.

Her breasts rose gloriously, nipples standing hard and proud, milk already gathering again at their tips from gravity alone. I cupped one, kissed the underside, and let it rest heavy in my hand.

“Still so full,” I whispered.

Then I lowered my mouth and sucked.

Her body jerked under mine, head tipping back as she moaned loud, no one around now to hear her.

“Ahhh—nnghh—yes—”

I sucked deeper. This wasn’t teasing anymore. I wanted everything. My mouth sealed tight around her nipple, tongue dragging hard, my hand kneading the weight behind it. The flow hit instantly, hot and fast, squirting against my tongue in warm pulses.

Spurt, spurt, spurt.

She gasped with each release.

I switched sides. This one was even more sensitive—her hips bucked, her thighs clenched around my waist.

“Fuuuck—! It’s—it’s coming too fast—”

I held her down, mouth greedy, groaning as I drank her. She leaked like she’d been saving it for me, body giving without hesitation. Her whines only made me harder.

When I pulled off with a wet pop, her tits glistened—milk still trickling in slow, lazy rivulets from both nipples.

“Still not empty,” I said hoarsely. “Good. I’m not done.”

I reached down, unzipping myself, cock springing free. She moaned just at the sight of it, thighs shifting open wider.

But I didn’t fuck her yet.

Instead, I kissed my way down her body—past the glistening trail on her belly, past the pink skin of her hip, down to the swollen wet heat between her legs. She was soaked. Not just aroused—leaking down her thighs, slick with anticipation.

I licked once.

She nearly screamed.

“Santa—!”

“That’s right,” I growled, tongue flattening over her clit. “You give me your milk, I give you your reward.”

She writhed under my mouth, the ribbon creaking above her as she pulled against the bindings. Her tits swung with every buck of her hips, and I reached up, squeezing one again, coaxing another stream down over her belly as I tongued her deep.

She came like that—hands bound, tits leaking, hips grinding up to meet my mouth.

But I wasn’t finished.

When I finally thrust into her, it was deep and slow. Her cunt took me like it had been waiting all night, wet and perfect, milk still streaking her chest. I kissed her throat as I moved inside her, her legs wrapped tight around my hips.

“I want all of you,” I whispered. “Every time you fill up, I’m gonna take it.”

She cried out, back arching, cunt clenching around me.

“I’ll drain these pretty tits while I fuck you, and you’ll beg me not to stop.”

“Please,” she whimpered, “please don’t ever stop…”

I didn’t.

And she didn’t stop leaking.

She was so tight around me I could barely breathe.

Warm, slick, aching with every squeeze of her inner walls around my cock—she clung to me like her body didn’t know how to let go. Each thrust sank in slow, deliberate, bottoming out with that wet resistance that made her gasp into my mouth every time. Her legs stayed locked around my waist, hips tilted up, giving me everything like she wanted me as deep as I could go.

Her arms were still bound to the headboard, ribbon tugging against her wrists every time her body jolted under mine. Her tits bounced with each stroke—plump, flushed, glistening with sweat and the wet sheen of fresh milk still leaking from her nipples in lazy drips. I couldn’t stop watching them.

Milk rolled down the curves, traced the swell of her ribs, beaded at the tips before falling—pat, pat—onto the sheets beside her.

“Look at you,” I groaned, fucking her slow but deep, burying myself to the root. “Tied up, dripping, soaking my cock like this.”

She moaned, too gone to answer with words, just a choked little cry that trembled up from her throat as her back arched again.

I reached up and cupped one breast while I moved, thumb rolling over her nipple until it spurted again, weak and sudden. She gasped hard, head rolling back.

“Can’t stop leaking, can you?” I said, voice rough. “Your body’s just begging to be emptied.”

Her legs squeezed tighter around me, hips rocking back against each thrust now. Even bound, she was meeting me stroke for stroke, her cunt fluttering around me every time I bottomed out. I could feel her close. So close.

“You wanna cum while you leak all over my cock?” I hissed. “You want me to milk your tits while I fill you up?”

She nodded, desperate, helpless, mouth hanging open as the pleasure started to crest again.

“Say it,” I growled, hand wrapping tight around her tit, squeezing more milk out onto her chest. “Tell me what you want.”

“Want you to cum in me—fuck—want you to milk me, fill me, don’t stop—”

I slammed into her hard.

Her whole body seized, legs trembling, and I felt her break open around me—crying out loud and raw, milk spurting from her tits even harder as she came, body wracked with it. The sheets under her were soaked, her skin hot and wet and shaking. Her cunt clamped around me, milking my cock now, begging for it.

And I gave it to her.

Groaning low, I fucked her deep and hard, chasing the edge until it hit like lightning—spine arched, hands gripping her wrists where they strained against the ribbon, cock jerking deep inside her as I filled her full.

Pulse after pulse.

Hot. Messy. Endless.

She whimpered beneath me, still trembling, still milking onto the sheets, onto my stomach, between us.

And even as the last shiver ran down my spine, I kissed her throat and whispered into her skin:

“You’re mine now.”


Chapter 5

She was still shaking when I untied her.

The ribbon came away soft and limp, damp from sweat where it had dug into her wrists. Her arms flopped down onto the pillows, useless, trembling. I kissed one palm. Then the other. And she just lay there, dazed and flushed, skin gleaming with milk and sweat, eyes barely able to stay open.

I could’ve let her sleep.

But I wasn’t done.

Her legs were still parted, thighs sticky with a mix of come and cream, her pussy swollen, twitching every few seconds like her body was stuck in the echo of the orgasm. The sheets under her were soaked. She looked ruined. Wrecked.

Beautiful.

I ran both hands down her legs, thumbs stroking the insides of her knees. “You still with me, baby?”

She let out a soft sound. A whimper. A nod.

I kissed her belly. Then again, lower. She flinched when my lips brushed the top of her mound, oversensitive.

“Mmm—can’t—‘m too—”

“You can,” I murmured, dragging my tongue slow, right down her center. “You will.”

And I took my time.

She tried to squirm, but her body wouldn’t obey her anymore. All she could do was moan—raw little whimpers every time my tongue swept through her folds, lapping up everything we’d left behind. I tasted myself on her. I tasted her milk, too, still dripping in slow beads from her breasts, running down her sides in warm rivers.

I groaned into her. That taste—soaked in salt and sugar and sex—was addictive.

Her hands found the sheets again, fingers fisting weakly as I sucked on her clit. I didn’t push too hard. I didn’t need to. Her whole body was vibrating now, taut like a bowstring, like every muscle had wound itself back up just from the rhythm of my tongue.

And I knew exactly how to break her again.

I slid my hand up, caught one tit in my palm, and pinched the nipple between my fingers.

She screamed.

The milk spurted down my arm and her hips bucked into my mouth, voice cracking as she came again—harder than before, sudden and brutal. I didn’t let up. I sucked harder, rubbed her nipple faster, dragging another release out of her even as she sobbed through the first one.

Her thighs clamped around my head.

She cried out.

And she didn’t stop.

Her hands flew to her chest, squeezing her own tits now, whimpering as she milked herself into her palms while I kept licking her soaked cunt. Her stomach rippled. Her voice broke on every breath.

“S-Santa—!”

I didn’t stop until her legs gave out.

Didn’t stop until her pussy stopped pulsing, her milk stopped spurting, her voice fell to soft little gasps of breath and broken little yeses into the pillow.

Only then did I kiss my way up her stomach again. Lick the milk from her skin. Wrap her in the blankets.

And whisper against her ear:

“You’re gonna need to keep eating well if you want to stay this full for me, sweetheart.”

She nodded, already melting into sleep.


Chapter 6

Blankets had slipped down sometime in the night.

She lay sprawled on her back, one arm flung above her head, the other resting limply against her side. Her chest rose and fell in slow, syrupy rhythm, lips parted just enough to hint at the dream she was still lost in. And those tits—fuck—those tits looked even heavier in the morning light, swollen from a night without relief.

Milk beaded on her nipples like dew.

She’d soaked the sheets beneath her, a sticky halo of dried sugar and cream spread around her shoulders and ribcage. The faintest crust of white traced her skin where her milk had pooled in sleep. Even now, fresh dribbles slid from her nipples, streaking down over the sides of her breasts, lost in the curve.

She made a little noise in her throat when I brushed her hair from her cheek. Didn’t wake.

Not yet.

I stood at the foot of the bed, cock already hard again, thick and aching from the image alone. I’d spent all night with her wrapped around me, leaking on me, moaning for me—but this? Seeing her like this? Tits glistening, flushed, heavy with more to give?

I climbed onto the bed, careful not to wake her. Hands braced on either side of her ribs, I lowered myself between her breasts, nudging them gently with my forearms until they cradled my cock.

Warm. Soft. Leaking.

I spat once into my palm, stroked myself, and slid into the cleft.

She shifted in her sleep. Her thighs tensed.

Then I moved.

Slow at first—dragging the head of my cock through the slick channel between her tits, letting the milk do the work. The way it squelched faintly under me, hot and wet and natural, made my whole body tighten. My shaft glided over her nipples, coating them in precum, pressing them flatter with each slow thrust as more milk spilled freely onto my skin.

She stirred.

Her eyes fluttered, lashes damp from sleep. Her head turned slightly. Then she realized—felt—the rhythm, the heat, the weight of me sliding between her breasts.

“Wha…?” she whispered, voice cracked and sleepy.

I grinned.

“Good morning, baby,” I murmured, hips rolling again, cock pressing deep into the valley between those leaking tits. “You filled up overnight.”

She blinked, cheeks flushing instantly. “Y-you’re—mmnh—already—”

“Already up. Already hard. Already fucking these perfect tits.”

She moaned softly, legs shifting beneath me. I pressed her breasts tighter around me, letting the pressure build, letting her feel the way I twitched between them.

“You’re leaking again,” I said. “You know that?”

She looked down blearily. Watched as more milk trickled from her nipples, spreading into the mess between us, running in thin streams down her chest.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered, biting her lip.

“You like waking up like this?” I asked, picking up the pace. “Your tits used. Your milk everywhere. My cock already between them before you even open your eyes?”

She nodded, dazed.

I fucked her harder, faster—each thrust slapping my cock through the mess of milk and spit-slick skin, her breasts warm and jiggling as I held them around me. She gasped when I leaned in, mouth finding one nipple, sucking hard as I rutted through her tits.

“Ahh—ohhh—!”

Milk hit my tongue in hot spurts. I groaned into her chest, thrusting harder, hips grinding through the slippery heat. She was panting now, whimpering, head tipped back, the blankets kicked halfway off her legs.

Her hands came up—tired, slow—and tried to hold her breasts tighter around me.

“Good girl,” I growled. “Help me finish. Use your tits. Milk for me.”

She squeezed.

I groaned, the pressure building fast—flesh soft, soaked, my cock sliding through that obscene mess of milk and precum until I couldn’t hold back. I grunted low in my throat and came hard between her tits, thick ropes painting her chest, mixing with her milk.

She gasped again, watching it coat her skin.

Then she smiled. Sleepy. Glowing.


Chapter 7

Her chest still glistened when I leaned down again—fresh milk already beading at her nipples, even after everything I’d pulled from her. The creamy mess of cum I’d left between them was beginning to dry, streaked down the curves of her breasts like icing, but the milk… the milk never stopped.

It was like her body didn’t know how to rest anymore. It needed to be emptied. Tended to. Worshiped.

So I did.

I lowered my mouth to her left nipple and sucked.

Not playful this time. No teasing little flicks of my tongue. I latched on with purpose, lips sealing around the flushed peak, hand cradling the weight of her breast as I drank her slow and deep.

She gasped, breath catching as her arms came up again automatically. Her fingers threaded through my hair, then faltered, her body jerking softly under me.

“Mmmh—fuck—feels so full—”

“You are,” I murmured against her skin, tongue dragging heavy across her areola before I sucked again. A spurt of milk hit the back of my throat and I groaned. “Still so full, baby. You’re perfect.”

I shifted, letting more of my weight press into her, hips cradling hers, her legs opening lazily in invitation. She wasn’t ready for more yet—not inside—but her body pulsed with that same heat, her hips rocking gently every time I swallowed around her nipple.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “How sweet you are?”

“Mmnn—y-yeah—”

Her other tit hung heavy beside my face, untouched. Leaking slowly.

I slid a hand over her ribs, curled my palm beneath the underside, and lifted it gently—offering the glistening, swollen nipple to her own lips.

She blinked.

“Go on,” I said softly. “You’re curious, aren’t you?”

She bit her lip. Her cheeks flamed red—but she didn’t say no.

I brought her own breast closer, fingers splayed under the curve, and coaxed her head down. Her eyes fluttered, lashes trembling, mouth opening slowly as I guided her.

Her lips brushed her own nipple. Then sealed around it.

She whimpered as milk filled her mouth.

Her eyes fluttered closed. She sucked again—soft, shy, tongue swirling against herself as if learning her own taste for the first time. My cock twitched hard at the sight. Her cheeks hollowed slightly with each pull, her brows furrowing like the sensation of it—the suction, the pressure, the heat—was too much.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Drink it. Taste what you’ve been giving me.”

She moaned against herself, hips twitching.

I brought my mouth back to the other breast, and for a moment, we were both suckling from her at once—one of her nipples in her mouth, the other between my lips. Her fingers clenched tight in the sheets, her head falling back against the pillows as her own taste rolled over her tongue.

It was so obscene. So intimate.

Her tits trembled in our hands, skin flushed and slick, twin streams of milk flowing freely from both peaks into waiting mouths.

She gasped, lips wet, milk dribbling down her chin. “I… I can’t believe how—how good it tastes—”

“You’re made to be tasted,” I murmured, licking a spill from her collarbone. “And I’m going to keep tasting you every day. Every drop. Every time you fill up.”

She looked dazed. Glowing. The taste of herself still fresh on her tongue.

I bent and kissed her mouth again—deep, milk-slicked, tongues sliding together—and whispered:

“I want you pumping before you even get out of bed tomorrow.”


Epilogue

The tree lot buzzed again by late afternoon. Families rolled in under the glow of string lights, the scent of pine thick in the cold air, the laughter of kids mingling with the crunch of boots on gravel. Everyone wanted a photo with the hot elf.

Cami played the part to perfection.

Her costume hugged tighter than ever—short green velvet skirt swinging with every step, cleavage on full proud display above the fur-trimmed neckline. I knew the pads tucked into her top were barely holding up against the steady pressure. She’d been leaking all day. Not much, just enough to need replacing between photo shifts. But the heat behind her smile told me she liked it.

She liked feeling full. She liked being watched. And she liked knowing that I was the only one who got to empty her.

So when she caught my eye mid-afternoon, cheeks flushed, a fresh damp patch darkening the seam beneath her bust, I didn’t even wait. I jerked my head toward the back shed. She nodded once and followed without a word.

Inside, the air was still warm from earlier. The thermos still sat on the bench, forgotten after the last session. She leaned back against the wall as I shut the door behind us, her chest rising and falling in sharp, eager little breaths.

“I need it,” she whispered.

“I know you do.”

She reached up with both hands and tugged the front of her costume down.

Her tits bounced free—glistening, flushed, heavy with milk. Her nipples were already leaking, wet trails trickling over the curve of each breast. She cupped them, whimpered, and looked at me with wide, needy eyes.

“Please,” she breathed. “Let me feed you again.”

My cock twitched hard.

I stepped back against the bench and unzipped fast, cock already swelling thick in my hand as I sat down.

“Come ride me,” I said, voice low and tight. “Straddle me. Feed me.”

She climbed onto my lap in one smooth motion, knees settling on either side of my thighs, skirt riding up past the candy-striped tops of her stockings. She wasn’t wearing panties.

Her cunt was soaked.

I groaned as she reached between us, lined me up, and sank down—inch by inch, warm and slick and hot enough to make my jaw clench. She moaned deep in her throat as my cock filled her, hips rolling slow, burying me to the root.

She didn’t bounce.

Not yet.

She leaned forward and lifted one tit to my mouth.

“Drink,” she whispered.

I opened for her.

Milk hit my tongue in slow, steady pulses, hot and sweet. Her nipple throbbed in my mouth as I sucked, one hand braced on her hip, the other wrapped around her lower back as she began to move—slow at first, then deeper, grinding down against me in smooth, fluid rolls.

“Fuck,” she whimpered. “That feels so good—”

I groaned into her chest, milk spilling down my chin as I latched harder, tongue circling, lips pulling deep. Every time she rocked down onto me, I sucked harder. She gave it to me. Every drop. Her other hand squeezed her free breast, and when the next pulse came, she brought it to my mouth too.

“Both,” she gasped. “Take both.”

I buried my face in her chest, both nipples between my lips, switching between them as she rode me faster. Her milk ran down between us, slicking our skin, our thighs, my stomach. I was soaked in her. Her tits, her heat, her wet tight cunt fucking me hard now, rhythm turning frantic.

“Cum in me,” she begged, voice high and broken. “While I feed you. Please—please—Santa—”

She came first—body jerking, tits bouncing, milk spurting harder as her cunt clenched around me.

And I didn’t last another stroke.

I groaned into her flesh, mouth still suckling, hands gripping her hips as I spilled inside her—thick, hot, deep. She didn’t stop moving. She kept grinding, milking both tits into my mouth while I came inside her, eyes rolling back, every muscle tense.

The shed was silent afterward, save for our breathing.

Milk dripped down my chin.

She was still straddling me, head resting on my shoulder.

I swallowed the last of her and kissed her collarbone.

“You’re gonna make me fat, baby,” I murmured. “I swear I could live off you.”

She laughed, soft and breathless, then whispered:

“Good. I wanna feed you every day.”
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