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Chapter One

The kitchen was warm and cozy, a stark contrast to the frigid winter night outside. I curled my hands around a cup of tea, its warmth spreading through my fingers and radiating into my body. But even as I tried to savor the comfort, my mind couldn't help but wander back to him.

My ex-boyfriend had been my everything for three years - my partner, my dominant, my safe haven. But now he was gone, leaving a void in my life that I was still struggling to fill. The holidays were always tough without him, but this year felt particularly unbearable. Spending it alone, drowning in memories and regrets, only amplified the pain in my chest. As I took a sip of tea, tears threatened to spill from my eyes, and I couldn't push away the overwhelming sense of loss and loneliness.

I was a grown woman. I should be able to handle the stress of daily life without a safety blanket. It was the same thing I had told myself every time I felt myself crumbling. I could do this without him. He had never been exactly what I needed anyway.

Jason's version of domination was more punishment-based than I preferred. I wanted a gentle, loving Dom. The strong hands holding me down, the broad shoulders that could carry my burdens. I wanted someone who could take control of my pleasure and give me exactly what I needed.

Jason just wanted to hurt me. Even when I was a good girl. And I always wanted to be his good girl. Even when he criticized everything about me.

I sighed. Why was it so hard to find a loving Daddy? Maybe it was a childish fantasy, but I longed for a Daddy who could nurture me and guide me. Lead me through the trials of life and dominate me in the bedroom.

A strong, gentle man with big, warm hands. I wanted someone who could see the real me, the vulnerable and the fierce, the little girl and the woman.

I drained the last of my tea and rose to place my mug in the dishwasher. It was getting late, nearly midnight, and I had to be up at seven to answer the door for the landlord. My hot water had been out for two days, and the man finally arranged to fix my hot water heater on Christmas morning. No more boiling water to wash up in the sink.

As I flipped off the kitchen light to head to bed, a loud thud came from the front room. I tiptoed into the dimly lit living room, scanning for what could have fallen. I froze when I noticed the massive shadow in front of the fireplace. It nearly reached the eight-foot ceiling and was half the width of the six-foot fireplace. And it was human-shaped.

I reached out with a trembling hand to flick the light switch. As my eyes adjusted to the brightness, my stomach dropped. There was a giant in my living room. I blinked, unable to comprehend the sight before me. My eyes wandered over what seemed like acres of red.

A red velvet suit with white fur trim around the wrists and ankles and a matching hat. My brain stuttered, as the figure slowly turned around. Long, pure white hair cascaded over impossibly broad shoulders and down his back. His bright blue eyes sparkled with kindness and warmth, and a small smile played on his lips.

"Hello, little one," he said, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to echo through the room. "I heard your wish."

I blinked, taking a step back. "My... wish?" I asked.

He nodded, his smile growing wider. "Yes, your wish for a loving Daddy."

"B-but you're Santa Claus!" I stammered.

His eyes slowly wandered over me before returning to my face. "I am."

"Then why...?" I shook my head. I had to be dreaming.

Santa took a step closer, halving the distance between us. He held out his gloved hand. "Do you want to be my good girl?"

My breath caught, a swooping feeling in my stomach.

He took another step and it put him close enough to lightly stroke my cheek with the back of his massive hand. His eyes twinkled down at me, glittering like sunlight on ice. When he cupped the entire side of my head in his palm, I shuddered.

"Do you want that, baby girl?" he rumbled. "Do you want me to be your Daddy?"

I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes as I stared up at him.

"You have been crying out for a loving Daddy," he said, running his thumb over my lips. "Someone who can guide you and protect you. Someone who sees the real you."

"Yes," I whispered.

With that one word, his smile deepened, and he leaned down, his hand still cradling my head gently. My heart stuttered, fear and excitement warring for dominance, as he drew closer. Just before his lips met mine, he whispered, "Then that's what you'll have, little one."

The kiss was gentle, a tender press of lips that made my toes curl and my heart race. When he pulled back, he kept his hand on my head, his thumb still stroking my cheek. "I'll be your safe haven, your guiding light, your Daddy."

I whimpered.

"Open your mouth, precious," he said.

I obeyed without question, and my chest hurt at the proud smile he gave me before he kissed me again.

His mouth was twice the size of mine, but gentle. As his tongue slipped between my lips, I melted against him. The warmth of his massive body enveloped me, making me feel safe and small in his arms. His gentle touch and firm grip on my head reminded me that I was his, and he would take care of me.

When he finally pulled away, he kept his hand on my head, his thumb still tracing soothing patterns on my cheek.

"You're mine now, little one," he said, his voice filled with warmth and affection.

I nodded, unable to find my voice. I felt a strange sense of rightness. Santa's eyes softened as he looked down at me, his hands lightly stroking my hair. "I'll take care of you from now on, sweetheart. You'll never be alone again."

"Thank you, Daddy," I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion. I had never felt so safe, so cherished, in my entire life.

Santa smiled at me, his eyes twinkling. "You're welcome, little one. Now, let's get you to bed."

I opened my mouth to protest and froze at the slight narrowing of his eyes. I snapped my mouth closed. "Yes, Daddy," I murmured.

"That's my good girl," he said, smiling proudly.

I moaned and squeezed my thighs together. When Santa took in my squirming, I dropped my head to hide my blush.

"What's this?" he asked, hooking a finger under my chin.

I bit my bottom lip as I looked up at him. "I'm sorry, Daddy."

He gave me a sad smile. "Oh, precious. You never have to hide from me. I want to take care of you, but I can't do that if you don't trust me."

"I do!" I gasped, looking up at him with wide eyes. "I trust you, Daddy."

He smiled at me, his eyes softening. "I'm glad, little one. But trust goes both ways. I need to trust you too. Trust that you'll be honest with me, trust that you'll come to me when you need something, and trust that you'll follow my rules."

"I will, Daddy," I promised.

He nodded, satisfied. "Good.”
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Chapter two

He took my hand and led me to the bedroom.

I watched him from under my eyelashes, as he pulled the bedspread down and walked to the dresser to retrieve my nightgown. I started to pull my t-shirt up, and Santa made an abrupt sound in his throat. I stopped immediately and looked up at him.

"Did Daddy tell you to get undressed?"

I shook my head.

Santa smiled faintly and smoothed over my heated cheek with his thumb. "You've never had a proper Daddy, have you, sweet girl?"

I blinked, unsure how to answer. Luckily, he did not seem to expect one.

"Let me help you, precious," he murmured.

I nodded, unable to find my voice. Santa's smile was warm and reassuring as he gently lifted my t-shirt over my head, his fingers brushing against my skin as he did so. I shivered at the touch, feeling a warmth spread through my body. He reached behind me to unclasp my bra, his movements slow and careful.

"There we go," he said, his voice soothing as he slipped the straps down my arms. "You're doing so well, sweetheart."

I could feel myself melting, my insides turning to goo as he took charge. I moaned softly as his big hands smoothed down over my hips, taking my pants and panties with them. When I was naked, he stepped back to look me over.

"Aren't you a pretty little thing?" he murmured, sliding a hand down my arm.

His thumb lightly grazed my nipple and I whined. His eyes crinkled in a smile.

"Do you want something, baby girl?"

I shifted my weight, trying to subtly move his hand back toward my breast. As I stared into his eyes, his pupils slowly widened to eclipse the brilliant blue. I swallowed hard.

"Can I have...?" I drifted off, losing my nerve halfway through.

Was I really allowed to ask for what I wanted? Jason never let me come until I had been on edge for hours. Would Santa really be different?

"What is it, baby?" Santa asked gently, crouching down to put us eye to eye.

It was difficult to look directly at him, but I knew it was what he wanted. I forced myself to meet his heavy gaze.

"Can I have an orgasm?" I whispered.

Santa's eyes turned molten. "I would love to give you an orgasm, precious."

I sucked in a sharp breath when his hand cupped the juncture of my thighs. He curled the long fingers of his other hand around my throat and pulled me forward until I could feel his breath on my face.

"I'm going to eat your pretty little kitty, baby," he said roughly, licking the seam of my lips. "Will you sit on my face like a good girl?"

I moaned, too turned on to speak. I could only open my mouth and whine for him to kiss me. He did, plunging his tongue into my mouth in a filthy mimic of what I wanted him to do to other parts of me. His tongue was so big it filled my mouth, nearly choking me, but I moaned for more. Santa kissed me until I was light-headed and clinging to him.

His hand on my pussy flexed and a single thick finger slipped between my folds to dip into my slick heat. I cried out, jerking my hips into his hand in a silent plea for more. His fingers caressed my throat as he slowly spread me open around one long finger. I trembled, my inner muscles clenching in pleasure. Santa pulled back to scan my face.

"Please," I moaned.

My lips were sore and tingling, the entire bottom of my face slick with our combined saliva. Santa smiled and wiped my chin with his thumb. He stood and took a step back to sit on the edge of the bed. Even without his hand around my throat, I would have been helpless to resist the look in his eyes. I walked forward until I was nestled between his thighs.

"Let's see what we can do about that orgasm, sweet girl."

Santa wrapped a hand around my waist, his fingers long enough to touch. With a flex of his arm, he lifted me and lay back against the pillows. I gripped his wrist, eagerly spreading my thighs as Santa lowered me over his open mouth. I curled forward at the first touch of his tongue, grabbing the headboard for dear life.

Santa's tongue was like a warm, gentle caress against my folds, and I moaned as he licked me from my entrance to the aching tip of my clit. He sucked it into his mouth, and I cried out, my hips jerking as pleasure tore through me.

"Daddy, I-" I started to speak, but he only groaned against me, the sound of it so filthy I choked on a moan.

I squirmed until he settled a massive hand on the back of my neck to hold me in place. Unable to escape the gentle suction, my thighs trembled and I whined as my muscles wound tighter and tighter. A final hard suck made me arch, crying out to the quiet room.

Santa immediately turned his attention to my soaked entrance, plunging his tongue inside me over and over. Wet filthy sounds filled the bedroom as his huge tongue spread me wide enough to make me gasp with each thrust. My knees clamped down around his head, but it did not seem to phase him. He licked and sucked on every inch of my pussy, until I was drifting in a sea of pleasure.

Blissed out, I only whined when he flipped our positions. He cupped my ass and pulled me against his mouth, as he sucked the slickness from my clenching heat. A long, thick finger slipped inside me with embarrassing ease. A second joined it a moment later, and I dug my heels into Santa's back. He chuckled and flicked my clit with his tongue until I came with a cry.

My pussy was still fluttering in pleasure when he reached down to free his cock.

"On your tummy, precious," he said, giving me an encouraging smile.

I hurried to roll over. I started to push up on my hands and knees and froze as his hand covered my back.

"Flat on your tummy," he corrected. "I want to get that sweet spot."

I was not sure what he meant, but I already trusted him.

"Spread your legs for me, baby girl," he murmured.

The heavy weight of his cock settled on my lower back, and I licked my lips nervously. I wanted to see it, but I knew I would lose my nerve.

He slid his hand down my back in a slow, relaxing caress, and I opened my legs for him.

"That's my girl," he said. I felt him shift and the fat head of his cock settled against my entrance.

"D-Daddy?" I questioned.

"Don't worry, sweetheart. Daddy will fit." He massaged his cock head against my entrance until it began to slowly yield.

"Daddy!" I gasped, feeling my pussy stretching far beyond anything I had taken before.

"That's it, little one," Santa crooned, kissing the back of my neck. "Let Daddy in."
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Chapter three

I cried out as my body finally yielded and he began to slide into me. Even as soaking wet as I was, I could barely take him. Stretched to capacity and still sensitive from my orgasms, I panted and whined into the pillow as he slid deeper and deeper. He reached the end of my channel before he was buried completely. I shuddered at the pressure.

Santa paused for a moment, giving me time to adjust to his size. His fingers ran through my hair, and he peppered kisses across my shoulders.

I knew I was stretched beyond what I had ever experienced, but the feeling was intoxicating. The weight of him on my back, the feeling of him filling me, was overwhelming. I could feel every inch of him, the soft skin of his shaft pressed against my sensitive inner walls.

"Daddy," I whimpered, unsure of what to do.

"How does that feel, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

"It's...a lot," I admitted, my voice muffled by the pillow.

His fingers tightened in my hair enough to tingle and he turned my face to the side, gently kissing my panting mouth. "Just relax and let me take care of you."

He began to move, pulling almost all the way out before slowly pushing back in. Each stroke was measured and deliberate, allowing me to feel every inch of him.

"Oh God, Daddy," I moaned, my hands fisting in the blanket.

The sound of Santa's soft chuckle reverberated through me as he continued to fill me over and over. More of him slipped inside on each thrust until his hips met my ass. His slow, deliberate strokes had my pussy clenching tightly around him. I could not help but writhe beneath him, my hips meeting his thrusts with an eagerness that took me by surprise.

"That's it, baby girl," he praised, his voice a deep rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "Just like that."

His hand slipped from my hair, tracing a path down my body until he found my clit. He circled it lazily, the contact sending sparks of pleasure shooting through me. I moaned, my back arching as I pressed against him.

He shifted his hips slightly, hitting a new, exquisite spot within me. I whimpered at the sensation, my pussy clenching around him as a fresh wave of pleasure washed over me.

"Right there, baby?" he murmured, his breath warm against my ear.

I nodded frantically, unable to find my voice. He chuckled, the sound low and deep, and began to focus his thrusts on that spot. With each stroke, I felt myself climbing higher and higher, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. I could feel his smile against my skin as his hand continued its leisurely assault on my senses. My hips rolled, meeting his thrusts with more urgency as his fingers picked up speed.

"Oh God, Daddy. I'm gonna come again," I panted, my breath hitching as the pressure built inside me.

"That's it, sweetheart. Let go for Daddy," he urged, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down my spine.

His fingers moved faster, matching the pace of his thrusts as he drove into me again and again. My pussy was rippling around his cock, begging for more. My legs shook, my breath grew ragged, and my pussy clenched around him, desperate for release.

"Daddy, please," I begged, my voice strained with the effort of holding myself back.

Santa's thrusts grew more urgent. His fingers moved in tight circles around my clit, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through me.

I could feel a devastating orgasm building, the pressure rising like a tidal wave. I could feel myself falling apart, Santa's thick cock the only thing keeping me together. When my peak hit, I was not ready.

"Daddy!" I screamed as my orgasm tore through me, my body bucking beneath him.

Santa did not relent, his hips slapping my ass. His fingers continued their assault on my clit, sending over-stimulated pulses of pleasure through me.

"Let me have another one, precious," he rumbled.

"I can't!" I sobbed, even as I felt another peak rising.

"That's it, baby girl," he encouraged. "Let it out."

My breath caught in my throat as yet another wave of pleasure crashed over me, leaving me gasping and trembling beneath him. Santa's hips stuttered as he chased his own release.

"Come for me again, sweetheart," he urged, his voice strained.

I could feel his cock swell inside me, the sensation so intense that it sent another wave of pleasure cascading through my body. I cried out, my voice hoarse as I felt myself slipping over the edge again.

Santa's thrusts became shallow, just the head popping in and out of my slick pussy. He was close, I could tell. I could feel the tension in his body, the way he was holding himself back.

"Come in me, Daddy," I begged, my voice barely above a whisper. "Make me yours."

A feral-sounding growl rumbled in his chest. He plunged all the way inside me once, twice, and on the third time he stayed buried deep inside my clenching heat. Santa's body tensed as he filled me, his cock twitching with the force of his release. I could feel him pulsing inside me, the sensation so intimate and intense that it sent another wave of pleasure crashing through me.

"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, my fingers digging into the blanket as I felt myself coming again, my pussy milking him dry.

Santa slowly lowered part of his weight over me, his breath hot and heavy across my cheek. He nuzzled my hair, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered sweet nothings.

"I love you, Daddy," I whispered, my voice strained with emotion.

"Oh, sweet girl," he murmured. "I've loved you for years."

He pulled out of me slowly, my pussy clenching around him. I whimpered at the loss, but he rolled me to my side and slipped a thickly muscled thigh between my legs. Two thick fingers nestled inside me.

"How's that, precious?"

"Oh, Daddy," I moaned. "Can I sleep like this? Please?"

Santa slowly pumped his fingers a couple times, our combined come gushing from my fluttering pussy.

"Anything you need, sweetheart. You go ahead and rest."

As I lay there, basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking, I could not help but feel a sense of contentment and happiness that I had never experienced before. Santa's fingers continued to fill me, as he held me close, his warmth enveloping me like a cozy blanket. I could feel myself drifting off to sleep, my body limp and sated, my heart full to bursting with love for this man who had captured my heart so long ago.

"Merry Christmas, Daddy," I murmured, my voice slurred with exhaustion.

"Merry Christmas, sweetheart," Santa whispered, as the steady beat of his heart soothed me to sleep.




I hope you enjoyed this little tale! If you have a minute, I would love a review. :)

Come Stalk Me on Social Media

Facebook

Instagram

Twitter

TikTok

And for writing updates and new releases, join my Mailing List! 
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