
        
            
                
            
        

    
Stocking Stuffer

One injured man. One toohelpful daughter’s best friend. One very hard holiday 

Chapter1

I never thought I would spend Christmas morning flat on my back with a torn ligament and a useless leg braced up like I’m some casualty from a sledding accident gone wrong, but here I am on the couch while the empty house tries its best to feel festive without the actual family in it, the tree glowing in the corner like some smug evergreen reminding me I’m alone. The scent of pine, cinnamon, and cheap pharmacy muscle cream hangs in the air, and I’m trying to balance my coffee while not jostling my injury when I hear the knock. It’s fast and light, like jingle bells tapping on wood, and I grumble, thinking it’s a neighbor with cookies or some shit, but when I open the door I’m staring straight into the eyes of my daughter’s best friend, Mia, twenty-two now, cheeks flushed from cold, a big ridiculous red scarf wrapped around her neck like a bow on a present.

She beams up at me, and it’s like the room gets warmer. That smile is a string of colored lights in human form. 

“Merry Christmas!” she says, stepping inside without waiting. “I heard you were injured and alone today, so I’m here to be your personal… elf.” She wiggles her eyebrows like she thinks she’s clever.
I try to laugh it off. “You could’ve phrased that better.”

“Oh no,” she says, slipping off her coat to reveal a tight green sweater hugging curves that definitely weren’t there the last time I saw her, “I definitely meant it that way.”

I feel the first little twitch of life in places I didn’t expect to be feeling Christmas cheer, and the woman in front of me—yeah, woman—is looking around like she’s assessing a project she’s about to enjoy.

She gestures to the couch. “Now sit, Santa. I’m gonna take care of you.”
“Santa?”
“You’re old, grumpy, stuck at home, and I’m pretty sure you groan every time you move. Fits the profile.” 

I grunt. “I don’t groan.” I stand corrected because when I ease back onto the couch, I do groan and she smirks like she’s earned a point.

“Uh -huh,” she says, kneeling beside me, placing the warm mug of coffee on the table before leaning in. Her hair smells like vanilla sugar cookies. Her hand rests casually—too casually—on my knee just above the brace. “Tell me where it hurts.”

The innocent phrasing doesn’t match the dark, knowing look in her eyes. This girl grew up—but I’m suddenly very aware that I didn’t notice the moment it happened.

“Leg,” I say, though that’s not the truth anymore.
“Hm,” she says softly, fingers sliding up just one inch higher, “maybe I can make you… feel a little merrier.” 

Her touch is a spark, and I’m suddenly reassessing every boundary I ever assumed existed. She’s here. She’s offering help. And I don’t know if she came just to assist with cooking and cleaning or if she intended more.

But I know I don’t want her to leave. 

The Christmas lights keep flickering on the tree while she smiles at me like I’m something she’s unwrapping slowly.

And suddenly—my pain doesn’t feel quite as debilitating. 

She shifts closer on the couch, moving so naturally that I’m left wondering if this was rehearsed, or if she’s just instinctively comfortable invading my space. Her fingers trace the edge of the brace, light and fluttering, like she’s teasing the idea of touching me rather than actually doing it. I watch her concentration and find myself breathing slower, heavier, because there’s something intimate about the way she’s studying me— as if I’m the only thing in the room worth focusing on. “I need to check how tight this is,” she murmurs, and I swear she’s softening her voice intentionally, making it something warm and private that seems to curl directly into my chest. She grips the adjustment straps, loosens them with little snaps of Velcro, and I feel the pressure ease. I wasn’t expecting that sigh of relief to escape me—nor was I expecting the way her smile flickered when she heard it, pleased that she was responsible.

“Better?” she asks. 

“Some,” I say, and then her hands are on my thigh— my good thigh—firm and slow, working the muscle as if it’s a natural extension of the job she assigned herself. Her palms are warm through the fabric of my sweats, and she presses her thumbs in deeper, kneading, deliberate.

I clear my throat. “I thought you came to help with cooking and cleaning.” 

“Oh I plan to do all of that,” she says, fingers sliding higher, testing me, “but first I need you in working order. Can’t have Daddy Claus hobbling through the house.”
I snort. “Daddy Claus?”

“You’re definitely more Daddy than Santa,” she says with that bold smirk, a little devilish, a lot confident. Her thumbs dig in just an inch higher up my leg and I feel the low, unwilling groan build in my chest. It’s not pain. It’s something else.

She leans closer, lips inches from my ear. “You know… muscle tension can really slow down healing. Your body needs to relax.”

“Pretty sure you’re causing some of the tension,” I say, and she laughs—a gentle little chime, like bells over the fireplace.

“Well then I guess I owe you extra attention.” 

Her hands slide even higher, brushing the inseam, and my breath catches, every nerve suddenly alive. She knows. She definitely knows.

“I want you feeling… jolly,” she says. I give her a long look. “You’re really leaning into these Christmas puns.”

“Oh don’t worry,” she grins, “I’ve got a… stocking full of them.” 

Her fingers slip just a bit further —dangerously close now—and I feel heat pulse through me that has nothing to do with the fire or the cocoa or the blanket across my lap. My heart is beating harder, louder, and my mind is split between two truths: I shouldn’t want this. I definitely want this.

She bites her lip, like she’s measuring my restraint, waiting for a line to be crossed—or permission to cross it.

And when her hand settles fully on the inside of my thigh, warm and sure, I don’t move it away. I don’t move at all.

She makes a thoughtful humming sound, like she’s diagnosing me, and then without hesitation she swings a leg over and settles right onto my lap. The shift of weight forces a sharp breath out of me because she isn’t light, not in the sense of being insignificant—she’s warm, solid, alive against me, the kind of presence you feel. Her thighs bracket mine, and she pretends like this is the most logical, clinical position imaginable.

“This’ll help you balance your core and keep pressure off the injured leg,” she announces in that faux-serious voice that does nothing to hide the fact that she’s sliding her hips exactly where she wants them. “Very medical.”

“Very medical,” I echo, though my voice comes out rougher, lower. My hands instinctively catch her sides—not firmly, not possessively, just steadying—but her body responds like I’ve claimed her anyway. Her grin practically lights up the room brighter than the string of lights slowly blinking behind the tree.

“So,” she murmurs, wiggling herself a little more centrally on me, “can you feel improvement?” 

Her movement isn’t overtly sexual— just subtle enough to pretend. But subtlety disappears fast. The shift of her weight causes a slow press of her against the hardness now growing beneath her, and I feel every inch of her awareness of it. Her breath catches, and that’s when she finally stops pretending.

The green sweater, soft and tight, stretches over the shape of her as she leans closer and plants her hands on my shoulders. Her voice is closer now, lower. “You know, I’m really dedicated to my role. I’ll go to great lengths to make you feel better.”

“I can tell,” I say, trying to fight the way my hands spread wider on her hips, feeling the heat through denim. “You’re very… eager.”

“Mhm.” She tilts her head, hair brushing my jaw. “Eager to please. Eager to make you… rise to the occasion.”

I huff out a laugh. “God, that was terrible.” 

“Terribly effective,” she replies as she very deliberately rolls her hips forward once, slow, measuring. And that’s when she feels unmistakable response from me— my body reacting faster than my brain can build excuses. Her smile shifts from playful to triumphant. “Oh. Looks like someone’s sleigh is ready for liftoff.” I’m half dying and half living as her weight gently grinds down again, and I’m very aware that if this continues, I won’t be able to maintain any illusion of propriety. The fire crackles in the background; the snow outside silences everything but us. And here I am— injured, immobilized—while she uses my helplessness as an excuse to straddle me like a gift she’s decided to unwrap from the top down.

She leans in close, whispering warmly in my ear. “And you’re not stopping me.”
No. I’m not. 

Her breath ghosts along my cheek as she shifts slightly on my lap, and then her tone changes—still playful, but with a darker sweetness beneath it, something probing and intentional.

“So tell me,” she murmurs, almost conversationally, “how long has it been since you’ve had someone sitting on you like this?” Her hips settle with just enough pressure to make the question land differently, heavier. I don’t answer immediately, and she smiles at my silence, dragging her nails lightly along my shoulder like she finds it charming.

“What?” I say, voice a little raspy. “You want my whole sexual history now?” 

“Oh I’m not asking for the census,” she says, eyes locked on mine, voice warm and low, “just wondering if you’ve been… lonely.” Her fingers slip higher, brushing my neck, thumb pressing gently beneath my jaw. “Horny.” She pushes her hips forward again, slow enough that I feel every contour. “Neglected.”

I swallow hard, because the truth is there in my body before I voice it. She can feel it. But she wants the words.

And she’s going to have them. 

“Yeah,” I breathe out, the admission heavier than I intended. “I’ve been… neglected.”
Something in her expression flickers—satisfaction, hunger, reassurance—all at once. She leans closer, lips near my ear. “I figured,” she whispers. “You just have that look.”

“What look?” 

She pulls back so she can meet my gaze fully, searching it with a softness that feels dangerously sincere. “A man who hasn’t been touched in a while.” Then her hands slide down from my neck to my chest, tracing the shape of me through my shirt, palms warm and sure. “A man who needs it.”

I feel something unwind in me, slow and inevitable, like tension releasing, like an icicle melting at the edge of a roof once the sun hits it.

“Maybe I do,” I say quietly. 

Her eyes go halflidded at that, pleased. “Then let me ask another.” Her voice drops into a honeyed murmur. “Do you want me sitting on you like this?”
Her hips barely move, just enough to make the question vibrate in my bones.

I meet her gaze steadily. “Yes.”
There’s no shame in it now, no pretense. Just want. Clean and direct and undeniable. 

Her smile turns wicked and warm. “Good. Because I plan on being very… hands-on. And mouthon.” She lifts one hand and lightly presses her thumb against my lower lip, drawing attention there, to the place she’s going to claim soon.

Then she adds, softer, almost sweet: “We’re going to warm you up just fine, Daddy Claus.” 

And I feel myself thicken fully against her in response, instinctive and unhidden.
I don’t know when the switch flips—when it stops being her teasing and starts being mine—but I feel it, unmistakable, like a thread pulled tight finally snapping in my chest.

She rolls her hips again, slow and smug, and I let her finish the motion, savor it.
Then I grip her hips.
Not gently. Not testing.
Firm. Claiming. 

Her breath catches, a small gasp in her throat that isn’t just surprise—it’s satisfaction. Like she’s been waiting for me to do exactly that.

I shift my hands, one sliding up under the hem of her sweater to find bare skin at her waist, the other holding her tight where she sits, anchoring her right against the hardness she’d been teasing for the past ten minutes. Her eyes widen slightly and her body goes still for a beat, the air between us thick with that change—no longer playful, no longer something she’s guiding. This is mine now. She knows it.

“You think you’re in charge?” I murmur, fingers digging in just enough to let her feel the strength still left in me despite the brace, despite the injury. “You come in here, grind on my lap, get me hard and expect I’ll just take it like some—”

She leans in, lips at my ear again, whispering: “No. I was hoping you’d do this.”
That’s all it takes. 

I guide her hips down against me, slow and deliberate, feeling her heat through the thin layers of fabric between us. She moans softly, surprised at her own reaction, and I do it again, rolling her over the thick press of me. She bites her lip hard, eyes fluttering shut, lashes trembling.

I lean in, voice rough against her throat. “You like that?”
“Mmhmm,” she breathes, but it’s not enough for me anymore.

“Say it.”
Her hands clutch my shoulders as I roll her again, a firmer motion this time, and she gasps, hips twitching.
“I like it,” she whispers, eyes opening, glazed and wanting. “God, I like it.” 

“You like grinding down on my cock like this?” I say it plain, without room for denial, and her cheeks flush bright red but she nods, breath shallow, body tense with need.

“Yes,” she pants. “Feels so—so good. I’ve been thinking about it—” 

I raise an eyebrow. “Oh?” Her hips rock again, and this time I let her do it herself, guiding with my hands but letting her take the rhythm. Her voice is low and broken now. “Ever since I saw you this summer in that fucking tank top. You were fixing something outside, and I couldn’t stop staring. And then I had to go home and… take care of it myself.”

I groan—low, deep, involuntary.
“You’re evil,” I say.
She smirks through her panting. “Merry fucking Christmas.” 

And I grip her tighter, dragging her hard against me so she feels every solid inch of how badly I want this, how long it’s been, how much of me she’s lit up with just that filthy little mouth.

Her head drops to my shoulder, panting now, soft little mewls escaping as I grind her over and over, slow but heavy, and the wet heat through her jeans is unmistakable. She’s soaked. For me.

“You gonna come like this?” I murmur, hand sliding up her back, palm spread wide. “Right in my lap, dry- humping me like a desperate little present?”

She moans so hard it cracks into a whimper.
“Keep going,” she begs. “Please—just a little more, I’m—” 

My hands keep her right where I want her, guiding every frantic roll of her hips, watching her come undone for me.

She’s trembling now, caught between rhythm and desperation, little gasps falling from her lips every time her hips grind against mine. Her hands claw at my shoulders like she needs something to hold onto or she’ll melt right there in my lap. She’s flushed, her sweater tugged halfway up her sides from where I’ve been gripping her, and there’s no mistaking it anymore—she’s soaking through her jeans.
I let her grind once more—slow, shaky—and then I still her hips with both hands. She makes a broken sound in her throat, something between a whimper and protest, and I feel her clutch at me like she thinks I’ll let her keep going.

“No,” I say, voice low. Firm. “Not like that.”
Her head snaps up. “W-what?” 

I look her straight in the eye, thumbs rubbing small circles on her waist where her skin is bare and hot under my hands. “You wanna come?”

She nods, fast, desperate.
“Say it.” 

“I wanna come,” she whispers. I lean in, mouth right at her ear. “You want my fingers inside you?”

She shivers like I slapped her with heat. “Yes.” 

“Want me to slide my hand down your pants and feel how fucking wet you’ve gotten just from grinding on my cock like a needy little elf?”

She whimpers, presses her forehead to mine, voice strained and wrecked. “God yes. Please. Please.”
I shift one hand, drag it down the curve of her back, then over her hip. She tenses, holding her breath.
But I don’t go to her zipper yet. 

“Tell me how wet you are.” She looks like she might die, but she answers. “So wet it’s—I can feel it, all over my panties. I’ve been dripping since you—fuck—since you touched me.”

“Since I gripped you,” I correct. 

She moans, and that’s when I slide my hand between us, slipping under the waistband of her jeans. Tight fit. Warm. But I don’t stop until my fingers are under the lace, and then—

Holy shit. 

I’m met with heat and slickness, her folds soft and trembling against the touch, and she chokes out a sob of relief as I stroke once—just once—over her soaked slit. No teasing now. No pretending.

I press two fingers flat against her, rubbing slow. Her head falls back, mouth open, throat arched.
“Oh f-fuck—” “Shhh,” I murmur. “You’re being so good.”
She whines, bucking against my hand. 

I part her gently, middle finger sliding through the center, tip brushing her entrance, and she tightens her thighs around me like she’s trying to trap my hand there forever.

“Please,” she pants. “More. I need—” 

I slide my finger in, slow, sinking deep, and her body clenches around me like it’s been waiting for this forever. She cries out, trembling.

And I kiss her neck, voice rough. “You’re mine now.” 

She’s clenching around my finger like she’s never needed anything so bad in her life, body shivering, thighs trembling, hips rocking in these helpless little jerks she can’t control. Her forehead’s pressed to mine, breath coming out in hot, broken pants against my cheek, and I feel the exact second she tips closer to the edge—because her hand suddenly scrabbles up my chest and she starts to tense.

I pull my finger out slowly.
She lets out the most wrecked, strangled little moan, like I just took the air from her lungs.
“Don’t,” she whimpers. “Please—” 

I slide two fingers back in. Slow at first, then deeper. The sound she makes—ahhh-fuck—rips through her, and I catch her face in my free hand, gripping her jaw, thumb resting just below her bottom lip.

“Ride it,” I growl. “Ride my fingers like you mean it.” 

She locks eyes with me —wild, dazed, needy—and then she moves. Hips rolling down into my hand, tight and fast, using the leverage of her thighs pressed around me, grinding down until she’s taking every inch of my fingers, then rocking back just enough to slam down again.

Her eyes flutter. Her jaw drops. I tighten my grip on her face.
“Keep looking at me,” I say, watching her unravel. “Show me.” 

She whimpers again, louder this time, and I feel her pussy flutter around my fingers, every squeeze tighter than the last. Her motions go frantic—short, needy thrusts against my palm—and I press the heel of my hand hard against her clit.

She shudders like she’s been electrocuted. 

And then I tighten my grip on her jaw, tilt her face up into mine, and murmur, “You gonna come all over my fingers like a good girl?”
She gasps, nods, voice breaking. “Yes, yes, I—oh my God—”

“Say it,” I growl.
“I’m gonna come—fuck, I’m gonna come—I’m—”
Her whole body locks. Then she breaks. 

Her thighs clamp hard around me, her cunt spasms around my fingers, soaking me, pulsing, twitching. She throws her head back and cries out loud, unashamed, completely undone in my lap, trembling from head to toe. Her hands fist in my shirt, gripping like she needs to hold on to something real, and I just keep working her, fingers deep, heel pressing up against her clit until the last little wave rolls through her and she collapses into me.

Panting. Wrecked. Glowing like the top of the fucking Christmas tree.
I keep my hand inside her while she twitches, slowly pulling out only once she lets out a shuddery, overwhelmed moan and melts against my chest.

Her voice is faint, lips brushing my neck. “Merry Christmas to me.” 

Chapter2

By the time she helps me up, my leg’s aching in that dull, deep way it always does after I’ve sat too long— but there’s something different about it now. About me. I can’t stop replaying the way she came apart in my lap, soaking my hand, eyes wild and pleading. And now she’s humming softly as she loops her arm under mine, guiding me carefully toward the bathroom like we’ve done this before, like this is routine.

She’s in control, but it’s the soft kind. Quiet. Confident. She walks me backward through the doorway with both hands on my waist and a sweet little smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth. Like she’s about to unwrap a dessert she’s been waiting all week to taste.
“You sure about this?” I mutter, half-because I think I should ask, half-because watching her roll her sleeves up is making blood rush anywhere but my injured leg.

“Mmhmm,” she says, tugging gently at the hem of my shirt. “You’ve been sitting around all sweaty and sore. Can’t let Santa stew in his own juices.”

“Jesus.”
She grins. “Oh, you’ll be calling him.” 

The shirt comes off first —slow, careful, her knuckles brushing skin as she eases the fabric up over my shoulders. Her fingers graze the middle of my chest, lingering a little too long before she lifts it off completely and tosses it on the counter. Then she lowers herself, untying the drawstring of my sweatpants, knuckles ghosting the line of my hips.

“You gonna be good and lift for me?” she murmurs, not even pretending it’s innocent.
I do. She slides the pants down over my hips, careful not to jostle the brace, and when my cock springs free—half-hard, already stirring—her eyes flick up to mine. And she smiles.

“Mmh,” she hums. “Looks like someone’s ready for his bath.”
“I thought this was supposed to be therapeutic.”
“Oh, it is. Just not for the leg.” 

She helps me into the tub, and the warm water hits like a shock—comforting and thick with the smell of eucalyptus and peppermint. She must’ve put something in there while I wasn’t paying attention. I sink back, and the heat pulls a low groan from my throat.

But she doesn’t give me long to settle. She kneels beside the tub, dipping a soft sponge into the water, letting it soak until it’s heavy, then lifting it and letting the water run from it in a slow stream across my chest. It drips down over my sternum, sliding toward my stomach, and she follows it with her eyes like she’s tracking prey.

“You’re tense,” she murmurs, dragging the sponge over one shoulder, then the other, slow and deliberate. “We should fix that.”

The sponge slides lower.
Over my pecs. Across my ribs.
She leans in, her hair brushing my arm as she works.
And then lower still. 

Across my abdomen, right above the crease where my thigh meets hip. She doesn’t look at me, not directly— but her lips curve as she feels me twitch under the water.
“You’ve got a lot of… built-up stress,” she says softly, sponge circling my lower belly. “And it’s Christmas. It’d be cruel to leave it… unresolved.”

She dips the sponge again. Squeezes it over me slowly, water dripping along the shaft of my now fully hard cock, the heat making me hiss through my teeth.

“Mia…” 

She finally looks up at me. Her eyes are soft, but dark now. “Let me take care of it. You’ve been so good for me.”

She drags the sponge along the length of me, slow and steady. Not tight—just enough contact to tease. My cock throbs under her hand and she hums, pleased.

“Still tense.”
“Your fault.” She grins.
“Then I better work harder.”
And she does. 

Sponging me with slow, deliberate care, circling the head, dragging water down the underside, letting her hand follow behind with just the barest touch of her fingers. She’s not rushing. She’s not teasing.

She’s thorough.
And I’m barely hanging on. 

The sponge glides one last time along the shaft of my cock, and I swear I feel every bubble, every inch of pressure like a live wire under the water. She watches the motion with parted lips, eyes locked to where the sponge trails lazy circles around the head before slipping down the underside again. I’m throbbing now, fully, painfully hard, and when she finally sets the sponge aside—easing it onto the tile with a little splash—I know what’s coming before her fingers even move.

She doesn’t ask. She doesn’t need to. 

Her hand slides through the water, warm and slow, fingertips brushing my base, curling around me in one smooth motion. Her grip is loose at first, like she’s testing how much I can take. Her thumb sweeps along the underside, and I grunt—half-pain, half-relief—as her fingers close tighter, stroking me under the water with the kind of care that borders on reverent.

“Fuck,” I murmur, head falling back against the tile. My leg throbs in the brace, but I don’t care. Nothing matters except the feel of her hand, the sound of the water moving with every stroke, and the look on her face—calm, focused, like this is some sacred ritual she’s always meant to perform.

“You needed this,” she whispers, thumb teasing the tip, spreading slick precum that’s already leaking into the water. “All that tension… just sitting here, waiting to be taken care of.”
I grunt again, hips twitching despite myself, and she smiles—genuine, pleased. Her hand slides down, twisting slightly at the base, then drags back up with just enough pressure to make me hiss.

“And now you’ve got me,” she says, voice low, sweet, but edged with hunger. “So let go. Let me do it.” 

I look down at her —soaked hair clinging to her temple, shirt sticking to her chest from leaning too close, her lips slightly parted as she works me with both focus and affection—and I feel myself pulsing hard in her hand, every muscle in my gut tightening.

“Shit, Mia…”
“Mmhmm,” she hums, stroking faster now, grip slick and confident. “Come for me, Daddy Claus.” 

My head slams back against the tile with a muted thunk and I let out a groan, deep and guttural, as everything seizes up.
She jerks me hard, fast, once—twice—and I break.

Hot release spills into the water, thick and pulsing, and she doesn’t stop, hand working me through every spasm, every twitch, her eyes never leaving my face. I pant, chest rising and falling, leg shaking in the brace as my body finally—finally—relaxes.

She leans in after, presses a slow kiss to my cheek, and whispers, “Clean now.” 

She presses one last soft kiss to the corner of my mouth, hand still wrapped loosely around me under the water, and then she leans back on her heels and stands. The shift is graceful—no hurry, no nerves—just a woman moving with full knowledge of what she’s about to do, and what it’s going to do to me.

Her eyes stay on mine as her hands find the hem of her damp shirt. She peels it upward slowly, letting it cling for a second before it lifts from her soaked skin. It hits the floor with a wet slap, and what’s underneath is even better than what I’d imagined while watching her straddle me earlier. No bra. Just her—nipples hard, goosebumps rising over her skin from the cool air, her chest rising and falling as she watches my reaction.

I don’t speak. I just stare. And her smile deepens. 

She unbuttons her jeans, sliding the zipper down with a whisper of metal, and then she eases them past her hips. Every motion is slow, deliberate, and my cock—which had just finished draining under her hand—is already twitching back to life as she shimmies them down her thighs and steps out, leaving nothing but soaked lace clinging to her core.

She hooks her thumbs in the waistband and pauses. “Want to see your present?”
“Unwrap it,” I rasp. 

She does. The panties slide down —wet, nearly transparent from the water soaking through her thighs—and she steps free, completely bare, her skin glowing in the soft bathroom light. Her body is a goddamn masterpiece. Curved and flushed and glistening. And she’s looking down at me like I’m the only thing on her list.
She steps forward, kneels beside the tub again, and then slides one leg over, then the other, settling on her knees beside me—close enough that her chest brushes my arm as she leans over the edge.

“Round two?” she murmurs, fingers trailing through the water.
I nod. I can’t do anything else. 

Her hand finds me under the surface again, and I groan as she wraps her fingers around my half-hard cock. One stroke. Two. Then her mouth follows.

She leans in slow, hair cascading over her shoulders, and the moment I feel her lips part around the tip—wet heat meeting the warmth of the bath—I nearly come again on the spot. Her head bobs slightly, taking me deeper inch by inch, water lapping gently around her wrists as she sucks me under the surface.
The sensation is unreal—soft suction, tongue swirling, water flowing around us in warm ripples while she moans low and greedy around my cock.

She pulls back just enough to breathe, voice hoarse. “You taste even better underwater.” 

Then she sinks back down again, deeper this time, her lips sealing around me as she begins to move in slow, fluid strokes, one hand cupping my balls beneath the surface while her other holds the rim of the tub for balance.

I grip the edge with both hands, knuckles white, chest heaving as she works me with her mouth—suction building, pace quickening, the angle of her head perfect as her tongue presses and curls, teasing the underside just right.

She moans again—mmmh—and the vibrations shoot straight through me. 

Wet hair sticks to her cheek, her eyes flicking up to mine as she sucks, cheeks hollowed, spit and bathwater sliding down her chin.
I can’t look away.

This isn’t teasing anymore. This is her feasting on me. Worshiping me.
And I’m letting her. 

She’s bobbing slow and steady, warm lips sealed around me, cheeks hollowing as she pulls back just enough to let her tongue swirl the head before sinking down again, and I can’t fucking take my eyes off her.

My hands move on instinct. 

I thread one into her soaked hair, the other cupping the back of her neck, not yanking—just holding. Steady. Present. My thumbs stroke the slick line of her jaw as she works her mouth deeper, and her moan vibrates through the base of my cock like a live wire.

“Fuck,” I breathe, voice hoarse. “Look at you.” Her eyes flick up, glassy and dark, lips stretched tight around my shaft, spit mixing with bathwater, trickling off her chin. She holds eye contact as she slides back, sucking harder, and I feel the tremor in her throat when she takes me just a little deeper than before.

“You look so fucking good like this, Mia,” I growl, thumb brushing her temple. “Goddamn—mouth so full, face dripping, and you’re still hungry.”

She moans again around me—mmphhh—and my cock throbs in her throat.
“You love this,” I say, voice low, almost reverent. “You love choking on it, don’t you?”
She nods. Just barely. 

And I guide her now. I don’t push hard—I don’t have to. She gives in with every movement, letting me control the rhythm, sinking her mouth down to the halfway point, then back up, tongue teasing the tip, cheeks slick with effort. Her breath catches when I tighten my grip a little, guiding her deeper, the head of my cock pressing into the back of her throat.

She gags softly, but doesn’t pull away.
Instead, she swallows. 

“Jesus—” I hiss, fingers flexing in her hair, not pulling, just holding her right there, lips stretched tight around the base while she trembles under my hands. Her throat squeezes, fluttering, and I feel her breathe through her nose, steady, determined.

“Fuck, baby. You’re perfect,” I rasp, guiding her back slowly, letting her catch her breath. She gasps when I let her up, spit glistening on her lips, chest rising and falling fast—but she dives back down just as quickly, hungry for more.

Her hand slides between her thighs beneath the water, and I feel her moan again around my cock, needy, wrecked, addicted.
“You touching yourself?” I ask, tightening my grip on her head.

She nods again, gagging softly as I hold her halfway down. She’s fucking soaked, and not just from the bath. I can feel her humming around me now, desperate little noises rising in her throat as I fuck into her mouth, slow, controlled, the water sloshing around us.

“You’re so good for me,” I growl. “Such a filthy little thing. Sucking your best friend’s dad on Christmas morning.”

She moans like I’ve praised her, like I’ve blessed her, and I know she’s close—probably already on the edge from her own fingers.

I hold her still and thrust once more —deep—and she chokes, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes, and I pull her off gently, gasping, her lips red and swollen, chest heaving.

She blinks up at me, spit trailing from her mouth to my cock, and she smiles through the mess.
She’s still panting, lips parted and glistening, one hand braced on the edge of the tub and the other somewhere beneath the water between her thighs, moving slow and steady. Her pupils are blown wide, hair sticking to her cheeks, and when I reach for her, she doesn’t hesitate— just slides into the water with me, every inch of bare, dripping skin pressing flush against mine.

I hiss as her thighs straddle me again, soft skin slipping over mine, her slick heat brushing the underside of my cock, and she exhales slow into my ear.

“Wanna feel it,” she whispers. “Wanna sink down on you this time. Not just my mouth.” 

I wrap my arms around her waist, one hand splaying across her lower back, the other gripping her hip just under the waterline, fingers digging into the swell of her ass.

“You want it slow?” I ask, voice rough against her throat.
She nods once, hard. “I want to feel every inch.” 

I guide her up slightly, the water rushing between us in warm waves, and then she reaches between us, grabbing my cock with soaked fingers and lining herself up. She’s shaking already. With need, with tension, with the sheer weight of it all.

Then she sinks. 

Her breath punches out of her like I knocked the wind out of her lungs. She goes down slow, so slow, tight heat spreading inch by inch as I fill her. Her cunt stretches around me, wet and clenching, dragging along the length like she’s trying to memorize e very ridge, and her mouth drops open in a silent gasp.

“Fuuuuck, Mia,” I groan, head tipping back as her hips press flush against mine. “You feel—Jesus—you feel perfect.”

She whimpers, barely able to move at first, her walls fluttering around me, breath catching in these sharp little hiccups.
“I’m so full,” she whispers. “So fucking full…”

My hand slides up her spine, fingers tracing each vertebra like a map, and I keep her there, just sitting on me, wrapped tight around my cock under the water, heat pooling around us both.

“Don’t rush it,” I murmur. “Take it slow. Ride it like you want to stay stuffed all night.” 

She nods again, hips starting to move —just a tiny shift forward, then back, her body trembling with effort and pleasure. Water ripples around us with each motion, soft waves slapping against the side of the tub. Her hands grip my shoulders, nails digging in, and her moans are broken little things, like she can’t believe how deep I am inside her.

Every bounce drags a whimper from her lips. Every roll of her hips makes me groan. 

The pace builds —slow, aching, maddening—and I thrust up to meet her, just slightly, and she cries out, eyes flying open as I hit something deep, something tender.

“Right there?” I ask, voice low and tight.
“Y-yeah—f-fuck—right there, do it again—”
I do. Again. And again. 

The tub sloshes, water spilling over the side, but neither of us care. She rides me like she owns it now, no shame, no hesitation. Just need. Her skin’s flushed, thighs shaking, chest heaving as she starts to fall apart again, grinding down harder, taking me deeper with every slow, soaked thrust.

And I hold her there, buried to the hilt inside her, watching her unravel. 

She’s grinding down harder now, rocking into me with breathy gasps, her slick heat wrapped tight around my cock as she loses rhythm, thighs starting to shake. I can feel her getting close again—the way her walls flutter around me, the way her fingers tremble on my shoulders, the way her eyes roll slightly every time I thrust up and hit that same deep spot.

She’s so fucking gone.
And I want to watch her break from a new angle. 

I grip her hips suddenly, hard, and she lets out a surprised little yelp as I lift her—just enough to make her whimper at the friction—and then I turn her. Her back presses to my chest, her knees sliding to either side of my thighs as she straddles me in reverse now, ass pressed right against my stomach, her dripping cunt still poised over my cock.

I guide her hand behind her, let her feel me, still thick and pulsing. She shudders and whines low. 

“You want it like this?” I growl against her neck, lips brushing the back of her ear. “Want to ride me while I hold you down and fuck that tight little pussy from underneath?”
She nods frantically, hair flinging water with the motion. “Please—please, I want it—I want you so deep—”

I don’t wait. 

I grip her hips and bring her down, spearing into her in one long, slow thrust that makes her cry out and arch against me, her back slick and warm against my chest. The angle’s deeper now, obscene, and the sound she makes isn’t just pleasure—it’s surrender.

“Fuuuck—” she gasps. “You’re—oh my God—you’re in so deep—” 

“Yeah?” I murmur, voice rough, hands tight on her waist. “You gonna come again just from being used like this?”

She nods again, moaning louder now, bracing her hands on my knees for leverage as I guide her. I start thrusting up into her—slow and powerful—each motion rocking her forward slightly, splashes echoing off the tub walls. Her ass slaps wetly against my thighs, and she loses herself completely.

Her voice is broken now, no words, just sounds — whines, high and sharp, every breath punched out of her lungs as I fuck up into her harder. My fingers spread across her stomach, anchoring her, and she’s trembling in my lap, writhing, losing control.

“Gonna fill you,” I growl against her neck, “while you fall apart in my lap like a good girl. You want that? You want me coming inside you on fucking Christmas morning?”

“Yes—yes, please, God—do it, don’t stop—!” 

I slam up into her, water crashing around us, her entire body shaking as I thrust one last time—and she screams, legs locking, cunt clenching tight as she comes, soaking me, her whole body tensing against mine as I feel her shudder and break.

I follow a second later, groaning deep in my chest, hips jerking as I empty inside her, buried to the hilt. Heat floods her, thick and hard, and she collapses back against me, panting, gasping, trembling in the aftermath.

We sit like that, soaking, locked together, her body still twitching with aftershocks, my hands splayed across her stomach, breath warm on her shoulder.

The water’s gone cold. Neither of us care. 

Chapter3

The water’s lukewarm by the time she finally lifts herself off me, groaning softly as my cock slips free. Her thighs are shaking. My legs are numb. The bathroom looks like a hurricane hit it—water splashed up the tile, clothes everywhere, the sponge floating sideways in the corner like it gave up on the job halfway through.

She leans on the edge of the tub, hair clinging to her back, shoulders rising and falling with each unsteady breath. Then she turns and looks over her shoulder with that same wicked grin she wore when she first knocked on my door this morning.
“I’m not done with you,” she says, voice still a little hoarse. “Not even close.”

I chuckle, low and rough. “I’m old and crippled, remember?”
She snorts, reaching for a towel and throwing it at my chest. “You were not moving like a cripple just now.”
I grin. 

We dry off slowly. She doesn’t rush. Every time she brushes the towel across my skin, she lingers just a little too long. A hand on my chest. A squeeze on my thigh. She leans in while toweling her hair and kisses the corner of my mouth—soft and warm, the kind of kiss that says we’re not finished.

She wraps a second towel around herself, barely tucking it above her breasts, and even though we’re both exhausted, she grabs my hand like it’s Christmas morning and she’s leading me to open more presents. And I guess, in a way, she is.

In the living room, the fire’s still going strong. The lights on the tree twinkle lazily in reds and golds. She tosses a huge fluffy blanket onto the couch and flops down, legs tucked under her, hair damp and wild, towel already starting to slide lower on her chest. Then she lifts the edge of the blanket and pats the cushion beside her.

“Come on, Daddy Claus,” she says. “Let me warm your lap again.”
“You’re insatiable.”
“I’m festive.” 

I limp my way over, the brace creaking a little, and lower myself beside her. She immediately crawls under the blanket and onto my lap again, straddling me with a sigh of satisfaction like she’s exactly where she belongs. The towel falls away from her as she settles, and suddenly she’s naked beneath the blanket, pressed full against my chest, legs warm around my waist. She leans in close, lips brushing mine.

“I plan to spend all day fucking you in every room of this house.”
“You know what happens to naughty elves, don’t you?”
Her grin widens. “They get exactly what they want.”
I groan, hand sliding to her ass beneath the blanket.
She hums, rocking her hips slowly over me again. 

“Later,” she whispers, nipping my jaw, “we’re doing stockings. But right now, I want your fingers inside me while we drink cocoa. And after that, I’m gonna ride you again while the fireplace crackles.”
She licks my neck. “And I’ll moan loud enough to drown it out.”

My cock twitches back to life against her thigh, and she giggles—evil and gorgeous and glowing like the fucking star on top of the tree.

“Merry Christmas, Daddy.” 

She wiggles off my lap just long enough to grab two mugs from the kitchen—steam curling from them, the chocolate smell rich and sweet—and when she comes back, the towel is gone entirely. She doesn’t even pretend anymore. Just slides back under the blanket with me, bare skin burning hot against my side, thigh thrown over mine. The fire paints her in flickering gold as she settles, one hand holding her cocoa, the other already resting on my stomach like she owns it.

She sighs deep —content, warm, satisfied—and takes a slow sip of the cocoa, eyes closing for a second as she hums with pleasure.
I slip one hand beneath the blanket, slow and sure, and slide it between her thighs.

She gasps softly against the rim of her mug, the sound muffled by warmth and chocolate. Her legs part instinctively, like her body knows the ritual now. I find her—still wet, still sensitive—and she lets out a low little whimper into her drink. Her hips roll immediately, seeking more.

“Careful,” I murmur. “You’ll spill.” 

She gives me a half-laugh, half-moan, then takes another sip of cocoa and shudders as I slide two fingers between her folds, stroking her gently from entrance to clit in slow, indulgent sweeps.

“Oh—God—” she breathes, gripping her mug tighter. 

“Drink,” I command, curling my fingers into her with a slow inward drag.
She obeys—because she wants to—and takes another swallow, cocoa sloshing dangerously close to the brim as her thighs squeeze around my wrist. Her eyes are unfocused now, lashes low, breath shallow.

I rub her clit in soft, slow circles, careful, rhythmic, letting the pleasure sneak up on her instead of crashing.
She leans her head onto my shoulder and lets out a helpless whimper. “I thought—I was done—but—”
“You’re never done with me,” I murmur against her hair.
She bites her lip hard… and keeps drinking. 

Her hips start rocking —tiny motions at first, then more insistent. She’s doing it while calmly sipping cocoa like she’s taking part in some obscene Christmas
meditation. The contrast makes heat coil low in my stomach—the quiet domestic intimacy paired with the raw need beneath the blanket.
She finishes the mug, breathing a little harder now, and sets it down shakily on the table. Her hand immediately grabs at my arm, pressing my fingers harder against her.

“H-harder—please—” 

I shift, turning more toward her, letting my thumb pin her clit gently while two fingers slide inside her—slow and deep. Her head falls back, lips parted, eyes closed as a low, needy keening sound spills out of her.

“Yeah,” I murmur, nuzzling into her temple, “that’s it. Let it build.”
Her breath goes ragged. “I—it’s—oh fuck—” 

I add a slight curl to my fingers, pressing up against that sweet inner spot, and she breaks into breathless moans that melt into my neck, her body shaking in little tremors as I work her.
“You’re so warm,” I whisper, voice low with awe. “So tight and perfect. My Christmas miracle.”

She’s squirming now, gripping the blanket, hips lifting off the couch every time I push inside her, and her voice is dissolving into helpless gasps.

“I’m—I’m gonna—oh—oh—”
“Come for me,” I breathe, fingers hitting that spot again. 

She doesn’t just come— she shudders, thighs clamping around my arm, nails digging into my bicep as she muffles a scream against my shoulder, body wracked with pleasure.

It takes a full minute before she collapses, limp and panting, into my side. I slide my fingers slowly out of her, bring them up—and she grabs my wrist and pulls them into her mouth, licking herself off with a whimper.
She settles after, tucked into me, warm and loose and bliss-drunk.

“I’m not leaving tonight,” she murmurs.
“I wasn’t planning on letting you.”
She laughs weakly, sliding a hand to rest on my chest.
“And tomorrow,” she whispers, “I want to wake you up with my mouth.”
I grin in the dark.
“Consider it… the second day of Christmas.” 

She wiggles off my lap just long enough to grab two mugs from the kitchen—steam curling from them, the chocolate smell rich and sweet—and when she comes back, the towel is gone entirely. She doesn’t even pretend anymore. Just slides back under the blanket with me, bare skin burning hot against my side, thigh thrown over mine. The fire paints her in flickering gold as she settles, one hand holding her cocoa, the other already resting on my stomach like she owns it.

She sighs deep —content, warm, satisfied—and takes a slow sip of the cocoa, eyes closing for a second as she hums with pleasure.

I slip one hand beneath the blanket, slow and sure, and slide it between her thighs. 

She gasps softly against the rim of her mug, the sound muffled by warmth and chocolate. Her legs part instinctively, like her body knows the ritual now. I find her—still wet, still sensitive—and she lets out a low little whimper into her drink. Her hips roll immediately, seeking more.

“Careful,” I murmur. “You’ll spill.” 

She gives me a half-laugh, half-moan, then takes another sip of cocoa and shudders as I slide two fingers between her folds, stroking her gently from entrance to clit in slow, indulgent sweeps.
“Oh—God—” she breathes, gripping her mug tighter.

“Drink,” I command, curling my fingers into her with a slow inward drag. 

She obeys —because she wants to—and takes another swallow, cocoa sloshing dangerously close to the brim as her thighs squeeze around my wrist. Her eyes are unfocused now, lashes low, breath shallow.

I rub her clit in soft, slow circles, careful, rhythmic, letting the pleasure sneak up on her instead of crashing.
She leans her head onto my shoulder and lets out a helpless whimper. “I thought—I was done—but—”
“You’re never done with me,” I murmur against her hair. 

She bites her lip hard… and keeps drinking. Her hips start rocking—tiny motions at first, then more insistent. She’s doing it while calmly sipping cocoa like she’s taking part in some obscene Christmas
meditation. The contrast makes heat coil low in my stomach—the quiet domestic intimacy paired with the raw need beneath the blanket.

She finishes the mug, breathing a little harder now, and sets it down shakily on the table. Her hand immediately grabs at my arm, pressing my fingers harder against her.

“H-harder—please—” 

I shift, turning more toward her, letting my thumb pin her clit gently while two fingers slide inside her—slow and deep. Her head falls back, lips parted, eyes closed as a low, needy keening sound spills out of her.

“Yeah,” I murmur, nuzzling into her temple, “that’s it. Let it build.” 

Her breath goes ragged. “I—it’s— oh fuck—” I add a slight curl to my fingers, pressing up against that sweet inner spot, and she breaks into breathless moans that melt into my neck, her body shaking in little tremors as I work her.

“You’re so warm,” I whisper, voice low with awe. “So tight and perfect. My Christmas miracle.” 

She’s squirming now, gripping the blanket, hips lifting off the couch every time I push inside her, and her voice is dissolving into helpless gasps.

“I’m—I’m gonna—oh—oh—”
“Come for me,” I breathe, fingers hitting that spot again. 

She doesn’t just come— she shudders, thighs clamping around my arm, nails digging into my bicep as she muffles a scream against my shoulder, body wracked with pleasure.
It takes a full minute before she collapses, limp and panting, into my side. I slide my fingers slowly out of her, bring them up—and she grabs my wrist and pulls them into her mouth, licking herself off with a whimper.

She settles after, tucked into me, warm and loose and bliss-drunk.
“I’m not leaving tonight,” she murmurs.
“I wasn’t planning on letting you.”
She laughs weakly, sliding a hand to rest on my chest.
“And tomorrow,” she whispers, “I want to wake you up with my mouth.”
I grin in the dark.
“Consider it… the second day of Christmas.”
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