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Caught Under the Mistletoe with Daddy

Copyright © 2019 Izzy Slam

When I pick up Crissy from College, I only plan to bring her home for the holidays. Not get caught under the mistletoe with the sweet, sexy, and innocent girl I raised.


“Just wait till you see what Paula did to our room, daddy. You’re going to be blown away.”

Christ. I’m already blown away. I sent my little girl Crissy off to college four months ago, and she’s bloomed into something downright gorgeous. Not that she wasn’t gorgeous before, but holy fuck. And I get to spend her entire Christmas break with her. Just the two of us.

“Mm, I can’t wait to see it, baby.” I check her ass out as she walks ahead of me. And yeah, I admire her long golden hair, too, and the way it flows around her shoulders. I know, I’m a fucking pervert. But what’s a man to do when he hasn’t gotten laid in almost a year? Besides, Crissy isn’t my daughter. She’s just the girl I helped her mother raise.

Crissy is nineteen years old now, and her mother and I were together for fifteen years. But she divorced me several years ago. So, technically, I’m Crissy’s former stepdaddy. But she and I have always been close, so we still keep in touch.

I haven’t seen her since she started school last August, when her mother and I bid her farewell so she could pursue her dreams of becoming a therapist. She was skinny as a rail back then, but Crissy spent the Thanksgiving holidays with her mother. And it looks like she put on a few pounds. Fuck. She looks amazing. Healthy.

“How was the drive up here, daddy?”

“Not bad. The weather cooperated,” I answer, still sweeping my gaze over Crissy and telling my cock to calm the fuck down.

I know it’s not right looking at Crissy like a sexual object, but her tight curves and bodacious body is making my blood pump hard. And at the end of the day, I am a man with needs. I won’t act on those needs. Not with Crissy. But you can bet my hand will be getting a workout tonight.

“That’s good. It’s been nice here, too. I love going to school in Florida.” She tosses a look over her shoulder at me and giggles before opening the door to the dorm room she shares with Paula.

And when I walk inside, I can see that the entire small space is decorated with Christmas items. There’s a small tree in the corner resting atop a desk, and around it are miniature presents with bows galore. An entire wall is covered in shiny red wrapping paper, the opposite wall holding several stockings. Garland hangs from the ceiling, dotted with small red berries. And on each of the girl’s beds is a giant white teddy bear with a red bow tied around its neck.

“Jesus Christ,” I mumble. “She really did go all out, huh.”

“Yes. Isn’t it amazing?” Crissy presses her hands together and wears this happy smile that I have missed so much. Her light blue eyes glow at me, and I can’t help but smile back.

“It truly is, baby. Where is your roommate, by the way? I never had the chance to meet her.”

“She left last night. Flew home to California. So, it’s just you and me.” She comes to me, slides her arms around my waist, and bats those baby blues up at me. “All I have to do is grab my suitcase from the closet, along with the bag of presents, and we can take off.”

“Sounds good. Can I help you get anything?”

“Yes.” She boops me on the nose—something she’s done since she was little because I used to do the same to her—and I chuckle. “It’s all in here, if you’ll follow me.”

She walks to the spacious walk-in closet, and once again, I check out her backside. Damn, she got her mother’s figure, that’s for sure. I always did like a few curves, a nice bouncy ass.

I pause at the doorway of the closet and watch her tap her chin as she stares at her clothes.

“Where’s the suitcase, baby?”

“It’s over here,” she says, nodding to her right. “I’m just trying to decide which stuffy to take with me for the ride.”

I look up and see that she has about a half a dozen small stuffed animals on the top shelf. It’s pretty adorable. “Would you like me to pick?”

She looks at me, and her eyes immediately drift upward.

“Oh my god,” she murmurs.

“Um, what?” I turn my gaze upward to see what she’s ohmygod’ing, and there it is, in bright green and red, hanging upside down in its traditional fashion.

Mistletoe.

“Oh, wow. Kind of a weird place for that, but okay.”

Crissy smiles at me before sinking her teeth into her lower lip. “Looks like you’ve gotten caught, daddy.”

“Caught? By what?” I laugh.

“I should say ‘we’ve’ gotten caught.”

“Again, I don’t follow you.”

“Daddy,” she says, wrinkling her face and tossing her hands on her hips as she approaches me. “You know as well as I do what you’re supposed to do underneath the mistletoe.”

My cock bulges. A completely involuntary reaction to what I just heard. I mean, we all know what you’re supposed to do underneath mistletoe. Is she … is my little girl suggesting what I think she is suggesting?

“Get on over here, then. Give your daddy a kiss.” I tap my cheek and turn my head to the side, giving Crissy explicit instructions to plant one on my face.

“Oh no. You’re supposed to kiss for real. On the lips.” Crissy slips her arms around my waist and angles her head up at me. Her pretty pink lips are lined with gloss, and she bats her eyes. And fuck me if I’m not hard as a rock right now.

“Well,” I say, clamping down my dark side, like literally choking the life out of it. “If you weren’t my daughter, this wouldn’t be so awkward right now.”

“I’m not your daughter,” she says, her lips turning into a pout. “I’m not even your stepdaughter anymore.”

I feel like the biggest dickhead right now.

Fuck, dude, just kiss her.

“Yeah, yeah, I know. Sorry, honey.”

As my hand goes to the back of her head to pull her close, I feel my heart hammer inside my chest. I give her a quick peck, tasting the deliciousness of her minty lip gloss and smelling the sweet scent of her shampoo.

And goddamn it, do I want more.

“That was nice,” she says, licking her lips. “But I hope you don’t kiss your girlfriends like that.”

“What? Hell no. What?” I raise a brow at her and pre-cum seeps from my cock. Her body pushes against mine as she hugs me tighter.

“Daddy,” she whispers. “Kiss me like I’m one of your girlfriends.”

All it would take to blow me down right now is a gentle breeze. Jesus. I can’t fucking believe what I am hearing. Crissy’s lips are inches from mine, and she’s looking up at me with all this need in her eyes. I don’t think, I just act. I mean, goddamn it. My dick is so hard right now, it’s straining in my jeans, begging to be released.

Fuck it. My mouth is on hers, and my tongue slips inside as a growl climbs up my throat. I hear her whimper, but she’s giving me tongue back, and her hot little body is grinding against mine. She must feel my cock twitching underneath the zipper of my jeans.

I let my hands glide down her back as she moans, and I cup her ass, pulling her closer to me. Fuck, she feels so good.

How many times have I fantasized about having a younger girl? If I said only a few, I’d be lying. More like, thousands. And I’ve pictured Crissy in my arms a hundred different ways, but never in my craziest fantasies did I ever think she wanted to be in my arms like this. I don’t know what’s happened to make her act this way, but this is the best Christmas gift she could have given me.

Her hands work their way up my chest, and she digs her fingers into my pecs, purring and grinding on me like a little dog in heat.

“Daddy … you kiss so good,” she says, rubbing her lips together. “I’ve always known you’d be a good kisser.”

I struggle to catch my breath, my dick now pulsing with need. “I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“Mmm,” she says, biting her lip once again. “What else have you had practice with?”

“You’d like me to show you, wouldn’t you?” I groan before sinking my teeth into her neck.

The little gasp that escapes her lips makes me harder. “Based on that hard thing in your pants, I’d say you want it too.”

“Fuck. You got that right.”

“And you know,” she adds, rolling her hips and rubbing on my erection. “I’ve never done anything. So my body is a blank canvas upon which you can leave your mark.”

My dick twitches so hard I’m sure it will bust through the zipper. “Baby, you don’t have to tell me twice.”

I lift her off the floor and carry her to one of the beds in the room. I can tell which one is hers because she has this fuzzy pink pillow that I sent in a care package a few months ago. After lying her down I start unbuckling my pants.

“You like sleeping with that pillow?” I ask, nodding towards it.

She gives it a cursory glance and giggles. “More than you know. Not only do I snuggle with it, but I also use it to masturbate with.”

“You mean to tell me you use that thing to cum on?” I won’t lie. It makes my dick hard, knowing the little girl I raised is rubbing her naughty parts on a pillow I bought her.

“Yep. I take the corner and rub it on my clit.” She giggles once again, then teasingly lifts her tight little shirt, exposing her pert tits to me. Her dark red nipples are so hard they make my mouth water.

“Well, that’s good to know, princess. I’ll have to look into some other toys to send you in the next care package. Maybe some that are a little rougher than a pillow.”

She smiles, and I reach down to unbutton her jeans, keeping my eyes on her pretty little nipples. “I’d rather just have you here.”

“Well, I’m here now.” I pull off her boots, then tug the bottoms of her jeans. And when I see Crissy’s long legs and slinky yellow underwear, I can hardly stand it. How the fuck did I get so lucky?

“Show me how you use that pillow,” I tell her.

“Ooooh, I’d love to, daddy.” Crissy reaches for the pillow and spreads her legs wide. I can see a wet spot, right in the middle of her yellow panties, and it makes my dick leak even more.

“Fuck, you make me so stiff, princess.”

With a hot little smile on her face, Crissy presses the corner of the pillow to her pussy and begins rolling her hips up and down. I can see what it’s doing, softly rubbing between her fleshy lips. Her abdominal muscles tighten as her eyes flutter shut, and her toes curl into the mattress.

“Don’t cum yet, baby. I get first shot at that.”

Letting out a huff, Crissy tosses the pillow aside, showing me that the wet spot has gotten bigger. “I need you, daddy,” she says, tracing her fingertips directly over that magical spot, otherwise known as her clit.

“Fuck, baby. I need you more.” I kick off my jeans, leaving my underwear on, then pull off my shirt before grabbing my girl by the hips and pushing her up the bed a little. I lie on top of her and press her breasts together, small as they are. Her nipples look like tiny pieces of candy waiting to be licked.

“Are you always gentle on yourself when you masturbate with the pillow, my little angel?”

She giggles and nods. “Yeah. I’m not rough on myself. I prefer someone else be rough with me.”

“I intend to be rough,” I growl.

I dart my tongue out and trace circles over her nipples as Crissy’s legs wrap around my back. She locks her ankles behind me and starts to purr as I flick her hard little buds.

“Oh god,” she moans, running her small fingers through my hair. “That feels so good, daddy. I’ve thought about you doing this a lot.”

“I wish I knew that sooner.”

But, better late than never, I think.

Her tits are so perfect I could spend all day playing with them. I suck on her nipples and angle my gaze up at her, and her teeth press into her lower lip. I’m so fucking hard right now I can hardly take it, so after teasing her nipples with playful biting, licking, and flicking, I trail my tongue down her belly, grabbing onto the lacy elastic waist of her panties with my teeth.

I can tell she likes it with her whimpering and squirming, so I use my hands to pull them further down. Her bald little pussy comes into view, and I groan at how sexy she looks.

“Fuck, princess. You keep yourself shaved?” I admit, it’s surprising, considering she’s a virgin.

“Yeah,” she laughs. “Nobody has hair anymore, daddy. Makes it a lot more fun to masturbate.”

“Damn it. Daddy wants to watch you masturbate sometime, but for now, I want to make you cum with my tongue and fingers.”

I yank her panties the rest of the way down, then push her legs apart. Her sweet scent moves to my nose, and I know for a fact I have never smelled a pussy so delicious in all my adult life.

I slip a few fingers inside her folds, coating them in her slick desire.

She exhales and arches her back, making my cock turn to steel.

I watch the way her body squirms as I spread her pussy lips apart. And my cock pulses as I discover her swollen bundle of nerves, shiny with wetness. I flick it with the tip of my tongue, loving the salty-and-sweet flavor of my girl. Crissy’s entire body jerks, which brings a smile to my face.

“Daddy,” she huffs. “Don’t tease me. I need it.”

I wrap my arms around her legs, hugging her to me and pressing my nose to her bald mound. “You’re gonna get it, baby.”

I press my lips to her clit and pull it inside my mouth so I can play with it a little more. Using my tongue, I move it in rapid circles over the slick and swollen tissue. Her thighs immediately slap against my face, and she starts quivering. I let out a groan as I move my fingers to her opening, slipping several inside, but only part of the way.

Christ, I can’t believe how fucking tight she is. I suckle her clit in soft rhythms as I pump my fingers in and out, and within a few seconds, I can feel the hot little dance of her bundle of nerves as she cums.

“Daddy … Oh!”

Crissy grinds her hips up and down and tightens her fist in my hair so hard it almost brings tears to my eyes. Fuck. I can’t believe I just made the girl I raised cum while I licked her.

My dick needs to be buried inside of her. Now. And I don’t have time to be all romantic about it and change positions. So I merely climb up the bed and straddle her face.

“Daddy’s going all in, baby doll. Open wide.”

I grip the base of my shaft and angle the tip of my cock at her mouth. She parts her lips, giving me a weary look. But if rough is what she wanted, rough is what she shall get.

I force my cock past her lips and push as far down as I can go. I can feel the vibrations of her grunts as I start fucking her face. She whimpers, placing her hands on the muscular globes of my ass. Jesus, I feel like a wild animal.

I lean over and push my fists into the mattress as I gain speed, pounding her face with my meatstick. She grunts and digs her nails into my flesh as I feel the first burst of cum bubbling its way up my balls. I know I must be choking her out, but I can’t stop the force of the orgasm.

I shoot my seed and let out a roar as it spurts in her mouth. I can tell she’s struggling to swallow it all down, so I lift up a bit, giving her a little break. She gurgles and coughs, right as another rope of my cum bursts out.

“Aaaahhhh,” I moan, already thinking about ramming my cock inside of her pussy.

Crissy’s tongue slips and slides along the underside of my shaft as she purrs, keeping me nice and hard.

“That’s a good girl,” I tell her, slipping from the perfection of her warm wet mouth and settling between her legs.

Her eyes are glazed, and her face and lips are red as she smiles at me in a daze. “Thank you, daddy.”

“Are you ready to cum on my cock?”

With a quick nod, Crissy licks her lips and tosses her arms over her head. I spread her thighs and point my cock to her sopping wet gash. I push through her folds, watching her nipples grow hard like pebbles once again.

Her walls grip me so tight as I go in, but in one long thrust, I’ve broken past that barrier. Crissy hisses and I groan, sinking balls deep. She feels so fucking amazing, and while I start easy, it doesn’t take long for the rough beast to surface.

I lean over her and start pounding into her virgin cunt, gaining speed and force while watching my little girl’s face to make sure she is okay. Her mouth opens and she does nothing more than moan and beg me not to stop. Her tiny tits bounce up and down, and my balls slap against her wet lips. I won’t last long under these circumstances.

But fortunately, I am blessed with the ability to have multiple orgasms. And I’m going to give the same treatment to Crissy.

“Cum for daddy, sweet girl,” I tell her, feeling my balls fill up again.

I’m about to spurt my seed inside of my girl’s belly, and I want to make sure she has a good cum before that happens.

She huffs a ‘yeah’ and her walls grow tight around my shaft. I go deep and grind my cock in such a way that I know I’m rubbing against her G-spot. And low and behold if her pussy doesn’t spurt everywhere.

“Oh gaaaahd!” she shrieks, thrashing her little body around underneath me.

I cover her body with mine, burying my face to her neck, and ram hard and deep before cumming a bucketload inside of her. Those fucking walls of hers are milking me dry, and with every jet of cum, my toes burn and curl a little harder.

My teeth sink into her flesh and I growl as the rest of my cum shoots out, her pussy still quivering and squirting as she writhes around.

“Oh daddy…” she cries, over and over.

I end up flipping Crissy over and taking her from behind because I’m still hard as steel, and damn if she doesn’t have another orgasm.

But this time, after I cum, I have to take a break. And as I’m lying next to her, holding her sweet and tender body to mine, I get to thinking.

“You put that mistletoe up yourself, didn’t you, baby?”

“Would you be mad if I did?” she asks, playing with my hands that are cupping her breasts.

“Hell no. I’d be flattered.”

“What can I say? I told you I wanted you.”

“Congratulations. You got me, babygirl. I’m all yours this Christmas.”

But really, I’m all hers forever. Because there’s no way I’m ever letting my little angel walk away.


Daddy Finds My Naughty Christmas List

Copyright ©2018 Izzy Slam

The jerk who raised me has really sunk to an all-new low. Just the simple act of reading the journal that contained my secret Christmas list was going too far. And now he wants to punish me because of a little fantasy I have? I’m eighteen—way too old to be punished.

But when he brings his older brother in the room, threatening to deliver my Christmas wish, I realize his punishment is way more taboo than my fantasy ever was.


Just when I thought my family was finally going to have a normal, dare I say “fun” Christmas, my daddy strikes again.

He’s always been a dick, but this time, I think he took it too far. Going through the shit in my room and deciding that it’s okay to actually reprimand me for having a few kinky thoughts? Please. Not gonna happen.

For one thing, I’m 18 years old. For another thing, he’s not even my real dad. He’s a wannabe. That’s right. He’s been my mom’s boyfriend for all of ten years. And he doesn’t have any kids of his own. So he just “pretends” to my be daddy.

Well, he can go suck a big fat one!

I guess I should back up. You see, I keep a journal in my room. It’s not anything exciting, believe me. I primarily use it to jot down random bitchy thoughts at the end of the day while my phone is charging in a half-dead state.

These thoughts tend to revolve around my boss or my job. Really boring stuff for the average joe. So why daddy would even take the time to read it is beyond me. But obviously, he thought he would find something juicy inside those pages.

Turns out, he did.

And everything was going so well, too.

You see, today is Christmas Eve, and my mom and I have been doing some last-minute shopping all day. We’ve had so much fun together. And we were just walking past the giant North Pole exhibit when I got his angry text.

Uggh. And to think. We just spent last night as a family decorating the tree, drinking cider and listening to some classic Christmas songs.

At one point, when mom left the room to get more cider, daddy had come up to me and wrapped his arm around my waist and kissed me on the cheek—an act of affection he rarely shows. I’d gone to bed thinking that maybe my mom’s boyfriend really did think of me as his own.

And now we fast forward to this. To him going right back to being the dick I know and don’t love. I should have sat on Santa’s lap before we left the mall and asked for a new daddy, one that isn’t bossy and controlling all the damn time.

I glance at my phone as mom drives us home, the small bells that hang from the rearview mirror jingling softly. Fresh snow falls from the sky, making me wonder if we’re going to have a white Christmas this year. Not that it will matter if I spend it grounded.

No. Hell no. That will not happen.

When I re-read the message daddy sent me, I get chills.

I can’t believe this is the same girl I raised. To say that I’m ashamed is an understatement. When you get home, go straight to your room while I contemplate your punishment.

Below his angry message is a snapshot of my journal, “Christmas Wish List” scribbled across the top. I cringe when I read the words I’d casually jotted down, utterly mortified that he saw my biggest fantasy right there in black and white.

“So, what are you and your dad going to do tonight?” Mom asks as we turn into our neighborhood.

I whip my head in her direction. “What do you mean? Are you going somewhere?”

“Yes. I didn’t tell you? Page and I are going to the Christmas Eve service at her church. I won’t be home until late.”

Page is daddy’s sister. And God help me. She’s going to be gone tonight? I guess I should count my lucky stars that she doesn’t know the dirty thoughts I’ve had. At least, not yet. Not unless daddy decides to humiliate me by letting her read my journal too.

But wait. Maybe mom is my “out.”

“Why don’t you let me go with you? I haven’t been to a Christmas Eve service in years.” Holy crap, this would be perfect if she took me. Not only would I not have to deal with daddy, I might be able to see his very hot, very sexy older adopted brother Nick. He’s in his early forties, but the man is thick and meaty and is positively gorgeous. Plus, ever since I turned 18 this summer, he’s been extra flirty with me. And I heard he’s staying at Page’s house over the holidays.

I would love to hang out with Uncle Nick on Christmas Eve.

She gives me a sour smile. “I kind of promised your dad that you’d stay home with him. You know how he’s trying to mend fences with you.”

I let out an exhaustive sigh. If she only knew how wrong she was…

“Well, I don’t know what he’s going to do, but I’ll be in my room wrapping presents.”

I play it cool around my mom, not wanting her to see how bummed out I am. At least one of us should have fun tonight.

“I’m sorry, honey. But I’m sure you two will have some quality bonding time. I really want this to be the Christmas that changes everything, that the man I met ten years ago becomes the same man you love, just as much.”

Um, excuse me? I wrinkle my brow, thinking what an odd thing for her to say. I mean, it doesn’t even make sense. “I don’t know if that will ever happen but hope springs eternal.”

She smiles and pats the top of my leg after pulling in the garage. “What I’m saying is … I want you two to love each other the same way he and I do—unconditionally.”

Okay, that’s even weirder. I don’t even bother to placate her with a smile or promises that we will love each other like that. I just grab my bags and head inside, making a beeline for the shower to put off whatever daddy has planned.

But even after the shower, I’m feeling a little sick to my stomach with anticipation, especially since my mom has already left.

Fuck it. I’ll just shoot straight from the hip and tell him he has no power over me. I can write whatever I want in my journal. And I can fantasize about whatever I want. It’s none of his business and he had no right whatsoever to go through my room.

But the moment he knocks on my door, I tremble.

Who am I kidding? Daddy has more power over me than I like to admit.

He walks in without waiting for me to respond. I’m still in my bathrobe, sorting through my drawers for my special holiday pajamas.

When I look his way, his face is glowering.

“Can I at least get dressed first?” I ask, trying my best to keep my voice respectful when what I really want is to spit in his direction.

“There’s no need for that, Janet. Have a seat.” He nods to my bed, and I bite my tongue, sinking down into the mattress as he slides his hands in his pockets and begins to pace.

I can’t believe he’s acting like this. And I especially can’t believe I’m allowing myself to feel embarrassed.

“As you can imagine, I was rather disturbed to learn about what you’d like to receive this year for Christmas.”

“That was private—”

“Let me finish,” he barks, spinning to face me, his dark eyes brooding as he towers over me.

I cross my arms over my tummy and grit my teeth.

“I have the right to know what’s in my home. And as long as you’re living under my roof, I’ll look through your things whenever I want. Now, what I’d like to know,” he continues, picking up my journal and passing it to me, flipping it open to the page in question, “is where in the hell did you get the idea for this?”

I glance down, silently cringing as I see the offending “wish.”

Right below “new headphones” and just above “satin sheets” sits my all-time biggest fantasy: Get fucked by a giant12-inch dick while I suck off Randall S.

Jesus. Could this be more humiliating?

My cheeks flush as I sit there, trying to find the right words to explain these, realizing I’m caving in to daddy when I said I wouldn’t.

“It doesn’t matter where I got the idea. Everyone has secret fantasies, you know. The keyword being secret.”

Daddy leans back on my dresser, crossing his feet in front of him.

“That’s a pretty slutty fantasy, Janet.”

I shoot him a look, my jaw dropping open.

“Have you been watching my porn videos?”

“What? No!”

My daddy has porn videos? How did I not know this? Suddenly, my pussy clenches at the thought of him doing something so dirty. I never would have guessed him to be perverted like that. I guess no one wants to imagine that.

“Hmph. I guess my next question is … did you actually think you’d get it?”

My face heats even more. How the fuck am I supposed to answer that?

“No, of course not. That’s why it’s a fantasy.”

He steps my way. “Yes. But most people have fantasies for a reason—because they’d like them to come true.”

I flick my eyes up at him and see something different this time. It’s like his anger has morphed into something … unrecognizable. I have no idea what’s going on with him.

“Well, that’s true. I suppose,” I say, gulping.

His eyes search my face as he paces back and forth.

“I’ve been giving this a lot of thought while you and your mother were out shopping. At first, I considered grounding you. But I realized that was probably a little drastic.”

“Thank you,” I mutter, relieved he at least has a little sense.

“I then thought about forcing you to watch some of my porn, just to show you how slutty and filthy those girls taking two men at once really look.”

My eyes grow wide, but my cunt aches again, throbbing and pulsing as he continues.

“Right as your mother was reminding me she’s spending the evening with Page, the final solution came to me, how I can truly teach you a lesson.”

I angle my gaze up at him, noticing the fire in his eyes.

“What’s that?” I ask.

He kneels down, arms over his knees as he looks me right in the eyes. “Give you just what you want.”

I pull in a quick breath, feeling my pulse hammer like wild.

“You can’t be serious.”

He narrows his eyes at me, floats his gaze down my neck. “Oh, I am very serious, Janet. Because the truth is, I don’t think you could handle it.”

I lick my lips and hug myself tighter, my mind frantically searching for a solution, a way out. This “fantasy” has quickly become something I’d just rather forget about. I mean, who would fulfill it anyway? He’d have to call my secret crush Randall himself and ask him to come on over and bring a friend with a 12-inch cock.

Um, I don’t think so.

He’s just messing with me. He has to be.

“Daddy, this is ridiculous,” I say, standing up to leave. This is too weird.

But daddy stands up before I can, placing his hands on my shoulders and gently sitting me back down. “You’re not going anywhere. I’ve invested too much in this to let you walk out now.”

“What?” I pull a face.

He’s invested too much?

“Get in here, Nick!”

My jaw drops open for the second time when daddy’s brother walks in the room.

And there before me stands his and Page’s brother Nick, a boner in his pants and a wild look in his eyes.

He winks at me. “Hello, gorgeous. I hear you want to take on two men at once.”

Oh fuck.

“You think she can handle you, big brother?” daddy asks with a smirk on his face.

Nick looks at me, and I’m torn between wanting to crawl under the bed and half thinking about dropping to my knees.

“I don’t know. But I’m more than willing to let her try.”

Right then and there, he starts unbuckling his pants while daddy does the same, tugging at his leather belt. I flick my gaze back and forth between them, my body shivering with a combination of lust and disgust.

“Take off your robe, Janet,” daddy says, setting his belt on top of my chest of drawers.

“But … I’m not wearing anything underneath,”

He shakes his head impatiently as Nick chuckles. “That’s the point, little one. Your daddy and I can’t exactly fuck you the way we want with clothes on. Besides, I want to see that tender little body of yours.”

My pussy leaks uncontrollably as daddy grips me by the arm and tugs off my robe, sending it cascading to the floor. He pulls me in front of him so that I’m standing before his brother wearing nothing but my flushed, heated flesh and a tiny pair of lacy panties.

“Damn,” Uncle Nick says, letting his eyes travel over me, my nipples growing hard under his stare. “You sure seem to be … anticipatory.”

“That’s because she’s a little slut. Probably creaming her panties right now, aren’t you?”

He wraps an arm around my waist and slides his hand over my mound, making me cringe in revulsion.

“Daddy,” I say, twisting my head around and pretending to try to pull his arm off me.

“Don’t act like you don’t want this, Janet. Your Christmas wish, your innermost desires, are right there in black and white. Are you seriously going to deny that you want to be double stuffed by me and your uncle?”

Fuck, he’s right. Daddy wouldn’t have been my first choice to have a threesome with. But as his fingers wiggle down the front of my soaked panties while I watch Uncle Nick kick his pants aside, my pussy begins to throb out of control.

I moan, sinking my teeth into my lower lip as my flesh heats.

“Is she wet?” Uncle Nick asks, stroking his cock through his briefs. I don’t know if I’m seeing things, but the outline of his erection is big.

Like, really big.

Just then, daddy’s fingers sink into my swollen folds where he discovers all my shame.

“Oh, fuck yes, she’s wet alright. Slut.”

One of his fingers trails over my clit as he calls me a slut, and I feel his cock poke from his pants into my lower back.

“Good. It’ll make sliding into her cunt that much easier.”

“Show my little girl what she’s going to be working with while I finger her pussy.”

I huff as daddy slides several fingers inside of me. My walls grip him and he moans into my neck.

Meanwhile, Nick pulls down his briefs, forcing his thick meat to spring out and bounce in mid-air.

“Jesus,” I whisper.

Daddy chuckles in my ear, plunging yet another finger deep inside of me. He uses his thumb to playfully rub my clit as Uncle Nick strokes his length.

I wasn’t seeing things. He’s huge. I don’t have a good eye for judging this sort of thing, but let’s just say I’ve never seen one so long and fat in all my life.

Uncle Nick steps close to me, eyeing my tits that are poking out into the cool air. “It’s not quite twelve inches, but it’s not far behind. Think you can take all of it into that tight little hole of yours?”

“I don’t know,” I huff, feeling my legs quake as daddy pumps his fingers in and out of my pussy.

“She doesn’t know much right now, Nick. Little slut is about to cum.”

I grunt and close my eyes. Fuck, he’s right. Again.

Uncle Nick reaches out and fondles my breasts, groaning as he lightly twists my nipples. Jolts of pleasure shoot straight between my legs when he leans down and drags his tongue over my sensitive buds.

But when daddy curls his digits to massage my g-spot, I crumble. Letting out a muffled cry as I cum, I feel my walls clenching over and over as he growls into my neck.

“She’s gushing so much all over my hand. Fuck, I really had no idea you were this much of a horny little slut, baby girl.”

“Mmnnngggnnn,” I moan, my legs slowly moving up and down as I ride his hand.

I hate that my body is betraying me like this, having an orgasm on his hand without being able to stop it.

Thick, warm fluid rushes out in small bursts as the last few shudders ripple through me. Daddy grips the waist of my panties and pulls them down my legs. They fall to the floor with a light thud from being so drenched in my cum.

“Lie down on your back, baby slut, so we can put that pussy to the test.”

I fall down and lean back on my bed, sinking into the covers while keeping an eye on my uncle as he approaches me. He grips my ankles and spreads my legs apart while I catch daddy getting undressed out of the corner of my eye.

At that moment, my uncle’s erection overshadows everything, and all I can do is stare at it as clear fluid drools from the slit.

“I’ve thought about burying myself in you a number of times, little niece. I think I always knew you would … open up to me, eventually.”

Warm ripples pass through me as he angles his cock at my entrance. I pull in a long breath and feel my walls ache for his penetration. His barrel chest seems to expand as he dips the crown of his cock inside of me.

“Oh fuck,” he groans, giving his hips a gentle thrust.

I flick my gaze to the side and see that daddy is watching me from several feet away, his eyes dragging over my breasts, forcing my nipples to harden into torpedoes. He moves a fist up and down his shaft, and I can’t help but also notice the rest of him. He and his brother, physically, are as different as night and day. But since they’re not blood related, that’s not surprising.

The one thing they do have in common is that they are both stiff as boards and ready to fuck me.

And as Uncle Nick wraps his giant, meaty fingers around my hips and pulls me over his cock, stretching the walls of my cunt with blissful pleasure, I release a moan and roll my pelvis up to meet him.

“Fuck yes … split me open, uncle…”

Another growl rumbles from his throat, and daddy decides it’s time to mount me. He straddles my shoulders and lifts my head, holding the root of his cock up by two fingers.

Molten lava courses through my veins as he lightly smacks the side of my face with his crown.

“It’s your fantasy, baby. Now pucker up and suck daddy’s dick like a good girl.”

Uncle Nick sinks all the way into my pussy, and as I part my lips to release a moan of pleasure, daddy’s dick invades my mouth, the salty pre-cum smearing along my tongue.

“Ah, fuck,” he grunts, holding my head still as he begins to thrust. “Such a warm, wet, and willing mouth.”

“Damn, her tight little pussy has a vice grip on my cock,” Uncle Nick grits out.

I hear them talking about me as if I’m not even here, but my brain is going somewhere else right now.

Between daddy pumping his meat in and out of my mouth and my uncle spearing my pussy with his ten-inch shaft, I feel like I’m about to burst.

“I gotta admit,” daddy says, his cock still expanding inside my mouth, throbbing and pulsing with each pump, “I’ve had a few nasty thoughts about you the last few months, baby.”

“How could you not?” Uncle Nick asks, gliding a finger over my clit and making me purr.

“When I found your little journal lying there, you think I could resist reading it?”

I huff and buck my hips right before daddy forcefully rams his cock to the back of my throat.

Uncle Nick growls and tightens his grip on my fleshy hips, plunging deeper into my cunt and making my toes start to curl.

“And when I saw you wanted two cocks at once, my dick turned stiff in an instant. You can’t write shit like that and not expect your daddy to become crazed with need.”

My fingers twist in the sheets, and something wild in me takes over. Being talked to like this, and tasting daddy’s pre-cum, feeling his steely length grow in my mouth, it’s all making me want to cum so hard.

I start using my tongue to snake all over his shaft, flicking the silky frenulum along the underside. I feel him twitch, and he lets out a growl before leaning forward and face-fucking me with fury.

He rams to the back of my throat over and over, making me gag and gasp for breath between each dive. His fingers grip the top of my head, tugging on my hair until it burns.

With my body being hammered at both ends, I feel that ball tightening in my gut. My cunt shrinks around Uncle Nick’s meaty cock and as his thrusting grows stronger, harder, and more intense, I cum so hard it feels as if sparks are exploding along my flesh.

I let out a squeal that’s interrupted when daddy’s cock throbs angrily, and his hot seed bursts out, filling my mouth with more than I can handle.

I swallow down as much as I can, my body still trembling from my orgasm, when he pulses out more cum, growling with every spurt of his jizz. I never would have thought that something like this would happen. And I never would have guessed that letting my daddy and uncle have me at the same time would fulfill me so much.

But it is.

“Fuck!” he roars, gripping my hair again and holding me steady while he empties himself.

Uncle Nick is next, his voice filling up the room as he growls like a wild beast. I feel his cum shoot out and spray my walls before splashing out of me, the amount so voluminous I can’t contain it all.

Daddy’s thrusting begins to subside, his voice now a low groan as he slowly ejects himself from my mouth.

“Now that my baby girl has had her fantasy fulfilled,” he says, “I think it’s time she thank daddy the proper way.”

Once he’s off the bed, I glance down at Uncle Nick who’s now doing a slow grind inside my pussy.

“Fuck,” he grits out. “My cock is still hard as a rock. So while she’s thanking you, I think I’ll try out her oral skills.”

My limbs feel like noodles, my mind and body journeying to a blissful state. Uncle Nick takes a few steps back and walks around to the side of the bed before sitting next to me, his back leaning against the headboard.

His turgid cock holds a sheen from our fluids, pointing to the ceiling and bouncing in mid-air.

“Darlin’, I want to feel those lips wrap around my cock. I want to feel that tongue working over my shaft, and I want to feel that mouth of yours sucking me with all your might.”

“Mmm, I want that too, uncle.”

“Fuck yeah, you do…” His eyes light up when I reposition myself on my hands and knees and settle between his legs.

Behind me, the bed dips as daddy gets in his position. I stare at my uncle’s length, wondering how I’m going to fit him inside my mouth, when he grips the back of my neck and stops me.

“You’re not going to take me in your mouth without kissing me first, are you?”

I bite my lip as he smiles at me, and then he’s pulling me to him, sealing my mouth with his and letting his tongue dart past my lips.

We both moan in pleasure, and hot waves pass over me, this kiss so passionate it makes me feel as if I’m flying.

Daddy’s hands smooth over the globes of my ass, and I hear him rumble out a soft growl as his cock teases my folds.

I arch my back to him as Uncle Nick breaks the kiss and caresses my cheek.

“That’s much better. Now you can suck me off.”

I lick my lips and grip his thick base, feeling the steeliness of his erection. His hot, spongy veins pulse rhythmically, and as I go down, I feel daddy push inside my pussy and spread my lips apart.

I take uncle’s head in my mouth, his size forcing me to stretch my jaw wide. He blows out a slow breath and groans as his fingers fist my hair.

My pussy swells with need as daddy begins to thrust. One hand grabs my hip while the other reaches between my legs, his fingers tenderly spreading apart my lips and finding my clit.

I huff and arch my back, gently rolling my hips as he diddles my hard pearl, bringing me close to the edge with lightning speed.

I push further down on uncle’s cock, knowing I can’t take him all the way in. But he seems to be happy with what I can do, so far. I pull in my cheeks and slide my tongue along the underside of his shaft, tightening my grip around his base and pumping the part of him that I can’t reach with my mouth.

“Oh fucking A, baby. You can suck me anytime you want. Any fucking time…”

I become more and more aroused the more I suck, and as daddy’s pace quickens and his fucking turns more forceful, it causes my body to be jolted forward, pushing me farther down my uncle’s raging erection.

“Dear god … yes,” he grunts, tightening his fist in my hair.

I use my free hand to fondle his balls. And that’s when he starts to pump his hips up, trying to push himself further and further down my throat.

Daddy’s cock is ramming me so hard, and his finger moves faster over my clit.

But just when I think he’s going to dump his seed inside of me, he pulls out, surprising me by pressing his head to my forbidden entrance.

I squeal in protest, but he doesn’t listen, just pushes harder against my tight little asshole.

I move forward in an attempt to block his entry, but it just forces my uncle’s shaft to move down my throat.

“Bust that ass cherry of hers, little brother,” Uncle Nick says, placing a hand on the back of my head.

I moan and wiggle, terrified of anything entering my back door.

But my daddy just growls in frustration. His hands hold my waist as his cock stays wedged at my entrance, and he leans forward, causing his dick to “pop” through my tight little ring.

“Ah, fuck!”

A moan comes from deep within me, the pain quickly vanishing once he’s inside of me.

His pace returns, slow and steady as his manhood fills me. The pressure is intense, but when his finger moves back to my tender clit, I know I won’t be able to last long.

I return my efforts to sucking uncle, bobbing my head furiously up and down, even though my lips won’t move much past his thick crown.

“That’s it, baby, nice and steady.”

Uncle Nick’s head seems to balloon as I suck him, and as daddy pummels my ass, I keep pumping the base of my uncle’s cock. His balls grow hard as he groans uncontrollably. And when he gives a hard thrust upward, a hot stream of cum shoots from his slit and sprays the roof of my mouth.

“Gahhh daaaammmnnn!” he roars, fisting my hair with an iron grip as his shaft twitches and pulses.

I struggle to gulp down every drop, but his cum is so thick and earthy, it’s hard to get it all at once. I tug my lips away to take a breath, giving his hard length a pump and watching some of the thick white substance shoot out like a geyser and land on his chest.

“Jesus H…” my daddy mutters.

His finger brushes that magical spot on my clit, and the sensation mingles with being filled to the hilt in my forbidden entrance, throttling me into an orgasm that makes me cry out in pleasure.

“I’m cumming, daddy. Oh yesssssss!”

He wraps one arm around my waist and buries himself balls deep before emptying inside of me, his warm cum filling me up and making me feel so used, so needed.

His voice rumbles all around me as I enjoy the last few shudders of my orgasm, lowering my head to uncle’s cock and licking the cum that’s dripping from his red slit.

“Aw, baby. Such a good girl, cleaning your uncle’s cock like that.”

I purr and mew, completely engulfing his head with my lips and sucking out the last few drops as he begins to go soft.

Daddy’s growling subsides, and within moments, I can feel him slip from my bottom, his cum oozing down my slit and padding softly to the bed below.

I curl up on my uncle’s thigh with a blissful smile on my face.

“I think she enjoyed her Christmas present.”

“Good,” daddy says, rubbing his hands on my hips as he sits on the bed behind me. “Maybe she’ll get the same present tomorrow morning while her mother and is cooking.”

“Fuck,” Uncle Nick says, running his fingers through my hair. “That sounds good to me.”

I guess this wasn’t such a bad Christmas after all.


The Uncle’s Dirty Secret Santa

Copyright © 2020 Daisy Luke

I’ve always been in love with my best friend Lissy’s HOT Uncle Drake. And when I draw his name for Secret Santa, I take a chance and make him an X-rated calendar, filled with pictures of me and my innocent curves. I sure hope he likes it …


My best friend’s family is including me in their holiday celebration this year, which I’m really excited about because not only will I be able to buy presents for my Secret Santa (I LOVE to shop), I’ll also be able to hang out with her incredibly sexy Uncle Drake. He’s a little older than Lissy’s dad, owns his own construction biz and has the body to match, and is SINGLE.

A week before Christmas, I was at Lissy’s house wrapping presents when her mom came in the room. “Oh good, you’re here, Kat. We’re drawing names for Secret Santa in thirty minutes.”

“Sounds great. And I really appreciate you including me.”

Ms. Jenkins smiled at me. “Honey, you’re practically family as much as you’re here. I can’t imagine you not sharing your Christmas with us.”

She closed the door, and Lissy and I went back to wrapping presents. “This is going to be the best Christmas ever,” she said.

“Oh yeah? Why is that?”

“Uncle Drake used his connections and got me in to see the Bleeding Tophats on Christmas night. Mom doesn’t know, but he’s taking me and picking me up. I wish you could go but he only managed to get one ticket.”

Lissy was a huge fan of this death metal band. And she knew I hated live music, so she didn’t really feel bad about not getting me an extra ticket. It was actually a favor that I didn’t “have” to go.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll ride with him to drop you off. Maybe he’ll want me to show him around the city since he hasn’t been here since they did all that construction downtown.”

“Oooh that sounds perfect. I’m sure he’d like that.”

Lissy’s uncle didn’t live in town but he was only about an hour away. While he visited regularly, the city had done a lot of renovations to the arts district since he was last here. It really would be cool as fuck to hang out with him and show him around.

Maybe show him how to navigate my curves with his hands.

“If he’s on board with it, it’ll be a fun night for all of us.”

Half an hour later we were all gathered in Lissys living room, pulling names out of a soft felt Santa hat. Her Uncle Drake was there, and I had to force myself not to stare at him the whole time. His honey brown eyes made me melt!

I noticed him glancing my way a few times, and I smiled, twirling my bleach blond hair and pretending to act innocent. Well, I was innocent sexually. But he didn’t know. I think I was the last of my friends to still be a virgin. I was 18 years old but knew I wanted Drake to have my innocence. Even if I had to be patient. He was worth the wait.

When it was my turn to draw a piece of paper, I kept my fingers crossed it would be someone easy to shop for. And damn if luck wasn’t on my side. I almost shit my pants when I unfolded the paper and saw Drake’s name.

My thoughts were like a hurricane as I imagined all the sexy gifts I could get him. And after several moments I had the perfect idea.

Drake’s profession was construction, but I remember Lissy telling me that he was into amateur photography on the side. So maybe he would enjoy some “amateur” photographs of me?

One of our friends from high school worked at a portrait studio, and I just knew she would help me. With all kinds of sexual excitement bubbling inside of me, I texted her before leaving Lissy’s that night.

“Don’t tell anyone whose name you got,” Lissy said.

I glanced at Drake. He was absorbed in conversation with Lissy’s mom. “Who would I tell? You’re the only one I talk to.”

“Yeah, well don’t even tell me. We do Secret Santa a little different. Even after opening presents we aren’t supposed to know who got us.”

Oh, but Drake would definitely know it was me who drew his name when he opened his gift. That was one little rule I planned to break.

But I had to do it carefully.

Three days later I was in my bedroom looking at my gift for “Uncle” Drake. The pictures turned out much better than I thought they would. What I’d done was had my photos made into a calendar. The front of the calendar displayed a picture of antique cars lined up along the beach. So it was rather vanilla but still attention grabbing. That way, he could show everyone his gift without having to open it up and show the individual photos.

That was crucial because inside were 11 pictures of me in a skimpy G-string bikini, posed in a variety of suggestive positions. For the month of December, however, I’d gone all out. It was a full nude of me sitting on a barstool, legs spread and completely shaved where it counted, holding my small tits, cupped in my hands.

My friend had asked me if I was sure I wanted to do this, and I’d told her unequivocally yes. No one would see them but Lissy’s Uncle Drake. It’s not like they’d be spread around the world wide web.

And besides, it wasn’t like there wasn’t something in it for me. If good old Uncle Drake didn’t respond the way I wanted him to, and I ended up with a broken heart … well, I would only have myself to blame.

On Christmas Eve, I spent the whole afternoon checking the clock. Lissy’s family gathering was at five. I wore a red satin dress that clung to my curvy hips and showed off my porcelain skin and thick thighs. I had a small chest and waist, so the neckline was high and trimmed with white fuzz, leaving plenty to the imagination.

Mom had a work party to go to, so I didn’t feel bad about leaving not being at home. When I got to Lissy’s house, her Uncle Drake opened the door for me, and the smile he flashed damn near stole my breath. He was wearing plain blue jeans with a hunter green button down, perfectly matching his tan skin. His brown-eyed gaze flowed over my body and made me sizzle with lust.

“Wow, Kat. You look real pretty.”

“Thanks. You look nice, too.”

“Come on in. You’re the last one to join us.”

“Oh, I should probably put the present under the tree.”

He pointed in my direction. “You’re right. I’ll let you do that, then you can come on in the dining room.”

I waited until he was gone so he couldn’t see the gift I had for him, and slid it under the tree. When I got to the dining room, everyone was sitting down around a huge spread of food.

Lissy hugged me, and I said a quick hello to everyone. Her whole family was there. Aunts and Uncles on her Dad’s side, plus a bunch of cousins. I’d already met them all and felt comfortable around them.

The only thing that bothered me was that Drake hardly looked my way while we ate. I’d really wanted to grab his attention with my dress, but he seemed more interested in the turkey and stuffing on his plate than me. I started wondering if that calendar was a mistake.

I’d find out soon enough.

When it came time to open presents, everyone seemed a little looser. Drake was holding his third cup of eggnog and was laughing a little more. It took a while for my turn to come up, but when I opened the long box and saw the choker inside, I was speechless.

It was made of leather and lace with a heart-shaped diamond in the middle. “Oh my god, this is … gorgeous. I don’t know what to say.”

“That looks real,” Lissy said.

“It does…” I glanced around the room, but everyone just had this look of innocence on their faces. “Thank you, whoever got this for me. It’s beautiful.”

Drake was up next, and honestly I was still in shock when he opened up the box that held his calendar. But I swiftly turned my attention to him as he pulled it out.

I held my breath for a moment. If anyone saw those pictures, I’d be barred from ever seeing Lissy again. I neared panic as he stared at the front.

“Oh wow, this is awesome. Someone knows I like cars.” He beamed brightly as he opened it up to January.

But then his eyes grew wide, and his smile faded just a bit. My face grew hot as lava, and I bit my lip as he flipped to February, and then to March.

“Well, let’s see it, Drake,” Ms. Jenkins said.

Drake quickly closed the calendar and held up the front for everyone to see. “It’s … a bunch of pictures of antique cars.”

“Oooh, nice,” she cooed.

And then his eyes moved to me. I licked my lips and smiled softly.

“Yeah. It’s, uh … nice.” He said, a little growl caught in his throat. “I absolutely love it.”

I was hoping to get a little one-on-one time with Drake later on, but I think he was trying to keep his distance. I had no idea if he’d say something to me before I left, but if he didn’t, at least he knew how I felt about him.

After all the presents were opened, and some of Lissy’s family went back to their hotel, Drake approached me and Lissy as we were sitting on her couch, looking at some pictures she’d taken earlier.

Drake approached us, his eyes glued to me. “I’m still taking you to that concert tomorrow night, right Lissy?”

“Yes. And Kat said she could keep you company while I’m there. I think she wants to show you around downtown. You won’t believe how nice it looks now.”

“That sounds good. I was going to suggest that the three of us doing something together so I could get to know Kat a little better.”

My nipples pricked, and my pussy swelled with need.

“Well, tomorrow will be the perfect night. I don’t know if anything will be open, but it’ll be nice to walk around and look at all the Christmas lights, won’t it?” Lissy said.

“Mm-hmm, Christmas lights. Sounds awesome,” he echoed.

“Yeah, sounds great.”

I bit back the giggle as he winked at me. And suddenly I was looking extremely forward to Christmas night.

***

Drake and Lissy picked me up around seven, and I sat in the back seat, fiddling with the bottom of my coat. I’d worn some thick leggings with ankle boots, and a red blouse without a bra, hoping that I might at least get felt up. Or more.

At this point, with the way Drake reacted to my present, I’d be surprised if he didn’t want to feel me up—or more—but I wouldn’t count my chickens until they hatched.

After we dropped her off and told her to be super careful, I hopped into the front seat with Drake, feeling all kinds of nervous. He sat parked along the edge of the curb, tapping his thumb on the wheel while looking at me.

“So how was your Christmas, Kat?”

“Perfect. It was just me and my mom, and we had a big lunch then opened presents. She’s at her boyfriend’s right now.”

He nodded. “Sounds cozy.”

“It was.” I cleared my throat, my pulse running about a mile a minute. “So you want to check out the lights downtown?”

His lips pulled into a smile. “Yeah. And I’ve got the perfect view of them from my hotel room.”

My belly quivered, and my palms grew sweaty. Why was I nervous all of a sudden? “Oh? Lucky you.”

“Would you like to see them too?”

I nodded and squirmed in my seat, clamping my thighs together as I realized I was about to be alone with the only man I’d ever fantasized about.

Drake put his car into drive and sped off. His hotel was downtown as it turned out, and when we got to his room, he took my coat for me and tossed it on the back of a chair. I could see that he really did have the perfect view of the city. Red and green lights hung from the streetlights and buildings. It was like a glittery show.

“Wow. I almost feel like I should be charged admission for this view,” I joked, pressing my hands to the glass of his window.

I could see his reflection in the window as he approached me. “That was some present you got me.”

I smiled and turned to face him. “Glad you liked it.”

“Oh, I did. Still do. Must have jerked off three times last night looking at all those hot fucking pictures of you.”

My pussy ached as he leaned against the window, sandwiching me between him and the glass. “I had fun taking them, knowing they were for your eyes only.”

“Mmm, I could tell. Your pussy looked wet in December’s sexy little picture.” He put his hand on my hip and slid it up the front of my shirt, making me tingle.

“It—it did?”

I hadn’t looked closely between my legs in that shot. At least not enough to notice I was wet.

“Oh yeah,” he said, pulling his phone out of his pocket. He swiped the screen and held it up so I could see.

And right there was “December” in all its glory.

“Zoom in. You’ll see what I mean.”

I did what he said, and damn if he wasn’t right. You could see my folds glistening. It had only been a few days since my X-rated photo shoot, and I do remember how turned on I was when my friend took those pics.

“Well, I was thinking of you the whole time.”

“Good to know. Guess old Uncle Drake made a good call by buying you that choker.”

I’d put his choker on before I left, not knowing it was from him. I actually wondered if it came from Lissy’s older cousin who I suspected had a thing for me.

“You got me this?” I reached up and gently stroked the diamonds, and Drake nodded, putting his hand over mine.

“Sure did. And now that all this is out in the open, I want you to wear it all the time, imagining my hand around your throat when I can’t be here with you.”

I trembled as he put his hands on my hips and pulled my body to his.

“Drake,” I murmured, sliding my hands up his strong back and feeling his muscles flex. “I’ve wanted you for so long. Wanted to give you my virginity …”

His cock twitched inside his jeans, and he groaned, fisting my hair. “I’m glad you saved yourself for me, baby doll. I’m going to pop that cherry and make you cum so hard. Uncle Drake’ll take good care of you.”

I nodded, feeling almost short of breath as his lips pressed against mine. He tightened his grip on my hair, darting his tongue in and out of my mouth. I heard the moan that climbed up my throat as he grinded against me. I was soaked, all the way through to my leggings. I could feel the dampness spread to my thighs as Drake and me French kissed in his hotel room.

“Damn girl. You make me hard as a rock.”

He took my hand and pulled it between his legs. Over the zipper of his jeans, I could feel the heat from his hard-on, and it twitched as I tried to grip it in my hand.

“I think I’m as wet as you are hard,” I said, watching a smile spread across his face.

“The wetter the better,” he groaned, pushing his hand down the front of my leggings.

I fell against the window as he wrapped his fingers around my throat, making me feel helpless. Everything I wanted to feel with him.

I bit my lip as he watched my face, sliding a finger through my hot folds and discovering my slick and swollen desire for him.

“Jesus … fuck,” he grunted, moving the tip of his finger deeper inside of my pussy and making me gasp. “I can feel your sweet little cherry. Think I’ll finger-fuck you while licking that clit of yours, make you cum right on my tongue so I can taste how sweet you are.”

“Oh god …” I huffed as he circled over my clit very briefly, and my legs trembled. I nearly came from the contact.

But then Drake took a few steps back and tugged his shirt over his head, showing me his bare chest and abs, the faint line of hair trailing from his belly button down.

He slid his jeans down as I unbuttoned my blouse, dragging his eyes over my body as I got undressed. And once he was in nothing but a pair of tight boxers, and I could see the outline of his engorged cock, I felt ripples of lust wash over my flesh and make me dizzy.

“Mmm, look at your sexy little tits,” he said, cupping them in his hands. “Those pictures are nice but seeing you in person … damn.”

Gently, he pinched my nipples, alternating between the two and making me quiver. He then leaned down and swirled them with his tongue while gliding his fingers over my pussy lips.

I purred and grabbed onto his hair, feeling like my heart was pounding faster by the minute.

“Oh … Uncle Drake…” I said, rolling my hips to greet his touch.

I don’t know why I called him “Uncle” but it slipped out. And when I reached over to feel his cock, and I noticed how much harder it had gotten, I figured he might have liked me calling him “Uncle.”

“Get on the bed, babygirl. I’ve got some licking to do.”

I laid back on the soft comforter, and Drake got between my legs right away, hugging my thighs to the sides of his head.

I perched up on my elbows so I could watch, and the way he licked my freshly shaved lips made my pussy leak everywhere.

He angled his gaze up at me, moving his eyes between my face and my tits, which were pricked with extremely hard nipples on top.

When he saw them, he growled into my folds and let his tongue caress my inflamed clit. I whimpered and bucked my hips, falling back on the bed as I felt the impending orgasm.

And then when his finger went inside my tight entrance, pushing only up to that barrier of innocence, I knew I was done for.

My nipples tingled once again, and I felt like I might burst as he moved his finger in and out and lightly flicked my clit. With my legs shaking uncontrollably, I came so fast I hardly knew what hit me.

I bucked my hips and fisted his hair as he curled his finger upward while sucking my bundle of nerves with the tenderest of care.

My body shuddered and I cried out passionately.

“Oh yes. Yes, Uncle Drake!”

He ate me faster, more ravenously when he heard me cry out for him. And the next thing I knew, I was cumming again.

And again.

And again.

Drake slid his lower half toward me as he lapped at my juices, and when he was close enough to me, I teasingly ran a finger over the tip of his cock, feeling the giant wet spot there.

“Damn, girl. You’re about to make me cum in my drawers. Is that what you want? Or you want my seed inside of that belly of yours?”

“I—I want it inside of me, pleeeeease…”

“Mmm, I like a girl that begs.”

Drake got up on his knees and tugged the waistband of his briefs down. His large cock sprang up and down a few times, and I admired it for a few moments, noticing the clear fluid beading on the tip.

“Put those pretty lips of yours on it, baby. Give my dick a few kisses and see how fucking hard I am for you…”

I gripped the base of his shaft and switched positions, getting on my knees and bending forward to take him in my mouth.

But first, I did give it a few kisses, gently planting them along the edge of his crown while fondling his soft, satiny balls.

“Ah, fuck, babygirl. That’s it …”

I darted my tongue along the tip, tasting his salty but sweet pre-cum. More of it pulsed out as I sucked gently on the head. And Drake put his hand on the back of my head, thrusting very easily and attempting to go deeper.

But I liked the idea of teasing him with this gentle sucking for a few moments.

Leaning down on one hand and arching my back out so he could see my curvy ass, I cupped the base of his shaft with my other hand, stroking his length while blowjobbing just the tip.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groaned and growled, shooting small bursts of pre-ejaculate into my mouth. “I might need to cum just a little in your mouth, babygirl. That way I can fuck you for a long time.”

His length twitched a few times, and he plunged harder, forcing himself all the way to my throat and forcing me to gag.

“Sorry, baby. But I got to get a little rough with my princess. Promise I won’t hurt ya.”

He fisted my hair tight and got to fucking my mouth hard and fast. Saliva was slinging everywhere, and my little pussy just dripped like a spigot onto the bed.

I could feel my clit growing hard again, loving the way he was roughly fucking my face. I loved being used like this by him. It was all I’d dreamed of for so long. And now, he was going to cum in my mouth and make me swallow his yummy seed.

His cock lengthened even more, and it turned hard as steel, and I heard him making all these deep guttural sounds as he squeezed the tip of his cock between my tonsils. Then, all of a sudden, I tasted thick, warm, earthy fluid sliding down my throat. His dick twitched and bobbed as he growled like a beast, holding onto my hair tightly for dear life.

“Christ!” he gritted out, giving one hard thrust as I gulped down every drop.

I felt like such a good girl, too, especially when he tugged his length from me and pulled me up on my knees. “I hope you liked that little girl. Because I plan to do it a lot.”

He kissed me before I could answer, but I think he knew how much I liked it.

I wrapped my fingers around his girth and stroked him while we made out, noticing how much wetter I was getting by the second.

When he finally laid me down and rested his big, warm body over mine, I hooked my legs behind his back and pressed my hands to the side of his face.

“Oh Drake, I want you so much …”

He bumped his forehead against mine, right as his cock poked at my entrance. “Babygirl, I want you more.”

I angled my hips up and he pushed himself inside of me. And right before giving that good, hard thrust that effectively broke my innocence, he put his mouth over mine and tongue-kissed me. And that kiss overshadowed the brief sting of pain that I felt.

I whimpered inside his mouth as he pushed himself in, and then he started fucking me gently, whispering in my ear what a good girl I was.

I was overcome with so much emotion, thinking about the choker around my neck that he’d picked out just for me while I was taking nude photos for him, and this all just felt so … cosmically right.

I was falling for my best friend’s Uncle, and I wanted to keep falling.

Drake pushed up on his arms and grinded his cock inside of me. It didn’t hurt anymore. And in fact, I felt my lower belly growing tight as I neared an orgasm.

“Cum on my dick, baby, then tell me you love me.”

“Oh god…” I put my hands on his chest and dug my nails in his flesh, feeling my walls grow tight.

He pounded me harder, keeping his eyes locked with mine. And I could see all the love inside of them.

I rolled my hips several times, and his dick seemed to be rubbing in the perfect spot. “Yes … oh yes, right there…” I groaned.

“Fuck …. You’re so tight, baby …”

Cum gushed from my pussy as it clenched repeatedly. “I’m cumming! Oh god, I’m cumming!” I cried out, digging my nails deeper into his chest.

I heard him groan, either from the pain of my nails or from being turned on. “Shit … I can feel it, baby …”

I grabbed his neck and pulled him down to me, hovering my lips near his. “I love you, Drake. I’ve loved you for a long time …”

I felt his cock grow harder as he grinded against me. “I love you too, Kat. Fuck…”

He filled me up just then, his seed shooting out so hard I could feel it.

And even as it trickled out of me, he kept on fucking me, hard and fast, then soft and slow.

We were like uncaged animals for those few hours we were together. And when it was time to pick up Lissy, I think he was just as disappointed as I was.

“Call your mama, tell her you’re spending the night with my niece. And you can stay with me instead.”

I nuzzled up against his chest, feeling warm all over. “Sounds like a good plan. But what about after tonight?”

“I’m going to come to town every chance I get, baby.”

Drake left to get Lissy, but I didn’t call my mom. I texted her to let her know I wouldn’t be home that night. She said she wouldn’t either, then sent me a smiling emoji. Well, she spent the night at her boyfriend’s regularly, so that was no surprise.

She probably assumed I was staying at Lissy’s. But I would tell her the truth tomorrow.

And Drake and I would have all night to share the best Christmas ever.


Daddy Santa Gets a “Ho”

Copyright ©2017 Izzy Slam

Since daddy is working two jobs to earn Christmas money, I figure it’s time for me to do the same. And what better job to take than as Santa’s Helper?

But Santa starts perving on me, and his behavior shocks and disgusts me. As if that isn’t bad enough, he starts groping and fondling me, but I can’t deny the way my body is responding.

Tasting Santa’s “big red candy cane” leaves me hot and bothered. But I get the shock of my life when the Santa hat comes off and I see who’s been hiding under that suit the whole time.


One

I held the application in my hand, occasionally glancing at my watch. I had promised daddy I’d meet him at the movies across the street in half an hour, and it was looking like I might be running late. But when the door finally opened, a woman dressed in a sexy red and green elf suit waved me into the office.

I approached her nervously. Although I was 18 years old, this was my first time applying for a job. I had managed to sail through high school without having to work because my dad had been adamant that I focus on my studies, and I honestly didn’t have the desire to argue with that.

But I was starting to get restless, and I knew that if I wanted to go to college next year, I needed to have some worldly experience under my belt. Working as Santa’s helper should be easy enough. And since my dad was working two jobs to save money for the holidays, I should do my part to make some Christmas cash, too. Especially since my mom was no longer in the picture.

“Hi there,” the woman said as I approached the office door. “Come on in. Santa’s waiting for you.”

I smiled at her and nodded a thank you before stepping past the door. The man who was employed as this year’s Santa Claus for our local shopping mall was already rising from his seat as I walked in. He was fully decked out in the traditional gear: red and white suit, black boots, full beard, and perfectly centered hat.

“Well ho ho—heeeeeeeyyyy,” he said, stopping mid “ho” when he looked up at me.

He pulled back momentarily and swept his gaze up and down my body, gripping the side of the desk to steady himself.

“Hi there,” I said, casting a quick look at the woman as she shut the door. “I’m here to apply for the Santa’s helper position.”

He flicked the corner of his mouth with his tongue and looked me up and down again. With a knee-length pencil skirt, short pumps, and dressy blouse, I didn’t think I was wearing anything particularly revealing. Sexy, maybe. But I had been striving for the professional look. Maybe I had overshot it.

“Yes, of course,” he said, clearing his throat and lowering his voice. “Come in. Have a seat.”

He gestured to the chair in front of his desk, and I sat across from him.

“That’ll be all, Samantha. I’ll see you tomorrow evening.” He spoke to the woman standing behind me, and she thanked him before stepping out and closing the door behind her.

I turned my attention to the paper in my hand, holding it up and sliding it across the desk. “Here’s my application. As you can see, I don’t have any work experience, but I did volunteer at my church’s daycare several years ago. And I was heavily involved with the Key Club at my high school.”

I pressed my hands down on the tops of my legs, looking closely at Santa. Despite his face being covered with a very thick and very fake white beard, I could still make out a few details of his face, particularly the few soft lines around his eyes that hinted at a Santa in his mid-forties. And speaking of his eyes, they looked hauntingly familiar.

“Thank you … Carole,” he said, after searching the top of the application for my name.

Shit. I had forgotten to introduce myself.

He scanned the paper quickly, occasionally looking at me while stroking his long beard. I forced a smile and tried to look at everything but him, feeling nervous about what he might ask.

“Tell me, Carole, why do you want to work here?”

I chewed on the inside of my lip. I was expecting every question but that. “Well, I love kids. And I love Christmas,” I said enthusiastically.

Santa smiled and looked at my application again. “I see you have plenty of references. What hours are you available?”

“I can work any hours you need. I graduated from high school this year, and I don’t have any obligations. I’m very flexible and easy to get along with.”

“Is that so?” he asked, setting down the application and clasping his hands together.

I hoped I wasn’t overselling myself, but I wanted to sound confident. And agreeable.

“Yes sir. Never had a scuffle with anyone, even as a kid. To this day, my daddy tells everyone that I play well with others. Kids love me, and I’ll pretty much do whatever’s asked of me.”

He nodded slowly, letting his gaze travel to my chest. He then leaned back in his seat. “How about sit in my lap, Carole? Would you sit in Santa’s lap? Perhaps … after hours?”

My face blushed as I sat there, wondering if I’d just become a victim of sexual harassment without even getting hired.

“Um,” I answered, telling myself that I needed to lighten up.

Just say yes, you’ll sit in his lap, dummy. It’s a paying job, for Christ’s sake.

Santa sat there, his cheeks turning just as rosy as mine felt at that moment as he waited for my answer. Part of me was disgusted, but the other part was oddly aroused with this older man seriously flirting with me.

“If that’s part of the job, then yes. I’ll sit in your lap.”

Heat rippled underneath my skin. But when Santa’s smirk began to spread across his face, I knew right away I’d answered correctly.

“I’m teasing you, Carole. I won’t make you sit in my lap. I mean, unless you want to.” He burst into a stereotypical Santa laugh, and I felt my belly shaking as laughter bubbled up within me. “I like you already. When can you start?”

“Oh? I can start tomorrow, if you’re serious.”

He was serious, all right. He pulled out a thin stack of forms from his desk, instructing me to take them home, fill them out, and bring them back the next day at six p.m. He also sent me home with my assigned work uniform.

I couldn’t wait to start my new job the next day. I almost ran up and hugged Santa before leaving his office, but I was worried he would think I was being too forward. I would have to find some way to thank him before the end of the season.


Two

My dad seemed more cheerful than I was the next morning.

“Are you excited about your new job, punkin’?” He was grinning broadly and seemed to be looking at me differently. I think he was just proud of his daughter landing her first job.

“Yes, daddy. I’m very excited. And don’t worry, I’ll have one of the security officers walk me to my car when I get off.”

“That’s my girl,” he said, pulling me close to give me a quick peck on the cheek. “I have to get to work. I’m pulling another double shift today, so I won’t see you until later tonight.”

“Daddy, you’re going to work yourself right into the grave if you don’t let up.”

He chuckled and swatted me on the bottom as I was tightening the lid on his coffee thermos. “It’s only for a few more weeks. And it will allow me to spoil my little princess with all her favorite Christmas gifts.”

“That’s not so important to me anymore,” I said, passing him his coffee. “As long as we have our Christmas Eve “It’s-a-Wonderful-Life-Christmas Vacation-Home-Alone” movie marathon while eating gingerbread cookies and drinking hot cocoa by the fire, that’s all I care about.”

Daddy caressed my face and winked at me. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world, baby.”

“Okay, then. I’ll see you tonight!”

After my dad left, I went into the living room to admire our Christmas tree. We had put it up a few days ago after Thanksgiving, but with the crazy hours my dad had been working at his regular job, and this new job that I still wasn’t quite sure what he did, we hadn’t had time to put all the ornaments up. So, that’s what I spent most of my time doing the rest of the morning.

I really appreciated all daddy did for me. He wasn’t even technically my dad. Not by blood anyway. He was in a relationship with my mom for years before she passed away. And I started calling him daddy not long after that because he took care of me as if I were his own.

That afternoon, I took a nap, knowing that my shift could run late. The mall closes at ten o’clock, but my boss “Santa” may ask me to stay late to clean, or do … whatever.

I got to thinking about his joke last night of sitting in his lap, and it sent a thrill through me, making me hot between the legs.

I wasn’t sure why I was responding that way. I mean, who thinks about fucking Santa? He’s got to be the gentlest, sweetest man alive, right? I’d only been with one guy, but I typically went for the more rough and domineering type.

But I definitely had a thing for older men, too. And while this boss of mine didn’t have too many wrinkles around his fluffy white beard, he was definitely older than I was.

Once I was all showered, I pulled my uniform from the garment bag. I had given it a cursory inspection last night, noting that it looked like a traditional Mrs. Claus style dress, made of red velvet with fluffy white trim, and several buttons up the front.

But I hadn’t paid attention to how short it was. The hem was mid-thigh, which I thought was a little short for a work outfit. I mean, it would have been perfect for an exotic dancer, but I was working at the mall, not a strip club.

I ended up pulling on some tights and sliding on a pair of knee-high boots. Surely Santa wouldn’t mind. This dress was probably meant for someone shorter. Like, two feet shorter. Well, at least it did make me feel sexy.

I left home at five-thirty, feeling nervous butterflies rippling all through me. By the time I got to work, I expected to see a line of children waiting to have their pictures taken. But right there at Santa’s big gold and red chair was a note, saying that he was out to dinner and would return at seven p.m.

I wrinkled my face and glanced at the door behind the chair where his office was, where I’d had my interview last night. Hopefully, he was inside. Otherwise, I’d have to wait until seven to start my shift.

I knocked quietly on the door and heard a familiar voice ask who was there.

“It’s me, Carole. I’m here for my shift?”

“Ah, come on in!”

I opened the door and walked inside, feeling relieved that he hadn’t left the mall for his dinner break. But when I saw what he was doing instead of eating, my mouth fell open. I instinctively closed the door as quickly as I could, terrified someone would walk by and see what was going on.

He was seated at his desk, but two women dressed in some incredibly sexy and revealing elf costumes were sitting in his lap, one on each knee. I actually caught one of the women nibbling on his neck as he ran his hands up her naked arms. The other woman was giggling as she rubbed his chest underneath the suit.

“Should I come back?” I asked, feeling like I had walked in at the most incredibly awkward moment ever.

“No, absolutely not, Carole. Your timing is impeccable.”

His voice seemed artificially low, like he was trying too hard to alter it. Yet it was still so damn familiar.

“I, um, saw that you posted a note out there. Would you like me to run to the food court and get you something to eat? It looks like you have your hands full.”

One of the women’s arms reached under his desk, and Santa let out a low, grumbly moan. “I do have my hands full. But eating food is the last thing on my mind right now.”

I know I should have turned around to leave. Obviously, I had been hired by someone whose idea of work was deeply inappropriate. Not that there was anything wrong with having fun at work. But this went way beyond what I had signed up for.

But then that nagging wave of desire rippled through me as I watched this woman kiss his neck and pump her arm, wondering just what her hand was doing underneath the desk. Why in the hell was I so turned on by someone I didn’t know? Hell, I didn’t even know what he looked like!

“I … I should go,” I stammered. “Maybe come back tomorrow night when you’re not so busy.”

I turned to leave but Santa stopped me. “Carole, wait. Please.”

I paused, knowing that it would be a mistake to let him talk me into this. My mind was already racing with thoughts of what would happen once I left. How Santa’s “helpers” would be unclothed within five minutes. The mental visual made me horny.

“If you leave, then I will be short a “ho” this Christmas.”

I raised my brows, wondering if I heard him right. “Short a what?”

He hugged the women closer, forcing their breasts to spill out of the tops of their uniforms. “I need to be able to ho ho ho. And I can’t do that with only two hoes.”

I stood there staring at him blankly. Both of the women giggled, and Santa let out a chuckle. How revolting. And insulting.

“Ladies, would you give us a moment, please?”

The women kissed him on the cheek and stood up, walking past me as they left the room.

“I’m sorry, Santa, or, whatever your name is. I’m not sure I’m right for the job.”

“Come here,” he said, curling his fingers at me. “Just give me five minutes to explain, and you might change your mind.”


Three

Reluctantly, I made my way across the room and sat down in the chair I had sat in last night for my interview. Everything about this felt … weird.

I watched as he shifted in his seat, and I figured he was probably having to adjust himself. Heat spread between my legs, and my pussy throbbed uncontrollably. Damn it.

“I’m sorry about the “ho” joke. That was inconsiderate.”

“Well, thank you.”

“Look, I’m very selective about who I hire,” he said, standing up and pushing his chair under his desk. “I only want the best of the best helping me with a job that’s more physically demanding than one might think.”

I suddenly realized where I recognized his voice. I was pretty sure he went to my church. I think he may have been one of our deacons. Or maybe the husband of one of the Sunday School teachers. Though I don’t think I saw a ring on his hand…

“I’m sure it’s very demanding. And I’m happy to help. You know, in a non-sexual way. I’m not a ho.” I forced a smile and placed my hands in my lap as he walked closer to me.

He chuckled and sat on the edge of his desk. “I know you’re not a ho, Carole. I really wasn’t trying to say that with any sort of negative connotation. It’s just, you know, an expression.”

He winked at me, and I looked at his face this time, really looked into his eyes in order to see if I could nail down who this was, and if I knew him. But with the beard and the fake white hair spilling out around his hat, there wasn’t enough to see.

“Yeah, I get that. Just an expression.”

My gaze wandered to his crotch. His pants were pretty thick and fluffy, but I was looking for a bulge. I know it’s wrong, but I couldn’t help it. My panties were starting to get wet.

I nervously toyed with the hem of my dress, feeling heat radiate throughout my body.

“There are a number of fringe benefits that come with the job,” he said.

“Like?”

“For starters, if you stick it out through the end of the season, you get a fifty percent off coupon that can be used at any store in the mall.”

“That’s … okay, I guess.”

“You also get a free Christmas dinner for two, and a bottle of wine to share with a loved one.”

“I’m eighteen. Too young to drink.”

“Right,” he said, stroking his beard. “Well, the other benefits are more … fringy than the ones I mentioned.”

This was the part I had been waiting for. “Define fringy.”

He ran his tongue along his upper lip and let his gaze flow down my legs. “You scratch my back, I scratch yours. We find ways to make each other become … filled with the Christmas spirit.”

I should have been disgusted with the way he was ogling me, treating me like nothing more than a sex object. I’d heard of women being treated like this in the workplace, but since this was my first job, I had no idea how to handle it.

I crossed my legs and scooted back in the chair, worried that if I refused his advances, he would fire me. Then I’d have to go home and explain to my dad what had happened. The whole thing would be so embarrassing.

But I wasn’t sure I wanted to refuse his advances. I was getting seriously turned on, which made me wonder if I truly was a “ho” at heart.

“You seem to be conflicted,” he said, sliding his thumbs inside the waist of his pants. “Maybe I can present you with some evidence that will help you make a decision.”

I gulped and felt my face heat. “Um, okay.”

“Stand up and turn around.”

I stood up from the chair and turned my back to him, feeling my heart race inside my chest. His hands went around my waist and slowly slid the lower half of my dress upward, exposing my legs.

I let out a gasp then quickly covered my mouth. “Santa … I’m not sure about this…”

His palm swiftly covered my mouth as he continued to tug the bottom of my dress up. “Let me make you be sure, Carole,” he whispered.

My body trembled as he held me still and kept me from vocalizing any fear that I might have been experiencing. I certainly wasn’t afraid for my safety or my well-being. But I was afraid of how my body was responding, especially when he slipped a finger under the waist band of my tights and tugged them down several inches.

My pussy clenched as nausea swirled in my gut, making me feel more conflicted than ever. “Why you chose to wear these dreadful undergarments is beyond me,” he grumbled in my ear. “But let’s get them off and see how unsure you still feel.”

My breathing increased as he used both hands to jerk the tights over my hips and down to my boots. Cool air swooshed around under my dress, making my flesh pucker.

Santa hugged me from behind then slipped a hand under the fabric of my red velvet dress, using one of his fat fingers to slide through my swollen folds.

I pulled in a quick breath once again, hearing the wet sounds of my pussy as he sloshed around down there.

“My goodness,” he moaned. “You might feel conflicted, but your body is sure of what it wants, isn’t it, Carole?”

“Mmmm,” I moaned uncontrollably. I was so disgusted with myself, and so fucking humiliated that I was letting this strange and perverted Santa finger my pussy.

But my pussy was so wet and needy, and he was right. My mind may not have wanted it, but my body was needing to be fucked by Santa Claus.

“Let’s see what’s happening up here,” he groaned, reaching up with his other hand to pop open the buttons of my dress.

Stupidly, I hadn’t worn a bra because the dress was snug enough that it offered ample support. My breasts fell down the minute he had the dress open, and I bit my lip to stifle another moan.

His fingers gently rolled over my sensitive nipples, making them hard instantaneously.

“Ah, yes. Santa’s little slut is horny for some fun Christmas fucking, isn’t she?” he whispered in my ear.

I huffed and nodded as the tip of his finger began to swirl over my clit. My thighs began to tremble as he toyed with my nipples, one at a time, making them tighten and tingle.

I found myself bucking my hips, slowly rubbing my clit over the pad of his finger as his tongue began to slither around my neck.

Oh god, this was nuts, this was crazy. What the hell would I do if someone walked in, only to see Santa fingering my drenched pussy and fondling my breasts, and all while I stood here with my legs spread, trembling, and shaking like I was loving it?

But I was loving it, sick as it was. I rotated my hips side to side as Santa kissed my neck, diddled my clit, and softly pinched a nipple.

He groaned as he sank several digits in my hot channel, making several squick-squick-squick sounds as he worked his wrist in a circular pattern to massage the swollen core of my cunt.

I felt the burn as he worked those fingers over my cum-spot, forcing me to make mewing sounds of pleasure.

“That’s it, baby. Cum on Santa’s hand so I can plow that pussy and fill you up with Santa’s seed.”

I bit my lower lip so hard that it hurt. He used the meaty part of his palm to massage my clit while he worked my cunt with his fingers, and all while using his free hand to softly brush the surface of my nipples.

I squealed as my pussy clamped hard, then it began to bounce and throb as I came. Tingles shot through my entire body.

“Uuuuuhhhh, yeah,” I purred, bouncing my legs up and down to fuck his hand.

He growled in my ear and pressed his hard cock against my backside, letting me know just how turned on he was.

“Fuck, baby. You’ve made Santa’s dick harder than it’s ever been.”

His hand fell from my breasts, and I could feel him moving around behind me, dropping his pants. He then grabbed my wrist, pulling my hand around my back until it brushed against his hardness.

His cock felt like velvet over steel, and my fingers naturally wrapped around his girth and began stroking.

He hissed in a breath, then released a long “Ooooooohhhh” as he started fucking my fist, the same way I had fucked his fingers.

Thick, mucusy liquid coated my palm and fingers, all his yummy pre-cum oozing out as I stroked his fat cock. And I do mean fat!

“Sssshhhit, baby,” he moaned. “Santa wants to fuck that mouth of yours.”

Without giving me a second to respond, he spun me around and cupped my breasts. His hairy face went right to my tits where he lapped at my tender flesh for several seconds. I wanted to grab his head, but I was afraid I’d pull off his hat and wig and piss him off. So, I stood there and let my arms dangle at my sides while he sucked my erect nipples and groaned.

He then pushed me to my knees, making me deliriously horny for him. His red pants were around his black and white boots, but his cock stood up majestic and proud. Clear fluid was dripping from his cock slit in a long line, dangling like a string.

I stuck out my tongue and swiped it up, sucking it into my mouth as he gripped the sides of my head. After wrapping my fingers around the base of his shaft, I licked my lips and took in the sight of his member. Thick veins ran over the surface, and his balls hung large but high, close to his body.

I opened my mouth and tugged him past my lips, delirious with desire. He held my head still and grumbled as I began to suck him.

“Mmm, that’s so good. I’ve been thinking about this every second since last night, punkin’.”

I froze in place, his rock-hard cock still expanding inside my mouth.

My dad was the only person who ever called me punkin.

Santa growled and pushed himself to the back of my throat, and thick salty fluid coated the back of my tongue.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groaned.

I resumed sucking his rod, bobbing my head up and down, telling myself it was just a coincidence. This wasn’t my dad.

My dad was working late, at his office. He wasn’t here, pretending to play the role of Santa Claus and hiring the girl he raised so he could seduce her.

No matter how much I tried to deny it, though, the thrill of the possibility drove me wild, making my pussy hum and throb and ache to cum again.

I closed my eyes and slithered my tongue underneath his thick meat. I grabbed onto his hips as he became more forceful and brutal, deep throating me with all nine inches of his dick.

The saliva in my mouth became thick and voluminous, and it began to pool out of my lips, hanging in a long stream beneath my chin. Santa swiped it up with his hand and rubbed it along my mouth as I continued to suck his length.

I reached up to gently fondle his balls, feeling them draw up tight as he shoved himself so far back in my throat that I couldn’t help but gag.

“Right there, punkin,” he grunted. “Santa’s going to deliver a present.”

My nipples tightened, and fluid dripped out of my pussy, leaking down the sides of my thighs. The use of the pet name hit so close to home, I was forced to imagine Santa as my dad, shoving his cock down my throat. It was so taboo, it made me feel dirty, disgusting, and aroused all at the same time.

When he came, I gagged and coughed. There was so much I could hardly swallow it down before another load would come shooting out with so much force it damn near choked me.

He held my head steady throughout the entirety of his orgasm, his thick cock pulsing with each jet of fluid. I attempted to swirl my tongue along his bulbous head, but he was so far back all I could reach was the ridge of his crown.

I flicked the underside with the tip of my tongue, and he groaned loudly before finally ejecting himself from my lips.

“Damn it, baby. You made Santa’s list for number one cock sucker.”

I laughed softly as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

“My pussy is still wet, Santa. Do we have time for another round before we have to go to work?”

“Get up here, sweetheart. I’m not even close to being done with you.”

He pulled me off the floor and lifted me up until I was settled on the edge of his desk. He pulled off my boots with lightning speed, then tugged my tights and undies clear off my hot and horny body.

He then pulled open the top of my dress before leaning down to suckle my tits some more. His lips wrapped around my tender buds, forcing them to pucker up tight. God, it felt so good, but he didn’t stay put.

Santa bent over and tossed my dress up, revealing my soaking wet pussy. He spread my lips apart, and I released a long breath as he buried his face in my hot folds.

But it wasn’t his tongue probing the depths of me that took my breath away. It was the way his hands looked.

Now that I could see them up close, it became obvious that they looked just like my dad’s.

No, this couldn’t be.

He reached up and tweaked my nipples softly as he snaked his tongue along my swollen clit. His beard was so soft against my labia, and a few hairs even tickled my ass.

I huffed and immediately began bucking my hips in response to his licking. Fuck, it felt so good, I couldn’t help but groan loudly, even though it was becoming more and more undeniable that my stepfather was playing the role of Santa, and he was eating out my pussy. And doing a damn good job of it.

He flicked the tip of his tongue along my pearl rapidly as he rubbed my nipples with the inside of his hands. Tingles shot straight down between my legs, and as I approached an orgasm, my back naturally began to arch.

“Oh yes! Right there …. Don’t stop…” I grinded my hips, thrusting my cunt against his mouth as he licked and sucked my hard little nub.

I gripped the top of his head right before I came, and without any warning, the hat and wig came flying off, only to reveal a thick head of dark brown hair.

That belonged to someone I knew!

“Daddy!!!?” I shrieked, sitting up and trying to push his head away.

But he didn’t move an inch. He kept his face right between my legs, his tongue pressed right up against my hot clit as he twisted his gaze up at me.

A narrow smirk appeared on his face as he quickly flicked his tongue. “You want me to finish or what, punkin’?”

My clit was larger than life, throbbing and aching to be licked and sucked. He stood up and ripped off the rest of his Santa suit, revealing a sexy, smooth chest.

“You’ve been working here? My god, you’re so perverted!”

“Oh, and you’re not?” he asked, bending back down to lap at my pussy. “Admit it. You love being Santa’s slut. And now, you’re Daddy’s little slut, aren’t you?”

Fuck, he had me there. I liked feeling like his little slut, and knowing that he had wanted me badly enough to kick out his other two helpers and get me naked to eat me out made me hornier than ever.

“Yes, I do. And I want you to lick me until I cum in your mouth,” I admitted, smiling.

He winked at me and moved between my legs again, licking every inch of my drenched cunt. He pumped three fingers in my tight hole and fucked me good while he licked my hard little bean, getting me right back to the edge again.

I leaned back on my elbows as Daddy Santa spread my legs wide and went to town licking me until I thrashed through another orgasm.

“Oh, fuck yeah!” I cried out, hoping I wasn’t being too loud.

But listening to my dad groan, and watching him start tugging his cock, made me feel out of control.

After my body stopped shuddering, daddy lifted me off the desk and spun me around before pinning me face-down on his desk.

“Mmm, what a pretty little pussy you have from behind,” he said, lifting the bottom of my dress up high until it was around my waist.

“Fuck me good, Daddy Santa.” I wiggled my hips, feeling the coldness of the desk rub against my hard nipples.

“I’m going to fuck that pussy good, baby. I’ve been saving up a huge load for my best helper.”

I groaned as he pushed the head of his cock into my opening, moving slowly just to tease me. His hands held onto me tightly as he delved deeper, spreading me wide.

The pressure was so intense and so fucking good. He slid inside my warm, wet channel with ease, growling until he hit my cervix.

“Nnnn … you’re so fucking tight,” he moaned.

I hissed as he slammed into me, forcing his balls to slap against my clit.

“I’ve only had sex one time, Daddy Santa.”

He started pumping his hips, gripping the flesh of my ass as he pummeled in and out of me. “That’s because you’re a slut for Daddy Santa and no one else.”

I gritted my teeth as he fucked me hard, feeling my flesh wiggle and bounce as he drilled me. I was so close to cumming again. And when I felt his hand navigate to the front of me, spread open my pussy lips, and diddle my clit, I bucked my entire body like a bucking bronco.

“Oh god, yessss, daddy! Don’t stop!”

He fisted a handful of my hair and gave it a tug, making my scalp tingle. He then drove his thick dick in and out of me with wild abandon, making my pussy clench up tight.

“Take my seed, baby,” he grunted.

I felt his jizz dribbling out of me right as I came again. My pussy contracted hard around him, and feeling him tug my hair only added to the intensity.

I loved feeling my daddy fuck me hard, using me like a slutty little sex doll.

His balls bounced against my pussy until he went soft, and then he pulled out and lifted me up, pulling me into his lap as he fell into the chair behind him.

We sat still for several minutes, catching our breaths.

“I can’t believe you work here. I knew your voice was familiar.”

Daddy chuckled and fondled my breasts. I was just as surprised to see you when you applied. I tried to change my voice. Guess it worked. Sort of.”

I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him square on the lips. “Are you still going to treat me like your best ho? Or am I in competition with the other two?”

Daddy shook his head. “They were place holders, punkin’. My cock only has eyes for you.”

We both laughed, then went at it again before I started my new job as Santa’s helper.

The rest of the season went great, and daddy and I fucked like bunnies every day. I couldn’t have asked for anything better.


Daddy’s Christmas Surprise
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Mama surprised me this Christmas by running off with her new boyfriend, leaving me all alone for the holidays. Feeling broken hearted, I decide to pay her ex-husband a visit—that special someone who used to be the man of the house. But when I walk past his window and catch a glimpse of him engaging in private adult activities, it’s obvious he has no one to spend the holidays with either. I think I might be catching him by surprise when I knock on the door.


Mama’s note is short, not-so-sweet, and to the point. She’s run off with Randy, that piece of shit guy she’s been seeing for several months.

I say he’s a piece of shit because he hasn’t worked a day in his life, and he always expected mama to pay for everything

I really miss Joe, the man she used to be married to. The man I used to call “Daddy,” even though my real daddy died when I was a baby. Joe took me in and treated me like I was his very own. He raised me with a firm but loving hand, and always made sure I had everything I needed. I loved him so much. Hell, I still do, even though we haven’t talked in almost a year.

In fact, it was just a year ago that mama left Joe for Randy, and I’ll never understand why. Joe was good to her. What is Randy? A jerk who apparently wants to steal a woman away from her kid so they can live in Hawaii, and all just two days before Christmas no less.

Whatever.

Mama says in her note that she will keep paying the mortgage and put some money in my account every month so I can buy food, but that I will need to get a job if I want extra spending money. I think this is a highly shitty thing to do to your nineteen-year-old daughter who, yes, is finished with high school but who doesn’t have a job because of crippling social anxiety.

Looks like I’m going to have to find a way to overcome this.

Right after the holidays are over.

And what the fuck am I supposed to do with all these presents I bought her?

The first few tears erupt from my eyes, spilling down my cheeks one at a time before I turn into a living, breathing, leaky faucet. I don’t know what I’m going to do. How could she just up and leave me, right before such a huge holiday? We were going to cook a full Christmas meal together. Turkey and dressing, sweet potato casserole, beans and veggies seasoned with bacon, homemade sourdough bread, and even cranberry sauce, straight from the can because that’s how we’ve always loved it the best.

I spend the whole night lying in bed, crying my eyes out. And by the morning time, I feel sick to my stomach. But when I get up and stumble down the hallway to the kitchen, I begin to feel angry. Like seriously resentful.

By the time I have my first cup of coffee made, I am really pissed. So I call her up, and when she answers the phone, she sounds so happy I want to vomit.

I ask her if this is true, if it’s what she really wants. And she says, yes. That she has done her job in raising me, and she needs her life to herself now. But I think she’s being selfish. So I end up hanging up on her. Well, at least I know she wasn’t kidnapped or some bullshit.

I go to the fridge to get the cream for the coffee, and I see all the things we bought at the grocery store for our Christmas meal, and I say to myself, “you know what, Callie? You should just cook the turkey and dressing and sweet potato casserole and beans and veggies with bacon and homemade sourdough bread anyway. Even if you can’t eat it all. You could invite a few friends over.”

And that’s when I get to thinking about Joe.

My daddy.

The man who raised me whom I haven’t seen in a year.

I’d bet a dollar to a donut that he would love to come over. Or better yet, to have dinner brought to him. Too many ghosts and haunted memories here for him. For the both of us really.

Feeling inspired, I get everything I need to start the casserole. The sweet potatoes need to be baked, and I also have to whip up some cornbread for the dressing. Then, when everything is made, I’ll load it all up in my car and drive to daddy’s.

I just know he will be so surprised, hopefully in a good way. I just hope he doesn’t have a new family or a new wife. Or a new girlfriend. That would suck if he had to send me away because I’m not welcome in his new life. But this is a chance I’m willing to take. As handsome as daddy is, he also tends to be extremely particular about who he spends his time with. So I seriously doubt he’s moved on this fast.

Then again, you never know…

I figure that even if he does have a new life that I don’t fit into, I can take everything I’ve cooked to the homeless shelter and let them serve it to the needy. So it’s not like all this yummy food will go to waste.

By the time I get the car loaded up with all the casserole dishes and the giant turkey, I’m an excited but nervous mess. But that doesn’t stop me. I crank up the Christmas radio station and head on over.

It takes me forty-five minutes to get to Joe’s house, but I’m just grateful I remember where he moved. I’ve only been here once. And I start to feel a little guilty about that. I should have come over here more, or at least checked in with him. He was so loving to me, and even made an effort to stay in touch with phone calls and texts. But I was always too busy to make time for him. I start to get nervous that he will be angry I showed up here unannounced. Like, how dare I try to insert myself into his life now?

Part of me is tempted to turn around and go home, but the other part has to believe that I will be a pleasant if not welcome surprise.

When I pull in his driveway, I’m relieved to see his car is here. I leave everything in my car as I walk to the front door, and I just happen to notice his curtains are wide open. Something catches my eye—movement in the corner—and I can’t help but turn my head and look.

And what I see makes my mouth drop open.

Daddy is fucking his new girlfriend over the back of the couch!

I blink my eyes in rapid succession, feeling my cheeks bloom red. I should turn around. Walk away. Run away. Fuck. At the very least, I should give him some privacy. But I seem to be stuck in place. Frozen is more like it.

I drag my gaze over my daddy’s body and mutter a few silent holy fucks. He still has that sexy salt and pepper hair and five o’clock shadow. But he’s put on a few pounds, transitioning his body from a thin frame of a man to a big, beefy hunk.

Let me be very clear. I’ve never paid particular attention to preferred body types. My friends would ask me what I like, and I’d always come back with “I like to be treated nice, first and foremost.” After all, who cares what you look like if you’re an asshole, right?

Most of them would roll their eyes at me, but it’s genuinely how I felt. But right now? As I watch my big beefy daddy pound the fuck out of his woman, I am so turned on that my panties are getting soaked. The way his strong arms hold her down, and the way his jaw is clenched tight. How his hips rock hard and fast as he pummels her. Damn, this is so wrong but so deliciously hot.

I find myself breathing faster, getting way more turned on than I should by the man who used to kiss my boo-boos, and I take a step toward the window without really thinking. And that’s when I notice that something seems … off. It could be the plastic-like sheen on the woman’s skin, or the way her arm is sort of lightly bouncing up and down, almost stiff-like. Or it may be the fact that her leg is folded completely in half and stuck underneath her ass.

Jesus. My daddy is fucking a blow-up doll??

I toss a hand over my mouth at some sort of attempt to hold back a gasp, and his head whips in my direction, startling me. Actually, startling us both. He scrambles by jerking a blanket and covering the doll, and that’s about the time that I dart towards my car, convinced it would be best if I leave.

My entire body feels hot all over, but I can’t tell if it’s because I’m embarrassed for him or because I’m aroused by what I just witnessed. Maybe a combination of both.

Either way, I’m sitting in the driver’s seat when I realize that leaving now would be shittier than just knocking on the door and pretending like I didn’t see a thing. I sit there, tapping my fingers on the steering wheel, when I see him walk outside. He’s wearing his long leather coat I bought him two Christmases ago, and he’s just standing there, staring at me.

I smile nervously and wave, and he waves back, so I get out of the car.

“Uh, hi, Joe.”

“Callie? I wasn’t sure if that was you. Get over here.”

He spreads his arms as I walk his way, my heart beating like mad inside my chest. He’s smiling like he’s genuinely happy to see me.

I wrap my arms around him, and I can’t believe how good he feels, how yummy he smells, and how incredibly warm he is.

He moans softly as he hugs me back, and it makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.

“This is a pleasant surprise. I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you, too, daddy. I mean Joe.”

He chuckles. “I love that you can still call me that. Why don’t you come inside?”

I love the fact that he is glossing over the fact that I just caught him fucking a blow-up sex doll. “Yeah, sure.”

I follow him inside, noticing that he got rid of the “girlfriend.”

“I’ll be right back,” he says, holding up a finger and disappearing down the long hallway. I imagine he has to go to his room and put some clothes on. And I won’t lie. I’m wondering just how big that cock of his is, now that I can see just how meaty the rest of his body is. What if he’s always had an oversized cock trapped on a skinny man’s body? And now his body matches his cock?

My pussy throbs at these naughty thoughts that are running rampant through my brain right now. I sit down on his couch and grab one of his tabletop magazines, scanning the pages like I’m actually interested in what they have to say. Daddy returns, this time wearing long jeans and a snug fitting t-shirt.

“You look great, daddy.” I’m thinking that the extra weight really agrees with him, but I don’t say that part.

He winks at me, sitting next to me on the couch. “Thank you, babydoll. I feel amazing. And you’re looking as beautiful as ever.” His hand softly strokes my shoulder, and I feel tingles dance on my skin.

“Aw, thanks,” I say, blushing.

“I’ve missed you this year. What’s been going on with you?”

And there it is: the guilt over not staying in touch with him. “Just the same old, same old. Sorry I haven’t stayed in touch. I really regret that.”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetie. Better late than never.”

There’s this awkward silence for a few minutes, and I start to ask him if he’s talked to Mama, if he knows what’s going on with her.

“So … about what you just saw…”

I bite my lips, and he sort of rubs the tops of his legs.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. We all have our moments.” I laugh nervously, and he just rubs his chin, pointing his chocolate brown eyes at me.

“Yeah, well, I just didn’t want you to think that I’m some reject who can’t get a date.”

“I would never think that about you, Joe.”

His lips pull into a smile, and he reaches over, touching my face. “I like it better when you call me daddy.”

“I’ll try to remember that.”

He winks at me again. “Good.”

“But seriously. You’re an amazing man, nice and loving and attractive. I’m sure you have to beat the women off with a stick.”

He pulls a face and rubs his chin again. “I wouldn’t go that far. It’s just that, well, I haven’t really met anyone I like. And, you know, the doll …” he points over his shoulder, in the direction of his room, and I feel my face turn red again.

“She doesn’t talk back or argue about what position you want to put her in?”

He raises a brow and moves his eyes to my chest. I realize my nipples are tingling and getting hard, and I have no idea what possessed me to say something so bold.

“I hadn’t really thought of it, but yeah. I was going to say it’s a little more fun to play around with something that resembles a woman. Using the hand gets a bit boring after a while.”

He waves his big mitt in the air, and I giggle. And holy shit, I can’t believe we are actually making jokes about his sex life. Or lack thereof.

“I know what you mean. I get tired of using my damn finger all the time.”

He smiles, licking his lower lip, and I suddenly notice the bulge that’s forming between his legs.

“Sounds like both of us have a fairly tame life in the bedroom.”

“Yeah, it’s pathetic,” I sigh, letting my head fall back on the couch. “Then again, I’m like you. I haven’t met anyone worth hopping in the sack with. So … finger it is.”

Nervous butterflies swarm through my insides as this topic of conversation turns more graphic than I would have ever expected.

“Well,” he says, brushing a hand over my shoulder once again. “I’m glad you’re being selective. There are way too many men, just waiting to take advantage of a beautiful, sexy girl like you.”

I flit my eyes in his direction, casually glancing at his cock. It’s gotten bigger, and daddy even moves his other hand to his inner thigh, as if he wants me to see. And … what did he just call me???

“You think I’m sexy?”

“Oh hell yes. Any guy would be lucky to have you.” As he says it, his thumb slowly grazes the tip of his erection, and it bumps underneath his jeans. If I didn’t know better, and I don’t, I’d say that my former stepdaddy is making the moves on me.

And it is making me wet.

I wonder what he would do if I took the bait.

“Well, do you have any guys in mind? Because, like we have both said, using our own hands can make for a dull and lifeless sex life.”

He licks his lips once again and scoots a little closer to me. “I have some ideas. One in particular.”

“Oh really?”

He brushes my long curls over the back of my shoulder and moves his gaze over my body. I’m thinking that I might be overdressed in my leggings and snug red sweater.

“Yeah, really. And if you’d like to know who, maybe you should sit in my lap and pretend I’m Santa Claus. Only, I’ll be telling you what I want for Christmas.”

That sounds like the best idea I’ve heard all year. Suddenly, the fact that my mother has abandoned me for her dumb boyfriend takes a spot on the back burner. And despite the fact that I have a car full of food, I don’t care about it at the moment.

“I might have a few things on my wishlist too, Santa.” I stand up and daddy taps the top of his thigh.

“I suggest you tell me what you want, then, baby girl.”

I sit down, and he wraps his arms around me as I snuggle close. He softly rubs my arms, sending tingles of happiness all down my spine.

“What I’d like,” he says, slipping his hand underneath my sweater, “is the chance to catch up with my babygirl, find out what she’s been up to while Daddy has been missing her.”

“Well, maybe what I’d like,” I reply, moving my arms out of the way as his fingers graze my tummy, “is to get a little closer to my daddy. Really find out what makes him happy.”

I hear a low growl climb up his throat as his thumb finds my nipple through my bra, and my pussy tightens as it grows wetter.

“I think I can arrange that, princess.”

And then his lips are on my neck, nibbling and biting as he toys with my breasts. I scoot a bit closer, finding his erection and wiggling against it with my hip. He snaps the front of my bra, forcing my breasts to spill out, and I groan as he cups them in his hands, still trailing his tongue over my neck.

“Daddy…” I whisper, falling into the snare of this seductive trap.

“Yes, babygirl. I know what you want. And daddy is gonna let you get closer to him. Much closer…”

With a quickness, he flips me back on the couch, forcing the laughter to erupt from my mouth. He pulls off my shoes then peels my leggings down. I can see that he’s still hard as a rock, but his priority seems to be getting me naked from the waist down.

I lift my sweater so he can get a good look at my ample chest, and I softly roll my nipples between my fingers, teasing and pleasing myself as he grips my hips and lifts them in the air.

“Have I mentioned how much I love to eat pussy?”

I shake my head. “Crazy as it is, it’s never come up in conversation before.”

He lifts his brow at me. “Remind me to start more sexy conversations with you.”

I press my teeth into my lower lip and sit up on my elbows so I can watch him dive face-first into my pussy.

He goes slow at first, pressing his lips to mine so he can give me sexy kisses, followed by a light grazing of his teeth against my flesh. I huff, and he drags his tongue over my outer labia while pulling his eyes upward, watching me with intent.

I love the way he wants to watch my facial expression, but the moment that tongue of his flicks my clit, my eyes slam shut and I fall back on the couch.

“Oh yes …” I purr.

He goes to town on my pearl, licking and massaging, caressing and flicking. My legs shake and my heart races as I topple over the edge. I’m still holding my breasts, but his hands reach upward and push them out of the way so he can torment my aching nips with alternating pinches, both soft and deliciously painful.

Rolling my hips up and down, I fist his hair tightly, holding him steady as he sucks on my clitoris, making me shiver with blissful delight throughout the duration of my orgasm.

I’m floating on that cloud when I notice that he is standing up and taking off his jeans.

“Damn, baby girl. You are so fucking beautiful.”

“And better than some rubber blow-up doll, right?”

“Oh Christ,” he grumbles, rolling his eyes as he kicks his pants aside. “So much better.”

He’s standing there in his tight boxer briefs, about to pull them down, when I sit up and drop to my knees in front of him. “Wait a second. I want to do that.”

He moves his hands out of the way and smiles devilishly at me. “Go for it, baby.”

I pinch the top of his underwear and briefly study the outline of his cock. He’s definitely well endowed, but not so big that I can’t have fun using my mouth on all of him.

My mouth starts to water as his cock springs forth, and he ends up fisting my hair as I grip the base of his steely erection.

“This is the kind of catching up a man could get used to.”

“Oh, I’m sure.” I flash a smile up at him, then immediately tug his crown past my lips. Salty pre-cum floods my mouth, and I have a little fun teasing him with my tongue, probing his slick slit and slathering the fleshy ridge that circles the tip.

“Oh god … baby…” he moans, tightening his grip on my hair.

I bob my head up and down, taking him deeper and deeper. I trace the veins with my tongue, working to massage the underside of his length while paying particular attention to the frenulum.

“Jesus, princess. You’re going to tug the cum right outta my balls.”

I vocalize my approval, then move my hand to cup his balls, gently rolling them in the palm of my hand as I suck harder and faster.

Daddy starts to growl, thrusting his pelvis forward and ultimately driving his cock to the back of my throat. I love this forceful side of him, and when I feel him turn to steel, he groans once again, tugging his cock out of my mouth with aggression.

“As much as I want to cum in your mouth, I’d much rather make that deposit in your pussy.”

“Your wish is my command,” I tell him, placing a quick kiss on the tip of his dick and making it bob up and down.

He positions me on the couch so that one knee is on the floor and the other is tossed on top of a cushion. And I feel him get behind me, one hand pulling my hair and the other pressing into the small of my back.

“You should be warned … it’s been a while, baby.”

I toss him a look. “I hope that means you’re going to take out your sexual frustration on me, in a forceful way.” My last boyfriend was way too gentle. I’m looking forward to being manhandled by Joe.

“I would have it no other way.”

His cock slides deep inside of me, pulling a groan from both our throats. His first few thrusts are mostly gentle, but he picks up the pace and quickens his movements. I start huffing as he pulls my hair harder, and his balls begin to slap against my lips. I arch my back, and suddenly those cum-filled balls of his are hitting my clit.

He fucks me with greater force, and as the head of his shaft rubs that magical spot along my vaginal wall, I feel the heat grow and spread as I get close to cumming.

“Come on, baby. Cum for daddy,” he growls.

With a gentle pull, he pulls my head up higher, forcing my gaze to the ceiling as he fucks me with fury. The control that he’s exerting over my body sends me cascading down the cliff, and I explode into one of the most powerful orgasms I’ve ever had. I should have known it would come from the man who raised me, who gave me everything.

The man I almost lost because I didn’t bother to stay in touch with him.

“Oh daddy…” I moan, feeling my walls clamp down around his girth.

“That’s my good girl,” he grits out. “You feel so damn good, I can’t hold back any longer. I gotta plant my seed inside of you…”

Oh god, if Joe gets me pregnant, that would really piss my mother off.

But who cares? She’s not even around anymore.

“Do it, daddy. Make me pregnant with your baby.”

He releases a steady growl as he cums inside of me. I feel the rush of heat, the warmth of his jizz as it spurts and covers my walls before dripping out. He rams himself hard and deep several more times, until he is completely empty.

And then his arms wrap around my waist, and he lifts me to the couch before tucking a pillow underneath my bottom to keep anymore of his seed from spilling out.

He then lies on top of me, pressing his lips to mine. I find it odd but sweet that we fucked before kissing. His tongue is warm and soft as it explores my mouth.

“Do you really want to have my baby, baby?” he asks.

I laugh softly, and nod. “You know Mama disappeared, right?”

He frowns, then kisses my forehead. “No, but it doesn’t surprise me. Did she run off with that jackass Randy?”

I squeeze my eyes closed and nod again.

“Oh baby,” he says, kissing a tear as it rolls down my cheek. “You can stay with me. We’ll have a good life together.”

I sniff and hug him close. “We did always get along pretty good.”

“Better than pretty good. And this will be the best Christmas yet if you stay the night.”

I nearly squeal with delight, then kiss him on the lips again. “That sounds perfect. Oh! And I have a ton of food in the car. We should get it before it goes bad.”

His face turns serious, and he drags a finger over my lips. “You really think I want to eat anything other than you this holiday?”

I laugh again.

Yeah, life with daddy is going to be pretty fucking amazing.


The Granddaddy Stuffs My Stocking

Copyright © 2020 Daisy Luke

My daddy won’t be home for the holidays. He’s staying with his girlfriend. And when her big, hunky, silver-haired daddy shows up at my door and insists on keeping me company through Christmas, I don’t argue. He even invites me to sit in his lap, as if he were Santa, and tell him what I want.

I think I know what he wants…


A few days ago, my daddy dropped a bombshell on me. He’s spending Christmas at his girlfriend’s house. He wanted me to come with him, but I seriously cannot stand the skank. So I told him, thanks but no thanks. I’ll just stay at home.

A part of me hoped he’d change his mind and stay home, but he’s been with Charlene for three years, so she pretty much comes first now.

It’s no big deal. I’m 19 years old, and I’ve spent plenty of weekends alone while Daddy did his thing. But now that it’s Christmas Eve and these stockings on the mantle are staring me in the face, I am overcome with sadness. I don’t feel like I made a mistake by staying home. I just feel … alone.

And at the precise moment that I’m fighting the tears, I hear a knock at the door. I’m not expecting anyone, and I’m not really in the mood for company. So I ignore whoever it is. But they’re persistent, and several moments later, they knock hard a second time.

“Sookie? You home, sweetie?”

Sookie? Only one person calls me that - a man I’ve met a few times: Charlene’s daddy.

I pull the front door open, and there he stands, a concerned look upon his face. “Well thank the good lord. I thought you’d run off or something.”

“Mr. Baker? What are you doing here?”

He shivers and rubs his hands together. “May I come in? It’s chilly out here.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry.” I let him in and shut the door.

He takes off his winter hat, showing off a head of thick, silver hair. “Your daddy is at my daughter’s house, and he says you’re staying here for the holidays.”

“Yes, sir. I am.”

He pulls a face, little creases and wrinkles appearing around his eyes. Mr. Baker is probably about sixty, and he works for the city, laying asphalt on roads and highways, and he’s got the body to show it. I’ve heard he’s led a rough life, whatever that means.

“Now, Sookie. You can’t spend Christmas alone.” His voice is so soft and full of concern that I feel a tug at my chest. And when he puts his hand on my shoulder, the tears well up and out they come.

I try to cover my face, but he pulls me to his chest, holding me tight and stroking my hair. “Oh, sweetie. Don’t get upset, now. I didn’t mean to make you cry.”

I fist his coat and shake my head. “You didn’t, Mr. Baker. But now I don’t have anyone to wake up with and have a traditional Christmas breakfast with, and daddy isn’t here to fill my stocking … I’m just a mess is all.”

“Oh, now, you’re not a mess. Your daddy shouldn’ta left you here.”

I sniff and he cups my face, looking into my eyes with so much softness it actually makes me have to catch my breath. “Well, I’m nineteen. I can surely take care of myself.”

“Of course you can take care of yourself, sweetheart. That’s not the point. No one should be alone for Christmas.”

He wipes a lone tear away and kisses my cheek, and all these sensations flutter through me. Sensations I’ve never felt for anyone my own age, much less an older man. “Well, you and Charlene and Daddy have each other, so at least you won’t be alone.”

Maybe that’s my way of digging, to see if he has someone else to spend the holidays with. But what he says next makes me realize … I’m doing a little internal happy dance.

“I don’t have anybody to share my Christmas with, honey. Your daddy and Charlene, they do their own thing.”

“Oh, well …” I find myself running a finger over a loose button on his coat. I think I just want to touch him. “I’m sorry you don’t have anyone either.”

“It’s all right, Sookie. But I’m not leaving you here all alone. I’ll stay the night with you, and we can wake up and share the morning together, just me and you. I’ll treat you to presents, fill your stocking … would you like that?”

I can’t stop the smile that spreads across my face. “I’d love it, Mr. Baker.”

“Okay, good.” He bops me on the nose, and I giggle. “And let’s get one thing straight. ‘Mr. Baker’ is so damn formal. I know your daddy isn’t married to my daughter yet, but why don’t you just call me ‘granddaddy’ while I’m here.”

“I’d like that.” I know I should want to vomit at the thought of Charlene and my daddy marrying. But if it means that her daddy will be my grandpa, it suits me just fine.

“Take off your coat, and I’ll make us some coffee.”

“Mm, sounds heavenly, darlin’.”

An hour later, Granddaddy and I are seated at the kitchen table, snacking on some holiday cookies that I picked up at the store a few days ago. I brush some of the red sprinkles off because I only like a few sprinkles.

“I raided your fridge, and luckily you’ve got plenty of things for me to make us a nice holiday dinner tonight.”

“Oh? Sounds good. I was planning on getting a burger at a fast-food joint.”

“Hell no,” Granddaddy says, his forehead wrinkling and his light blue eyes boring into me. “No granddaughter of mine is eating fast food on Christmas Eve.”

I can’t help but giggle. I like how he’s just taking over my daddy’s job of looking out for me. I mean, I know daddy deserves to have some fun too. He’s raised me alone ever since my mama died when I was a baby. But it’s nice to still be cared for, even if I don’t need it.

“That’s awfully sweet of you, Granddaddy.” I reach across the table and touch his hand, feeling the leathery roughness of it.

He takes hold of my hand and softly strokes my fingers, and all I can feel are his calluses rubbing me, and damn if I don’t feel my little pussy growing wet.

God, I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m still a virgin because I never met anyone I liked that much. But it’s like my hormones are being released all at once right now, and I’m a shivering mess around the man who just might someday be my step grandfather.

“So Granddaddy, why do you call me Sookie and not Sakira like everyone else?” My mama named me after her great grandmother, who was from Japan.

“No one else calls you that?”

I shake my head no.

“I don’t know, it just rolls off the tongue. And Sookie sounds adorable, just like you.”

He winks at me, and I feel heat wash over my body. “Why thank you.”

“Now, I need to finish up this coffee and get that ham in the oven if we’re going to eat at a decent hour.”

“What can I do to help?”

“You can boil some potatoes, and think about what you want for Christmas. I got word that Santa is stopping by a little later.”

“Is that so?” I ask, laughing as I get the potatoes out of the bin.

“It sure is. I hope you’re ready to see the big man in a big, red suit.”

I can’t imagine what Granddaddy is up to. Maybe he plans to call a friend over or something. Whatever it is, I find it sweet. I never liked Charlene, but her daddy sure was always nice to me. I guess I’m lucky that Daddy is dating someone with a nice family at least.

After the potatoes are boiled and the ham is in the oven cooking, giving off all sorts of yummy smells, I decide to go upstairs and change clothes. “I’m going to put on something a little more festive, Granddaddy.”

“That’s a good idea, darlin’. Think I’ll do the same.”

I head to my room and sort through my closet. I didn’t buy a special Christmas dress this year because money has been a little tight for both me and my daddy. I only work part-time as it is. But I find one from a few years ago that I still like. It’s white velvet with a soft, fuzzy red trim and buttons leading down the low-cut neckline. I bought it for a party at one of my friend’s house, so it’s a little on the sexy side because it hugs the hips, then loosens up around the thighs.

As soon as I get it on, however, I realize just how much weight I’ve gained since that party. It’s extra tight around my hips, and even my thighs. My C-cup breasts are heavily accentuated, and even with a bra on, you can see my nipples. I don’t know why they’re so hard right now. Might as well take off the bra and be more comfortable.

This dress of mine is the only one that isn’t out of style. And I’m sure Granddaddy won’t make a big deal out of me wearing something sexy. Not the way my daddy would anyhow.

In fact, I feel rather confident wearing this pretty Christmas dress around my new stand-in Granddaddy. I never met my real grandparents, sadly, so having Mr. Baker act like a loving grandparent is making me feel positive in every way.

I pull the soft material down the curvature of my hips, press down on my pointed nipples in a futile attempt to make them flatten out, and touch up my makeup and hair. I walk down the hallway, stopping at the closet to get a few red taper candles. It will be nice to have those lit, too.

And as I push them into the glass candle holders, I see a man in a big, red suit out of the corner of my eye, wearing a wide black belt and black boots, and the classic Santa hat. He’s looking in the small mirror across the room, running a hand over his long, fake white beard.

He doesn’t see me, so I sneak around the corner, smiling. I can tell it’s Granddaddy. I mean obviously it’s him. I could see the wisps of gray hair around the wig he put on. Still, he looks like a typical mall Santa.

I set the candles on the table, and when the oven timer goes off, I silence it and pull the ham out of the oven, carefully setting it on the stovetop.

“Holy shit …”

I spin around at the sound of Granddaddy’s voice and toss the hot pads aside. Granddaddy—I mean Santa Claus is moving his eyes over me from head to toe.

And the way I’m growing hot all over, I don’t object.

“Don’t let the kids hear you curse like that,” I joke.

“Sorry, baby. I mean Sakira.” He chuckles. “Apparently I’m not too good at getting into character.”

I echo his laughter. “It’s all right. I knew it was you. Um, the ham is ready.”

I turn my back to him, not wanting to make a big deal out of the way we’re dressed, and I cover the ham with some foil to keep it warm.

Then, I feel Granddaddy’s presence behind me.

“Looks delicious,” he says, peering over my shoulder.”

“It sure does. Smells good too. I think you cooked it perfectly.”

“Oh, I wasn’t talking about the ham, baby.” I look his way, and he leans against the counter, moving close to my neck. “But you smell good too.”

“Oh, thank you …” I say, feeling my breath hitch in my throat.

“Am I making you uncomfortable?” he asks, placing a hand on my waist.

I shake my head. “No. Not at all.”

Uncomfortable is not the word I’d use to describe how I feel.

Aroused. Tingly. Nervous. Dizzy. Hot. Horny as fuck. And wet.

Those are all words that describe me to a “T” right now.

“Well, good. Why don’t you come to my office and sit in my lap, tell me what you’d like for Christmas.”

I watch him walk into the living room, where he sits in my daddy’s big TV-watching chair.

I chew on the inside of my cheek as he parts his legs and taps his knee. Even without the suit, Granddaddy is a big man. But with the suit, he feels not just big, but powerful. I feel like a little girl once again.

I carefully sit down, feeling my heart speed up as I turn to face him. He places his hands on my hips and points his gaze at my chest. I go from feeling like a child to feeling very grown up. “Well, little girl, what would you like for Christmas?”

I clasp my fingers in my lap and smile softly. I guess we’re really doing this. “I asked for some new clothes, and a digital pen I can use on my tablet. But … I don’t know if I’ll get it since Daddy isn’t here. We’re not opening presents until New Year’s.”

Granddaddy pulls in a deep breath and hooks his hands around my waist before sliding me a little further down his lap. “That’s a shame, sweetheart. Is there anything else you’d like?”

“I can’t think of anything.” I smile his way, looking into his sky-blue eyes. “My granddaddy came to keep me company over the holidays.”

He licks his lips. “How nice. You must be ecstatic to have your granddaddy around.”

“Oh I am. He’s not my real granddaddy, though. He’s just … the kindest man I’ve ever known.”

Granddaddy pulls my body to his and hugs me, letting his hands roam down my side and over my hip. He squeezes me there, and I feel something twitch against the underside of my thigh. “The kindest man? Those are awfully big shoes to fill.”

“He can fill them. He’s a big man,” I joke, letting out a nervous laugh. I suddenly remember what they say about a man with big feet, and my little pussy quivers at the thought of seeing Granddaddy’s cock. Because I’m a virgin, right down to never even sucking a dick! And I’ve never met anyone I was all that curious about.

But as I feel Granddaddy’s great big hands begin to roam over parts of me that now feel like sexy parts, seeing his cock is all I want.

“I aim to make sure you get everything you ask for, Sookie. Even if I have to go out and get it myself.”

“Aren’t you going to ask me if I’ve been a good girl?”

His hand moves underneath my dress, and I feel my nipples crinkle tighter. “I don’t need to ask that question because I know you’ve been good. You’ve got a heart of gold any man can see.”

I find myself spreading my legs as I grow hot from head to toe. And as his fingers navigate close to my satin panties, I feel his cock bump again several times.

“That’s very sweet of you to say,” I murmur, finding it hard to form a complete thought all of a sudden.

“I say it because it’s true. And this year, Santa would like to reward you with a special gift.”

The tip of his finger slightly grazes along my outer lips, over my panties of course, and I feel that little bump begin to swell and throb.

“Aren’t all your gifts special?” I say, opening my legs up a little further.

He teases my pussy, stares at my nipples that are hard enough to cut glass right now. “This gift doesn’t involve presents under the tree. It involves an old man corrupting the innocence of a sweet young girl.” His voice is tight, deep, filled with the same kind of need I’m feeling right now.

“How—how do you know I’m innocent, Granddaddy? I mean … Santa …” I answer, feeling his big finger slide inside my panties.

“Hmm…” He moans, discovering my wetness. And when he pushes that same finger inside of my pussy, just to the second knuckle, and I feel his cock bounce hard several times, I know he’s found my cherry. “I can feel it, sweet girl. Would you like to feel Granddaddy’s big old cock?”

I bite my lip as he begins to finger fuck me gently, huffing quietly. “Oh, yes, Granddaddy.”

“It’s not innocent like you. But I imagine you don’t want an inexperienced man around here.”

I shake my head, and he slips out of my pussy, brushing the tip of his slick finger over my clit and making me groan. “Stand up then, and I’ll show it to you. I have a feeling you’ll like it and want to play with it all night.”

I can’t help but smile as I stand up, feeling my thighs stick together. Granddaddy takes off the Santa hat and beard, revealing once again his rugged face, those lines of wisdom, and silver hair I find so attractive.

He slides forward in the chair and grips me by the hips, pulling me a little closer to him. Then he raises the lower part of my dress, motioning for me to hold it up.

I take the material in my hands as he hooks his fingers in the waist of my satin panties and slides them down over my hips. He eagerly licks his lips as he stares at the triangular tuft of hair that sits above my slit.

His eyes angle up at me as he runs his fingers over my pussy, and I feel my entire body vibrate with lust. He then reaches up and unbuttons the first three buttons at the top of my dress, forcing my tits to be exposed to him.

“Ah, damn. I think this is more a present for me than it is for you.”

“Not as good as you feel, Granddaddy,” I say, taking his hand and pulling it to my mouth. I suck his index finger past my lips, moving my tongue over it the way I would his cock.

His eyes grow dark and hungry as he mutters a “fuck.”

A smile forms on my lips as I tease him relentlessly. But I’m anxious to take the next step with him, feeling more and more comfortable around him sexually.

He leans back and I can already see that his hard-on is protruding underneath his soft red pants, tenting large underneath the fabric. He sticks his hand under the waist and tugs himself free, and I shudder as I look at the monstrosity before me.

“Oh my …” I whisper.

“If you like what you see, come a little closer, sweet granddaughter.”

He pulls me back onto his lap, this time facing him. I tuck my legs on the outside of his, straddling his thighs just inches from his cock. His hand grips the base of it, and he holds it steady, slowly stroking it and squeezing the head, forcing a small drop of clear fluid to bead over the opening. I find myself licking my lips, desperate to swipe that bead of fluid away and taste it.

His hands press against my upper back and he leans forward, encircling his lips over one of my dangerously hard nipples. I feel the pressure of him sucking it, his tongue flicking over the sensitive flesh.

The sensation sends daggers of heat between my legs, and I instinctively reach for his cock, noticing how long, how thick, how hard he is.

“Oh, Granddaddy,” I purr, moving my hand up and down and feeling it bounce and throb.

“Mmmm,” Granddaddy groans, moving to the other side to suck on that nipple while using his free hand to massage and fondle my other breast. He pinches my hard little bud, making me tingle and shiver.

I run my thumb over the crowned part of his shaft, feeling his breath on my chest and his moans in response to my touch.

“Oh fuck, babygirl,” he growls, pushing my tits together and swirling his tongue back and forth over both nipples. “The way you jerk me off feels so fucking good. But this isn’t the nice little gift I had in mind. You’re doing all the work.”

“It’s not work, Granddaddy. I love feeling your hard cock in my hand. The only thing that would make it better is if you came too.”

“Nnnnnn… that’s a real possibility,” he moans, thrusting up a few times while sucking on my titty.

I’m not too far from cumming myself. All it would take is a quick brush of his finger over my clit.

As if reading my mind, Granddaddy’s hand cups my pussy as I pump my hand up and down over the length of his cock. He grows harder, and I get wetter as his finger delves past my folds. My walls clamp around his digit, and the second I feel his palm graze my clit, I cum, fluid gushing out as I completely lose control.

I whimper and shudder, quivering through my orgasm, wondering what my daddy would think if he knew I was fucking his girlfriend’s daddy right here in his chair. He’s probably lost in Charlene-land right now so it’s not like he would care.

All I know is that this is shaping up to be the best Christmas I’ve ever had.

When my orgasm subsides, and while Granddaddy is still nibbling on my pebbled nipples, a growl climbs up this throat, and his length turns to steel and grows really hot.

“I’m about to cum, baby,” he groans. “Ah fuuuucck…”

Warm fluid gushes out and spills over my thumb, and I rub my palm over the head of his cock, wanting to feel each pulse of his seed.

Granddaddy cups the back of my head just then and probes my mouth with his tongue, his kiss urgent and noisy as his length bobs a few more times.

“I—I wanna taste it, Granddaddy.”

“Baby, I wanna taste you too.”

He stands from the chair, bringing me with him. I hug his neck as he carries me to the first bedroom in the hall, which just happens to be mine. He flicks the light on and tosses me on the bed before taking off the rest of his outfit.

I take in his large frame, and his sexy chest covered in thick gray hair. His cock is still protruding up and out, just as hard as it was before I gave him a handjob.

When he climbs on the bed, he pushes my dress back up to my waist and parts my pussy lips. “Look at that glistening sight.”

“And it’s all yours, Granddaddy.” I fist his hair and let my legs fall to the side, my tits and nipples pointing forward as I perch on my elbows.

“Don’t I know it.” He proceeds to lick me from side to side, focusing on my little bump.

His hands guide my hips up and down as he flicks my clit, making my entire body bounce. I cum again, and just as I’m catching my breath, Granddaddy is straddling my chest, his huge cock jutting up as his balls hang heavily down near my chin.

Granddaddy helps me by lifting my head off the bed, and I immediately wrap my fingers around his steely length, moving it aside so I can lick his sack. The flesh puckers as I drag my tongue along the middle, and he tightens his grip in my hair as I take one in my mouth and gently suck.

I jerk him softly as I do this, noticing him grow hard again. “Fuck, my little Christmas angel. You gotta let me feel that tongue on my dick before I lose my damn mind.”

With a devilish smile, I take him in my mouth, taking in the contours of his veins that pulse in response to my blowjob.

Granddaddy reaches back and teases my clit as I suck his cock, this little back and forth we have making me feel in sync with him.

He stays in my mouth for only several minutes, tugging himself free right about the time my neck is tiring. Getting on the bed and leaning back against the headboard, I climb in his lap, feeling his hands cup my bottom as he begins to kiss me.

I rub my clit up and down the length of his shaft, loving the way his groans echo to the back of my throat while we kiss. My legs quiver as I get closer to cumming.

“I need to feel you cum on my cock, angel. Let me slip inside, and I’ll be real gentle.”

I nod, huffing and panting as I hold the base of his shaft and rub the tip along my bundle of nerves. His one hand covers mine while the other remains on my ass cheek. I roll my hips as he angles his length down and moves inside of my tight, virgin opening.

And when he forces my hand away so that he can thrust all the way inside of me, that’s all it takes. My orgasm crashes down on me, hitting me in violent waves that only intensify as Granddaddy gets a tight grip on my waist and fucks me good and hard.

“Oh fuck!” I cry out, my titties bouncing like water balloons as Granddaddy ruts so deep inside of me I feel it in my toes.

“Jesus, baby …” he groans. “I can’t hold back with you and your tight little pussy ….”

I find myself bouncing up and down on him, this surge of energy and lust consuming me. He cums inside of me, his head falling back as he roars a loud growl up to the ceiling.

Granddaddy stays hard even after that, and we fuck like beasts for the next hour.

But soon, the both of us are temporarily spent.

And hungry.

When we make it out to the kitchen to finally make ourselves a plate, we have to warm it up in the microwave.

“Well, would you look at that,” Granddaddy says, looking out the window.

I run over and see the large white flakes, falling from the sky.

I hug his waist. “Looks like we’ll have a white Christmas, Granddaddy.”

He hugs me back and kisses the top of my head. “I can’t wait to wake up next to you and celebrate the holidays, babygirl.”

“Me either, Granddaddy.”

That Christmas was the best Christmas I ever had.


Daddy’s Secret Santa

Copyright ©2018 Izzy Slam

While watering the tree on Christmas Eve, I can’t help but notice Samantha’s Secret Santa gift to her boyfriend. Curious about what the young bastard is getting from the sexy, innocent girl I raised, I carefully peel open the envelop and read her words, then immediately burst into expletives.

There’s NO WAY she’s doing that to some guy she’s known for a few months. I don’t care how good he is to her. Damn it, I’m the one who raised her. So I’m the one who should be the lucky recipient of her dirty Secret Santa present. And I plan to cash in on this gift tonight.


“I’m going to bed, daddy. See you bright and early!”

My heart drops as Samantha sets her empty glass of eggnog on the counter. “What? We usually stay up late watching movies on Christmas Eve. It’s not even nine, and we haven’t had our traditional peppermint cookies yet.”

She wraps her arms around my waist, then looks up at me with those big blue eyes and pouts her plump lips, making my dick throb. “I know, daddy. But I want to be well rested for tomorrow. Rob will be here after breakfast to meet the family, and I’m so nervous.”

Disappointed, I blow out a hard breath. “All right, then. Sleep well, munchkin.”

Samantha stands up on her tiptoes and plants a soft kiss on that little spot right next to my lips. “We can do all our Christmas Eve stuff tomorrow night. Pinky promise.”

I give her a nod. And as she walks away, even as bummed as I am, I can’t help but notice her round bottom as it jiggles in her pajama shorts. I stifle a groan. Damn it, it’s been like this a lot lately, and I honestly don’t know what to do about it.

Right after Samantha’s eighteenth birthday this summer, I started looking at her differently. Granted, she had blossomed into one hell of a sexy woman with curves that would make any man stiff. But there was something else about her that got my blood pumping in all the right (or wrong) places.

Maybe it was the way she’d sit on the couch and twirl her hair while giggling at her favorite tv show. Or perhaps it was the fact that she took every opportunity to lie out this summer in her dusty pink thong bikini.

I know for a fact it didn’t help that one time I watched from our second-floor bathroom window as she casually glanced around the back yard before peeling off her bikini top, revealing her plump tits and little pink nipples. Fuck, I’d stood there and stroked myself for all of five minutes before shooting my load, cum spraying the walls as my balls heaved and jerked. I’d gone again that night, fantasizing about trailing my tongue over those sexy nipples as she purred and squirmed. And that’s not all I imagined licking.

Another thing that definitely did not help the situation was the fact that Samantha’s mother—who I was married to for only five years—recently announced that she was in love with someone else. She moved out last month and divorced me, letting Samantha, my now former 18-year-old stepdaughter, stay with me so she can be close to her friends in the neighborhood and close to her college.

Long story short, her mother and I hadn’t had sex for months before that. So, I’ve been hard up for some good loving for going on eight months now. I think my dick has forgotten what a warm pussy feels like.

When I hear Samantha’s bedroom door close, I go into the living room to turn off the Christmas tree lights, deciding I might as well get to bed early, too. My entire family is coming into town tomorrow—parents, sisters, and nieces and nephews—and this is the first year we’ll all be together in nearly a decade.

We also decided to do the Secret Santa thing this year to make things a little more fun. And naturally, Samantha asked if her boyfriend could join in. I couldn’t think of a reasonable excuse to say no. But I honestly can’t say how I feel about watching those two paw each other all day. I had to do that last week when the three of us went out for dinner, and let me tell you: that little fucker didn’t think I noticed he was fingering Samantha under the table, but I fucking noticed and I still haven’t forgiven the jackass. Just because she’s no longer my stepdaughter doesn’t mean I don’t still demand the same level of respect.

When I reach down to unplug the tree lights, it occurs to me I haven’t watered the tree in several days. So I go back to the kitchen and get the special glass I’ve been using. But as I get down on all fours, something catches my eye: an envelope with Rob’s name on it, decorated with hearts and cupids. Samantha has been doing that for years, and it’s pretty cute. But since I’m not the recipient this time, the jealous guy in me emerges, and before I know it, I’m scowling as I stare at the red card.

I push the thoughts away as I water the tree. But before I stand up, I’m drawn to that card again. I can’t help but wonder if there’s a gift for him as well. The next thing I know, I’m digging through dozens of presents that have been neatly placed under the low hanging branches. And not one of them has Rob’s name on it.

Well, fuck. That means Samantha either got her boyfriend to play Secret Santa for, or she’s giving him something extra … just because.

I won’t lie. I’m dying to know what the damn thing says. I pick it up and notice that it’s barely sealed. And I know it’s wrong, and Samantha probably wouldn’t ever forgive me if she found out. But I just can’t seem to stop myself as I carefully open the flap, relieved that the fold stays relatively intact.

I peer inside the envelope and see what looks to be nothing more than a standard romantic Christmas card. I take it out, and the front pictures a sexy reindeer, but when I open the card and see what’s hand-written, I nearly lose my shit.

Your Secret Santa knows just what you want. Turns out, it’s what she wants too! After dessert, let’s sneak away so you can pop my cherry, then pack my tight little virgin ass with your thick meat. Afterwards, I’ll give you that rusty trombone I’ve been threatening for weeks.

Merry Christmas!

XOXO

My fists immediately clench as a growl forms in my throat. Is this for real? My sweet little girl is going to let her boyfriend of several months pop her cherry then fuck her in the ass before giving him a rim job and a jerk?

“Oh fuck no!” I roar.

Crumpling the card in my hand, I don’t even think about the effect this will have if I do what I’m thinking of doing. Fuck, it’s too late anyway. I’ve already destroyed the card she wrote. She’ll know I saw it now, even if I manage to cool down in the next few minutes.

Which I don’t see happening.

I stand up, reading and rereading Samantha’s words. I have mixed feelings about this that I don’t quite understand. On one hand, I don’t like to think of her being dirty like this. On the other hand, it makes me hard as a rock to think of her being dirty like this.

Quite the conundrum.

But when it occurs to me what the real issue is, it does nothing to settle my anger.

I am enraged, and I’m going to confront Samantha about this, damn the consequences.

I barge upstairs, feeling my pulse pound in my neck. I don’t remember the last time I was this angry.

Without knocking, I walk right into my girl’s room.

“Daddy!”

She’s sitting on the bed, holding her phone up to take a selfie, the top of her shirt pulled down to expose her tits and her nipples that are so rock-hard and dark red they could be spotted from outer space.

Fuck, my cock twitches angrily as she quickly jerks up the fabric.

“Put. The phone. Down,” I grit out.

She does as I say, her gaze dropping to the card in my grip. “What’s the matter?”

I chuckle, but it’s not a happy chuckle. “Oh, I think you know, Samantha.”

She pulls her lips inside her mouth and starts to twirl her long, dark hair.

Here we go.

“Oh no,” I say, walking toward her and shaking a finger. “You don’t get to do that, play the innocent card. Because I know…” I shake the card in the air, anger raging through me. “I know it’s just that body of yours that’s innocent. Your mind is as corrupt as a porn star’s.”

“Daddy! What are you talking about?”

I can’t believe she’s making me do it. I stop short of her bed, towering over her as I open the card. “Let me refresh your memory.”

I read every word aloud, and when I glance back at her, Samantha’s cheeks are a deep red, her nipples still poking out under the fabric of her thin top. My cock twitches under my pants.

“Well?”

“Well what?” she says.

“What the hell do you have to say for yourself?”

She clicks her tongue. “That card was not meant for your eyes, daddy. Why did you read it?”

“That’s beside the point,” I snap, balling the card up and tossing it on the floor. “You’re seriously considering giving that little punk your virginity and letting him fuck you in the ass?”

Her mouth drops open, and I can’t believe I’m being so crass with her, but at the same time, in my mind I’m wishing I was saying those things to her while fucking her in the ass myself.

“Wow, daddy. You’re not even going to say anything about the fact that I’ve held onto my virginity for this long?”

I shrug, like that’s even relevant.

“I’m eighteen,” she adds. “And you and my mom aren’t married anymore, so you can’t tell me what to do.” She pauses, like she’s waiting for me to react. “Besides, what would you propose I do? Remain a virgin until I’m, like, thirty-something?”

“Of course not. Don’t be ridiculous. But you sure as hell shouldn’t be doing things like that with someone you hardly know.”

“Really?” she says, crossing her arms. “If I shouldn’t be doing those things with my boyfriend, then who the hell should I be doing them with?”

I grind my teeth, picturing my Samantha the way I’ve pictured her hundreds of times in the last few months. I lean down on her bed, placing my fists on the mattress next to her. And I look into those baby blues that always make me hard.

“You should be doing them with someone you’ve known a long time. Who really loves you, takes care of you, provides for you every fucking day.”

She sinks her teeth into her lower lip, her cheeks flushing once again. “You mean … someone like you, daddy?”

All I can do is growl, my cock humming and twitching to get out.

Samantha’s eyes widen at my vocalizations and she gulps, blinking rapidly at me as she takes a lock of hair and twirls it once again.

“You want to be the one to rip through my cherry, daddy? Fuck my tight little ass?”

Oh fuck. My cock leaks and my balls just filled up with more cum. That’s all I need to hear.

“You’re goddamn right I do.”

I lift her off the bed and flip her around, tugging down her tight shorts and thong panties. Her pussy (Lord help me on this Christmas Eve night) is completely shaved bald. I can tell because her lips, all swollen and glistening, are poking out from between her sweet, creamy thighs, taunting me to lick them.

I wrap an arm around her waist and she twists her head to look at me. “Are you really gonna do it, daddy? You’re gonna take my innocence?”

I growl again, letting my fingers graze over her puffy lips and dip into her slick entrance. My cock grows in size, and I swear, if I did this long enough, I could probably blow my wad just touching my gorgeous stepdaughter.

“Thing is, how do I really know you’re a virgin?”

“Check for yourself, daddy.”

Samantha lowers her head to the mattress, arching her ass up to me. I push deeper inside her cunt, and sure enough, there’s her sweet little cherry bumping against the tip of my finger.

“Fuck,” I whisper.

“See? I told you. I’m saving myself for Rob. So you can jerk off on my ass all you want, but he gets my cherry.”

My dick has had enough of this teasing. I rip off my shirt and jeans as fast as I can, chuckling at her words.

“Rob can jerk off on your ass, baby doll. Daddy’s the one who’s getting your cherry.” I grip her hips as she lets out a gasp, angling my throbbing cock to her entrance. “Say it.”

“Say … say what?” she asks, her voice wavering.

“Say yes, daddy. You can pop my cherry.”

“But …” Samantha pushes up on her hands and twists her head to look at me. “I thought that guys were supposed to make the girl cum first.”

“I will make sure you cum. Now say it.”

Being about as bratty as she can be, Samantha flips over and lies down, crossing her arms over her chest in an act of defiance.

“Uh-uh. Make me cum with your mouth first, and I’ll let you have my cherry.” I clench my fists, and she adds, “Them’s the rules.”

My balls start aching, and I know if I stand any chance of sliding into her slick cunt without her making a fuss, I have to oblige her.

But the second she kicks her pajama shorts away from her ankles and drops her legs open, revealing her pretty pink lips all shiny with her juices, I turn into a goddamn Neanderthal.

Fuck, how can I not want to lick a pussy that beautiful?

“Lift your shirt.”

Smiling as she bites her lip, Samantha peels up her thin shirt, showing me those pert little pink nipples I’ve jerked off to more than once.

I lean over her and drag my tongue over the surface as she purrs.

“Ooohhh, yes, daddy. Lick my horny titties.”

She arches her back a little and I suck one of her buds past my lips before pressing down with my teeth, forcing her to squeal in pain. Damn, her noises turn me on.

My dick leaks pre-cum and bounces several times. So I make my way between her legs and get to work on her clit.

Spreading apart her meaty lips, I can see how anxious she is to be eaten out. Her girl-bump twitches, and I immediately flick my tongue back and forth over the micro-mound of tissue.

“Oh god,” she groans, fisting her fingers around my hair.

I lick and suck every inch of her wetness, growling and groaning. I reach up and tweak her little nips as she thrashes, bucking her hips and trembling uncontrollably.

“Hurry up and cum for me so I can fuck your holes, baby.”

Samantha makes these sexy little sounds, and I can tell she’s close. So I take my two thickest fingers and insert them in her gash, feeling her walls grip me right away. And right as I feel her hymen, I roll my tongue in soft circles over her swollen pearl until she cums.

“Daddy … oh! I’m cumming!”

I move my fingers in and out while lapping away like her pussy is a piece of candy. And when I’m sure she’s finished, I crawl between her legs, gripping her ankles and spreading her wide.

The look on her face is sheer bliss mixed with this look of victory. And it makes me wonder if she’s glad I read her Secret Santa note.

“You’ve wanted me to do this, haven’t you?”

She smiles coyly and bites her finger. Her nipples curl up into little points as I push the head of my shaft inside of her. “Are you really that dense, daddy?”

“What?” I ask, pushing deeper, watching her pussy lips move down my shaft.

She rolls her eyes. “I know you jerked off to me sunbathing this summer. I saw you.”

“How—” I freeze in place, wondering how she could have seen me when I was all the way on the second floor.

But do I really care right now? I’m about to empty my balls in her virgin walls. And great goddamn, she’s so wet.

She just lets out a giggle that makes her tits bounce like two tiny water balloons. And I take the opportunity to plunge into her tight cavern, tearing her innocence like I own the damn thing. She grips me all the way in. And when Samantha gasps this time, I have the pleasure of watching her face morph from that of pain to sheer pleasure.

Her eyes roll back in her head as I pound her furiously. And her hands travel up my abs to my chest, digging her bright red nails into my flesh so hard I roar like a beast.

“Fuuuuuuck!”

My hot little Samantha is turning me on so much right now—the way her body feels, the way her pussy feels, and the way my balls are about to explode are all driving me fucking nuts.

Her mouth forms into an “ohhhh” and damn it if I don’t feel her little pussy already squeezing its magical death grip around my shaft.

Fuck, I’ve just begun and she’s already launching into her second orgasm?

Oh, I am going to have fun with this.

I throw her legs up higher and bury myself deep before moving into a slow grind. And the next thing I know, Samantha is screaming her orgasm into the air, her tightness contracting over and over around my shaft.

Fuck, that’s all I need. The sensation tugs the cum straight from my sack, and I growl as my jizz splashes her walls with the force of a damn firehose.

“Ahhhhh … shit,” I groan as she rocks her hips in time with mine, her face still twisted in pleasure and her nipples tiny little bullets atop her creamy chest.

When I think I’m done emptying myself, I expect to go soft, but something about the way my girl’s body looks, and the way she’s sinking her teeth into her lower lip as she grinds her pussy on me keeps me hard. She takes her finger and sucks it into her mouth, moaning like she wishes something else was in her mouth. Fuck, I do too.

“Baby, you wanna be daddy’s cock slut for the night?”

Her eyes spring open and she nods with enthusiasm.

“Get up here and clean my dick off with your mouth, then.”

She gets on her knees and waddles across the mattress to me, sliding her hands up my chest. “You like blow jobs, daddy?”

Her shirt slinks down so I grab it and take it off. Damn her body is so fucking sexy. “Don’t know a man who doesn’t. Now get to work.”

I don’t know why I’m being so bossy. I’ve never been this way with a woman, but it’s definitely working for her. And for me.

Samantha lowers her head and cups the base of my shaft, her little fingers at my balls and her palm on the underside. Her round ass sticks up in the air as she takes me in her mouth. I can feel her tongue slathering all over my crown, and it’s making me turn to steel once again.

I fist her hair with one hand and reach down to her ass with the other. As I pump her head up and down, forcing her to take me all the way, I grab her round globe and dip a few fingers in her pussy, still slick with my cum. I then pull out and push one of my soaked digits into her tight little rose, forcing her to let out a tiny squeak.

“You want my thick cock in your ass, don’t you?”

Her sphincter shrinks and twitches, and she nods, increasing her sucking action. “Fuck, baby … are you trying to make daddy cum again inside that slutty mouth?”

She whimpers and sucks harder, using a hand to fondle my balls as she swirls her tongue all over my length. and when I shove my finger into the depths of her rose, she huffs and bucks her hips as her asshole goes crazy twitching all over the place.

Good god, is she …? Could she be that sensitive?

“Is your little ass cumming on my finger?”

She mews and takes me deep in her throat, nodding roughly. And the combination of the deep throat action with the feel of her anus quivering on my index finger forces yet another load to shoot from my shaft, totally unexpected.

I grab her head and hold her down, I’m sure choking her out as I empty my balls. Fuck, now it’s going to be a while before I can fuck her virgin ass like she wants.

Like I want.

But I know the perfect way to pass the time.

I tug her head off my dick after the last burst of seed, and her face is red, tears streaming down her cheeks as she smiles wide as hell.

I cup her chin and lean down to kiss her swollen lips. She moans into my throat.

“Did you like daddy’s special Christmas eggnog, baby girl?”

“Mm, yes. But …” She makes a pouty face. “What about my ass, daddy? You need to be harder than that to fuck my special forbidden hole.”

My dick isn’t that soft, but it sure needs a little help to hit that homerun we both want.

“No problem. Just give me a rusty trombone until I’m hard again.”

Those baby blues widen, and she bites her knuckle. “I don’t know why I didn’t think of it myself.”

“Your job isn’t to think, baby. It’s to do.”

I back up and curl my finger, and Samantha drops to her knees on the floor as I kick one leg on her bed. With my ass hovering near her face, I begin stroking my cock.

“Don’t be shy. Lick my asshole like you do your candy canes, my little angel.”

Her small hands spread apart my cheeks and her tongue delves right into my rear. Fuck, it feels nice. No woman has ever licked my asshole, so just knowing how eager my girl is to taste all of me makes the blood pump through my thick rod with a vengeance.

“That’s good, sweetheart. But don’t forget this trombone needs to be played by your hands and your hands only.”

I hear her let out a giggle, but the second her delicate fingers grip my meat, it turns into a massive, throbbing rod of hardness.

“Ah, fuck, baby girl…”

She purrs against my ring, pumping me with her fist as her tongue flicks rapidly over my ass. And while her mouth feels good, and her hand job is making me leak pre-cum, I want that asshole right fucking now.

Right as my balls begin to grow heavy once again, I tell Samantha to get on the bed and spread her cheeks wide for me.

“Okay, daddy.”

And the second she’s on her hands and knees again, showing me her perfect little rose and bare pussy lips, I remember how fucking good she tastes. I bend over and swipe my tongue over her slit, from clit to ass. Samantha huffs and moans as juices leak from her opening.

I delve inside her folds and find her clit again, flicking it back and forth as her legs tremble. When her ass cheeks begin to quiver, she bucks her hips once more.

“Yes, daddy!” she grits out through clenched teeth.

Damn it, my cock is a leaking mess right now. I can’t wait to be inside of her again. So without waiting another minute, I get behind her and slide my cock inside her cunt again, getting it good and lubed. She lets out a vocalization as my balls brush her pussy lips.

“You ready for daddy to fuck that ass, baby?”

She swallows hard. “Yes … please…”

I pull out of her pussy and press against her rose. And it feels so tight, I’m not sure if it will fit. I spread her cheeks apart wide and watch as her hole gapes and puckers. Fuck, just the sight alone is enough to give me instant blue balls.

I dig my fingers into her fleshy hips and push in deeper, watching her asshole stretch to accommodate me. Samantha grips her comforter and she moans, letting me know I can keep going.

Using one hand to diddle her clit, I push in even further, then come back out, repeating this action over and over, forcing us both to groan with pleasure. And when my crown gets swallowed by her tight little hole, she hisses and arches her back to me.

“Fuck,” I growl, amazed at how tight she is. Tight and warm.

“Oh gaaaaaaahhhhhd,” she cries out, rocking her hips back to meet my thrusts.

I can’t take this, how good she feels. My animalistic side comes out and I fuck her tight ring as hard and fast as I can. My balls are slapping into her swollen lips, the smacking sounds turning me on beyond belief.

I dig my fingers into her flesh as my orgasm approaches. I don’t even think I can hold back, not with the way my angel looks. The flesh of her ass is rolling in undulating waves as I ream her ass. And right before I shoot my load, I feel her walls quivering around my length, her tiny clit puffing up nice and big before she erupts.

She screams her pleasure as she cums, which makes me insane with lust. I roar as I explode inside her bowels with so much force, I can see my jizz leaking from her rear end, the volume too much to stay inside her walls.

I ram her until there’s nothing left, both of us making unrecognizable noises from the intensity of our orgasms.

But one thing’s for sure.

They were the best orgasms of my life, making this a Christmas I’ll never forget.

Later that evening as we snuggle on the couch completely naked except for a blanket, we binge-watch our favorite Christmas movies while eating peppermint cookies. Stockings hang above the fireplace as the flames dance, and cinnamon candles burn around us, creating the perfect atmosphere for the holidays.

“Daddy?”

“Yes, baby?”

“What did you get me for Christmas?”

I chuckle and kiss her on top of the head. “You’ll have to wait until morning to find out.”

She sighs. “Well, I guess I can live with that, as long as you fuck me again.”

“I think that can be arranged.”

I’ll be fucking her a lot more, and that’s my Christmas pledge.


THE END

Thank you so much for reading!

Be sure to follow your favorite erotica authors on Amazon so you never miss a new release.
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