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Description

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.


THE END

Be sure to follow Daisy Luke on Amazon so you know when her next book is released.
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Have a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!
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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.”

Download from Amazon by clicking below and enjoy a steamy holiday treat!

The Uncle’s Dirty Secret Santa
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