

    
        
          Santa Made Me His Good Girl: A Forbidden First Time Age Gap Holiday Story

        

        
        
          Forbidden Holiday Wishes, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Rose Richards

        

        
          Published by Rose Richards, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SANTA MADE ME HIS GOOD GIRL: A FORBIDDEN FIRST TIME AGE GAP HOLIDAY STORY

    

    
      First edition. August 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Rose Richards.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231044467

    

    
    
      Written by Rose Richards.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Epilogue

Sign up for Rose Richards's Mailing List

Further Reading: Naughty for the Holidays

Also By Rose Richards

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


I smooth my tight red dress over my hips and check out my reflection in the mirror. Dang, not bad. My chest looks amazing in this, perky and pushed up. I spent an hour on my hair and makeup and totally nailed it, if I do say so myself.

Tonight is the big Christmas gala at the country club. Everyone is bringing their families. I’m home on winter break from my sophomore year at college for a few weeks, staying with Jack—my dad’s best friend since high school. Dad got an emergency assignment overseas with his construction company, and since our house is being renovated, Jack offered to let me crash at his place. He lives in a big house all by himself since divorcing his wife a couple years ago—they never had kids of their own.

Only...Jack acquired a new girlfriend this past year. One glance at her, and I hate her with every fiber of my being. Unfortunately, Jack’s new girlfriend is coming to the gala tonight too. Such a bummer. Tiffany is some kind of hot-shot lawyer, but I’m not impressed. I know Jack has been lonely, but I wish he could find someone nice, someone who cares about him. Tiffany only cares about herself and her career. I’m sure she sees Jack as a stepping stone.

Jack is smoking hot, not gonna lie. He’s 43 with a massive build and rugged good looks that turn heads. The touches of gray at his temples and his well-groomed beard only add to his appeal, making him seem distinguished and mature. He has all the women in the neighborhood drooling over him. We’ve had so many damn Christmas cookies delivered in the last week it’s pathetic. They know he has a girlfriend, but what do they care? They’re still traipsing up our front walk in full make up and high heels, hoping Jack will fall all over them.

I’m sure it’s weird I think my dad’s best friend is hot, but he is. Tiffany’s not too bad either—if you’re into big-breasted blondes, which I’m not. I look down at my tits. Ugh, they’re small compared to Tiffany’s. Maybe that’s what Jack likes about her. Why else is he dating her? It’s not her sparkling personality, that’s for sure.

I’ve seen Tiffany play nice around people she thinks are worth her time. I’m not one of them. She’s always condescending and looking down her nose at me. I can’t stand her shitty attitude. I tried to tell Jack she’s awful, but he won’t listen. He says I need to give her a chance. Ugh, no way. She’s not even that special. Just a set of knockers and an okay face hiding behind an ugly personality. I can’t believe Jack is blind to it. He can’t be that desperate for sex with how many of the neighborhood women are throwing themselves at him.

Whatever his reasons are, it doesn’t change the fact that Tiffany is a horrible person. And yet, here I am, going to a party with her. Great. Just great.

With a final primp in the mirror, I head to the living room. As soon as I enter, Jack and Tiffany both look at me. Jack grins. “Emily, there you are. You look lovely,” while Tiffany scoffs, “About time.”

She’s always so cranky. Why does he stay with someone who clearly dislikes everything in the world? 

Whatever. I ignore Tiffany and give Jack a bright smile. “Thanks, Jack,” I say in my cutesiest voice, sauntering over and giving him a hug. He wraps his arms around me, and when his hand brushes against my skin exposed by my backless dress, a shiver runs down my spine.

Fuck. I shouldn’t be reacting to him, but for whatever reason, my body seems to think he’s someone I can lust after. Every time I’m around him, I become breathless and my pussy gets wet. I haven’t even had sex yet, but my body thinks I’m a super slut who is going to jump my dad’s best friend. Not that he’d ever look at me that way. He’s way too busy fucking Tits McGee—I heard them the other night and couldn’t stop myself from slipping a hand between my legs and rubbing my clit. Tiff sounded like she was being pounded. Lucky bitch.

I hold on to Jack for as long as I can before pulling away, glancing at Tiffany and plastering a fake smile on my face. “Hello, Tiff.” I deliberately shorten her name, knowing that it annoys the hell out of her.

She crosses her arms as she glares at me. If looks could kill...

Jack offers his arm to me. “You ready, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Jack,” I answer cheerfully as I ignore Tiffany and loop my arm through his. He offers his other arm to Tiffany and escorts us out to the car. Tiffany is super chatty on the drive, and I sit in the backseat tuning her out. God, I can’t stand her voice.

Dammit, tonight better not suck. I just need to find some cute guy to dance with and ignore the rich people blabbering on and on about boring stuff. If Tiffany wasn’t here, it would have been fun to hang out with Jack, but not now.

The drive doesn’t take long, and as soon as we step foot into the building, heads start turning. The vultures begin their predictable routine of whispers and not-so-subtle fanning of their overly made-up faces. Some of these desperate socialites are bold enough to sashay over, practically tripping over their designer heels to get to Jack. The whole situation is ridiculous. These country-club cougars are circling, batting their fake eyelashes and asking him how he’s been doing since his wife left, like it hasn’t been two years. It’s pathetic.

To distract myself, I grab Jack’s hand. “Hey, want to teach me how to dance? I might get married some day and I’ll need to know how.”

He laughs, “Sure, sweetheart,” and we navigate our way to the bustling ballroom floor, leaving Tiffany behind. Jack leads us skillfully, and it feels like we fit together perfectly. His scent envelops me, a blend of spicy cologne and musk. His firm frame presses against mine, his muscles evident beneath his suit. For a moment, I imagine he’s just an older guy who asked me to dance, and when my nipples brush against his chest, they harden into stiff peaks.

A slow song comes on, and I close my eyes and wrap my arms around him. We sway to the music, and as I press closer to him, I swear I can feel a hardness under his pants. What would he do if I put a hand between us and rubbed him? A rush of warmth swirls in my stomach as I think about what his dick would look like. Is it long or short? Thick or thin? Would he even get hard for me? Or is he hard now?

I pretend to stumble a little so I can press against him again. Something jabs my lower stomach...whoa, that feels bigger than I expected—and it really is hard.

Wait, why is he hard? That can’t be because of me. I peek up at him. When our eyes meet, the flash of heat in his gaze catches me off guard. Before I can stop myself, my heart rate speeds up, and I can tell my cheeks are turning pink. I quickly hide my face against his chest. Oh my god...what the fuck just happened?

Suddenly, I want to see if I can get another reaction out of him, and I deliberately brush against him again, feeling his erection against my stomach.

“Sweetheart, what’re you doing?” His voice rumbles through his chest, sending a zip of pleasure straight to my pussy.

Why does it feel so intense when he calls me sweetheart? Fuck, this is so messed up. This whole situation is crazy. Why is this getting me so wet?

“Nothing,” I mumble and close my eyes. We sway to the music, and I make sure my breasts are pressed against him. The tiny movements as our bodies brush together keep my nipples hard, and they’re aching to be touched. My entire body is hypersensitive, and I daydream about his hands on me.

As we dance, it’s like we’re in our own little bubble and nothing else matters. Whenever my gaze drifts up to his, there’s an intensity in his eyes that makes me want to squirm. How the hell did I get myself in this situation? He’s going to laugh at me if I don’t calm down.

Eventually, I can’t take it anymore, and I open my mouth to excuse myself from the dance floor. “Um...” is all I can get out before he interrupts me.

“Our dance is over,” he says gruffly, as if reading my thoughts. Jack’s eyes have a teasing glint in them now, like he knows how turned on I am, but there’s also something darker lurking beneath the surface. “You should find someone more appropriate to dance with.”

What is going on here? Why does it feel like there’s electricity crackling between us? This is insane! I’m seriously losing my mind. I need to get off this dance floor before I do something I regret. Like grinding against him or slipping my hand down his pants to see if his dick really is as big as it felt.

I nod, and as soon as Jack lets go of me, I rush off. All my senses are alive because of my dad’s best friend, and I need to get him out of my head. Maybe I should get a drink and scope out a cute guy. Okay, strike that—there’s no maybe about it. I need a hot older man who isn’t afraid of adventure with a younger woman. Would Jack care if he saw me dancing with an older guy? A vision of Jack stalking over jealously and wrenching me out of the arms of another man gives me a
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