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Blurb

Holly is spending Christmas with her daddy because it’s been their  tradition  to  do  so  every  year.  But  things  take  a  quick twist  when  her  daddy  dearest  finds  a  dirty  fantasy  list  that she  secretly  wrote  in  her  diary  for  Santa.  And  what’s  more? 

She included him in some of those fantasies. So with just the two of them for the Holiday, Holly’s daddy is sure to ful“fill” 

her requests and tick all of her dirty fantasies o  her list. 
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HE FINDS HER DIRTY WISH LIST TO SANTA CRE@MPIE
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CHAPTER ONE: JACK

Holly  flops  down  on  the  couch  as  she  scrolls  through  her phone  across  from  me  as  I  prepare  the  dressing  for  the turkey. 

Her long dark blonde hair is pulled up into a messy bun, a few loose strands falling around her pretty heart shaped face. She glances  up  at  me  with  those  dark  blue  eyes  of  hers  and  she smiles. 

“Enjoying  yourself,  Daddy?”  she  asks,  because  she  knows how I love going all out for Christmas. 

Especially now with her in college, it makes it harder for me to  spend  the  kind  of  time  that  I  want  to  spend  with  her.  My

small  girl  is  all  grown  up,  but  she’ll  always  be  my  pretty princess. 

Even  if  her  clothes  are  getting  shorter  and  even  if  there’s almost  always  next  to  nothing  covering  her  body  half  the time. 

“You  know  it,”  I  tell  her  as  my  eyes  move  up  and  down  her body. 

I finally manage to drag my gaze away but not before seeing how her big breasts are practically spilling out from the top of her short white dress. It’s wrong to feel the way I feel, but I told myself that all I was doing was looking then there was no harm in that. 

And sometimes I may have grabbed my hard cock at night and jerked  o   to  thoughts  of  her  because  Holly  was  fucking torturing  me  with  the  way  she  was  turning  out  as  a  young woman.  The  idea  of  other  men  looking  at  her  the  way  I  did

drove me crazy. Especially when I couldn’t do anything about it. 

Right now for example, I imagine another guy staring at her big tits and just the thought of someone else sucking on them

—on her nipples made me so fucking mad. 

Sure,  she  looks  a  little  like  her  mom,  but  she  has  her  own beauty altogether on her own. And she’s curvy in all the right places.  Her  ass  is  round  and  full  and  I  could  only  imagine what it would be like to have her moving up and down on my thick cock with her big ass facing me. 

I let out a deep breath and try to ignore the throbbing in my cock.  It’s  Christmas  Eve.  I’m  not  going  to  mess  this  up  by doing  or  saying  something  stupid.  Like  how  I’m  constantly

wondering  if  she’s  still  a  virgin  or  if  she  lost  it  some  dumb fuck that probably doesn’t deserve it. 

I’m so lost in my own thoughts that I don’t notice that Holly is watching me again. But as soon as my eyes meet hers, she quickly glances down at her phone. 

“Daddy,  can  you  get  my  diary  from  my  room,  since  you’re already up and about?” she asks. 

I nod as I place the Turkey into the oven and put the timer on. 

“Anything for you, baby girl.” 

I head on up to her room and when I reach her door, I take a deep breath and push it open. It will take everything in me to control myself tonight. 

Moving over to her small chest of drawers, I look through the books  on  top,  but  her  pink  journal  that’s  always  with  her  is not  there.  My  eyes  wander  to  the  first  drawer  and  I  brace myself. 

It happened when she first left for college and I was missing her and I shouldn’t have done it, but I couldn’t stop myself. 

I was in her room just like I am now and then I found myself opening  her  top  drawer  where  I  found  all  her  underwear.  I

never thought about what kind of underwear she wore before, but  seeing  all  the  thin,  lace  scraps  of  lingerie  had  my  blood rushing straight to my cock and I remember picking up a lacy, pink  pair  of  panties  with  a  little  white  bow  at  the  front  and something  clicked  in  me  because  I  brought  those  panties  up to  my  nose  and  inhaled  her  scent.  That  pretty  lavender  and honey  perfume  of  hers.  I  stu ed  her  underwear  in  my  jeans pocket and left her room after. 

And  that  night  was  one  of  the  first  of  many,  except  I  had something  to  jerk  o   too.  I  even  licked  the  part  that  would have  come  into  direct  contact  with  her  pussy  and  imagined for a second that I was licking the juices from her cunt. And then I wrapped her underwear around my cock and jerked o until I came over and over again. It was the hardest I had ever

come before in my life. Just thinking about it now makes me ache for that feeling again. 

I  open  her  drawer  and  ignore  her  underwear.  Her  diary  is there  sure  enough,  but  as  I  grab  it  something  slips  out  and floats to the floor. 

I glance down and notice a small piece of paper that’s folded and grown when I see the words Dear Santa scrawled across the front in neat red handwriting. 

So,  I  push  the  drawer  closed  and  curiously  open  the  note.  I can’t  remember  when  I  last  saw  a  Dear  Santa  letter  from Holly. I think she was fourteen the last time she had actually written one. 

Immediately,  I  know  that  it’s  a  bad  decision  and  it’s confirmed  when  I  see  the  small  list,  but  the  words  on  the paper take me by shock. 

I want Daddy to lick whipped cream o  my cunt. 

I want Daddy to fuck me and call me his little whore. 

I want Daddy inside of me. 

My cock twitches in my jeans. What the fuck? I have to read it over again to make sure that I’m not hallucinating any of the words.  I  sure  as  hell  did  not  expect  that.  Brushing  a  hand through my hair, I try to slip the paper back into her diary. 

“Did you read it?” 

I  turn  around  at  the  sound  of  her  voice  and  find  Holly standing by the door with a can of whipped cream in her hand and before I can even reply, she reaches underneath her dress and  pulls  down  her  underwear.  A  very  familiar  pair  of  pink panties. 

I  swallow  hard,  wondering  if  that’s  another  one,  because  I should still have the one that I stole from her room. 

Holly  walks  up  to  me  and  lifts  her  hand  with  her  underwear and  presses  it  against  my  nose  and  mouth.  My  normal reaction would be to ask her what the fuck is going on, but she

already  knows.  She  knows  I  took  her  panties  and  she  knows that I want to fuck that little pussy of hers so badly. 

“I…” My words trail o . There is nothing else to say. I know she wants me just as much as I want her. 

“How many nights have you dreamed about my pussy, daddy, after you stole my panties?” 

I’m silent but Holly does all the talking anyway. “Didn’t think I’d notice my favorite pair missing?” 

2

CHAPTER TWO: HOLLY

My dress is o  and Daddy has me on my back. He pushes me onto  my  bed,  before  spreading  my  legs  apart  with  his  big hands. 

“You want me to lick whipped cream o  this pretty pink cunt of yours, baby girl?” he asks as he shakes the can and I grab his left hand before placing his index and middle finger in my mouth. 

I nod like a good girl while I suck on his fingers. Daddy sprays some of the whipped cream over my pussy and a sweet shiver travels down my spine as the coolness of the whipped cream comes into contact with the most sensitive part of my body. 

Right  as  his  tongue  comes  into  contact  with  me,  I  arch  my neck  and  bite  down  on  his  fingers  as  he  runs  his  devilish tongue up and down my pussy. 

“Look  at  me,  baby  girl.  I  want  you  to  see  me  enjoying  your tasty pussy,” he instructs. 

I  force  myself  to  keep  my  eyes  open  as  he  sticks  his  tongue out and flicks it back and forth really fast against my clit. He

sucks  and  licks  and  gently  grazes  his  teeth  against  my  cunt like a fucking pro. Like he knows exactly what will get me to the  end  and  if  he  continues  flicking  his  tongue  like  that,  I’ll come undone in just a little while. Not much longer. 

Fuck.  It  feels  so  fucking  good.  I  feel  myself  on  the  edge  but before  I  can  come,  Daddy  grabs  my  legs  and  a  wicked  smirk crosses his lips. Before I can ask him what he’s doing, he has me flat on my stomach, my ass sticking out slightly towards him. 

Without  warning  there’s  a  sharp  sting  as  he  slaps  my  ass cheeks hard and I yelp out as the delicious sensations of pain and pleasure travel right to my cunt. 

“That’s a good fucking whore,” Daddy says as he spanks me again forcing me to scream this time. 

“I don’t want to hear you scream just yet, baby girl. And I only want  to  hear  you  screaming  when  you’re  screaming  out  my name,” he tells me as he grabs my hair and pushes my head down and into the duvet. 

I bite down on my duvet and whimper as Daddy’s big palms come into contact with my ass. Over and over again. And then I feel his hands moving in between me. Daddy is o  the bed pulling  o   his  clothes  and  before  I  know  it,  he  climbs  over

me,  straddling  me,  careful  not  to  crush  me  beneath  his weight, but he has me locked in now. 

I can feel Daddy’s thick cock against my leg. God knows how many  days  and  nights  I’ve  dreamt  of  him  touching  me  and fucking me and teaching me a lesson. Forcing me to submit to him and be his little fuck doll. God, yes, Daddy. 

And  then  I  feel  something  cold.  Daddy  sprays  some  of  the whipped cream in between my ass cheeks and fills me up like I’m a donut he’s getting ready to devour. 

And he does just that. 

He pushes my ass cheeks together and allows the cold cream to  get  in  between  my  ass  nicely  before  I  can  feel  it  dripping down my pussy. 

Fuck me. He’s going to destroy me. 

Daddy  stu s  his  face  in  between  my  ass  cheeks  and  I  throw my head back as his tongue laps up the cream before it comes

into  contact  with  my  asshole.  Round  and  round,  Daddy  uses his tongue to worship me in the best way possible. 

“Oh, my God!” I whisper harshly as he runs his tongue up and down. 

“God ain’t making you feel that baby girl,” he says. “Daddy is licking your cunt and ass and making you feel that.” 

“Yes, Daddy.” I tangle the sheets in between my fingers and arch my back and then without further warning, I feel at my entrance. 

He moves his cock up and down my pussy and my ass. 

And then he just slides into me, easily and fully. I’m stu ed as he moves all the way to the hilt. I lose my breath for a second and gasp as he grabs my asss cheeks and steadies himself. 

There’s  some  discomfort  as  I  adjust  to  him  but  he  stills  and lets me wrap around his cock. 

“Are you still a virgin, baby?” he asks. 

“Yes,” I whisper, finding my breath. 

Daddy  slides  his  palms  up  until  his  thumbs  are  digging  into

my lower back dimples. “Good fucking girl.” 

I bite into my pillow as he fucks me from behind, moving in and out of my pussy easily because I am already so wet. 

I feel him against me, his hard abs pressing into me with each delicious  thrust.  He  starts  to  move  faster  and  faster  until there’s  only  sounds  of  him  pounding  and  his  thighs connecting with mine. 

“Fuck, you feel so good and tight around my cock, Holly.” His fingers dig into my lower back dimples and he thrusts harder, faster, not stopping one second. “Fuck yes, baby girl.” 

Daddy is right against me, careful not to crush me underneath him. He brings his strong arms around me, grabbing both of my tits with his large warm hands. 

He thrusts into me again. And again. Harder. Until I can’t take it anymore. Fuck. Me. Oh, God. 

We  both  come  hard  simultaneously,  our  bodies  tangled together in my sheets and sweat dripping in between his and my thighs. His hot cum shoots inside of me. 

“You take all of my cum like a good little girl for Daddy,” he says  as  he  pinches  my  right  nipple  with  his  thumb  and

forefinger,  pulling  it  hard  and  intensifying  the  orgasm rippling through my body. FUCK, YES. 

He settles against me and breathes warmly against my neck. 

“I love you, baby girl.” 

“I love you too, Daddy.” 
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