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I rolled over in my bed for what seemed to be the hundredth time. I tried taking a hot bath, chamomile tea, everything, but I just couldn’t fall asleep.

Perhaps it was because I was nervous. I hadn’t been home in six years and I didn’t know if he was still around, but I was nervous because I wondered if he would slip into the old castle like he always did before. It was Christmas Eve and it had been exactly two weeks since my mother had passed away. I was back at home to clear the place and sell what I could before going back into the city.

My mother had left the old Pendragon Castle in her will to me and I would keep it, but I couldn’t possibly imagine staying in it all alone. There were fifteen other unoccupied rooms and acres of empty land. I was far from town too. It would take me a few hours at least to even get to the nearest neighbour. I was out of my mind if I chose to stay here.

My mother and I hardly saw eye to eye. She was a cold woman with a knack for using her hands more often than her mouth. She’d become so sick, that all the maids and footmen had eventually quit, tired of her endless abuse. The only way I had found out about her death was through one of the neighbours who would routinely check on her once every week. When they found her, she had already been dead for about two days, eventually consumed by her lung cancer. I was glad for it. I shouldn’t have been, but I was. 

I threw the cool sheets off of me and climbed out of bed. If I couldn’t sleep, I might as well do something useful with my pathetic Christmas Eve night. It sucked that I didn’t have anyone to spend it with. I remembered the fun times when I was younger and he’d sneak into the castle just to spend time with me.

Glancing over at the grandfather clock, I saw that it was nearly midnight. I was wearing a thin satin white nightdress that came just above my knees. It was a little cold because this castle was old and draughty so my nipples were hard and poked through the thin material as I made my way downstairs and into the dimly lit ancient kitchen. The stone floors were cold beneath my bare feet. Everything was cold, dark and creepy. Even as a child the house freaked me out and I loved it to death, but still, living all alone in it was another story.

I got a mug from the cupboard before pouring myself some cold orange juice from the refrigerator. It was Mother’s tradition to make eggnog for the holidays and now that she is not here, I didn’t feel like there needed to be any celebration of any kind.

I never really even liked Christmas. The only thing I liked about it was seeing him. He’d sneak into the castle when everyone was asleep and tell me scary bedtime stories, because he knew I liked them, before tucking me into bed and calling me his good girl. He always told me that I would be his one day when I was older and I never knew what he meant.

And then I grew up and stopped coming around. Maybe, he was just a figment of my imagination. My mother always said that I had a great imagination as a child. Greater than most children my age. If I wanted to believe in something, I would. I could make myself believe in anything. Maybe I made him up and believed in it so hard that he became real to me. I wanted to believe otherwise, but it was time for me to get back to reality.

I walked over to the cupboard at the end of the kitchen and sure enough, when I opened it, I found my mother’s secret stash of vodka. I took it out and added quite a bit of it into my orange juice before throwing the entire drink back. It burned my throat as I swallowed it. But it was enough to make me feel a little warmer inside and a little drowsy as the minutes on the clock ticked away.

The castle was absolutely silent and whatever hope there was still inside of me, it had diminished. I was twenty-three and it was time I stopped believing in fucking fairy tales and monsters no matter how much I wanted them to be true.

I climbed up the staircase and headed back to my room, before climbing into bed. I stared up at the clock and watched the hands slowly move until finally, I was pulled into a world of darkness. I relaxed my body and forgot about everything as the black tendrils curled around my body and eased me into the abyss.
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My pretty girl. She slept so sweetly, unaware of the world around her. I watched her move around the silent castle. I watched her twist and turn in bed, struggling to fall asleep and some part of me wondered if she was thinking about me. It had been years since I had last laid eyes on her and now she was a woman. A grown woman, perfect in every way possible. I could make out her small, curvy frame in the darkness from the weak moonlight that filtered in through the big glass windows. The sheets were off her body and her silky night dress rode up her milky pale thighs. She had grown into a magnificent creature. I wondered how her skin tasted. I wondered if she tasted as good as she smelled. Like fresh summer strawberries, ready to be sucked and eaten.

I moved over to her bed and sat down beside her, careful to not make any sudden noise. But Cady, my sweet beautiful girl, was still asleep. Even as I reached out and caressed her hard right nipple through her silky dress, she never moved once. The only movement from her was her chest each time she inhaled and exhaled softly. I could barely hear her breathe.

I took her nipple again in between my thumb and forefinger and rolled it through the material. She felt so good. I wanted to suck them and taste them with my tongue. I wanted to bite them and see if they were just as soft as they felt.

I pulled down the straps of Cady’s dress and revealed two full pale breasts with pretty pink nipples standing up, ready for my mouth. Oh, sweet Cady. I’ve waited far too long for the day.

Leaning forward, I sucked Cady’s right nipple first, pulling the soft warm bud into my hot mouth and slowly nibbling on it with my teeth. Oh, fuck. My cock hardened and Cady let out a soft moan. I flicked my tongue against the bud, desperate to hear her again and she moaned again. It was sweet music to my ears.

I settled myself above her while watching her mouth open as I worshipped each breast, sucking and biting both nipples until she was all pink and tender. She tasted amazing. But her nipples were not the only thing I wanted to taste.

While I suckled on her left breast, I moved my left hand down Cady’s pale thigh until I was in between her legs. My hand looked unnaturally big against her cunt that was bare, but the size difference turned me on more. Cady was always small and fragile and even though now she was a beautiful, curvy woman, she was still small compared to me.

If I wrapped one hand around her throat, I could crush her windpipe easily.

I moved my middle finger in between Cady’s pussy lips and I was pleased to find that she was already soaking wet. That means I was turning her on while she slept peacefully.

Moving my finger up, I found her clit and made slow circular motions around the small bud, ready to unravel her bundle of nerves. I wanted her to come. Cady moved her own thighs, back and forth at my touch and her eyes were closed shut, her mouth, her pretty pink mouth, open as she tried to find her release.

I moved my finger faster, circling her clit and biting against her nipples, pulling the small pink bud back and sucking it into my mouth. My beautiful girl.

“Come for me, Cady,” I whispered into her ear and she came hard, around my hand, her entire body shaking as I spread her cunt and watched the juices trickling in between her legs. She looked glorious and pink, glistening all over. I pressed my fingers in between her pussy lips and felt the warm pussy juices.

Pulling my hand away, I sucked each finger, tasting Cady’s sweet arousal on each one and she tasted so fucking good. Even better than I had imagined.

I stood up and unzipped my pants. I couldn’t wait any longer. I wanted to feel the back of her throat and Cady’s sweet mouth around my cock.

As soon as I climbed over my pretty girl, her eyes flew open and she opened her mouth to speak, but she was silenced, when I took my big being cock out and shoved it into her mouth.

Cady squealed around me like a creature in distress, but that didn’t stop me. I grabbed her dark blonde hair in my fists and thrust myself further into her mouth.

Back and forth, I moved my hips, grunting with each thrust as I shoved my big cock all the way to the back of her throat.

I glanced down to see Cady’s dark green eyes big and filled with tears. Her plump, pink lips looked swollen around my big cock. I pulled out of her and slapped her cheek with my length. Her spit trailed down her chin.

“Open your mouth, pretty girl,” I said and she did as told before I spat into her mouth.

Cady struggled beneath me, but as much as she tried, she would never be able to overpower me.

I grabbed her jaw and squeezed until her lips were in an O-shape and then I shoved my fingers down her throat and Cady gagged, the tears spilling down her splotchy red cheeks.

“I’m going to come in your mouth and then I’m going to fuck you senseless, pretty girl,” I told her. “Do you understand?”

Cady nodded and I released her jaw. I shoved my cock back into her mouth and Cady sucked me this time. She used her sweet tongue and gently grazed her teeth along my length and I fucked her mouth harder, even though I should have been a little gentler because she was only human, but I couldn’t stop myself. Desire overcame me and it was as if the beast inside of me had awakened after centuries. She was mine. Each thrust brought me closer to the edge.

I grabbed Cady by her neck and squeezed so hard that the skin around her jaw and face all turned red. Fuck.

In. Out. Fuck. I threw my head back and roared as I came into Cady’s mouth. My warm arousal filled the back of her throat. I pulled out slowly and watched as Cady desperately sucked in a deep breath of air, before licking her lips.

“What took you so long?” she whispered hoarsely after a moment of silence and I caressed her cheek.

“I was always here,” I told her. “I was just afraid that you would be frightened of me. It has been years. And when you’re a child a monster is still not as scary as when you’re an adult.”

My pretty girl got up then and reached up to caress my face tenderly. That’s what I loved about her the most. She never got scared of me or my appearance. She loved me for who I was.

“I would never be afraid of you,” she whispered. “I have always loved you, Krampus.”
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He was in front of me, in between my legs with his big black twisted horns and glowing red eyes.

His skin was deathly pale even though he was warm to the touch and the long black curls that flowed around his face were soft. He looked the same as he did all those years ago, but now as an adult, I could appreciate him better. My body reacted to his every touch. It was as if each time he touched me with those huge fingers of his, he left a trail of fire in its wake. My cunt was wet and it was aching to have his monstrous pulsing cock inside of me. My monster was real and right in front of me ready to devour my cunt. Krampus had once told me that he was over a hundred years old and that was when I was a little girl, he must have been much older now, but the fact didn’t make me want him any less, instead, it made me want him more.

“So beautiful, my pretty girl,” he said, blowing cool air over my cunt.

I twisted and turned, desperate to feel his wicked mouth on me, but he wanted to take his time and savour me.

“Do you know why I’ve always been there?” he asked.

“No,” I said, stroking his sharp cheekbone as he buried his nose deep against my cunt and inhaled deeply.

“Because,” he turned his head and bit my inner thigh and the bit was so hard that I felt a sharp prick against my skin. I threw my head back and sank deeper into the silk sheets as his teeth penetrated my skin. He then licked my skin with his hot tongue as if to soothe bite, before he drank. An insanely intense feeling filled my belly and I reached forward, before grabbing Krampus’ soft black hair.

He lifted his head and when he did, I saw the dark blood dripping down his lips and onto his jaw.

“Because, Cady. I’m your father. I’ve always been here,” he said. “I shouldn’t want you, but I’ve always been drawn to you. You’re my girl, Cady. You always have been.”

And I should have been repulsed, but I didn’t. I fucking wanted him. And none of what he was saying made any fucking sense or mattered, but I wanted him anyway.

“I’m not like you,” I whispered and then a throaty moan escaped my lips when he flicked his tongue against my wet slit.

“No, you’re all like your mother,” he said huskily. “But even more beautiful, Cady.”

I grabbed his hair and Krampus started devouring me instead. We could talk later, right now I needed him. I wanted him. 

He blew cool air and licked and sucked my pussy. His teeth gently nibbled my clit and his dark glowing red eyes watched me the entire time as he tortured me with his expert tongue.

“I need you inside of me, Daddy.” I moaned and pulled his hair harder as I ground my hips against his mouth. I wrapped my legs around his back and bit down on his broad shoulder, desperate to find my release.

But he didn’t let me find it.

Krampus pulled his sinful mouth away from my cunt and climbed over me with his big hulking body.

Some part of me was afraid to feel the length of him, but I couldn’t wait any longer either. I. Needed. Him.

“What do you want, Cady?” he asked hotly against my lower.

“I want you,” I said.

“Where do you want me?” he asked.

“Inside my cunt, Daddy.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He slammed into me, going all the way in so hard that I knew I was going to be bleeding. There’s a moment of pain as my pussy adjusts to the reality of his thick cock inside of me.

My mouth fell open and I screamed out loud and it echoed in the empty castle, but no one would hear my screams as my monstrous father fucked my cunt.

Krampus brought his hot mouth to mine to muffle out the screams as he eased out of me and then he thrust into me again, moving all the way in.

“You’re so tight, Cady,” he whispered against my mouth. “And so fucking beautiful.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks and I wrapped my arms around his neck, curling my fingers at the damp hair at the nape of his neck.

He kissed me then, sucking my bottom lip into his mouth and pulling hard with his teeth, before letting it go and devouring my mouth whilst he fucked me.

I’d never been with a man before, let alone a monster, but I couldn’t imagine it getting any better than this.

The pain became pure carnal pleasure and he started thrusting into me at a steady pace until all that filled the silent room around us was our moans and grunting and the sound of thrusting.

He held me in his arms, moving his hips against mine, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge.

Krampus grabbed my wrists and placed them above my head before he lowered his mouth to my breasts. He suckled each nipple, flicking his tongue against each and he watched me as he did it. The act only made me wetter.

He moved his other free hand around my buttocks and brought me closer to him until my belly was flat against his and thrust harder.

I leaned forward and kissed his jaw and then his neck, before licking the hollow of his throat, letting the spit trickle down his skin.

“Make me come,” I whispered and that’s exactly what he did.

He drilled right into me, as far as he could go, daring to shatter me in half with his monster cock before I came.

He came with me, simultaneously, both of our bodies trembling together as desire ripped through us.

I felt his hot come shooting inside of me, filling my cunt and I brought him closer to me, desperate for every last drop. I wanted all that he had to give me.

“Fuck,” he whispered against my neck as we both came crashing back to reality.

“Fuck,” I whispered back.

Krampus held me in his arms as the sky outside grew a light grey. This wasn’t a dream and he was real. His cock was still inside of me and I could feel the fast rhythm of his heartbeat. He was real.

I glanced up at him and found that his eyes were shut closed.

“I’m glad you’re real,” I whispered.

He leaned down and kissed my forehead then. “I’m glad you’re here, Cady.”




The End
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