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      Giant candy canes aren’t just for eating, as Dad just found out. He bought the candy for his daughter, not knowing that it was laced with a strong aphrodisiac that made her super horny. So long as Dad gives her the candy first, his daughter is up for anything his deviant mind can think up. Her stocking won’t be the only thing he stuffs this holiday season.

      

      This FICTION short is for ENTERTAINMENT PURPOSES ONLY and is intended for MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY (18+). It contains paranormal dubious consent incest sex, father-daughter sex, mind control, insertion, oral sex, anal sex, and bareback creampie.
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      The magic shop was gone and with it all hope of ever indulging my deviant fantasies… until next year at least. I should have listened to my friend when he’d told me about the place. But I’d been cynical. And then he’d given me proof the magic was real and that it worked.

      His proof had been a day too late though. Overnight, the magic shop had stripped every bit of Halloween merchandise and filled its shelves with Christmas crap. My chance was gone.

      Sighing, I entered the shop anyway. The magic may be gone, but I still had shopping to do. I’d already visited three other stores, and there were four others on my list if this one didn’t pan out. Sometimes I was too good of a father.

      “Welcome, sir.” The clerk behind the counter almost made me piss myself. He was wearing a goat-Satan costume with a Santa suit over it.

      “The fuck? Dude, Halloween is over.”

      The clerk smiled. Like for real. The lips of his mask actually curved into a smile. That shit was freaky to see. “I’m well aware. I am Krampus the—”

      “Yeah, whatever. Do you have giant candy canes? The ones that actually look like candy canes. Not the straight ones.”

      “I do.” He pointed a claw-tipped finger to the side of the shop with all the candy. “Varying sizes and flavors from traditional mint to mixed fruits.”

      “Thanks.” I went to where he indicated, knowing I wouldn’t find what I wanted but looking anyway just to say I had.

      But I was wrong. He’d pointed me in the right direction. Giant candy canes hung from shelf pegs. The label said a pound of peppermint. A friggin’ pound. Who needed that much candy all at once?

      Easy answer—my eighteen-year-old daughter Daphne. She would be over the moon once she saw the two-foot long, inch-thick candy cane. Hell, I was over the moon for having actually found them in a store, rather than ordering it off the internet. That had been my next course of action just to make my baby girl happy. Her smile meant the world to me.

      Such a sexy smile with the cutest dimples. Her eyes always sparkled when she—

      “Is this what you wanted, sir?”

      “Shit!” I whirled on the costumed clerk, who was standing right behind me. “Make some noise next time.”

      “Sorry.” The clerk glanced over the candy canes. “These are very popular… with the female customers.” He smiled again, that mask of his twisting into a lewd smirk full of suggestion. “They are quite big and thick, aren’t they?”

      I glanced at the candy canes and suddenly realized what he was talking about. At first, I’d only seen them as candy. But then it clicked. Yeah, these things could totally be dildos. My imagination even pictured my sweet Daphne playing herself with one of these peppermint monstrosities. Was that why she wanted it?

      Nah. Not my Daphne. She was a good girl. She’d only dated one guy throughout high school and now college. Everyone assumed they were getting married once they graduated. I’d come to terms with the idea, even though I hated letting my daughter go to another man.

      I wanted her. She was my daughter. Mine.

      Pushing those thoughts aside because they wouldn’t get me anywhere, I snatched one of the candy canes off the peg and pushed it at the clerk. “I’ll take this one. Thanks.”

      The clerk nodded and took the cane to the register. As he rang it up, he said, “You should be careful with these. It’s a lot of peppermint all at once. It can be overwhelming for some. Break it into pieces. It’s less… potent that way.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind.” I paid for the candy and left the store, finally heading home after a day of seeing too much Christmas shit in the middle of November.

      The moment I walked in the house, I called, “Daphne, I got it.”

      “In my room.”

      I headed that way, my smile getting bigger the closer I got. Nothing ever bothered me so long as I got to see my beautiful daughter.

      She reclined on her bed with her ereader in front of her face, propped up by pillows and a blanket over her lap.

      Damn.

      I held out the candy cane. “Here you go, button.”

      Daphne looked up and smiled big, her eyes sparkling. “You actually found it!”

      “Yup.”

      “Thanks, Dad. That’s great.” She put her ereader aside and got out of bed to take the candy from me. “It’s an actual candy cane.”

      “Yup. Now don’t eat that all at once. I don’t want you going into sugar shock or something.”

      “Like I could eat two pounds of peppermint all at once. This will take me at least a week to finish.” She peeled off the plastic film, leaving a bit on the handle, and then dragged her pink tongue up the stalk of the cane.

      My dick got hard, and I was happy my loose pants hid that fact.

      Daphne purred her delight and licked the cane again and again.

      And me, I just stood there like a moron, watching, wishing it was my dick she was licking like that. Goddamn she was hot, especially right now.

      “Mmmm.” She wrapped her lips around the base of the cane and then eased it in and out of her mouth by the hook, sucking it the way she should be sucking my piece.

      I bit back a groan as my dick throbbed.

      Daphne sank onto her bed, still sucking that candy cane, with her thighs spread. The crotch of her loose sleep shorts pulled to one side, giving me a glimpse of her cotton panties. That was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. And my daughter was too distracted with her candy cane fellatio to realize I was looking.

      Hell, she didn’t seem to realize I was still in the room. She wouldn’t have deep throated that stupid cane if she did. I stood there stunned and highly aroused as my baby girl tilted her head back, swallowed the stalk of the cane, and pumped it in and out by the hook. The tip of the cane bulged her throat.

      “D-Daphne?”

      She purred some more and opened her thighs wider before slipping a hand under the waistband of her shorts.

      My eyes nearly bugged out of my head. She was rubbing her clit. Like actually fucking rubbing it. With me in the room. Standing right in front of her. “Daphne!”

      My daughter just kept going, completely oblivious.

      What the fuck was going on?

      I snatched the label for the candy cane off the floor from where Daphne tossed it earlier and read it. “What. The. Shit?”

      Disbelief and elation coursed through me. The candy cane was an aphrodisiac. No wonder the clerk had said these things were popular with the women. He hadn’t meant the dildo-esque quality, but I was sure that entered into it. The damn candy made chicks horny.

      Super horny if the way my baby girl was now fingering her pussy was any indication. She was still fucking her throat with the candy cane. Her big tits bounced each time she came up for air. And her nipples were hard, outlined in the cotton of her tight shirt.

      The label also said the candy caused short-term memory loss. It was a roofie, plain and simple. Give this to a chick, let her suck on it for a bit, and then have your fun. The label didn’t say that in so many words, but that was the implication. And I fully intended to follow the instructions.

      “Let me help you with that, button.” I urged her back on the bed, snagged her the waistband of her shorts with my fingers, and tugged them off her.

      Daphne didn’t say a word of protest. She just eased back with her knees raised and spread, still stuffing her pussy with two fingers. Her juicy pussy.

      I licked my lips. “You just keep enjoying that candy cane, button.” Kneeling in front of her, I urged her thighs open a little wider.

      Her shaved pussy was the prettiest sight I’d ever seen. And I’d thought I would never get to see it. Ever. I’d even checked Daphne’s phone. No slutty selfies for her. She was too much of a good girl. Not now, though.

      Right now, she was a horny little slut who was spread wide in front of her pervert father. I pulled on her wrist to get her fingers out of my way. Once she moved her hand, I latched my mouth onto her sweet pussy.

      Daphne moaned her pleasure and pushed her snatch against my lips, writhing.

      The was fucking happening!

      Like, right the fuck now was real, and I had my mouth on my daughter’s pussy.

      Holy fuck yeah!

      I ate my daughter like she was my last meal. So long as I finished before my wife got home in an hour, that wouldn’t be true. But I acted like it was. I made my daughter come and come again. I slurped up her pussy juice, sucked her clit, and fucked her with my tongue. All the things I’d always wanted to do.

      Well, not all. My dick was still in my pants, waiting its turn.

      Did I dare?

      Was she out of it enough for me to try it?

      What the fuck was I even thinking right now?

      Of course, she was fucking out of it enough. She just let me eat her pussy. Fucking it shouldn’t be a problem.

      I stood quickly, pushed my pants to my ankles, and then pulled Daphne to the edge of the bed by her knees.

      She continued licking and sucking that damn candy cane, like it was the only thing that mattered in the world. But she was also fondling her tits under her shirt with her free hand.

      Not on my watch.

      I yanked her shirt up to her neck, baring her big tits for my viewing pleasure, grinning as she tugged on her pink nipples and moaned. “Here comes Daddy.”

      That was the only warning I gave before shoving into her hot snatch. She was drenched and slick and pulsing around my piece, making me feel welcome as I pushed to her depths.

      When I was balls deep into my little girl, I sighed my contentment.

      Heaven… via Hell. This was the biggest sin I could commit, and I didn’t care. I was finally fucking my hot daughter. Nothing else mattered.

      I held her knees spread wide as I slammed into her over and over and over. Daphne’s tits bounced against her chin. She moaned and purred and trailed a hand down her belly to rub her clit, moaning louder. And when she climaxed, she clamped down on my dick in the most delicious way.

      “Goddamn, button. Yes. Squeeze it like you want something from it.”

      Even in her candy-induced haze, she heard me and obeyed. Her pussy massaged the cum out of me.

      I threw my head back and groaned my satisfaction as I spilled my load into her unprotected pussy, crossing the final line and not even caring. And then I pulled out to watch my spunk drip out of her.

      Daphne was still rubbing her clit, making her pussy pulse and push out more of my cum. That was for the best. I shouldn’t be leaving around evidence for when she snapped out of this.

      I pulled up my pants and got a washcloth from the bathroom to clean up my mess. After dressing Daphne, I took the candy cane from her.

      She whined and reached for it with pleading eyes.

      “No, button. That’s enough candy. I’ll give it to you later.” I smirked at my double entendre. I planned to give it to her later—the candy cane and my dick.

      I nudged her head to the pillow and pulled the blanket over her shoulders. “Go to sleep. Aren’t you sleepy?”

      She yawned and nodded, blinking quickly.

      “Go to sleep, button.”

      And just like that, she was out.

      I took the label with me when I left her room, closing the door behind me.

      Euphoria, arousal, fixation on physical release to the point of obedience, short-term memory loss, and so much more—this candy cane was perfect. And Daphne hadn’t even eaten that much of it. I wrapped the rest in plastic wrap and stowed it in the bottom of my sock drawer for next time.

      But what about when it was gone?

      I needed to get more of them. All of them. The pegs had held tons of the candy canes. If I got them all, that should last me until next Christmas season when the store came back. I would just have to ration myself on the sex, so we didn’t run through them too quickly.

      When I returned to the Christmas shop the next day, the creepy-as-fuck clerk was behind the counter again. He smiled as I came in. “Did your daughter enjoy the candy cane, Mr. Lyle?”

      “How the fuck did you know my name?”

      “You paid with a credit card?”

      “Oh.” Huh… Maybe he didn’t get that many customers this early in the season and just remembered me. And had I mentioned getting the candy cane for Daphne when I bought it? I didn’t remember. Whatever.

      I went to the shelf with the giant candy canes and cleared it, bringing all of them up to the counter. “I’ll take these.”

      The clerk chuckled in this raspy almost smoker’s cough kind of way. “I take it she enjoyed it.”

      “Just ring up my purchase.”

      “You really shouldn’t give her this much candy. It’ll only get you in trouble. Not that you aren’t already, but this will make it so much worse.”

      “Look, buddy, I didn’t ask for your opinion. Just ring up the sale like a good little wage slave.”

      The clerk did as I said. Before handing me the bags with my purchase, he said, “Breaking them up is best. They don’t work then. Give it to her that way. Don’t compound your naughtiness and you can get away with just coal this year.”

      I snatched the bags from him and stalked out of the store. “Asshole,” I grumbled under my breath.

      Coal? Naughtiness? Really? What was I—five?

      I’d hit the mother-fucking-lode and there was no way I wasn’t exploiting the hell out of it. None. My baby girl was too fucking hot to pass up this chance. So long as I was careful, I would never be caught.

      The rest of November and throughout December, I fucked my daughter every chance I got. All I had to do was give her a candy cane to suck on for a minute or two and then she was good to go, begging for it even.

      The night of Christmas Eve was no different. My wife was in bed, drunk-sleeping off the boozed up eggnog I’d given her to make sure she passed out.

      Daphne was reading in bed again when I knocked on her door. “Yes?”

      I walked in and held out the giant candy cane. “Got another for you. You really love these things, don’t you, button?”

      “Sure do. Thanks, Dad.” She took it, unwrapped it, and sucked on it while reading.

      I just stood there waiting, counting down the seconds. The moment she lifted and spread her knees beneath the blanket, I knew she was mine. I pulled the blanket off her, smirking at the way she was petting her pussy through her panties. “Someone wants it?”

      “Hm?” Daphne let her ereader fall to the bed as she focused her full attention on sucking that candy cane.

      Snagging it with one finger, I pulled it out of her mouth and held it behind me.

      My little girl pouted and whined while reaching for it.

      “Shhhh.” I held a finger to my lips.

      Daphne quieted instantly, always so obedient when she was in a candy-induced state of arousal.

      “Come on, button.” I walked out of her room and headed to the living room with her following me.

      Tonight was special. It was Christmas Eve, and I wanted to fuck my little girl in front of the tree my wife had so lovingly decorated because the greatest present of all was Daphne’s pussy.

      I set the candy cane on the coffee table and got my daughter naked before tying a bow around her neck and clamping bells to her taut nipples. My present to myself.

      After stripping naked myself, I wagged my erection at her. “Suck this and I’ll give back the cane.”

      Daphne was on her knees in an instant, gobbling down my dick like a greedy little slut. She slurped loudly on my piece as she took it down her throat over and over.

      I fisted my hands in her hair, urging her faster. “That’s good, button. So good. You know how I like it, don’t you?”

      She stared up at me, eyes glazed, totally under the sway of the candy cane aphrodisiac… for the next few minutes. I would have to let her have the candy cane again to keep her under. But I could indulge for a little bit.

      Grabbing her head, I held her as I shoved into her mouth. I fucked my little girl’s throat, and she fingered her pussy as I did it. That was how far gone she was. That was how much she loved having my dick inside her. And when I pulled back enough to come in her mouth, she drank every drop before sitting back and opening her mouth so I could see she’d swallowed it all.

      “Good girl.” I patted her head and handed back the candy cane.

      Daphne gave a delighted squeal and sucked on the candy the way she’d been sucking my dick a moment ago.

      I sat on the couch and lubed up my dick as I watched her, getting myself hard again. “Come here, button.” I patted my thighs, calling my little girl to me. Once she was in front of me, I said, “Show me that ass.”

      She turned her back to me and bent forward with her feet spread and her tits jiggling so the bells attached to her nipples tinkled.

      I doused my fingers in warming lube and then nudged them into her puckered asshole. She wasn’t as tight as she used to be. Her greedy asshole opened wide for my probing… now. I’d introduced her to anal, made her like it, crave it.

      Her pussy was drooling by the time I felt she was ready to take me.

      “Come sit on Daddy’s lap, button. Show me how nice you can be.”

      Daphne let me guide her so she took my dick into her trench to my base. She sat back with a happy sigh, still sucking that candy cane.

      I scooped my hands under her knees and spread them wide, baring her drenched pussy to the Christmas tree. Giving old Kris Kringle and his naughty list the finger as I fucked my little girl’s asshole. “Yeah, button. Yeah. Fucking take it.” I bounced her on my lap with a huge grin on my face.

      And then a sick idea that would make this so much better occurred to me.

      Kissing and nibbling my daughter’s ear, I said in a low voice, “Give your pussy some candy, button.”

      Daphne didn’t even hesitate. She pulled the candy cane from her mouth and stuffed it into her pussy with a happy cry and her head thrown back.

      “That’s the way, button. Feed that hungry pussy.”

      She nodded quickly as she shoved the candy into her drenched snatch over and over.

      Goddamn I was sick, but this was totally worth it. I was fucking my little girl’s asshole while she toyed herself with a giant candy cane. Her happy cries filled the living room. Her tits bounced, making the bells ring loudly. If her mother hadn’t been passed out, Daphne would have gotten us caught, and I would be the one who was fucked.

      But I’d planned ahead. Nothing could ruin the moment I filled my daughter’s hot trench with my spunk. Balls deep in her asshole, I let loose and groaned with the pleasure of it.

      Daphne squirted with an excited squeal as she came, still stuffing her pussy with that candy cane.

      “Taste it.”

      She pulled it free of her snatch and sucked on it greedily, humming and purring with satisfaction.

      “Good, isn’t it, button? Your pussy-flavored candy cane.”

      She nodded and continued sucking.

      “Dip it again.”

      Daphne did as I told her, slipping that thick candy into her snatch as deep as it would go, pumping it a few times, and then bringing it back to her lips to suck her pussy juice off it.

      “Mmmmmm.” I kissed and licked her neck. “Again.”

      She did it again.

      My dick firmed as I watched my daughter enjoy her candy. “Keep going. Back and forth, button.”

      Daphne nodded, already panting like a slut as I bounced her on my dick once more. She alternated between stuffing the candy cane down her throat and into her pussy. Both acts got her off so she squirted again, trembling against me as she climaxed.

      My little girl was so fucking hot. I loved this. And thanks to that big purchase, I would be enjoying it all year long. I would be shoving deep into my baby girl and giving her hot load after hot load just like I was doing now. Her asshole, her mouth, her pussy… especially her pussy. It didn’t matter if she got knocked up because her and her boyfriend-almost-fiancé had sex on the regular, making him the perfect scapegoat.

      I could have my cake and eat it too. Naughty list my ass. Fucking my daughter was nothing but nice, and I enjoyed it for the rest of the night, finally letting her go to bed about an hour before dawn.

      Christmas Day happened and nothing could kill my upbeat mood. Not crappy Dad presents—ties and socks and other shit like that. Not my smug-as-fuck brother-in-law coming over with his perfect Stepford wife. I was still convinced he was drugging her. She was too damn perfect and always smiling like the wheel was turning but the hamster was dead. And even seeing my daughter’s boyfriend didn’t put me off my mood.

      My house was full of holiday cheer and laughter, and I was the giddiest of all because I knew I’d be getting some the moment everyone left and I got my wife drunk again. Just me and Daphne and the tree, fucking the night away. Heaven.

      My wife brought out a tray of peppermint bark for everyone to share. “My specialty. Try some and take some with you. I made a ton.” She smiled at me lovingly, and I wondered what I’d done to deserve it. “Honey was so thoughtful and got me these huge candy canes so I could make a lot. You must love my peppermint bark.”

      Daphne said, “I do, Mom. But then I love peppermint.” She snatched up a piece and bit it in half before feeding the rest to her boyfriend, who hummed his appreciation.

      I was too pissed to do more than stare. “Did you say huge candy canes? The ones in the closet?”

      “Yeah. Why did you put them there?”

      “I didn’t put… Those weren’t for you!”

      Everyone in the room stopped and stared at me.

      “Honey?”

      “I got you the candy canes in the pantry. Why would you use the ones in the closet!?”

      My brother-in-law said, “It’s not a big deal. Just calm down.”

      I glared at him before rushing out of the room to the master bedroom closet to asses the damage. The peppermint bark was a lost cause, but thankfully breaking up the canes rendered the aphrodisiac inert. I didn’t know why being in pieces mattered, but that’s what the label said. Only whole did the candy canes have the effect I wanted.

      And my stupid wife had used all of them. Every fucking one.

      “Shit!”

      I snatched my phone out of my pocket and dialed the Christmas shop, hoping it would be open. Sure it was Christmas, but maybe the owner wanted to catch some last minute people.

      “Hello, Mr. Lyle.”

      “How did you… Never mind. The giant candy canes. Did you get anymore?”

      “I did.”

      Suddenly my sex life wasn’t over and that made me sigh in relief as all the tension sank from my body. “Great. What time are you open tomorrow? Or how late are you open tonight? I’ll come get them.”

      “Perhaps you should focus on home and family instead of shopping, Mr. Lyle.”

      “And perhaps you should just worry about making a sale, buddy.”

      “Goodbye, Mr. Lyle. I warned you.” The clerk chuckled and then was gone.

      I stared at the blank screen of the phone. The fucker hung up on me. If he hadn’t been the only supplier of those candy canes, I would have gone to that store and kicked his ass. After buying out his candy cane stock again, I just might.

      With my cool back in place, I headed back to the living room to apologize to everyone and play the good guy.

      Daphne rushed past me and into her room, slamming the door.

      “Button?” I knocked on her door and started to call her again but her loud sobbing made me stop. What the hell was that about? Had her boyfriend dumped her? Because yippee if he had. That meant she was all mine.

      I headed to the living room to find out what had happened. Everyone was quiet and staring at me when I entered.

      “What?”

      Movement on the TV caught my attention and my heart stuttered as my temperature tanked. Right there on the screen was Daphne and me on the couch. Her sitting naked and spread on my lap, shoving a giant candy cane up her twat while I fucked her asshole and groped her tits. The TV was replaying our fun from last night.

      In a hollow voice, my wife said, “I… I installed an elf cam to… to… to catch anyone sneaking looks at their presents.” She pointed a shaking finger to the elf sitting on the TV.

      My brother-in-law held up a label from the giant candy canes with accusation in his eyes. “And I found this in the garbage. It says the candy cane contains a strong aphrodisiac that causes euphoria and short-term memory loss, you sick fuck. Your own daughter.”

      Well, shit.

      That was it. My life was over. And for some strange reason, I could hear that clerk’s raspy laughter in my ears along with his gravelly voice. “You’ve been naughty, Mr. Lyle. Time to be punished.”
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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