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      He's made sure she'll put out something extra special this year.  
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          MILLY

        

      

    

    
      After I brush my hair, I make sure to put away all the things I have out on the bathroom counter and that the towels are straight. Uncle Logan doesn’t like me to leave a mess even though this is my bathroom and no one shares it with me. I want to laugh at the idea that someone else might use this space. There are ten other bathrooms in this house they could choose from before using mine.

      Still, he likes for everything to be in its place and for the house to remain tidy. This time I want to roll my eyes at that because he has housekeepers that come in several times a week to make sure there isn’t a speck of dust in the place. If I did happen to leave my brush on the counter or god forbid clothes on the floor, it’s not like it would stay there for twenty-four hours. There would be someone coming in right after me to make sure everything was pristine.

      That’s Uncle Logan, though. He likes order, precision, and for things to be his way. The need to rebel and dump everything out onto the floor is strong, but then I remember why I live with him, and I make sure it’s extra clean.

      My parents took off last year, and I didn’t fit into their plans to party and fuck strangers all over the world. I was a few months shy of eighteen so they dumped me at Uncle Logan’s and told him to make sure I didn’t get into trouble until I was legal. Now that I’m eighteen, I’m relying on the good graces of my uncle and praying he won’t kick me out.

      After I graduated high school, he told me that I could either go to college or learn a trade but that I could stay here as long as I followed his rules. Of course I agreed right away because what other options did I have? I got good grades, but I wasn’t sure exactly what I wanted to do. He agreed to pay for tutors in the meantime since there wasn’t a college close that I could commute to. So that’s what I do every day now. I get up, sit through hours of tutoring, and then go to bed. It’s not much different from my life before, but it’s better than being on the streets.

      “Milly?” Uncle Logan’s voice startles me, and I glance in the mirror to see his reflection.

      “Your breakfast is ready,” he says, but he doesn’t leave right away. Instead he looks in the mirror right back at me, and his eyes move down my dress. “Where did you get that?”

      “Rosanna got it for me,” I say quietly as I brush my fingers over the pretty green material. “It was in the bags she left on my bed.”

      Rosanna is his personal shopper who is also in charge of getting my clothes. Usually she has very strict instructions on what I can and cannot wear, and I was shocked when this dress was tucked into one of the bags. It’s the perfect Christmas dress, and I couldn’t wait to wear it. Especially since it’s Christmas Eve.

      Normally when Rosanna gets me clothes, they are either black, white, or gray and completely shapeless. There’s never any color or anything fitted that might draw attention to me or my body. But this green dress is the complete opposite of all those things because it’s tight and short with glitter all over it. I wanted to squeal with excitement when I saw it, but now I’m wondering if there had been some mistake.

      The way Uncle Logan is looking at me makes me think this wasn’t something he wanted me to have.

      “I see I’ll have to speak with her again and remind her of your wardrobe requirements.” He presses his lips together as his eyes go to my breasts. “And she obviously needs to take new measurements.”

      Sure, the dress is tight across my chest, but it’s stretchy. Okay, so it’s stretched to the maximum size, but I can’t help it. My boobs keep getting bigger, and now they ache all the time. I thought they would quit growing at some point but maybe it’s all the vitamins Uncle Logan makes me take. They also make me wetter between my legs, but I’ve never told anyone that.

      “Maybe she thought I would need a fun dress for tonight,” I offer because the last thing I want to do is get Rosanna in trouble. There were also different panties and bras included in the bag, but I don’t dare mention that to him.

      “Hm.” Uncle Logan makes a curt sound, but his eyes keep moving over me. He looks angry as he takes in the dress over and over, and I stand there trying not to fidget. “We don’t have time for you to change. Your breakfast is getting cold.”

      With that, he turns around and leaves me hurrying after him. “Why don’t we have time for breakfast?” I ask as I follow him down the stairs.

      “Your tutors will be here early,” he says once we enter the dining room and the kitchen servers immediately come out to serve us. Which is why my breakfast would never have a chance to get cold, but I don’t point that out to him.

      “My tutors?” I ask, feeling betrayed. “But it’s Christmas.”

      Uncle Logan snaps out his napkin as the servers uncover our plates and then leave us alone. “I’m aware of the date, Milly, and it’s Christmas Eve.” He looks at the silver dish beside my plate that contains my daily pills. “Eat so you can take your medicine.”

      I’m not supposed to take them on an empty stomach, but how am I supposed to eat when I was hoping for at least a couple of days off school? “Uncle Logan—” I begin, but he gives me a look that makes me stop speaking.

      “As long as you are under my care and guidance, you will do what I expect of you. Is that understood?” He cuts into his breakfast omelet but waits for me to answer before taking a bite.

      “Yes, Uncle Logan.” I agree because I have to and also because he doesn’t ask a lot of me. He lets me have free rein of the house and doesn’t make me lift a finger. All he asks in return is that I study hard and pick up after myself.

      This is our first official Christmas together since I was dropped off in January, so I was the one that assumed today might be different.

      “Good girl,” e says and then goes back to eating his breakfast.

      “Will you work today too?” I ask, and he nods before taking a sip of his juice and pointing to my plate.

      “Eat,” he orders, and I do what he says. “The offices don’t operate on Christmas Day, and most of the staff want to be with their families this evening.” He says it like it’s a ridiculous request but then sighs. “So I will be home early.”

      “Would you like to watch a Christmas movie together?” I offer. I don’t have any traditions on Christmas, but this sounds like something we could do that wouldn’t require a lot of talking. He doesn’t seem to enjoy that, and it’s not like we’re having people over.

      I was surprised when he brought in a crew to decorate the entire house for the holidays. At first I thought we were having a party, but then nothing happened. I guess he just wanted the place to look festive. It seems a shame to let all this go to waste if we’re not going to do something Christmassy.

      “I suppose,” he says cautiously. “If you finish your studies on time.”

      “I will,” I promise and then scoop up the pills on the tray and wash them down with the last of my juice. Once I’m finished, he stands, and I do the same. “Uncle Logan?”

      He stops on his way out of the dining room just as the servers come in to clear our dishes. “Yes?”

      “Is it all right if I wear this dress today?” I’m not sure if I need permission to keep it on, but something tells me it will go a long way to get on his good side if I do.

      He takes his time looking me up and down before his eyes linger on my chest again. Is it really that tight?

      “You may,” he finally agrees, and with those two words, he’s gone.
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          LOGAN

        

      

    

    
      When my driver pulls up to the front of the house, I don’t wait for him to open my door for me. “Have a Merry Christmas, sir,” he tells me, and I nod his way. Most of the staff are off tonight and tomorrow to be with their families. Up until this year, I didn’t have any of my own to spend the holidays with. That’s until Milly showed up.

      My reckless brother and his on-again-off-again wife dropped their daughter on my doorstep almost a year ago so they could live the lives of vagrants. The best thing they ever did for their daughter was to give her up, and selfishly, it’s worked to my benefit.

      Not long after she moved in, she turned eighteen, and since then I’ve been grooming Milly for her future here. I’ve brought in the best tutors, and she’s risen to the challenge. I’ve also taken her health and well-being into my care and cultivated her body into my own personal wet dream.

      “Welcome home, Uncle Logan,” Milly says as she greets me at the door.

      The green dress was exactly what I told Rosanne to include in her weekly clothing purchases, and it looks just as stunning as I’d imagined. Milly goes up on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek, and I hand her my coat. When she turns to hang it up in the closet, my eyes feast on her round ass.

      “How did your lessons go today?” I ask, reminding myself to keep control.

      “Great. I finished everything early just as I promised.”

      “Good girl,” I tell her, and I don’t miss the sweet smile she gives me every time I praise her. Milly loves being praised, and I can only assume it’s because she didn’t get it often from her parents. “As a treat, I’ve given you a break from your tours until the first of the year.”

      “Are you serious?” Her eyes widen in shock, but then she’s the one surprising me by jumping into my arms. “Thank you, thank you, thank you, Uncle Logan.”

      Her soft curves press against me, and it feels so fucking good. Her tits are bigger than ever, and my mouth waters with what’s to come. Patience, Logan, I remind myself as Milly steps back.

      “You’ll still be required to fulfill your duties at home, but until the first of the year, you may enjoy your well-deserved time off.”

      “Of course,” she agrees quickly. “I’ll do anything you ask.”

      “Good girl,” I say again, and this time she beams. Oh sweet Milly, if you only knew.

      “Do you want to watch a movie now? Most of the staff has gone home early, so it’s just us.”

      Exactly how I planned for it to be. “I don’t see why not.”

      She bounces on her bare feet as she takes my hand and then practically pulls me to the entertainment room. I had this area of the mansion renovated earlier this year, but we don’t use it often. There’s a large screen like a movie theater with rows of couches and chairs. I let the staff know we’d be using it tonight, and they’ve set out candy and fresh popcorn. I also notice blankets and pillows provided on the couch in the middle, and Milly goes straight for that one.

      “I didn’t know which movie to tell them to play so they set up three different ones.” She grabs the remote off the table, and I take a seat in the middle of the couch. I lean back and spread my knees so my cock has room to stretch down my thigh. I’m hard, and it’s beginning to get annoying that I can’t do anything about it.

      Soon.

      “Why don’t we start with the first and see how it goes,” I offer, and Milly agrees. When she goes to take a seat, I pat the spot next to me. “Right here.”

      She hesitates for only a second before doing what I tell her and sitting down right next to me. Being this close to her and having her body touching mine is going to drive me crazy, but it will be worth it.

      Milly enjoys herself while watching the movie, and I enjoy watching her. She eats popcorn and candy and eventually gets comfortable enough to tuck her feet on the couch beside her and lean against me. I’ve got my arm draped on the back of the sofa so she naturally fits into the crook of my arm.

      “What did your family do on Christmas Eve?” I ask once the first movie is over and the second begins.

      “Nothing really.” She shrugs. “Once I remember my mom telling me we had to put out milk and cookies for Santa, but that was so long ago.” She shrugs it off, but I can tell it bothers her. “You?”

      “No.” I shake my head and then reach down to touch a lock of her hair. I slide it between my fingers and feel her snuggle closer to me. “Although I like watching movies.”

      “Me too.” She peeks up at me, and there’s a little bit of chocolate on her bottom lip.

      “Let me get that for you,” I tell her as I lick my thumb and then slide it over her lip. As I do it, I make sure the tip slides in her mouth just a tiny bit. When I feel her tongue against it, I swallow hard and force myself to remove my thumb from her mouth. “Good girl.” She doesn’t say another word as we go back to watching the movie, but she does get a little closer.

      After some time passes, I point to the table next to the popcorn. “Do you want some hot cocoa?”

      “Oh yes please, that sounds nice.”

      I instructed the staff to put out her usual bedtime drink before they left for the evening and make it into cocoa instead of tea. I pour her a mug and add extra marshmallows then join her on the couch again. By the time the third movie begins, she’s barely able to keep her eyes open. It’s not long after that she slumps against me and is completely asleep.

      Carrying her in my arms, I climb the stairs to my room and lock the door. She doesn’t stir as I pull the covers back and place her in my bed. The room is completely dark so I turn on the bedside lamp so that I can see everything as I pull down her dress.
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          LOGAN

        

      

    

    
      Once I’ve got it off of her, I take a moment to appreciate her body in only her panties and bra. Usually when I sneak into her room, she’s totally unaware of what I do to her, but tonight will be different. Tonight I want her to know what’s happening.

      I’ve enjoyed having Milly as my little toy to play with, and all that I’ve been able to do with her while she sleeps. I told myself that if I could make her happy during the day, she could make me happy at night. Now I’ve come to realize I want her to know how good she makes me feel all the time.

      The sleeping dose I usually give her is much stronger, so I only did a little this time. I can tell it’s already wearing off as she stirs in my bed. Not wanting her to be afraid, I get on the bed with her and climb between her legs.

      “U-uncle Logan?” she says groggily.

      “I’m right here, Milly,” I tell her as I reach down and undo my belt.

      “W-what’s happening?” She blinks a few times, but she can’t seem to focus right away.

      “We forgot to put out milk and cookies for Santa,” I tell her as I take out my cock and push my pants down my ass.

      “What?” She’s totally confused, and then I feel her hands try in vain to push on my chest. “Why are you on top of me?”

      The dose isn’t strong, but it still slows down her movements and makes her weak. “Come on, Milly. You’re not a little girl anymore. You know who Santa is, don’t you?”

      She blinks and shakes her head, then tries once again to push me off. “Uncle Logan, what’s happening?”

      “I’m Santa,” I tell her as I reach for the clasp of her bra. “I’m the one that brings you presents and knows if you’ve been a good girl.”

      She stiffens when I take her bra off of her and toss it on the ground. Her heavy breasts spill out, and I can see pearls of milk already starting to leak. I could tell she was so full this morning when I looked at her in that dress. I knew she’d be dripping by tonight and I would need to suckle her more than usual.

      “Look at you, already dripping,” I tell her as I bend my head down and latch on to a nipple. The sweet cream hits my tongue, and I moan at how good she tastes while greedily lapping it up.

      “No, no, no, no.” Milly tries to struggle, but her hands are weak and fall to the bed before she can make contact.

      “You’re so full and swollen. Doesn’t this feel better?” My mouth goes to her other nipple, and she practically squirts in my mouth. I make a sound of approval even as she shakes her head.

      “Stop, please don’t do this.”

      “But this is your favorite part,” I tell her as I reach between us and pull her panties to the side.

      “This can’t be happening.” Her feet try to kick out, but all it does is spread her legs wider.

      “Come on, Milly, don’t pretend you don’t like it. You’re so wet. Feel that?” I slide my fingers between her pussy lips, and she inhales sharply. “It’s running down your thighs.”

      “Uncle Logan.” She whines as I take my fingers away and grab my cock.

      “Don’t worry. I’m about to make it all better,” I tell her as I kiss her lips and then thrust inside.

      “No!” she cries out, but I ignore her protests.

      “That’s it,” I grunt as I thrust deep and feel my cock strain with the need to cum. “Relax. I know it doesn't hurt.”

      “W-Why?” She whimpers, and I go harder. “Why doesn't it hurt?”

      “Oh, sweet girl, this isn’t our first time.” The realization dawns on her as I dip my head lower and lick her nipples. “Santa needs more milk with his cookies.”

      “You’ve done this to me before?”

      “You like when I suck on them and fuck you at the same time” is my answer as I thrust in harder. “I’ve loved having you live here, and from now on, you’re going to be the woman of the house.” She tries to close her eyes, but I hold her chin so she’s forced to look at me. “You’re going to do this for me every night or I’ll go back to putting you to sleep. Your choice.”

      “Uncle Logan, we can’t do this.” She sniffs.

      “Nobody needs to know you’re my niece. From now on, you’ll be on my arm and on my cock.” Milk leaks out of her tits, and I bend down to rub my face against them.

      “You’re not supposed to do this to me,” she says with an edge, and I reach between us.

      “I can do whatever the fuck I want,” I tell her, and when I rub her clit, she cries out. “And I can make you love it.”

      “No.” She shakes her head, but I just smile.

      “Don’t worry. It’s not the first time you’ve cum on my cock.” I circle her clit just the way she likes it, and I feel her pussy clench around me. She’s still so tight, but the pills I give her make her so fucking wet it’s easy for me to go as deep and hard as I want.

      “Don’t make me like it.” She squeezes her eyes shut, but I don’t stop.

      “There it is, you feel that? That’s us, sweet girl. That’s you and me fucking that’s making all that mess.”

      “Oh god.” She inhales, and her body tightens. Then she screams as her orgasm hits her, and I fuck her so hard the headboard slaps against the wall.

      Deeper and deeper my cock goes while she cums and I sink in all the way to my balls. They draw up tight until my sack can’t take anymore, and I nut right in her teenage cunt. It’s so pretty and pink as the cum pours out from around my cock, and she keeps pulsing with her own orgasm.

      Looking down at her soft body stuffed full of my dick and her nipples leaking milk, all I can think about is fucking her all over again.

      “Merry Christmas,” I tell her as I bend down and latch on to her once more.
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          MILLY

        

      

    

    
      “Do you like it?” Uncle Logan asks me after I open up the present.

      “It’s beautiful. Like all the rest,” I say honestly.

      It’s Christmas, and I’ve spent hours opening one present after another. Each is more beautiful and perfect than the one before.

      “That’s the one you wanted, isn’t it?”

      “I don’t remember saying I wanted this necklace,” I tell him a little sharply, but then he gives me a confused look.

      “Yes, you did. Last April when we were at the museum. I commented on the necklace in the painting and you said you wished you had a necklace like that. No one knew if the necklace existed or was just in the painting, so I had the jeweler make you a replica.”

      “Oh” is all I can say as I look down at the necklace that is filled with all kinds of jewels. I didn’t think it was real, but clearly I was wrong.

      Today has been confusing, to say the least.

      Last night was like a blur, and when I woke up, I thought maybe I dreamed it. That was until Uncle Logan went down on me and made me orgasm on his face. Then he had sex with me three times before he would let me get out of bed. The last time I was on all fours like a dog while he did it from behind. I tried not to like it and kept telling myself that it was awful even as I pushed back to take more. Even as I got wetter and came around his cock. Even as I silently begged for him to keep going.

      Since the house staff is off today, he cooked for me. I didn’t realize how hungry I was, but I ate until I couldn’t hold another bite. Once he was satisfied I’d had my fill, he brought me into the lounge and showed me the mountain of presents. I didn’t know how to act because this was so unlike Uncle Logan. Our relationship before last night was distant and somewhat cold. But to have him smiling at me while he made me food and then spoil me with gifts was like waking up in a new world. Maybe that’s what this is.

      “Uncle Logan—” I start to say, but he cuts me off.

      “I’ve got one more present for you,” he tells me, and I look around the room.

      “How can there possibly be anything more?”

      To my complete shock, he reaches into his pocket and takes out a small velvet box. He places it on his knees and crooks his finger at me. “Come here, sweet girl.”

      I’m hesitant because when he gets his hands on me, my body betrays my mind. I know it’s wrong for him to touch me, but when he does it, all I can do is hope he never stops. Does that make me as bad as him?

      When his smile drops, I know that I don’t have a choice, so I get up from where I’m sitting on the floor and go sit on the couch next to him.

      “When you first came here, I was angry,” he tells me as he takes my hands in his. “I didn’t want the responsibility of caring for someone; anything really.” He bends down and kisses my hand. “Then you looked at me with those big, beautiful eyes like I was your savior, and it made me feel like a god.”

      He’s not wrong. I remember thinking of him in that way too. He opens the little velvet box to reveal a gigantic diamond surrounded by dark red rubies. I can’t help the little gasp that leaves me at the sight of it.

      “I love you, and I want you forever, Milly,” he says as take the ring out of the box and puts it on my finger. “I want to give you the world.”

      Before we came down to eat earlier today, he gave me a bag like Rosanne usually drops off, and inside was a beautiful red dress. He also gave me special panties and a bra to go with it, and he asked me to wear them today. This was so out of character for him, but maybe it wasn’t. Maybe this has been the kind of man he is all along, and he didn’t know how to give me all of him.

      “I don’t have anything to give you” is all I can say.

      Sure, I could resist this and run away, but what is waiting for me beyond those doors? Nothing and no one. Here in this mansion, I’ve got someone who loves me and all that I could dream of. All I have to do is ask for it, and I know that Uncle Logan will give it to me with a smile.

      “I think you know what you can give me in return,” he says, and I nod.

      “I do,” I agree and stand from the couch.

      Reaching down, I grab the bottom of my dress and pull it over my head in one smooth motion. The bra he asked me to wear today has a clasp in the front that opens the silk cups and exposes my nipples. At the sight of them, his eyes darken, and he licks his lips. That triggers my own reaction, and I can feel drops of warm milk spill out.

      When I go to push my panties down, he shakes his head. “Leave them on.” He swallows hard like he’s having to control himself. “I like pushing them to the side.” I nod at his request and reach between my legs to pull them over. When cool air brushes against my pussy, I can feel how wet I am.

      “The first time I went into your room I was so nervous,” he says as he gets off the couch. “I fumbled in the dark and ended up cumming in my pants before I ever touched you.” He kneels down in front of me and puts his hands on my hips. “The more I touched you, the more I needed to touch you.” He leans closer, and I feel his warm tongue slide between my folds. “Some nights I would go in there and just hold you while you slept.”

      I moan as his mouth moves over all the sensitive skin. How can I want this so badly all while knowing how wrong it is?

      “Other nights I would eat your pussy for hours.” Everything south of my belly button clenches, and he chuckles. “You’re greedy for it even when you’re sleeping.”

      He buries his face against my pussy, and I cry out as the orgasm swallows me whole. The next thing I know, he’s got me on all fours right next to the Christmas tree. I don’t have time to catch my breath as his huge cock thrusts in so deep it feels like it’s in my stomach. I keep bracing for it to hurt, but clearly that shouldn’t have ever been a concern.

      He licks my shoulder as he comes over my body and begins to hump me like an animal. I’m embarrassed at how wet I am and then ashamed when I spread my knees wider. He makes me feel so good that I forget he’s my uncle.

      “The first time I entered you I couldn’t breathe,” he says as his cock throbs. “It felt like you sucked my soul out of my chest, and I came so fast.”

      “Please,” I beg, not knowing if I’m begging him to stop or to keep going.

      “You slept like an angel while I filled you full of cum.” He licks the shell of my ear, and I’m so close to another orgasm. “I know I’m your uncle, but I can be your daddy too if you want.”

      “Oh god,” I moan as the orgasm that was threatening breaks free. My arms give out while my ass stays in the air and he fucks me into the floor.

      “Fuck, you hear that?” The sound of his heavy sack slapping against me echoes around the room. “That sounds like a yes to me.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I tell him, and his cock goes solid as warmth floods my pussy.

      “Shit.” He hisses like he didn’t mean to go so fast, and I grin to myself.

      He pulls out, and I roll over onto my back, realizing that I landed in a pile of presents. Uncle Logan isn’t done with me yet as he thrusts his still hard cock back in my pussy.

      “I’ve got lots of spoiling still to do,” he tells me as he bends down and latches on to my nipple.

      “Me too,” I tell him as I run my hands through his hair and he moves to my other nipple.

      Maybe this can be wrong and right at the same time. At least that’s what this feels like to me. As I clench around him and milk his cock, he tells me all about our dirty future.

      

      
        
        The End!
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      She's going behind bars to save him. Who will save her? 
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          CINNAMON

        

      

    

    
      Holding the box closer to my chest, I look up at the cold concrete building, and my heart breaks. I can’t believe my daddy is locked up over Christmas. It’s the worst place to be during the holidays but most especially because he’s the only person I have left.

      The loud buzz of the door startles me, and I almost drop the present. When the guard steps out, he takes a look at me and the other family members waiting to be let in. I’m surprised there’s not more people because this is the only time they allow visitors on Christmas, but I guess that’s just the way things go.

      I don’t miss the way the guard looks back at me and his eyes linger on my chest. In Daddy’s last letter, he told me to dress real pretty for him since it was Christmas, but now I’m wondering if maybe I dressed a little too pretty.

      The guard steps back and lets us all come through the gates as they check us in and take down our information. I glance over my shoulder one last time when I hear the sound of the steel door sealing shut.

      “What’s your name, sweetie?” the guard asks, and I nearly jump out of my skin. I didn’t see him move so close, and I have to take a second to think about what he asked.

      “Um, Cinnamon.”

      The grin that slowly spreads across his lips is scary. “You’re Walt’s girl, aren’t you?” He licks his lips as his eyes once again move over my body and then linger on my chest.

      I nod and bite my lip as I try to use the present to cover my breasts. It’s probably no use since they’ve always gotten attention. Ever since they came in, I can’t keep people from staring at me.

      “He told me you’d be here today.” While all the other family members are led into the main visitation room, he eyes the box in my arms. “Is that what I think it is?”

      I nod again, unable to form words. I’m too scared and too afraid that I’ll say the wrong thing. Daddy gave me very clear instructions, and he said that I shouldn’t talk too much. Maybe he knows it’s because I’ll ramble if I get nervous. He’s not wrong.

      Ever since he’s been locked up, I’ve had to take on more responsibilities at home. He’s done a lot even behind bars, but it’s given me a chance to grow up a little. After turning eighteen, he transferred all the money into my account and told me how to pay all the bills. It’s been a learning experience, which was great, but I’m ready for him to be home and to take over again. As much as I love the tiny amount of independence it gave me, I much prefer Daddy to take care of me.

      “Then let’s take you to see your daddy,” the guard says, and when I walk by him I feel his hand move to my back as he leads me down the hall to the visitation area.

      The more steps we take, the lower his hands goes, and right before we walk in I can feel his big palm on my ass. My cheeks are red from embarrassment, but Daddy told me not to argue with them or make a scene. He wants today to go perfectly, and I do too.

      When I see Daddy on the other side of the room cuffed to a table, I’m both happy to see him and sad all at once. The guard's hand falls away from my ass as he takes his post by the door and I run over to Daddy.

      It’s instinct to want to fall into his arms, but when he’s cuffed like this, he can’t hold me. Not the way I want him to. I can’t even sit in his lap, which has always been my favorite thing. Daddy’s bright orange jumpsuit reminds me that we’re not at home.

      “It’s okay, baby girl, come here and let me see you. I want to get a real good look.”

      “Do you like it?” I ask as I place his gift on the table and do a little twirl for him.

      The Santa Claus dress seemed to cover more of the mannequin than me, but I thought it would cheer him up to see me in Christmas colors. The skirt is way shorter than I usually wear, but the white fur around the bottom was so soft I couldn’t resist. The sweetheart neckline is cut extra low too, but it was the biggest size they had, and I didn’t have much time to find something else.

      He makes a humming sound of appreciation, and I see his knees widen. He probably wants me to sit on his lap, and I wish I could. I miss how close we used to be, and since he’s been gone I’ve longed for that affection.

      “You look perfect, baby girl.” It’s funny because when he looks at me all I want to do is show off for him. It’s nothing like when the guard does it. “Come sit down next to me, and let’s talk for a bit.”

      “I did everything you asked,” I tell him as I take the seat beside him and reach for his cuffed hands on top of the table. I nod toward the gift and then sigh. “Are you sure about this?”

      “Yeah, but there’s a couple of details I didn’t want to tell you. Not until you were here in person. I didn’t want to write it in my letter and have the wrong people see it.”

      “What is it?” I can tell from his serious tone that it’s something really important.

      “You trust me don’t you, baby girl?” His fingers twine with mine, and I’m reminded for the millionth time how much I miss his touch.

      “Of course I do, Daddy. More than anyone else in the whole world.” He bends down and places a kiss on my fingers and then brushes his lips over them a few times. The soft caress of his mouth on my skin is tender and sweet. Which is what I’ve been missing all these months. I guess I took for granted just how much I needed him until he was gone.

      “Then I need you to do what they say when they take me away. Got it?”

      “What?” I glance around at the guards in the room, and a couple of them are watching us. “What’s going to happen?”

      “Just do what you’re told, and everything is going to be all right.” He grins at me, and it warms my soul even in the coldest place.

      “You know I always do what you tell me to.” I wink at him, and it must be the right answer. He looks me up and down in my little costume, and I preen a little as his attention.

      “You do, baby girl. You sure do.” He kisses my hand again.

      “Daddy,” I whisper, and he does it once more.

      “I’ll see you soon” is all he says before he leans back and nods to the guard who brought me in.

      “Where are you going?” It’s only been a few minutes, and all the other family members are still here.

      Just then, another guard comes over and unlocks Daddy. He stands from the table and then he’s led out of the visitors’ room without another word.

      “Come with me,” the first guard says as he grabs the gift off the table.

      “Do I really have to go?” I want to cry as I do what I was told and follow him out of the room. “I didn’t even get to say goodbye or Merry Christmas.” I sniff, but the guard ignores me.

      When we get to the entrance, I want to beg him to take me back, but just when I’m about to, he opens a side door. I hesitate, and he nods toward it.

      “You want to see your daddy, don’t you? Then come with me.”

      Get it here!
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