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      Since I didn’t want to show up to Dad’s new place empty-handed, thus making him think I was only there to make fun of him for ending up in that one-room dump after the divorce, I stopped by one of the few stores open on Christmas and got him a discounted handkerchief set. It was already cheap to begin with, but the clearance pricing made it that much more appealing to me.

      Mom had told me to ignore him, saying he didn’t deserve anything except our scorn after what he’d done, but she didn’t have to worry about me feeling sorry for Dad. He was a disgusting creeper who’d gotten everything he deserved and should have ended up this way so much sooner.

      “Naughty.”

      “Huh?” I looked away from my phone to face the guy dressed in a vibrant Santa suit but with a goat-head mask. I grinned. “‘Sup, Krampus. Punished many naughty children?”

      “Naturally.” He uncovered the large red donation bucket on the ground next to him, pulled out a large lump of coal, and held it out to me.

      “What?” I took the coal, willing to play along. “I thought Santa gave out coal. Aren’t you supposed to stuff kids in a bag and beat them with switches?”

      “Times have changed, and now corporal punishment is frowned upon.” He replaced the lid on the red bucket. “You have a choice to be forgiven or to be punished.” He gestured to the coal I held.

      I looked down and gasped as it disintegrated into black sand sifting through my fingers. In its place was now a red greeting card envelope. “Whoa. Neat trick.”

      “Keep it, and your naughtiness will be forgiven. Give it to your father, and your naughtiness will be punished. Both options lead to a closer relationship with your father, but keeping the card leads to a closeness based on love, while giving the card leads to a closeness based on money. The choice is yours.”

      “How about neither, you weirdo?” I readied to fling the card at him, but couldn’t move to throw it. Despite wanting no part of whatever this was, I maintained a firm grasp on the card. “What is⁠—”

      I startled back and looked around quickly.

      Krampus and his bucket were gone.

      “What the hell?” I looked at the card, still wanting to get rid of it, but unable to bring myself to let it go. “Whatever. I’ll just give it to Dad. Krampus said I would get money if I did. Who needs forgiveness from that asshole? Just give me the money.”

      
        
        *

        [Dad]

      

      

      Remote work data entry that barely covered the cost of my shitty one-room apartment and the internet needed to do my job was the best I could do after everything that happened. Fired from my tenured position at the university and cleaned out in the divorce, my life was in shambles.

      Starting over from the bottom was hard, especially at my age.

      No other school would hire me because of the scandal. I had to go for jobs that wouldn’t care about my background, which meant remote work for companies that just needed drones for busywork. The only good thing about the job was that I got paid based on how much I worked. Each data entry packet paid a set amount upon completion. So, the more packets I cleared, the more I got paid.

      That was why I was pounding away at my keyboard on Christmas instead of anything else. Not that it mattered. I had nothing to celebrate, nor anyone to celebrate with.

      My family had blocked my number. My friends cut me off. Everything was gone. I had nothing but work and trying to make enough to get close to where I was before.

      Knock, knock.

      Knocking on my front door startled me. I wasn’t late on rent, so it couldn’t be the asshole from the leasing office again. Probably someone who had gotten the wrong house.

      I stomped to the door, already pissed off that this interruption was costing me money. “Who… Crystal?”

      “Hi, Daddy.” My eighteen-year-old daughter was all smiles as she nudged past me. “Merry Christmas.”

      “Does your mother know you’re here?” I looked outside, looking for my ex-wife or anyone else. It was just Crystal.

      “Yeah. It’s no big deal. Here.” Crystal held out a small wrapped box with a card on top.

      “I… this…” I took the gift and couldn’t believe I was getting it, even if it was a cheap handkerchief set. “Thanks, Crys. Really. Thanks. But… I didn’t get you anything.”

      “No big. I wasn’t expecting anything.” Her phone chimed, and she checked it, getting into a text conversation without even excusing herself. Not that I took offense.

      “Can you stay?”

      “Just for a little bit.”

      “Have a seat. Let me close out the thing I was working on and then we can chat.”

      “Sure.” Crystal sat on my couch.

      I went to my bedroom office and logged out of my work. After changing into a clean shirt, I opened the gift and card my daughter had brought me.

      The handkerchief gift set was generic and cheap and still had the clearance price tag on it. That annoyed me a little, but compared to getting nothing, I wasn’t that upset about it.

      Next was the card that had a goat-headed Santa on the front and a giant QR code inside. No message, just the code.

      I showed the code to my laptop camera and then clicked the link that popped up.

      It was a video link. I assumed it was safe to access since Crystal gave it to me, so I clicked it.

      The vertical video seemed to be a recorded phone call between Crystal and a friend.

      “I got the video you wanted, but you saw it. Are you sure about posting this, Crys? He’s your dad.”

      “And? That’s his stupidity for doing it in the first place, even more so for doing it someplace he could get caught.” Crystal snorted a derisive laugh. “This is only what he deserves for cheating on Mom.”

      “Okay, but do you really need to go this far just so Clint dumps Amy and hooks up with you? This could end badly.”

      “For them. No one told that dumb bitch to suck off my dad where you could record them. Play stupid games, win stupid prizes. Post it already.”

      “Fine. Fine. I’m posting it.”

      “Make sure to include their full names so there’s no doubt. Do you have Amy’s student ID? Post that too. My dad’s driver’s license, as well. Just black out the numbers.”

      “I’ve got them, and I am.” A brief pause filled with tapping on a keyboard and beeps from a computer. “There. It’s done.”

      I stopped the video, my hand shaking as I glared at my computer screen.

      The video Crystal and her friend were talking about was of a student sucking off her professor in his office. Amy was the student—my student. And I was the professor. The curtains to my office had been closed, but obviously not enough, as the video showed. Said video had appeared on the school forum under a fake faculty account. Shortly after, I’d lost my job while Amy had been expelled for cheating.

      That same video had made its way to my wife, who’d promptly filed for divorce and taken me for everything she could, even some things I hadn’t thought she could.

      Was I at fault? Sure, but not really. It was a fucking blowjob. I’d put my dick in a student’s mouth, not her pussy. Also, she’d come to me for that arrangement. I hadn’t solicited shit from her or any other student who’d come to me seeking extra credit to raise their grades as the news reports had lied when the story dropped. Blowjobs barely constituted cheating, and yet the consequences spoke for themselves.

      Crystal, my daughter, who I’d raised with love and doted on for eighteen years, had caused all my current misery. She’d ruined my life just to eliminate her competition so she could hook up with a guy she would probably dump by Valentine’s Day, if not New Year’s. She hadn’t even hesitated, and then had nerve to laugh about it.

      I was ready to rush out and give her a piece of my mind when the computer screen beeped, getting my attention.

      
        
          
            
              
        Krampus

      

      
        Your daughter was naughty. Scan code to punish her.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Huh?”

      What the hell did that mean? Was this some kind of joke? Except I didn’t care because I wanted to punish Crystal for fucking up my life.

      I used my phone to scan the QR code on the screen. The link that popped up led to a site with a giant red button and instructions⁠—

      
        
          
            
              
        Alert

      

      
        Move phone near target and then tap button for one hour of complete obedience.

      

      

      

      

      

      I returned to the couch where Crystal sat, still texting on her phone and not bothering to look up when I stood in front of her. Fine. She didn’t need to pay attention to me as I pointed my phone at her and tapped the button.

      Jingling bells filled my small apartment, way louder than I thought was possible from my phone. So loud it made me a little dizzy.

      It seemed to have the same effect on Crystal, who startled so badly she dropped her phone before grabbing her head with a groan.

      The sound lasted a minute and then stopped. Once it did, my phone loaded a new page.

      
        
          
            
              
        Alert

      

      
        Target will now obey your every command for one hour.

      

      

      

      

      

      A timer clock appeared on my screen, already counting down. Another message appeared, pushing the clock to the upper corner.

      
        
          
            
              
        Alert

      

      
        She recorded you and posted it for her gain. Return the favor and post it here for your gain.

      

      

      

      

      

      A record button appeared on the screen. Below that was a fee schedule for a variety of sexual acts.

      I wasn’t the type of deviant who would put my hands on my daughter, but for the money this app was offering, I could sure as hell become one.

      “What was that?” Crystal asked, glaring at me. “Was that a prank or something?”

      “No. It was payback for ruining my life. Like the site said, I should return the favor.”

      “What are you talking about? I didn’t ruin your life. You did that your⁠—”

      “Shut up.”

      Crystal closed her mouth and then blinked quickly in surprise before trying and failing to speak. Her mouth was moving, but no sound came out. Her surprise turned into panic. She pointed frantically at her moving mouth with pleading in her wide eyes.

      So it was true. I could control her, and I couldn’t be happier that all this was real.

      I stepped back and aimed my phone at my little girl. “Striptease, $100. Show me your sexiest, sluttiest striptease, Crystal. Get all the way into it and make all the viewers truly believe you’re down to fuck.”

      My daughter’s expression changed from panicked to sultry as she tossed aside the phone she’d just picked up and proceeded to undulate her body as she removed her clothing. She took off her panties last and dangled them on one finger out to the side while she turned her back to me, bent over, and shook her ass.

      Beep.

      My phone chimed an alert that signaled the video ending even though I hadn’t stopped the recording. A notification popped up that informed me $90 had been deposited into my account. Where was the other $10? Had whoever taken out taxes?

      Crystal’s phone chimed and seemed to snap her out of her sultry attitude. She let out a strangled squeak as she dropped into a huddled crouch while reaching for her phone.

      Her angry gasp brought me over to peer down at her phone. It showed a notification that $10 had been deposited to her account for her striptease video. She glared up at me, saying soundless words that appeared irate, and all I could do was grin.

      “POV blowjob, $100.” I unzipped my pants and pulled out my erection to wag in my daughter’s face. “Time for you to worship Daddy’s dick, Crys. Just pretend I’m your dream guy, and this dick-sucking will determine if you end up together. And go.” I tapped the record button.

      My little girl’s eyes sparkled with loving lust as she relaxed out of her huddle and into a kneeling position with her knees spread open wide, one hand stroking her pussy, and the other grasping my erection so she could suck her way onto it. She stared up at me while hollowing her cheeks as she bobbed on my piece. The lewd slurping noises coming from her only made my dick harder.

      I’d had lots of blowjobs in my life from girls who really wanted that A, though some of them had only earned a B with their oral skills. My daughter was giving a truly A+ performance as she sucked and slurped on dick while finger-fucking her pussy.

      The schlick-schlick of her pussy juices being churned was loud and clear. I only hoped the phone could hear it because that would make the video that much better. Just like pulling out of Crystal’s mouth at the moment I came so I spunked on her face was sure to make the video better, as well.

      My daughter didn’t balk or get upset. She just stuck out her tongue with her mouth opened wide, obviously wanting me to land a spurt in her mouth.

      I obliged her and then smiled as she swallowed as if my cum was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

      Beep.

      The video was over again without me ending it. The notification that $90 was deposited into my account came shortly before Crystal got a similar notification about her $10. But she was too distracted shaking and scrubbing at her face and tongue with her shirt to check her phone.

      “Solo vaginal finger-fucking, $100. Well, you were already doing that. Now you should really get into it. Fuck that pussy the way you want your dream guy to fuck it. And go.” I tapped the record button.

      Crystal dropped her shirt and leaned back onto the couch with her knees pulled to her chest and her thighs spread wide. She held her labia spread with one hand and stuffed three fingers from her other hand into her soaked pussy, pumping them quickly. Her lusty moans filled the room as she finger-fucked her way to a squirting orgasm.

      Beep.

      That was another $90 for me and $10 for Crystal.

      “Solo anal finger-fucking, $100. Same as you did with your pussy, Crys, just with your asshole this time.” I wasn’t sure that command would work, but my daughter rolled onto her knees with her ass pointed at me and proceeded to finger-fuck her asshole with two fingers slick with her pussy juices and come on them.

      Beep.

      “POV vaginal cowgirl with creampie, $200.” I got on my back on the floor, grinning so wide my face hurt. “Time to ride Daddy, Crys. Just pretend I’m that dream guy you really, really want to fuck so badly that nothing else matters but taking my load and coming from it.”

      Crystal gasped as if she would say something, but the sentiment never made it to her lips as the lustful demeanor took her over. She straddled my waist and then lowered into a squat. Reaching between us, she held my erection as she lowered her hot, slick pussy onto my piece.

      We both let out similar sighs of appreciative gratification.

      Damn, my little girl felt fucking amazing. Never mind not being the type of deviant asshole who would touch his daughter. I absolutely was now. For pussy this good, I was incest all day, every day with no guilt or qualms. Besides, Crystal owed me this.

      I bucked into my little girl as she met my every thrust with her big tits bouncing and happy cries of pleasure on her lips. It was hard to hold my phone steady with fucking this good, but I did it. I got the shot the app wanted while giving my daughter a shot right up against her unprotected cervix as she was grinding on my dick.

      Crystal came with a lustful moan and her head back, panting like the bitch in heat she was. After she caught her breath, she leaned back on her hands and lifted her hips.

      My daughter pulled off my piece and then jutted her hips up so I could get a perfect shot of her winking pussy drooling the cum I’d just given her.

      Beautiful.

      Also really fucking arousing.

      Beep.

      The notification said $190 for me. Huh? Not $180. I’d figured double the payout meant that we would both get double the money. But the app still only paid Crystal $10.

      That made me snicker. Served her right.

      Crystal toppled back, shaking her head, with horror contorting her beautiful features.

      “POV after-sex blowjob, $150. Get to sucking, daughter mine. You love my dick, after all. Worship it just the same way you did before.”

      My little girl’s expression changed to arousal. She crawled to me and stared into my eyes—also the camera—as she licked the mixture of cum and pussy juices off my erection before sucking her way down it and then bobbing on it. Her second blowjob was as good as the first. Better even. Definitely an A+ with extra credit, which was how she was able to suck another load out of me.

      Crystal opened her mouth to show my cum cradled on her cupped tongue. Then she closed her mouth, swallowed with a purr, and opened again to show my cum was all gone.

      Beep.

      That was $140 for me, and $10 for Crystal.

      That was also time up. The countdown clock hit zero, and another round of loud jingling filled the room, making me wince and Crystal groan while clutching her head.

      The app on my phone had a question on it:

      
        
          
            
              
        Alert

      

      
        Would you like to post all available videos to relevant websites for $100 each?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [ Y ]

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [ N ]

      

      

      

      

      

      The note under the question said there were over one hundred websites. That was over $10,000. Fuck yes! I stabbed the Yes button so hard that it surprised me that my phone screen didn’t crack.

      My phone, and only my phone, chimed a moment later with the notification that the money was deposited into my account. Hell yeah!

      The app asked another question:

      
        
          
            
              
        Alert

      

      
        Would you like to post videos to relevant persons?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [ Y ]

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [ N ]

      

      

      

      

      

      The note under the question listed several people that had me grinning. There was no payout, but that didn’t matter. It was the principle of the thing. The note also said the videos would be augmented based on the recipient. Whatever that meant. It didn’t matter. I happily stabbed my finger against the Y.

      “What did you do to me?” Crystal rasped with tears in her eyes.

      I pointed at her. “Ah! None of that shit. You got paid.”

      “Asshole! You⁠—”

      Crystal’s phone chimed rapidly with text messages while also ringing with a call she answered, already sniffling. “Mommy, you have to⁠—”

      “What the hell is this, Crystal?! Why would you send me this?!” My wife’s irate voice was so loud that she didn’t need speakerphone.

      “Wha—”

      “You’re fucking your father?!”

      “WHAT?! No! Mommy⁠—”

      “Don’t bother coming back here, you sick bitch!”

      The call ended with Crystal appearing shocked. The reaction only lasted until another call came through. This time it was her boyfriend breaking up with her after the video she sent him of her fucking some old guy.

      Somehow the video sent to my ex-wife had included my face, while the one sent to Crystal’s boyfriend—now ex—hadn’t. So that’s what the app had meant by augmenting the videos based on the recipient.

      Still other calls came from angry friends and family, who called Crystal sick for sending them the sex videos. One former friend even claimed to have reported my daughter for the unsolicited videos. Next came notifications and text messages about her social accounts being banned for posting illicit content.

      Even her school, the college where I used to teach, called to let her know that she didn’t need to return after winter break, and they would be refunding her tuition. The reason for the expulsion was the videos she’d just posted on the school forums that someone must have been monitoring for them to react so quickly.

      My little girl’s life was as ruined as mine was. That felt almost as good as fucking her had. Almost. Nothing was better than that barely legal, forbidden fruit pussy milking my dick.

      My phone chimed with a text from one of the sites where the app had posted my videos. They were offering me $100 per video for more of the same videos. Similar messages came from the other sites.

      I crouched near my shaken daughter and said with a grin on my face, “It seems you have no place to go, daughter mine. No money either, except what you just earned fucking me.”

      Crystal looked at me, confusion and shock dominating her expression.

      “Of course you can stay with me.” I showed her one message on my phone. “For a price.”

      Crystal read the message a few times. A broken giggle left her lips. It was short and sharp. She giggled again, longer and more manic this time. “Closer based on money,” she mumbled and then giggled more.

      Hm. Seemed I needed to give her a moment to get over the shock.

      No rush. She would be fucking me eventually. She didn’t have a choice because I was the only one she had left now that we were in similar boats. And here I’d thought I would never have a close relationship with my little girl again. It seemed I was wrong.

      Merry Christmas to me.
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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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