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I don't care about a lot of things. Not since Mom died. Since then, it's just been me and Grayson. My father. A man who somehow manages to be both completely invested in my life and at the same time so fucking distant. He finds every single way, every single angle, to get involved when I don't need him to, and it pisses me off so much.

And the latest thing he does is the final straw for me. His new wife. A twenty-seven-year-old blonde bimbo who is, for God knows why, older than me by just two years. When he brought her home to introduce her to me, I was stunned, and it still feels like a goddamn slap in the face. I'm twenty-five, and somehow, Dad decides to marry a woman in my age bracket.

I've been fine with his relationships up until this point. I don't mind him dating and don't care if he spends his weekends with some random woman, diving between anything that moves. After all, it's none of my business. But this? This feels like a betrayal.

Today, I make the conscious decision to show up late for his class—again. Because, why not? Not that I need a reason to, anyway. I'm a junior, but my father is a professor at the same college. His course is a joke, honestly. I can't bear to watch him teach about values, knowing his so-called values are questionable. But it’s an elective I need for my degree, so here we are.

I saunter into the classroom like I own the place, black lace skirt swishing around my legs, boots clicking against the polished marble floors. My pin-straight black hair swishes with each movement I take, falling onto my shoulders. The room is empty, except for the man standing by his desk, packing his papers.

I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed over my chest, and take a long look at him. He doesn't look back, probably too busy with whatever paperwork he's going to pretend to grade over the next few weeks.

“Are you going to just stand there, or are you going to say something?” he finally grumbles, his voice echoing through the large classroom, not even bothering to face me.

“Why? Did you miss me, old man?” I drawl, a smile pulling on my dark-painted lips. I push off the doorframe and begin walking toward his desk, my boots making a satisfying clack with every step. He doesn't respond. He never does. Instead, his back stiffens. I can tell he's holding back.

“Not here for the lecture, just here to piss you off,” I add, with a satisfied smirk.

He sighs. Loudly. “Class ended a long time ago, Eve. And you know that. You've been doing this for years already. We've talked about this before.”

“Yeah, well, maybe this time I actually have a legitimate reason for skipping.” I lean against his desk, flipping my hair over my shoulder and watching him. The classroom has a faint smell of chalk dust, coffee, and a bit of his cologne.

“What? Why have you gone silent?” I mock. “Is it because you know I'm right?” I ask, raising an eyebrow, challenging him.

“What do you want from me, Eve? We've talked about it already. What do you want me to say?”

I scoff. “I just want to know why,” I start, my voice biting the air between us. “Why her? Why now? You couldn't find someone your own age? Or, better yet, someone who isn't still in their twenties and—” I can't help it. The words spill out before I can stop them. “—and someone who isn't close to my age? That's weird.”

Dad’s face darkens, and his jaw tightens. His blue eyes, the same shade as mine, narrow as if calculating something. He sets his bag down on the desk with a loud thud.

“Don't start. We're not going to do this today. Especially not here. We've been through this before. I'm not going to justify my life to you.”

“Why not? Because you're too busy justifying everything to her?” I shoot back, crossing my arms.

“Stop.” His voice is firmer now. “I'm not talking about her. You want to have this conversation, we'll talk about it when we're at home, okay? But you can't keep coming in here and throwing these tantrums every chance you get.”

I scoff once more. “Tantrums? Oh, I'm sorry, is this making you uncomfortable? Do you need me to tone it down for you, old man?”

He sighs, rubbing a hand across his face. His patience is clearly running thin, but I can't deny that I'm enjoying this. For once, I'm getting under his skin, and I don't care what it costs me. My anger for this situation is very much real, but seeing him getting riled up gives me so much satisfaction. If he wants peace, he's not going to stay with that bitch.

“I just need you to respect my boundaries. That's all I’m asking of you,” He pauses, his voice lower now, a little more measured. “You don't have to like her, but I'm asking you to respect that she's a part of my life. We're married, and that means she's part of this family now. Whether you like it or not.”

I stare at him, incredulous.

“Family?” I bark out a laugh. “You think marrying some girl barely older than me makes her part of my family? Yeah, no thanks. I'm good.”

He stiffens, his face hardening. “Eve, that's enough. You don't have to like it, but you will show her some respect. I'm not just some—”

“Cradle robber?” I finish, cutting him off with a smirk. “Because let's be real, Dad. That's exactly what she is. Just a desperate woman who thought she'd hit the jackpot with an older guy. Nothing more, nothing less.”

His eyes darken, and I can see the muscles in his neck strain, causing a ripple effect from his shoulders down to his chest like he's fighting the urge to throw something at me. Instead, he leans forward on the desk, his palms flat against the wood.

“Enough,” he grinds out, his voice like gravel. “I'm not going to have this conversation in front of a classroom.”

I can tell that's it. He's done. He has reached his limit.

But I'm not.

“No, let's talk about it, Grayson,” I say, leaning toward him, face to face now. I can see his eye twitch. He hates it when I call him by his name instead of “dad”. I smile.

His hands tighten into fists. I can see the anger bubbling beneath the surface, and part of me wants to provoke it even more—to poke the wounded tiger even more—until he snaps. He takes a slow, deep breath, his gaze flicking to the door steadily.

“If that's all, I want you to come—no, you will come home for Christmas Eve, Eve. And you will be polite. You'll give her a chance. This... thing we have, this family, won't work if you keep acting like this. Not everything's about you.”

I can feel the blood rise in my veins, and for a split second, I think about storming out. Just leaving and never looking back. But that’s pussy behavior. And I'm no pussy.

“You want me to spend Christmas with her? You want me to just 'give it a chance'?” I repeat, laughing at the absurdity of it. “I'd rather choke on hot charcoal than spend one minute with her. Like I'm supposed to sit at a table and pretend she's not your—” I can't even bring myself to finish it. “—your wife?”

Dad's eyes flash. “Yes, I do. Because whether you like it or not, she's part of this family now, and if you want to be a part of it, too, you'll have to make peace with that. We keep going back on this subject, and it's enough!”

The words hang in the air like a challenge. And I'm not sure whether I'm more pissed off or just tired of fighting it. I stand, staring him down for one last moment, my lips pressed tightly together.

“Fuck you,” I spit.

Before I can even process what's going on, his big hand wraps around my neck, tightening around my windpipe, blocking all air from flowing. Surprise fills my features, but it's soon replaced by anger, as I stare right back into his heated eyes.

“What?” I croak, trying my best to talk, despite the feeling of my throat getting crushed under his hold. “Are you mad about the truth?”

“I'm mad at you for being such a little brat,” he snaps, and I manage a smile, feeling lightheaded already. “Whatever. It's not like you can do anything about it, anyway,” I grin, trying to claw my way out of his grip.

“Eve...don't push me,” he warns, clicking his tongue.

“What's the worst you can do?” I retort, and he turns me around over the desk, slamming my upper half over the wood. I gasp at the abruptness, trying to stand up properly, but he just presses me back down on the desk, leaving me bent over.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I grumble, irritated, struggling against him, but he's too strong. He pins me down with one hand easily while the other pulls down my skirt and panties in one go.

“The fuck—?” I exclaim, surprised at the sudden action. Why am I half naked, with my ass exposed to my father? I hear the clink of a belt and my heart sinks, and at the same time, it beats rapidly, preparing for what's to come.

“I'm going to spank you twenty times, and I want you to count every single strike I give you, and thank me after. If you don't, I won't stop,” he says sternly.

I roll my eyes. Who the hell does he think he is, bossing me around like this—

Crack!

My voice shatters as the belt lands on the skin of my ass, burning from the lick. I bite back a cry, toes curling at the immediate pain that runs through my spine like lightning. Adrenaline shoots through my body, and with a racing heart, I manage to channel the hurt, despite my sudden blurry vision.

Crack!

Another lash across my ass. I jump at the sensation, stubbornly keeping my mouth shut, even with how agonizing this is. I want to scream, but I hold in as much of my suffering as possible.

Another crack and my knees buckle, but Dad immediately forces me back on my feet, so that he can continue his ministrations. “Up,” he commands.

So I groan, standing, losing my hold on myself. Crack! The lash cruelly kisses my skin. Crack! My back arches under the sting. It isn't until a few minutes later that I realize I can't take it anymore. Crack! My ass is ablaze.

Crack! My back and my ass receive a kiss of fire. 

“I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I didn't count. I don't remember how many, please...” I beg now, sweating and shaking. Snap! The belt lashes over my butt lightly this time.

“It took you long enough, you stubborn girl. Look how wet you are. You're basically dripping all over my floor,” he says, shoving a thigh in between my shaky legs. Shame creeps up my body in response to his words, but I don't say anything. I can't. It’s too much.

“Your ass should be up. Come on, don't be shy.” I obey this time, perking up my hips and pressing my chest to the desk.

“Huh?” I whimper with a shy glance at him. Crack! My ass is already bruised, and the ache goes well over what I believe to be my limit. I sob despite my foolish pride. Crack! He isn't stopping. If he goes on, I'm very sure I'll just collapse.

Crack! Shaking and crying like a pathetic idiot, I struggle to remain standing, although the pain is crushing. 

“Fuck, please, stop,” I plead weakly. Crack! Why isn't he stopping? How many has it been?

My ass is stinging and numb by the time he finally stops. My face is pressed into the desk now, and the cool contrast of the wood adds more sensations to my body.

He drapes himself over my back, pressing his lips against the shell of my ear. “Remember, you didn't lock the door. So if you keep screaming like that, someone can walk in and see you in this position, moaning like a bitch for your father.”

I shiver at his words, letting out a simultaneous moan, as my pussy clenches against nothing.

He chuckles. “You're very eager. Now, I understand why you've been throwing a tantrum about Brittany this whole time. Did you want Daddy's attention the whole time? You wanted Daddy all to yourself, huh? What a greedy, greedy girl...”

“Shut up! That's not true!” I say that, but my clit is furiously throbbing in arousal. Fuck, I just want him to fuck me. I want his hands everywhere around me, right now, before I burst.

“Don't worry, darling. I'll give you exactly what you want.” With that said, he grabs my arms and ties them behind my back with his belt, leaving me bent over and uncomfortable.

“Pretty,” he says, leaving another smack on the swell of my ass, adding to the pain-pleasure. I yelp, startled as I slump further on the desk. My back arches out some more, and I know that my ass is impossibly red from all the impact.

“More,” I gasp out.

He relents. With a firmer hand this time, he lands another slap against the second cheek, soothing it right after. A pained sound escapes from my mouth, dissolving into a moan, loud and obscene and downright dirty.

“Slutty, baby. That's what you are,” Dad comments, kneading my asscheeks in his hands and pulling them apart. My pussy throbs in anticipation, waiting for his cock, but it doesn't come. Instead, I hear the sound of him spitting, and feel a liquid drop on my asshole, dripping down. He ghosts a dry finger over my hole, and I gasp at the sensation.

“Wait, what are you—”

“Wanna get fucked, Eve?” he asks roughly.

“Wait, not there—” Before I can even get my word out completely, he thrusts his finger into my asshole, slowly, dragging against my tight walls. “So fucking tight, baby,” he groans, his voice gravelly with lust. The pain is unbelievable, but his fingers keep rubbing against one particular spot that feels...strange.

After a few minutes, I give easily around him. Dad picks up speed and brushes against the spot that makes my body jolt up, teasing me. He adds another finger, scissoring them inside me. Gasps and panting with near-delirious words leave my lips, and Dad pulls me back upright, yanking me back against his fingers by my hair. The action has me clenching around his fingers, fucking back onto them.

“Stop, it feels weird,” I say, hiccuping between my words when Dad’s fingers brush against my sweet spot.

He pulls his fingers out, and I hear him unzip his pants. He taps it against my hole once, and my asshole immediately clenches, feeling the full weight of his cock now.

“Wait, stop...it's too big, it's not going to fit,” I begin to protest, squirming against his hold.

“Shut up and take it!” He lines himself up with my hole and pushes in too fast for either of us to adjust. I let out a sharp cry, overwhelmed by the pain and the fullness. He buries himself to the hilt in a single breath, and I'm the loudest I've been so far, helpless to the feeling of the stretch. 

“Fuck. So big, you're so big. Too much, I can't—ngh,” I push my hips further back, sucking him in as much as I can. “Fuck, you're going to break me, ah—hnngggh, fuck me please,” I beg.

Spurred on by my words, my father succumbs and begins fucking me ruthlessly. Holding my hips in place, he begins to drive in and out of my hole like he's trying to break me.

Every time I squeeze around him, Dad speeds up his hips. “Taking me so well, pretty,” he praises around a moan.

“Good girl. So tight for me. Daddy's good girl. Does it still hurt?” Endless words of praise tumble out of his lips.

Yes. Yes, it does! It hurts, it hurts, it hurts. Everything hurts. 

My body stays on the desk as it's being jostled and used. Dad spreads my legs farther apart and jackhammers into me, hard and rough, a little bit sloppy. I scream. My hole spasms. My stomach turns. “Ah, h-hurts. Hurts,” I cry.

“Good,” he says again with a grunt. “That's what you get for being a brat. Take it. Take it!”

I don't have a choice. I have no choice at all. I cry and cry, but he doesn't let up, doesn't pause, doesn't slow down—he smoothes his thumb across my cheek and tells me I look pretty like this. Pretty girl. Pretty little crybaby, taking his cock so well. Made for this. Made to be fucked. Made to be used and ruined, made to be taken.

And this, at least, I can do. This, I don't have to think about. I just have to lie here. I can lie here and let him use me. I can lie here and let Dad make himself feel good. And I don't have to think. 

The pain. The pain, how it blurs into pleasure. The pain that augments the pleasure, and the pleasure that makes the pain burn hotter. The shame of it. The desire. Each whimpered little sound. Each sob as he drives into my body.

With my hands behind me, I can only just drool all over the desk, with my eyes rolled back, allowing my body to be used. I throw my head back, and he leans forward, licking up the line of my neck and biting my ear.

“I'm—c-close,” my words come out in stutters.

“Cum for me,” he orders, licking a wet stripe down my neck while punching out moans from my lips.

“Yes!” My mouth drops open as I hold a tight grip around his cock, and the pressure pushes Dad over the edge, his cock pulsing inside me as I orgasm. I groan, squeezing every inch of cum out of him until it's coated through every crevice. When the high of my orgasm passes, Dad pulls out and fucks his cum back into my hole, making sure none of it spills.

Our breaths mix in the silent air as we pant, trying to regain our breath again. He pulls out and I wince, grimacing at the emptiness I feel now that his cock is out.

I continue to lie on the wooden desk, listening to the sounds of the belt buckle behind me, but I don't have the strength to stand anymore, so I just stay like that. There's silence for a while before I feel his hands around my ankles, pulling my panties back up.

“What the hell are you doing?” I groan, frowning in annoyance. “Why can't you just get some wipes or tissues? Now my panties are all dirty with cum,” I complain, but he says nothing, pulling my skirt back to my waist instead, the fabric rubbing against my sore bottom.

He slaps my ass, causing me to yelp in surprise at the sudden pain that floods my body. Then he grabs my wrist, forcing my weak legs to follow after him. 

“Stop being a brat. Let's go.” He slings his bag onto his shoulder and leads me towards the door.

“Stop! Let go of me!” I protest, trying to pull away, but his vice grip is too strong—something I learned earlier today. The school is eerily quiet, save for the sounds of our shoes against the ground, and my voice bouncing off the walls.

He pulls me to the parking lot, where his Grey Camaro stands. “Where are you taking me?” I ask with irritation in my voice.

“We are going to have dinner with Brittany, and you are going to sit there and be civil with her.” His voice is firm, leaving no room for objections. But fuck that!

“Hell no! I'm not going to have dinner with that preppy bimbo bitch!”

He faces me, his eyes blazing with anger, and a mix of hot desire swirling in them, so intense that it almost makes me falter. “You're coming with me...or else,” he threatens.

“Or else what?” I ask defiantly, chin jutting up slightly as I stare blatantly at his lips. Our faces are almost touching. It's a very compromising position to be in public, especially considering most people know he is my father, but I don't care.

He doesn't respond, but the look on his face says it all, daring me to defy him. And it sends a thrill of pleasure through my spine. Usually, his threats are meaningless, and I would never take them seriously, but they have a new meaning behind them after today. A dangerous, dirty meaning.

Taking advantage of his slight moment of weakness, I pull away from him, slipping out of his grasp narrowly and running off into the distance, laughing maniacally. My legs feel wobbly like jelly, my ass is on fire, and I can feel his cum dripping down my legs, but it doesn't matter. More laughs bubble out of my throat as I think, anticipating whatever kind of punishment he will come up with.
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