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      The world is on lockdown, and these fathers are taking full advantage of the situation to get all the incest sex they want.

      

      News Coverage Leads to Incest (01)

      Mix one lockdown with constant bombardment of subliminal messages, and Dad gets sex with his daughter.

      

      Isolation Boredom Leads to Incest (02)

      Since his daughter is so bored, Dad will use a hypnosis app to convince she wants sex and lots of it.

      

      Toilet Paper Shortage Leads to Pet Play Incest (03)

      To get his daughter to stop using so much toilet paper, he uses hypnosis to make her think she’s a dog.

      

      Being Overly Cautious Leads to Incest (04)

      She thinks she’s verifying the validity of a video Dad found when she’s really being hypnotized to put out.

      

      Fake Vaccine Leads to Bimbo Incest (05)

      What she thinks is a vaccine is a really a bimbo pill Dad created to thoroughly enjoy her during the lockdown.

      

      Social Distancing Leads to Outdoor Incest (06)

      A walk in the park with Dad and his hypnotic camera means she’ll be showing everything while enjoying the great outdoors.

      

      Self-Isolation Leads to Brainwashing Incest (07)

      Dad takes family bonding during the lockdown to a whole new level with brainwashing his daughter to love and crave incest.

      

      Shelter-in-Place Leads to Breeding Incest (08)

      They only have each other. That’s the excuse that gets his daughter in bed with him while they are on lockdown.

      

      Strange Symptoms Leads to Bondage Incest (09)

      Trying to be sneaky leads to her being dosed with an aphrodisiac. Now she’s bound to Dad’s bed and begging for pleasure.

      

      Soap Shortage Leads to Shower Incest (10)

      Conserving resources during the lockdown is the perfect excuse for Dad to join his daughter in the shower for a deep, satisfying cleaning.

      

      This FICTION short is for ENTERTAINMENT PURPOSES ONLY and is intended for MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY (18+). It contains father-daughter incest sex, dubious consent, hypnosis, mind control, tricked, anal sex, bimbofication, bondage, brainwashing, domination, drugged, exhibitionism, masturbation, oral sex, outdoors sex, pet play, seeding, sex toys, spanking, vaginal sex, voyeurism, and bareback creampie.
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      Dad is using the lockdown and the on-going barrage of news updates to subject his daughter to constant subliminal messages that make her think sex with him is the only way to stay healthy.

      This FICTION short is for ENTERTAINMENT PURPOSES ONLY and is intended for MATURE AUDIENCES ONLY (18+). It contains father-daughter incest sex, dubious consent, mind control, oral sex, vaginal sex, seeding, and bareback creampie.
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      News Coverage Leads to Incest

      
        
        Daddy’s cum is a vaccine.

        Suck Daddy’s dick for vaccine.

        Eating your pussy keeps Daddy healthy.

        Orgasms with Daddy build immunity.

        Your pussy needs Daddy’s cum.

        Mention of the virus makes you horny.

        Fuck Daddy to keep the virus away.

      

      

      Those were the subliminal messages I’d programmed into every media device, TV, and monitor in the house so my eighteen-year-old daughter Cassie would see it constantly. She stayed on her phone, chatting on social media or bingeing something on one of the many streaming channels we had.

      After three days home alone together because of the lockdown, Cassie finally came to the living room to sit next to me on the couch. By next to me, I meant practically in my lap. She pressed against my side, making me move my arm to the back of the couch so she could cuddle against me. She hadn’t been this close to me in years, not since she was a little girl and thought I was her hero.

      I looked at her typing away on her phone and not paying me any attention despite using my side as a cushion. “What’s up, doodlebug?”

      “Hm?” She continued typing.

      “Did you need something?”

      “No.” She chuckled before typing more.

      “Okay.” I feigned indifference while allowing myself the slightest grin as I switched away from the show I was watching to a news report about the world’s current situation, full of multiple mentions of the virus.

      Cassie shifted her thick thighs against each other and squirmed against me, getting antsier and antsier the longer the news reporter spoke.

      “What’s the matter? Need to take a piss?”

      “No,” she snapped in obvious annoyance before snuggling against me with a hard sigh and rubbing her hand against my thigh.

      “You know, doodlebug, this is the exact opposite of social distancing. Not that I mind, but I figured you did. Why else hole up in your room until now?”

      My little girl shrugged while rubbing her hand closer to my semi-erect dick bulging the front of my sweatpants. She lightly grazed her fingers over that bulge, stiffened with a soft gasp, and then held her breath, probably waiting for me to ask what the hell she was doing.

      Not gonna happen.

      I switched to a different news report and pretended not to notice those soft caresses that lingered longer and longer until Cassie had her palm over my piece, cupping and rubbing, making me harder. Clearing my throat and shifting a little made my daughter stiffen with a yelp and snatch her hand away.

      I made a big production of stretching, scratching my belly, and then adjusting my erection so the tip peeked out of my waistband. Then I put my arms along the back of the couch and waited.

      Cassie licked her lips as she trailed her fingertips up my shaft to my tip and then nudged it. She glanced up at me quickly, her cheeks red.

      “What?”

      Her blush got redder and reached the top of her ears. “N-Nothing. I just… Your… I mean…”

      With a hard sigh, I grabbed the waistband of my sweatpants with one hand and shoved them down at the same time I curved my hand around the back of my daughter’s head and pushed her face first into my lap.

      She let out a yelp but didn’t fight me. Her hot breath fanned over my erection for a few breaths before she licked her way to my tip with a pleased purr. Her plump lips were hot and wet when she wrapped them around my tip and sucked on it.

      I let out a rumbling groan as I sifted my hand through her hair, massaging her scalp. Any other time, this wouldn’t be happening. My little girl bobbing on my dick, slurping loudly, and huffing hungry moans was a product of the subliminal messages.

      Poor Cassie was probably confused why she was sucking me off, but that didn’t stop her from giving it her all. She swirled her tongue around and around my tip, licked her way up my shaft over and over, and kneaded my balls. She was working for the cum I wanted to give her.

      Not yet.

      This was the first time my little girl was sucking my dick. I wanted it to last. Except, she was too damn good at it. I couldn’t help jutting my hips up while pressing her head down, going down her throat and spilling my load with a contented, rough groan.

      Cassie swallowed quickly, massaging my piece. When I let her go, she pulled back slowly, sucking her way off my piece and making her lips pop as she let go. She looked up at me, still blushing as she wiped the sides of her mouth. “Um… I…”

      “What about me?”

      “Huh?” She glanced down at my dick and then back up to my eyes. “But I—”

      I wagged my tongue at her, chuckling as her eyes got big.

      “Oh.” She shifted her thighs against each other with one hand trapped between them.

      “No?”

      Cassie pushed to her feet, shoved her yoga pants and panties down, stepped out of them and then sat back against the arm of the couch with her legs spread.

      I loved subliminal messages. The subconscious mind was a powerful thing that was easy to manipulate if a person knew how, and I did, which was why I could spread my little girl’s labia and drag my tongue along her juicy cunt from entrance to clit over and over without her doing more than moaning with pleasure and holding my head so I didn’t move away from her.

      Sucking my daughter’s clit, I pushed two fingers into her drenched pussy and pumped them quickly.

      “Oh, Daddy! Yes, Daddy! Yes, there!” She bucked her hips, riding my fingers and my tongue.

      I ate my daughter’s cunt so well she squirted as she came, crying out her pleasure and squeezing my head between her thighs. Heaven. I wanted to stay just like that and savor this moment, but my dick was hard and in need of attention.

      Cupping Cassie’s knees, I spread her thighs wide as I moved up her body.

      My little girl stared at me while panting hard and licking her lips over and over.

      I kept eye contact as I dipped my tip into her pussy and then slid slowly into her pulsing depths. When I was balls deep inside my daughter, I slanted my mouth against hers for a searching tongue-kiss that had her keening her need and hugging me tight with her arms and legs.

      Cassie was mine.

      She was probably confused why she was letting me fuck her, but that didn’t stop her from rocking her hips up to meet my every thrust, nudging my tip with her cervix, which only made her move faster and hold me tighter.

      Goddamn. My little girl was starving for it. Was her boyfriend not fucking her right? That had to be the case, because Cassie’s pussy was sucking on my dick like she’d never tasted one this good. Or maybe the subliminal messages had worked better than I thought, and that was why she was so frantic.

      I chose to believe I just fucked her better than any guy before.

      Cupping her ass, I squeezed her cheeks and urged her hips up as I plunged into her pussy depths and then ground against her, making sure my tip was snuggled right up against her cervix when I let loose inside her unprotected cunt. I pulled away from our kiss, trailing saliva between us, and let out a rough sound of triumph while chuckling.

      That had been worth the wait.

      After catching my breath, I pulled out of my little girl slowly, savoring the way her pussy massaged my piece. Then I sat back and flipped to another news story that was reporting on what they all were reporting on.

      Cassie rolled over and crawled to me. She went to my semi-erect dick, coated in cum and her pussy juices, with her mouth open. Humming with satisfaction, she sucked my dick. Her hum turned into a squeak when I curved my hand around her ass to finger-fuck her pussy.

      My little girl didn’t break her rhythm, bobbing on my dick as she twisted her body so she was ass up with her knees spread, her pussy dripping my cum onto the couch cushions.

      Not a problem. I would give her more. Lots more. Who knew how long this lockdown would last. My little girl would have the taste and feel of my dick memorized by the end of it. And nine months from now, she would be holding a baby to remind her of all the fun we had.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            (02) Isolation Boredom Leads to Incest

          

        

      

    

    
      Instead of playing video games with his unscheduled time off due to the lockdown, Dad is listening to his daughter complain about boredom. A search to find something to keep her occupied leads to a hypnosis app that opens up a whole new world of deviant possibilities for filling their time.
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      Isolation Boredom Leads to Incest

      If my eighteen-year-old daughter Rachel said she was bored one more time, I would fucking wreck something. We’d only been on lockdown one day. ONE! Not even that much. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours yet, and my daughter was already climbing the walls like she’d been subjected to solitary confinement for years.

      “Don’t you have video games or something?”

      “No.” She scoffed that reply like that was the stupidest thing I could have asked. “Please. I’m not some loser geek with no social life.”

      “Okay.” I played video games, dammit. And I’d been looking forward to the paid time off to catch up on all the games I’d had to put off because an hour long commute to work and then back home again didn’t leave much time to get into a game with one hundred plus hours of content.

      Yeah, I’d gotten more into gaming once Rachel’s mom left me for another guy she found more exciting, but that didn’t mean I had no social life. There was a woman from work I had lunch with every day that I was hitting it off with. The lockdown made it hard to see her since she didn’t want to chance going out, but we talked on the phone and via social media.

      That was a social life.

      “God! I’m so fucking bored!”

      “Hey! Watch your mouth.”

      Rachel flipped me off while sucking her teeth and rolling her eyes.

      Disrespectful brat.

      I blamed her mother for that. My ex-wife used her one weekend a month to turn my daughter against me. Never mind that I was the one taking care of Rachel full time while her mother couldn’t be bothered.

      Rachel flopped on the couch with her arms crossed under her big tits and a scowl on her pretty face. She glared at the TV. “What is even the point of this game? It’s too dark to see anything.”

      “That’s the point.”

      “You paid upwards of sixty bucks not to see what you’re doing? Why even?”

      I sighed as I paused and glanced back at my daughter. “Didn’t you have some show you wanted to binge?”

      She shrugged. “I couldn’t get into it.” She groaned and kicked her feet while hitting the couch. “Why is there nothing to do? I want to go out, not waste my time watching you mash buttons.”

      “You can go take a walk. It’s not like we have to stay indoors. We just have to avoid congregating in large groups. There’s a park—”

      “Shut up! God!” Rachel lurched off the couch and stomped away.

      I heaved a sigh of annoyance, now too pissed off to play my game. Instead, I went searching on the internet for things to keep Rachel busy so she would stop ruining my fun.

      Board games were out.

      She’d already dumped all over the idea of going to a park or taking a walk.

      If I suggested housework, she would probably kill me.

      Why couldn’t this lockdown have happened last week while Rachel was with her mother? Then she would have been stuck there since the thought of flying back would have freaked her out.

      I was just about to give up the search and resign myself to putting up with Rachel’s temper tantrums for the duration when an ad for a peaceful lockdown caught my attention. The link led to an app touting its ability to hypnotize people into doing whatever the user wanted—namely, calming the fuck down.

      That was perfect for Rachel, except this was obviously a scam meant to steal my credit card number. No way a mind control app existed, or else the government would have that shit behind super-max security encryptions.

      But still… the reviews were pretty compelling. It also had a one-hour trial. No credit card needed. That had to mean it worked or else they would never make money. Or it probably put a virus on my phone that stole my data.

      “This is stupid.” I shook my head and hovered my finger over the button to exit out of the page. “Don’t do it. It’s a scam.” I pressed the button and held my breath.

      The app downloaded quickly and opened to a start screen with simple, straightforward instructions. Pushing to my feet, I decided to give this a try. If it worked, great. If not, I would just laugh at my gullibility and hope my phone wasn’t compromised.

      I went to my daughter’s room and pushed open the ajar door. “Rachel, I have—”

      My words died in my throat as my brain stopped. The sight of my daughter—my babygirl who I’d raised as a single dad for that last ten years—was naked on her bed with her knees up and spread while she toyed her pussy with a vibrator. Her big tits jiggled with her every panted breath, waving her hard pink nipples.

      Rachel hadn’t noticed me because she had headphones on, and her eyes were closed.

      I didn’t know if I should leave or just stand there and watch. My dick getting hard decided for me. I stood there with my mouth open and my eyes glued to my daughter’s drenched pussy sucking on that vibrating toy as she pumped it quickly while bucking her hips.

      She came with her hips jutted in the air and a muffled cry of pleasure. Then she screamed. “Oh my God! You fucking pervert!” She hurtled a pillow at me while yanking a blanket over her lap. “Don’t you fucking knock?!”

      “Your door was open.”

      “Get out! Get out! Get out!” She stumbled off the bed and rushed me.

      I held up my hands quickly while backing up, fumbling to keep hold of my phone. I must have pressed something because a strange melody started.

      “Get—” Rachel jolted to a stop, staring at my phone with a dull expression on her face.

      “Huh?” I looked from her to my phone and then back. “Rachel?”

      She just stood there, blinking slowly, like she would fall asleep any moment.

      The app!

      It worked?!

      No fucking way!

      But that had to be it. My daughter was ready to kill me a second ago and now just stood there naked and staring at my phone. No matter how I moved my phone, she followed it with her eyes.

      How the hell was there a hypnosis app just out there for anyone to download?

      Better question—why the fuck was I worried about that when I had a hard-on and my beautiful daughter was in a trance in front of me?

      I wasn’t a pervert. I’d never lusted after my daughter. She was my little girl. That was sick. But…

      I swallowed and licked my lips, really contemplating doing something wrong that I could never come back from. That didn’t bother me as much as it should, though.

      Clearing my throat, I said, “Rachel, you aren’t mad about me catching you masturbating.”

      She didn’t react.

      “In fact, you don’t care that I caught you masturbating and actually want me to watch you get off because it’s better with an audience.” I ended the video on the app and waited.

      My daughter gasped and blinked quickly before focusing on me. “Get over here already.”

      “Huh?”

      Rachel grabbed my hand and led me to the foot of the bed. She left me there and crawled to the middle of it, swinging her round ass at me.

      I licked my dry lips and waited.

      My daughter spread her knees and rubbed her pussy before hooking two fingers inside her channel and pumping them quickly. She moaned her pleasure and wiggled her hips while watching me watch her.

      The app fucking worked.

      The proof was my daughter coming on her fingers with a lusty moan, making my dick harder. Her asshole was twitching and open. She’d done anal.

      I grinned as I moved around the bed and aimed my phone at her, playing the video again and putting her back in the trance. I crouched beside the bed and said while petting her head, “You want anal, Rachel. You want it from me. You want me to lick and tongue-fuck your asshole before fucking it, because… because…” I looked around for inspiration.

      Then it clicked.

      “Because you’re bored.” That sounded like something she would think, so she should accept it. I switched off the video and waited.

      Rachel inhaled and blinked quickly before wiggling her ass in the air. “I want anal.”

      “Okay.”

      “Hurry up and give it to me. You’re not doing anything.” She reached back and held her ass cheeks spread.

      I smirked. “Got any lube?”

      “Nightstand drawer.”

      Of course.

      I took out the jar of lube and put it beside her before getting naked and getting on the bed behind her. I stared at her twitching, winking asshole and couldn’t believe I was doing this. I was only supposed to make my daughter less annoying, not fuck her.

      Maybe this lockdown was messing with me too. That made the most sense. I wouldn’t normally want to fuck my daughter. I wasn’t perverted like that. But right now, I was.

      I gripped Rachel’s ass cheeks and dragged my tongue over her puckered asshole over and over, grinning as it opened up for me to sink my tongue into her.

      “Ah! Yes, Dad! Do that!”

      I pulled back and smacked her ass.

      “Ow!” Rachel glared over her shoulder at me. “What was that for?”

      “Call me Daddy.”

      “What? I’m not—”

      I smacked her ass again and again.

      “Ow! Stop—” Smack! “Ow!”

      “Say it.”

      “Daddy!”

      I halted with my hand raised and grinned. “Say it again.”

      “Daddy.” Rachel pouted at me. “Pervert.”

      “Uh-huh. Just remember to call me Daddy, or I’ll spank your ass again.” I resumed licking and tongue-fucking her asshole, loving the way my daughter let out lusty moans and squirmed.

      “Daddy. Daddy. Yes, Daddy. Oh god. Like that. Yes.” She reached under her body and rubbed her clit quickly. A moment later, she came, squirting and trembling.

      God, she was gorgeous.

      I quickly unscrewed the lube jar, scooped out a dollop, and spread it over my erection and around Rachel’s rim. I had a moment of hesitation where I yet again questioned what the fuck I was doing. Rachel was my daughter.

      Yeah. Rachel was my daughter. That was why it felt so fucking good to slide my dick into her asshole, gliding into her hot trench balls deep and then sighing with satisfaction. Forbidden fruit always tasted the best.

      My babygirl agreed because she was letting out hungry, keening whimpers while rocking her hips, riding my dick since I hadn’t started moving yet.

      I grabbed her hips to hold her steady and then pulled back so I could slam into her, making our skin clap and Rachel cry out a giggling squeal. That was a wonderful sound, so I slammed into her again to hear it. And again and again.

      I was like a dog with a squeaky toy, getting excited the more noise it made. And my daughter made plenty of noise as I pounded into her slick asshole. I didn’t take it easy, and I wasn’t gentle.

      This was taboo, deviant sex that should never happen, so I had to enjoy it quickly before reality wobbled back into place. Shit. How long did the app say it lasted? An hour? How long had it been? Would Rachel snap out of it and call the cops?

      All those questions spurred me to fuck her faster, harder. My daughter moaned her pleasure and came, squirting again. She tightened around my piece, squeezing me just right to set me off.

      I pushed deep and filled her trench with my cum as I heaved a hard sigh. As much as I wanted to savor the moment, I had to see how long I had on the app.

      Snatching up my phone, I checked the app and then breathed a sigh of relief.

      Five minutes left.

      Plenty of time to rush out and go for my wallet. I entered the numbers quickly, not even blinking at the price since it was beyond worth the cost. The congratulations message had me grinning and strutting back to my daughter’s room.

      She was still ass up and panting from afterglow with my spunk dribbling out of her asshole. “Daddy? I’m bored. Fuck me more.”

      “Coming, babygirl. But first…” I started the hypnosis video on the app and aimed it at Rachel, putting her in a trance. “Let’s talk about how much you want me to fuck your pussy. You want it a lot, Rachel. You’ll beg for it. And by beg, I mean downing my dick and sucking my balls until I finally say yes.”

      I petted my daughter’s head as I gave her more instructions that would make this lockdown that much better. Not just the lockdown either. The rest of our lives.
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      With his daughter going through the toilet paper so quickly, Dad figures out a creative way to get her to conserve. He uses a hypnosis app to make her think she’s a dog who uses the yard. She also thinks she’s a dog who wants to be bred, so Dad solved another problem he didn’t even know he had.
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      Toilet Paper Shortage Leads to Pet Play Incest

      Under the category of shit I hadn’t noticed until there was panic-buying and a lockdown was the fact that my eighteen-year-old daughter Jessica went through almost an entire roll of toilet paper by herself in a week. What the hell was she doing with it? Eating it?

      I’d figured a twelve-pack of the good stuff would last long enough for the stores to restock and things to calm down, but not with the way my daughter was using it. Before I could jump into an argument with her about conservation and rationing, I’d discovered a better solution that worked a lot better.

      Sitting back from my computer, I checked the time, and then called, “Daddy wants a cookie.”

      There was a thump above my head before the sound of footsteps running down the stairs. A moment later, my beautiful and very naked daughter entered my office. She rushed over to me and climbed onto my lap, hugging my shoulders and making happy puppy whines as she licked over my lips and between them.

      I indulged my babygirl with the tongue-kiss she wanted while gripping her ass. When I pulled back from the kiss, I had to use one hand to fend off my daughter. “Down, Cookie. Be a good girl.”

      She pouted and whined while wiggling on my lap.

      My daughter and I didn’t have the kind of relationship where she would hop on my lap naked and kiss me. Up until the lockdown, we’d been a normal single father with a mouthy daughter who would rather be out than at home.

      Then the lockdown happened, the issue with the toilet paper cropped up, and I’d discovered an app that could hypnotize people. While that sounded like bunk, the proof it worked was rubbing her pussy over the bulge in my pants.

      I’d used that app to turn my daughter into my bitch. Right now, Jessica believed she was an energetic and very horny Cocker Spaniel named Cookie. When I said the phrase to make her revert to her normal self, she wouldn’t remember anything she’d done while a dog, instead thinking she’d taken a nap while ignoring any lingering after-sex sensations.

      I opened the locked drawer of my desk and pulled out Cookie’s pink collar with a heart-shaped tag that had her name and nipple clamps attached to the D-ring with thin chains.

      Cookie lifted her chin and arched her tits into my face, assuming the position so I could put the collar on her. She was a good, obedient girl who knew what I wanted from her without me commanding. Too bad the real Jessica couldn’t be like that.

      Technically, with the hypnosis app, I could have made the real Jessica like that. But I’d had more fun turning her into a horny bitch who let out happy sounds as I clamped her nipples and then rubbed them. She squirmed on my lap more, rocking quickly and huffing as she excited herself.

      “Up.”

      Cookie stopped and whined with a pout.

      I sucked my teeth.

      Letting out a huffing whine, Cookie backed off my lap and crouched in front of me. Her trimmed-bush pussy was glistening and flushed. Staring at it never got old, which was why I had her crouch when she wasn’t on my lap.

      “Come on, Cookie. Time for walkies.”

      Cookie let out a cutesy bark and crawled out of my office ahead of me, waving her round ass and glancing back every few steps to make sure I was looking at it. My bitch was always horny. She would get dick soon enough.

      First, I followed her out to the backyard and watched from the porch as she scrambled through the grass to the center of the lawn.

      High fences separated us from the neighbors, so they wouldn’t get to see my naked daughter crouching on her tiptoes with her knees fanned wide, leaning back on one hand, jutting her hips forward, and holding her labia spread open. She gave a tiny shiver and sighed as she pissed.

      That was why I’d chosen to make my daughter a bitch, just so she could pee in the yard and stop wasting so much toilet paper. The hypnosis was such that Cookie would automatically come to the forefront whenever Jessica needed to pee and then recede again once she finished and came back inside. Jessica would think she went to the toilet and never realize she’d been in the backyard.

      That wouldn’t happen this time because I’d activated Cookie with the trigger phrase, thus she would stay Cookie until I said the phrase to make her revert. Bringing back Jessica was the last thing on my mind with Cookie rushing back to my side with her medium tits swaying and a happy smile on her face.

      I unzipped my pants and pulled out my erection with a smirk. When Cookie got close, I pointed at her and said, “Sit.”

      Cookie jolted to a stop a few feet from me and rocked back into a crouch.

      “Good girl.” I stroked my dick in a loose first, amused at the way Cookie stared at it and licked her lips. “Roll over.”

      Cookie rolled in the grass and then went back to her crouch, letting out a happy bark.

      I wagged my dick at her. “Where do you want it, Cookie? Where’s Daddy’s dick going? Show me.”

      My daughter had a moment of panicked fluster that made her whine before she turned her back to me and went ass up with her tits in the grass. She reached under her body and stuffed her wet pussy with two fingers, pumping them quickly while wiggling her hips.

      She let out lusty, needy whines as she churned her juicy snatch.

      “It doesn’t look like my bitch wants dick.”

      Cookie yipped and arched her hips up while inching her knees open more. She slipped a third finger into her channel and then a fourth, huffing out pleasured moans.

      “One more, Cookie. You can do it. You want Daddy to breed you, don’t you?”

      My daughter nodded quickly, rubbing her cheek against the grass. Then she took a breath and twisted her hand side to side, easing her entire hand into her pussy and coming as she did it. She shivered and panted moans, even peed a little. Then she eased her hand out and back in again, back and forth, fisting her drenched cunt like the horny bitch she was.

      This was the other reason I’d chosen to make my daughter a bitch over every other option—and there’d been a lot of other options I’d played with. But none were as eager to please as a horny bitch in heat who wanted nothing more than to be knocked up.

      I walked over to her and kneeled behind her. When I tapped her wrist, she pulled her hand out of the way and used both hands to hold her labia spread open, letting out urging, needy puppy whines.

      Under the awning of my backyard porch, with the sun shining overhead, I sank my stiff erection balls deep into my daughter, gripped her hips, and then fucked her like the bitch she was. Our skin clapped as I pounded away at her cunt, not caring if the sound carried because no one could see us.

      Some people binged TV shows, some played video games, others read books. I would spend this lockdown impregnating my daughter, and she wouldn’t even know it.

      The her beneath me now was moaning and pulsing her pussy so she sucked on my dick, begging for my cum.

      I gave it to her, right up against her cervix, filling her unprotected pussy full of my seed and hoping it took. I didn’t know why I wanted to knock up my daughter but blamed the app. Deviant thoughts like incest babies had never crossed my mind before that app came into my life. Now it was all I thought about every time I stuffed my dick into her.

      With a satisfied sigh, I pulled out of my daughter and stood up.

      She bolted upright and turned quickly, going mouth first for my piece and slurping it up greedily and then bobbing quickly while gripping my thighs.

      I smiled down at Cookie and petted her head. “Calm down. I won’t take it from you.”

      She hummed her pleasure and sucked my dick faster.

      Such an eager little bitch. My eager little bitch. Every time I brought Cookie out, I toyed with the idea of leaving her like this. Two things stopped me.

      The first was Cookie’s libido. She stayed horny from the time I activated her until I reverted her back to Jessica. I’d done that to her and could easily change it to calm her down a little but didn’t want to. I liked her frantic and dick-hungry, willing to obey every command so I fucked her.

      The second reason was the time gap. No amount of hypnosis would explain away how Jessica had lost several days since she wouldn’t remember being Cookie. That meant putting up with my daughter the majority of the time and treating Cookie like the treat she was.

      I cupped the back of her head and pulled her closer, going down her throat and emptying my load with a satisfied groan. “Good girl.” I let her go and then pulled out of her mouth because she didn’t move to let me go.

      Cookie whined and went ass up with her pussy spread and drooling. With a display like that, how could I deny her. But I’d had enough of the great outdoors.

      I smacked my thigh and said, “Bed.”

      Cookie let out an excited bark and then rushed into the house with me following at a more sedated pace. There was no need to rush since my daughter would finger-fuck her pussy until I got there, making her wetter and more frantic, just the way I liked.

      Once the lockdown ended, I would use the app again to keep Jessica at home with me instead of going back to college. She would probably be pregnant by then, so it would be a moot point anyway.
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      Being Overly Cautious Leads to Incest

      For every person who wasn’t taking the lockdown seriously, there was someone like my eighteen-year-old daughter Morgan who was over the top with her precautions. She washed her hands constantly and walked around the house with a bottle of cleaner to wipe down things she felt needed it, which seemed like the entire house.

      At least it was clean, but it was driving me nuts for her to run after me and wipe down the door knobs after I touched them. Telling her to calm down and stop being so paranoid hadn’t done a bit of good. It had made her mad at me, storming off to her room and slamming the door.

      Half an hour later, I followed her to apologize and make nice. Better to go along with her obsession while we were cooped up in the house together. Besides, I’d found a way to make her neurotic behavior benefit me.

      “Morgan?” I knocked on her door. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. Can I come in?”

      There was a long moment of silence before she huffed a sigh and said, “Come in.”

      I opened the door and walked in to find her tapping away at her computer, probably arguing down idiots hellbent on sharing misinformation. That was how she occupied her time now when she wasn’t cleaning stuff and berating me with facts about the virus and ways to prevent catching it.

      “What do you want?” Morgan didn’t look away from her computer.

      I came over with my tablet held out, ready to play a video I’d created with the help of a hypnosis site. “I found this video and wanted to run it by you to see if it was valid.”

      After another annoyed sigh, she finished typing, pulled on a glove, and then faced me with her gloved hand out. “Let me see.”

      “Was the glove really necessary?”

      “When’s the last time you cleaned this thing?”

      I shrugged.

      “That’s why I’m wearing the glove. There’re more germs on this tablet and your phone than a toilet seat.” She pulled a cleaning wipe out of the giant canister she had next to her desk, wiped down the screen, and then pressed the play button.

      She stared at the video without speaking a single word or making any sounds. When it finished, she handed the tablet back to me. “That’s a load of bullshit. Don’t share it.”

      “I thought so, but I wanted to be sure.”

      “At least you ran it by me before sharing it.” Morgan peeled off the glove and tossed it in her dirty clothes bin in the corner. Then she stood up and took off her T-shirt, followed by her bra. She removed her yoga pants and panties next, tossing all her clothes in the bin.

      I stood grinning as I watched the hypnosis at work. Feigning surprise, I asked, “Why did you strip?”

      “Clothes have germs. It’s better not to wear them in the house.”

      “Okay. So you’re just gonna go around naked?”

      Morgan heaved a sigh and glared at me. “Yes, Dad. Why not?”

      “Just asking. Don’t bite my head off.” I chuckled. “It’s probably not clean enough for that, anyway.”

      She sucked her teeth with a roll of her eyes. “Whatever. You may think all my precautions are going overboard, but I don’t.”

      “Meaning I don’t have to get naked.”

      “No, Dad. Just leave already.”

      “Okay. Sorry to bother you. At least come out now and then. I get lonely. We can watch a movie.”

      Morgan appeared ready to snap at me when she took a breath and then nodded. “Fine. I’ll be out a little later.”

      “See you then.” I exited her room and closed the door behind me before chuckling softly.

      The hypnosis had worked. Morgan had stripped naked in front of me and not seen anything wrong with doing so.

      This wasn’t like other hypnosis that could make Morgan think she was a dog or some other nonsense like that. This was subtle and worked by skewing the target’s common sense. I’d wanted my daughter naked, so I’d made her believe she didn’t need clothes while in the house and that it didn’t matter if I saw her big tits, trimmed bush, and round ass bared.

      I went to the living room to work on more videos while waiting for Morgan to join me.

      Two hours later, she walked into the living room, still naked and her tits jiggling with every step. She flopped on the couch next to me with her thighs spread and one leg folded in front of her. That was her normal way of sitting, except there were usually clothes impeding the view of her pink slit.

      “Dad!”

      “Huh? What?” I jerked my gaze up to her annoyed one. “I wasn’t looking.”

      “What are you talking about? Looking at what?”

      I glanced down at her pussy and then back up to her face. “Nothing. What did you say?”

      “I asked what we’re watching. Geez. You said you wanted to watch something.”

      “Yeah. Sorry. Here.” I pointed the remote at the TV and played one video I’d prepared.

      “What’s this? Another misinformation video you found?”

      “Maybe. You tell me.” I smiled and watched her out of the side of my eye as she watched the video.

      At the end, she rolled her eyes while moving over to me and sitting sideways on my lap. “That was yet another obvious fake news video. Where are you finding this crap, Dad?”

      “Just here and there.” I rested my hand on her thigh. When she didn’t say anything, I moved my hand up higher while holding my breath. I nudged one finger against her slit and had to fight back my triumphant grin.

      “Dad!”

      I snatched my hand away. “What?! I didn’t do it.”

      Morgan glared at me. “I know you didn’t. Go wash your hands.”

      “Huh?”

      “Your hands. Wash them. I don’t want you touching me with dirty hands. I know you haven’t washed them all day.”

      “Oh. That. Yeah. Okay.” I urged her off my lap and then stood. “Here. Watch this. I’ll be right back.” I played another video and then rushed to the hall bathroom to wash my hands while loudly humming a song that lasted twenty-or-so seconds so she would know I’d done it properly.

      When I returned, my daughter had her feet on the couch with her knees up, her thighs spread, and two fingers moving in and out of her pussy. She glanced at my hands and asked, “Did you actually use soap?”

      “Yes, baby. I used soap. They are nice and clean. I even used a paper towel to turn off the faucet.”

      “Good.” She pulled her fingers free and got up so I could sit. Once I did, she planted that round ass of hers right on top of the bulge in my pants and then spread her thighs so she straddled my legs and leaned back against my chest.

      “Comfy?”

      “Hm.” She wiggled and then settled. “That video you played was another load of junk.”

      “Sorry. You choose something, then.” I grinned at the back of her head as I placed my hands on her inner thighs and rubbed slowly back and forth.

      My daughter said nothing about the way I was touching her. She just snatched up the remote and chose a show.

      I skimmed the tip of one finger over her slit and then waited.

      No reaction beyond a soft inhale.

      I did it again, lingering on her clit, rubbing it lightly.

      Morgan squirmed but didn’t jump up and curse me out.

      Licking my lips and convinced the hypnosis had tweaked her common sense just enough for me to get away with it, I rubbed her clit faster while cupping her left tit and kneading it. “Is this okay, Morgan?”

      “What?”

      I gave her clit a light pinch. “This.” I tugged on her hard nipple. “And this.”

      Morgan let out an excited gasp and squirmed some more, but nodded. “It’s fine. Why wouldn’t it be?”

      “I’m your father.”

      “Yeah, you are. And?”

      With amusement in my voice, I said, “I’m touching your pussy and your tits, baby.”

      “I know that, Dad. I can feel your hands. So what?”

      “Nothing, I guess. Just thought I would ask if you were okay with this.”

      “You washed your hands, so I’m fine.”

      “Okay.” I kissed her neck as I slipped two fingers into her damp channel and pumped them slowly in a beckoning motion, still marveling that the hypnosis worked.

      My daughter shivered and huffed, squirming on my lap as I finger-fucked her pussy. She even reached down to rub her clit, gasping in delight as she did it and rocking her hips so she ground that round ass of hers against my erection.

      I nudged her sideways and looped her free hand around my shoulders so I could get at her left nipple, sucking it between my lips and then flicking it with the tip of my tongue.

      “Ahhh.” Morgan arched her back, pushing her nipple more into my mouth. “Dad, you… this… oh God… yes… coming… coming.”

      I pumped my fingers faster and sucked her nipple harder, bringing my daughter to an orgasm that had her pointing her toes and panting like a bitch in heat. Then I let her go and sat back, grinning at the way she slumped sideways with her tits jiggling on every breath she took.

      Her eyes were glazed with lust, and she licked her lips, letting out a soft giggle.

      “Since you’re not watching this, tell me if this is real.” I took the remote from her and switched to another hypnosis video.

      Morgan turned her head to watch. While the video played, she cupped and kneaded her tits, nudging and tweaking her nipples. When it ended, she sat up and straddled my lap, facing me with a grin on her face. “Congratulations. You found a real one.”

      “I did?” I gripped her ass cheeks and squeezed. “That’s good. I knew I couldn’t be wrong all the time. How about a kiss for getting it right?”

      “Okay.” Morgan slanted her mouth over mine and stuffed her tongue in my mouth, kissing me the way no daughter should, not that she realized that.

      Common sense said she shouldn’t be naked on my lap with her tongue practically down my throat, but I’d compromised her common sense with the help of the lockdown and her crusade to make sure all information about the virus was accurate.

      That was how I could tug my sweatpants down enough to free my erection and then guide Morgan onto it without her raising fuss. Her slick pussy gobbled up my piece to the base. I gripped her ass again and urged her to move, sliding her up and down my dick and making me groan in satisfaction.

      She pulled away from our kiss and glared at me. “Your cock better be clean, Dad.”

      “It is. It is. At least now it is. With a pussy this wet, you’re cleaning my dick just fine, baby.”

      “Dad!” Morgan pushed at my chest, but not with much force, and she was giggling. “You ass.”

      “I totally am. Clean that dick, baby. Make it shine.” I captured her mouth in another kiss and urged her to move faster.

      My daughter held onto my shoulders and rocked her hips quickly, riding my piece hard enough to make her squeak and moan into my mouth.

      All my hard work creating the hypnosis videos had paid off. I was fucking my daughter, and she was letting me. Not only letting me, but doing all the work.

      Her hot, wet cunt was squeezing me so tight that I was ready to come any moment. I held it back to savor the moment. Not that I had to. The hypnosis wouldn’t wear off. Morgan would have no issues with me bending her over and fucking her any time I wanted. Not only that, she would make her pussy ready for me by masturbating nonstop. That was what I’d done to her.

      “Oh God, Dad! Yes! Fuck me! Yes!” Morgan bounced quickly while hugging close. “Coming! Please, yes! Coming!”

      “Me too, baby.”

      My daughter’s pussy clamped onto my piece as she came with an excited shout.

      That set me off. I grabbed her hips and pushed her down while jutting my hips up, burying deep inside her unprotected cunt and letting loose with a long, growling sigh of satisfaction. “There it is. All for you, baby. Every drop.”

      “Mmm.” Morgan pulsed her inner muscles, milking me and humming her pleasure. After a few minutes, she giggled as she sat back. “Next time, wash your cock before putting it in me, Dad. I mean it. Now’s not the time to be lazy about cleanliness. We want to stay healthy.”

      “Yeah. We sure do.” I picked up the remote and played another video. “Watch this.”

      “Right now?” Morgan twisted around to watch, then snorted at the end. “Another dud, Dad. Just stop already. You’ve only found one good one.”

      “You’re right.” I put the remote aside and bucked my hips a little, moving my renewed erection inside her. “What were you saying about cleaning my dick?”

      Morgan gasped and giggled. “I said it needs to be clean before you put it in me, but that’s wrong. Sorry. The best way to clean it is inside me. That’s what I meant to say. Lots of fucking will make sure your cock is clean enough for me to suck.”

      “Will it?” I gripped her ass and got her moving, bouncing up and down on my piece. “You plan to suck my dick?”

      “Yes, Dad. Duh. I wouldn’t be cleaning it like this, if I wasn’t planning on sucking it.” She bowed her head against my shoulder and huffed into my chest. “So good, Dad. God. I love cleaning your cock.”

      “I love the way you clean it, baby. But tell me more about sucking my dick. What’s that about?”

      Morgan purred a moan then said, “It’s just something to do so we won’t be bored.”

      “But you have to clean it first.”

      “Yes.”

      “So every time we get bored, you’ll suck my dick but only after I’ve thoroughly fucked your pussy with it.”

      “Yes, Dad! God! Just…” She growled into my face. “Stop talking already and fuck me so I can suck you off.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” I twisted on the couch so I laid Morgan down, cupped and spread her knees, and held her open as I slammed into her slick cunt over and over.

      “Yes! God, yes! Oh fuck me, Dad! Fuck me! Yes!”

      I laughed as I fucked my daughter to a screaming orgasm, emptied another load into her unprotected pussy, and then sat back to catch my breath.

      Panting and licking her lips, Morgan rolled over and crawled to me with her mouth open. She slurped down my piece and bobbed on it.

      Tangling my hand in her hair, I urged her to take it deeper, nudging her throat and grinning at the way she coughed. I would make a video to make her think deep throating was the best way to stave off boredom. I would also make a video that would convince her to give me anal.

      This lockdown gave me plenty of time to fuck my daughter any way I wanted.
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      Fake Vaccine Leads to Bimbo Incest

      Months ago, just in time for my daughter Candace’s eighteenth birthday, I’d concocted the perfect bimbofication pill. It was flawless, with no side effects except memory loss, which wasn’t much of a side effect since it was helpful.

      I’d wanted to give it to my little girl as a birthday present, but her mother had planned this big to-do of a party, inviting over lots of family and friends. That killed my chance. Other possible chances came but got interrupted and unknowingly blocked by my wife in one way or another. It was as if she knew I was up to no good, but if she had known, she would have been a lot more overt about stopping me.

      Then the lockdown happened.

      A crisis for sure, but also the best chance I ever had to enact my plan. My wife had flown across the country to visit her mother right before the lockdown happened. She couldn’t fly back because her mother wouldn’t let her take the chance. That left Candace and me in the house alone, with no one to interfere.

      That also gave me the perfect story to get my daughter to swallow this pill.

      “It’s a super secret vaccine,” I said while holding up the big, thick pill between my thumb and forefinger for Candace to see. “Not even the government knows about it yet. My boss wants to be absolutely sure we have enough to fill immediate demand first.”

      “That’s amazing, Dad. You actually did it.”

      “Yup. I snagged a few doses just for you.”

      “Me? But, Dad, won’t they notice the missing pills?”

      “Nope. We each got enough pills for us and our families. It takes multiple doses for the vaccine to work. One a day for a month. I took mine, so this one is yours.” I placed the pill on her palm and then handed her glass of water. “Down the hatch.”

      “Thanks, Dad. This takes a load off my mind.”

      “Mm.”

      Candace put the pill in her mouth and then chased it with the full glass of water, sighing with relief once she finished and smiling.

      “There will be slight dizziness and possible drowsiness. That’s normal.”

      “Yeah. My head is kind of spinning.” She stumbled to the side.

      “Oops. I’ve got you.” I caught her against my side and guided her to the couch before taking the glass away from her and setting it aside. “Just close your eyes. It’ll pass in a moment.”

      “Okay.” My daughter closed her eyes and let her head rest on the back of the couch.

      Her cheeks flushed as her body heated from my drug. Then the changes started. Candace’s mid-back length brown hair bled blonde, starting at the roots and going all the way to the tips. Her lips plumped up and grew pinker.

      A golden tan spread over her pale skin like water running down a pane of glass. When her small tits started growing, I quickly yanked up her shirt and undid her bra, giving them room to balloon up to up to almost the size of her head with hard rosy nipples that bobbed as she breathed.

      My daughter shifted and squirmed as her ass and hips grew rounder, making her yoga pants stretch taut. The seam of the pants climbed up between her labia, giving her a cameltoe that slowly grew damp as pill-induced arousal swept through her body.

      She gasped and jerked her eyes open, now blue instead of their usual brown. “Daddy, I feel funny,” she said in a high, cutesy voice, not even noticing her tits on display.

      “Funny how, Candy-love?”

      “I don’t know. Just funny. I’m all hot.” She licked her plump lips slowly while appearing confused.

      No surprise there. The bimbofication pill had lowered her IQ to that of a toddler, if not lower. Stupid girls were easier to fuck. I planned to do exactly that, but after I had some fun.

      I asked in a mock-concerned tone while grinning, “Does anything hurt?”

      “Hurt?” She blinked and then thought for a moment before shaking her head. “I don’t think so.”

      “Well, let’s be systematic about this. Do your head hurt?”

      She took a moment before she said, “No.”

      “How about these big tits of yours? Does it hurt when I squeeze them?” I cupped and kneaded them, testing their weight and softness. They were perfect tits. The pill I’d created had done a fantastic job, better than I’d hoped.

      Candace looked down at her tits, canted her head to the side, and then said, “No.”

      “You sure? This doesn’t hurt?” I shifted my hands up so I could rub my fingers over her nipples, circling those hard peaks and flicking them.

      My daughter gasped and giggled. “That doesn’t hurt, Daddy. It feels good. Mmm.” She arched her tits out and leaned into me with her lips parted.

      “Oh yeah. You like this?” I grasped her nipples and tugged.

      “Ooh! Daddy, that feels really good.”

      “How about this?” Leaning into her, I kept my gaze on her face as I wrapped my lips around her right nipple and sucked.

      “Daddy!” She hugged my head while panting happy moans. “That feels really, really good. Do it more, Daddy.”

      I switched to her left nipple while flicking and tugging the right one, making me want to bury my already harder than hard dick inside her, but holding myself back to truly enjoy this feast I’d prepared for myself. That meant enjoying her hard nipples until they were flushed red and trembling. Then I pulled back and smiled down at my daughter. “Doesn’t hurt?”

      She shook her head quickly.

      “That’s good. Let’s move on. Does this hurt?” I smoothed my hands down to her waist and gave her a gentle squeeze.

      She giggled and shook her head. “Tickles, Daddy.”

      “Uh-huh. Let’s check here.” I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her yoga pants and tugged.

      Candace lifted her hips and wiggled to help me pull the tight pants off her along with her panties. She watched me with wide eyes full of innocence and not a single thought of how it was wrong and perverted that her father was spreading her thick thighs and kneeling between them to stare at her bare pussy.

      Bare now. I blew on it to clear away the hair that had fallen out at the root.

      My daughter yipped.

      “Did that hurt, Candy-love?”

      “No. It felt funny.”

      “Oh yeah? Funny good?”

      “I’m not sure.”

      “Let me do it again then.” I leaned closer, until my lips were just above her clit, breathing in her lusty fragrance, and blew.

      “Ah! Daddy!” Candace spread her thighs more, pulling her knees up and jutting her hips forward.

      “Did that hurt?”

      “No, Daddy. Do it again. It felt good. Do it again.”

      “Okay.” I blew again and again and then I licked, making Candace gasp in delight.

      “Daddy, you licked me.” She stared down at me with that ever-present confused expression.

      “I sure did. Your pussy is juicy like a peach and tastes just as good. Since I love eating peaches, I want to eat your pussy.”

      “But that will hurt, Daddy.”

      “No, it won’t.”

      “It won’t? Eating doesn’t hurt?”

      “Not even a little bit.”

      She pouted with a frown. “Are you sure?”

      “How about I show you and you tell me if it hurts? Okay?”

      “Okay.” She continued pouting as she stared at me lowering my mouth to her damp cunt. Then her expression turned to surprise as I sucked at her clit and flicked it with my tongue. “Daddy! Daddy!”

      “Hm? Does it hurt?”

      “No, it doesn’t. More, Daddy. Do that more. That feels better than my nipples. I like it when you eat my pussy. Eat it more.”

      “Gladly, Candy-love.” I held her thighs opened wide and settled in to thoroughly enjoy this meal.

      Candace went from panting to moaning to letting out excited shouts with her head thrown back and her hands on her tits, kneading them and tweaking her nipples. She came with a gush and a lustful cry, drenching my face and then whimpering like a hungry puppy because I didn’t stop.

      I wouldn’t stop. This was a pussy I’d wanted to eat for months. With it right in front of me at last, no way was one orgasm enough. I licked, I sucked, I stuffed my tongue as deep inside my little girl as I could get it and then made her come on it. Then I stuffed two fingers into her channel and pumped them quickly while loving on her clit. I didn’t let up until Candace was glassy-eyed and drooling.

      She stared at the ceiling in a daze with an expression of wonder on her face.

      I backed off her long enough to get out of my jeans and boxer shorts, then I returned to hold her knees as I aimed my dick for her drenched and winking pussy.

      My daughter was hot silk, wrapping around my piece and sucking me in. She yipped and bucked beneath me, taking my dick deeper and gasping as she did it. She stared at me with wide eyes. “Daddy. Daddy.”

      “Does it hurt?”

      “No, Daddy.”

      “Does it feel really good?”

      She nodded and hugged my shoulders, pulling me close and holding on. “I like it, Daddy.”

      “I bet. Just hold on to me, Candy-love. Daddy will make you like it even more.” I grinned as I pulled back and then slammed balls deep.

      “Daddy! Oh wow! I really, really, really liked that.”

      “Uh-huh.” I pulled back and slammed into her pussy again and again, pounding away and happy as hell to be fucking my daughter at last. It took months and a lockdown to get to this point, but we were here and no one could get in the way of this pleasure.

      Also, no one could get in the way of me filling my daughter’s unprotected pussy full of my spunk and then fucking it into her as I went another round right after the first.

      Candace clutched onto me, begging me to fuck her more, to keep giving her more pleasure. With her IQ so low and no sense of incest being wrong, she was only concerned about what felt good and getting more of it, which was perfect for fucking her as much as I wanted.

      I actually had to pry myself out of her hands when I finally wanted to stop. Chuckling at her antics, I peeled Candace’s hands away from me and then smiled at her annoyed pout. “Candy-love, Daddy has a treat for you, but I can’t give it to you if you don’t let me go.”

      “A treat? Is it as good as fucking?”

      “Better.”

      “Better?!” Candace gasped and released me. “Gimme.”

      “Of course.” I pulled back and straightened with my semi-erect dick, coated in her pussy juices and my cum, in front of her face. “All you have to do is suck on this.”

      “Really? That’s better?”

      “It sure is. Come here.” I grasped her blonde hair and pulled her to me.

      Candace opened her mouth and wrapped her pink, plump lips around my piece, sucking with a frown on her face. When she would have pulled back, I changed my hold to the back of her head and held her as I bucked my hips and went down her throat, which opened up for my intrusion.

      The bimbofication pill had killed her gag reflex, so I could fuck her face. But not just that. My daughter’s cheeks flushed, and she rubbed quickly at her clit as I enjoyed her throat. The pill had made her throat more sensitive so the act of swallowing was arousing for her, which was why she was doing it so much as I pounded away at her face, giving me the best massage ever.

      “That feels fantastic, Candy-love,” I said in a rough voice, trying to hold back my release and failing. I let out another fat load down my daughter’s convulsing throat and then pulled back so she could suck on my piece like a pacifier.

      “Did Daddy lie, Candy-love? Was that better?”

      She nodded, still sucking and coming on her fingers.

      I petted her head, damn proud of myself for my accomplishment. Who knew how long this lockdown would last. For the duration, my daughter would take a once-a-day dose of her bimbo pills, enjoy getting fucked every way I wanted, and then not remember a thing once the pill wore off four hours later.

      My patience had paid off at last.
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      A walk in the park with his daughter is a good way to combat boredom. Bringing along his hypnotic camera so he can get his daughter to flash her sexy body and play with sex toys while he watches makes the trip even more interesting.
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      Social Distancing Leads to Outdoor Incest

      Sick of my eighteen-year-old daughter Chloe bitching about being stir crazy from the lockdown, I dragged her out on a nature walk with me. Just her and me walking around with my trusty camera and looking for birds and other animals to photograph. Or that was the excuse I gave her.

      She didn’t know the big camera bag—way bigger than it needed to be to carry my equipment—had a change of clothes for her, lube, and several sex toys. I’d originally planned to have this fun in the house one random weekend after tricking Chloe into staying home and hanging out. Then the lockdown happened, and Chloe’s going-out days ended for the foreseeable future.

      As the streets and many public places emptied, my idea of staying in with my daughter had changed. The park we visited was practically empty. There were a few people walking their dogs and a few joggers, but that was it. We had this place to ourselves to do whatever we wanted.

      The first thing I wanted was to get Chloe a little more enthusiastic about being out of the house. I lifted my camera and aimed it at her. “Hey, Chloe, say cheese.”

      She turned and then threw up her hand. “Dad!”

      “You ruined the shot.”

      “I don’t want to be in your stupid pictures. You said you were taking pictures of the birds. Shoot them so we can go home already.” She scoffed with a roll of her eyes.

      “I’m out here for bird sightings, but also to have fun with my sweet little girl.” I took another picture, grinning at the ka-chlick sound of the camera shutter going off.

      Chloe went from frowning to smiling prettily and said, “I am sweet.”

      “You are. Because you’re so sweet, you’re enjoying this outing.” Ka-chlick.

      My daughter nodded. “I am. It’s pretty great out here without all the people crowding around and making lots of noise. Thanks for bringing me out here, Dad.”

      “You should call me Daddy.” Ka-chlick. “Like you used to.”

      Chloe giggled. “It’s been forever since I called you that, Daddy.”

      “You sound so cute and sweet—” ka-chlick “—when you do. Because you’re my sweet girl—” ka-chlick “—and you love spending time with me.” Ka-chlick.

      “I really do, Daddy. Coming out here was such a great idea.” She gave me a cute smile with her eyes sparkling with love.

      My special camera made everything I said into a hypnotic suggestion Chloe couldn’t help but obey without even realizing she was. No trance needed. I just emphasized which words I wanted to implant, took a picture, and she followed that command unconsciously.

      Now that I knew she was susceptible to the effects of the camera, it was time to have some real fun.

      “Let’s go farther into the park away from these people.”

      “Sure.” She hooked arms with me, and we walked together along the path.

      The further we got from the parking lot, the fewer people there were. Usually people packed this park, filling it with the sounds of barking dogs and screaming children and laughter and people horsing around. Not today. I could hear birds calling and the trees rustling.

      “Look, Daddy. There’s a pretty bird. What is that?”

      I looked where she pointed and spotted an orange and black bird perching on a branch. After snapping a quick picture, I said, “That’s an oriole.”

      “So that’s what orioles look like. Pretty.”

      “Yup.” I moved off to the side like I was trying to get a different angle. After taking a few more pictures of the bird, I aimed the camera at Chloe and said, “It’s too bad we’re not in a location to see some boobies.”

      “Some what?!”

      “Boobies. They’re a type of seabird with blue feet.”

      “For real?” Chloe whipped out her phone and looked it up before snorting a laugh. “They really are called boobies. That’s nuts.”

      I chuckled. “Yeah. Let me see your boobies—” I took a picture of her “—that you found.”

      My daughter nibbled her bottom lip as she glanced at me. With a giggle, she yanked up her shirt and bra and flashed her medium tits at me. Then she pulled her shirt back down and giggled more. “Ha. Got you.”

      “Okay, naughty girl. You know that’s not what I meant. If you do it again—” ka-chlick “—I’ll take a picture of you.”

      Chloe pulled her shirt up again then squeaked when I snapped a picture. “Daddy!”

      “What? I warned you.”

      “Delete it.” She rushed over with her hand out. “That’s pervy.”

      “It’s just a picture of you. You want me to keep it.” I snapped a picture right in her face, making her stumble and blink quickly.

      She nodded with a smile. “Yeah. I want you to keep it.”

      “In fact, you should keep your tits out—” ka-chlick “—so I can take more pictures of you being playful.” Ka-chlick.

      Chloe giggled and wiggled her body as she pulled her top and bra up to her neck and left them there. “Tada!”

      “You should bounce.” I took a picture, and my daughter bounced while giggling more. “You’re excited and happy.” Ka-chlick.

      “This is so much fun, Daddy.”

      “It sure is.” I took a bunch more pictures and then said, “What I really want to see is an orchid.”

      “An orchid? Out here?” Chloe shook her head. “Not likely. You need to go to a florist for that.”

      “A florist wouldn’t have the orchid I want to see. It’s pink and so pretty and in your pants.” Ka-chlick. “Your pussy is an orchid.” Ka-chlick. “You want to show me your orchid.” Ka-chlick.

      “I want to show you my orchid, Daddy.” Chloe undid her jeans and pushed them down to the tops of her thighs before crouching with her feet spaced apart so I could see her pink slit.

      “It’s pretty, sweetheart. So pretty.” I took several pictures. “It could be prettier though. Rub it.” Ka-chlick.

      Chloe reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy, but the act was lacking.

      “I bet doing this in public is making you horny.” Ka-chlick.

      My daughter gasped and flushed with a giggle and rubbed her pussy faster.

      “Really horny.” Ka-chlick. “So very horny.” Ka-chlick. “Horny enough to come squirting.” Ka-chlick.

      Chloe was rubbing quick circles around her clit and moaning as she did. All the while staring at me as I took pictures of her. “Oh, Daddy. I’m gonna come. I am.”

      “You want me to see you come.” Ka-chlick.

      “Coming. Coming.” Chloe threw her head back and jutted her hips forward as she came, squirting and shivering. After she caught her breath, she gasped and stood up quickly. “That… I…”

      “You had fun.” Ka-chlick.

      She nodded, and her shocked expression changed to a happy one. “I did. That was so fun.”

      “Coming feels better when I watch.” Ka-chlick.

      “Oh God, Daddy. Coming with you watching me felt so good.”

      I smirked. “Want to do it again?”

      “Yes.” The sound of footsteps had Chloe scrambling to pull up her jeans and yank her shirt down. She grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the path and into the trees, hiding behind a big one. Then she shushed me when I would have asked why we were here.

      But that worked out. I opened my camera bag and pulled out the outfit I’d prepared. “Here. Put this on. It’ll be easier for me to watch you come wearing this.”

      Chloe took the two-piece outfit and frowned at it. “This? Daddy, this is—”

      “A fantastic outfit.” Ka-chlick.

      “It is fantastic.”

      “You want to get naked and change into it while I watch and take pictures.” Ka-chlick.

      “I want to get naked and change. Watch me, Daddy. Take pictures too.”

      “Sure thing, sweetheart.” I smirked as I clicked away, taking picture after picture as my sweet little girl pulled off her top and bra and then wiggled out of her jeans and panties.

      She handed everything to me to stash in my bag and then pulled on the jersey cotton miniskirt and the matching long-sleeved crop top that ended just below her tits. Her hard nipples made impressions in the thin cotton of her top.

      “Ready,” she said with a cute smile.

      “You sure are. Let’s find a spot where I can take more pictures of your pretty orchid.”

      “Daddy,” she said in a singsong while hanging off my arm.

      We left the trees and walked deeper into the park where there were some picnic tables. I went that way. “Here’s a good spot.” I set my bag on the ground and pulled out a rabbit vibrator. “You can sit there and show me how pretty your orchid is with this stuffed in it.”

      “I what?! I’m not doing that. Especially out here where anyone—”

      “You want to do it.” Ka-chlick. “This is the best place to masturbate.” Ka-chlick. “You want to show me how you get off on that rabbit.” Ka-chlick.

      Chloe went from upset to smiling in a second and took the toy from me. “Out here is the best. I want you to see me come on this rabbit.”

      “Because you’re horny.” Ka-chlick. “Very horny.” Ka-chlick. “So horny that you can’t wait to come on that toy while I watch.” I took a few more pictures just so that last command really took.

      By the time I finished, my daughter was panting and flushed. She licked her bottom lip while stroking one hand up and down the toy. “Watch me, Daddy.”

      “I’m watching, sweetheart.” I went to one knee with my camera up.

      Chloe stepped onto the picnic bench so she could sit on the tabletop with her legs spread. She rubbed her pussy a few times and then spread her pussy juice over the toy before aiming it at her pulsing channel entrance. Then she was letting out excited squeaks with her eyes wide as she pushed it inside her snatch.

      “Start on high.” Ka-chlick.

      Nodding, she dialed the toy up to high and then let out a lusty moan as she jutted her hips forward, having to brace one hand behind her to keep from toppling over. She pumped that toy quickly while bucking her hips. “Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh yes! Yes! Watch me, Daddy! Watch me come! I’m coming!”

      “I’m watching, sweetheart. You’re so horny.” Ka-chlick. “You just want to come.” Ka-chlick.

      “Coming! Yes! Coming!” Chloe had her hips off the table and bucking in the air as she took that toy. “Oh fucking yes! Yes!” Then she was squirting hard and letting out a happy cry of satisfaction as she climaxed.

      “Once wasn’t enough.” Ka-chlick. “Come more.” Ka-chlick. “You want me to watch you come.” Ka-chlick.

      My little girl let out a needy whimper as she changed positions with that toy still stuffed in her pussy. She climbed down and then bent over the table with her legs spread and her ass arched up. “Watch me, Daddy. Watch me. I’m gonna come lots.”

      “Yes, you are. You love that toy.” Ka-chlick.

      “I love this toy so much. It feels so good, Daddy. Oh God, it feels good.”

      “It’ll feel better with my dick in your asshole.” Ka-chlick.

      Chloe nodded quickly. “Yes, Daddy, yes. Give me anal, Daddy. That would make this so much better. Fuck my ass. Fuck it.” She reached back with her free hand and grabbed her left ass cheek, holding it so I saw her twitching puckered hole.

      I reached into my bag for the lube and squirted a generous amount between her cheeks before undoing my pants and drizzling some over my erection. After spreading it up and down my shaft, I positioned my tip at my daughter’s asshole and then leaned into her.

      “Fuck yes, Daddy! Yes! Give me that cock! Give it!” Chloe pushed back, taking my piece deep into her trench, and then she was twerking her hips to ride it while still stuffing her pussy with that buzzing rabbit. “Fuck! Me! Yes! Daddy! Yes!”

      I let her ride my piece while I took pictures. Every few shots, I lifted my head to look around and make sure no one was seeing this. With the lockdown in place, I was sure public indecency charges had probably gone up just to deter this type of behavior.

      But there was no one around to hear my daughter crying out her pleasure while coming with my dick in her asshole and the rabbit in her pussy. She wrung the cum right out of me, milking every drop and giggling as she did it.

      I pulled out of her, put my semi-erect dick away, and then took pictures of my spunk dripping out of her gaped asshole. Then I took hold of the rabbit, pulled it from her pussy, and stuffed her asshole with it.

      “Ooh!” Chloe giggled more and wiggled her hips.

      Stepping back, I aimed the camera at her and said, “You want to walk around with that toy in your ass.” Ka-chlick.

      “Mmm. I want to walk around with this toy in my ass. It feels so good.” She moved her hips in a sensual circle.

      “Let’s go then.” I helped her stand up and fix her clothes, not that her short skirt could hide the toy wiggling around under it. And then we linked arms and walked through the park.

      The few people we passed did double-takes. Some gasped and laughed. Some whispered.

      My daughter didn’t pay any attention to it, because I told her not to. We made it all the way back to the house with only a few short stops for Chloe to shiver her way through orgasms. The insides of her thighs were soaked by the time we got back, which meant her pussy had to be super slick.

      “Show me your orchid, sweetheart. Daddy’s got some nectar for it.”

      Chloe blinked her lust-heavy eyelids at me and then shook her head. “We can’t—”

      “You want my dick.” Ka-chlick.

      My daughter leaned into the wall and shook her ass at me. “Daddy, fuck me.”

      “You want it in your pussy.” Ka-chlick.

      She arched her ass up and reached between her legs to hold her soaked pussy spread. “Right here, Daddy. Fuck me. I want your cock.”

      “You want all my cum in your pussy from now on.” Ka-chlick.

      “Fill me up, Daddy. My pussy orchid is hungry for your nectar.” She petted her slit. “Give it to me.”

      “Beg for it.” Ka-chlick.

      “Please, Daddy. Please fuck my pussy, Daddy. Please, please. I want your cock so badly.”

      With a smirk on my face, I set aside my camera and took out my renewed erection so I could bury it in my daughter. I pulled her away from the wall, turned her to face me, and stared into her eyes as I slammed into her slick cunt.

      She hugged me tight. “Daddy! Oh God, yes, Daddy! Yes! Fuck me, Daddy!”

      I pushed my mouth against hers, giving her a deep tongue-kiss as I gripped her ass. My fingers brushed the toy still wiggling around in her asshole. She’d kept a good hold of it. Since it was there, I used it, pumping it quickly and making my little girl more frantic.

      She came screaming for more and milking my dick.

      I pushed deep and filled her unprotected pussy full of cum, grinning while I did it. I would give my daughter lots more cum in the future, and she would beg me for every drop. While the lockdown was going on, some of that begging would take place in the park. Might as well take advantage of the lack of crowds while I could.
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      The lockdown means no one will notice that his daughter isn’t out and about, so it’s the perfect time to implement his brainwashing plan. Videos, sex toys, and aphrodisiac gel are all Dad needs to reprogram his daughter into loving and wanting incest.
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      Self-Isolation Leads to Brainwashing Incest

      This lockdown was just the excuse I needed to carry out a plan I’d had long ago but couldn’t hope to implement because someone would have noticed my eighteen-year-old daughter Dinah was missing. With most entertainment haunts closed and people told to stay home, it wasn’t the least bit strange for people to be cooped up for days on end without anyone seeing them.

      That was why no one knew I had Dinah in the basement, hooked up to a machine of my own creation. It featured a full helmet visor that showed her 24/7 visuals and audio of older men fucking younger women. Basically, guys around my age giving it to girls around hers. Mixed in with that were videos of me jerking off and messages like Crave Daddy’s Dick and Fuck Daddy and Incest Orgasms are the Best.

      Even when she fell asleep, she would still hear the younger women calling the guys Daddy and begging Daddy to fuck them and make them come. It wasn’t incest porn, but it did the trick. I’d also found some pseudo-incest porn—actors pretending to be family.

      That was the mental aspect of my reprogramming—what some might call brainwashing. Just images and subliminal messages wouldn’t be enough to make it stick. Dinah needed physical reenforcement, so I’d strapped her into a sex bondage chair, which was just a repurposed gynecological exam chair with straps around her ankles, knees, torso, and her arms bound above her head.

      The chair kept her opened wide for a sex machine dildo to continually fuck her at varying, random thrusting speeds while a massager positioned over her clit hummed away, oscillating up and down its intensities. I’d also clamped her nipples with bullet vibes that changed intensity based on which video was playing on her visor, increasing her pleasure whenever my jerk off videos popped up.

      Finally, there was the aphrodisiac cocktail that I mixed in with the nutrition shakes I gave her twice a day and the sensitivity-increasing gel I applied to her nipples and clit while I was there.

      While Dinah was being reprogrammed, I pretended to be her on social media so her friends wouldn’t get worried. They never suspected a thing. A week later, I let her out to see how much progress she’d made and if I needed to leave her in a little longer.

      My little girl kneeled on the cold tile floor, dazed and trembling with intermittent twitches.

      “Dinah?”

      She startled with a gasp and looked up at me. “Daddy?”

      I gave her a soft smile. “Yeah, baby. It’s me. Daddy. How do you feel?”

      “Tired. So tired.”

      “I bet.” I helped her stand and then escorted her to the bathroom where I’d gotten a bath ready for her. “In you go.” I rubbed her down with a sponge, getting her clean, and then I helped her dress and put her to bed.

      In the morning, she joined me in the kitchen, wearing loose sweatpants and a baggy shirt.

      “Morning, baby. Sleep okay.”

      “Yeah.” She licked her lips and darted her gaze to me before looking at the ground. “D-Daddy?”

      “Hm?”

      “The… The internet doesn’t work.”

      “Uh-huh. I know. I turned it off.”

      “A-A-And my phone is missing.”

      “Not missing. I have it.”

      Dinah fidgeted with the front of her shirt. “A-Are you gonna put me back in that chair?”

      “Do you want to go back in the chair?”

      “No!” She shook her head hard.

      “You say that, but it all depends on whether you’re a good girl or not.” I pushed the front of my sweatpants down to reveal my erection and then sat back. “Are you a good girl, Dinah?”

      She stared at my dick for several moments before coming forward and going to her knees in front of me. She licked her lips before grasping my piece and taking it into her mouth. At first she just held it with her tongue shifting under it. Then she sucked it a little.

      One moment she was hesitant and trembling. The next she was sucking her way down my shaft and then slurping her way back up with a savoring hum. My daughter shuffled closer and rose up on her knees for a better angle to down my dick, bobbing on it while twisting her head and rippling her tongue.

      I smiled as I put my hand on her head, not to guide her, just to rest it there. “That’s my girl. You like Daddy’s dick, don’t you?”

      Dinah pulled off and smiled up at me, her eyes sparkling with enjoyment. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Go on then. There’s a whole load of cum in there waiting for you to suck it out.”

      She let out a happy squeak and then resumed sucking. She switched hands, holding my shaft with her left while she pushed her right down the front of her pants. With a full body shiver, she rubbed her pussy, probably fingered it.

      The brainwashing had worked. Helped along by the aphrodisiac gel I’d coated my dick with. The same gel my little girl unknowingly rubbed on her pussy, heightening her arousal, reenforcing the message I’d fed her while she was strapped to the chair so her brain continued to make the association between pleasure and sex with me.

      When I was close to coming, I grabbed Dinah by her hair and pulled her off my dick so I could paint her face with my spunk.

      She startled and then smiled as she came on her fingers, humming her pleasure and wiggling her hips. She darted her tongue out and lapped up the cum closest to it.

      I released her hair and reached for the jar on the table. After spreading a generous amount of aphrodisiac gel on my palms, not caring that she watched me do it, I stroked my shaft in a loose fist with my left hand while wiggling my right in Dinah’s face. “Bring that pussy here. Let me see how wet you got.”

      Dinah was on her feet and out of her sweatpants in an instant. She straddled my right thigh and held my shoulders as I petted her drenched slit, spreading on the gel, and then I stuffed two fingers into her pussy and pumped them quickly. “Daddy! Oh God, yes!”

      Smiling up at her, I finger-fucked my little girl to a loud orgasm that had her bending over me with her arms around my shoulders and panting against my neck. When I pulled my fingers free, Dinah yelled, “No, Daddy!” She grabbed for my hand. “More. Please, more.”

      “I’ve got your more right here, baby.” I pointed at my renewed erection, bringing her attention to it.

      Her gaze was full of hunger as she looked at it. Then she was straddling my lap and dropping her slick pussy onto my piece, crying out her pleasure the moment I penetrated and then bouncing quickly. “Daddy! Daddy! Yes, Daddy! Fuck me! Yes!”

      I held Dinah’s ass and let her ride me the way she wanted. She wanted it hard and fast, slamming her pussy onto my dick over and over, coming without losing momentum while begging me for more.

      Perfect.

      This was exactly how I’d wanted her. My little girl was now really mine. And to solidify my claim, I grabbed her hips and pulled her down as I jutted up and spilled a load into her unprotected, fertile pussy.

      Yup, Dinah was fertile right now. I’d timed her release from the reprogramming to coincide with her peak fertility for just this moment. The aphrodisiac coupled with her typical horniness at this time of month made a powerful cocktail that had my daughter giggling and panting and begging me for more as she continued fucking my dick.

      I gave her another fat load and then had to pry her off me while laughing as I did it. “Come on, baby. Daddy’s spent.”

      She pouted and backed off me with her hand between her legs, rubbing and fingering her pussy, not seeming to care about the cum dribbling from her snatch onto the floor. “I’m still horny, Daddy.”

      “I bet.” The gel was formulated specifically for women and did nothing for me, but for Dinah, it had her keyed up and beyond horny and would keep her that way for the next hour or so.

      She had three fingers pumping her pussy and was tweaking her left nipple while continually licking her lips. “Daddy, please?”

      “You want to go back in the chair?”

      Dinah whined and pouted. “I was good.”

      “I know.” I stood up and pulled up my pants. “That’s why you get to go back in the chair. No straps. No visor this time. Just the toys. Okay?”

      “Just the toys.”

      “Yup. Just the toys.” I led her back to the basement with her hand in mine and then helped her onto the chair. After attaching the vibing clamps to her nipples, which made her giggle and moan with her back arched, I set the dildo machine to fuck her while I applied the massager to her clit.

      My little girl came instantly and loudly, spreading her thighs wide and jutting her hips. “Oh God! Oh please, Daddy! Yes!”

      First the stick and then the carrot. One round of sex was all Dinah needed to willingly go back in the chair for more pleasure. More reenforcement. And just to hammer it home, I let her hold the massager and then slipped the visor helmet over her head.

      “Daddy, you said—”

      “Shhh. Look.” I started the video.

      Dinah gasped and flushed as her lusty voice came through loud and clear. She was watching a video of the encounter we’d just had in the kitchen.

      “Look at how pretty and slutty you are, baby. That was all you loving on my dick like that.”

      “Daddy. Mmm.” Dinah gasped her delight and smiled.

      I set the video to repeat and then quietly left my daughter to enjoy her reward for being a good girl. When the effects of the gel wore off, she would disconnect herself and come out on her own, learning that she could control the amount of time she spent in the chair now, that it was her choice… sort of.

      This was just more conditioning. Each time we fucked, I would record it and add it to the playlist she watched while being pleasured in the chair. It would turn into a cycle of pleasure and self-gratification that would solidify my hold on her. Once this lockdown ended, Dinah would be addicted to and crave only my dick. She’d also be pregnant with my baby.
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      Shelter-in-Place Leads to Breeding Incest

      Fear was a great motivator. The current situation with the lockdown had supplied me with a bumper crop of it. I inundated my eighteen-year-old daughter Cassie with news reports, websites, infographics, and everything else I could find. I flooded her social media with it and made sure I filled her every waking moment with reminders and alerts of the seriousness of the situation.

      A shelter-in-place mandate from the governor was just the tipping point I’d needed to get Cassie down into the bunker apartment in the basement—living room, kitchen, bedroom, and bathroom—where I could control the media she ingested even more. That media I fed her was rife with only the bad news and warnings of the direness of the situation.

      I laid it on thick just to keep my little girl too worried and scared to even think of wanting to go outside. Every time I went out for supplies, she tried to talk me out of leaving and fretted until I returned, insisting that I shower immediately and wash my clothes before I touched anything.

      When I stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist, Cassie was waiting for me. “What’s up, babygirl?”

      “You were gone a lot longer this time. What happened?”

      “Just searching for a store with supplies. Everything is wiped out.” That was a lie. I’d gotten takeout and stopped at a park to eat in the sunshine before going to the grocery store for stuff for the bunker. “People are still panic-buying, and a lot more places are closed. A few restaurants are still offering food. We could order—”

      “No! I don’t want someone who could be sick making my food and delivering it.”

      I gave an offhand shrug. “Fair.” I moved past her to the bedroom and sat on the bed while I dried my hair. “I also swung by Melody’s place. You know. Just to…” I wiggled my eyebrows, grinning when Cassie blushed.

      “You shouldn’t have done that, Dad. It’s reckless.”

      “A man’s got needs, babygirl.”

      “But, Dad—”

      “Relax. Nothing happened.” Because I hadn’t really gone. “She was thinking like you and didn’t let me in.”

      “Good.” Cassie gave a thankful smile while nodding.

      “Not good. I’m horny.”

      “Dad!”

      “What? It’s the damn truth. And you’re horny, too.” I gave her a sly grin. “Or did you think I wouldn’t hear your little toy humming away last night?”

      She gasped, her cheeks getting redder.

      “The walls aren’t that thick down here. I heard you all right. Putting that toy on its max setting. Shifting around while you got off. Muffling your moans in the pillow, but not enough.”

      “Dad, stop! Just stop!” She covered her red cheeks. “Why couldn’t you just pretend you didn’t hear anything?”

      “Sure. I could. Just remember to do the same when you hear me jerking off later.”

      “Dad!”

      I gave her a wolfish grin. “I don’t plan to be quiet either. I’ve got my porn and my lotion ready. I’m getting hard just thinking about it.” I whipped aside my towel to show my little girl my erection.

      She gasped and then covered her eyes. “Oh my God! Dad! You pervert!”

      Before she could run, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her close. “Where you going? You’re gonna hear me, anyway. You might as well stay right here and watch.”

      “No way. Let go. This isn’t funny.”

      I yanked her to me, hugging her waist to keep her close. “Who’s joking, Cassie?”

      “Dad.” She braced her hands on my shoulders and pushed, but not hard, not enough to get free if she really wanted.

      Hugging her tighter, I laid my head on her big tits and sighed hard. “I’m hurting, babygirl. Jerking off isn’t enough. I want to feel a real woman.”

      “Dad, don’t say that while you’re holding me.”

      “That toy isn’t enough for you either, is it?”

      “It is. I mean, that’s none of your business.”

      “We could be down here for months, Cassie. Months. How long will your batteries last? I told you the stores were wiped out of essentials. Batteries were one of them.”

      “They’re rechargeable.”

      “For how long? With the way you keep enjoying that toy, you’ll run them out in no time. Keep running ‘em down and recharging them will make them play out before long. Then what?”

      Cassie stood in my arms in silence for several breaths. “Even if that’s the case. You’re my father. I’m your daughter. We can’t let this lockdown make us do something perverted.”

      “You’re right. You are. I just…” I snuggled into her tits and breathed in her scent. “You’re just so pretty, Cassie. I never saw how pretty until now. I shouldn’t look at you like that, I know. It’s wrong. But I can’t help it. We’re close quarters, and you keep playing with that toy.” I pulled back with a gasp, feigning a sudden idea.

      “What? Why are you looking at me like that?” My daughter edged back and pushed at my shoulders.

      “Let me watch.”

      “What?! Dad, no. What the hell? You’ve got porn.”

      “It’s not the same.”

      “That’s your problem.”

      “Please, babygirl? Please? I keep hearing it and imagining it and just let me watch. Get it out of my system.”

      “Dad—”

      “Please? I won’t touch you, I promise.” I let her go and sat back. “See? Not touching.”

      Cassie sighed.

      “Please?”

      “This is so sick.”

      “It’ll be just like when I used to watch you play with your toys.”

      “Dad! Don’t say it like that.” Cassie swatted at me, blushing bright red.

      I got her. She was hemming and hawing, but she would say yes. “But, it will be. Just like it. You have fun while I watch. Easy. Just think of it like that.”

      “I don’t want to think of it like that.” Cassie stomped off in a huff.

      Grinning at her back, I stayed on the bed and stroked my dick in a loose fist while I waited.

      My daughter returned a few minutes later with her rabbit and a bright blush on her cheeks. “Watching only, Dad. I mean it. If you touch me, I’ll scream.”

      “Cassie, babygirl, you’re my daughter. I don’t want to touch you.”

      “No, you just want to watch me masturbate.”

      “That’s different. Call it morbid curiosity.”

      She snorted with a roll of her eyes.

      “You know what I’m talking about or else you wouldn’t be ready to do it in front of me.”

      She blushed more and ducked her head as she crawled onto the middle of the bed. Once she was there, she rolled to her butt and then pushed off her sweatpants and panties. “Looking only, Dad.”

      I got off the bed and backed up several feet. “Just looking, babygirl.” Looking hard and loving the view of her shaved pussy already glistening and flushed pink, ready to be fucked.

      Not yet.

      Cassie was still skittish. Still thinking about the deviance of fucking her father. But I had a way to get her over that. A plan that started with watching her turn on her toy and rub the vibrating tip against her clit, which made her squeak and jut her hips.

      I didn’t say a word as I watched her slide that toy between her labia and squirm.

      My daughter stared at me while coming. She kept her gaze locked on me as she slipped that toy into her pulsing channel and then pumped it. Slowly at first, making her thighs tremble, and then speeding up until she was moaning and coming again.

      Goddamn. My babygirl was fucking hot. She spread her thighs wide and jutted her hips up while toying her pussy. She reached her free hand under her T-shirt and fondled her tits. But that didn’t seem to be enough for her because she pushed her T-shirt and sports bra up to her neck, baring her tits and then rubbing and tugging her left nipple.

      Her moans of pleasure filled the room as she enjoyed another orgasm and then another. My little girl had been hurting for this release and got swept up in her playing with her eyes closed and her head back and her tits pushed in the air.

      She didn’t see me move to the side of the bed. Didn’t notice when I kneeled on the mattress to lean over her.

      I slurped up her right nipple and sucked it hard.

      “Dad!” Cassie startled and climaxed with a surprised cry of pleasure.

      When she would have moved away, I hugged her waist and kept her beneath me so I could continue loving on that hard nipple, swirling my tongue around it and tugging it with my teeth.

      “Y-You said you wouldn’t touch me.”

      “I know.” I breathed hard and shuddered. “I know I did. I wasn’t gonna, then I saw you. Cassie. God, Cassie. You’re so beautiful, babygirl. Just a little. Just this. I promise. Okay. Just this.” I sucked at her right nipple some more while moving her hand away so I could knead and squeeze her left tit.

      Cassie didn’t shove me away or try to get free. She continued toying her pussy, probably thinking I would keep my word this time.

      Silly girl.

      So gullible and trusting. I loved that about her, especially now.

      My daughter was writhing beneath me, pushing her tits into my mouth, moaning like a slut. She startled when my hand joined hers on the rabbit, but she didn’t say anything as she let me take control of it, let me fuck her with it.

      I rumbled my satisfaction as I pumped that toy into her slick pussy, churning her up, making her come, distracting her so she was too far gone with pleasure to notice me kissing my way down her belly to her glistening cunt. It wasn’t until I sucked at her clit that Cassie realized where my mouth was.

      “Dad, you—” She pushed at my head, but I wasn’t budging, drawing hard on her clit so she couldn’t help coming again.

      I pulled the toy free and feasted. I ate my little girl’s pussy like I was a condemned man and her cunt was my last meal.

      She was open and drenched and loving it. Her fingers fisted in my hair, pulling me closer as she ground her snatch against my face. “Dad! Dad! You…! Oh God! Yes!”

      No matter how much my daughter squirmed and writhed, I stayed with her, kept her coming on my tongue, didn’t let up until she was giggling and panting and giggling some more. Only then did I take my mouth off her so I could shift up her body and thrust into her hot, pulsing channel.

      “Dad!” Cassie stared at me with wide eyes. She shook her head and swatted at my shoulders and face. “You lied. You lied.”

      “I sure did, babygirl.” I grinned down at her as I pulled back and slammed home, making her gasp with her eyes wide and an expression of wonder on her face. “Yeah, that’s the way, Cassie. You like it.”

      “I don—”

      I kissed away her denials, stuffing my tongue in her mouth as I fucked her into the mattress. It only took a few strokes before Cassie was curled around her, hugging me with her arms and legs, jutting her hips up to meet my thrusts.

      Oh yeah. My babygirl had been hungry for dick. My dick. She just hadn’t known it until now.

      And then I crossed the final line. I came inside my daughter’s unprotected pussy. Her fertile pussy. I’d tracked her periods just to be sure I got her at just the right time, and now I was filling her full of my spunk and then fucking it into her. A second round and then a third. I wanted to make good and sure my seed took.

      When I finally stopped to catch my breath, I stayed inside Cassie and let her pussy suck on my dick, loving the sensation.

      “Dad.” Cassie panted beneath me as she uncoiled herself. “You lied.”

      “Mm.”

      “You came inside me.”

      “Mm.”

      “I’m not on anything.”

      “Mm.”

      She smacked my side. “Dad!”

      I lifted up just enough to look at her, but not to pull out. Not yet. Meeting her angry glare, I said with a smirk, “You loved it, babygirl. Admit it. You needed that fuck just as badly as I did.”

      “Dad!” Then she gasped as my dick jumped inside her.

      “Say you wanted it. You don’t just toy yourself in front of your father without wanting his dick inside you.”

      “I…”

      “Uh-huh.”

      Cassie blushed and pouted. “You shouldn’t have come inside me.”

      “No condoms.”

      “Would you have used them if you had them?”

      I shrugged.

      “Dad! What if I get pregnant?”

      I kissed her forehead and then her lips, smiling as she returned my kiss. She was mine already and didn’t seem to realize it. “Who’s to say you weren’t knocked up before we went on lockdown? Maybe you didn’t know until afterward. Isn’t that right?”

      “I-I guess. But—”

      “That being the case, no one will ever suspect the baby you’re caring is mine.”

      “Could be carrying. We don’t know—” She gasped with her eyes wide as I shifted up and then sank my renewed erection into her depths. “Dad, you… you…” She sighed and shook her head before hugging my shoulders and bringing me close. “Pervert.”

      “You’re letting me, so the apple didn’t fall far from the tree, huh?” I rolled so she was on top.

      Cassie sat up and stared down at me.

      “You leaving?”

      She lifted her hips and then sank back down with a sigh.

      I grinned. “That’s my girl.” Gripping her ass, I held on as she rode my dick.

      By the time the shelter-in-place was lifted, my daughter would be very pregnant with my baby. Or I should say, by the time she was thoroughly addicted to my dick and very pregnant, I would let her know the shelter-in-place was lifted and we could leave the bunker. But that would be months from now. The end of her second trimester at least.
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      She had plans to go out, but Dad locked her phone and car keys in his safe. Going to his office to crack the code on the safe exposed her to aphrodisiac incense that leaves her horny and weak, which is exactly what Dad needs to bind her to his bed and make her beg for the pleasure only he can give her.
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      Strange Symptoms Leads to Bondage Incest

      After twenty minutes of searching, I confronted Dad. “Where did you hide them?”

      “Hide what?” He leaned to the side to see the TV I was blocking.

      I moved to block him again. “My phone and my keys. Where are they? I know you hid them.”

      “You mean my keys, girl. Your name ain’t no where on that car.”

      “I make the payments.”

      “Not the insurance payments.”

      “Dad, give me my keys and my phone!” I jerked my hand out right in front of his face.

      “No. Now move. I’m missing the good part.”

      “So pause. I want my shit.”

      “Hey!” Dad glared at me, giving me his full annoyed attention. “You watch your language.”

      “I am watching it. That’s why I said to give me my shit. Now, old man.”

      Dad started to speak but bit it back and grumbled something I didn’t catch. “You ain’t going out. That’s final. There’s a sickness going around. You need to stay home.”

      “That’s a bunch of bullshit for gullible people like you to fall for. There’s nothing wrong. And even if there was, none of my friends are sick.”

      “Yet. Keep going out and see if they don’t catch something. But you won’t. You’re staying indoors like you’re supposed to until this mess blows over.”

      “You are such an asshole!”

      Dad surged to his feet, towering over me, and jabbed his finger in my face. “And you’re an eighteen-year-old girl who’s about to get into a world of trouble if you don’t watch your mouth. You got your computer and your games. That’s enough to keep you occupied for the duration.”

      Rather than argue with him more, I stomped off, cursing under my breath. Dad was such an asshole and an idiot. He always talked about never trusting a word the news or the government says, but the moment they announced this lockdown, he was suddenly a model citizen who did everything he was told.

      He was only complying to keep me in the house. He’d been trying for years to find ways for me to stay home, which was how I knew exactly where he’d hidden my keys and my phone—the safe in his office.

      I made a big production of stomping to my room and slamming the door. After turning up my music really loud, I crept out of my room and down the hall to his office. I’d cracked that safe long ago and had the code memorized. By the time Dad got irritated enough to come tell me to turn down my music, I would be long gone.

      The floor safe tucked in the corner of his office was waist high and modeled to resemble the old-timey safes of the wild west. It had remote entry, but Dad kept that on his keychain, so I had to use the combination… which didn’t work.

      “Shit,” I said under my breath. “The old fucker changed the combination. He’s not as stupid as he looks after all.”

      With a shrug and some muttered curses, I sat on the floor and put my ear to the safe to crack it the way I had the first time. Five minutes from now—maybe less—and I would be in my car and off to hang out with my friends.

      Thinking about one friend in particular had my clit tingling and my pussy getting wet. We’d been fucking since before graduation. Just to piss off Dad, not that he would find out, I would let my sex friend go raw this time. It was a safe day for me, and he wasn’t sick, not that I believed this situation was in any way serious. Even if it was, whatever. We all had to go some time.

      After twenty minutes of sitting on my ass, I was cursing a blue streak and sweating. I still hadn’t cracked the safe. Dad must have added numbers to the sequence. He always said he could have up to ten but stuck to four because ten was too annoying. If he’d switched to a ten-sequence code, then he really didn’t want me leaving the house.

      “He’s such an asshole,” I rasped and then sat back and fanned myself. It was really hot.

      Sitting back made the room spin a little, and I almost toppled over. That was when I realized my sweating wasn’t from exertion. I felt hot all over, my mouth was dry, my throat was itchy, almost sore, and I felt lightheaded.

      Shit!

      Just perfect. I was sick. Dad would lord this over me from now on. But I’d felt fine just a little while ago. Why was I sick now?

      I snorted to myself and shook my head, making me moan as my dizziness got worse. I wouldn’t be surprised if I’d gotten sick from Dad. The asshole.

      “I knew you were in here.” Dad stood in the doorway, grinning smugly. “Crack it yet.”

      “Fuck you.” I tried to stand but stumbled and fell on my ass. “I don’t feel good.”

      “Uh-huh. Come on. Let’s get you to bed.” He bent down, scooped me up, and carried me to his bed. “There you go.” He placed me on the middle of the mattress and then took my hands in his.

      “It’s so hot, Dad. What’s wrong with me?”

      “You’re sick. What did you think was wrong? I told you, you would get sick, and you did.” He smoothed my hair from my face with a smug smile. Then he sat me up, making my head swim, and pulled my top off me. After tossing it aside, he undid my bra and tossed it away too. “My, my, my. Would you look at those pretty melons.”

      “You… You…” I couldn’t get the words out. The dizziness and heat roiling through my body was making it hard to think. I couldn’t even do anything when Dad cupped my left tit and hefted it.

      “You’re a big girl, after all, ain’t ya?”

      I put my hand on his arm to push it away but found I had no strength so just ended up holding his arm.

      Dad chuckled and helped me lie back. Then he scooted down the bed, undid my jeans, and tugged them off me along with my panties. “All shaved clean. Who you trying to impress, huh?” He edged my thighs apart and then drew a finger over my slit.

      I summoned up enough strength to roll away, intent on leaving his bed to go to my own, but Dad grabbed me and rolled me back.

      “Ah! Where do you think you’re going? Huh? Nowhere. That’s where.” He grabbed my right wrist and drew it over my head to the headboard where he closed it into a leather cuff that I tugged on feebly.

      “What are you doing?” I rasped in a breathy voice, watching helplessly as he reached over me and locked my left wrist in a matching cuff.

      “I’m taking care of you, pet. What’s it look like?”

      “P-Pervert. You… You…” I breathed out a long breath and then panted, overheated and aching. Not all over. Just my lower body. Specifically my pussy.

      That was when it clicked.

      I stared at Dad with wide eyes. “You drugged me.”

      “Caught on that quick, did you?” He chuckled more as he put cuffs on both my knees and then placed a spacer bar between them. “I knew you would go for my safe. I also knew you wouldn’t figure out for a long while that I’d switched the combo to the ten-digit sequence.” Reaching upward, he grasped a hook hanging from the ceiling and pulled it down to attach to the ring in the middle of the spacer bar so my knees were raised with my feet dangling just above the bed.

      “Asshole.” Then I yelped as Dad attached a tight clamp to my left nipple and tugged it.

      “Still got a smart mouth. Even now. But I’ve got something for that.” He reached for something on the nightstand and then leaned over me to shove a thick ball in my mouth before securing the strap behind my head. “No more backtalk from you until you can speak with respect.” Then he clamped my right nipple, making me squeak and glare at him.

      My glare turned into wide-eyed wonder when Dad attached vibrating bullets to the clamps, sending waves of pleasure through my body that had me crying out in delight and arching my tits up.

      “Feels good, huh, pet? Real good, I bet. Better than anything you’ve felt before.”

      I shook my head, but it was true. I was in heaven from just some clamped vibes on my nipples. My pussy was pulsing and drooling. I couldn’t help bucking my hips, wanting something inside me.

      “That’s the incense.” Dad picked up a burning stick of incense I hadn’t noticed before. “No smell. No effect on men. But mouthy little, disrespectful bitches who try to break into their father’s safe end up like you, pet. Overheated, disoriented, and horny. Very, very horny.” He flicked his finger against my clit.

      I bucked my hips, instantly wanting more. God, I was so horny right now. Beyond horny. It didn’t even matter that Dad was the one touching me so long as he kept doing it.

      He pulled his hand back while grinning at me. “If you had just gone to your room, like a good girl, you wouldn’t have gotten dosed. I set up the incense in my office, because I know you’re a brat. So really, it’s your own fault you’re in this fix.”

      I glared at him as my answer.

      “If only you’d been a good girl, I might have thought twice about my plan. But no. You had to be a bitch. Well, bitches get fucked, pet. They get fucked hard.” Dad stood up and pushed his sweatpants down and off. When he straightened, his thick, long erection stood tall in front of him.

      Instead of freaking out over seeing my father’s cock, I was writhing with the need to have it in me. That big piece of manmeat looked just the right size to give me the best orgasm of my life. I lifted and wiggled my hips, waving my pussy in my father’s face, begging with my body for him to do what he threatened because I needed it so badly.

      Dad crawled onto the bed and between my legs. “Look at you. So desperate. I bet you’re hurting, aren’t you, pet? My buddy said you’d get more and more worked up the longer you went without.” He lifted a bottle and drizzled lube over my pussy and between my ass cheeks. “My buddy is a pharmaceutical chemist. He’s made this and other stuff. Something about a bimbo pill, but I wasn’t interested in that. This incense was the real treasure.”

      He shuffled forward and positioned his tip against my asshole then whistled in appreciation. “Look at you opening wide like a slut. Done a lot of anal, have you?” He waited and stared at me. “Come on, pet. Answer me. You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

      I hesitated only a moment before nodding.

      “That’s what I thought. You’ve done anal. That’s obvious from this hole gaping open. How many guys have come in your backdoor?”

      I flushed with arousal and embarrassment as I showed my father three fingers.

      “Oh yeah. How many in your pussy?”

      I held up two fingers.

      “Were the two that did your pussy in the group of three who did your ass?”

      I shook my head.

      Dad snorted a laugh. “Slut. My slut now. You won’t be adding to that count after me.” He jutted his hips forward, penetrating my asshole, and making me howl my pleasure around the gag. “Oh yeah. My pet loves that, doesn’t she? Such a fucking slut.”

      He grabbed my hips and bucked quickly, fucking my asshole the way I loved, fast and deep. Just when I was craving something in my pussy, Dad grabbed a massager from the nightstand, turned it on high, and then pressed it against my pussy.

      I came with an excited scream, my hips jutted up, and squirting hard.

      “Fucking hell, pet. You are squeezing the shit out of me. Trying to make me come, huh? Not yet, though. You don’t get my jizz that easily.” He laughed as he fucked my asshole harder with that massager pressed right up against my clit and making me come again and again.

      Euphoria settled in. I could see stars, probably from panting and from the drug. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was Dad’s cock inside me. It felt so good. So big. So hard and wonderful. I loved it.

      Who cared if my father was the one fucking me? I sure as hell didn’t it. I just wanted to come. Climaxing felt so good. Better than any time before. I loved it. I loved Dad. God, more. I wanted more.

      Heat bloomed in my trench, and Dad groaned a satisfied sigh. “Yeah, pet. You milked a fat load out of me.” He pulled out, and I instantly missed him, bucking my hips to show him I wanted him back.

      Dad just laughed and tapped his cock against my pussy. “Not yet, pet. You gotta give me a second to recover. But you can have this.” He dialed up the massager higher and pressed it to my pussy entrance.

      I came again, writhing and screaming my pleasure. But it wasn’t enough. I wanted cock. I needed it. My body was so hot. If this gag wasn’t in my mouth, I would beg Dad to fuck my pussy.

      He kept me coming over and over until I thought I would pass out from the pleasure, then he pulled the massager away and replaced it with his cock. I came from penetration alone, clamping onto his piece as I bucked wildly.

      Dad just laughed and let me move how I wanted. “Little wild child. You love that dick, don’t you?”

      I nodded my head so hard that I smacked it against the headboard.

      Dad reached for me and touched the side of my mouth.

      The gag clicked and fell to my collar. I licked my lips then rasped, “Fuck me, Dad. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

      “Say please.”

      “Please. Please. Please fuck me.”

      “You apologize for being a bitch?”

      “Yes. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. Please fuck me.”

      Dad smirked and thrust his hips.

      “Yes! Dad, yes! Fuck me like that! More! Please, more! I’m so hot!”

      “Yeah, you really are.” Dad laughed as he grasped my hips and pounded away at my pussy, driving through one orgasm and then another.

      I kept begging him for more. I couldn’t get enough. It would never be enough. That stupid incense had done this to me, had made me frantic to be fucked and loving even my father’s cock. It was so thick and big though. I couldn’t help but love it.

      And then he pressed a vibe to my clit, and my world exploded into stars and glorious bliss that swept me away into oblivion.

      The sound of my phone singing woke me. I blinked open my eyes and peered into the gloom at Dad standing at the foot of the bed grinning at me.

      “Yeah, this is Julie’s dad. She’s not feeling great.” He grinned wider and winked at me. “No, no. I don’t think it’s that, but she caught something. Probably the flu. She’ll be laid up for at least a week.” He nodded and made affirmative noises. “I’ll be sure to tell her. Thanks for calling. Bye.”

      After ending the call, he tossed aside my phone and said, “That was your little friend. He said to get well soon. But I don’t think you will.” He pulled a lighter out of his pocket and then walked to the nightstand to light a stick of aphrodisiac incense. “I’m pretty sure your symptoms will keep recurring over and over so you have to stay in bed the entire time we’re on lockdown. What do you think?” He sat on the bed beside me and smoothed his hand over my belly.

      My head was clearer than earlier. Sleep or multiple orgasms had helped get the drug out of my system. As much as I wanted to curse out Dad, he’d replaced the gag. Huffing as I tried to talk around it or work it loose only made the dizziness hit me. The incense was working again.

      I didn’t want to, but I squirmed under Dad’s touch and arched my hips up, offering my pussy, wanting his thick, hard cock already.

      Dad chuckled as he dipped two fingers into my slick channel and pumped them slowly, making me moan my delight and rock my hips up to meet his fingers so they went deeper. “Yeah. It looks like your symptoms won’t go away any time soon, pet. You’re just gonna have to stay in bed and let me take care of you.”

      He leaned into me and latched onto my nipple, sucking on it and swiping it with his tongue as he finger-fucked my pussy, bringing me to orgasm in no time. I came panting needy whimpers and writhing against my bonds. Not to get free. I didn’t want to get away from Dad. I wanted to throw him on the bed and ride his wonderful cock until I was satisfied.

      Instead, I had to lay there and take what he gave me while wishing for more. I wanted more. The moment Dad took the gag out of my mouth again, I would beg him for more the way he liked. So much more. More, Dad, more. I wanted to come so badly.
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      After fucking my daughter to the point she passed out again, I backed off and went to take a quick shower before heading downstairs to watch some TV. After two or three days of fucking, I could let her loose without fear of her trying to run off or call the cops on me. She would be hooked by then. She appeared plenty hooked on my dick already, but I had to be sure.

      I also had to keep the incense burning throughout the house so she stayed horny and wanting to be fucked. By the time I stopped dosing her, my babygirl would be a lot more respectful. She would also be very pregnant and dependent on me to take care of her, like always.
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      Dad tricked his daughter out of her virginity, and she’s been wary of him ever since. Then the lockdown happened along with the need to conserve resources until the stores could restock. That’s why Dad suggests showering together to make the soap last. His daughter falls for the excuse to get her naked and in the shower so he can give her a thoroughly deep clean that will leave her gasping for more.
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      Copyright © March 2020 DeeDee Zee. All Rights Reserved.

      All characters depicted in this title are 18 years of age or older.

      
        
        *

      

      

      Soap Shortage Leads to Shower Incest

      When the lockdown happened, my eighteen-year-old daughter Trina still hadn’t forgiven me for tricking her into giving up her virginity. I’d made her believe I thought she was a slut and had to prove otherwise. It wasn’t my fault my little girl was gullible. Or, maybe it was.

      I’d raised her as a single dad after her momma ran out on us when Trina was seven. If Trina was the type to crawl into the back of a panel van to look at some puppies, I was to blame. Not that she ever had because I’d kept a close, strict eye on her to keep away the vultures and predators that would have gotten her virginity before me.

      The only asshole fucking my daughter would be me. Except, she hadn’t fallen for any of my tricks since. Every time I tried to get into her pants, she’d run to her room and locked the door, refusing to come out until I apologized for trying to fuck her. After I apologized, she would be all smiles again, instantly forgiving me and losing all wariness, making me want to pounce on her even more.

      How the hell had no one gotten to her before me? No matter how strict I raised her, sometimes she’d been at school or in town. Some asshole with a bag of candy should have had her skirt up and her ankles around her ears long before I’d gotten a chance to do it. Not that I was complaining about that scenario not playing out.

      It wouldn’t either. My little trick had made Trina wary around men, especially me. She was always on the lookout now. Or she was until the lockdown happened, stranding us at home together with nothing to do but watch TV and try not to be bored.

      “Look at this stupidity. All those people panic-buying cleared out everything.” I pointed at the news report about bare shelves in stores, stripped clean of all toilet paper and hand soap. “It’s a good thing I stocked up beforehand, but our supplies might not hold out until this is over.”

      Trina glanced over at me with a worried expression on her face. “It won’t? Are you sure, Daddy?”

      “The news is saying this could last months. You saw what’s happening in Italy. And some states have already instituted curfews. How are we supposed to restock if that happens?”

      My daughter’s brow creased more as her worry increased.

      I tried not to grin. Yeah, this was a serious situation, but I was using it to my advantage. The time had come to come inside my daughter again. I played up the scarcity and direness of the situation to play on her anxiety.

      “We’ll have to conserve everything. Count out toilet paper squares. Don’t use more than five in any one visit to the toilet.”

      Trina nodded.

      “Washing your hands is important, but one squirt of soap is enough. Not even one squirt. Half a squirt.”

      She nodded more.

      “We’ll also shower together to maximize the shower gel.”

      Trina was about to nod when she stopped with a gasp and then narrowed her eyes at me. “Daddy.”

      “What? What’s that look for, Trina-doll? This is important.”

      “You’re trying to do… do…” She blushed and fidgeted with her hands in her lap. “That.”

      “What?”

      “You know what, Daddy. That’s wrong. You’re not supposed to do that with me. I looked it up. What we did is incest, which is illegal in this state.”

      “You plan on calling the cops?”

      “No! Just… It’s not right, Daddy.”

      “You’re right, Trina-love. I was wrong that time. I shouldn’t have done that to you.”

      My daughter looked at me with eyes sparkling with love and forgiveness. She really was way too easy to trick.

      “I admit I did a bad thing and took advantage of my position as your father to do something no father should, but this is different. You see what’s happening out there.” I pointed at the TV and the ongoing report of empty shelves and limited supplies. “This is not a ploy to get sex. We need to think about making everything in the house last as long as possible and hope shelves are restocked when we run out.”

      “That’s true.” She nibbled her bottom lip in thought. “But showering together?” She stared at me a long while before nodding with a sigh. “You’re right, Daddy. I’m sorry for being suspicious.”

      “It’s good to be cautious, but I already said I won’t do that again.” I held up three fingers and put my right hand over my heart. “I promise not to touch your tits or cunt.”

      “Daddy!”

      “What?”

      Trina blushed bright red all the way up to the tips of her ears. “Those words. Don’t say that.”

      “Tits and cunt?”

      “Daddy, stop!” Trina covered her face and ran from the room.

      I chuckled after her and then licked my lips when she was out of sight. I’d promised not to touch her tits or her pussy. That left her ass as fair game and yet another virgin orifice I would get to initiate. I adjusted my hard-on and then sat back to watch TV, already looking forward to the shower I would take with my daughter tonight.

      Dinner was a quiet affair and so was TV time, which Trina tried to extend well past when she would normally go to bed. Stalling. I knew she was doing it and let her.

      She startled badly when I switched off the TV and got to my feet. “D-Daddy, maybe I can just take sponge baths instead. That doesn’t use much soap or water.”

      “You can’t get clean like that. Besides, Trina-love, we used to bathe together when you were little. Remember that?”

      “Yeah, but…” She stuck out her plump bottom lip and regarded me with suspicion. “You promised not to touch me.”

      “I did promise not to touch your tits or your cunt.”

      She sighed and got to her feet. “You better not, Daddy. I mean it. That’s wrong.”

      “Okay. Okay. Let’s go shower.” I herded her into the master bathroom because the shower was a walk-in and much bigger than the tub in the hall bathroom.

      I jumped out of my clothes and into the stall, grinning the whole way.

      Trina took her time getting naked and was covering her big tits with one arm and the other hand was over the bush covering her sweet pussy.

      My mouth was watering just remembering how good she’d tasted. But I promised, and I meant to keep that promise. No pussy. No tits.

      I stepped back to let her stand in front of me with her back to me, then reached for the soap and the shower pouf. After getting it foamy, I washed off myself and then wiped down Trina’s back. Slowly, she relaxed as my hands never strayed from her back. Then I handed her the sponge so she could wash her front.

      When I passed my soapy hands over her round ass cheeks, my daughter yipped. “Daddy!”

      “What?”

      “You… Your hands…”

      “What about them?” I squeezed and kneaded that big ass.

      “You’re touching.”

      “I have to touch you to wash you, Trina-love.”

      “But… But…”

      “Hush. I’m almost done.”

      “O-Okay.” She rubbed absently at her arms and pressed her thighs close together, probably thinking I would go for her cunt.

      I went for her crack instead, grazing my fingers over and over her rim and then wiggling the tip of one finger inside it.

      “Daddy!”

      “For God’s sake, what, Trina?” I grinned at the back of her head while nudging my finger deeper.

      “Your finger. What are you doing?”

      “Cleaning you. Duh.”

      “But your finger. It’s… You… You promised.”

      “I did, and I’m keeping to it. I’m helping you clean. You gotta get inside your asshole too, Trina-love. Just like this.” I pulled my finger back to the tip and then wiggled it forward. Pulled it back and wiggled forward. Back and forth. “It doesn’t hurt, right?”

      “N-No. Just feels weird.”

      “Because you ain’t been cleaning right. That changes now.” I took the sponge from her and tossed it aside before I grabbed her hands. “Here. Hold your cheeks spread. I want to get you clean, since you obviously can’t.”

      “I can. I do. Daddy, don’t say it like that.” Trina pouted as she held her ass cheeks spread and bent slightly forward.

      God, I loved how gullible my little girl was. She actually thought me finger-fucking her asshole was cleaning it.

      I pushed my finger deep and twisted it around. “Hm. That’s not enough.” I added a second finger, nudging my way in, and then pumping it slowly, getting her used to it.

      “Daddy?”

      “What?”

      “Aren’t you finished?”

      “No. You gotta be gentle with this part when cleaning. You don’t want to get a scratch in there. It’ll hurt like hell when you shit.”

      “Daddy! Your language.”

      “Yeah, yeah. Hush and let me do this.” I stayed smiling as I got Trina used to two fingers and then three while stroking my erection with my free hand, getting ready.

      “That feels like enough, Daddy. It’s gotta be clean now.”

      “Let’s find out.”

      “How?”

      “Hold still.” I grasped her hips and held her steady as I pushed my tip against her hole.

      “What is that?”

      “Hush, Trina-love. I’m checking your asshole to see if it’s clean enough.” I grinned as I pushed forward, stretching her cute virgin asshole over my dick, watching as it swallowed it up and sucked it down.

      “That feels weird, Daddy. What is it?”

      I leaned into her, pushing balls deep, and said close to her ear, “What do you think it is?” Then I pulled back and slammed my hips forward.

      “Daddy! Oh! Wait! That…” She gasped in dismay and then reached back to push at my side.

      I held her while I bucked my hips and chuckled. “Oh yeah, Trina-love. You feel good and clean. Tight too. So tight. You’re squeezing the shit out of me. I love it.”

      “Daddy, you promised.”

      “Tits and cunt, Trina-love. This is your asshole.”

      “Daddy!” She moved her hands to the shower wall and hung her head, seemingly admitting defeat but I felt the way she was wiggling her hips, rocking to meet my thrusts.

      I grasped her wrist and guided her hand to her pussy, urging her fingers to rub against her clit. When she startled again, I said near her ear while nibbling it, “I promised not to touch you here, didn’t I? That means you have to, right?” I nodded.

      Trina nodded with me, breathing hard and licking her lips. She moved her fingers on her own, hesitant at first and then faster, making herself tremble and moan in pleasure.

      “That’s the way, Trina-love. Just like that.” I leaned back so I could fuck her the way I wanted, driving deep and hammering hard.

      My daughter’s lusty cries bounced off the shower walls and echoed back at us. She came on her tiptoes with her ass arched up, taking me as deep into her trench as she could and crying out her pleasure.

      “Fuck yeah.” I filled her tight, formerly virgin asshole full of spunk, groaning in satisfaction as I did it.

      Both Trina and I were panting while still connected. After a moment, Trina pulled away and faced me with accusation on her face. “I knew it! I knew you wanted sex again. How could you, Daddy?!”

      “Trina—”

      “No! You shouldn’t have done that. It’s wrong.” She pushed open the shower door, grabbed a towel off the rack, wrapped herself in it, and then rushed out of the bathroom.

      I smirked at her fleeing back, knowing her anger was just an act. Just like the first time, she’d been begging with her body for me to fuck her more and had come hard when I had. But I couldn’t have her keep running away.

      I got out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and followed her to her room where she sat on her bed appearing close to tears. “Trina-love—”

      “You shouldn’t have, Daddy. You know you shouldn’t have. We aren’t supposed to do that.”

      I kneeled in front of her and rested my hands on her knees. “Trina-love, look. Yeah, it’s wrong for us to do that, and there are laws against it, but only because of children. Besides, it was only wrong that one time. Not this time.”

      “Daddy, I’m not that stupid.”

      “I’m telling the God’s honest truth. Hold on.” I got up and went for my phone in the living room. On the way back to her room, I pulled up the page on incest laws for our state. When I returned to her room, I sat beside her on the bed and showed her. “See? Says it right there. Only vaginal intercourse is illegal in this state. It doesn’t say anything about oral or anal.”

      “It doesn’t?” Trina took my phone, checked the URL, read over the page, searched for pages that corroborated the first one and then relaxed. “Anal isn’t illegal.”

      “Nope.” I smoothed my hand down her back to her ass and then rubbed at her tailbone, making her giggle and squirm.

      “Daddy.”

      I leaned in close to her and said in a husky voice near her ear, “That means I can fuck that tight asshole of yours all I want without you fussing, right?”

      Trina gasped and giggled more. “We shouldn’t.”

      “Why not? Give me one reason why I shouldn’t bend you over and drill that pretty ass of yours.”

      “B-B-Because…”

      “Uh-huh. Because what?”

      Trina made a thinking noise while squirming more as I squeezed my hand between her ass and the bed to rub at her rim. “Daddy, we… we shouldn’t.”

      “We totally should. What else we gonna do while we’re cooped up in the house waiting for all this to be over?” I slipped one finger into her hole and wiggled it. “I know you want me to eat that sweet cunt of yours again since that’s not illegal either.”

      My daughter gasped and blushed a deep red.

      “Ah hah!”

      “No, I…” She made a pouting noise. “Daddy, you’re naughty.”

      “Yup, I am. Now lie back and let me have a bedtime snack.” I moved my arm.

      Trina sighed in resignation, but I could see the lust in her eyes. She reclined back and lifted her knees. Though she gasped when I unwrapped her towel to bare her tits, she didn’t protest. Her gaze stayed on me as I kneeled in between her legs and lowered my mouth to her wet pussy.

      I only gave her a few licks before she was grabbing my hair and moaning like a slut. My slut. Totally mine. I would work on getting back to pussy sex and have her begging for it later. For now, eating her pussy and fucking her asshole were good enough for me.
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