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Come visit Norway where fathers nurse their young
adult daughters under the supervision of Swamy people, charged with
keeping customs alive. Join expats Richard and his daughters Masara
and Megan as they face culture shock they could never have
imagined, not in their wildest wet dreams! A story of twin
virgin deflowering, with assistance from the world’s most liberal
school system!

 


 


 Penis Feeding
Daughters in Norway

 


By Prurient Smiles

 


Foreword:

In every corner of the globe, regardless of
race or religion, practices like the one we know as penis feeding
can be found, always among fathers and daughters yet to be married.
As with myths of great floods or messiahs, these practices have
never been satisfactorily traced to one common source. For all we
know, there isn’t one to be found. Penis feeding may be rooted in
nature, not culture, and serve nurturing and nutritional needs.

I first started researching the subject when I
was writing Penis Feeding Daughter’s at School a fictionalized account
of the North American penis feeding tradition with its roots in
cognitive science. The genesis of my latest contribution to
discourse and entertainment for those sharing my prurient interest
in the topic, was a trip to Norway in 2017 when a chance encounter
with a Sami woman—a champion yoiker, in fact—showed me bread crumbs
to follow, all the way North to the Land of the Midnight Sun,
seeking knowledge of the custom in Norway.

What I discovered was an incredible culture, with
a penchant for family retreats to remote cabins and dark
literature. While I have not witnessed Penis Feeding in Norway with
my own eyes, enough of this nation’s warm and hospitable people
have opened up to me on my journeys for me to say with reasonable
confidence that the story you are about to read, while entirely
fictitious, accurately portrays the supporting role played by the
school system, in bringing fathers and their eighteen-year-old
daughters together for comfort and dietary balance. I hope you
enjoy Penis Feeding Daughters in Norway and consider reading
my first contribution to knowledge of the subject, Penis Feeding Daughter’s at School.

 


 


It was the
third country Richard had moved to with his twins, Megan and
Masara, and it was more challenging than he had expected. Only a
week before the letter arrived the three had been struggling simply
to walk. The ice on the pavements just got thicker and harder each
morning. They really thought they knew about cold climates from the
two years they spent in New York. There was a difference, they now
understood, between climates where it drops below zero and climates
where it stays there all winter.

As for culture
shock, they thought they had seen the worst of that too, during
their two-year stint in tropical Singapore, but after their first
week in Norway, Richard and the girls were saying things that made
it sound as though each kind of wished they were back there, where
eating out cost a pittance, not an arm and a leg, and in Singapore,
too, school was in English. Here everyone could speak it, but
didn’t. Everything was in this language they yodelled, that from a
distance sounded like French, but when you saw it spelled you
realised was a retarded debasement of English with weird A’s and
O’s you would never see if you didn’t live there and if the
government weren’t sending you letters.

All Richard
could say of Lillestrom, the small city one station from Oslo where
he worked in oil research and had rented a flat, was the girls on
the street there were pretty. That was such a relief! There had
been parts of Singapore where he simply couldn’t take his girls
without paper bags on their heads, not with all the men’s eyes that
kept staring. In Norway his girls could feel normal about having
flowing fair hair, little round butts and noses like Claudia
Schiffer’s.

The speed at which
they were learning the language gave him hope too, that this latest
move would not cause his daughters to fall too much further behind
with their schooling. Had his wife never died, and had he not used
the multinational company he worked for as a means of escaping his
memories of her last terrible years, then instead of dragging his
girls with him on expat secondments and watching them slip
backwards in school, he would have been packing them off to college
by now. He could be moving on with his life, or death—whatever you
do when you’re left all alone.

“Girls,” he called to
their bedroom, “I need you to read me a letter.” It had the same
crest he knew from all prior correspondence from the Government of
Norway, plus the crest of the Swamy, and like every letter, there
was not one word of English in sight.

Eager bunnies, Megan
and Masara came at a trot, their iPhones ready to do some
translation. Richard’s heart stopped at the sight. His wife would
not have allowed it.

“Panties and slips?”
he chastised them. Even in the tropics they had been respectful
enough to wear singlets and shorts around home.

“You’ve got the
heating so high!” Megan told him.

Masara thrust her
chest and hips forward, waiting for praise for her body.

“These are new, are
they?” he asked them, sorry that his tongue had fallen out of his
mouth. She was beautiful, in ways a civilised man can’t admit.

“We bought matching,”
she boasted. “You like them?”

“Your mother’s going
to haunt me, but yes, they look lovely. Good choice!”

The billowing
roundness of Masara’s nipples on the other side of that fabric and
slight sheen of sweat on her forehead and nose shamed him for not
having learned how to control their home heating. Her brow ought to
have been dry and her nipples a little more cone-like, just as his
own scrotum should not have been sweaty and casting a smell in the
air.

Masara was ready to
start some translating. “Third and final warning,” she read, while
Megan typed the next sentence.

“Some of the words
won’t translate,” Megan complained, staring cross-eyed at her touch
screen.

Seeing her in profile,
Richard could not help admiring the youthfulness of Megan’s snub
nose and round lips. It wasn’t as though Masara’s was womanly and
Megan’s was the face of an absolute baby. It was just a case of
treasuring any difference you can latch onto when your daughters
are identical twins.

“Well just do your
best,” he told her.

Masara giggled. “This
can’t be right. It says penis feeding.”

“This language is a
nightmare!” It had become Richard’s most frequent refrain. “Read
more and see if we can’t figure out the right word from the
context.”

It was a condition of
Richard’s work visa, the three would soon learn, that he and his
daughters comply with some program. All was in accordance with a
treaty with the Swamy people—Richard understood the Swamy to be the
Laplanders—that this practice the girls’ phones continued to call
“penis feeding” be observed by all fathers with eighteen-year-old
girls. Colleges or schools, whichever they attended, had the job of
ensuring everything was according to indigenous law.

“Maybe it’s something
like National Service,” he speculated.

Masara said, “It must
mean those frankfurters you see kids with at school.”

“They call them
wieners,” Megan said with a smirk.

In the same envelope
as the letter, was an official form to complete. While the girls
were deciphering, Richard stood admiring their breasts. Since they
were his own daughters, he figured, it was nothing he should be
ashamed of. What he was looking at was just an anatomy lesson in
teenagers, which since he had never had a girlfriend when he was
that age, he knew very little about.

The lace across
the top of their matching spaghetti strap slips looked mighty
expensive. They had gone shopping in Oslo on the weekend while he
had gone to the mountain with some of his new workmates to ski.
Evidently they had been to a cosmetics store too: they both had
pencil enhanced eyebrows and everything else a girl could apply to
make herself pretty. Both were too pretty for home. He realised he
hadn’t been breathing. What a nightmare this was becoming, now they
were physically ripe.

They were
experimenting though. They needed to do that. If he said anything
it would be an admission that he had looked, and pondered, when his
purpose in life was to be above that. He had to just let them be
girls.

Let
them be girls. The
thought curled his lips with a smile. Four nipples he counted, in
two slips, Masara’s just touched by the nipples themselves, Megan’s
packed full with breast tissue. It was an anatomy lesson in teens
for budding buffs of the subject and of identical twindom as well,
since one of these tops was noticeably tighter, yet the other
showed more detail below. Or was it just the light
angles?

Oh
Jesus, he thought and
shook himself stiffly. He felt his cheeks flush as he looked down
to see his shorts were being suspended quite a long way from one
leg, on the side his cock naturally fell. There was nothing natural
about its fall now though. In fact, it wasn’t falling at all. How
could he? After so many years of perfect behaviour he had allowed
himself to have an erection.

Masara had read
something he knew needed repeating.

“What was that
darling?” He fumbled to cover the front of his pyjamas with the
empty envelope still in his hands.

“You’re entitled to
four weeks of paid leave,” she said once again.

“You’re kidding?”

“No, really.”

Megan’s eyes said she
had read it as well and Masara was right.

“Four weeks of paid
leave!” Richard repeated as he opened the fridge and again as he
opened a beer. “This country is fucking amazing!”

 


** *** **

 


It thrilled
Masara to hear her dad swear. Though she had loved her mother
dearly and remembered her as being beautiful to the eye, she
couldn’t deny that her death was a kind of relief, not just from
the hospital visits, but from her mother’s objection to popular
culture. She was convinced everything on television was evil. She
didn’t go to church, but did say religions were on the right track
by keeping commercialism and the doctrine that sex-sells from
overrunning the world.

Only since their
mother’s death—sad as it was—had Masara or her sister been allowed
to wear makeup or come out of the bathroom just wearing a towel.
Their daddy would look, raise his eyebrows, sometimes say they were
lucky their mother was no longer making the rules, but otherwise he
seemed happy to let them go on with some feminine antics. Since the
weekend before the letter arrived, Masara and her sister even had
hairstyles from a salon, Megan’s quite blonde, her own their
natural chestnut accentuated with a few highlighted strands. If
their mother was alive, then the revelation that Masara and Megan
had spent two thousand Norwegian Krone per head, at a salon in the
centre of Oslo, would have been cause for a whole week of lectures.
Their daddy’s reaction was just to say, “Interesting!” and, “I
don’t want to know what it cost you.”

Still, liberations
from losses aren’t like liberations from wars. They don’t occur
with an announcement and a quick dance in the street. For perhaps
as long as two years after her death their father still switched
off the television if there was kissing or flesh. Their mother was
obsessive about this, writing to the Canadian media ombudsman every
month with a list of offending programs and commercials. But as
their memories of her became weaker, all these strictures were
being relaxed. Earlier that same week, Masara had gone out into the
living room and seen her dad watching a documentary about life in a
colony of Norwegian nudists, with actual nude people there on the
screen. He didn’t say a word, not even when she sat down beside him
and they watched it together. When she was alive, Masara’s mother
would have cut the power chord on the TV if she had seen him
watching something like that. If she had seen him while giving his
daughter a foot massage, as he was before Masara got frightened and
left him, her mother would have made him go live with their
grandma.

Watching her
father crack open a beer, another thing he could never have done
when their mother was living, Masara felt heat in her cheeks and it
wasn’t just from the temperature they were running their flat at.
It was from her recognition that her daddy was a good looking man,
often quite funny, most definitely loving, but most of all:
happy. As hard
as it had been on them all, it had been worth leaving Vancouver and
the memories it held, to now be a part of a more libertine family.
So it was a family of three and not four. At least it felt
free!

“Megan,” she said to
her sister, back in their bedroom. “Do you think this penis feeding
thing is why you never see senior girls in the playground at
lunchtime?”

Her sister looked
angry. “Stop saying penis. That joke is already old.”

“It’s what the
translation said!” Masara persisted.

“It would be something
disgusting, like whale blubber. But stop saying penis. It’s not
right to be saying that word.”

“Why not?”

Masara thought that
with a face that was already more pig-like, Megan should avoid such
cranky expressions. It didn’t become her to be looking so angry
over something so trifling as one little word.

“Not when it’s
concerning our Daddy!” Megan said and went back to painting her
nails.

“What
is
it though?” Masara complained.
They were in Scandinavia where people had saunas and rolled around
in the snow in the nude. She had seen them, on the TV. Maybe it was
the word “feeding” that was incorrectly translated.

Megan just said, “It’s
some weird tribal thing from the Swamy, evidently.”

The smell of Megan’s
nail polish reminded Masara of their mother’s warnings about
everything to do with feminine beauty, from the link between nail
polish and various cancers to her warnings not to trigger their
father. She would never have permitted these slips her sister and
her were both wearing. Sitting on her own bed, ignoring her sister,
Masara looked over her chest. Her warm puffy areolae and the little
hard peas of her nipples were as evident on the other side of that
fabric as her daddy’s penis had been in the kitchen, when he had
looked at each of their chests when he was supposed to be helping
them decipher the letter. Their mother had been right. Dressing in
skimpy clothes in their house would one day cause a problem for
daddy. He covered it well with the envelope, but Masara knew he had
gone totally hard.

 


** *** **

 


Megan was at
breaking point with her sister, and also her daddy. Though they
were identical twins and both obviously pretty, Masara’s nose was
the tiniest bit bigger, which you would say was a fault, except
that in their case it meant Masara’s was more normal in size. And
her lips, although technically the same, looked as though someone
had prised them open, so they were just a little more inviting of
kissing. Her waist was narrower. She was an inch taller. It began
in the womb. For as long as they were sharing one space, Megan felt
her sister had been crowding her out.

The idea of buying
lingerie was Megan’s as well. Masara was just on the bandwagon.
Tired of their daddy only ever watching Masara, Megan had wanted to
go shopping for something skimpy up top to try to win herself a
slight edge. Her advantage, if she had one, was her boobs were now
a size bigger. However, as soon as Megan fronted with the slip to
the department store counter, there was Masara, with another one in
the same size. “Ten percent discount for two?” Masara pulled that
dumb trick all of the time, with her big eyes, and though it was a
department store and discounts like that should not be allowed, the
woman fell for the Canadian accent and extended her own staff
discount. How could Megan have gotten out of it then? She couldn’t,
not without making it obvious she felt threatened by the sexual
attraction her daddy had been showing toward her own sister.

She was doubly sad
now, because at the unveiling of their new tops, it was Masara
their daddy looked at, not her. It was the outline of Masara’s
nipples, doing more to the fabric than her actual titties, that
their father’s eyes stopped on. He was meant to be helping
translating his letter. It was awful to watch. He was just going
totally gaga. How embarrassing for him as well, given Masara’s tits
were so small.

Megan knew she ought
to be counting her blessings. They were both pretty. The problem
was on the home front: Masara was getting more practice. Sitting on
her bed, just three meters away, Megan imagined her sister might
even have a wet pussy. She knew she would, if she were the one
thinking back on their daddy’s erection, knowing he had gotten it
looking at her.

If Masara took
any of this nail polish that Megan had bought for herself, or so
much as decided to get on the nail polishing bandwagon as well,
well then Megan was leaving. Let them be lovers, she thought, holding the brush to her first
toenail. They probably would be, if I weren’t around.

 


** *** **

 


Their
introduction to the program began at the girl’s school. It was only
Richard who was getting time off—a whole month from the office,
with no deduction in pay. His daughters still had to head in at the
usual time, on their bicycles, to be in their Norwegian language
class before nine.

Richard had a bike now
as well, with Winter ice tires, that he rode to school after ten.
He was explicitly forbidden from even dropping into the lab where
he worked. For one whole month, he had been instructed, his morning
routine was to comprise of nothing but rest, a big breakfast and
one orange pill from an unlabelled jar the girls had brought home
from the school

Chaining up at
the racks he was thinking the school’s whole population must have
come on their bikes. There were literally hundreds—as many as he
remembered from his own school days in Vancouver before everyone
started using buses and cars and traffic got out of control. It was
like going back in time to when people got time off work with full
pay and having a games console was not as good as having a full
chromoly BMX bike.

He didn’t even
make it to the reception before being intercepted by a charming
young woman wearing national costume. Classic Norwegian, he thought, scanning the woven blue vest
with the family silver melted down to make the elaborate clasps.
The high collared white cotton blouse made her look like a nun
while the fair plaits and black bonnet came from a Vermeer
painting.

“Are you Richard?” she
asked.

“Yes, that’s me.”

He didn’t catch her
name. It sounded as though she said “Urine”.

Urine led him to an
empty classroom where she asked if he spoke any Norwegian.

“Not yet.”

“And your
daughters?”

“They’re learning
faster, but no.”

She sat on a school
desk. He did the same. Beneath that Eurovision song contest
costume, was the slim and athletic body of a clean living woman in
her mid thirties. If it were for a woman like this, Richard was
thinking, then perhaps he could even remarry.

Leaning forward and
peering intensely into his eyes, she said, “So tell me, Richard,
what do you know about penis feeding?”

“Ha ha,” he said, as
though the joke would be on him if he did anything now except
laugh. “That’s what the google translator told us as well.”

“So what do you know?”
she asked, evidently not seeing any cause for amusement.

“Well the girls and I
guessed it meant eating whale blubber.”

“Oh no!” she snarled
and turned her head to the window. It had just started snowing, so
you could no longer see the rooftops of the houses next door to the
school. “You’re here on a work visa?” she asked, her body still
twisted so he saw more of her bonnet than her finely carved
face.

“I’m a chemist. For an
oil company. I’m on a two-year secondment, that’s all.”

“Exporting my people’s
resources,” she said, crossing her arms.

“I’m sorry.”

“What can I do!” She
stood and straightened her long navy blue dress.

“Is that your national
costume?”

“No, just normal day
wear.”

“It’s lovely.”

He could have sworn
that she blushed.

“Among my people, when
girls are eighteen, they’re nourished by their fathers until they
are married, and after that, their husbands take over.”

“Nourished?”

Her eyes narrowed and
she said, “Nourished. The Northern parts of this country were hard
to survive in, and women need nutrients if they’re to have
children.”

“Okay,” he said,
trying to assuage her suspicion that he didn’t believe her.

“Zinc is the one
you might know, but there’s also vitamin C, magnesium, potassium,
nitrogen, calcium, fructose, lactic acid and phosphorus,” she said,
pacing left and right to summons those recollections.

“In whale blubber?” he
asked.

She stopped pacing and
glared.

“They’ve really told
you nothing about our culture at all?” she inquired. “I am talking
about a man’s semen.”

She didn’t deserve
humouring with laughter for the same joke again. “Not the penis
feeding gag. Really?” he asked her.

“Gag? What is it about
my culture that you think is so funny?”

Had she not been so
beautiful, yet unaware of the fact in her manner, strong and yet
nearly crying from the affront to her people, and clean like
someone who had never perspired, Richard would not have held in
there. He did though. He wanted to see her point of view, so in his
mind began thinking through ways semen might be disguised in cooked
meals. Maybe the Swamy boiled it into black puddings?

“Urine”—he waited in
case he had heard incorrectly, but no, Urine indeed was her name
(though the spelling is Jorunn, he learned later that day)—“I’m
sorry for my ignorance. I just want you to know I am happy to
learn.”

She led the way to the
book corner at the back of the classroom and a bean bag where she
asked him to lie.

“I’m sorry for this
question, but with foreigners I do need to check. Can you please
confirm that you are a family man?”

“I would most
certainly say that I am!”

“Do you engage with
women except for your wife?”

“I’ve been a widower
now for five years.”

“Really? I’m
sorry.”

“Now it’s just me and
my girls.”

“And no sexual
partners?”

“Absolutely not. I can
assure you!” He had the unwavering tone of a man who had had sex
fewer times in his life than anyone except for Pope Francis. The
reason Richard hadn’t been dating, or couldn’t really imagine
Jorunn as his new wife, was his unusual relationship with his own
penis. He didn’t indulge it. Were it not for nocturnal emissions,
he would have had it for pissing, that’s all.

The root cause of this
disposition—and he knew so from counselling—had been a life until
his mid twenties, sharing a bed with his mother. There was nothing
sexual about it. Quite the opposite. That was the problem.

Richard and his father
swapped beds before Richard was old enough to even remember. He
slept with his mother for comfort’s sake as a boy, out of being too
lazy to change the habit through adolescence and out of personal
weakness through his late teens. He could have moved to the sofa or
attic, but if the only reason was masturbation then surely it would
be easier just suppressing that side of his nature. His mother’s
bed was enormous in any case. It was genuinely king sized. And her
company was welcome as well. They fell asleep chatting nearly every
night or sometimes Richard listened while his mom prayed.

He was twenty-five
when his mom found a young woman from her prayer group for Richard
to marry. She would be perfect for Richard, because she was
sincere, so sincere she would have nothing to with her own parents.
She was alone in the world, as Richard would have been too, had it
not been for his mother’s matchmaking. The first thing they ever
discussed was their mutual ambivalence toward sex.

Sitting on the
beanbag, looking up at this gracious Swamy woman, Richard wished
she had been introduced to him by his mother. If she had been, he
could consider her as a potential new wife.

The only slight
contradiction, would be Masara. After what had happened to his
penis, when her and Megan were deciphering the letter, he might be
confused.

He had to shake the
thought from his mind, of having sex with a woman using thoughts of
his daughter to achieve an erection.

“I want you to relax
Richard. I’ve helped many fathers through the first hurdles of
learning to feed.”

“Wait, are you
married?” he asked, stopping her hand as she reached for his
zipper.

“I’m a bride to my
nation.”

She was nestling
in his lap. In a dimly lit recess of his mind, he knew what was
happening the moment she unbuckled his belt. Reasoning and action
were being eclipsed though, by the need to just savour an
incredible view. Her pale blue eyes matched her vest and shone as
one might expect if a person were nourished with phosphorus daily,
and magnesium, and whatever other elements she may have mentioned
are found in raw semen.

“What the hell are you
doing?” he asked, watching the loose end of his foreskin meeting
her lips.

“I want you to pretend
I’m your baby, and that you are a woman, and that what I am nursing
on is your breast.”

His shoulders vibrated
with a light chuckle. “That would be one low hanging breast.”

“That’s exactly what
it is Richard. The Swamy word for it, translates as third
teat.”

She took his right
hand and led it to the silver clasp of her intricate vest while
guiding his left hand to her firm bottom. “I want you to touch me
as though I am a baby.”

It was too late for
that. He had already started rubbing her butt cheek as if it
belonged to a woman in her sexual prime. “That’s sick!” He pulled
his hand away as though from a live wire.

His limp penis dropped
from her mouth and she looked up and told him, “It’s the world that
is sick. You’ve been taught that a penis in a mouth is a sexual
act.” Yard after yard of her long navy blue dress was being
gathered in sweeps of her hand until he could see that her bottom
was clad in an old fashioned reusable diaper. “Pretend I’ve done a
wee and my privates need drying.” She pulled a safety pin from in
front of her hip.

She had plaits like he
remembered tying for his girls before they both had their hair
trimmed to their shoulders. The diaper brought back memories as
well. His wife had insisted they only use these, the proper terry
cotton ones that went in the wash instead of landfill.

He had a sense they
would be, but had to be sure: “Are your clothes all locally
made?”

This time when she
took his penis from her mouth to reply, he noticed it was nearly
erect.

“Swamy girls have to
learn to sew all their own clothes by the time they’re fifteen. The
only thing we buy from outside are our guns.”

That’s when he thought
of his father’s red hair and conversations at home about them being
distant descendants of Vikings, arrived in Canada via Scotland then
the famine in Ireland. It could explain why this thing that was
happening to him felt natural while it had never been natural to
masturbate or pursue recreational sex. At some Jungian race-memory
level, he really thought he might have been Swamy.

As naturally as
he had done many times when his girls were both babies, back when
his wife needed sleep and he kept them dry, he opened Jorunn’s legs
and felt her vagina. How apt that she kept it waxed smooth, so
smooth it was hard to believe hair even grew there. The smoothness
made it easier to discern, when his finger nestled into her slit,
that she had gone and gotten herself a bit wet. Not wet from
ovulation or a bodily response to arousal. Bringing his fingers to
his nose was all it took to confirm that Jorunn had had a small
mishap with pee. Urine urine he
thought, not at all offended by what he could smell.

As if sensing his
dilemma before he had grasped it himself, Jorunn guided his hand to
her hip pocket. It was so deep his hand disappeared to the wrist
then emerged with a cotton washcloth, freshly laundered and
dry.

“You wouldn’t happen
to have any paw paw ointment?” he asked her, pat drying her slit,
but she seemed less interested by that stage in being
disturbed.

With her eyes closed
it was possible to admire her really long lashes. No makeup had
touched them, not ever. If only he had met her five years ago, she
would have been the perfect replacement for the girls’ mother. She
would have kept them on track as he couldn’t, pressured them more
with their schooling so they wouldn’t have fallen behind and kept
Masara from stirring unholy feelings with her titivation since
around the time she was sixteen.

While he had been
gazing at Jorunn’s jaw action, he had been superimposing mental
flashes of his daughter coming out of the shower onto the image in
front of his eyes. It gave him a tingling sensation along the
length of his penis. In the madness of the moment, he thought it
was breast milk and that he was having a letdown.

Jorunn had passed him
the tiniest jar, hand crafted from what appeared to be an inch-long
section of femur. Prising the plug, he found something like grease
or very thick lard. What else could it be other than a nappy rash
ointment used by the Swamy? So what else could he do, but coat it
all over her anus and vulva, and keep going even though it caused
this indigenous woman some involuntary movements. An urge to start
thrusting was taking over the lower half of his body as well. He
just had to go with it and let his hips pulsate while massaging her
nether regions in tandem. It was an exchange of mutual pleasure,
sanctioned by treaty with the government of Norway.

When he ventured to
wipe excess inside of her sex though, her thighs came together and
she pushed him away.

“Save your excitement
now for your daughters,” she gasped.

“My daughters?”

“Yes, it’s time to do
this with whichever you have most been neglecting.”

Just as he had felt
when she took out his penis, he felt incapable of summonsing
reason. Everything that was happening was in the realm his mother,
and later his wife, referred to as the realm of the flesh. If you
accepted it as such, you could detach yourself from it. You could
identify with your soul, your soul being a kind of a man within the
man, watching input beamed on the screen of your scull from cameras
outside in your eyes.

“Which of your
daughters do you look at more often?”

“What do you
mean?”

“Is there one you
crave to see when she comes out of the shower or who makes you clam
up if she wears skimpy clothes?”

“Masara,” he told her,
unable to lie.

“Which one is
that?”

“She’s got darker
hair.”

“The one with no
boobs?”

“She’s got them.
They’re just a bit smaller, that’s all.”

“Then we’ll start with
the one with the boobs. She’ll already be the most insecure.”

 


** *** **

 


When the Swamy
woman came to get Megan, the girls were both touching the Swamy
boy’s penis. Morten was his name and he was only their age and very
shy about his vocation. When he had come to the sick bay to meet
them that morning, it had been with the woman. Separately, they had
each sang a song in a vocal style that they called “voiking”. Each
“voik” was made up on the spot and was supposed to be specific to
them, as a way of welcoming Masara and Megan to traditionally Swamy
owned land.

But then the Swamy
woman made the boy take his clothes off. At first Megan thought it
was so they could appreciate the many layers of his handmade
national costume, but then it became apparent she was making him go
all the way. It was terrible to watch. The boy was so shy, and due
to that fact, was totally stiff by the time he got to the last
item.

Neither of the girls
had ever seen a live penis. By the time they were old enough to
even think they might like to, they were living in Singapore where
were the internet blocked all the porn and where the boys, if they
talked dirty at all, talked about “chicken”—a slang word for
prostitution. It was a fabulous turn-off. It had led Megan to
believe she would grow up like their mother and only have sex to
have children.

Confronted by the
Swamy boy’s stumpy erection, Megan said she wanted to go, but the
Swamy woman, Jorunn, said that wasn’t allowed. Police would come
and escort her whole family out of Norway if they both didn’t
comply.

“Are you okay about
this?” she asked Morton. Masara had been playing with his penis for
ages. Megan was ready to accept the inevitable and take her turn
pulling him too.

“This is the easy
part,” he told her, half smiling, half sighing.

Since the Swamy woman
had left, Morten had really done nothing but watch the World Cup on
his iPhone, but Megan’s question had forced him to swipe it and
take note of the time. “I’ve been putting it off because you’re
both pretty and I like your American accents.” It was the first
time he had looked either girl in the eye since arriving.

“We’re Canadian,
actually,” Masara informed him.

“What’s the hard
part?” asked Megan.

“Teaching you to suck
it like babies.”

That was when the
Swamy woman came back and said, “Morten, you were meant to have
started! Don’t tell me you’re watching the football?” He would not
have been caught, except for his belated attempt at hiding his
phone.

“No.”

Not sure if she ought
to be milking him, Megan just held it and squeezed. As she did the
Swamy woman grabbed each of their shoulders and was comparing their
chests. Then she pulled Megan’s arm to make her stand up.

“You. Come with me.
You’re going to have to learn with your father.”

Skipping to keep
pace, Megan saw the woman’s dress was skew-whiff. Then, as she was
leading the way into a classroom, something fell to the woman’s
right ankle, went beneath her left foot, then nearly caused her to
trip. She’s
lost her underpants,
Megan thought. Then she looked closely. The thing that had fallen
out of her dress, was an old fashioned white nappy.

“Megan!”

“Daddy! Why are you—”
It wasn’t worth asking. She already knew. He was naked from the
waist down because penis feeding was exactly as the English
translation suggested. The inevitability of their situation was
such at that point, that the only thing worrying Megan was the
likelihood of semen tasting like raw egg white, or oysters, and
making her gag.

“Come and lie on this
bean bag,” Jorunn instructed, “with your head in dad’s lap.”

“With my head right
next to his—?” By the time she was kneeling it was so close she was
learning that her father’s penis was pink, almost as pink as a
dog’s she once looked at, and that his rolled away foreskin was the
reason their laundry smelled funky.

“With your
mouth on it.” Megan
got the message. This woman wasn’t mucking around. Before Megan’s
eyes, Jorunn was showing by way of example, sucking the end of her
daddy’s big tossle.

Megan turned her
eyes to meet his, as if pleading, Daddy, please, can’t we just go back to
Singapore now? and he
shrugged in reply, as if to say, Sorry, this is just how it
is. His eyebrows were
getting bushy, she thought. She should help him with grooming. It
wasn’t right that he has looking dishevelled when he was so
naturally handsome.

It was when he stroked
her, with that bed-time look of love in his eyes, that Megan began
feeling cold, not from the air temperature in the room, but from a
lack of love deep in her muscles and core. All the times she had
seen him looking at Mesara, the way a man looks at a woman, meant
she was certain he would rather this intimate act be with her.

Two hands
gripped her ankles through her tight jeans and she felt herself
being shunted into the foetal position. Was this woman wanting her
to feed from a penis or a fallopian tube? With a final push, hard
enough that Megan’s legs were now touching her stomach, Jorunn
asked, “Did Morton tell you the nutritional
information?”

“Um, no.”

“I suppose he was just
watching the football?”

“A little,” Megan
lied. It was all he had done. The whole time he had been massaging
himself to make it pop out, and even when he had directed Masara
and Megan to take over the squeezing themselves, he had been
tsk-tsking bad passes and rigged refereeing. He had reminded Masara
of the Inuit dancers who used to come to their primary school in
Vancouver and how the young ones were just hopeless, there only to
get out of going to college.

“You’ll get brighter
eyes and a complexion that looks just as good without having to
wear all this makeup.”

Feeling the woman’s
fingers on her cheeks then her eyes, Megan begrudged the intimation
that her looks were just makeup. Since arriving in Norway she had
been astonished, in fact, by the fake eye lashes and painted lips
of so many girls in the shops and on the train. By Norwegian
standards, she hardly wore makeup at all.

Looking into the
darkness of a five millimetre slit in the end of her daddy’s most
personal part, her thoughts returned to the likely bad taste. The
little porn she had seen showed women all spitting. Her nose was
right next to that smell in his undies, the smell that reminded her
of the worst Singaporean foods, like the fish balls and pig’s organ
soups, and every time Jorunn shook it to catch her eye, more of
that smell was disturbed.

“Morten told you
nothing about the prostate either, I presume?” Jorunn asked. “If
you and your sister help your father ejaculate a few times every
day, he’ll be far less likely to get prostate cancer.” She waved it
again. “You’re meant to be sucking.”

“I don’t think I
should.”

Her daddy said, “It’s
fine Megan. It’s going to feel nice for me, really.”

“You don’t like me
though. You’re in love with Masara.”

“Is this a domestic?”
huffed Jorunn. “I might leave you two to sort yourselves out.”

Megan barely noticed
her leave. She just saw her dad’s eyes welling with tears. “I’m
sorry Daddy. But I’ve seen how you look at her, and how she enjoys
the attention.”

“Oh Megan, no no no!”
he complained, with the smelly shaft of his penis brushing her
nose. “I love you the same!”

“I’m not as
pretty.”

“How could I possibly
know?”

“How could
you not? You see our
faces every day!”

That naughty smile
crossed his lips, the one he got just before doing something
horrible like tossing you into a pool. “What makes you think I’m a
face man?” he asked her.

For a moment she
wondered where he was looking, then checked herself and saw what he
saw, that in getting into position down on the floor, her breasts
had caused two buttons to pop on the front of her blouse. This
growth had just occurred in the past months, as though puberty had
sent her an encore. Masara might have had a more delectable face,
but it looked like she would always be lacking certain womanly
assets. It is why Megan had wanted that slip, to steal back some of
her daddy’s attention with what she could offer. Masara was fooling
herself, wanting one too.

She held one eye to
the eye of his penis, so close it looked like a real eye, then
winked. Then by squeezing that eye’s spongy face from the sides,
caused the eye of his penis to wink back at her eye. “Hello
Richard’s Jonny,” she whispered and smiled.

She felt his warm,
sandpaper hands on her ribs. “Can Richard say hello to Megan’s nice
boobies?” he asked her.

By now she was
squeezing his cap from the underside and the top, causing the eye
to open and close like a miniature mouth.

“What was that?”
she asked her naughty new friend. She then answered for him, her
lips closed, as though his penis was a ventriloquist’s puppet:
“Daddy
thinks your boobies are better than skinny
Masara’s.”

When she rolled on her
back, his thigh underneath her caused her chest to lunge outward.
She started undoing more buttons.

“The lady didn’t
really give us instructions,” she noted, wondering if she should or
should not go mouth the mouth with her new friend, the sponge
puppet. It seemed less foreboding now she knew it could talk.

“I don’t think we need
instructions,” her dad said, in a low voice as though he were
masturbating. “I think if it’s an indigenous custom, it can’t be
too different from natural instincts.”

Incredibly, as though
he worked in a bra shop, her daddy had taken it from her and was
staring aghast at two nipples. His gaze confirmed what she had
thought for some time, that they were impressive, and after that
Swamy boy’s, her daddy’s erection looked impressive as well. It was
as thick as her wrist and nearly as long, with a graceful swoop she
imagined reaching right the way under her navel. If he was right
about natural instincts, then surely custom would grant him
permission to have actual intercourse with her, and maybe just her
and never Masara. They might run away together and never see Masara
again.

“Daddy?” she
whispered.

“Yes Megan?” He barely
mumbled her name and his mouth looked dryer than if he had been
sucking on sand.

“I love Norway,” she
purred.

“I don’t blame
you.”

She chided herself for
not being brave, then forced herself to tell the whole story. “And
I love you.”

“I love you too baby.”
He steered his long Jonny to her lips, then to the depth of his
spongy pink cap. She felt it with her tongue. She was actually
licking his penis! “I think you just have to pretend it’s a big
milky nipple and be a brave girl when I come.”

She nodded, closed her
eyes, pulled her knees firm to her tummy and settled down for her
first feed.

 


** *** **

 


When the Swamy
lady returned, minus her sister, Masara was locked on the Sami
boy’s penis. He may have been more absorbed by the football and
tired of girls sucking his wad, but he was enjoying it enough that
Masara had felt a small trickle of sperm in her mouth. The taste
reminded her of what she smelled on the T-shirt beneath daddy’s
bed, the T-shirt she used to think he was blowing his nose on,
before she heard about jiz rags and did some more research.

“Okay Morten, get
dressed,” Jorunn said, in a tone that suggested he wouldn’t have
long in this job. Masara wasn’t all that concerned for his future.
If he didn’t like being sucked off by schoolgirls, he might stand a
chance at professional football—she was naive enough still to
believe every person should pursue their true dream.

When she got off of
the day bed, the one in the school sick bay where she first tasted
a penis, Jorunn rushed to start fixing her hair.

“How are they going?”
Masara inquired, referring to her Daddy and Megan.

“Fine, but your father
is more attracted to you.”

It felt like a whack
in the chest.

“It’s normal, don’t
worry,” Jorunn assured her. She steered Morten out, though half of
his outfit was still in his hands, then emptied a collection of
white cotton under things from a hand woven bag. Spreading them out
on the mattress she explained, “All these are traditional pieces of
clothing worn by Swamy daughter-brides when they share a bed with
their fathers”

“What’s a daughter
bride?”

“That one special
daughter.”

“But I’ve got a
twin.”

“Every day, make sure
your sister eats first and don’t be possessive if your daddy
sometimes wants to be in her bed instead. At the end of the day,
you’re number one, so don’t worry.”

“Number one?” Nothing
had ever been said to her that had made her feel warmer. It was
though an intoxicant had been injected straight into her veins.

Jorunn said, “Look at
you darling, you’re glowing!” She pointed to the mirror at the end
of the bed.

Masara saw right away.
Her cheeks were as pink as if she had been walking all day in the
snow and her chestnut hair was full of air from Jorunn’s attention.
Looking at herself, she asked, “Did daddy actually say that? Or are
you just guessing?”

“I asked him. I must
explain something to you.” With her hand on her shoulder she turned
Masara from her reflection toward a face of near equal beauty. “We
Swamy are very practical people.”

Masara then realised,
she was being undressed.

“Practical and
amazing.” She was close enough to Jorunn to smell her daddy’s
underpants on her cheeks and know what she had just done. She
didn’t think worse of her though. She didn’t think Jorunn was some
kind of slut. She thought she was someone of the same moral fibre
as her own mother, just born where her instincts belonged, rather
than in a foreign country dislocated from her ancestral impulses.
Masara was thinking how colonialism has fucked all of us over,
except for the Swamy, the only ones following their instincts and
having sex with the men who had cared for them as babies, right
through to early adulthood, when instincts must naturally
change.

“And we want to
welcome you into our culture.”

Masara had come to
school that day in a giant coat that hung in a hallway. The bikes
on the racks were unchained and expensive winter clothing was just
laying around. None of it would still have been there if you had
left it unlocked in your school in New York. As for Singaporeans,
they were obsessed with stealing umbrellas.

Other than the coat,
there was what she was wearing: a loose fitting shirt, a simple
front fastening bra—befitting her humble endowment of breast
tissue—and jeans that Jorunn had completely unzipped and pushed
right the way to her hips.

“Is there anything you
should warn me about?”

“Warn you? In what
way?”

Feeling her bra being
removed, she said, “About Swamy culture. You’re showing me the good
things. What are the snags?”

That gave her Swamy
instructor cause to take stock. She was honest though in her reply:
“High rates of gun homicide.”

“That’s not so
good!”

“It won’t effect
you.”

Her shirt fell from
her shoulders, which might have felt nice had she not suddenly felt
judging eyes on her.

“You are lot smaller
up top than your sister.”

That wasn’t the
only way she felt small. It was a belittling comment, inferring
either she had been more active than her sister in her efforts at
attracting their father’s attention, or that their father had an
embarrassing fetish for girls who were not fully developed.
What if he’s a face
man, hu? she was
thinking. She knew she was prettier than her identical twin.
Or what if he is
attracted to my narrower waist? There were so many things she could have said in her
daddy’s defence before accepting that the only thing he went for
were bee stings.

Either way, Swamy lady
could go and get fucked. Masara was her Daddy’s first choice and
these were the clothes she would wear for their wedding, wherever
that may be, in a hotel, back at home, or in this sick bay at high
school, if that was how custom would have it.

Most of the garments
were handmade diaphanous bras, not designed to offer support, but
to seduce a man’s eye with semi-concealment.

“What are you doing
with those?” she asked Jorunn, who was putting half of the bras
back away.

“They won’t suit you.
They’re for girls with big busts.” This time, instead of just
looking, she pinched one of Masara’s nipples and drew her breast
into a point. “They’re so much like mine,” she said with a self
amused smile.

Clutching her boobs in
her hands, Masara objected, “A second ago, you said they were
small.”

“Small is revered in
my culture. Can I suggest you try this one?”

With her hands on her
head, proud now to be presenting her nipples, Masara let Jorunn tie
this gift bow of a top to her highly revered undersized chest. What
a relief to have not mouthed off a few seconds before! Dropping her
arms, then her chin, she studied the design. There were just simple
lace bands top and bottom, giving structure to covering silk, so
utterly fine both of her nipples were as plain to the eye as they
would be in a dim room.

Tickling her
ribs were some tags. The first she examined bore a crest of the
Swamy. Another was a Norwegian flag. The third was an astronomical
price tag: NOK3000. That
was five hundred Canadian dollars!

“I can’t afford
it.”

“Your father is
working.”

“Still, that’s very
expensive.” She reached behind her back to untie it.

“He has to. There
isn’t a choice.”

 


** *** **

 


On a bean bag,
surrounded by high school geography text books, Richard was
enjoying oral sex with his daughter when suddenly he heard a sharp
slap. He opened his eyes to see Megan near crying and blowing on
her own wrist in an endeavour to cool it.

“What’s the matter?”
he appealed, seeing Jorunn standing over them, looking down
fuming.

Jorunn said, “Spare me
the indignation sir! I saw what you were doing. She was jerking you
off!”

“What are we supposed
to be doing? You walked out without saying.”

“I’m sorry,” she said,
with a rub of her forehead.

Evidently she was
having a rather tough day, made tougher in that moment by the ring
of the school bell.

“No, we’re sorry,” he
said. “I should have tried to imagine she was a baby.”

“It’s not your fault,”
Jorunn insisted. “My assistant today isn’t helping. Look, let’s
come back to this later.” She helped Megan onto her feet. “We have
a whole month to perfect the technique. Young lady, I’ll ask you to
go back to class and come here”—looking at her watch—“at, shall we
say, midday?” Looking at Richard, she asked, “Have you
orgasmed?”

“No!” he protested.
What an awful suggestion!

“Okay, let’s go to the
sick bay and get some work started with the other one, I don’t know
their names, the one with small boobs.”

“Daddy look,” Megan
said, showing him the distinct imprint of four fingers glowing red
on her wrist.

He kissed it and told
her, “I’m sorry,” but had to race to catch Joruun who led the way
into the hall. He was lucky she was moderately tall and wore that
black bonnet, because the hall between the classrooms was filled
and chaotic.

“Daddy!” he heard from
behind.

He looked back and saw
Megan. She was the only person not moving. “I’ll see you at midday,
darling, be good!” Seeing her sad eyes, and knowing what she was
thinking, he just hoped there would be sperm in his nuts in an
hour. He had a sense quite a lot would be spilled in the room
Jorunn was standing outside, impatiently looking in his
direction.

The halls were
thinning of students when he caught up, but not enough that Jorunn
could say what she had to without leading him into a corner.

“Take these.” She
snuck him three condoms. “I don’t think you’ll need lube.”

“What are these for?”
Looking he saw they were in three sizes.

She almost went
cross-eyed. “Are you serious? Be an adult!”

“Are my daughter’s
adults?” he stood proudly, as though he had called her out,
finally, on a technicality she was avoiding. They were eighteen,
that was one thing. But they were still in school, still
economically dependent, and lacking power in this situation.

Jorunn’s answer was as
simple as it was confounding. “Our calendar follows the moon.”

Whatever, he
thought, I’m
just going to fuck her.
“Just tell me the rules.”

“The top she is
wearing and the strip of fabric you’ll find on her hips, come to
five thousand Krone that you will have to pay cash for tomorrow,
otherwise there’s an extra twenty-five percent sales tax if you pay
me by card or by Vipps.”

“Five thousand?”

“Yes, well I got the
impression from your daughter’s reaction that you might be a bit
stingy, which is why I’ve let her go with no underpants. That has
saved you a lot, so be grateful.”

“So those are the
rules?”

“That’s all, and be
out of the room before midday.” She bundled her lips in a wry smile
then and added, “Have fun!”

He had one more
question, before they departed for the next hour, a risky question,
but worth it. “What do you think of me and my daughters?”

“I don’t know, nice, I
suppose.”

“Because there’s a
vacancy, for a wife and a mother.”

Her smile said it all,
that she had heard this before, maybe every day since making her
vows to her nation. “Let’s see what you think in an hour,” she told
him and opened the door.

The room appeared
empty, until he heard, “Daddy,” and realised Masara was cowering,
near naked, in the fold of the door.

“Oh my god!” He was
seeing her nipples, more clearly than he had seen them through
anything she would ever dare wear around home. That was not all
though. Through the sheer fabric of the delicate skirt sitting low
on her hips, he saw the outline of a hairless vagina. “Why have you
done that?”

“What do you mean?”
She went to cover herself but he gently took hold of her arm.

“I would have thought
you would have had pubic hair now for some years.”

“I do. I started
waxing in Singapore.”

“For the heat?”

“I used to get sweaty
and stinky.”

“Well what about now
we’re in Norway?” he asked, pinching her lower hem and raising it
up for a peak.

“You’ve got the
heating so high in the apartment, it would be worse. Megan does
too!”

“Come sit on the bed,”
he directed, and when she did, opened her legs and sat down. “I
understand it’s going to be you and me now, for a few years?” He
gathered the fabric onto her hips and tested with his fingers to
see if the bald flesh of her majora were as elastic as their pucker
implied.

“Just until I get
married.”

“Fair call. I hope
that’s not soon though!”

“Me either. I’m
excited about this.” Her shoulder kicked her ear and she
blushed.

“Hmm,
this.” He showed
her the condoms. “Why do you suppose the Swamy lady thought I
should have these? I can’t figure.”

“You’re silly Daddy.
It’s so I don’t get pregnant of course.”

“And they would have
rubber condoms in Lapland?”

“No, they’re probably
made from the intestines of deer.”

Eyes bulging, he told
her, “Thank goodness for modern inventions!”

“I can’t believe we’re
doing this. It’s so fucking awesome,” she said, nearly collapsing
and gasping.

Nuzzling his
daughter’s neck with a cuddle, Richard said, “I don’t know what
they would have used up there for their lube, but the lady said it
wouldn’t be needed.”

“I think she’s right!”
she said with a shy giggle.

“Really? You’re wet
there?” He let her know with her eyes it was okay for her to look
at his trousers.

It took a few tries
but she got her hand to his bulge, even managing to envelop some
contours when her courage allowed her to apply some light pressure.
“I’m only wet if you’re stiff.”

He pressed her wrist
until her hand cupped it properly. “I am, very much so, my
darling.”

“In that case, I’m
leaking. Oh daddy! Tell me we’re not making a really big mistake
here!”

“I’ll tell you one
thing,” he said, pulling away for a good look at her face, “you’re
sure as hell cute!”

“You know one thing I
like,” she said, nodding, “as much as I miss mom, I like how we can
swear now she’s not with us.”

“We’ve enjoyed a lot
of new freedoms,” he told her, finally overcoming his fear of
laying two fingers over her groove. “So it’s really less smelly not
having hair here?”

“You never thought to
try it?” she asked him.

“Never entered my
mind.”

“It might be easier
washing your underpants if you did,” she said, biting her nail,
then snatching at his zipper and missing.

“Here, take your
time.” He leaned back to grant her good access, then while watching
her dainty fingers undoing his fly, said, “I’m not too sure about
shaving, though, I got to tell you. It’s the last place I want to
nick with a razor.”

“No need. Buy your own
wax and I’ll do it for you.”

“You would?”

“If we’re going to be
intimate, I can’t see why not.”

“Intimate, indeed,” he
said, closing her hands on his naked pink shaft. Strange, he
thought, how ten fingers so cold from the air could make that whole
region of his body feel hot. This was going to be absolutely
amazing. The past hour had spun like a natural disaster, the kind
you look upon after and wonder where your whole life beforehand has
gone. If the Swamy introduced these things any slower though, they
would never achieve their results. The conscious mind would find
too many objections.

He lay on his side
directing Masara to take off his trousers while he removed the
buttons of his thick winter shirt and pulled his woollen base layer
over his head. The Norwegians would never stand accused of
overheating the insides of their buildings, but it was feeling
inexplicably hot in that room. He cleared her fine chestnut hair to
one side to rest his forehead on her bare shoulder, then stroked
her trim upper arm. “This way Masara. Lay down.”

Now they were on their
sides her nose and lips were within kissing range. He might kiss
her sister, but it would not be the same. It had always been
Masara’s lips that stirred him and the confidence exuded by her
handsomer brow line and nose. There was an adult look in her eyes.
A look of knowing, as though she were his equal, somehow. It was
what made it so puzzling that she had smaller breasts, ones he was
afraid to reach for, for what it said of him.

That was what annoyed
him when he rolled on his back and positioned Masara on top with
her legs spread. With the way she was waving them in front of his
eyes, she seemed to be demanding that he recognise them as sexual,
and not just the breasts of his daughter. It didn’t bother him that
her baby smooth pilchards were drawing a film line on his shaft
with each upward glide of her incorrigible hips, or that her
naughty bottom felt as small as it did in his hands. It bothered
him that no matter which way his head turned, her chest was right
there, pleading for acknowledgement of such undersized boobs.

What a terrible lie he
had told Megan, that being a boob man meant he preferred her, when
it was precisely because he had a tiny tit fetish that he was so
smitten by this one, with her strawberries in there, behind that
sheer silk, on two little scoops of restaurant quality ice
cream.

Her lips brushed his
on a path to his ear. “Daddy touch me,” she whispered.

“I’m touching you
here.” He wiggled a finger in her bottom and one in her clam to
draw attention to the courageous frontiers he had conquered at her
rear end.

She whispered again.
“I’m fully developed. They’ve all I have had since I was
thirteen.”

Using his hands like
big stirrups under her arms, he took the weight of her shoulders.
She could still arch her back and keep making those delectable
fucking-like patterns on his shaft with her squelchy wet flaps,
that being the only contact patch between both of their bodies
other than her shaved armpits like glue in his palms. There was no
hair on her body, he realised, except her eyebrows and her glorious
mane, unless, perhaps—and there was no way to know without
looking—she was one of those girls with one or two faint ones in
the penumbra of her areolae. But if her breasts were the same as
when she was thirteen, then surely, they were off bounds?

How could he justify
removing her top? Her asking meant nothing. If it were up to her
and her sister, dinner each night would be sweets. There was a way,
though, and it came down to this: he had made a vow to their mother
to care for these girls when she was gone, remembering each stage
of their development so she wouldn’t feel robbed of the honour.

You would have thought
she was a contortionist by the way she was arching her back, at
once to squelch her wet sticky fanny on the ball-end of his cock
and at the same time to make him to acknowledge those nipples.
Despite her back bending, they weren’t even touching her top.

Giving the lower silk
strap a slight pull he excluded the possibility that he might
simply have been able to stretch it up over those milky deposits of
feminine gland. “Excuse me, Masara,” he said.

A fine mist of saliva
from her laughter settled on his neck and his face.

“Yes daddy? You don’t
have to say excuse me!”

“For this I do.” He
laid her chest upon his to use both of his hands on the bows on her
back. She was so light and so warm, light a white puff of steam. “I
told your mother I would report back on everything that she
missed.”

“In Heaven?” she
quizzed.

“In Heaven. That’s
what she believed.”

When he was done he
turned her on her back. The lace top drifted like seaweed and there
they both were, two pinkish toned five Krone coins, with the same
sized hole in the middle as well. It was hard to imagine the day
when a split would permit mother’s milk to seep through them, not
when they were so tiny and polished like pearls.

In case her
mother was listening in on his thoughts, he said to himself,
yes she has
hairs. When the puberty
fairy had come in the night, she had left a small bonus. Hair in
the underpants was like a dollar from the bunny for a lost tooth.
Those in the bra were a bonus, for looking after her
father.

Absorbed brushing the
fairy’s bonus hair away from the direction the follicles pointed,
Richard was ignoring a guttural sensation building up in his body.
It struck him from nowhere and he found himself paralysed, laid on
his side, dazed with no memory of how he had fallen. His eyes
opened on a strand of his pre-cum, slimy and viscous, swinging from
his teat, or whatever Swamy woman had called it.

Somehow he was in a
school sick bay, in a foreign country with peculiar rules, with no
reasonable basis for assuming he was in any way safe here. He
excused himself from Masara and went and pushed a desk, hard up
against the inside of the door.

“I’m sorry Masara,” he
muttered, marching back with a raging hard-on and a determination
to finish the job, “but there’s no putting it off. You’re going to
get fucked.” The genius of the situation was off of the scale.
After a marriage (of sorts), to a substitute mother and after
convincing himself when he was a teenager that sex wasn’t something
that he was into, it seemed almost inevitable that his sex life
should be stupendous, for balance, heading into the later one third
of his life. He had had bed partners for all but five years, but
not bed partners he could have sex with. This one would be
different. Masara wouldn’t get to sleep of an evening until he had
had sex with her twice and likewise would be woken up early to
knock one out before letting her get ready for school.

Burying himself
between her legs like a lion grinding into his prey, he recalled
Jorunn’s advice, to have fun.

“Daddy, be
gentle.”

“I will be my darling,
don’t worry.”

He massaged her vulva
with enough vigour that she wouldn’t feel the first fingers go in.
If it were dough he was kneading, she would have enough to make a
whole pizza, that’s how plump she was in her mons, and like dough
she was softening after every sequence of stretching and
squeezing.

The further she opened
her legs to his hand, the more her skirt appeared like a belt. Any
compunction about her breast size had long passed. He made a
suction cap with his lips to pull one of her nipples away from her
chest. He pulled it nearly three inches, as far as the available
skin would allow.

“Daddy, be gentle,
you’re being too rough.”

Goddammit, his mother
told him for twenty-five-years not to move in his sleep, and he
obeyed her. All those years not laying face down on the mattress
lest thoughts about girls be the cause of slight humping. He
couldn’t even fondle his doodle without his mother saying,
“Richard, not here.”

He was going to hump
now, with his daughter’s naked body beneath him. As for his wife up
in Heaven, she could die yet again from the sight.

And what a sight it
was too! Behind his daughter’s head was a mirror, filled with a
second view of her fancy new hair. Beyond that, two bodies, one,
that of a slender teenager, the other, a portrait of Dorian
Grey.

The best view, though,
was beneath him, with lipstick still fresh from when she left home
and layers of metallic eyeshadow he never even knew that she
wore.

“I want you to be
quiet Masara. Just you be good and lie still.”

 


** *** **

 


Masara had no
idea what awaited. Something every girl in Norway, presumably, had
endured. All those girls on the train with their big eyelashes and
lipstick: all had been here. All of them had been thoroughly
nailed, whacked about in the sickbay, for a month while they daddy
was off of work on full pay. What had mothers and sisters and
brothers all thought? Didn’t any complain? When the pressure began
at her entrance, these were the last questions on earth that
concerned her.

All that mattered was
the burning pressure and stinging of her daddy’s penis as it worked
its way in. His attempts to kiss her at that stage were annoying.
She wished he would keep his tongue to himself.

It was that penis she
wanted inside her, to feel it right the way up to her throat. An
hour before she had not even seen one. Now one was boring a hole.
And what a hole it was too, in a place where nothing had been
except for a miniature tampon.

It was a nice spot to
touch, but only very gently. Sharing a room with her sister had
taught her quiet ways to get off. The best way of all, was quietly
pinching, that quietness made up for by very loud thoughts. When
you can’t masturbate with physical vigour, you accept the
practicality of having to have extreme thoughts. Some involved
kissing her sister. The most reliable though, the thoughts that ran
through her head without fail every time she reached her orgasm,
were fantasies of being ravaged like this, by her own daddy, if
ever he lost his pretences. She knew he was hot for her. She had
felt his eyes on her for years. And although it had taken a few
years to embrace, she was hotter for her daddy than her own mother
had been.

He was rushing inside
her. He was a whole coke bottle of gas in her tummy that couldn’t
come out with a burp. He was burning her, slowly, with
marination.

“I’m ready now. Kiss
me,” she whispered, aware that before she had not made it as easy
for him as she could have to freely move his tongue in her
mouth.

The look of gratitude
in his eyes made everything worth it. He looked utterly happy, as
though he had waited until his old age to ever feel pleasure at
all. Having him licking her side and front gums was a triumph in
incest, the thing that took her over the edge. The kind of pleasure
she had given herself in bed at night with her fingers was coming
with the force of a train, while the forbidden fantasies of kissing
and cuddling her daddy without any clothes on, were trifling
compared to this now. They were for goodie-two-shoes girls or for
nuns. Masara was being ram-rodded, pounded beneath a maniacal body
detached from a brain. She was being knocked senseless, yet giving
in gladly. Now she couldn’t even open her eyes. The universe was
the orgasm. Or the orgasm was the everything of everything. It
didn’t make sense. It was just a carnival ride of delusion and
bliss, that finished how rides do as well, with a slow return of
the world into focus. She saw the desk pushed up the door and
remembered where all this had started, maybe five day or five
minutes before.

Her daddy’s weight was
relieved like the weight of an avalanche and she felt oxygen coming
back to her brain. She had had sex with him. A glance at her
burning vagina confirmed it. There was semen and blood running
out.

“I wonder if their
land was invaded?” he mused.

“Whose?”

“The Swamy’s. I wonder
if Norwegians invaded or if there has always been a pleasant
agreement between the two peoples?”

With a vagina that
felt like a war zone, Masara said, “If anything has been invaded, I
would think it was me!”

 


** *** **

 


By the time
they left high school, Masara’s shirts had filled out more like her
sister’s. Megan had been eating more. That’s all it came down to.
Richard kept the one with the cute lips and more refined brow line
as though she were a prized butterfly, pinned to the display board
of his mattress with a penis he stabbed her with as often as six
times a day. The only times he left her alone were after they had
disagreed. It happened more near the end. She came to assume her
number-one status in sexual relations made her the head of the
household. It was an attitude that created a really big rift with
her sister.

It was one night after
Megan’s feed, while Richard contemplated the bad vibe that awaited
him in his own bed, that he said, “Megan, what do you say we ask
her to leave?”

With her zinc dose
still lining the roof of her mouth, Megan’s breath was a bit hard
to cope with. Her words though, were music to Richard’s ears. “I
could look after you better.”

“I think you could
too.”

And that is how
Richard and Megan came to be the ones with a new language and home
and how Masara’s life would be quite similar, really, to the life
the girls’ mother had planned.

 


 


 



 


Have
you read Penis Feeding Daughters in
School? I
would love if you did! And if you have read it already, follow me
at Smashwords and be first to know when I have
completed the next in this informative series.
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