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Rearing My Daughter By Lisa Smiles
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My daughter Emma is 18 but has not learned to drive. She’s tried. She doesn’t get it. I’m kinda glad she’s pathetic. She’s at home a lot more than other girls with her looks. We live on the edge of town and as popular as she is, kids in her gang seem reluctant to drive all the way out here to get her. So I get more time to watch her than most fathers would if their girls were so pretty. I’m a sad bastard, I know.

I’m in my room trying to get it up naturally, just using porn, when she comes in.

“Daddy, my bum is really itchy, I think I have worms.”

“I’ll get you some tablets tomorrow,” I huff.

“But it’s itching like crazy. Oowar!”

Home is the greatest. Where else could you see one of your city’s best looking pets gouging her asshole with no shame at all because she’s only scratching in front of her father? There are rewards to not being anyone of importance to her.

“It’s after seven Emma. The nearest pharmacy open at this time is back in the city.”

“But dad!”

The scowl on her face! Her lipstick looks freshly applied. Was that to manipulate me? All I look for in porn nowadays are models who remind me of Emma—I did mention that I am pathetic. Her older sisters, who have moved out, were spared my attention. They were much smarter and would have cottoned on to my ogling in ways Emma hasn’t. They weren’t quite as cute as her either.

“I am not driving there now. And you might not even have worms. It could just be itchy.”

So now she’s doing the sad act. “Oh da-a-addy, puh-le-eese, I won’t sle-e-eep. Is there some way to see if it’s worms?” I think she’s just done her mascara as well. It could be for me, or it could be that she was just toying around with new ways to be pretty before this itch even started.

“There’s only one way,” I say. “But it will make both of us wa-a-ay too embarrassed my darling.” I can’t help but smile. “So I guess now you can leave me alone.”

I had to close a browser window on a girl who I swear was Emma’s exact lookalike. Not a porn model. Too cute. She was topless with her hands over her breasts. A young British actress, I think. I’ll never be able to navigate back after this interruption.

Emma drops her head and I’m certain she’ll go and have a good old time scratching her ass. But she has bitten her lip and cast her eyes upward. “Would you go to the pharmacist for me, tonight, if you actually saw I’ve got worms?”

Oh goodness! She must really be itchy. I know it is only her poop hole she’s offering to show me, but she must know how special every body part is when you are eighteen, female and a head turner. I know she’s going to flunk high school big time, but really, how dumb can she be?

She ought to know too that an anus can be as exciting to look at as a vagina. For guys, they are our vaginas. All the things we put in them can be put in a girl’s asshole the same. It’s the only pleasure that’s the same for both sexes. And let us never forget the beautiful overlap between sexual pleasure and the daily relief of stretching our sphincters to shit. When you’re my age and your wife doesn’t fuck you, shitting may be the only daily pleasure you’re able to count on. How fucking pathetic! I know!

I’ve got to decide. Her green eyes are pleading with me. It’s impossible to believe such a pretty girl with fine features could even shoot turds, but there’s a hole back there with precisely that role.

“Please daddy? There’s no traffic going back to the city at this time.”

Please daddy indeed! What am I going to do? I’ve been trying for weeks to think about anything other than Emma to get hard and get off. It’s time to accept that this daughter of mine is the only female I see nowadays and that thinking of her is the only way I can ever get hard. That’s just my life now. I’ll look for worms in her arse, drive to the city, then come home and give her a worming tablet while I take a Cialis myself. I’ll treat myself to a big night of wanking.

“Alright Emma. You win. Go in on your bed and I’ll get my strong glasses. And no acting funny around me after we do this.”

My number three magnifiers are in my bedside drawer where I keep my Cialis. I’ve swallowed a 20mg pill. I’m about to be so bloody triggered and so completely rock hard. I can put pictures of Emma from facebook beside pictures of assholes. I’ll surf the web for every kink involving teens and their brownies.

I enter to find her knelt on her bed bent forward onto one elbow with her other hand under her tunic cupping her mons. This is really not the kind of thing you imagine having to do for a daughter once she has grown up, but then, she is my daughter and I’ll never stop doing anything for her. That aspect of my love does not change just because she has pubic hair.

I just wish she wasn’t looking so worried! Coupled with my anticipation, that look is making me feel as though she’s auditioning for a role in an anal rape film. I’m feeling flushed, as though the Cialis has already come on—it can’t have—then realize I’ve sat on her bed on her panties. They would still be as warm as her bottom.

She asks, “This is the only way, right?”

“It’s the only way you’re going to get me to drive into the city.”

She has no more to say so it’s time to see what hormones and home cooking have done to this bottom since I last saw it. A lot has been said about her being slightly delayed in her progression at school. It was swept under the carpet that puberty came late to her also. I expect she’s grown now though.

“Emma, I know you don’t want me to see your vagina but you have to take your hand away just a little so I can see your actual bottom.” I press my hand on her back. “And arch all the way.”

“Is this enough then?”

“Further with both. I need you to point your bottom hole straight at that light bulb, and I’ll need that hand further away.”

I’m ashamed that it has been such a sheltered life I have lived. After her mother’s, this is the only poop shoot I will ever inspect. I don’t fool around or visit hookers and strip clubs. I’ve got an invalid wife in my care and a flunky daughter who may never leave home. This is where my heart lies. I put on my strength-3 reading glasses to see my reward for being so faithful.

I’ve seen her around the house in singlets and panties so have known full well that her bottom hasn’t grown terribly wide. What I can’t have known is that her sphincter has remained as pink as a fairy’s. The only imperfections are one longer skin ruffle and one slightly reddened capillary.

“I’m glad to see you keep yourself clean here.”

“I’ve been in the bath tub scrubbing like crazy.”

“Well I can’t see any worms Emma. You’re going to have to stretch yourself open.”

“I’ve got both my hands busy.”

“Well then I’ll have to do it.”

Again no reply so I grab a cheek in each hand and push outward with my thumbs as close to her perfect pink freckle as I can justifiably place them. How nice is it, touching such a firm and young bottom without any hair! It’s instantly clear that if I don’t only push outward, but up a bit too, then I can see the whole ridge running along her perineum. I just have to bring my head forward to win an oblique view, over her fingers, of her canal. God bless every thread of cotton on the inside of my shorts for the way they’ve started tickling my poor swollen dick.

I’ve gone a bit far now. I know that. I was genuine about helping her out and didn’t want more than what was due to me in my wank-bank for later. But as soon as I’m here my fingers can’t resist stretching her in circular motions. Can I help that my hips need to circle in time?

“What are you doing?”

She was bound to ask.

“Um”—hesitating dangerously—“just trying to encourage any worms to the surface. Just grunt a bit for me, like you’re doing a shit.”

There’s nothing there I can see. I could keep looking, but I’ve frightened myself. I need time to think.

“You’re right Emma, I can see worms.” I can’t. I’m just lying. “Wait here while I go to the pharmacist.”

I’m in our local pharmacist. I really thought it closed around six, but driving by I saw it open and so busy I have to wait to be served. With the remote hope I might find worming tablets myself, amidst all this hair dye, I’m looking around. You find all sorts of weird shit in these places. Fancy selling enema kits off the shelf to the public!

“Emma, come here,” I call her to the kitchen. “The pharmacist recommended this too.” I show her my latest investment. It’s packaged like a cheap Christmas gift for a child but is actually the real deal with the hot water bottle, hose, tap and tip.

“What’s that?”

“An enema kit. He said you shouldn’t do it yourself, but said plain old water would help you flush them out of your anal cavity so you can sleep, because the tablet is going to take twenty-four hours to finish the job.” I look from the kit to her face and see that she doesn’t believe me. I have to keep bluffing. “But enemas are good for you anyway. And it’s come with two tips so we can share it.” Of course I’m making all of this up. “Take your tablet and run along. I’ll call you when I’ve read the instructions.”

It’s time now for a talk with my wife. She knows about my attraction to Emma. I thought it was easier just telling her upfront and letting her know I had my actions under control, than being discovered if she found my collection of photos of Emma that I keep for amusement.

“Sally, I need your permission for something, then a little a support. It’s about Emma.”

“You know I don’t mind you just thinking.”

“I’m thinking though of gathering more to think about. She’s got intestinal worms and she’s just agreed to me giving her a douche. I just went to the pharmacy to buy her some tablets and came home with an enema kit.”

“An enema kit? That’s more than a douche.”

“They’re meant to be good for you anyway. But I’ll admit this is also for me. I want to look at her. And I also took 20milligrams of Cialis before and I’m getting the side effects.”

“I understand. You don’t want to waste it. Do you want me to have a word with her, do you?”

“If you could tell her she has to be naked, so shit doesn’t get on her clothes.”

“Oh, so it’s a chance to see her totally naked?” She shakes her head at first, but quickly gives in. “I get it. I understand. Send her in and I’ll tell her.”

I’ve got the bottle hanging from the shower rail and the rubber hose draping like a vine in the bath, when Emma arrives wearing a towel.

“Mom said I have to do it naked,” she says.

“I watched a clip on the web and it can be pretty messy. They recommend laying nude in the bath.” I can hear my voice cracking with fear. But darn it, you only live once and masturbating about my daughter is my sex life. Cialis and this secret dalliance are all that I have.

“Mom said it’s also because you’re lonely and you and her don’t get to have sex.”

“I don’t know where your mother got that insane notion! I’m only doing this because the pharmacist said you have to have somebody with you. Anyway, you don’t think I know about pubic hair and girls’ breasts?”

I help my trepidatious angel step into the bath without tripping, from her own nerves.

“Okay, so just take off the towel and lie with your bum at this end.”

She just stands there.

I tell her, “I know, it’s embarrassing for you and me both.”

Still standing, clutching her towel, Emma says, “Why don’t you take your clothes off as well?”

“I’m not the one needing this treatment.”

“I’m not the one who is lonely.”

“Your mother really said that?”

“Ah-hu.”

“And you believed her?”

“It seems to stack up.”

I’m always struck by the sheer harmlessness of this daughter of mine. She can say the worst things but she never intends to cause hurt. “And you’re happy to help me?”

“We’re all naked under our clothes,” Emma says.

“Not all of us have visible signs of arousal though Emma.”

“Believe it or not daddy, the only penises I’ve ever seen were erect.” She must see my disappointment, having it confirmed that she is no longer my untouched little girl. “Don’t worry daddy,” she tries to assure me, “I’m a good girl compared to the rest. But seeing your willy will take my mind off of that water going into my butt.”

It is unlikely my wife Sally is going to come snooping. Just getting out of bed is a struggle. Nevertheless, I should lock the door. “It’s just not the kind of thing your mother needs to know about, right?”

“I understand. Is this going to hurt?”

“It’s meant to be a bit uncomfortable, but worth it apparently. It should get rid of the itch.” I’m so far into this deception I’m beginning to believe my own bullshit.

I guess she isn’t going to drop her towel before I strip off, so here goes.

“You really do have a stiffy!” she beams. “And that’s before you’ve even properly seen me!” She’s readying her hands to undo her towel.

“It’s just a drug I’m on Emma. I’m not excited about seeing you.”

“That’s good to know.” With one simple motion she swaps the towel for her birthday suit.

I should have raised her as a nudist, then this wouldn’t have been such a shock. Even then I don’t know how nudists can look at eighteen-year-olds’ pubic hair and not get excited. Her perky young breasts could give me a stroke. They’re like two cups of jelly suspended by tight sheets of elastic.

“Are you okay daddy?”

“Not really.” Like a fool I’m just standing here staring. All the angles and curves of her breasts are just perfect. Why has this been kept from my eyes? It’s not fair!

“Are you going to be okay sticking that thing in my bum hole? I’m not going to trust you if you’re going to be trembling and acting all weird.”

“I’ll get it together. I’m sorry Emma. It’s just a shock seeing you all grown up, all of a sudden.”

“It didn’t happen that quickly.”

“Well I wasn’t a witness to all of those changes. You kept them under your clothes.”

“How big is that?” she asks, her eyes attached to my dick.

“I haven’t measured it since I was young, but seven inches, I think. A tiny bit above average.”

“Well I’ve only ever seen average.”

“Do you like looking at it?”

“It’s a dick, right? Of course I like looking!”

“In that case how do you feel about me looking at you? You really look good to me Emma.” Her areola are like some tropical fruit I’ve not seen before but am sure is amazing.

“If it helps with your loneliness, then I guess I feel good.”

“You ready for this tube up your bum?”

“Not really.”

I have her lie on her back and raise her knees to her chest. Her tightly clenched thighs force her pussy flaps to swell outward. But it’s the anus that demands my attention.

“Don’t freak out. I’m just going to use my finger first, so I don’t hurt you.” I wasn’t sure I would go through with that ruse, but I have, and have met no objection.

The only thing I have here for lube though, is soap. I wipe what I can in her anal creases then follow that with my middle finger, maneuvering and twirling until I’m in to one knuckle.

She sounds concerned as she says, “the tube needs to go a lot further.”

“Don’t rush me. I’m going to go all the way with my finger as well,” I say, pushing until the soap is depleted and my second knuckle is stuck by dry membrane. The pumping action required to make it go further has me touching a hardened turd two inches inside her. It inspires me to push my finger all the way and bend it like a fish hook behind it. All it is is a pellet. I’m going to coax it back out.

“What are you doing?” she asks, clenching up.

“Manually evacuating your bowl. Just relax.”

I pop the thing in the toilet then wash my hands.

“I think you’re loose enough Emma,” I say, then rub some soap on the enema tip.

Again the soap is not really much use, so I have to prod and pump the darned thing before it’s all the way in.

“Don’t look so anguished,” I tell her.

“It’s alright for you!”

She’s going to feel this: this next part is going to be fun! I didn’t add any warm water and the water from our cold taps is virtually frozen. It’s safe though—I’m fairly sure. I didn’t read anything in the instructions about cold water killing a person from shock.

With the enema running I’m watching her face. No reaction. No reaction. Oh there’s a reaction! Her eyes just widened like she’s witnessing death.

“Okay Emma?”

“It’s cold.”

“It’s meant to be cold.”

“It hurts.”

“It’s meant to, a little. Be brave. You’ve got to take it all in and hold it. Try and take your mind off it.”

In desperation she reaches for me with her hand. “Give me your dick then,” she tells me.

I should have bought lube at the pharmacy. Now I’m kneeling beside the bath with her gripping my dick like the safety bar on an amusement park ride.

“Emma. Be careful.”

I know it’s to take her mind off the cold, but she’s jerking me off.

“Emma! If you keep pulling on it like that, while I’m seeing you naked, you’ll make me have an orgasm.”

“I’m in pain here!”

“And you don’t think it hurts, what you’re doing to me?”

“It takes my mind off it.”

“How?”

“It’s a dick!”

“Well then at least look at it,” I tell her.

The moment she does all the tension drops out of her face. What now? My god! She has put the darned thing in her mouth!

“You’ll make me come Emma.”

With her mouth full of cock she mumbles, “Ah-hu.”

The skin on her bum cheek vibrates on the bath tub as she twists herself around to suck me off faster. If I thought the guilt would actually kill me, I would have to pull out, but that might mean admitting that she doesn’t have worms, and doesn’t need her colon being filled with cold water.

In her day, my wife was an expert and could make me come in her mouth in two minutes. Emma is clumsy but I’m coming in roughly two seconds.

“Emma, look out!”

She can’t be all that experienced with the boys if she doesn’t know what I’m sparing her from with that warning. I’m shooting right into her mouth.

“Err, bla, bla,” she complains and starts spitting. “You’re fucking disgusting. I can’t believe you would have an orgasm.”

Spurts one and two went in her mouth. I’m seeing spurt number three splat across both of her breasts and I’m still coming: “Oooooh, c-r-r-r-ist! Oh j-e-e-esus!”

“I can’t believe it!” she’s saying again.

“I can’t believe you would think that I wouldn’t!” I say between breaths.

She’s holding the enema tube. “Can I take this thing out yet?”

“I guess so. But you have to lie there and hold in the water for ten minutes.”

She yanks the tube out herself and says, “I’ll be right now,” then, putting her mouth under the bath tap begins the job of rinsing her mouth and spitting the remains of my cum. “I think we can call it a night dad,” she says.

“Is there some way I can help?”

“No!”

Wounded but not defeated I go to my room and start searching for natural remedies for intestinal worms. It turns out one is called semen arecae. There are some photos of Chinese herbs on the web, but that doesn’t concern me as much as this name: semen arecae.

“Emma,” I say, tapping at her door.

“Go away!”

“Just tell me, is it still itchy?”

“Of course it’s itchy! It’s driving me crazy.”

“There’s a natural remedy I found on the web.”

The door opens and I see she’s in an old pair of flannel pajamas she stole from my wardrobe, because she likes them pre-softened. What she doesn’t know is that before they go from my wardrobe to hers, all my old pajamas have had nearly all the font buttons removed. She’s even less bothered about covering up since our bathtub adventures so is treating her lonely old dad to an open-front view of her left nork.

I’m passing her a page I printed off of the web, one with no pictures of herbs, just clear mentions of intestinal worms, natural remedies and a heading Semen Arecae. She’s not much of a reader, my girl, so has to ask what it means.

“Semen kills intestinal worms.”

“Oh.”

“We’ve already basically had sex once tonight. I just thought... I mean... you said it’s still really itchy.”

“Alright, just don’t hurt me, okay.”

Y-y-yesss! It has been so long since I’ve had a fuck. Pappa’s getting lucky tonight, not with just anyone, but possibly the hottest eighteen-year-old girl around town. Oh god Emma, daddy’s coming to you baby. Clear the dirty nickers and bras from your bed. Daddy’s dick is inflating for you faster than an emergency life vest.

“How do we do this?” she asks, with a tone that says she’s hardly impressed.

“Just kneel on the bed with your bum in the air, the same as when I was looking for worms.”

“Won’t you get worms in your penis?”

“The article says that isn’t a problem.”

It’s almost too easy. I’m not referring to the mechanics. With no real lube, only spit, it is taking some jabbing and will take a bit more before I’m really inside her. What has been easy, has been the convincing. She’s taken it like a trooper, buying my lie about semen killing worms, worms that she doesn’t have.

“How does it feel Emma?”

“Very uncomfortable.”

“Maybe it would be better missionary style,” I suggest.

“Can’t you just come?”

“It’s not really working for me. Not in this position,” I say. I’ll admit it, I’m lying. I keep lying. All night I’ve been lying my head off.

“Oh whatever, okay. I’m going to feel like I’m married to you if we keep going with all of this shit.”

“Come on Emma. It’s just for your worms.”

Now we are talking! She’s bottomless on her back, hip bones protruding, with a half opened men’s flannel pajama top barely concealing her titties. As much as I would love to slide into her front bum and say I just made a mistake, I resist the urge and aim low. After a minute though of watching her wince with each thrust, and loosing some interest myself, I realize I have to go for gold here, not bronze.

I ask her, “did you read the part that said the semen goes deeper if the patient has an orgasm?”

“How do you think I’ll do that?” she snarls. “Everything about this is repulsive.”

“Close your eyes and let me kiss you,” I say. “It might help us both.”

I still think the makeup she’s wearing was put on for me. All I need is a breakthrough. But there is less life in her kisses than I would get from the back of my hand.

“Emma, this is silly. If you just let me fuck you normally for a while, then with the kissing, you’ll be able to have an orgasm, I swear.”

“Fuck me normally? What does that mean?”

“In your vagina.”

“God no!” Out of utter exasperation she’s staring away with the angriest look. “You’ve really gotten your way, haven’t you!”

“Emma, be fair.”

“Come on dad, as if this is only for me. Admit it, you just want to fuck me! Has no one ever told you that incest is bad?”

I pull out and am ready to leave. “Have an itchy bum all night. Be my guest Emma.”

“Hey, I didn’t say not to!” she says and takes hold of my erection.

“Well stop being rude when I’m trying to help you.”

“I was just making an observation,” she says, observing the rod in her hands.

“Lay back. Close your eyes. And think about someone you like.”

There’s a wicked glint in her eye now.

“What’s that look about?” I ask her.

“Come on! You don’t know?” she says.

“No!”

“Where have you been dad? You don’t know what, like, ninety-percent of porn is about?”

I just look at her blankly.

“Do you want to?” she says.

“Do what?”

“Incest porn, Daddy! We can do it for real. We ought to be filming. You want to?”

“Not filming.” What am I saying!

“But you gotta let me do really bright lipstick,” she says, whisking herself to her dresser. “Don’t worry about creeping me out. Everyone I know gets off on this stuff. Go out while I get ready. I don’t suppose you bought condoms while you were out?”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Drats. I’m ovulating as well. Look, it’s okay, I can get an abortion. This will be worth it.”

“Okay.”

Standing naked in the hallway outside her room I’m watching the walls pulsate, as though I’m inside of a whale. Counting backwards from a hundred is all I can do to hold off a full blown panic attack.

Two minutes later she is calling me back. I find her wearing fake eyelashes and see she has painted her lips a bright red. My conscience is holding me back. With this baby-doll face she looks completely delicious, like a sugary treat, but not for a man of my age.

“Can I have a banana?” she asks in a high pitched voice. It’s now I remember that amidst all the D’s on her school report cards she’s always scored A’s in drama. She’s a great little actress.

“I think I’ve got some in the kitchen.”

I can’t go through with this without telling Sally. Before doing that I go to my room to put on three pair of briefs and thick shorts to disguise my Cialis erection.

“How are things going?” Sally asks as I enter her room. “Fucked her yet?”

“Sally! No! I had to give her an enema.”

“How does she look naked?”

“Beautiful, of course. She’s our daughter.”

“So that’s all you wanted to tell me?”

“That’s all. Everything’s fine.”

Walking back down the hall I’m asking myself why I’m so fucking messed up? Why seek my wife’s blessing? I’m in my fifties and behaving like a naughty boy crawling back to his mother. So I’m just standing here staring at Emma’s door before I go in. I can do this... I think.

Shit no! She’s gotten herself dressed in nylons and garters with a black diaphanous teddy that I can see through as though it’s not there.

“Hi Daddy,” she says.

“Hi Emma,” I stammer, passing her a banana that I’ve already peeled. “Make sure you brush your teeth after.”

“Oh thanks Daddy!” she says and starts giving it head. “I don’t think I’m hungry. Can I have a ride on you knee?”

“Oh for fuck’s sake!”

Petrified I sit on her bed and pat my knee. Drawing in front of me, Emma lifts her teddy to reveal the panties are see-through as well.

“Oh Daddy, I like it better without my dress in the way,” she says, lowering her hot sweaty crotch down upon me.

“Careful not to put all your weight on my thighs,” I say, feeling muscles crunching under her pubis. “You’re heavy these day, and I’m getting old.”

I can see where she’s looking, to my shorts and behind those the three pair of briefs that are going to look like the Incredible Hulk’s burst apart clothes if my dick starts pushing any harder against them.

“I can move forward,” she says. She does it with a wave through her torso.

“Oh sweetie!”

I’m kind of impressed that she’s been able to play the little slut for so long. I’m lost for a single plausible line for the naughty daddy part I’m meant to be playing. You would think that after fucking her in the arse I would be pretty cool calm and collected by now. But that was when I was in the role of deceiver. It is plain now that Emma has taken control.

“Is it safe to ride up on the cantle of your saddle here daddy?”

“Which part’s the candle?”

“This bit,” she says, rubbing her pussy back and forth on my ball sack.

“It might hurt,” I complain. The last thing I need are crushed balls.

“I might like to ride on the horn then,” she says, drawing circles with her nylon panties along the full length of my shaft. She’s landed her groove right on the head of my penis. This is torture! “Giddy-up then!” It’s said with a thrust of her hips and a few swift kicks in my ribs from her knees.

I’ve got to be so careful now not to come. “You’re actually quite light I say,” bumping her up and down. “How much do you weigh?”

“Ninety-seven pounds. Pretty small hu?” She makes her hair into pigtails just using her hands.

“Just a piglet,” I say.

“Oink oink.”

Reaching for the clasp at the back of her bra I say, “How many nipples do piggies have then?”

“I don’t know. Can you count them for me?”

“I’ll have to take off your bra,” I say.

“I only put it on for you to take off.” She’s turned her head to one side and is nibbling the nail of her pinkie, but I know she’s not nervous at all. I’m the only one with that issue.

“These are really beautiful Emma,” I say, feeling her breasts through her bra. “It’s a shame you’re my daughter and we can’t be real lovers.”

“Can I tell you a secret daddy?”

Both my hands slip between the bra and her blister-smooth nipples. “Yes precious one?”

“I can decide for myself.”

“Oh really?” I say.

“You can have sex with me. I want you to.”

The tone of this evening has lightened completely. I wish it could always be this way with my sweetie. I don’t know who is more surprised by my strength, Emma or me, as I hoist her onto my shoulder in a fireman’s lift and carry her off to my room.

I lay her on my bed and arrange her hair so it’s framing her face. She’s about to be the second girl, ever, who I have made love to. Last time I did this I fell in love and got married. It would be unfair not to tell Emma this little thing about me.

“Emma. There’s just one problem before I go any further.” The look in her eyes is a mix of concern and exasperation, as if she is thinking oh no, not another weakness in this pathetic old man. “If I do this,” I say, “I might become needy. I’m that kind of person.”

Now it’s a look of relief. “Oh that’s fine!” she replies.

“Fine? But you’ve got friends and boyfriends and a whole life to live.”

“Yes and no. Right now in my life I’m just bummin’. I would be out in the city with all those guys now, if I could be bothered.”

“What does that mean?”

“I just like chillin’ at home. If you want to be needy, that’s awesome!”

“I thought it was because you can’t drive a car.”

“Enough yappin’, really! Daddy, come on. Let’s have a fuck. Then I might tell you a secret.”

“Have a fuck?” I have to repeat it, because it sounds too absurd.

“Yeah, you know, like fucking. Show me how you do mom.”

“How I do mom? How I used to do mom.” It has been so long I have to search my mind for the memory. “Sure Emma, whatever,” I say, and start the job of unpacking my sausage from all of these jockey shorts I’ve been wearing.

I’m the kind of guy who when I first got a girlfriend, borrowed a book from the library on how to help women have pleasure. It’s like having seven mains and deserts combinations if it’s your job to cook. You don’t mix them up and your certainly don’t try and put all fourteen meals on the table at once.

What you might call my wife’s “Sunday dinner”—her favorite mains then desert—started with her being put on her back with a pillow under her butt. My job was simple: just fuck her missionary style with her legs pushed all the way back over my shoulders. That was her roast.

Desert meant removing the pillow and lying her flat with her legs together to finish her off with my pelvic bone rocking back and forth on her clit. I don’t know what she used to fantasize about but right at the end I would be thinking about unmentionable acts, like the one I’m embarking on now.

I’ve got Emma’s legs on my shoulders and my cock way up inside her. “How’s does this feel?” I ask, knowing darned well I’ve put a blow torch on her g-spot.

“Amazing.”

“This is so fucking crazy! I’m fucking my daughter!”

“It’s incest,” she tells me.

“No shit!”

“This is so fucking hot daddy. My friends have got no idea whatsoever!”

Her canal has opened up like a cave and I’m bumping the head of my cock around on its roof.

“It sounds like you’ve already thought about incest?”

“It’s the big new genre in porn and in eBooks. I love it. Everyone does. There aren’t many like you and me though, who actually do it! It’s so cool you’re doing me the way you did mom!”

“It’s one of the ways.”

“Did this make her come?”

“Shut up and I might be able to show you.”

It’s a slow burn technique, one where you just do the same bloody thing with your mind on the weather. Definitely don’t look at your hot eighteen-year-old daughter turning maroon with her firm little tits looking right at you. Don’t go nibbling on her luscious teats, or kissing her or anything that might make you come early. You have duties you need to fulfil, for your kinky partner, before you attend to your pleasure.

I believe it’s going to be snowing tomorrow. That’s what I heard. I believe I’ve thought long enough about atmospheric conditions and can possibly kiss this sweet angel, just for a moment. Something about Emma that has always intrigued me are her small teeth. As a father I sometimes wondered if I shouldn’t get a dentist to give an opinion, but then selfishly I loved the unusual look they gave to her smile and couldn’t bare the thought of orthodontic work changing a face I adored. In the end it turned out to be the kind of character trait that would make her a model, or in the current situation, make her a dangerous person to kiss for more than five seconds—remembering that my job is to keep a hot wave on her g-spot.

Just as her mum always would, she has let her legs fall back to the bed. She’s exhausted—or to be precise, lazy. It’s my sign to whisk the pillow out from under her toosh and bring my pelvic bone to her clit. No thrusting now. My cock can bob inside her like driftwood. The focus is Emma’s desert.

Look at her there. It’s too easy. Just like her mom she’s coming with her head to one side, presenting me with her fine-featured profile, just like that British actress’s I was looking at before she came to me complaining of itches.

And do you know what? I’m not even going to come. I’m going to play with her now until two in the morning.

When she’s conscious I say, “Emma, you said you had a secret to tell me?”

“Oh yeah,” she says. “My bum. I just said it was itchy. It’s fine.”
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The End
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About the author
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I'm writing true to life incest with feeling.
If you have a genuine fascination with incest, it is likely your appetite extends to longer works too. I specialize in novelettes and novellas, just long enough to start journeys of discovery in regular family settings, like we all know. Meet regular daughters entering into adulthood and fathers who never thought they would notice. Explore settings I know from my travels and dialogue from my eavesdropping on teens. Most of all, feel the emotion, fear and overwhelming sexual response of the body that comes from transgressing life's darkest taboo.
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