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I’ve been preparing things all week for my
daughter Emily’s 18th birthday pool party, getting the water
thoroughly clean, buying new pool toys and finding myself some new
goggles.

She’s so nervous about things going well that
she has put on her present from daddy, a skimpy little orange
bikini, and ran out to check that the water is going to be perfect
for her friends when they get here.

“How is it Emi?”

“Fantastic daddy. You’re fantastic! Can you
throw me a noodle?” I throw her one from the big new box of the
things I’ve bought for today. “Why don’t you get in?”

How could I refuse?

“I’ll go and get into my cozzy.”

I’m not sure if it’s morning wood or the
amount of new skin I saw when she passed me, but I’m packing a load
as I walk back out to the pool.

And now for these googles. Oh wow! It’s like
seeing through air.

“Emily, count how long I can stay under.”

The way she is straddling the noodle and
kicking her legs is causing the front of her bikini to flutter. I’m
so glad I went through every pair at bikinis-r-us to find the ones
with the weakest elastic.

For as long as I’m under I can stare all I
like. Oh gosh, the noodle just pushed the fabric completely off to
one side. Doesn’t she know? I owe it to myself, for all my hard
work, to at least sneak a peek.

I gave her money to go to the beautician—I
didn’t know she got totally waxed! It makes me proud, as her
biological father, to see my girl has a well contained quim. She’ll
have no trouble keeping a man with a treasure like that in her
panties.

So let’s think this through. This afternoon
in this pool I’ll have her friends Zoe and Lauren, plus my
god-daughter Cloe, all in bikinis. I’ve also invited Cloe’s dad
Paul, my best friend since college, to hang out as well. He’s the
right friend for the occasion, a school teacher like me, with a
penchant for ogling and frivolous games.

Some extended family and boys from Emily’s
school will be here tonight for a barbecue and some beers but Emily
doesn’t want anyone but her friends around after ten. The pajama
party should keep them awake until two, then they have the whole
day tomorrow by the pool to recover.

I surface only to be told she lost count.

“Oh Emily!”

“Daddy, I know you’re doing so much but my
friends and I want to ask one silly favor?”

“Anything honey, you know that.”

“They want to know if you’ll organize pool
games.”

This group of girls grew up with Roger the
Dodger’s pool games. You might think that by eighteen they would
have lost interest, but when they’re around here all they lose are
their teen girl pretenses—and their grip on their swimwear.

“Well Roger,” Paul says, “here we are
buddy.”

“Here we are indeed!” We’re laying on my teak
poolside recliners and are onto our second beers after knocking
back two sneaky vodka shots in the kitchen before. The four girls
in our care have gotten into the spa with plenty of alco-pops to
get themselves equally charged.

Paul says, “You’ve got to pity guys with no
daughters. Here, take this.” He pulls a blue tablet from his pocket
and breaks it in half.

“What’s this. Ecstasy?”

“No! Cialis. For erections.”

“Do you think that’s safe? We’re going to be
on display quite a bit here.”

“In my experience, Rog, girls this age look
at younger guys’ crotches, not ours. I’ve been parading the biggest
boners around Cloe at home and she hasn’t looked sideways.”

I take the pill and look at my shorts.

“It’ll be another half hour,” he mocks me.
“And it won’t just happen without visual stimuli.”

“Well we’ve got plenty of stimuli here
today,” I tell my old friend.

“Sure do. I can’t believe Emily’s eighteen!
She still looks so young! Don’t tell me I’m the only sick bastard
who gets turned on by his daughter? Please Roger. Tell me you’re a
sick cunt as well.”

“You’re not the only sicko.”

I let him know that’s enough said by laying
flat, closing my eyes and turning my inner arms to gather some sun.
We’re as sick as each other. Both of us know it. We became best
buddies in college the night each of us confessed to majoring in
high school education to be around school girls. We’ve watched each
other’s backs ever since. Make sure they’re eighteen. Make sure
they say yes. Make sure they come twice. These are our edicts. I
guess neither of us thought to include ‘make sure they’re not
daughters’ so should have known our sexual habits would mean we
were sitting on time bombs as Emily and Cloe approached the age
they are now.

I’m semi asleep when I feel a wet chill on my
arm. Paul has just passed me a beer.

I ask him, “Was I just asleep?”

“Maybe. But hey, I want some more
stories?”

“Hu?”

“I told you about trying to get Cloe to look
at my boners.”

“Oh that sort of story! Okay,” I say,
thinking while taking a sip of what, this time, is wheat beer. When
Paul and I get together it’s always with a mixed dozen of the
gourmet shit from Europe. “Well see that orange bikini Emily’s
wearing,” I say.

He can only see the top half right now but he
can’t have missed the bottoms before.

“I have noticed the bikini,” he says, nodding
sagely.

“I searched the whole store for the pair with
the weakest elastic.”

“Noice. Noice.” He’s still nodding.

“Well this morning I held my breath under
water and got a super clear look at her snatch while she was
straddling one of those noodles. Bald as a coot. She’s had the
thing totally waxed.”

“Well fuck me Roger.” We’re so drunk we’ve
high fived each other. “Oh, and by the way,” he says, “we both have
erections.”

I look at his first. It’s like he’s keeping a
banana for later. Mine is stretching my lycra past the height of my
drawstring. So much for being old and calm enough to get away with
swimming briefs around girls.

“This so rarely happens theses days,” I say
in a self mocking tone.

“Today Roger is a day for reconnecting with,
and loving, our hard-ons. Got another story like that one?”

“Well I think it’s your turn,” I tell him.
“Give me a more detailed one about you and Cloe.”

“Alright. My top shelf story,” he says, and
leans closer. “I’ve asked her.”

“Asked her? Asked her what?”

“About incest,” he whispers.

Every bit of drunken relaxation just
disappeared from my body. “What do you mean?”

He doesn’t elaborate. He just looks over his
wayfarers and nods the way he has been nodding since we sat down,
but it seems disingenuous now. There I was thinking I deserved jail
for adding stolen peeks of my daughter to my repository of wank
worthy memories, while my friend Paul is talking about the full
incestuous monte. “Why?” I say, and sit up with my feet on the hot
pavers.

“I want her too badly.”

Perhaps he needs mental help. “Well what did
she say?”

“She’s thinking it through.”

“How tense is that?”

“Oh it’s fucking nerve racking believe me,”
he says, laying back with his elbows splayed and his hands cupped
under his head. “But it’s what you’ve got to go through. I’ve been
reading a lot.”

“About what?”

Looking at the highest white clouds he says,
“Strategies.”

“Strategies?”

“There’s a lot of information on-line and
communities of enthusiasts out there to help newbies like me.”

“I had no idea. You can’t have more than a
one percent chance of this working?”

For a guy on the cusp of disaster he looks
unbelievably languid, turning on his side to face me directly. “The
odds are fifty-fifty, or better if I play my cards well. Actually,
quite a lot is riding on what happens today. It’s why I needed to
know if you’ve thought about Emily.”

“What difference does that make?”

“I don’t want to pressure you in any way
Roger,” he tells me, “but from what I’ve been reading it would help
Cloe in her decision if she saw a bit of frolicking between her
best friend and her father. I don’t mean anything Emily might be
freaked out by. Just enough for Cloe to think it’s normal for dads
and their daughters to be a bit touchy-feely.”

I’m looking at the four girls in my spa, now
acting quite tipsy. They’re singing some pop song and Zoe just sat
down after twirking. But Pauls’ daughter and mine are the two
hottest.

“Roger, can you hear me?”

“Sorry, I zoned out,” I say.

“I was saying, just a shoulder ride or
pinging her bikini strap would make an impression. In Cloe’s eyes
it will have a lot of significance given what I’ve asked her to
think about.”

“And what exactly is that? A secret affair in
her bedroom?”

“No,” he says, “she’s only eighteen. The
people who confess to consensual incest talk of the late twenties
being an age of decision. So because of her age I can’t push it too
hard. Until she gets used to it and decides to go further I’m only
suggesting bath times together.”

I’ve been stiff the whole time but just felt
a buzz of pre-cum shoot right down my shaft. “Bath times? That’s
sick!”

He draws closer letting me know he can still
see my dick. “I want memories of her while she’s still young.”

My dick is complaining that I’m too slow a
mover with my own daughter, but my mind is saying my friend needs a
shrink. “She’s going to hate you when she’s older, you know.”

“The only thing to do about that, Roger,
since I have already asked her, is to get her to say yes.”

I’m looking at his blank face with horror,
but I do understand. He’s damned if he doesn’t, and maybe not
damned if he does. He looks like an old rock star and only he and I
know that in some ways we both are, having enjoyed the first fruits
of our profession. As teachers we’ve gone night clubbing together
specifically aiming to pick up with former students—even current
ones if they were old enough to get into bars. Only he and I know
how successful we’ve been in our unorthodox sex lives.

His girl Cloe is exactly the kind of fit
piece of tail we’ve always zoomed in on as well, and often scored
with, as recently as our late thirties. She’s a fit little minx.
Totally tanned. Thick wavy brown hair. Quite muscular and the
slightest bit curvy. Last time Paul and I were together with both
of our girls it was at a gym with a rock climbing wall and the pair
of us were transfixed by Cloe’s short shorts being pulled up her
arse by the harness. I should have known from the way he kept
saying ‘my god’ that Paul’s feelings toward her were more than a
little improper, but then I was thinking the very same thing:
what an arse! Of course I would love my old friend to be
fucking something so young and so hot. What kind of fiend wouldn’t?
We’ve each spent our lives riding teen girls and equally regret
how, as we’ve approached fifty, our choices have been reduced to a
few that are psycho. I never really properly thought about
incest.

“You never fail to surprise me,” I say.
“You’re fucking incredible, and totally crazy.” I stand up and walk
to the edge of the pool. “Emi,” I call, “come and get on my
shoulders. We’re challenging Cloe and her dad to a shoulder
fight.”

“Yay!” Emi shrieks and leaps from the spa.
“Come on Cloe. You don’t have a chance.”

Cloe stands with her legs apart for her dad
to swim under and lift her. Twenty years ago I remember Paul and I
doing exactly the same thing with these girls’ mothers before any
of us were even dating. In college Paul and I worked as each others
wing-men. If he told me he was attracted to someone, I helped him
get with her, and visa versa. Two of our best efforts were with
these girls’ mothers. Now it’s like we’re in for round two.

As Cloe is propelled upward with Paul’s neck
on her crotch, I’m looking for any sign of disgust or delight in
her eyes. But there is none. She’s happy. I can’t wait to be giving
him the good news that his daughter was laughing and smiling, not
grimacing as if being lifted by someone she was ready to report to
her mother. I think my friend has a chance here! I’ve been right
about his chances every time in the past.

I wish I could see Emi’s face as I rise from
the water with her on my shoulders. That bikini gusset has shifted
sideways so what I feel on my neck, I know, is her bare naked
vagina. To stop her fixing it—as she keeps trying to do—I’m
bouncing her up and down and twisting her in a mock display of
prowess so Cloe and Paul know we mean business.

Paul can see what I’m up to so starts the
same act with his rider, massaging her genitals on his neck. It’s a
shame for Paul that Cloe’s bikini fits better.

Soon all four girls are in the pool and we’re
giving each of them rides. Zoe has an Amazonian’s physique and
Lauren is cuddly (still hot), so Paul and I have actually had as
many rides on their shoulders as they’ve had on ours. I can’t see
how he’s travelling but hope he has the same kind of erection
rubbing on Lauren’s neck as I am now rubbing on Zoe’s. Whatever
kind of pill that was he gave me, I’m going to need a regular dose.
It might just renew my former interest in teaching.

We’ve fallen into the water again and I’m
ready for something quite different, so throw my old buddy some
goggles. I’m going to take a chance. I hope I’m reading the mood.
“Here Paul, let’s give each of our daughters a wedgy. Zoe, Lauren,
hold them for us.”

“Daddy! Nooo!” Emi cries as Lauren circles
upon her. Yep, I read the mood! We’re all drunk, and all having a
fun on a really hot day, and all feeling a little bit sexy.

I take a deep breath and head underwater,
zeroing in on my target. Presently Paul is under as well. I give
him the thumbs up and he sends me a huge beaming smile. I know what
he’s thinking, that the pool water is as clear as the air and that
old Roger Dodger doesn’t skimp on the price of good goggles.

We’re heading to the deep end where no one
can touch and where Zoe and Lauren are stopping our much weaker
daughters from getting away. Paul is behind because he’s gone up
for breaths. I practice this stuff so have reached Emi already. I’m
fighting past her frantically waving hands and, yes, her bikini
bottoms just went up her front and rear cracks. I know. I’m
inspecting my handiwork through clouds of white bubbles.

I launch out of the water, still gripping her
bottoms, “One point to dad, no points to his daughter,” I declare
for the world. I’m so glad no neighbors have a view of my pool.

“Daddy stop it, stop it, you’re evil.”

Still holding a fist full of fabric and strap
I find myself looking to Cloe, to make sure she can see what I’m
doing. I look at her and narrow my eyes. I hope she can see that
all daddies dig daughters. It’s natural.

Somehow I can feel in the way she looks back,
that I’ve just given her the piece of the puzzle that she has been
missing. No more than a few days from now she’s going to be taking
hot baths with her daddy, my oldest friend. In my gut I feel sick.
My mind is asleep. My penis is making the biggest ever rod I’ve had
under water.

Roger and I have been given the tongs to turn
meat at the barbeque and are standing here, in nothing but our
swimming briefs enjoying the hot dry air of this evening. Both of
our wives are impressed that we’ve done so much for the girls. Mine
went to her sister’s today to avoid being here and will be heading
back after the barbeque so she can sleep without being disturbed by
the slumber party tonight. We all know they’re going to carry on
until dawn.

After an afternoon of underwater pool games
watching these girls’ bikinis being shifted by water, it is
sobering seeing the boys from their school: eighteen seems so
terribly young. I’ve been teaching chemistry and physics to kids
their age all my life, and have had countless indiscretions with
girls, but all that was before my own daughter reached the crucial
age too.

Furthering my guilt is the presence of the
whole tribe at this party—grandparents, uncles, little cousins,
etc.. Knowing what they would think if they knew is making me feel
so terribly ashamed of my behavior today and the pattern it
reflects in my past. Worst is my memory of the birthday-girl’s baby
smooth vag on my neck in the pool, and the fact that I chose that
bikini for that very reason. It just makes me feel hollow.

“It’s unimaginable the pressure you’ve put
yourself under,” I say to Paul, flipping a nice piece of steak.

“I know. Any day now I could be estranged
from my family, or having baths with my daughter.”

“It’s like wagering your house and career in
a game of roulette.”

“Only the prize is worth more than
money.”

“Are you sure about that? I mean, I have no
doubt the taboo would make incest amazing, but…”

“You’ve got to hear the testimonies of the
people who do it. It doesn’t wear off. It’s like this Cialis shit
that’s been giving us boners. You don’t build up a tolerance.
Everyone says it’s forever amazing.”

Every meat portion here has been turned
twenty times. Paul and I are shrinking into our sizzling fatty
barbeque corner because we are in no state for making small talk
with our wives, or my sisters, etcetera.

Paul has a giant gulp of beer and hits me
with the question I’ve been fearing all day. “Have I gotten you
thinking of doing the same thing with Emi?”

“How could I not, Paul? I’m just not prepared
for my life to implode.”

“It didn’t implode from fucking all of those
school girls.”

“They weren’t my daughters.”

“See, that’s the mistake nearly every man
makes. They don’t do the numbers. The potential loss is less than
the potential gain. It’s not only your gain. It’s Emily’s too.”

“What’s in it for her?”

“Sex with her daddy. Her lifelong dream. Most
women forsake it out of a misplaced sense of duty to their
mothers.” He’s looked past my shoulder and put his beer down on the
hotplate. “Don’t look now but they’re coming.”

I don’t have time to look. Emily has walked
right up and bumped the side of her boob so hard on my arm the
sausage in my tongs just fell on the ground. “Oh woopsie, daddy,
your sausage. I’ll get it.” This time her head carelessly strikes
the bulge in the front of my bathers, not just on her way down, but
also on the way back. “Sausages everywhere,” she says, quickly
tossing the one from the ground back on the hot plate.

I put it away from the others. “I’ll eat that
one,” I offer.

I’ve got Paul to my right and Emily so near
on my left I’m going to be touching Paul’s arm if I pull any
further away. On the other side of our group Cloe is pushing in
just as hard on her dad. She just took the beer from the
hotplate.

They’re in sideless, backless, nothing type
dresses with their bikinis on underneath. But they’ve both
showered, fixed their hair and added smoky eyes and lipstick from
the same makeup container. Who knows if they’re planning on getting
back into the pool now or if they just want to epitomize
summer.

I tell Emi, “You look nice,” as an excuse
really to look her up and down without seeming furtive. Her parted
blonde bob and baby features, short stature and pneumatic teen butt
cheeks and bosoms make her look like the kind of woman-child that
advertisers plaster on billboards to slow all the traffic.

“What do you think of Cloe’s makeup?” she
asks me. “I did it for her.”

Leaning forward to allow herself to be seen
past her father, Cloe is a mop of thick auburn hair. She has
slightly more feline features that Emily, and even darker eye
makeup. She’s an inch shorter too—they’re both only pixies—but is
slightly more fulsome with C-cup boobs and butt cheeks crying out
to be wobbled in a man’s hands.

Being a little drunk and out of control, I
say, “I thought the barbeque was hot, but not now.”

That causes Cloe to giggle and hide, like a
Japanese schoolgirl, behind her dad’s shoulder.

“What are you pair up to?” Paul asks,
as though there’s a joke we should be brought in on.

“Nothing,” Cloe says, looking away, then
uncontrollably laughing just from her nose. It causes a chain
reaction with Emi.

“You pair are up to big mischief,” I say,
hoping that if they are not, then my saying so will encourage them
to be.

“No we’re not,” Cloe insists, straightening
her face.

“Well is there something you want then?” Paul
asks her.

“Well I was just thinking daddy,” Cloe says,
looking over our meat, “that it would be silly for you to drive all
the way home then all the way back to get me tomorrow, so you know,
maybe, there might be somewhere for you to sleep here.”

“Well, maybe,” he says, and looks to me.

“We’ve got beds and sofa beds everywhere,” I
assure him.

Emily adds, “There’ll be more room because
Zoe and Lauren want to go with the boys.”

“Oh I’m sorry honey,” I say, and reach around
her shoulder to give her a hug. “From four to two: that’s not much
of a slumber party for you.”

“Unless you both stay up,” Cloe says, in a
very straight tone, so straight I sense she’s masking some
fear.

There’s a lot of insinuation in the air at
the moment that I can’t bring myself to be a part of, but that I
would hate to quell likewise. Paul is too stunned to talk. I know
what he’s thinking. His girl has said yes. What I’m thinking is I
am providing the venue. I’m also thinking that this pair have been
talking.

“We’ll stay up for you girls,” I say. “As
long as we can.”

This time Emi laughs first through her nose,
making Cloe do the same, then both of them totally lose it and run
away covering their faces so the whole party won’t see their
hysterics.

“What did I say?”

Paul leans against me, “That we will stay up
for our daughters. Don’t worry, that pill I gave you lasts for
three days.”

Emily cleared all the family out at ten
o’clock, as they all knew she would do. She didn’t mention that two
of her friends would be leaving straight after as well. Now the
only ones here are Roger and Cloe, plus Emily and myself. What a
strange slumber party!

Whatever is coming can come and find me. I’m
just going to walk around with this big garbage bag emptying plates
and picking up bottles.

“Roger. Can I have a word?” It’s Paul. He
leads me to a table still covered in empties. “Sit down with me for
a second.”

“So what’s happened?”

“She’s said yes.”

I’m sitting with my arm frozen in the air
holding a heavy bag full of rubbish. “Holly shit!”

“I know.”

“What now?”

“Um, another big favor, unless you want to
disown me.”

“Hey Paul,” I say, “you know me: what
consenting adults choose to do.”

“Can we use your bathroom?”

“Bathroom?” I say, then remember what he told
me, about only asking her to have bath times together, because
she’s only eighteen, too young to make a decision about something
like incest. Something like them having a bath in my house seems
easier to consent to as well. The thought of them fucking here
would be an affront. The idea of them having an innocent soak in
the tub, with bubbles gradually popping exposing more of Cloe’s
bubbly teen body is opening the medicated arteries of my old penis
like the gates of a dam.

“Yes, yes of course,” I say and stand up.
“Come on Paul. Let me help make it special.” I lead him straight to
the big bathroom off our main bedroom. “I can’t believe what you’re
going to do! Your own daughter, nude in the bath. Paul, you’re so
fucking crazy, and lucky. You can wash her down there…” I
rabbit like an idiot all the way to the our en suite.

“Oh, this is perfect,” Paul says at the sight
of our spa bath for two.

I show him to the essential oils lamps while
I turn on the water and fetch some fresh towels. “You goddam son of
a gun Paul. You know I could tell in her eyes when I gave Emi that
wedgy. I wonder if it helped? Do you think so?”

“Oh I no so,” he says.

Jokingly I say, “I’ll have to get you to
return the favor someday.”

“Um, Roger.”

He’s blown out the match before lighting the
candle.

I’m frightened.

“What?” I ask, uncertain I want to hear.

“Cloe relayed the messaged that Emily…”

“That Emily?”

“They’ve been talking together. For the last
couple of days. Ever since I asked Cloe. Emily digs it.”

“Digs what? Cloe and you?”

“Dad, you don’t have to.” I look around and
it’s Emily, with Cloe behind her. I hadn’t heard them in the
doorway over the sound of the water.

“Do you want to?” Paul asks me. “You know
I’ve got your back Roger. Wingmen forever.”

The steam from the bath is filling the room
now, softening the girls’ looks even more. I’m looking at my Emily
there, in her summer dress with no sides, wearing lipstick and
mascara. She’s always ran to her daddy for whatever she needed, or
wanted, or thought she could wrangle. What is she trying to get
from me now? Open mouthed kisses? I might be able to give her that
much.

She has gone and put on the locket I bought
once for no reason. When I bought it she was so shocked by the idea
of a gift on any random day, bought out of nothing but love, that
she promised to keep a photo of me on one side, and one of her on
the other, forever.

“Now is not the right time to be wearing that
locket,” I tell her, in a dire tone.

Paul interrupts, “Go with her Roger. Go and
spend the night in her bedroom.”

I push past the girls and walk ahead down the
hall and am determined to walk right on past Emi’s door. I’m not
two steps beyond it though when I hear, “Daddy! What’s wrong with
me wearing this locket?”

She’s standing in her doorway with the hurt
look she gets. It’s the kind of look any good father has trained
himself never to yield to. Wives can use those looks on us to get
what they want, because they have sex as a bargaining chip.
Daughters have nothing. That’s how we get them to do what we say.
This is the world as I know it.

“It’s my favorite present from you ever
Daddy,” she blubbers, then invites my eye with her fingers to the
golden heart in the shallow crease of her breasts.

“Don’t look angry Emily. You have nothing to
be angry with me about. I was the last one to know about any of
this.”

“Don’t you think it’s nice that my friend can
do something she’s thought about, and she wants?”

“We don’t know everything that might have led
them to where they are Emily. I should drive you over to spend the
night with your mom and your aunty.”

“What about doing something special with me,
for my birthday? I don’t mind if it’s just you and me at my slumber
party.”

I don’t know how she always manages to
squeeze out a tear on command. And look at me. I’m so weak. I’m
persuaded by prettiness and the fact that her mother’s not home. I
don’t even have a boner right now.

“Just slumber party stuff,” she says,
compulsively biting her nail.

“Where is it then? In here?” I’m not giving
in to her. I’m just giving her the curtesy of looking in the room
where pillow fights and confessions were planned to take place.

“It’s just a girl’s room. You can go in you
know.”

“It’s not just any girl’s room. You’re my
daughter.”

She’s left an uncomfortable silence that
turns my head from the girlish delights on her dresser and
floor—open makeup, a wet towel, worn panties, a bra—to the sight of
her with the locket unfastened. She’s showing me her face and mine,
each from a decade ago.

“Isn’t this locket so pretty!”

“It was an impulse buy. It made me think of
you the moment I saw it.”

She lets it fall between the triangles of her
bikini that’s covering more than her dress. “I like where it sits
on the end of the chain.”

“Beguiling Emily. The way you are
beguiling.”

“Mom doesn’t have to know.”

I’m dead. She’s won.

“Maybe the locket can be our code word,” I
say.

“For what?” she asks.

“Don’t do this to me Emily.”

“I just want bath times,” she says, “like
Cloe and her dad.”

“I was thinking just kissing.”

Her face warms and I know we’re in massive
trouble. I’ve always loved her. Adored her. I’m really not sure
though how that adoration may be magnified or ruined by what is
unfolding.

In an outburst of joy, tears and adrenalin
fueled apprehension Emi says, “We’ll kiss in the bath.”

With too much haste, I am thinking, I have
dropped my swimming shorts to the floor and am now taking off my
T-shirt while facing the tub. I have to keep my back to her. My rod
is swaying like a metronome. I put the plug in the tub and start
running hot and cold water over some bubble bath liquid. I doubt
she’ll be too surprised by my aroused state when I turn around.

As I do I find her with the dress around her
ankles and her thumbs through the side strings of her orange
bikini. Instantly her mouth gapes at sight of my erection.

“I can’t control it. I’m so sorry,” I say.
“It’s not right in front of my daughter.”

“Should I take this off?” she asks, pulling
her bikini almost as low as her slit. “Now? In the bath? Oh dad,
I’m sorry, I’m really losing my shit.”

“We both are. Remember that time you cut your
hand and I had to wash you in the bath while you wore your swim
suit?”

“It was embarrassing.”

“It’s something you’ve done though,” I say
and motion for her to get in.

She sits in the middle of the tub facing the
taps and I squeeze in behind her. That’s good. The rising bubbles
are disguising my shame.

“Not too hot?”

“A little,” she says.

“Just let the cold one run if you like.”

Instantly her pale skin is turning pink from
the steam and I’m compelled to start massaging her shoulders,
clumsily, due to my complete lack of certainly.

“I don’t think either of us actually know if
we want this,” I say. “Maybe if we call it a birthday treat? How
would that sound?”

“That makes it a lot easier,” she says and
throws herself back to reach for my lips with a kiss.

The first is brief but already too much. I
pull my head away. “I don’t deserve this.”

“Neither do I. But who loses?”

That’s enough to convince me. No one looses.
It’s plain we’ll both keep this a secret. I press my lips firmly
enough to hers to assure her that this time I’m not pulling away. I
feel her tongue venturing past social boundaries and reciprocate by
making long strokes with my hands from her thighs to her neck,
deliberately swiping her groin and her breasts.

I’m not going to dally too long with all
this. On the fifth pass I push the bikini bottom off to one side
and leave one digit swirling in her curtains of skin. I’ve slid my
other hand under her top and am feeling her cushiony nipple.

Already I have reason to fear the pill that
Paul gave me could make me ejaculate from the things I am feeling.
Her lips alone are worth a hundred lap dances. Her tongue is worth
more than a young mistress’s clit. The treasured memories of every
girl her age I have pursued in addition to marriage could be wiped
from my mind by this moment.

Somehow I know I’m getting the works here.
This won’t just stop in the bath.

There is something about a standard bikini,
tied once on both hips, once around the neck and once at the back.
Four threads later and her birthday present from daddy has
disappeared into the bubbles.

“The bath’s about to overflow,” I say and
point to the tap. She’s too slow so I slide past her, grinding my
rod on her ribs as I go. With the tap fixed I turn to face her and
put my legs under hers so we’re in a Tantric position.

They’re just little titties but with her
having such a small rib cage they make her look like a sex doll.
“How many burglars got to see these before me?”

“Not many, and not for as long as you can.
You can look at them every day.”

“Really?”

I fondle the pink areola looking for any
evidence at all of a teat. Paul is so right. Their mid twenties is
way too late. As any persuasive school teacher will tell you, you
have to get them when they are eighteen. In my daughter’s case, I
haven’t wasted a day. That there is a personal record.

“Is this not just for tonight?” I ask
her.

She holds her locket again. “We’re going to
use this is as code word, you said.”

I walk two fingers down the inside of her
thigh and gently ease them into her pink little socket. Can I tell
my daughter that her mother and I haven’t had sex in two years? The
details of a girl’s parents’ sex life is something a father would
be indecent to tell her, but then again the kind of father we’re
talking about would probably not expose his erect penis, or reveal
his sexual interest in his own daughter’s breasts. “Emi, your
mother and I are just friends now.”

“What are you saying dad?”

“There’s an opening there, if you want
it.”

“Of course I want it,” she says to me
faintly. She lowers her head and ventures to grip the throbbing red
head of my cock looking out from the bubbles. “I’m in love with
you,” she inaudibly whispers.

As we come together for what seems like an
obligatory Hollywood pash, I’m thinking of the problem this solves.
For years I’ve known I should find a new “partner”, as they call
them these days, but I’ve seen those middle aged broads and how
they post their new partners on facebook to spite their
ex-husbands. Little did I know I had a daughter with an Electra
complex perfectly matched to my true sexual sexual interest.

As we lash tongues and lick teeth she
rhythmically clenches my penis and I masturbate her with nothing
but pulse waves of pressure. Never over work things. That’s my
approach.

But this is too inauspicious a place to be
coming with someone I’m expecting to be with forever—however that
may be kept secret. I’m ready to be in her room.

“It’s time I suppose for your slumber party,
is it?”

“Aren’t you going to wash me with soap?” she
asks, looking at the two fingers I’m drilling into her hole.

“If we’re going to do this a lot Emily, I
would prefer you don’t wash yourself in advance, if that’s
okay. In fact, I would prefer if you kept yourself filthy.”

Oh the look of mock outrage! “That’s not what
a daddy should say!”

Entering her room, us both wrapped in towels,
it occurs to me that I haven’t been here for any other reason but
to collect dirty dishes in over ten years. I’ll be unnerved like
this for the rest of my life, every time I think of our life
together before it all drastically changed.

But while our bodies are covered I feel a
last chance exists, before we are lovers, to be father and
daughter, albeit just for a moment.

“One last hug Emi? As father and daughter? It
might be the last time.”

She snuggles into me and I bury my nose into
her scalp. I can’t feel her boobs through the towel as we each
tighten our arms and I’m making a point of retracting my hips.

“Oh I love you Emi.”

“You’ve always been the world’s number one
father,” she purrs.

I hold her chin and gaze into her made up
eyes as she clears a few strands of damp hair. I’m trying to see my
daughter for as a long as I can before kissing her as somebody
else, but am realizing that somebody else is not there. She’s only
my daughter and only ever will be.

It’s the most powerful kiss yet, though far
more restrained physically than the kiss we shared in the bath.
I’ve given up pretending she might be a sex doll, or my latest hot
student turning eighteen, and am accepting that she is my
daughter.

The towels are coming off and we’re laying
down in the single bed where she used to have stories read to her
about frogs being turned into princes—apparently you just have to
kiss them. They were stories like this, except they left out the
raw stuff after the wedding.

The climactic dance has begun with usual acts
our instincts direct us toward to confirm a mate’s physical health
before delivering sperm. This vagina is more than just healthy,
it’s the keenest fittest chick in the nest calling to its daddy for
food. The fresh new Brazilian means these lips are as soft as the
lips I was just kissing. As for the smell here, a full day in the
chorine means there is no other scent except for that coming
straight from the Bartholin’s glands in the side walls of her
canal. There are times to teach your girl how to cook, other to
teach her about dealing with bullies. I have the pleasure of
teaching mine many things she otherwise would have learned with no
guide.

As a high school teacher with access to birth
records I’ve picked off dozens of debutantes to this city’s sex
scene, but not for some time. It was around age forty-five when I
looked in the mirror and realized they saw me differently now. In
my thirties I could chat them up at school, find out what they did
after, and spruce myself to go meet them. All the miserable
boy-bands I’ve gone to see live! It was worth it though, for the
chance to dance with girls I’d admired without other teachers
looking over my shoulder. An easy routine was to offer to drive
them back home, but go via a lookout, then remove Emily’s child
seat from the back of my car to make a place to break a few rules
concerning teachers and students. There was one named Claire who I
almost fell for in fact. But I’ve lost count of the number I’ve
toyed with, and always the good ones. If girl wasn’t among the top
5 in her year group, they weren’t worth the stalking and risk that
went in to getting results.

The legacy of those indiscretions is that I
have developed a specialization with eighteen-year old girls. I
kick myself for ignoring their advances when I was in my twenties
and first went into teaching. Looking back, I could have had any.
But then I probably didn’t have the temperament then and might have
been fired. I would not have spent my life getting paid to
understand and be around girls who were turning eighteen.

The only problem with the eighteen-year-old
girl, I’ve concluded, is her propensity for falling in
love—especially when she’s been ridden with the beauty and grace
her firm body deserves. I had to keep it going with Claire, for
example, until she was past twenty and chose to move on or her own
accord. I was bored with her and she knew it and cried so often I
was paranoid she would tell. That would have been the end of my
marriage and fortunate job.

The great thing about the eighteen-year-old
girl is she will put you in total control when you’re both in the
cot. And while I’ve been adoring my Emi, I’ve had an idea of that
sort.

“We’ve got to set limits,” I whisper.

“Okay. What?”

“If we don’t actually have intercourse you’ll
still my daughter.”

What a bald faced terrible lie! All I’m doing
is saying that today I won’t buy her an ice cream, so that, when I
do, she’ll be overcome. It’s how I’ve parented her all along,
always with bribes, never with threats. And it’s how I’ve always
liked to make love—as their instructors.

“Come on top of me Emi. You can rub yourself
along it, but no being naughty and trying to make me go in.”

The first thing I do though is pull her by
her waist until she has had a nice long slip ’n slide ride along my
full length and has been stopped just when I feel the head of my
prong settle in the dimple I know is her hole. Then each time she
slides herself down I grip her butt cheeks and slide her back up.
Down she goes. Back up she slides in my hands.

As she commences her third decent I curl my
hips just enough that my cap peters in her dimple, pressing on the
bottom edge of her pubic bone. When it comes out, it’s with a
popping sensation: penis popping off bone with the opening of a wet
cunt in between. Then down she goes again, with her personal lips
draped around her daddy’s stiff prick. Then upward I pull her,
ensuring every one of my follicles and veins agitates a nerve of
her clit until, after the crawl, my sensitive tip parks once again
in that locating dimple. Some more taboo kissing then while I build
the pressure once more against her pubic bone, dangerously closer
this time to the inner side that would direct me into her sleeve if
I wasn’t careful, but no, I’m a good daddy. I’ll make sure it pops
out and that she only slides down the outside.

I remember doing this with of my students for
what seemed like an eternity in her parents’ house. I always
treated my wife as a practice range. Hunting down students is what
kept me fed. Now I have those days back, thanks to a daughter, and
ultimately I suppose, my old buddy Paul.

Her creamy chest is blushing red. The locket
I bought her is brushing my face each time I reach to suckle a
nipple. Her nipples still haven’t hardened. They’re incapable of
that.

“Eskimo kisses,” I say.

She knows this game and brings the tip of her
nose to touch mine while her bobbed hair falls around our faces to
form intimate room for our mischief. Her lips needs exploring with
little nibbles. Since she was a baby everyone always remarked on
their thickness.

Now I have to hold her away though. This
sliding and popping is going to the next level and I need to focus
on her eyes to see her reaction. I’m poised in her dimple. This
time, just as she descends, I’m going to curl my hips all the way
and take aim.

“You’ve never been naughty, have you
Emily?”

“No, I’m a good girl.”

“Just like I’m a good dad. I’ve never drank
much, or played around with other girls. I’ve just looked after you
and your mother.”

As I say it I’m wondering if I could fuck
Cloe, or spring-board off of Emily to be with some of her
classmates from her Catholic school—I’ve never had Catholic
schoolgirls before, having worked all my life in the government
system.

It’s a shame to be thinking of straying so
early. The reality though is that the only way to keep women keen
is to be unfaithful. In time I will need to find ways of ensuring
Emily witnesses me flirting with girls who are equally hot because
if ever she doesn’t need to compete for her daddy’s affections,
she’ll feel incomplete and go looking for somebody worse.

“You’ve been so good I’m going to give you an
ice cream,” I say.

“Oh d-a-a-a-addyyyy, noooo!” she cries as
this time she finds herself being wrapped over my cock, not
along it. “You said we wouldn’t.”

But I’ve only gone in by an inch. I knew she
would be a virgin! I knew, but just couldn’t ask and couldn’t see
for the shadows when I was licking her out. The odds said she would
be. People say young people are losing it earlier and earlier, but
those are outliers. Trust a school teacher when I say that of all
the girls who ever slid down my rod, half of them still had their
hymens. That was in the nineties. By two-thousand-and-ten it was
three quarters. The twenty-five percent rise, if you ask me,
happened due to the bombardment of porn. It turns a girl off. The
fifty percent base level comes down to two things. First, few
actually have steady boyfriends in school. Second, is the
mechanics. Boys their age know what they see on the screen, but
don’t grasp the underlying anatomical structures. Add the girl’s
subconscious compunction that so often makes her lock tight and you
can see why most young people can’t fuck if they try. God knows
I’ve struggled with plenty myself, parked at lookouts, trying to
help a girl reach her goal as dawn was approaching. Hymens are
easy. It’s getting past that first ring of muscle with teens that’s
the challenge.

Discounting the fact that it will mean
breaking her hymen, I say to Emily, “I should let you have just one
proper stroke, so you know what it’s like.”

In my mind I count o-o-o-one until
I’ve torn my way through and am pushing right up to her cervix.
She’s clenching her teeth to the pain in her cunt—if I were anyone
else I’m sure she’d be braver. It’s real enough though. Mascara
stained tears are running from her tightly closed eyes.

“Come on. Be brave. One more stroke for the
pain.”

That’s tw-o-o, and she’s collapsed
with her head beside mine.

“Better? One more?”

Thr-e-e-e-e…

“Okay, just a few more.”

And now a few is turning into a million and
she’s giving me teenager kisses. These are the kisses her mother
used to give me when we were in college. By their mid twenties most
people would tell you sword fighting with tongues is just stupid.
Maybe as a teacher I’m trapped in my teens but I really enjoy
kissing this way. You know exactly at which point a girl’s jaw
grinds. You can hear the bones clicking. You know if they’ve got
any tonsil rocks starting, but by eighteen any that may be there
haven’t had time to go putrid—they just add to the flavor. The fact
that they’re not expert in fucking is precisely what makes eighteen
year olds far more entertaining to mouth.

Fucking is our expertise and right now I’m
teaching about pistons. I swear I haven’t been so hard in five
years. What was that pill called? And what is it with vigorous sex
that it always seems vile until you’re there in the moment and it
makes complete sense?

My own maturity (some would debate that) and
fatherly love (debatable too) means I’m possessed with composure.
I’ve never made love in my life before without at least a little
anxiety, but here with my daughter I feel none whatsoever. I don’t
doubt that I can stay hard and although she’s on top and
controlling the pace I have no doubt I can stop myself coming.
Maybe this is just part of the magic of incest?

Just framing that word in my mind is
triggering associations with everything the world hates. But I hate
the world, so that’s fair.

Being physical with Emily isn’t enough. I
really want to fuck in her head.

“You know this is incest,” I breathe in her
ear.

“I know.”

“I love incest,” I say.

“I love it too.”

“You’re my daughter.”

“You’re making me come.”

“Every night when your mother is sleeping,
I’m going to start paying you visits.”

“Oh god daddy, stop talking.”

She’s gone limp on my chest so I’m holding
her by the hips and pulling it all the way out before pushing it
slowly all the way in.

I realize she wasn’t joking. She’s actually
coming. The muscles of her back really are tightening and she’s
borne down on my cock like a mongrel.

“You’re eighteen and I’m fifty.”

“Oh, oh…”

I push my fingers into the nerves by her
coccyx to double her sensation of electrical charges.

“You’re so tight, because you’re so
young.”

“Ahh! Oh… dad… no…” She’s grinding down
shuddering. She’s drilling herself with no choice. I can tell by
her sounds she’s hating herself for this. It’s as though the orgasm
is a hound that wants feeding or else it won’t go away. She’s
wringing my rod with her pelvic floor, squeezing out every last
drop from these spasms she’s feeling, really in the hope that her
lust will leave her alone now.

She’s sweaty and soft in my arms, relaxing.
If I were rating each of our performances we’re both in the top ten
percentile for that little effort. In fact, I should rank myself
higher. I’m yet to come.

The moment she relaxes I tell her, “it’s
incest Emi. You’re naughty.” She’s clearly not pleased and has
moved so her head is laying right off to the side of my shoulder. I
just pat her. She can’t leave yet, I’m not finished!

I used to think that when Emily got married I
would take the lucky guy out for a drink and tell him what I’ve
found will give a woman the greatest orgasms of all. Now I hope I
won’t have to, and that I will be able to keep this secret for the
next generation. I might tell a son I father by Emi, who knows?

So there are two parts to this love making
secret. One is that the first orgasm is only a warm up. The other
is that men don’t give women orgasms at all. We give them
our bodies and from our bodies they extract orgasms, by their own
greed. And that orgasm, the second big one that they extract, is
our cue to come. I’ve always figured that if a girl in her prime is
giving it up to a guy beyond his, then she deserves something
special.

My job now is just to create the conditions,
give her something hard to convulse on, and most important of all,
not interrupt. That’s why I’m turning her onto her back, to make
her more comfortable while her mind wanders. I’m taking just enough
of my weight with my hands for her to know she’s trapped by someone
much stronger, but without feeling as though she can’t breathe.
I’ve swapped pounding for far subtler strokes and am massaging her
clit about half as much as I know she would like.

I can tell she’s going to rise slowly for
this one and is still only half way. It’s a matter of staying with
her and letting the most beautiful of natural phenomena unfold in
due course. Even if it’s just practice and even if it’s just with
one of your students in the back of a car, you have to believe
you’re making a baby. That’s how the girl sees it. That’s how the
girl wants it. As long as it’s going to take for her to dilate to
get the thing out, that’s the time she wants devoted to putting it
in.

Anyone lacking the patience doesn’t know how
to stop and appreciate the beauty in life. I do. I marvel at my
daughter’s practiced way of penciling her eyebrows and tweezering
anything that doesn’t belong. My semen gave her those lips but
she’s the one who chose that colored lipstick from thousands. I
would love to know how she instructs her hairdresser to make her
hair dark at the roots but fade to blonde as it does in highlighted
streaks. I’m going to watch her do her mascara next time, and eye
shadow, and eye liner. Rembrandt couldn’t do it so well. I would
love to know if her attention to her beauty is to feel good in
herself, to impress boys, or if it has all been for me.

She’s ninety percent and this one is going to
be big, not just for her. My cock is so hot I feel it’s been rubbed
with deep-heat.

With her this close to coming I can allow
myself the super stimulation of a close look at her nipples and
breasts. From the moment I faced her in the tub I knew these would
be my trigger to blow.

There’s just enough tissue over her ribs that
with the right bra she can show cleavage. Reinstituting father and
daughter date nights will be in order. There are some candle lit
restaurants where I can take her. We might learn to converse.

It’s what you don’t quite see pushed up in a
bra though that is going to make me come in a second. Just as her
closed navel is the abridged story of her neat quim, so her pouting
lips tell the story of her delicate areola gathered into miniscule
skin folds in the center. One day those folds will seep milk.

In my steady hands she’s brought herself to
the big one. A bomb could go off and she would never know. It’s a
pleasure just watching her thrash like they do, only this one’s my
daughter.

I’m not a selfish guy, truly. I don’t build
stories in my mind about shooting wads full of cum. All I do is
turn to my lover’s best trigger, in Emi’s case the right nipple,
and kiss it the moment she comes. I do let myself moan, and I do
drop my weight on her chest and lay with my eyes closed for a
minute. That’s all. I have masturbation for my own pleasure. Sex is
for her.

“So Emily, how was it?”

“Better than anything, ever.”

“That’s what I like to hear. I wonder how
Cloe is going with Paul.”

“Isn’t that them in the pool?”

I prick my ears. She’s right. I hear
splashing and talking.

I pull my half inflated slong from the white
pit of spoof it was lying in doing nothing and make a few drips on
my way to the window. Sure enough, Roger and Cloe are out
there.

“They’re skinny dipping,” I say.

“Really!” Emily gleefully runs to the window
and we both peek together.

Both of us react with numbed silence. They’re
just standing there in the moonlight on opposite sides of the pool,
admiring each other’s nude bodies.

“Cloe’s pretty hot, don’t you think?” Emily
asks me.

“She’s a cutie, not doubt. Hey, my old friend
Paul isn’t bad either.”

“I can see he keeps himself fit.”

There’s not much to say but plenty to look
at. Out of the blue Cloe does an arabesque movement like I’ve seen
her do clothed many times. Both her and Emily did ballet together
for years.

My friend Paul responds with a yoga pose,
called the dolphin pose. It’s not the hardest, or the most decent
without any clothes on, but he does it with perfection, the
moonlight reflecting from every muscle.

“Do you want to go join them?”

See more of Lisa’s
work!
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