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Aged eighteen and one day, Kylie was
wondering what she could do now, that she couldn’t before. It just
seemed so anti-climactic. So she downloaded a new browser to her
computer and linked it to a new g-mail. Then she started typing the
craziest shit into Google—most of it disgusting, some of it
literally shit. The only taboo with a good mix of naughty
and funny was incest. From the photos with laughable captions and
forums for “serious” discussion, a world of entertainment awaited.
It took her no time to conclude the confessions were plainly made
up. They were all too over the top. It would be even more furtive,
she thought, adding a comment that someone with a brain could
believe.

d/F: I’m eighteen and have been masturbating
thinking of about my father and I feel very ashamed about the
feelings I have, but they’re very real so please refrain for
judging too harshly. So look, I don’t want to spoil my relationship
with him by making advances, and I don’t think I want real sexual
relations. I’m just wondering if anyone has advice on how I can
enjoy a little more “contact”. Now I’m older I think the old tickle
fights and wrestles I used to have with him when I was a kid would
have a new dimension. He does it still with my little sister but it
would be strange if I tried to join in. So I’m asking if people
here have suggestions about fun and games stuff we could do that
would not jeopardize normal relations going into the future.

She hit post, satisfied her inquiry sounded
more genuine than anything on there. For the real sex fiends, there
was always the dark web. She knew she was safe to browse while she
used plain old Safari so toddled along to places where people post
captions over short clips. Most started, “I like it when Daddy…”
or, “Don’t you love when your step-daughter…” then followed on with
something naughty and funny that put a new spin on an ordinary fuck
scene.

She had obviously struck a chord on the forum
because when she returned there were already comments. She wondered
why some people even came on this forum if all they were going to
say is “don’t play with fire”. They were probably Christians and
prime offenders. There was one she liked though:

If your father is still playing physical
games with your younger sibling, then this is your “in”. All
younger siblings dream of their older siblings playing with them
more, and all fathers are happy to see the younger ones getting the
attention from their older sibling. If you join in next time
they’re playing no one will suspect your ulterior motive.

 


In response to that comment was this piece of
advice:

 


Since your father raised you, he still thinks
you’re totally innocent. So, if you accidentally touched his dick,
or wore a nightie without any panties, you would get even more
contact without being suspected. Also, what makes you think he
wouldn’t enjoy some sexy games too? I’ve got an eighteen year old
daughter at home and I would blow my wad if she was like you. Keep
it all disguised as a game and enjoy your last years at home.

 


Ben’s older daughter was far too mature for
rough-house dad games nowadays. Makeup and shopping are serious
business. The last thing she would be a part of were horsy rides
like the ones Natalie, her younger sister, demanded each night
after dinner. Ben was on his hands and knees while Natalie sat like
a cowboy on his back. She dug her heels into his stomach to keep
herself straight and then giggled and yelped as he couriered her
from the dining chair to the sofa without her feet being allowed to
brush the carpet. To her it was something about dolls getting to
safety.

All he saw of Kylie when she crossed the room
were her legs.

“Kylie, could you pass me Barbie?” Natalie
asked her, wasting her breath.

Nat and Ben had a little song for such times:
“Kylie’s too big to have fun.” It seemed like water off a duck’s
back to Kylie, but it did make Natalie feel a bit better about
being ignored. It was that time of the night when Kylie got slices
of cucumber to put over her eyes.

Horsey loped on back to the sofa, singing his
song. “Kylie’s too big to have fun, dum dum dum dum dum, Kylie’s
too big to have fun…”. Ben had forgotten that it was for sour pus
Kylie over there in the kitchen that he started singing this song
and was now just hooked by the tune.

“Alright, get off,” he heard Kylie say. “It’s
my turn. What’s the game?”

Natalie told her that you have to get dolls
from the dining chair to the sofa.

“Oh god, she’s heavy! You’ll have to sit back
more.” It was not that a hundred and twenty pounds was actually
heavy. For a girl her height she was a waif. It was just that her
weight, in the saddle of his back, came as a jolt.

Horsey started to shuffle. “You better hold
on.”

“Where do I hold?”

Eager to help her big sister Natalie guided
Kylie’s legs around Ben’s muscular torso. But there was a problem.
She had longer legs. Her heels didn’t dig into his tummy. They
landed right in his crotch. Ben repositioned them with his hand but
they fell right back in the only place they could go. She had to
grip firmly to stay on board and not let her feet touch the
carpet.

Ben knew he really shouldn’t be reading some
of the filth he had been reading online. But with free speech and
forums, it seemed the world was obsessed by taboos. How many of the
“confessions” were real though? He doubted most would be. He told
himself to lighten up and just have some fun. His wife would be the
ultimate beneficiary if this little game made him horny. He might
actually have a reason to fuck her.

So off they went. Ben sang “Kylie’s too big
to have fun,” because it was still in his head and he really had to
keep everything light. His cock was getting pummeled back
there.

Her hands on his bare lateral muscles were
equally welcome. He had to go shirtless when playing this game so
the cowboys could get a skin-on-skin grip.

After one run Kylie put her feet on the floor
and said, “There, easy. No more saying I’m too big to have
fun.”

“Hang on,” Ben said. “Spend some more time
with your sister.”

“I’ve got my cucumber, see ya.”

Funny, he thought, how she always needed the
whole of the cucumber, not just the slices she took from the end.
She was too young, surely, to fit cucumber in her?

She was half way to her room when he had an
idea. She was wearing an almost see-through nightie with no
evidence of underwear indentations across her firm little bottom.
And Ben knew Natalie would enjoy some more Kylie time too.

“How about we add a little incentive? You two
take it in turns, and each time you make it across, there and back,
I’ll pay you a dollar.”

Natalie couldn’t believe it.

Kylie said, “How about two dollars?”

“Alright. Two dollars.”

“Oh kewl! I’m first.”

Natalie didn’t complain. Anything to keep her
sister there playing.

This time her new enthusiasm made Kylie a
little more careless with the way she straddled Ben’s back. As his
cock felt the welcome pressure of her heels, his back felt the
scrape of her stubble and something fleshy a tad further back.
Those weren’t her flaps, surely?

Did she know what she was doing? She must
have. She had had a boyfriend and Ben assumed they had done some
petting. He knew too that with their internet access her generation
all rushed straight to the most laughable filth: possibly the same
stories and notice boards he read to get off. He knew he really
should stop with all that now Kylie was of legal age. There was too
much temptation. He might do something stupid. But maybe the seed
of temptation had already been planted?

Still, she was on his back now. Why not enjoy
it!

Ben dropped his head and loped along like an
old worn out donkey, too burdened to sing. It was not up to him now
to gee the girls up. His money would keep the game going. A half
decent hooker would have cost him a hundred trips back and forth,
and there was no way the game would go that long. He knew that for
Kylie the hourly rate was better than she got at McDonalds. For
Natalie it would be like Christmas mid year.

When Kylie alighted from her third ride Ben
checked his lower back with his finger. There was a wet patch.
While she wasn’t looking he had a quick whiff of his fingers. They
smelt like her bunny hole. Not any bunny hole. Kylie’s bunny hole.
Like any man he knew the smell of his teen daughter’s bunny hole
from her underpants left in the bathroom.

Natalie was so much lighter that her turns
took just a few seconds.

“Make sure you keep track of the money I owe
you. Oh no, here comes the heavy one.”

Once again he dropped his sad donkey head.
But this time she put herself into the butterfly pose, with his
shaft as the meat in her foot sandwich.

“Are you r-right there?” he asked.

“Just getting settled.”

“Got a good grip?”

People didn’t used to talk about incest when
he was her age. They didn’t have the same entertainment on the
internet or confessional forums to turn to. There just came a time
when every young adult was invited by someone very inappropriate
for fondue with fluffy ducks. When Ben was eighteen it was an aunty
he stayed with who melted some cheese after midnight then came to
his room to invite him to play. Fond memories of that evening, also
on a living room floor, drifted through my mind as he waddled back
and forth with Kylie’s naked clit on his back.

The night cost him thirty-two-dollars and
some back pain the next day, but it was like a night at a strip
club at home-cooking prices. Fantastic. He had the right cash in
his wallet to pay on the spot.

“Yes Natalie,” he assured her, “that’s in
addition to your pocket money on Friday, so don’t tell your
mother.”

He resolved to keep lots of small
denominations on hand at all times.

“So, do I get a big hug for being the world’s
most awesome-est dad?”

He sure did! Natalie showed by example how to
crush the air from a chest.

“Come on, like your sister,” he told Kylie
when it was her turn.

There was some extra tenderness though. The
hug came with a deep sigh and a nestle. She had been without a
boyfriend for months and he felt her telling him so in her hug and
parting kiss on the lips—not where kisses should land from a
daughter.

As Ben watched her pitter patter back to her
room, with twelve dollars in hand and a slimy vagina, he pondered
what new knowledge she was taking to her cell of cucumbers. Even
though it had only been through her feet, she now knew the
thickness and length of his member. He hoped she would one day find
a nice husband whose dick was just a bit smaller.

Sitting with a beer before bed, Ben resolved
not to look at anything online for a month. Let fondue nights be of
the eighties, and whatever happened in the old days to make it
okay, belong to times when they all were peasants.

Ben thought it was right for society to crack
down on incest. For those who transgress—not with their own age
group, but the next generation—he had no doubt the sex was like
base jumping compared to ground sports. But a lot of the rush would
come from it being forbidden. Cocaine can have that allure, but it
would soon lose its shine if you were addicted. Lifting the taboo
on daughters would increase the incidence but lower the thrill, the
first bad for society, the second a loss for the brave.

“Which of those two kinds of people am I
going to be?” he wondered, on his third beer.

 


Ben was so proud of his girls. Both had
gotten themselves up and ready with a half hour to spare before he
had to drive them to school. Kylie’s fair skin still glowed from
the shower, dusted with the lightest touch of fine makeup. Her
blonde hair was tightly drawn back in a pony tail.

With his wife left for a conference that
morning Ben would have today and the next with no one looking over
his shoulder. Unless his wife had set cameras he wasn’t aware of
(and the woman instilled paranoia) he could let his eyes fall on
Kylie’s grey private school tunic, the slender thighs between its
hem and her long socks. Even the polished black private school
shoes were a bit of a turn on.

He broke his stare to pour himself some more
coffee. By the time he returned Kylie and Natalie were engaged in a
play fight. He had no idea how it had started but was excited by
the prospect of more panty flashes. His wife had a policy of buying
only white cotton, even for Kylie, and throwing them away at the
first sign of staining.

“Keep it on the floor!” he said sternly, not
only for a better view of Kylie’s tight butt, but so they wouldn’t
crash into a window if they got too exited.

Momentarily Kylie had her sister down for the
count.

“One… Two…”

“Daddy,” Natalie cried and threw one hand out
toward him. “Tag team. Tag team.”

Natalie’s face was being swept by Kylie’s
shampoo scented hair. Trading places presented an opportunity to
make any man jealous. He was, after all, sharing a house with a
10.

When he tagged Nat’s hand Kylie released her,
leapt to her knees and squared up for fierce battle.

“Oh dear, look at that warrior face!” Ben
said.

“I’m bigger since the last time you tried
this,” she warned him and lashed with her red nails like a cat.

“Now just go easy,” he said, afraid of the
mischievousness in her eyes.

It started with hand slaps until she got hold
of his wrists and put nail marks in each. The only escape was to
prize her hands off and embrace her in a chest-to-chest hug. The
white lacy bra under her school shirt had pushed her breasts into
the shape of round apples.

Ben made sure to keep their battle close to
the carpet. Despite the vastness of their living room they still
could knock over a speaker.

But the thing about keeping wrestling safe is
you really only have two positions: laying over your opponent when
she is face down, and face-up once you have turned her over and are
pinning her shoulders on the floor for the count.

Her thin arms had speed but no power, just
like her thin torso. All of her goodness could be laid out as if
for dissection, or just penetration, even if it did mean using his
dick as a cattle-prod on her pubis and smearing her breasts with
his chest. He was about to start counting to three but was struck
by her teeth. They were always so perfectly white and framed by
those striated lips. He would just have to look at them and slide
back and forth so the cap of his dick pressed her pubis, and he
would come.

Her teeth reminded him of a common cause for
leaving late in the morning. “Natalie, have you brushed your
teeth?”

“Oh whoops!”

“Go on, get in there and make sure you set
the timer for three whole minutes.”

She raced off and left Ben all alone with his
hot older daughter pinned on the floor by his cock.

“You don’t want to know how we played this
game when we were younger,” he said, looking down over her lightly
made face.

“Let me guess. Catch and kiss?” She made the
sarcastic face of a girl with nothing left to learn from adults. He
may as well leave.

“Oh you posh private school girls,” he
sneered. “You’ve never heard of finger-wrestling, I bet?”

“Thumb wrestling?”

“Finger-wrestling. It’s full body wrestling
but the loser gets fingered.”

“That doesn’t sound very hygienic!”

“Well aren’t you lucky times are so soft! Am
I meant to be counting?”

She tried shaking him off as though her three
seconds had passed but Ben pushed her down casting a flash of fear
in her eyes.

“Are you kidding me?” she asked. “Is that
what you did?”

“Finger wrestling? It was the thing.”

Then her eyes narrowed and Ben could see she
was thinking. “How far would the fingers go in?”

“Hardly at all.”

A considered look turned her head sideways
with her eyes still on his.

“What?” he asked. “Do you want me to show
you?”

“It’s just a game. Right?”

“Alright princess. I’ll finger you then.”

Not wanting to rumple her uniform—one of his
jobs in the house was the ironing—he undid the top button and came
from above. She poked out and twisted her tummy and made a
grimacing sound, but that’s what all the girls used to do when
playing this game. It was no fun without some resistance.

“Wait until I tell all my friends I got
fingered by you!”

“Life isn’t fun without a few secrets. A bit
gooey there Kylie. You been thinking bad thoughts?”

She said nothing.

The last time he played this was at a
Christian youth camp. He was more brutal then than he would ever be
with his daughter. He just circled her slippery clit the best way
he could to make it feel nice.

“It’s just another kind of massage,” he said
in a low soothing tone.

“How long did this game used to go for?” she
asked with a sigh.

“How long did I tell your sister to brush her
teeth for?”

“We’ve maybe got another two minutes. It’s
okay. I’m not going to tell.”

Emboldened by her rapid response he asked her
if she wanted to double the fun and make it a game of catch and
kiss too.

She didn’t reply. She just reached for his
mouth with those thick crinkly lips. He pressed his mouth against
hers and was engaged in youth disco kiss. Those were the days when
he would just dive into the snake pit of tongues and girls’ spit.
Keeping it going past the end of the song meant going steady, so he
would never do that. Better to keep on rotating and try to get to
every hot one with the same attitude as your own.

“Hmm, hmmm, Kylie, you’re so goddam
delicious,” he murmured.

“You’re pretty good too.”

He gazed into her lightly done eyes. “Oh
gosh,” he said, then dived back on in. There was chemistry there.
The idea seemed absurd, of her and him gelling.

“Alright, that’s a rabbit hole we’re going to
fall into if we don’t break it up.”

“Rabbit hole?” she asked puzzled. The pet
word in their household for a vagina was bunny hole.

He hastened to correct any assumptions. “Like
Alice in Wonderland. There’s a line when it stops being a game. So
it’s good we didn’t cross it—you cutie.”

He dropped her at school and watched her
bounce off to join her upper class friends. Seeing she was plainly
the best of the best gave Ben a strange satisfaction. It was his
finger massaging that one’s bunny hole less than a half hour
beforehand.

He knew he had to go further. She had the
best legs and butt of any of those girls. Quite a few were too
hefty. They had overworked parents who feed them all crap. Ben’s
girls had a home husband in charge of planned meals. He was
responsible for creating the healthiest specimen in one of the
city’s most privileged schools. He deserved the first fruits of his
labors.

Cars were honking.

“What’s up? Oh shit, sorry!”

He had been stopped in the quick drop-off
zone. He had an erection in front of a school. His life was in a
kind of a slide.

 


There was a spot under the stage of the
school hall where Kylie could wag her first class and browse the
web on her phone. She went straight to her thread.

I must say, you both know a lot about incest.
I’m typing at school so I’ll have to be brief. I did the horsey
ride thing with no underpants. I felt a bit in over my head because
where my feet had to go meant I was pressing them on my father’s
dick. And it got very hard. And my bits were skin to skin on his
back and I know I left slime there. So then this morning, I tried
wrestling with my sister and we did the tag team thing where he
took her place. When she was out of the room he said he was going
to show me what finger-wrestling is. It’s apparently a game from
when he was younger. Basically, it meant him fingering me at the
same time as we played catch-n-kiss. He broke it off and said
there’s a line when it all stops being a game. He says we haven’t
crossed that, which is is awesome. So what I’m asking, I guess, is
if anyone knows some more games?

At lunch time she sat on the toilet and
checked her thread there. There was just one reply.

Try putting on a play with your sister. Or a
talent competition. Then when your sister’s in bed tell him you
want to give him a fashion parade. It’s pretty simple. You just
wear less and less each time you come out. His eyes burning into
your body will be at least as exciting as him putting his finger in
your vagina.

 


When Ben set the dinner table he made a point
of putting Kylie’s plate in front of her mom’s regular chair.

“Can you pass my plate down?” Kylie
asked.

“I want to make you the lady of the house
while your mom is away.”

Kylie looked two inches taller as she walked
around the table to take the prime spot.

Natalie said, “Daddy, Kylie and me are going
to do a play for you after dinner. We’ve been planning it. So you
have to make time to watch.”

Ben finished packing the dishwasher and went
to see what they had done to the living room. They had the mic
stand, kids sized plastic prop furniture and the flute neither of
them had learned to play. Sweet though was the bowl of Doritos and
six pack of beer set especially for him by the sofa.

“I won’t drink that much you sillies!”

“We want you to enjoy yourself,” Kylie said.
“Mom’s away and it’s always about what she wants. So we’ve got it
all planned so it’s all about you.”

It was hard to imagine how amateurish
performances scripted since they got home from school would be
better than a night in his room just looking at porn, but it was
his best beer they had brought from his man cave and he had a front
row seat on his forbidden obsession.

They started with piss-poor dances
“choreographed” to songs by Nirvana, the only band they knew he
enjoyed. Kurt Cobain would roll in his grave. Then came the
readings from On The Road. Blasphemy!

After three beers he made himself a part of
the act by gazing at Kylie to see when she’d blush. When she did,
she said, “I’m hot, I’ve got to go and get changed.” She came back
minus the jeans in her much cooler nightie.

The play was atrocious and a ventriloquist
would mine pop songs with more expression. But none of that
mattered with Kylie’s little funyums giggling inside of that
nightie.

Finally nine o’clock came around and Ben
could say it was Natalie’s bed time and that he would look forward
to next year’s royal gala amusements.

When Ben had been reading Natalie her story
he had assumed Kylie would be retiring with a cucumber, not putting
on the late evening makeup and erotic attire that she was wearing
when he returned. She had slunk into the jumpsuit he’d once bought
her so she could go trick-or-treating as Cat Woman from the movie
Dark Night. She still had the mask, the boots, the ears—the
whole costume. She must have worn something under it for Halloween
though because this time the outline of her box flaps and puffies
were unbearably clear. She held one of his beers in her hand, three
quarters empty.

“What, there’s another performance?” he
asked.

“The mature audiences part,” she said and
scratched the air with a hiss. “Sit down. I’ve memorized the whole
fight scene.”

It began with a minute of high kicks,
cartwheels and punches.

“Say ‘No Killing’,” she told him.

Ben said, “No Killing.”

“How boring!”

It seemed she knew the whole movie by
heart.

“What’s this bit?” he asked when she climbed
on the arm of the sofa beside him.

“It’s where I jump from the roof,” and she
theatrically stepped cautiously and sat close beside him. Her
painted lips came right to his face. “My mother told me never to
get into cars with strange men,” she said breathily, then stood to
take her applause.

“Bravo! Kylie, that was amazing!”

“Oh thank you! Can I have some more beer for
my courage?”

“Sure. Why courage?”

“My next act comes with a nudity
warning.”

Her hands were fumbling badly with the bottle
and opener.

“Kylie,” Ben said, taking the beer to do the
job for her. “You can relax without getting drunk. Look, it’s just
me. Your boring old father.”

“I’m going to make a fool out of myself
aren’t I?” Out came the bottom lip and she looked ready to sob.

“Not at all. If this night’s for me, as you
say, then female nudity has to be on the menu, somehow. It’s
probably the only thing in the world that I find amusing.” It was
his own nervousness on display now.

“If you laugh I’ll never forgive you.”

He clasped her trembling hands to steady his
own and kissed his girl on the forehead. Everything about this was
wrong. His erection. His burning desire to see her disrobed. But
there was a thread there that might just hold all the weight, and
that was the idea that nothing was real. It was just a performance
or game. “Kylie, I’m with you. And home is a smart place to explore
aspects of your sexuality where you can’t get embarrassed.”

He hadn’t kissed her full on the lips since
that morning and would have done so right then, if there was some
way to say that was game.

“I don’t know what you can possibly go and
get changed into that’s sexier than you as cat woman, but kid,
you’ve got me as horny as hell and I want to find out.”

She immerged in white heels, white stockings
and matching diaphanous panties with pubes showing over the gusset.
The star though was the white feather boa she had recently bought
for a Great Gatsby party. It was the only thing that covered
her chest.

Ben had decided while she was changing to
behave as he would in a strip club. He didn’t go to those places to
talk to the girls. He went there to stare—to be a creep. That was
the kind of daddy his baby said she was here to amuse. He couldn’t
be somebody else.

She set the TV to play “Bang Bang” from
The Great Gatsby soundtrack. With her back to Ben and her
face to the screen she tried to learn the moves on the spot,
happily shuffling a half beat behind.

Ben had seen strippers in their twenties with
figures as tight, and strippers as young as 18, but had never seen
youth and fitness in the same person. Her musculature and waist
line didn’t come from the gym or pole dancing. It was from good
breeding and posh school activities like horse riding and
skiing.

It was the feebleness though that was driving
him crazy. What was it with strippers that they thought men would
want them to look powerful and in control?

She had found her rhythm, if not the right
dance steps and was daring to let the boa away from her breasts.
Leaning sideways for a view of more side boob would be like
scrutinizing a learner magician, so he stayed where he was. All he
did, and there was no way he could help this, was slide lower down
on the sofa. Contracting his ass and raising his hips was rubbing
the tip of his rod against the inside of his trousers.

The song ended and she turned to face him,
the boa held tight to her chest.

“I’m sorry, I bet that wasn’t sexy at
all.”

“I don’t know about sexy, but it was fucking
arousing.”

“Really?”

“I’m going out of my mind.”

“Really?”

“I don’t know what we’re going to do now
though.” If he gave her an easy out she would go put on some
clothes. “Do you want to sit with me for bit?”

“What for?”

Of course she would ask that. A know-it-all
teenager can’t sit with her old foggy dad unless there’s a reason.
Ben had to think fast. Then he realized: this was an evening of
entertainment while mom was away. He had to keep playing that
line.

“Oh I don’t know,” he said. “In those strip
clubs the girls sit with the men between songs. They get money for
selling them overpriced drinks.”

“Okay.”

He reached out his arm and she slid close
beside him. Though she was sheathing herself with her feathers
there was still a lot of skin to admire. He held her tight to keep
her face close.

“Now you’ve got to be over-the-top flirty,”
he told her.

“Oh hi there, I’m Kylie,” she said with a
pat.

“Hi Kylie, I’m Ben.” He began slowing
stroking her arm.

“Have you been enjoying the evening?” she
asked, running her nails down the stubble that grew on his
neck.

“Well the G-rated stuff wasn’t really my
thing. But your dance just then was amazing.”

“Oh thank e-yew. You’re a big sweetie
then aren’t you!” She planted a kiss on his cheek.

“So are you Kylie. Do you mind?” He was
pulling her boa, slowly, without objection, over her shoulder. He
ground his teeth in defiance, knowing he was joining less than one
percent of all man who receive justice. Most never see a breast
their sperm has created.

There are things every pervert looks for in a
teen gland. An upward inclination of a puffy dime sized areola.
Faint hairs she might think are abnormal so is frightened to have
anyone see. No actual teats. She had all these, however, there are
also breasts that shock a man with the sense that these are the
first naked breasts he has seen in his life. She had those breasts
as well.

The peach colored areola on her left side had
one brail dot—by her twenties she might have a crop. It was her
right areola though that transfixed him. It was a dainty volcano.
What passed for her teat was a tiny raised ring with a crater. Ben
realized the striations of her curious lips were mere hints. Her
entire body was rich in attractions.

“Tell me,” he said, “is there any way a
customer might get to make out with one of the dancers? I would be
more than happy to pay.”

“Pay? No! Not someone handsome like you!
Who’s caught your eye?”

“Well, you have. I perhaps shouldn’t say, but
I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since we were
playing last night. I could feel you weren’t wearing anything under
your nightie.”

“I wish you had said. You’ve embarrassed me
now.”

Her face was so expressive, painted and close
and Ben was just space junk sucked into its orbit.

“I’m the one who should be embarrassed. I’m
turning into a stalker. I’m thinking about you so much I wouldn’t
care if I lost everything.”

“You don’t have to lose anything
Daddy. We can do things. We just have to make them all part of a
game.”

“That would be my absolute dream.”

“I’d like it too.”

“So this is the game where I’ve gone to a
strip club and the girl there has agreed to make out?”

“I guess that’s very unprofessional of me,
but then I am only new,” she said wide eyed with her pinkie finger
raised to her lips.

At the risk of losing his load prematurely
Ben moved his head into position to kiss her. “Come here then new
girl.”

It was certainly nicer kissing her half naked
on a soft sofa than in her starchy school uniform on the hard
floor. He undid his belt and guided her hand to his zip to undo it.
He ventured then to fondle her breasts.

She was pulling on the zip, but unsure where
to stop. “Go on,” he said. “There’s no one around.”

 

He found she enjoyed sucking kisses, with
lips sealing and releasing but with mouths an inch open. The only
air he was wanting was air coming out of her lungs. He had to have
it all. But for their protection it all had to be role play.

“What’s the game called,” he whispered,
“where you sleep in mom’s bed and you and I pretend we are
married?”

“Don’t be silly. You know it. ‘Mothers and
fathers’.”

“That’s what we used to call it as well. Do
they still pretend the mother and father are making a baby?”

“No, but we can play it that way if you
like.”

She was gangly and limp in his arms and
almost too light. But for the narrowness of her waist, she wouldn’t
have had hips and her limbs and her neck belonged to a doll. If he
looked too much he would balk at the prospect. But he couldn’t do
that. She would be offended to be dumped from her role as the
mother.

He placed her on her feet, then, kneeling
behind her, lowered her panties. He helped her step through in her
mother’s high heels. His eyes followed her stockings to where they
stopped on her thighs. You could kick a football between them. The
smallest of her womanly contours were completely on show.

He would have to fuck this one with the light
on, on top of the covers, in front of the wardrobe door mirrors.
There should be no running from the fact that such an underweight
specimen, under his body, would present an aberrant spectacle to
any observer.

He picked her back up in his arms. “Can I
have a really close look at your baby bits, mommy?”

“If I can look at your daddy bits, sure.”

He kissed her on the eye for her cute answer
and said, “I’ll have to lay you this way in that case. Hold your
top leg up for me Kylie.”

She had never been near her pubes with a
razor, and might never need to, being naturally and virtually
hairless. He should have known by her legs. No matter how long she
went without shaving neither ever showed more than and handful of
hairs and even then they were so faint that it was only in certain
light you could see them.

Her hole looked as tight as it had felt on
his finger that morning. And there he was accusing her of not
eating those cucumbers! She would struggle inserting a bean.

From grating fresh truffle to full bodied
wines, Ben had a thing for high class aromas. It was natural then
for him to bury his nose in her folds. He breathed all the way out
then deeply drew back on pure private schoolgirl. Meanwhile he
could feel her exploring the head of his penis. He had to turn
around to have a good look at this.

Few sights compare to a young face when she’s
giving you head. A cad would let go in her mouth. Maybe he was such
a cad, but there were too many positions yet to enjoy.

With his legs together he took her under her
armpits and dragged her vagina over his thighs, onto his shaft then
slowly, slo-o-owly along it. He brought her to rest where the
bundles of nerves in each of their organs would be as one bundle.
With her weight in his hands he held her with her back arched and
those inexorable breasts where he could best see them.

“You’re utterly lovely you know.”

“You’re beautiful too.”

Each of their hips were pulsating, like heart
muscles compelled to serve life without their minds knowing.

“Don’t forget, if we’re being like this, you
still should spend time with your sister.”

“I know.”

“And you know about telling your mother.”

Of course she knew about telling her mother!
The woman earned half a million a year. Everything depended on
keeping her happy. Both Ben, and Kylie, would lose so many
comforts if the status quo were impacted. Those now included the
comfort they could receive from each other.

The first inch is the hardest and they were
already there.

“Are you a virgin?”

“Ahu.”

“I thought I could feel something. If you
focus your mind on the kissing, and try not to think about what’s
happening down there, you might not even feel it when I go
through.”

That was just his hunch. Ben had never had
the honor of an actual virgin. Ones he had known in his youth had
frightened him off with the sense they would become too attached
and demanding. That would never have been a problem if they were
like Kylie. She could cling all she liked. She clung to him anyway.
He clung to her. They were father and daughter. They clung.
Incestuous relations might only last for a while. Their familial
bond was forever.

That was enough over thinking the simple
thing in his arms. All they were doing was playing a game, and many
games can cause a young woman to lose her hymen.

They were kissing, as before, but with more
tongue and more more passion, until she moaned and he felt his cock
plummet. He was profoundly inside her. He wanted this to be the way
she would come, sucking on him from both ends, wanting his insides
and him wanting hers.

Her sister was asleep. Her mother was away.
It was Kylie’s time to have him all to herself, for the kind of
play time she needed now she was grown.

All he would do is stroke her skin with his
hands, taking care to separate her buttocks with each upward pass
and let some cool air wash her freckle. Each pass was making her
stiffen as if ready to come, so he let the next pass brush her
sphincter. He was thinking how predictable it was that a posh
private school girl would crave anal play, and what a shame it
would be if she came before that had unfolded. He borrowed some
lube from her cunt (no double dipping) to work his finger in
circles, to the first knuckle.

That was enough. She was totally rigid. The
only part moving was her actual asshole pulsating with her orgasm
on the end of his finger. And all Ben had to do was let himself go
so they could come together.

How exhausting! It took him a minute just to
open his eyes. The first thing he saw was a light fitting that his
wife chose that he hated. A small sacrifice for this daughter.

 


 


Kylie was in her first year of college,
studying to be a school teacher. She had figured it would not be so
onerous a job as the one her mother had pursued. An easy job would
give her more time at home with her father.

They had both just finished an exhaustive
game of hide and seek with Natalie. Each saw playing with Natalie
as the kid’s reward for her unknowing role in their secret union.
They gave her a solid hour’s play time every night after dinner,
playing whatever she wanted. Later most nights, even when her mom
was at home, Kylie would sneak in to her dad to keep the game
going. That night they would play the mature audiences version of
hide and seek. She was trying to think of a hiding spot big enough
to lay down in.

She never would go back to that internet
forum. As much as she tried, she couldn’t remember the site. That
was a shame. Somewhere in the world were two anonymous, vicarious
lurkers, who she would always want to thank for their coaching.
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Teasers

Fun Family Games: We Tried Them with Our Daughters,
They Worked!

From page 1

I had worried for years that my wife Karen’s
disinterest in sex would mean I’d remarry when our girls,
inevitably, decided to leave. But then Abbey turned 18 and Paige
was 19 and neither showed any intention. They were our
“indispensable leaches”, they’d tease us.

It was Karen’s suggestion to try a few sexy
things as a family. The first was a night at a health club in Spain
where clothes weren’t allowed in the pool on the rooftop. My wife
and the girls couldn’t stop grinning about me being stuck with a
stiffy.

“If you’re scared,” Karen told them, “then
don’t let him see you. He’s such a big perve.” Turning to me: “You
are a perve John. You don’t even care they’re your daughters.”

“We’re not scared,” Abbey chortled, backing
her sister to furthest corner of the pool. Behind them were the
rooftops and antennae of the entire Eixample district of Barcelona
with glimpses of Mediterranean turquoise on the horizon.

“No, it’s only a willy,” laughed Paige,
protecting Abby with her big-sister arm.

“In that case,” Karen said, “all three of you
ought to move closer.”

Paige was more game than her sister and
started wading, coming toward me. She had had a big morning of sun
at the beach, everywhere except for her boobs. They were having
their first ever taste of straight sun.

“Get hold of it Paige,” my wife told her.
“I’ll hold him. Get your hands away John. Give her a chance.”

Paige wrapped her hand firmly around the
pleasurable half and said, “Now what?”

“Ask him a question and if he lies, squeeze
it. You’ll feel it through his dick if he’s fibbing.”

“Feel what exactly?”

“It’ll go softer.”

Paige said, “Get over here Abby. We’ve got a
lie detector. He’ll tell us anything.” While Abby was forcing
herself away from the far edge of the pool, Paige made a start.
“Who has the best boobs then, Abby or me?”

“Oh don’t be silly, you both look th... ouch!
Paige! That really hurt.” She had squeezed like she was trying to
get the last drop of sunscreen out of the tube.

She put her arm around her sister and made
her mimic her chest thrust. “One of us has to be better.”

“Okay, Abby’s,” I fessed.

While they both looked at Abby’s to see what
I’d meant Karen said, “Abby’s point up more. I told you your dad is
a pervert.”

“Okay,” Paige said, disguising her hurt.
“What’s one thing about me then that’s better?”

I said, “Come on girls, you know with these
games someone’s feelings are bound to get hurt”—and heaven forbid
those feelings be Abbey’s. She’s my youngest—the one who comes
running to daddy. I feel more protective.

"I wouldn’t worry too much about them,” Karen
said. “You’re the one with his dick in a vice.”

“Okay Paige, your face is clearer. Abby is an
idiot and doesn’t wear hats.”

“That’s true,” Paige says, cheerier now that
she’s been flattered. “Alright, Abby’s turn now.” Paige pulls my
dick toward Abby as though it’s the ear of a donkey.

“Nooo! I’m not doing that!”

“Abby, it just feels like nothing. Like
skin.” I’ve got Paige now jerking and bending my dick. “It’s kind
of bony but there isn’t a bone. It’s a weird thing. I’ve never held
one this way.” She runs her hand down my shaft to pass Abby the tip
without risking me getting away.

When she’s nervous Abby can’t stop herself
grinning. “Oh I can’t do this! It feels like a lizard.”

“Get ready to squeeze it. Ask him a
question.”

“What’s your favorite color?”

Paige interrupts, “No, that doesn’t count.”
There’s no one else by the pool but she’s getting too loud and
excited. Someone will hear. “It has to be a question like
mine.”

“Okay, overall,” Abby says, “which one is
best out of me, mum and Paige?”

“Abby squeeze it, he’s balking,” Paige
says.

“Ouch! Abby! That was too much!” She didn’t
squeeze it as hard as her sister but this little bitch used her
nails.

Paige says, “Daddy, we’re asking, in terms of
the overall package—face, boobs, figure, overall charm—who is best
out of mum, me, or the cheeky munchkin who is going to torture your
dick if you lie?”

“The question is pretty clear John,” Karen
says from behind me. “Which one?”

“Oh look, alright, but don’t go thinking
anything weird: I’ve got a particular soft spot for Abby.” And now
I have to back-peddle. “Someone’s got to stick up for the baby of
the family.”

“We’re asking in terms of the overall
package,” Paige says. “In terms of sex appeal, is your answer
Abby?”

“Yes I’m sorry ladies, but at the risk of
losing my dick if I lie, I’ve given my answer, it’s Abby.”

“I have a question,” Karen says. “But Abby,
this time you don’t just punish him if he lies. You also have to
punish him if the truth is immoral.”

Abby listens as though to important
instructions, like she’s about to be landing a plane.

“One more thing,” Karen tells her, “it will
hurt him even more if instead of just squeezing you wanked
him.”

“Wanked him? Mum! That should be your
job!”

“Too late. Here’s the question. Is Abby the
reason you got the erection?”

 


Sorry, that’s just a teaser. Find the whole story
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Penis Feeding Daughters at School

From roughly half way:

“Well Prue, I’m going to give this a go,” I
whisper. “I’ve wanted to do penis feeding all of my life and here
is my chance. What should I do?”

“Well when I go, you speak to her calmly
about how beautiful and clever she is and how much you love her.
Then it’s all in the timing and your observation of cues.

[…]

“Okay, a question. How do I come if I’m not
meant to thrust and if she’s sucking so gently?”

“This is where you’re lucky to have such a
beautiful daughter. If you open her blouse and fondle her breast,
and keep telling her that you love her, certain feelings are going
to well up inside you. She’s got such a neat little bottom that I
would think just opening her skirt and her diaper would send you
over the cliff the second you’re ready.”

Looking at my daughter’s school tunic, I say,
“That would be a button.”

[…]

Right now I would say I’m committed to the
program. Vanessa is in my lap gently suckling the head of my penis.
“Oh, I love you so much Vanessa. You’ve grown to be such a lovely
young lady. Smart. Friendly. Everyone likes you.”

There’s a tremor in my voice though, knowing
what I need to do next. Opening a few more buttons on her school
blouse will let me see something kept from my view for too long. My
fingers are trembling as I slide my hand into the darkness for a
first feel.

I have the nearest one cupped in my hand.
There’s some weight there. She was an early developer though, so
for a long time I’ve known she is amply endowed. I’ve spent too
much time, I am well aware, transfixed by her chest and her bras in
the laundry.

Now she’s completely exposed, like the
daughter on the adjacent lounge, whose father’s lead I am
following.

Gravity and her sideways position has caused
the creamy goodness of both breasts to settle too low for me to
admire them. But I can rock her gently to distract her while I roll
her over just a little onto her back.

“There’s my good girl. Just you relax. Daddy
just wants to tell you how lovely your breasts are Vanessa.”

They feel so firm and fulsome. The good lord
has given her the greatest C-cups on earth. “Vanessa, one day, when
you have your own baby, the milk from these nipples will be so
sweet and thick.” After this experience I’m confident she’ll let me
taste that myself when the time comes.

I’m feeling a jet of pre-cum like electricity
along my urethra. It is inspiring Vanessa to tighten her lips over
my glans and double the vacuum. Her tongue is drawing love hearts
on the nerves just under the head.

I gently stroke her cheek. “Oh you sweet
girl.”

[…]

I’m looking at the fastener on the side of
her pleated grey skirt. Be still my hips. I can’t let myself
thrust.

I never knew these catches were so easy to
open. Whose idea was it to put schoolgirls’ treasures behind skirts
so short and so easy to undo? Surely the department of education is
ran by men with a fetish like mine.

Schoolgirls! Who doesn’t love schoolgirls!
Schoolgirls and cheerleaders. My daughter is both.

I’ve got to unwrap my girl’s bottom. The girl
on the next sofa has started snoring, polluting the air with her
cum-scented breath. Even if Vanessa had pissed and shat
herself—which she hasn’t—the smell would be better.

“You don’t need this diaper Vanessa. You’re
eighteen. I don’t know what they were thinking.”

Even shaky horn dog hands can peel back the
adhesive holding this little heat pad around her.

“You’ve got so much fur here Vanessa. You’re
really a woman.” I run my nails through the strands them raise them
to my nostrils. It’s beautiful and completely masks Little Miss
Cum-Breath snoring on the lounge there beside us.

I feel a tap on my shoulder from behind the
sofa. Prue is knelt there with her perfumed face beside mine. “I
don’t mean to interrupt Craig, but Ms Compton has had to leave for
the rest of the afternoon for a meeting. Here are some
condoms.”

 


Sorry, that’s just a teaser. Find the whole story
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The Full Incest Monte

From page 1:

 


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.
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