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Introduction

Incest, one of the oldest taboo tales of mankind, from the Bible and even before the Bible. It's the topic of bestsellers and literary masterpieces. It is the darkest desire any man of female could dwell on.
And it's hot.
And it's great for erotica.
Here are five stories of such taboo acts, five tales we are sure you will enjoy and wanting to come back for more, when we publishTaboo Acts Volume V: Lusting for Daddy. For in this volume, it's about loving one's daddy; each young girl in these five stories expresses her love. When we return to this topic in the other volume, it'll be all about LUST.

How He Loved His Daughter
J. Wellington Thorpe

Nicholas O'Malley had been drinking. He had always kept the liquor to a minimum, but now, within the sanctity of his house, he immersed himself in the devil's drink without any limits. His life with his wife had been heading downhill for the last two years, but now, in addition to that fact was his belief that his daughter was always flirting with him. He had always been a good husband and a better father, but now, retired from work thanks to a very wise investment, his idle mind was proving to be the devil's workshop.
Without any particular initiative on his part, his mind turned to his daughter. At thirteen, Edwina was a beautiful blonde who had her mother's face and her father's nose.
It had all begun innocently enough, as most of these things tend to do. An accidental display of skin, an inopportune comment or, as was becoming more frequent in his household, daring remarks accompanied with a flash of flesh and a wink of the eye. At first, he had put them down as childishly adolescent displays of a growing woman who wanted to be appreciated, but then, daughter or no daughter, it occurred to him that she was already a beautiful young woman and mature beyond her thirteen tender years.
His wife, the career-minded executive, was little more than a traveling salesman, in his opinion. She was always off to this city or that, meeting with this firm or that: all the mundane technicalities of corporate life that he once knew and, thanks to the wise investment, no longer had to deal with.
He wanted her to quit. They had the money. But she wanted to make her own mark in the business world the way he had; she was non content with being the wife of a successful man. The last argument over the matter got rather ugly; she stormed out of the room, terminating the discussion with her trademark puff of impatience. Nicholas knew he was as much at fault for the rut in his married life; but he no longer felt compelled to kiss and make up. He knew the moment he lost his desire for compromise, that the romance in the marriage was lost forever. The marital bond, however, was secure; at their ages, starting over afresh would be ill-advised and illogical. A split would do both of them harm. And there was their daughter to consider. Nicholas loved her terribly, sometimes too much; Edwina was the only thing that still pushed him on, wanting to improve upon his successful business life. If it had not been for his little girl who was always there to give him a hug after a boring day at the office, he was sure he would have gone off bungee-jumping, just for the sheer thrill of it.
Now he felt that their relationship too had undergone subtle changes. Of late, his daughter had taken to jumping into his lap for the lightest of reasons. With her mother gone most of the time, even on weekends, the teen wore clothes that hugged her figure like skin, like the white t-shirt that she had that seemed to cling onto her for dear life. Compounded to it was his startling discovery that she rarely wore bras around the house, the observation evidenced by the two small nips that poked out of the material. Nicholas also noticed that she used to be digging up more and more of her old swimsuits. He smiled to himself as he thought of a suit that she had worn just the other day, when he had bought it for her two years ago, it had seemed conservative. Now, it looked indecent enough to get her kicked out of any beach except the nudist ones. She was always insisting that she would be wearing them just around the house, but there were times when he wished she would be more discrete than to run around in them. Her latest trend was to wear them on Sundays, when she would do the laundry or clean the house.
His cock twitched as he remembered how he had stared down her cleavage when, on a hot afternoon, he had stepped in after mowing the lawn; the little minx had on one of her smallest tops and was bent over the vacuum cleaner, apparently trying to turn it on. He had had a perfect view of the top of her creamy breasts, tanned to the color of light toast, and how a little pebble had peeked out of the material that was supposed to keep her breasts from view.
Some bikini! It could not even keep her nipples within its cups. Lord!
Edwina had noticed her father's eyes on the visible portion of her areola-and instead of freaking out at his reaction, she had just tugged the red triangle over the bud; but her eyes had mischief in them.
This wasn't the only incident, he knew, but it had been the most suggestive. She usually spent her mornings in a loose shirt and a tight pair of panties that was visible every time she moved. Father and daughter also had a ritual of a Good Morning kiss; it appeared to Nicholas that he and Edwina were nowadays kissing longer than would be deemed appropriate. Every active fiber of his imagination told him that she was coming onto him. He had turned to drinks in the hope that they would give him the will power to turn the erotic images away; instead, they weakened his defenses and he obsessed over his child more and more?

***

The door opened, breaking up his thoughts but not scurrying them away. Edwina entered her father's study, a bright smile on her pretty face. Her lack of a social life no longer bothered her-in fact, as she optimistically consoled herself, it left her more free time with her Dad. He was her best friend in the whole world, the pillar behind her as she underwent the trauma of being stood up over and over again. He had been there for her every time, comforting her and making her feel precious. She felt free around him, unfettered and uninhibited, unlike her peers who thought of their parents as little more than meddling cohabitants. Sometimes she gave him an erection or two, but even though she would never admit it, she liked the knowledge that she could still turn on a man. For all outward appearances, however, she pretended to be terribly naive, having no idea of the reaction she aroused in him.
She had never thought, not even for one erotic second, that he would violate her modesty. Never.
Nicholas had the presence of mind to regain the composure he had lost as the object of his forbidden fantasies entered his study. He forced a paternal smile as the long-legged beauty approached him, grinning from ear to ear as she rattled off the teacher's compliments that she had gotten in her class. He managed to get himself into a neutral position before his daughter sat on his lap and felt his hardness. He placed the empty glass on the table as she placed her body on his lap.
He loved the soft feel of her buttocks so much�
Edwina had seen the erection as she moved towards him, and had guessed the reason behind his sudden shifting of his position. She knew she was in some way responsible for that arousal; after all, the two of them had gone over matters of the flesh many times in the past. It could only have been thoughts about her that must have forced him to act the way he did; but she had no idea what his thoughts had been, and it never crossed her mind that he could be thinking about sex.
Sex with her.
Edwina had too much faith in her father to think of him sexually, as a man. She hadn't anticipated the animal within.
�Edwina, be a dear and get Daddy a bottle of wine from the shelf over there,� he said to her.
Edwina knew she should protest about him having had so much to drink already, but she also perceived that he must have been thinking of his wife, her mother, and their marriage. She couldn't blame him; her mother was a difficult person to live with, now that the thirst for corporate success was there.
She got up and walked over to the shelf. Selecting a bottle of pinot noir, she brought it back to him.
He watched her shapely ass wiggle towards the shelf and something snapped inside Nicholas and his emotional control broke down. His lust came to the front like a marauding band of Norsemen, fuelled by the sight of her in the short cut-offs and the tank top. His cock could no longer be disguised or subdued: emboldened by the alcohol, it just refused to go down. He reached for her breasts and realized he was going to have her. He would rape her if he had to, but hewouldhave her. He wanted the satisfaction of feeling her naked body against his. He wanted to feel the tight walls of her vagina closing in on his penis. Edwina, on the other hand, had the impression that her father was reaching for the bottle in her hand as she bent over the table. She yelped and tried to jump back as his hands closed around the rim of her tank-top, tugging it up with brute masculine force. With his other hand, Nicholas held her by her hair as he practically tore the white top off. Edwina started to struggle, but with power on one hand and surprise on the other, Nicholas clearly had the advantage. She had not bothered to wear anything underneath, and the same went for her shorts, as Nicholas discovered when he tugged at the waist button of the material that kept her crotch from coming into view. Edwina tried kick back, but Nicholas placed a leg behind hers, and pushed her down. Edwina landed with a thump; her butt was already bare, with the shorts having been pushed down to her thighs.
Nicholas placed a hand over her mouth, muffling any sound she might make, and pulled the shorts free of her legs. Nicholas attacked his daughter with the frenzy of a Kamikaze jet fighter. A hand cupped her vagina, roughly brushing against the short pubic hairs that guarded her entrance. The other palm kneaded her breasts alternately, pinching her nipples and teasing the areolas that she had always considered too small.
In spite of herself, Edwina felt the buds turn hard, watching with decreasing detachment as they turned darker in color.
The sign of arousal.

***

When a rape is in progress, the victim often tends to dissociate herself from the surroundings. Edwina watched the violation of her own body as one sees a movie, the actual trauma coming only at the end of the attack. In the case of Edwina, however, even as she attempted to remove herself from the scene mentally, Nicholas's experienced fingers pulled her back into the incident. A part of her told Edwina to defend herself by refusing to be turned on by his advances, but another part argued that she give in. She felt herself respond to her father's rough caresses as he replaced his hand with his mouth, taking in an entire breast hungrily. She allowed herself the pleasure that came with the depravity in the situation, of having her father enjoy her body without her consent.
Nicholas had his boxers peeled off before Edwina had even realized it, and he was on her before she could react. It took all her will power not to cry out when her father bit hard on her breast. Edwina felt her hands clench tighter as she felt her breasts being massaged by his lolling tongue. For a moment, she almost gave in to the moment and savored the touch of his hands all over the body, as he pried and prodded against her burning skin. The mind may object, but the body has tastes of its own.
Her hands went to the back of his head, pushing him deeper into her bosom. She clutched at his hair, pushing and pulling at the same time. She could feel his hard cock slapping against her hole, depositing on her folds the drops of what the pedestrians callprecum.
His finger was at the entrance. For a moment, the victim in her came to the fore again, wanting to push his hands away, but as soon as his index finger parted her lips. She knew she couldn't stop him?

***

Nicholas felt her body relax, as if she had finally started to enjoy the rape. In his inebriated condition, he couldn't distinguish whether her defenses had been finally worn down, or if she was just faking it. The adrenaline that was coursing through his body had lessened the effects of the alcohol, and somewhere within him, he felt a pang of guilt, of sorrow, as he realized that the woman lying below him, helpless and naked, was his own daughter. But the guilt passed immediately passed as his finger toyed with the wetness that her vagina oozed with.
He let his finger slip inside. This time, she genuinely moaned; shereallymoaned, his senses told him, misinterpreting it as a sign that she liked it. Thebodyof Edwina O'Malley enjoyed it, but theperson, or soul, of Edwina was turning away from it.
Half an hour ago, she had been happy, eager to share her day with her dad; a dad who was her only true friend, one she could bank on come hell or high water. Now she was underneath him, enjoying the entrance of his finger into her sex. She didn't know what hurt her more, her father's betrayal, or her own willingness to satiate his desires.
Nicholas could wait no more; he felt he had wasted enough and more time to try and make her feel good. It was obvious he could never get her to like it, and all his pent up frustrations were screaming for that final satisfaction, of shooting his seed into his girl. His cock was just at the entrance of her vagina again, glistening and engorged. Wordlessly, all thoughts of love driven out of his mind, Nicholas drew back, intending to slam her to the hilt with his organ.
The slap stunned him. At the last moment, Edwina had drawn upon the hidden resources of her endurance and managed to get enough blood into her hands for a powerful slap across his face. As her father stopped in mid-motion, surprised to the point of freezing, she slid out from under him and with the catlike movements that her body could afford so easily, moved away from him. Getting on her feet, she started to run towards the door, confident that she would reach it before her father realized what had even happened.
Her escape was never meant to be, however. With remarkable speed did Nicholas recover, lunging on his daughter as she tried to run past him. He caught her elbow, and roughly pulled her naked body to him. Edwina tried one last time to get away, but the vice-like grip told her that her father was more than a match for her weak, feminine strength. He had her jaw firmly held with his other hand, moving her face towards his. There was no softness now as he kissed her; he bit into her lips so hard she had to open up her mouth to his tongue. He ground his teeth against her gums, bleeding them thinly as his tongue continued its rape of her mouth.
Edwina felt thoroughly humiliated as he finally pushed her mouth away, the pain of his grip stinging her jaw. For a moment, they stared into each other's eyes; hers soft and searching, and his hard and unfeeling. Silently, she asked him, �Why?� and her answer painfully denied as he whipped her swiftly into the overstuffed sofa a few feet in front. She slammed against the back of the seat, the force jolting her back into the floor. Even before she had hit the ground, Nicholas was beside her, shoving her back into the seat of the sofa and Nicholas exulted as he finally saw the fulfillment of his fantasies within his arm's grasp. Here was his daughter, naked, ready to accept him into her hot young body. Few good men get to enjoy the forbidden fruits of their daughters. He smiled to himself as he lowered himself on her, towering over her quivering body. He had judged correctly; his cock was now barely inches away from her hole, and there was no way she was going to run again. Her hands hung at her sides, barely moving. Her eyes had a dead look in them, and if it had not been for a tiny whimper that escaped her lips, he would have feared that she was dead.
With a terrific push towards her depths, the father entered his thirteen year old daughter's virginal sex. He shot through her hymen as she bit back tears of pain. The warm blood trickled down her cunt until it leaked out, staining the sofa. Edwina felt her father's cock searching inside her, as if wanting to find a passage up all the way. He was almost ripping her apart, moving inside and out so fast she felt he was being stationary. A deep throbbing in her head warned that it wasn't just the lower body that was bearing the effects of the attack.
She felt a vague sense of a physical response; her body started to move in sync with her father's rhythm, pulling both of them towards the edge at the same time. Nicholas's eyes rolled up in his head as he shot his seed into her, filling her up with the same substance that had once knocked up her mother. On the other hand, Edwina, the unwilling participant in her father's fantasy, jerked as her body released liquids too hot for her to handle. Her orgasm wasn't as long as her father's though, and she silently bore his weight when he collapsed on her.
Nicholas placed his head on her shoulder, taking in the scent of her blonde hair. The effects of his frenzied intercourse had not yet worn off, and so, there was no guilt as he enjoyed the feel of his daughter's body under him, ignorant of the trauma that was raging inside her. He placed a kiss on her neck, feeling her shudder at his touch. For a couple of minutes, there was no other movement except the heaving of lungs hungry for air. Quietly, calmly, he stood up and walked over to where his shorts lay. He still had his shirt on, not having bothered to remove it because there had been no reason to. Without even a second glance at his daughter, he bent down and pulled the clothes up. He walked to the table, and sat down with a preoccupied air.
Edwina's eyes clouded over again. On top of everything, she felt unwanted; he had not even thought it necessary to offer an apology. He had not even deemed her worthy of a post-rape glance; he had merely used and discarded her. Sobbing, she ran from the room towards the security of hers. As soon as she was inside, she flung herself onto her bed and hugged her teddy, a childhood friend who had been her other constant companion. Abruptly, conscious of its light-hearted gaze, she flung it away; for she feared it might rape her too�

***

Her father was undergoing some serious damnation. Now that most of the alcohol had worn off, the enormity of what he had done hit him like a slug to the face. How could he face her again, he thought, after how he had brutally abused her trust. He knew that what he felt was barely an ounce of what she must be suffering.
With rubbery legs, he made his way towards his daughter's bedroom. Her door was open, and he almost turned away when he heard her sob. He had caused those sobs, an unforgiving conscience told him, and he would pay for them. Nicholas knew he would, but now was not the moment to break down.
Tentatively, he stepped into the room, half-expecting to be blown away by a shotgun. He was, however, totally unprepared for what faced him. Edwina lay spread-eagled on the bed, her red eyes testament of her sorrow. Upon seeing him, her face contorted with a mixture of anger and fear, and she quickly turned her face away. Silently, she flopped on to her back, spreading her legs again, as if mockingly inviting him to fuck her. Of all the things she could have done, this gesture alone wounded Nicholas more than anything else.
He just wanted to run away, away from her and her beautiful face, away from the wretched house, and throw himself upon the first vehicle that he came across. Not trusting himself to look at her again, he hurried out of the room. Edwina watched him leave, and she whispered, �Come back, take me again?�
Louder: �Come back here and rape some more!�
Nicholas thought he hadn't heard correctly. For a horrifying moment, Nicholas doubted if he had caused her to go mad.
Edwina seemed to read his mind perfectly. �No, Daddy, I am not stark raving mad! Am I really too precious for you to lose? Or has that now ended, now that I am a slut who fucks her daddy?�
Even though he had no idea what this was leading up to, Nicholas corrected her. �You still are. You will always be.�
�So don't lose me,� she said.
She smiled. Nicholas had convinced himself he would never see her smile again; it made him so happy to see his little girl smile. Her teeth radiated something wonderful that seemed to fill the void that he had been feeling.
�Keep me with you always. As your daughter. As your lover.�
�But I raped you��
�You thought you raped me. What if I wasplay-acting? What if I wanted you as badly as you wanted me? Even more?�
He stammered, �You did?�
�No. But if it makes you feel any better, I am going to make sure you spend the rest of your life atoning for them. By my side. As my lover. Agreed?�
Nicholas could only nod.
She said, calmly and seriously, �I know rape isn't the same as making love, but I also know that you love me so much that you are willing to kill yourself.�
�Yes.�
�Live,� she said, �and rape me all you want, and I will like it, and we will call it how you show me your love.�
He concurred.
Valerie Gray
Taboo Acts Vol. III: Loving Daddy
The Blood We Shared
Sandra Boise
I am eleven-years-old and in middle school. My father is more my friend than my father and he is my running partner on weekend mornings. My mother had me when she was seventeen and my father nineteen and when she turned twenty, she left us both for another life.
My father recently turned thirty and he is in excellent shape. He doesn't look thirty; he looks twenty-five. All my girl friends have crushes on him.
Every Saturday and Sunday morning, we run a 5 mile trail that is in a park near our home. We have done this every weekend since I can remember. As you can imagine, I'm on the track team at school. I have long legs. My father is a good running partner. After our run, we would sit on a blanket under a shady lemon tree; drink cold bottled water, and just chat.
This beautiful Saturday morning in question was no exception. After our run, we walked over to our car, pulled a blanket and our water out of the trunk, and then walked to our favorite quiet shady spot.
�Here's your water, Dad,� I said as I took a draw of my own bottle.
�When is your last track meet going to be?� he asked, drinking water.
�Next Saturday,� I replied. �You are going to be there, aren't you?�
I knew he would say yes as he never missed any track meet I was in.
I said, �My friend, Helen, wanted to thank you for helping her move the furniture into her room.�
�I'm glad to help any friend of yours. Besides, the kiss she gave me was thanks enough!� Dad smiled and said, �I would have liked to have had another.�
�Be careful, she is a big tease!� I laughed.
�I love to be teased to please,� said my Dad. �Put a ribbon around her and give her to me for my birthday!�
�Oh, that's right! Your birthday is a few weeks away. Tease or not, I don't think you should plan on her being gift wrapped in your bed on your birthday morning! I do have to start thinking about getting you something. You are going to 31?�
�Yes, 31, getting old. Outside of your friend, Helen, I can't think of anything I want,� he said, �but you always surprise me.�
�Dad!� I said. �Helen is twelve!�
�Yeah, I'm a dirty old man.�
�You not old!� I proclaimed, �All my friends think you're a hottie.�
�Even Helen?�
�Yes, even Helen� I said; �But don't get any ideas. You are all mine.�
I knew that Helen would lose her virginity to my Dad, she said so herself. Helen had experience with boys, kissing and handjobs and even blowjobs. I thought about her giving my Dad a handjob and it made me warm inside.
We put our stuff back in the car and headed back. While driving home, I looked at my father and thought how lucky I am to have such a wonderful and cool dad.

***

The last week of school flew by and the last track meet finally arrived. I was scheduled to do two cross country runs and as always, my dad came along to watch. He was always proud of my performance regardless whether I came in first or last. It was really hot that day and I could feel that I was not up to my personal best. I was not happy being around Jim who was on the men's team and seeing his new girlfriend on the sidelines. My team went up to the starting point and started to run as soon as the track pistol went off. It was a 15K run and usually my best race. About half way through, I got really sick and started to throw up. The coaches brought me back to our school's area and my concerned father came over. I wanted my father just to take me home so I can just go to bed. I was so sick. My father, very compassionately, helped me to the car and drove home. After arriving, I went in my room, took a warm shower, and got into my bed. I was feeling so bad that I quickly fell asleep. After awhile, my father was concerned and went to check on me.
�You okay?�
Hearing no response, he slowly cracked open the door to my bedroom. He just stared for a moment as he gazed on his daughter, me?because I was totally naked on my bed except for panties and I was not under the sheets. I was on my back and my legs were spread and my chest and what little I had for boobs were right there.
I pretended to be asleep.
From a crack in my eye, I saw my father take his large penis out of his pants and stroke it, a she looked at me?

***

After our run, we were lying on our blanket and my father said, �I'm glad that you are feeling better. You know how I hate to run alone. Any idea what happened yesterday?�
�Dunno,� I said. �Maybe the heat, maybe I had some 24 hour virus but I'm much better now.�
�Some of your girlfriends called to see how you were, so you need to call them back today,� said my Dad,� I think Helen wants you to go to LegoLand this week.�
�The LegoLand thing is our school picnic,� I said.
�Sounds like fun,� said my Dad, drawing on his water bottle. �Hey, kiddo, I need to apologize to you�
�For what?�
�Wellllll,� my father said sheepishly, �I was checking on you yesterday afternoon and I didn't know that you were undressed when I looked in your room.�
I blushed.
�I'm embarrassed,� he said.
I almost yelled, �Dad, don't worry about it! I'm cool with that and you have no reason to be embarrassed! I have seen your butt and stuff and I'm not embarrassed.� Trying to sound very liberal and cool, I said, �You are lucky I was wearing panties, I usually sleep in the nude. Do you sleep in the nude?�
My Dad smiled and with his face slightly red, he said, �I do now and then. When your mother was with us, both of us used to sleep in the nude all the time.�
I didn't want to be reminded of the mother who left us.
He said, �Well, if you're okay then I'm okay.�

***

I called Helen back and we made plans to go to LegoLand that Friday. She would pick me and we'd go to her house then drive to the amusement park. I let my father know of my plans and he just wanted me to carry the cell phone in case of an emergency. I told him that I would leave around seven in the morning and be back around ten that night.
Friday arrived and after my father left for work I got a call from Helen. She was sick and our plans were cancelled. I decided to take an easy morning and maybe hike. I took a hot bath, shaved my legs, and considered shaving my pubic hair only because I didn't like how thick it was and I liked it better when I was younger and didn't have any (and since then, I have discovered that guys like it that way too, especially Dad). I dried off and went naked into our basement to look for a special blouse I wanted. I was looking through a double clothes closet next to our family room when I heard the back door open and heard my father call out �hello, I'm home!� What is Dad doing home early? I panicked and went into the closet and closed the door. I thought to myself �now what?� Do I be a cool liberated women and casually walk past my dad and say �yo� in the nude? I guess I was notsoliberated as I just stood in the closet and thought maybe I had some jeans in here that I could put on. Before I could start searching, I heard my father's footsteps coming down the stairs. The closet door was louvered and I could peer out and could view our family room. I was shocked to see my Dad walking into the family room in the nude and carrying a laptop. He plugged the laptop into the cable box, set the laptop on the coffee table. I wondered why Dad was not at work and why was he nude, working the computer. And then?began to stroke his fat penis, the way he did that night in my room�
He was masturbating to internet porn! I have seen pictured of dicks but never one as thick and long as my Dad had. I'd say he was ten, maybe eleven inches I was fascinated as I watched my Dad put some Vaseline on his hand and massage himself.
An hour had passed and I was getting tired of standing in the closet. I probably would have loved to touch myself watching this but I was trying to be quiet and my bare feet were hurting on the floor.
Another twenty minutes passed and I started to wonder how long could he jack himself without having an orgasm?
Dad bucked his hips into a wad of Kleenex. He stood and headed up the stairs.
I quietly stepped out of the closet and I was so like, uh, wow and all that. I heard the upstairs shower start to run. I grabbed the blouse I was looking for dressed as quickly as I could.
I looked at the laptop. Whatever he was jacking off to was still on the screen. It was a movie of some sort. I was too curious for my own good so I hit the play button. It looked like a movie from another decade, a digital rendering of something made on film, and the dialogue was in German. The movie starred a man with silver hair, he was in his fifties, and he was with a small blonde girl who was maybe eight or nine years old, and the girl was sucking on the man's penis, and then she sat in his lap as the man had sex with her. I have no idea how she was able to get that man's penis in her vagina, she could barely fit it in her mouth, but she stretched and took it.
My Dad had been watching kiddie porn and beating off to it?
What the hell?
But it was also kind of a turn on?
I mean, I imagined I was that girl, and the man was?
You know.
I closed the laptop. I couldn't watch anymore because I wanted to watch it all.
I went to the living room and waited for my father to finish his shower before saying anything. He was in there for a long time so I decided to be bold and called through the bathroom door: �Dad, is that you?�
My replied, �Hey, honey, I got sick at work and came home.�
�Are you okay?�
�I'm fine now,� he said. �I thought you were at LegoLand?� My father came out of the bathroom in his robe and asked what I was going to since the park plan didn't work out. I told him that I was going to hike and be back for dinner. I kissed my father good bye and told him that he should get some rest.
I imagined him grabbing me, kissing me on the mouth, and?doing the things like in the German kiddie porn.

***

The trail is about ten miles and after five miles the trail ascends to some high bluffs with a great view of the river. My legs needed the workout as they were stiff from the standing on the cold concrete. While hiking to the overlook, my mind could stop thinking about what I had seen. I wondered if my father did this in the family room often. I'm sure that he has a lot of sex drive and probably came home a lot when I was in school. I loved the look on my dad's face when he had an orgasm; he had the biggest look of pleasure on his face.
I could not get hisbig dickout of my mind either. I knew that I had to have it or I'd go crazy, even if I had no idea what to do with a dick since I had never touched one, let alone sucked one.
I know that people fantasize when masturbating; I have when I play with my pussy. I dreamed of being with Brad Pitt while I touched myself. No chance of that ever happening. I didn't know if my father was just fantasizing about incest or what. Helen? Me? Any girl?. He had never touched me any way that was sexual or made any kind of direct suggestion. Honestly, the thought of fucking my father and his big dick was turning me on. I imagined that my dad is soft, gentle, and very sensual, not brutal like the ugly old German guy was with that tiny pretty little girl.
It was then that I decided to give my Dad arealsurprise birthday present; he will be pleasantly surprised or shocked out of his skull. If he is surprised then we will both get what we want. If he is shocked, then I'll apologize and make the best of the situation and I'm sure that he will be understanding and supportive.

***

We were running the track the next Saturday morning. We did our usual routine and after our run, we were sitting under the shade of our favorite cottonwood tree. My father did not perform his usual run. I said, �You were running a bit slower than usual today, Dad. Are you feeling sick still?� I knew he was not sick yesterday.
�Nah,� said my father, �just sore in my shoulders and back. Late yesterday I did some tree trimming, you know those branches that were hanging over the driveway.�
Yes, I did notice that now that he mentioned it. I moved my position where I was sitting behind my father and began to massage his shoulders. I asked, �Does that feel better?� My father was not buffed up but had tight smooth muscles. He was so sexy to touch and tomorrow I would touch more than his shoulder muscles. My father let out a few 'oohs and ahhs� and was like, �That feels wonderful. Since tomorrow is my birthday, let's celebrate tonight and go to our favorite restaurant. That is if you don't have any other plans. Any birthday gifts for me?�
�Pampas!� I shouted, �I love that place! My only plans are to be with you, Dad.�
I wrapped my arms around his chest and gave him a big hug. Looking over his shoulder, I thought that I saw a rise in his running shorts but he quickly placed his water bottle over his crotch area.
�And I have a nice birthday surprise for you too,� I said.
He grinned. �Really? I can't wait.�

***

I decided to wear the slinky black dress that I wore to the junior high dance earlier in the year, the one where I had no date and no boys asked me to dance, but that was okay. I mean, I think I was looked hot in it so maybe the boys were just too scared. Hopefully, my luck will be better tonight. I found some pearls that my mother had left long ago. My father called to see if I was ready and I stepped. I had my make up perfect with a bit more mascara than I normally would wear, black dress, black stockings, white pearl necklace, and matching pearl earrings.
�Oh boy oh man oh brother where art thou,� said my Dad, �you are so beautiful, so grown up looking.� He leaned forward to smell my perfume and said: �Wow! Well let's go. We'll be the hottest couple there.�
We arrived at Pampas and I held my father around his waist as we walked in. We sat a table in a secluded corner of the restaurant. Pampas is one of those all you can eat meat places, where the waiters keep bringing various meats-steaks, chicken, pork, turkey-until you tell them to stop, We made small talk throughout the evening and I flirted with my Dad more than I normally do. I even brushed my leg across his a few times. The food was excellent and the service was superior, as always. My father enjoyed his birthday meal and company. We left the restaurant and drove home. I held my father's hand as we walked into our house. I told my father to sleep in tomorrow and we could run later in the day. I gave him a kiss that was about three or four degrees more than daughterly and said, �Sweet dreams, Daddy dearest.�
I woke up about 6 that next morning. It was my Dad's birthday and he was 31. I went into the kitchen and made some extra strong coffee. While the coffee was brewing, I went into my bathroom and checked myself in the mirror; the makeup was good from last night and my perfume was still lingering. I quickly brush of my long black hair and I thought, here we go. I poured the coffee into two special mugs and added extra milk into mine.
It felt funny to be running around the house nude with my father here as I usually had on a night shirt or more on. I slowly pushed my father's bedroom door open with my shoulder as I had my hands full.
He was still asleep. I placed the mugs on the night table, propped an extra pillow on his opposite side of the king size bed, and slid under his sheets. His sheets felt so comfortable and smelled of his favorite cologne. I picked up his coffee and reached over him to give him a kiss on his cheek.
�Good morning, Daddy� I whispered, �tis time to wake up and I have your caffeine.�
My father sat up, readjusted his pillows, and took the coffee from my hands. I reached for mine and took a sip. My father was not completely awake yet to realize everything.
�Happy birthday, Daddy,� I said, and smiled and rubbed my hand across his chest.
�Thanks, honey,� said my father as he took another sip of coffee. �This is nice to get my coffee served to me this morning. This is one of those mornings that we need to be more open with each other than normal. I slept in the nude last night and I don't have anything on.�
I giggled. �Well, I'm naked too! We are both in our birthday suits for your birthday present.�
�My birthday present?�
�Let me move over and you can give me a hug,� I said boldly. I slid over to sit on my fathers lap with my back to his chest and wrapped his arms around my waist. �I'm comfy now,� I said as I snuggled to him. �Are you?� I asked.
�Oh very,� said my father �This is very unexpected but very pleasant. After dinner last night, all I thought about was you. How grown up you were and how beautiful you are, and now we are drinking coffee, naked!�
I could feel his dick starting to grow under my lap.
�I can see you really are enjoying this,� I laughed and felt his hands rise from my waist and over my breast. �That feels so nice.�
Okay, maybe I appeared to know what I was doing but I didn't have a clue, I was taking cues off things I had seen in movies. Like I said, I had never even kissed a boy or man or anyone let alone get sexy with them.
My Dad spoke in a whisper: �I can't tell you how often I have wanted to touch you when we have hugged and stuff?sometimes I would run slightly behind you just to watch your butt move. You have a great ass, kid. I find you so beautiful.� He started to caress my nipples which started to harden. �Are you okay doing this?� he asked me.
I let the sheet slip to our waists. My father was breathing in my perfume as his hands explored my small breasts. His hands felt so good as he paused over my rather flat breasts and kneaded my large pink nipples. His penis was now fully erect and popped up between my legs. I slid the sheet completely off of us and I got my first look at his cock, up close and personal. It was so beautiful, nice and thick, and I didn't mind the musty odor, in fact it made me wet when the smell hit my nostrils. My hands started to lightly feel up and down his shaft.
�Baby that feels good,� went my father, �Hey, honey, look I just woke up and that coffee is working on me. I have to pee.�
I laughed. Timing! I rolled over on my stomach and watched my Dad head for his bathroom with his dick bobbing up and down. A minute or so later, I heard the water run and my father came out. He hadn't shrunk one bit. He just stood by the bed for a minute admiring my butt. I smiled and rolled on my back and spread my legs. He licked his lips as he stared at my vagina.
Dad climbed into bed and lay by me. He kissed me, at first very tenderly and then our tongues were dancing in each other's mouths. His hands roamed over my body while my hands were targeted to one spot. I returned to stroking I was starting to get wet too, I mean really wet, more wet than when I masturbated.
�Dad,� I said, �Sit back against the pillows. Time for your birthday blow!�
�What?�
�I'm going to suck on you.�
�Okay, baby.�
Dad sat back against the pillows and looked down to watch me, his daughter, run my tongue across his dick head. Smiling, I started to suck and lick his dick head while pumping my hands up and down on his dick. How did I do? Who knows? This was all new, I was just doing the same things that little girl did to the German man. I mean, I knew about sucking cock, girls talk about it a lot, and Helen had told me what she did when she sucked boys off, and how she would swallow their sperm.
Daddy's dick felt so big and thick in my hands. I loved to stroke it and occasionally twist my hand motion which gave my Dad an extra sensation. His head fit so nicely in my mouth as I sucked on it and could get about two more inches in. I looked up at my Dad's face and he had the sweetest smile and gave me the most loving look.
�I love you,� whispered my Dad.
I looked up at my Dad with my lips covered with my saliva. I mouthed back to his that I loved him too. I really loved his big dick.. I was in sexual heaven as my pussy was feeling hot and wet while I was playing with my Daddy's dick. I knew I was going to cum soon and I wasn't sure about Dad. I think that he could hold out for awhile. I needed to have his dick in me. I licked down his dick and up his chest. I lifted myself up and straddled my father.
�I want you to fuck me,� I whispered as I slid my pussy over his cock.
I slid so slowly as it was so big that I did not know if his dick would fit. I mean, I was a virgin and I was small down there.
It hurt when I tried t fit it in.
It wasn't going to happen.
�Not this way,� said my Dad. �You're not ready for that. You're too small.�
He grabbed me and laid me down on my back and kissed me, kissed my mouth and chin, kissing my nipples, moving his way down?
My Dad looked me square in my eyes and started to play with my clit with his fingers, and then he had his mouth down there, licking and sucking, inserting a finger into me�
Moments later I was in orgasm heaven and it didn't stop. For the next twenty minutes, I was riding wave after wave of orgasmic head rushes and screaming out �Lick me Daddy!�
Suddenly, he lifted off the bed as high as he could go and pushed his dick high into my pussy. I saw his stomach muscles flex, his face looked intense as he groaned.
I screamed. It hurt so bad, but I didn't tell him to stop. I felt like I was being ripped in half. Tears rolled down my eyes.
He knew I was in pain but he was intent on this. He was so excited that he immediately had an orgasm inside me. The sensation of his sperm shooting into me, all that hot thick fluid filling my pussy up, was wonderful beyond words, even though I was in terrible pain.
We stayed motionless for awhile and I just gently rocked from side to side. Dad started to get soft and slipped out of me, and I felt a gush of fluids pour out of my pussy and onto the sheets. I looked down: it was a mixture of white and red, his sperm and my blood.
I snuggled with Dad, laying my breasts on his chest. I gave him a gentle kiss and whisper, �That was amazing!�
�I hurt you,� he said.
�Is okay.�
�I'm sorry, baby, I just couldn't help myself.�
�I know.�
�Do you hurt bad?�
�It was pretty bad,� I said, �but I'm okay.�
My father looked at me and smiled and he went, �That was amazing and if I knew it was going to be this good, I would have done something sooner between us.�
�Have you always wanted me this way?� I asked.
�Since you were nine or so.�
�You should have fucked me then,� I said.
�We'll make up for lost time,� he promised.
We snuggled for awhile until I felt his cum and my blood starting to run down my leg. I got up and headed for the shower. It really hurt to walk, I thought I'd fall down. I kept bleeding. His big cock had really done a number on me. I bled for days and he was worried but then I stopped bleeding until he fucked me again, and I bled some more. I didn't care. We fucked in blood, the blood we shared, father and daughter.
Valerie Gray
Taboo Acts Vol. III: Loving Daddy
A Short White Trash Incest Tale Best Told Over Cold Beers
Louis Kahn Nin
Vince Golightly had always got on well with his daughter, Holly. Since she was ten years old, she had been joining him in just about all his interests, from fishing to shooting, and even chilling out in front of the TV with a six-pack. Vince did not thinking it a crime to let his daughter have a beer or two. They'd gotten close.
Of course, �close� is relative, and that ain't no pun, kid. The Golightlys were residents of the Bible Belt, living in cowboy country among truckers, bikers, Mormons and right-wing self-reliance militias-you know, the Heart of the Heart of America and all that shit. And they fit right in. So, being little more than white trash, �close� does not mean heartfelt mutual respect and love on a deep level, but more in the vein of �buddies.�
Fuck buddies, if you get my drift, boys.
Vince was always aware of Holly's attractiveness, and once in a while stole a look at her body, but he didn't think much about her in a sexual way, at least not when she was just ten and had no tits or an ass. Although, sometimes the way she dressed made it hard not to know she was ten-we're talking little tight shorts and mini-skirts and the like.
There was no doubt that she worked up some sexual experience early on; by the time she was 12 she had a new boyfriend every month, and by the time she was 14, she dressed like a cheap hooker on the street, but our boy Vince never minded that.
But she never shirked their father-daughter moments: the shooting, the beer-soaked TV watching. That was a mainstay of their lives.
On her 16th birthday she was out partying with her friends. She got back around 3 in the morn, and Vince was still watching TV. Holly threw herself down on the couch next to him. She was wearing a very short, red accordion-folded nylon skirt and a very tight black blouse. Vince congratulated her on her birthday. She laid herself on his lap, facing him. Absentmindedly, Vince put a hand on her nearly bare stomach and rested it there. After a while of watching TV-it was someStar Trekre-runs-she turned her face up towards him and said, �Daddy, kiss me.�
Vince bent down to give her father-daughter peck on the mouth, but Holly took hold of his head and did not let go until she had treated his mouth to an eight-second French kiss. Vince did not resist, but enjoyed it. It was what she wanted, and it being her birthday and all, she should have what she wanted he figured. He didn't think anything of it.
After breaking their mouths apart, he gave her a smile and said, �Girl, you're a naughty little wench!� and then just kept on watching TV. He'd noticed that Holly tasted somewhat of liquor, but that was to be expected, but there was something else and he wasn't sure what it was, he had tasted it before, but?well, our boy Vince was just dense at that moment. What he did not know was that Holly done went out and had her a birthday gang bang, she wanted sixteen boys in a row for her sixteen years, a little birthday naughtiness she had engaged in since she was eleven (if you must know, she lost her virginity at eight with a cousin); so that funny taste, mixed with booze, was the sperm of several of the sixteen guys, because she had let half of them blow their wads in her mouth and the other half shoot their seed in her sixteen-year-old cunt.
A few minutes later, Holly having stayed in position, she wanted more. �Dad, one more kiss. Please.� Okay, thought Vince, one more. This one was even longer and, as you kids like to say, �hotter.� Holly let her tongue roam and roll all over Vince's, and he did feel a slight stirring �down below� as we old folks like to say.
When he lifted his face off of her, he saw that she had unbuttoned her blouse. He didn't feel defensive or shocked; he simply thought, hooo-wee, look at them grade-A boobs on my baby girl!
Holly was encouraged by his impressed expression, and she said, �I think a father should know how his daughter is coming along� go ahead, feel my knockers. Aren't they nice?�
Vince hesitated only for a second before he placed his left hand on his daughter's naked skin and ran it across her right breast. He said, �Oh, they're very, very nice, baby. You certainly are growing into a fine woman!� Now, at this point Vince still wasn't anywhere near to thinking of actually having carnal knowledge with his daughter, like Lot in the Bible, so when she next said, �Wanna lick them?� he flinched.
He said, �Young lady, I think you're drunk!�
She looked disappointed for the briefest moment, and then smiled. �A little!� she done said.
With that, Vince sent her off to bed. �You better get some sleep, you hear! After all, tomorrow is a working day!�
In the weeks that followed, Holly now and then insisted on soliciting her father's opinion of her body, and giving him a good look at her charms to boot. This was always during their TV sessions, and after a few beers.
Vince wasn't the easily phased type. He just accepted her behavior and even started looking forward to the sexy displays.
One night she wanted his opinion about whether her ass was too fat. She crawled up on the couch, with her back to Vince, bent over and basically mooned him. Vince could see a marvelously smooth girl's ass, with just the right amount of chubby but taut softness, and he was also treated to a clear view of her well-trimmed pussy. At this sight, he just couldn't help licking his lips, salivating and feel his heartbeat speed up dramatically. He also picked up the sex scent from between those magnificent thighs, and he instinctively moved his head closer, and in.
�Go ahead, feel!� Holly told him.
He didn't usually grope her, but now he found he had to. He put his hands on her hips and caressed Holly's posterior thoroughly, to which she responded with passionate moans, like they say in the trashy sex paperback novels.
As one of his hands went from the hip to the thigh, and nearly ventured into the cleavage between his daughter's legs, she cooed like a dog bitch in heat: �Touch me, oh, touch me!� and shit like that, you know what girls like to say when they're all hot and bothered.
Vince was very aroused by now, and he threw caution to the four winds and brought his right hand up between Holly's delicious gams, placing his hand on her cooze, his middle finger firmly on, and then in, her vaginal cleft.
He hit her clit, and she was all like, �Yes! Yes!� and stuff. He rummaged around between her outer lips for a little while, spurred on by her sexy squirming, and when he withdrew his hand, he brought his wet fingers to his nose, and then, trembling, he started licking his daughter's sex nectar off his fingers.
It sure tasted nice and sweet.
Meanwhile Holly was wiggling out of her skirt and panties, and quickly put herself on her back, her front facing her aroused father. She still had on a tank top, but otherwise she was all naked, and she closely watched her father's face as she spread her legs and treated him to a complete view of her vagina, in all its glorious pink and white flesh covered with just a bit of dark pubic hair.
�I'm all grown up now, aren't I, Daddy?� she said, while cunningly biting her lower lip to give the completely deceptive impression of being shy and insecure.
Our boy Vince just stared like she had seen the coming of Jesus. A couple of times he tried to tear himself away, but failed.
�I need yourtouch, Daddy,� moaned Holly. The girl sensuously ran her hands across her thighs towards her crotch.
Vince leaned forward a little to take in the aromatic scent that emanated from his daughter's wet baby birther. He licked his lips, and tentatively put one hand on her right leg, feeling her smooth skin. Holly took off her tank top in one swift motion, and was now entirely naked. Vince suddenly had to look at Holly's well-developed breasts, and with her incessant �come hither� sounds, he finally gave up resisting. Now he was damn well gonna get himself some young pussy, incest be damned! So he leaned over on his daughter and began licking her breasts. She gave out orgasmic sounds in response, as if she was already climaxing. Her father licked downward toward Holly's odorous hip region and then began lapping at her cunny the best and fiercest he knew how. Let it never be said Vince was not experienced in these matters, because there was a time he had been a lady's man, and had bedded dozens and dozens of girls across America's finest land.
Holly exploded in a continuous super-orgasm that made Vince all the more wanting her. Having licked her for about half an hour, he couldn't stand it any longer. He rose, dropped his pants, and rammed his iron-hard penis deep into his 16-year-old daughter's money maker.
Kaaa-boom!
In and out of his daughter's fuck flesh, oh it was tight, sizzlingly red-hot� absolutely steamingly delicious�and all that good stuff. Good gracious, boys! And the loud sounds Holly made was more arousing than he could ever have imagined in his wildest dreams. Vince climaxed hard and long inside his daughter, and the release was beyond sweet, beyond satisfying, beyond belief, beyond good and evil.
Well, how about that.
After that incident, Holly was unstoppable. She offered herself to her father several times a day, in many different positions, and she would pout and brood if he refused her, so more often than not, he didn't. And he had everything of her, from her pussy to her a-hole to her sweet mouth. He never knew what hole was better, so came a time he would have each, three times a day, in the morning he'd get sucked off, in the afternoon he'd fuck her pussy, and at night he would pound in meat up her ass until she shit herself all over the place.
It's the way things are in this neck of the woods.

The Man Who Had Two Slutty Daughters
Louis Kahn Nin

Once upon a time there was a name named Eugene and he had two daughters: flat-chested Tammi was ten and petite Tiffany was thirteen.
Tammi was a sex fiend, even at her age; she had been since she was seven, having fucked all the boys from age eight to eighteen in the neighborhood, plus some of their fathers, brothers, uncles, and the mailman who was fifty-three. She was a cute blonde thing with a genetic craving for cock, just like her mom was, when her mom was around. Not long ago she'd approached her father matter-of-factly, asking him outright during a cozy father-daughter talk whether he'd ever thought about what it would be like to have sex with her.
He hadn't, but she pressed on: wouldn't he like to know how it felt? After some pussyfooting around, he admitted that the idea appealed to him. Now, he didn't seriously believe she would attempt to go through with it. But they talked about sex, and when they went to bed-separately, mind you-it was obvious that both of them were hot and bothered and would probably fantasize that very night about having sex with each other.
After Eugene had gone to sleep, Tammi simply decided it was no use waiting, so she went into her father's bedroom and got into bed with him. Tammi was naked, and she crept quietly into bed so Eugene wouldn't wake up right there. Then she cuddled up to him, hoping that he would react instinctively.
He did.
Even when Tammi reached down to cop a feel of her father's penis, he started breathing heavily without waking up, and the boner wasn't long in coming. So Tammi poured on the heat. She went down on him and took his semi-swelled male shaft into her little mouth. Very quickly Daddy's penis got quite a bit harder, and he woke up to the feel of his daughter's soft tongue licking the family jewels. His first reaction was that it must be some lady he picked up at the bar doing it, but he soon realized that something wasn't right.
He looked up, and for a while couldn't make the image of his daughter match the reality of the act she was in the middle of.
But when he did understand, he let out a yell: �Tammi! What are you doing!�
She lifted her head and said, �Sucking your dick, Daddy.�
�Have you lost your mind?�
�I'm doing what we both want. Don't deny it, lay back and enjoy it!�
Eugene made as if he wanted to say something more, but gave it up. Trembling, he leaned back and found that he could quite easily surrender to the pleasurable sensation. He allowed himself this stint of incestuous fellatio, and closed his eyes.
Tammi, of course, wouldn't settle for a just a blow-job, so without much warning at all she straddled her father's glistening, rigid manhood and sank herself down on its shaft before Eugene even realized what she was doing.
When he felt it-and it was a quite different feeling that your average grown woman's pussy, Tammi being very tight because her pussy was still quite small, despite the many cocks she'd had in it-his eyes flew open like the first time Jason saw the Kraken, and for several seconds he just gawked at his impaled daughter in complete astonishment and utter awe.
�Holy sheet, girl!�
Tammi would not be budged. Her hips pistoned up and down on her dear father's shaft, which by the way was in no doubt as to what it wanted. She locked her eyes on his, smiled wickedly, and extended her tongue as she moved her face up close to her father's. �Kiss me, Daddy,� she mumbled passionately, and connected their two mouths.
Eugene was still stunned, but natural response was taking over. His hips were wildly set on thrusting into Tammi's pussy; it was a feeling of animalistic gratification mixed with the taboo of the extremely forbidden and all that other stuff, and his mental protestations one by one died away into nothingness.
Oh how he wanted to just madly fuck his daughter! So he did. And did. And did.
And�
And he orgasmed inside of her with a force he'd never suspected himself capable of, his hips bucking wildly and savagely against his daughter's sexy groin. He wouldn't have been surprised if the blast of roiling semen had blown Tammi clean off of him, but she rode this bull like a born cowgirl and stayed on top of him long enough to undergo a long, exquisite ecstasy of her own, throwing her head back and forth, left and right, with wild abandon as the pleasure rose from her clit and spread like molten volcanic lava throughout the rest of her body.
The next morning Tammi got up while Eugene was still asleep, resolved to pretend for a while that it was like any other morning, wanting to tease her father into believing that it was all a one-time thing which would never be referred to again.
She couldn't keep up the charade for long, though. She'd gotten her older sister, Tiffany, into the whole idea from the get-go, and that afternoon, as the three of them sat watching a good movie on TV, 13-year-old Tiffany innocently asked, �Dad? I think it's unfair that you've only fucked Tammi. I want you to fuck me, too.�
Eugene looked at Tiffany in horror, pale-faced and looking like his heart might stop. Then he looked at Tammi, who looked back all innocently, batting her sweet ten-year-old eyes.
Eugene's face reddened, and he understood that they had planned this together. For a New York second he believed it was all just a joke, but his better judgment told him it was not.
So he sat back on the couch, finding it extremely difficult to meet the girls' gaze. His daughters, however, sat on either side of him, and started caressing him while cooing sexily. He shook his head, but knew that, deep inside, he was insanely turned on, and he was going to let them do this to him. Tammi put her hand in Eugene's pants, rubbing his swelling cock-flesh. �We want to have a little fun,� she said to him. Then she pulled forth a piece of cloth and blind-folded Eugene. �Now you have to use your imagination,� she told him.
The two girls made their father stand up, and then led him into the kitchen. On the counter, Tiffany sat herself up and rolled up her skirt. She was not wearing panties underneath. She pulled her legs up and spread them so as to make Eugene's access to her pussy as easy as possible. She licked her lips. Tammi then steered their father in the right direction. As he stood directly in front of Tiffany, Tammi took his hand and put it on Tiffany's pussy. �Here, feel this,� she said.
And he did. Standing stiff with excitement and hesitation, Eugene ran his hand over his oldest daughter's downy pussy, felt its warmth, its wetness and its sweet odor. Well, at leas she had some hair, unlike Tammi's bald child pussy. He gently inserted his middle finger into the tightness of her young vagina, marveling at its beckoning, aromatic softness. His penis jumped every time a beat of his heart infused it with blood, and he sweated and panted as if the air had suddenly become as hot and dry as in a desert.
�Do you want to see what you're feeling?,� Tammi asked. Eugene hesitated, knowing how hard it would be to look Tiffany into the eyes after his not-quite-unashamed groping of her privates, but he relented, and nodded. Tammi removed the blind-fold, and Eugene got a visual shock as he saw his daughter like he'd never seen her before: Sitting on the kitchen counter, naked except for a token skirt, the nipples of her cute, smallish breasts standing at attention, her legs spread widely and lewdly apart, with her young blond-haired pussy pink and open to his stare and his touch.
He nearly buckled as he engulfed this vision. Reluctantly, he met her eyes. She was grinning at him with lust painted across her face-not a daughterly look at all. And yet, somewhere behind it all, the innocence and familiarity of his own flesh and blood daughter was looking at him.
Something in him screamed that this iswrong oh so wrongbut he knew that such objections were far too late now. The threshold had been crossed. But somehow he still found it difficult to move. The whole thing was so� unreal.
Tammi offered a helping hand. She gently pointed her father's trembling erection in the right direction, and lightly but insistently pushed him forward. Just at the entrance, she stopped, and her judgment was perfect. The next tiny yet crucial step was up to Eugene. If he took it, there would be no turning back.
Needless to say, Eugene's raging hard-on was out of control, it's purple head demanding its due. He took the step, and crossed the point of no return. Panting with exasperation, he grabbed his youngest daughter's hips and slowly, ever so slowly, ever so gently, prodded her soft vaginal lips with the head of his steel-hard shaft, savoring the feeling of the velvet female tissue just before he pressed onward into the tight but slippery canal.
Then he was inside. A final push, taking him in to the hilt, consummated the physical union. This was the moment when the trespass was complete; this was the moment when the memory of consummated incest became forever a part of their lives.
Eugene started the slow stroking. Pulling out, pushing in, pulling out, pushing in� the red, wet vaginal walls of his 13-year-old daughter were throbbing, their muscles oscillating, and she breathed in little whimpers of extreme pleasure and passion as the genital friction proceeded. She hugged him tight and her petite body felt as if it was almost absorbed into his as his penis buried itself deep inside his teenage daughter's flesh. Quickly, his climax approached, and he was too far gone to even try and slow it down. So the moves and the breathing and the whimpers sped up, as Eugene unrelentingly pummeled his daughter. Tiffany in turn used his excitement to increase her own, and as Eugene's orgasm welled up in him, she drew from its power, too.
How can the ecstasy of an unrestrained climax deep inside your own, sex-oozing daughter ever hope to be described? Undulating waves of hot tickles; a sex itch that spreads throughout the body; a supreme instinctive power of sheer sensation taking you over, controlling your moves to ensure the completion of the procreational imperative.
In the end, the infinite emotional and sexual sweetness Eugene felt as he made hard love to the flesh of his flesh sent him over the edge, explosively exhausting his white fluid, saturating his daughter's loins with the fruits of his own.
In part blurry passion and part despairing shame at the unspeakable act, Eugene moaned out his supreme sexual pleasure as he unloaded himself into sweet, sweet Tiffany in quaking burst after quaking burst. As he hazily dislodged his slimy shaft from his youngest daughter's pussy, Eugene finally realized, and accepted, that everything was different now. The time for regrets was past.
After that, nothing was forbidden. Eugene could take his daughters, and they him, anytime, anywhere, any hole, any perverse act?
It's the way it was in these parts of the world.

Stop, Don't Fuck Your Daughter!
Don Elliott

Pornography got me into trouble. I wasn't tech savvy enough to password protect the adult sites I was visiting on my family's computer or even delete the history screens. That was how my daughter learned about my obsession with incest, a shameful fetish I've carried with me ever since I was twelve and found that my father kept a stash of magazines about father/daughter and mother/son incest. Those magazines were my first exposure to pornography and they unleashed a shameful desire in my soul.
I've never desired to sleep with my mother, and until recently I didn't have any thoughts about my daughter, Jennifer. I was proud of her like any father. She had achieved excellent grades throughout school and got a large scholarship to a private college that she is starting at this fall. Never tried out for the cheerleading squad but she ran every morning and kept herself in good shape. She's a pretty girl, no doubt. She has brunette hair and blue eyes. She was 5'3", 102 pounds. Her breasts were perky and her ass shapely. She didn't dress like a slut, but I couldn't help noticing that once she started shopping for herself there were a few more thong panties in the hamper and lacy bras I know aren't my wife's.
The trouble started three weeks ago when I came home a bit early from work, feeling a little under the weather. Jenny was home on summer break and her car was in the driveway. I was looking forward to sitting around watching movies with her. When I came in, I just caught Jenny rushing up the stairs to her bedroom.
�Hi Dad,� she shouted, �I'll be down in a bit. I forgot that I had to call Cheryl.�
�No problem, Jenny. Just came home with the sniffles. Was hoping we could watch a movie while I got myself back on track.�
I thought it was a little strange that Jenny wouldn't have asked why I was home a good four hours early and couldn't imagine what was going on with Cheryl that was so urgent. Before changing into some pajamas and popping a few aspirin, I went to the family's computer to check my work e-mail to see if anything urgent was in my inbox. I turned on the monitor and to my horror the Web browser was open to one of the father/daughter incest sites. I felt the blood rush from my face and my stomach bottomed out. Jenny knew. She must have been reading it when I came in and panicked when she heard me come in the door. In her confusion she must have forgotten to close the browser.
�Fuck me with a ten foot tree,� I said.
I went downstairs to the laundry room to look for some more comfortable clothes, afraid of encountering Jenny upstairs near my bedroom. I felt like a jackass who had just destroyed his relationship with his daughter. How was Jenny going to understand that it was just a porn fetish and that I didn't want to have sex with her? Jenny has had boyfriends and I'm sure she understands sex, but I'm just as sure the idea of her dad wanting to fuck her would make her skin crawl. I'd have to tell my wife at some point, and she would never understand why I'm masturbating to incest porn while she's upstairs asleep. My wife and I had great sex, but I still had this thing. It occurred to me that I may have to get a divorce and never see my wife or daughter again.
Then I heard Jenny come downstairs.
�Dad?!�
She didn't sound mad and I realized that she might want to play it like nothing happened. Then I realized I left the monitor on and she would know that I knew. Hell, she might even have been hoping to clear the screen before I saw.
I took the basement stairs two at a time hoping to get to the living room before Jenny and turn off the monitor. She was standing in the living room looking as ashen as I knew I did. My intestines quaked and I breathed in, but forgot for a few seconds to breathe out. When I did, everything just came out.
�I'm so sorry, Jenny,� I said, �I never wanted you to see any of that. You have to believe that what I look at online, well, it just doesn't involve you.�
Her eyes were tearing up. �How could it not involve me, dad? You aren't looking at those stories for their literary merit. You shouldn't think about fucking your own daughter.�
�Jenny, I'm sorry, but you have to believe me. I never think about you. I think about the people in the stories. For me, it happening to other families?�
I stopped there. I didn't want to tell my daughter that reading about other fathers fucking their daughters gets me hard. I didn't want to think about Jenny thinking about me jacking off to those kinds of stories.
�You don't think about me?� she said. It almost seemed like she was hurt.
�No. No.�
�You don't think I'm pretty?�
�Jenny, look, it isn't that. I'm not trying to reject you, but you're my daughter that's all. I think you're beautiful, but?�
�You don't want to fuck me?�
Tears were streaming down her face and her skin was read. She practically shouted that last question at me.
�Jesus Joseph and Mary, Jenny. What's the matter with you? I'm so sorry I've hurt and confused you like this.�
�What's the matter with you?!?!?!?� she yelled and slapped me.
I grabbed both her hands. I noticed that her hands smelled like cunt, but figured she had probably masturbated earlier that day.
�I'm going to tell mom what you do,� she threatened, �I'm going to tell her that you fuck yourself every night thinking about other fathers doing their daughters, but that you think I'm too ugly.�
�Jenny, you're getting confused.�
�Why'd you let me read that, dad? Do you know what that did to my head?�
She collapsed in my arms sobbing. I felt terrible. I had introduced my daughter to my own shame. The story had been a turn-on for her and she had been upstairs masturbating thinking she was safe, like I thought I was safe.
�It's okay, Jenny. Don't cry. It doesn't mean anything. You can find it hot. I promise.�
�But I thought about you,� she said into my chest.
�What?�
She pulled her head up. �I thought about you.�
I looked at my daughter, her long auburn hair was soaked with tears and clung to her cheeks. Her eyes were puffy and red and her nose was runny. As I brushed her hair away I felt my cock begin to stir.
�It's okay to think about me,� I said. �I promise.�
�Then why don't you think about me?�
I had never thought about it, honestly. My daughter was beautiful. Her tits were firm and her round ass appealed to that part of me that likes to spank, but I when I read those stories I never placed her image between my legs sucking my cock. I knew why.
�I am afraid to think about you, Jenny. It's wrong. I thought it would make me a pervert.�
�Itdoes,�she said, laughing through her tears.
I pulled her hair back again. Then I kissed her forehead.
�I'm sorry this happened,� I said.
Then I kissed her on the cheek. Then our lips met. Panic overwhelmed me, but my cock became hard.
�Jenny,� I said, and kissed her gently again.
�Please,� she said.
Our mouths opened and our tongues met. Her lips were soft and salty from her tears. I ran my hand through her hair. She broke away and began to kiss my neck. I started to cry.
�What are we doing?� I said, but she bit me and I stopped speaking.
Our lips met again and my hands moved along her back. I placed my fingers into the arch of her lower back and flattened my hands. I shoved them downward and cupped her firm, runner's ass through her jeans. She hugged me tightly around my neck. I pulled my hands back up and slid them under the fabric of her t-shirt, holding her soft, small love handles. She pulled away slightly and my hands cupped her breasts. My thumb traced over the fabric of her lacy bra, circling her hard nipple.
We broke our kiss and I pulled her shirt over her head. I then reached around and unsnapped her bra. Her breasts were beautiful and firm and her lips quivered as she looked at me looking at her. I grabber her face with my right hand and brought her eyes to mine.
�Are you okay?�
�I don't know,� she answered.
�Do you want to stop?�
�No.�
I got on my knees and took her nipple into her mouth. With my left hand I caressed her belly and her right breast. Then I switched. Jennifer ran her hands through my hair and I began to fumble with the buttons of her jeans. I yanked them off.
I grabbed her hands and pulled her down to the floor, turning her around so her back was to me. I pushed her downward so she was lying on her stomach and put my weigh on top of her, my cock pressing into her ass cheeks. I bit kissed her neck and then worked my way down her back. I liked the entire length and then sat up and looked at her firm teenage ass in her thong panties.
�You are sobad,�I said and then smacked her right cheek with medium strength.
She let out a little gasp. I spread her legs apart and rubbed her cunt through the thin materials of her panties with my left hand.
�You aresobad,� I said again and spanked her with my right hand.
She moaned and I pressed my thumb between the covered lips of her pussy. I grabbed her hips and lifted her waist so only her face and arms were on the ground.
�What do you want me to do?� I asked, still rubbing her cunt.
�You know,� she said.
I slapped her left cheek this time. �I want to hear you say it. What do you want me to do?�
�I want you to fuck me,� she said.
A part of me said stop, don't fuck your daughter, but a stronger part of me pulled her panties to the side and made me lick her cunt from behind. I circled her clit and shoved my thumbs into the wet folds of her pussy. Her cunt tasted like heaven. She bucked against my hand. I withdrew my thumb and licked from her clit to her asshole circling both end-points for extended amounts of time. I could tell my daughter was no virgin. With her asshole lubed up with my spit I went back to her clit and shoved the first two knuckles of my pinky finger into her tight ass.
�That feels so good,� she said. �I'm going to come soon if you don't stop.�
�What do you want?�
�I want your cock,� she said.
�Roll over,� I told her.
I undressed and watched my daughter rub her clit in anticipation of fucking her father. I crawled over her and straddled her chest, rubbing my cock between her soft B-cups.
�Suck it a little,� I said.
She lifted her head and put the tip of my cock in her mouth. I reached around the back of her head to support her and thrust myself deeper into her mouth. I so wanted to come in her mouth, but I still had to fuck her tasty twat.
I pulled out of her mouth and crawled back down her body. I positioned myself between her legs and slowly shoved the head of my cock in. I sat up and rubbed her clit, moving my cock slightly. She arched her hips upward and I pulled back.
I said, �We play by daddy's rules.�
�But I want itso bad,�she said.
�What do you want?�
�I want your cock deep inside of me.�
With that I shoved my cock all the way in and bent over to kiss my lovely daughter.
�I love you so much,� I said.
�I love you too, Dad,� she said.
�I want you to rub your clit while I fuck you,� I said.
She reached down and started to rub. I began to thrust with vigor, rubbing her breast and biting her nipples. Jenny's face contorted with pleasure and she moaned into my mouth as I kissed her.
I felt my orgasm approaching.
�Jenny, I'm going to come soon. I can't come in you. Where do you want it?�
�Wherever you want to,� she said.
I sat back up and moved her hand from her clit. While still thrusting into her wet snatch I rubbed her swollen clitoris with my thumb fast.
�Daddy,� she said, �I'm going to come.�
�Do it,� I told her, �I want you to baby. I want to feel you come all around my cock and them I'm going to come around your tits.�
Just then her cunt began to contract around the walls of my cock and her body began to flay and roll as her orgasm overpowered her. I was getting close so I pulled out and kissed.
�I'm going to come all over your tits, baby,� I said and then straddled her belly again.
I took my cock in my hand and jacked off while rubbing it across her tits and shot load after load across them.
I bent down and licked some off and then kissed. She was still panting. I fell on the floor beside her. A wave of guilt rushed over me, but I looked over at Jenny and saw that she was feeling the same. I didn't want to cause her any more pain that I already had that day, so I focused on my love for her and the intensity of our act. I smiled at her and she smiled back.
�Dad, that was amazing.�
�I just don't know what happens next.�
�We'll figure it out,� she said. �I mean, what the hell, huh?�
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