Sisters and Daughters 

(Author’s note: This is one of those “slow build” stories with some of the “action” taking place in the minds and imaginations of the characters. But for those that like these kind of stories, it should pay off if you stick with. At least I hope it does! And there’s room for an “epilogue” if there’s demand for it! Enjoy!)

 

1. Dawn

Sometimes life is funny. You think things are going to turn out one way, and they end up turning out completely different. And sometimes, the twist and turns of fate get truly weird and unexpected for everyone involved. This is one of those stories.

My name is Dawn Weaver and I'm 15 years old. I'm a freshman at Parker High School, and I'm the younger daughter in a relatively normal Midwest family of four. Well, we were normal until recently. But more on that later. 

My sister's name is Jill. She's one grade ahead of me at school and 16 years old. Jill has always been the "golden child" in the family. She is smart, outgoing, athletic, and popular. Oh, and to top it all off, she's gorgeous. She's 5' 5", about 115 lbs., has long flowing blonde hair---she gets that from our Mom--blue eyes, an incredibly round butt and really big boobs. In fact, she'd probably have the biggest boobs in school if it weren't for me. It's probably the only thing I have on her, so far. She wears a size 34 DD bra. Me? 34 DDD. Both Jill and I got our overdeveloped chests early, around age 12, but I guess mine are on a more, um, "accelerated" schedule. Size DD breasts on a 16 year old are obviously rare, but DDD on a 15 year old? It’s a little ridiculous. But I don’t know what to say…I just stopped fitting in the DD bras last year, and now I have to order bras specially made for me. For the most part, Jill’s always been more comfortable having ginormous boobs than I have, but I suppose I’m getting used to them. Besides, there’s not much I can do about it anyway. I wouldn’t want to get surgery, so I guess I just have to wait until I grow into them. (If that can actually happen!)

As far as our facial features, Jill and I are definitely similar--same button nose, same smile, same blue eyes, even the same dimples. In fact, a lot of girls at school call us the “Boobsie Twins.” We do look like sisters, but that's where the similarities end. I have dark hair, around shoulder length, and I'm a few inches shorter...which of course makes my boobs look even bigger. While Jill is perfectly built, and totally comfortable in her skin, I'm more disproportioned and a little more awkward. Jill's got this phenomenal butt to go along with her big chest and my butt is smaller, so it looks like I'm going to tip over from being so top heavy. 

I’m just as smart as Jill—we both get straight A’s—but I’m more into writing and painting and music, while Jill is more into student government and sports. And while Jill has a ton of friends and is always going to parties, I’m happier with just my few close friends and don’t go out too much. I’m a bit shy I guess you could say, and Jill is always very outgoing and social.

Now you might think that because we’re different that Jill and I don’t get along, but nothing could be further from the truth. In fact, we are closer to each other than we are with anyone else. Yes, there are times I may be a bit jealous of how much attention Jill gets, and how beautiful she is. But I’ll be honest…I’m pretty darn cute myself! (I hope that doesn’t sound like I’m bragging) But aside from all that, Jill and I have a great relationship. She’s been an awesome big sister, and she’s never let me feel like I was second rate at all. We have lots of fun together and ever since we were little, we’ve told each other everything. In fact, I’m the only one who knows about Jill’s…well…“other” life. 

You see, to most people, Jill is an upstanding, straight-laced girl. She has a long term boyfriend, Mike, and she has fun, yes, but she doesn’t drink or smoke or do drugs. She’s never late for school, and is always polite and is never in trouble. So most people couldn't imagine Jill having a "bad" side at all. Well I’m here to tell you she does. Not that I’m trying to tell on her or even that I think what she’s doing is wrong…it’s just her “bad” side is how all this stuff started. 

     Here’s the thing: Jill is absolutely sex crazy. Ever since she kissed her first boy at age 12, she has carried out a secret life that keeps getting weirder and weirder. I’m the only person she’s ever told. And she’s told me everything. Like the fact that only a few months after she had kissed a boy for the first time she not only let another boy feel her up and put his hand down her pants! At age 13 she gave her first blow job and at age 14 she had sex with an older boy from another town. The boy told her it was the most amazing experience he had, and for some reason Jill really loved that. (For a while he kept calling, but one day he stopped, and Jill just said she “took care of it” with a smile.) She would tell me that she loved the fact that her body could drive a boy so crazy. Well, considering her she was already wearing a size DD bra at that age, it’s hard not to see why her body would do that to other boys. 

The more sex she had with different boys, the more she wanted, and eventually she even started doing it with men she met online. Each night it happened, she’d come home, come up to my room and tell me the whole story in total detail. I couldn’t believe the way she talked! At one point she started watching porn so she could learn new ways to turn a guy on, so she’d tell me about all these positions she tried, how she’d talk dirty to them and how she’d tell them where to “cum.” “A girl like me,” she’d tell me. “They always want to cum on my boobs. Drives them nuts!” 

     Now at first I was a bit shocked, because it was so unlike her and it happened so fast. But I also worried for her for a little bit. Older guys in other towns was one thing, but meeting actual men online seemed really dangerous to me. Plus I was sure at some point she’d get caught. But after a while, Jill seemed to somehow avert all danger and any suspicion. I’d ask her about it, but she just told me to just trust her: she knew how to keep safe. Jill is super smart and the way she grinned when she said it made me feel like she had something pretty well worked out. So eventually, I stopped worrying. 

     But all this is yet another difference between Jill and me. Because up until a few weeks ago, when everything…happened…I hadn't done anything with boys. Sure, because I'm cute and have enormous boobs, boys have been interested in me. And I've fooled around a bit, kissed a few here and there and once let my friend Tim go up my shirt. (Just on top of the bra…he got so excited I thought he was going to burst through his pants. I think he knew I was big…but not that big! He could barely handle them with one hand!) But as for sex or anything close to it, I've never done a thing. I guess some of it stems from being so developed at an early age--I've never felt totally comfortable with my body. But I've also sort of wanted to save it for a special boy or a special occasion, and it just hadn't happened yet. 

     At first, when Jill would tell me her stories, I would be kinda grossed out. I just couldn't imagine doing all those things with anyone. But eventually I became curious. I guess it started when I was about a year ago when I was 14. Jill had come home after being out and she told me the story:

It was the first time she had sex with an older guy that she met online. He was in his 40s she said, and Jill had been talking to him online for a long time. He talked to her about all of his fantasies, and revealed he was a teacher and sometimes fantasized about one of his students. A cheerleader who was blond and had big boobs…just like Jill. So eventually Jill told this guy that she would pretend to be this cheerleader for him. Jill used to cheerlead so she took her old outfit out and met this man at his house. His wife was away for the weekend. They played out this whole scene together. She was sitting in the front row of his "class" and flirted with him and eventually seduced him just like he dreamed of. Jill talked about how this particular man liked it when she was on top and facing the other way. "Cowgirl" I think she called it. So she was bouncing up and down on him in her cheerleader outfit, calling him "Mr. Stevens" while he called out the name of the girl in his class. Jill said he didn't last long and was so excited he pulled out and came on her butt very quickly.  And of course, Mr. Stevens was blown away, saying it was the most incredible sexual experience of his life. As Jill said with a smile, "They always say that."

     Now I had heard all of Jill's stories up to this point, but for some reason this one was different. It really turned me on to hear it. I don't know why. Maybe it was because at the time I had a crush on my English teacher, Mr. Tallet, and it had me wondering whether he thought of me that way. Maybe because it was an older guy and Jill, this 16 year old girl, had blown him away like he had never been before. And maybe it was because they had been pretending, or "role-playing" as Jill called it, and she could be whoever he wanted her to be. For some reason, all these things turned me on so much and seemed to awaken something in me. 

It’s not like I ran out and had sex. In fact it didn’t change the way I was with boys at all. But my fantasy life went into overdrive. I started to think of all of these crazy scenarios with boys in my school, my teachers, older guys. I masturbated all the time and even started to watch some of the porno DVDs Jill had—which gave me even more ideas! I loved thinking about blowing guys away with my body, especially my boobs. For some reason it turned me on to think that I had something even Jill didn’t have to attract men. Although it’s not like she was much smaller than me in that department, I still liked the idea that not many girls my age had my, um, gifts. 

I also liked the idea of “pretending” like Jill did with Mr. Stevens, of being the ultimate fantasy girl for a guy, being whatever they wanted—a cheerleader they know, a friend from camp, that big breasted girl down the street. I would let my imagination run wild thinking of all the different ways I could turn a guy on and all the different “girls” I could be.

During this time, I didn’t tell Jill about what was going on. It was the first time I ever kept something from her. I felt kinda bad about that, but I was also embarrassed to get into with her. Plus I kinda liked that this was my secret thing, in my head, even though Jill’s stories just pushed my imagination even further. To everyone else, including Jill and my parents, I didn’t change much on the outside. I kept wearing the same clothes, and still remained quiet and shy around boys. But inside, things were totally changing. And eventually, Jill’s adventures rubbed off on me in a way that would lead to everything that happened recently. After a while of just listening to her stories, watching the porn and using my imagination, I decided to take things to another level. I decided to try and talk to men online, just like Jill did. 

I'll admit, at first it was a little awkward. I would go into certain chat rooms that Jill talked about and I'd be overwhelmed by the number of guys IMing me. I'd try to talk to some of them but it would be hard to keep track of all the conversations and most of them were just stupid idiots that would say they'd want my photo or to, you know, "fuck me" right off the bat. It wasn't very fun, so I decided I'd be more selective. I looked for chat rooms with specific topics, especially ones where guys wanted to pretend. It took a while, but I finally found a topic that might work.

 The room title was "bigboobskoolgurl" and there was one guy in there. I started chatting with him--he told me his name was Bill, he was 52 years old, and that he liked young girls with really big boobs. I told him about myself, and of course he was really excited to talk to me. He asked me all sorts of questions about how I looked, when I grew my boobs, if I've ever had sex, that sort of thing. I was just honest with him and he seemed to appreciate that. 

Eventually he told me he had a specific fantasy about one of his daughter's friends from her Catholic girl's school and wondered if I'd play it out with him. It sounded like fun so I gave it a try. He wanted to pretend that he had to drop me off at home after having dinner with his daughter and his family at his house. In the fantasy, I had come home with his daughter after school so I was still in my school uniform. Jill had told me that some guys she met liked sweet and innocent girls, and some liked more slutty and seductive girls. Bill definitely wanted me to play it more shy and innocent, and wanted to lead the action, which was fine by me since I never had done this kind of thing before. It was kind of like we were writing a story and I was playing a part, and it kinda went something like this:

     As Bill was driving me home he was asking all sorts of questions about me, about boyfriends, and about sex. At first I acted as though I was uncomfortable, as I was a virgin and his daughter's friend. Eventually he pulled the car over and asked, directly but sweetly, if he could see my boobs. I played very shy and embarrassed, but I then started to nervously unbutton my blouse, then unhooked my bra. He then took his cock out and started stroking it, asking me to cup my boobs and jiggle them a little. He kept telling me how hot it made him and that he wanted to spray his cum all over my tits. (As we were playing online, I felt so overcome with how exciting the scene was, the thought of my huge boobs turning him on so much, I started to touch myself with one hand and type with the other. I imagined it was really happening. Bill, however, stopped typing. He then came back and said he came faster than he thought he would and asked if we could resume in a few minutes. I loved it!) Then, after watching me rub his cum into my breasts, he asked if he could show me how to give a blow job. I really got into it, typing that I was in the car in my little plaid skirt with my shirt open, my head bouncing up and down on Bill's cock as he gave me instructions. I was really rubbing myself as Bill told me he was ready to cum. He said he wanted to cum on my cute face, then he pulled his cock out of my mouth and shot his cum all over my lips and cheeks. As I imagined this and rubbed myself, I had such a huge orgasm I thought I was going to fall out of the chair. 

     It was an incredible experience, and one I would do many more times. I just got better and better at it, pretending to be all sorts of girls. Slutty bad girls, cheerleaders, innocent school girls, prostitutes. (I even got to play out my own “Mr. Tallet” fantasy with one willing guy.) All of this opened up my imagination in ways I didn't think possible. But I would never chat with a guy more than once, even though they all asked, and I never sent a photo or met with them, even though lots of them asked. I just liked keeping it online and really didn’t think I’d want my first time to happen this way.

     I learned a lot about what guys fantasize about, and quickly learned what I liked and didn’t like. For example, some guys were into tying girls up and stuff, and I really didn’t like that at all. But then one night, Jill came home and told me a story that would blow my fantasy life wide open…and would change everything.

 

 

2. Jill

I knew he wouldn’t last five minutes.  Most of them don’t. 

I got up on the hotel bed on all fours with nothing on except a pair of short shorts and some white socks pulled up. My tits swayed as I turned my ass towards him and then reached back and slowly pulled down my shorts. I could hear him stroking himself and let out a slight moan when he got a look at my ass, which is so round and silky it almost rivals my boobs as my best feature. (Almost, but not quite…my puppies are unbelievable.) With my shorts bunched up around my knees, I turned my head around and gave him my best, innocent, nervous look.

“I’m ready Daddy,” I said, very quietly and shy.

He gave a noise that made me think he was going to cum before even putting it in me. (It’s happened before). But then he got a hold of himself and slowly came up from behind.

“Are you my good little girl?,” he asked.

“Oh, yes, Daddy, I’m you’re good little girl,” I said.

“And you want Daddy to put it inside of you?,” he asked.

“Yes Daddy, I’m ready to give you my virginity,” I breathily replied.

With that, I felt his cock inch slowly inside of my pussy. His hands gripped my ass, and he pushed all the way in until his thighs pressed against me. I let out a moan, pretending it was a little painful, but not so much that it would freak him out.

“It’s…its really tight Daddy.”

He could barely talk. He just started to moan louder and louder as he thrust in and out, my ass clapping against his thighs, my blond pigtails bouncing.

“Oh Daddy, that feels so good! I can’t believe I’m letting my Daddy do this to me!”

I could feel his cock throbbing inside of me and I knew he was close. He reached underneath to feel my huge tits. I tilted myself in such a way that let him feel just how heavy and soft they are, jiggling with each thrust. Then, knowing his buttons so well by now, I pulled out the big guns.

“Daddy, look how big they are! Your little daughter grew such big boobs and you’re the first guy to feel them while fucking me from behind!”

That was all it took. He let out a moan and called out: “Oh Maggie!”

He pulled out his cock, and I felt the warm cum streak across my butt and my back. It felt like he came longer than he actually fucked me, and I was sure it was the most incredible orgasm of his life. 

How do I know this? Because they always tell me that…but before I get into I get into how that exchange usually goes, let me explain a few things.

First, of all, my name isn’t Maggie. It’s Jill. Jill Weaver. And as you might have guessed, the guy was not my real Dad. His name is Jim, he’s in his late 40s, and he’s married with two kids. I met him in online a few months ago, and after chatting many times both online and on the phone, we agreed to meet at this hotel in his town. 

Before this meeting, he had never called me Maggie. He thought my name was “Kim” as that is what I usually go by online. But, you see, he has a daughter named Maggie. She’s blond, like me, and has really big boobs for her age. (She’s 15, a year younger than me.) And recently Jim has had fantasies about fucking Maggie. Lots of them. And he shared every single one of them with me. We started out by playing them out online, then over the phone. (I’ve become quite good at phonesex as well.) Finally, I agreed we could meet and do everything for real, and that I would be Maggie for him. 

I made sure to get all of the details right. He had sent me his favorite photos of Maggie so I put my hair up in pigtails just like he liked, and even did my nails the same color she wore. I wore the shorts, socks and t-shirt he wanted, I spoke the way she did (soft and shy), and I even used a few phrases she always used. 

At the hotel and we played out a whole scene: Maggie was very shy about her big boobs and the girls at school made fun of her, so her Daddy comforted her and made her feel better about her body—in more ways than one. I said all the things he wanted me to and I let him fuck me in the position he wanted. In short, I was the next best thing to fucking the real Maggie, which he said he would never do. I was the perfect fantasy girl, and best of all I asked for nothing in return, except for one thing…

Jim collapsed next to me, breathing heavily. My shorts were still bunched up around my knees and I could feel his cum slide down my back. At first I thought he'd cum so hard that I had given him a stroke, but after a few minutes, he said it:

"Oh god Kim, that was unbelievable. I've never had an orgasm like that. When can I see you again?"

Here was the time for "the talk."

"Oh Jim, that was a lot of fun. It was sooo hot. Really. But I'm afraid I can only do this once. It's kinda hard to explain, but it’s just gotta be this way.” 

I could sense he was about to say something, but I knew from experience it was best to just keep talking:

“I know you want to see me again, but I also know you don’t want a whole lot of hassles…like you’re wife finding out what we just did, or the police, or even Maggie. Can you imagine what that would be like? Wow. If I were to go down to Harris High and tell your daughter and her friends that her Dad had me pretend that I was her while fucking me? And show her some printouts of the online chats we’ve had about her? Wow. She would be really freaked out I imagine. And she’d probably tell your wife, right? Well I don’t want that to happen. Ever. And you know what? As long as you never e-mail, call, or try to see me again, it won’t.”

I didn’t need to turn around. I knew he was disappointed, but I also knew I he understood. They always did. I only did this with guys who had something to lose, and guys I could find out info on. Like Maggie. Jim didn’t realize I found out where Maggie went to school, or where his wife worked, or the country club he belonged to. And has soon as he found out I did, I knew I was safe. 

I felt bad. I knew he was “marked” now. But I think not fucking me again is a small price to pay for what I gave him. Besides, I just couldn’t have these guys calling and wanting to be my boyfriend. I already had one of those, sweet Mike. (Who still thinks I’m a virgin.) These guys are different. They’re all just, well, sorta “projects.” Not that I don’t enjoy it. I really really do. But I myself have never had an orgasm during sex with one of these guys. That…comes later.

After I do this, and go home and tell the details to my awesome younger sister Dawn, who always has been a great listener and is my best friend. Then I usually go into my room and replay it all in my head, like I was watching a porn film, and rub my clit until I come. And, wow, do I come! Nothing gets me hotter than thinking about how much I blow these guys away, and I usually can get off on one “encounter” for a couple months before I want to find another. To think this all started so innocently…

I was 12 when I kissed my first boy. I was at Camp Wompanog, and I had major crush on a boy named Bill. At that point I was really awkward (kinda like Dawn is now) because I was already wearing a D sized bra and was so embarrassed by them. I was as cute as I am now, for sure, but I didn’t carry myself with the same confidence I have now. One night I found myself with Bill out by the lake and he told me he liked me and we kissed. It was with tongues and I was so excited I thought I would faint. He tried to go up my shirt but I didn’t let him. We just kissed all night and when I left him, he seemed even more into me than before.

In the days and weeks that followed at camp, Bill just wouldn’t leave me alone. It was as if the fact I didn’t let him touch my boobs drove him crazy and he wouldn’t stop until he had a chance. I mean, I guess I don’t blame him. Most 12 year old boys just had little bumps to play with on other 12 year old girls. I was kind of a freak, with a rack most boys could only dream of. But I soon realized that it really excited me that I drove Bill so nuts. Each time it would seem we’d have a chance to hook up again, I find a way out of it just to see how crazy it would make him. It was so weird. I really liked Bill and wanted to kiss him again, but for some reason the idea that he couldn’t stop thinking about me was even more exciting. Eventually, camp ended and I moved on…but I was definitely changed.

I started to masturbate at this time, and it pushed my curiosity about all sexual things. I really wanted to go further the next time I hooked up with a boy, and did I ever! A few months after Bill I met a boy a few towns over from us. After talking on the phone and flirting with him for a while, we met behind the movie theater in his town. I made out with him, let him feel my boobs and let him finger my pussy. He was so turned on and wanted me to touch his cock, but again, I wouldn’t. I saved that for the next guy. 

And on it went: Right after my 13th birthday I gave my first blow job. He had to show me what to do, but I quickly got the hang of it. A few months later I let a guy fuck my tits for the first time. Was that boy lucky!  You have no idea how many guys I’ve been with since that wished they were the first to cum on my boobs. Well this guy took full advantage of the opportunity. He was older, around 17 I think, and he knew he’d probably never have another chance to fuck a pair of 13 year old juggs like mine. To this day I don’t think I’ve ever seen a guy cum that much…when he pulled out of my cleavage he stroked it for what seemed like 5 minutes, coating almost every inch of them!

At 14 I had sex for the first time, and had spent months preparing for it by watching some porn videos. This guy didn’t know what hit him! It was painful at first, but I soon got over it and was so into it, watching how blow away this boy was fucking a 14 year old virgin. At 15 I did two boys at the same time—football players I met while on vacation in Florida. I sucked one of their cocks while the other fucked me from behind, and they took turns cumming on my tits. (How did I keep them from talking about our encounter? Let’s just say the top ten colleges they we’re recruited to wouldn’t want to see photos of them doing an underage girl.) And this year, wanting to push things even further, I started role-playing with older men I met online, like Jim. 

All the while, I remained the perfect student and daughter. I never got in trouble, I got a boyfriend (who I’ve only kissed and let him touch my boobs, poor Mike) and I did well in school. To everyone, except Dawn of course, I was a good girl…which only added to the excitement. 

After I left Jim and went home, as usual I filled Dawn in on everything. It was weird…my sister always was interested in my stories, but this time she seemed particularly fascinated by this one. She kept asking for more details and seemed amazed at the circumstances. I guess it was the strangest one I’ve done so far—a Dad fucking me pretending I was his real daughter. Nevertheless, later on I went to bed and started touching myself, thinking about my encounter with Jim. But this time, my imagination took me to places I didn’t expect.

I was thinking about Jim and his daughter Maggie. I wondered how that could happen. How a Dad could start thinking of his own daughter that way? At what point was Maggie his little girl bouncing on his knee, and then all of the sudden, a teen with huge tits that Jim can’t stop thinking of? I thought it must not just be the fact she was so young with such big boobs. He must have been turned on by the fact it was his own daughter, and that it was so wrong. Then it occurred to me…could my own Dad ever think that way about me? 

The minute I had the thought, I felt a warm, almost nauseous feeling in my stomach. I was instantly turned on and freaked out by the idea, but it overtook me. Could he? Has he ever looked at me that way? If so it must be torture for him. My Dad is the sweetest guy on the planet and he would never want to make me uncomfortable. But he’s a man, and I look an awful lot like Mom. It must be hard for him, I imagined. So turned on by my overdeveloped body, my fresh young face, and unable to touch me because I’m his little girl. Laying in my bed thinking about this, I started vigorously rubbing my clit. All I could think of was my Daddy, driven crazy thinking of me, wanting desperately to fuck me but knowing he couldn’t. Desperately wanting to be the first guy to do everything with his little girl. And if he would finally be able to have me, it would be the greatest experience of his life and he’d never, ever forget it. He would be so marked by me. His good little girl!

With this thought I was shocked with waves of pleasure as I rubbed my clit. I had orgasm like I’ve never experienced, and just lay there, breathing heavily.

I knew it was wrong. I knew I shouldn’t even try it. I knew it could ruin everything and would be going too far. But that’s what I liked…to keep pushing it. And I just couldn’t get the idea out of my head. It would be the greatest project ever: to seduce my own Daddy! 

 

 

3. Dad

I had always figured this would catch up with me in some way. But I had never thought in my wildest imagination it would go this far. And now I have no idea what to do. But first, how I got…here.

     My name is Jack Weaver and I’m 45 years old. I live in the Midwest, have a beautiful wife, Stacy, and two beautiful daughters, Jill, 16, and Dawn, 15. I guess my life had been relatively normal up until about two or three years ago. My wife and I had a wonderful relationship: we started dating in college, got married shortly afterwards and had Jill when we were 29. No woman had ever turned me on quite like Stacy. I’ve always been a fan of larger breasted girls, and she had, and has, quite a pair of sized 36D boobs. She knows it too. The first time we had sex I remember she told me to pull out and cum on her tits, and I think I was hooked, sexually, from then on out. She was this prim and proper blonde debutante from a wealthy family, and she was saying things and doing things with her body I never expected. She was always adventurous in bed well into our marriage and even after we had kids and jobs and not a lot of time for one another. We really connected on so many levels, and Stacy has always been my deepest love.

     But about five years ago, Stacy got a new job at a big law firm downtown. I was really thrilled for her at the time…she had worked really hard and was so ambitious that I felt she really deserved it. Between the two of us, we had money coming in hand over fist, and in the beginning it was great. But soon after, we started to drift apart. It’s been one of those slow, almost unrecognizable drifts and five years later I find myself barely knowing her. At first it was just the late nights working on cases. She would crawl into bed around midnight and we’d barely say a word to each other because she was so tired. Then she started missing dates and canceling trips we had planned, and we eventually stopped having sex altogether. 

     I suppose I should have said something. We’d have talks, but they’d never seemed to go anywhere and I eventually gave up. It was around this time I started finding my sexual release through porn, like I did when I was a teenager. I wasn’t thrilled about it, but I had to do something. I would never cheat on Stacy, and I figured it was the best option. 

When I got back into porn after all this time, I was surprised to find how specialized it had gotten. If you liked short, fat Asian chicks, there was a website out there for you I was sure. I, of course, gravitated to big tit porn. Specifically, natural big tit porn. (I have always hated fake boobs…think they look and feel ridiculous.) I was amazed at how much was out there. All these young performers I’d never heard of with these huge, natural boobs. It was amazing—these women made my wife look small—and I found myself really attracted to the girls with DD and bigger breasts. 

Eventually, my interests became even more “specialized” myself. Because what I really liked, was any porn involving “barely legal” girls with big tits. There wasn’t too much out there—most guys into the barely legal stuff like their girls flat—but what I did find totally fueled my imagination. Girls in schoolgirl outfits, or cheerleader outfits really turned me on, and in my fantasy life I started imagining myself back in high school, fucking some cheerleader with huge juggs or showing some innocent girlfriend how to give me a blow job. 

As time went on, my fantasies got more complex and involved, and I found porn wasn’t enough. Sure it was great to see all those big tits swaying and getting fucked and cummed on, but it was limited. As good looking as many of the girls were, they were always dressed and made up like prostitutes, it seemed, even if they we’re supposed to be “innocent” schoolgirls. That, plus the tattoos and over-the-top yelling, made it too unrealistic to fully satisfy my fantasy life.

 One night while I was home (alone, of course, as Stacy was on a business trip) flipping through a copy of Voluptuous magazine, I came across one of the many adds for phone sex. I decided to give it a try. At first it was awkward, and the operators seemed to have the same “over-the-top” thing the porno girls did. But I shopped around and eventually found one who was willing to role-play a bit more. I asked her to pretend I was the star basketball player and she was the shy bookish girl in my class who happened to have enormous boobs. (This was based on reality, except of the basketball star part, there was such a girl I always had a secret crush on.) In this fantasy it was pretty simple…we were working on a school project and got to talking and things went from there. But the more I did phone sex (with porn as a visual aid while I talked to the girl) the more involved I liked the fantasies to be. Because unlike most guys—who just want to get to the fucking—for some reason I liked the build up and tension of the conversation and the scene just as much as the imagined fucking. Unfortunately, to get this experience with a phone sex service, you end up paying a lot of money. So I decided to try even another track.

I started to look online to see, if by chance, I could find like minded phone sex or chat partners. And although it took a while, I finally found what I was looking for. I carried out all sorts of fantasies online—all of them involving teenage girls with huge boobs—and for a while I felt pretty satisfied, given the state of my marriage and real sex life.  But one night, about two years ago, everything changed.

I was online and set up a chat room for role-play (titled “youngnstacked”), when I got an instant message from “AshleyDD” that said:

“Will you be my Daddy?”

Now it’s not like I didn’t know about dad-daughter incest fantasies. I had seen chat rooms devoted to it, and at the time it didn’t catch my attention. But the next message I got piqued my curiosity: 

     “My boobs have grown so big Daddy, and I get so much attention because I got ‘em so young…but I don’t know what to do about it.”

I decided to play along. The fantasy went on from there…I played the comforting, understanding Dad, and she played the shy, big titted teenage daughter confused about why guys liked big boobs so much. And to my surprise, I was turned on more than I had ever been. At the end of the role-play I was fucking her from behind and turned her around to come on her boobs, and I had an extremely intense orgasm.

     And that opened “Pandora’s box” so to speak. From then on, all of my fantasies revolved around dad-daughter incest, revolving around a young overdeveloped daughter. I especially grew to love fantasies where I was the daughter’s “first” for everything—first blow job, first tit fuck, first fuck—showing her how to use her blossoming body to please me and herself. I also loved the potential for the tension, about contemplating doing something so taboo and so awkward, but something that turned me on so much. In the chat rooms and with phone sex I explored every different scenario possible, each time I tried to make it seem as realistic and intense as possible. (I found this was another drawback to today’s porn—while in the 70s there were movies like “Taboo” that openly portrayed this subject, but the laws must have changed, because the only contemporary portrayals of this I could find were foreign and not very good. But regular big tit porn fulfilled some of the needs on a visual level.) 

     Now I know what you’re thinking: of course you had these fantasies! You have two teenage daughters of your own! Well, yes. And it just so happens both of them have enormous chests. But honestly, in the beginning, I never connected the two of them to the fantasy. Really! It was more the excitement of something new and unexplored to fuel my fantasy life. Their faces never even came to me when I was jerking off. But eventually, inevitably I suppose, that changed.

     At the time when all this started happening, Jill was 14 and Dawn was 13. And both of them developed their breasts early, fast and big. Of course I noticed, and Stacy talked to me about it, but at first my reaction was more “fatherly” or normal, really: I was mainly concerned about their self-esteem (and keeping boys away from them.) But after a few weeks of dad-daughter fantasizing, my mind went to them. It started as a curiosity, one which I resisted mightily. I knew it was a slippery slope, but in the back of my mind I knew both of my daughters were the embodiment of this incredibly powerful fantasy that had taken hold of me. 

I knew I would never touch one of them or make them uncomfortable—I could never risk screwing them up and would never want to harm them. Nevertheless, I found myself wondering about them: just how big had their boobs gotten? I found myself looking at them closer—always careful not to stare directly or be creepy—trying to get an idea of just how much they developed.

At first I mainly focused on Jill. The girls had different personalities and both reacted differently to their developed bodies. Jill, the more outgoing of the two, didn’t flaunt it, but she definitely didn’t hide it either. She’d wear tight sweaters or even show a bit of cleavage, where Dawn would wear big shirts and sweaters to cover them up. So it was easier catch a glimpse of her shape or cleavage here and there. Because of what I saw and the fact she’s older, I assumed she had the bigger chest. 

One night as we were getting ready for bed, Stacy said:

“Jill and I had to go to the mall again today to buy a new bra. Can you believe she’s already bigger than me?”

 I didn’t let on how much this excited me, of course, but I knew then I just had to find out. A few days later I came home from work early, making sure no one else was home. I went up into Jill’s room and found one of her bras. It was a black lace bra and the label, sure enough, said 32DD. At 14! I almost came immediately. I had resisted jerking off to my own daughters for a while—but now I couldn’t help myself. I went into my room and imagined a scenario based on what just happened. I imagined Jill had walked in on me holding her bra, and then a conversation ensuing about why I was there and interested in her bra size. I imagined her being her usual enthusiastic, good-girl self, wanting to please Daddy, and letting me fuck her huge young tits for the first time. It was a good thing no one was home at the time because I let out such a yell as I stroked my cock and came, everyone would have heard me. 

As I cleaned up, I felt both turned on and incredibly conflicted. I just jerked off thinking of my own daughter! What am I doing? But deep inside I knew two things: I would never, ever, act on these fantasies. And I had crossed a line that I could not come back from. Pandora ’s Box was truly opened.

A few days later I decided to find out how big Dawn had gotten. Again, I knew she had grown pretty fast, but I couldn’t tell how big because of the outfits she wore. I figured, at 13, she couldn’t be bigger than a D. I was wrong. My hands trembled as I held her plain white bra, beholding the DD cups. And she was barely 13! I couldn’t believe it. And right there, in my daughter’s room, I did probably the riskiest thing I’ve done in the past few years in regard to this stuff. I unbuckled my pants and let them fall to the floor and start jerking off into Dawn’s bra. I was so turned on that this bra held my youngest daughter’s enormous tits. I imagined her hiding them from the world, but showing them to me—in her own shy, quiet way—and asking me to show her how to use them to please a boy. I imagined talking to her about blow jobs, and fucking and tit fucking and then jerking off on to her gigantic mounds as she laid back in her bed. My cum shot out into her bra cups, and I called out Dawn’s name, again lucky no one was home. 

I stood there, breathing heavily and holding Dawn’s sticky bra. I quickly pulled up my pants and ran down to the laundry room. I scrubbed off my cum and threw it into the wash, praying that Dawn wouldn’t notice it missing. As far as I know, she never did—and in the following months I got such a thrill thinking she might be wearing the bra I came on. 

But as I said, this was basically the riskiest thing I did for the next couple of years. I never played around with their bras again (even when I found out, through Stacy, that Dawn had grown into a DDD at age 14.) Nor did I gawk at them, walk in on them changing or try to sneak peeks at them naked. I acted completely normal around them, never got hard when I hugged them, never asked inappropriate questions. Somehow, despite all the temptation, I remained a good father and no one was the wiser.

Secretly, however, my fantasy life took off around Jill and Dawn. I thought about them equally, but differently. I developed particular detailed fantasies around the two of them, each fitting their personalities. (Oddly enough, I never thought of them both fucking me at the same time. It felt too over the top and unrealistic to me…as if the scenarios I was thinking about were realistic!) 

Eventually I had favorite fantasies that I would explore online and with phonesex. With Jill, it was always her seducing me. Jill is such an outgoing, personable girl, it seemed to fit that she would be the one making the first move. In my favorite fantasy with her, she decides that she wants to give me herself as a birthday present to me, all in the interest of fun and exploring sex for the first time. Now, because Jill is also a good girl, in the fantasy she doesn’t come on to me like a slut in heat. It starts with a sweet conversation where she reveals her ideas for my “present” and I at first resist. But eventually, unable to resist her charms or her built-for-sex body, I relent. She says she wants to give me whatever I want, to have her dress however I want, so I’d imagine her dressed in a cheerleader or schoolgirl outfit, and fucking her every way imaginable. I particularly liked ending the fantasy with me fucking her from behind, because besides her rack, Jill has got an amazing round ass. The thought of her bent over my bed, her skirt hiked up around her waist, enthusiastically telling me to fuck her from behind—her huge tits clapping together, her soft ass banging against me—was enough to make me come in no time.

When fantasizing about Dawn, it was mainly me that did the seducing. She’s just as sweet as Jill, but much more shy and reserved and inexperienced. And she also looked up to me a bit more than Jill. In one particularly favorite scenario, Dawn would come home from school unaware that a button on her shirt had fallen off, revealing her deep heaving cleavage and her too tight bra. As I talk to her I’d be unable to keep my eyes off of her chest and eventually she notices and is horribly embarrassed. It leads to a long talk about her boobs and how awkward she is about them, with me revealing that they actually turn me on. She eventually agrees to show them to me. First just in the bra, then with the bra off. As always, I love the tension, and particularly loved it when the conversation could be as real as possible. Sometimes with Dawn that particular fantasy didn’t even end with full sex…most of the time I just stick to her amazing tits and all the things she can do with them. I love thinking about her letting me give her her first titfuck, with her working her teenage juggs up and down my cock until I came, much to her surprise, coating the fleshy shelf her tits formed. 

 And that’s just a sample of the fantasies I explored over the next couple of years online and with phonesex. At first I would be coy with whoever I was chatting with about whether or not I actually had daughters…but eventually, with certain phonesex girls that were particularly good, I’d ask them to pretend they were my actual daughters. Some hung up the phone on me. Some were willing and asked lots of questions to get it right. 

As the months passed, the fantasies became more detailed and intense. But somehow I was able to keep it all a secret from Jill, Dawn, Stacy, everybody. And until a couple of months ago, I even thought I had reached a kind of happy equilibrium with everything. I could still be a good, non-creepy Dad, but fulfill these growing fantasies through other means. And then one night, when I least expected it, everything changed.

 

4. Dawn

The night Jill came home and told me about her encounter with Jim—the Dad who wanted to Jill to pretend she was his daughter while they did it—I was blown away. Yes, in my “adventures” online I had heard of incest stuff. And more than a few times I had been asked if I would do “dad-dau,” and it just didn’t interest me. 

     But then I heard Jill’s story.

     I just couldn’t believe that a real Dad could feel that way about his own daughter, it was crazy! It seemed so unbelievably wrong, but also completely fascinating to me. I listened to the story of her interactions with Jim and asked lots of questions, trying not to show her how excited it made me. I was particularly turned on by the fact that Jim’s daughter, Maggie, was exactly like me—shy, quiet, pretty and top heavy. It was amazing to me that a girl like that could drive her own father to go to such lengths to fulfill his fantasy. And the most incredible thing was—if everything Jill told me was true—Maggie didn’t even have a clue that she was doing this to her Dad! She was just going about her life…in fact, I thought, somewhere out there Maggie is asleep and has no idea that her father was out fucking a 16 year old girl made up to look and act like her! It was the most exciting and naughty thing I’d ever heard. 

 Jill finished telling me her tale and left my room, and within a minute my hand was down my panties. My pussy was already wet from hearing the story and I let out such a moan when I started rubbing my clit, I was afraid someone would hear me. Now, I know why a fantasy like this would turn Jill on: she sees it as a chance to “mark” another guy. And in this case, while she thought the Dad-daughter scenario was hot, she didn’t necessarily let on that she ever had those kind of thoughts about our Dad. Not me. What turned me on was the exact opposite—that I could be “marked” by my actual Daddy, Jack Weaver. 

Oh, I guess I haven’t mentioned this yet. I look up to my Dad like I do no one else. I’ve adored him since I was little, and I’ve always wanted his approval. He dotes on Jill and I just the same, but for me, his love was more important to me than anyone else’s. And it was only when Jill told me this story, and I heard about how a Dad could feel about his daughter, that I fully realized my true feelings about my Dad. I not only adored and loved him like a Dad—had a crush on him like I had never had before. It all became clear to me in an instant: all of my sexual feelings about Mr. Tallet or being someone’s ultimate fantasy girl all came back to the fact that I really wanted to be my Daddy’s fantasy girl.

And so I laid there that night, my nightshirt hiked up so I could massage one of my breasts while I rubbed my clit with my other hand, and for the first time masturbated thinking about my father. About getting his approval in the most special way a girl can, by giving myself to him. And in doing so, I would be “marked” by him forever. Most girl’s first times are with guys their own age, fumbling around with bra straps and condoms, too inexperienced to know what they are doing. But if my Daddy were to be my first, it would be the most amazing special experience of my life. 

I imagined my Daddy being so caring and gentle as he asked if he could remove my clothes. I imagined that I’d be trembling with excitement as he unhooked my bra and was blown away by the size of my boobs. I imagined him walking me through everything, the breast touching, the blow job, and the sex in different positions. I imagined him on top of me, thrusting his cock in and out of me, my big tits wobbling and my pussy wet with pleasure, fucking his little girl until she came!

But my pleasure isn't what turned me on the most, if you can believe it. The thing I focused on in my fantasy that night and in every one after it, was completely giving myself over to my Daddy for his sexual enjoyment. Not in some weird "dom-sub" way (yeah, I learned about that online too...didn't interest me). But in the sense that I so wanted to please my Daddy that I didn't want any energy going into my pleasure. That my body—and whatever my Daddy wanted to do with it—was all for him, so much so that I imagined I would downplay whatever pleasure I was experiencing, holding back on loudly moaning or losing control, even if I had an orgasm. I would remain the same reserved, shy, good girl my Daddy loves even if I was in ecstasy.

And in that spirit, even on that first night I fantasized about my Dad fucking me every way he wanted, I bit my lip and stifled a moan as I had the most intense orgasm I ever experienced, thinking of my Daddy pulling out and cumming all over my boobs. Because that’s what I imagined he would want more than anything, and that's what special girls with huge tits can do for a man. I was shocked by it all, how quickly this door had been opened in me. I laid their I couldn’t believe I just did what I did. I buried my head in my pillow and said out loud: “Oh no…I am in big trouble!”

     For the next weeks, I would masturbate every night thinking about my father. I became obsessed with the idea of sleeping with him, of giving him my virginity in every way, doing whatever I could to please him. I tired very hard during this time not to let on to my Daddy that I had these feelings. When I talked to him, however, there were times I couldn’t even look him in the face because I’d be thinking too much about him fucking me. At the same time I tried to gauge if he was hiding any of the same feelings for me. As much as I hoped it didn’t seem to me to be the case. There was one time I wore a particularly tight nightshirt to bed, which was rare for me. After I kissed my Daddy goodnight, I thought felt his eyes linger on my body a it longer than usual. But I decided I was being overly optimistic. 

     I had no idea what to do with all these feelings. I was far too shy and embarrassed to ever do anything, even though I felt like I might explode. Besides, even if by some miracle he did come on to me, even then I wouldn't let on that I felt this way, because in my fantasy all I wanted to do...is give. So initiating anything was out of the question. All I could do was wait for the impossible. I was one messed up girl for a while. 

     And then one day, it all came crashing down. I was in Jill’s room, looking to borrow a blouse of hers I liked, and I noticed her diary on the floor by her bed. It must have fallen off of her nightstand, and I picked it up to return it. But curiosity, for some reason, got the best of me. I knew I shouldn’t, but I opened it to her last entry. I felt my heart sink as I read about her plans for her next “mark:”

     “This is going to be the most unbelievable thing I’ve ever done. I am totally going through with it, on prom night. I’m totally going to seduce my Daddy!”

     I couldn’t believe my eyes. I never, in a million year, thought she could push it this far. I could never compete with Jill, not in this arena. She’s a master at seducing men, pushing the right buttons, driving them crazy. Not to mention she’s a knockout. I don’t think my Dad could resist her even if he wanted to. She was going to do it. And she was going to rob me of the one thing I wanted more than anything.  

     I was so mad. Jill always was better at everything than me, and now this. I know it wasn’t totally her fault. I mean, how could she have known I felt this way? But I could barely talk to her for a few days. I think she knew something was up, but I just couldn’t stomach the idea of talking to her about it.

     After a few days I calmed down and stopped being mad at Jill. But I felt totally depressed. I moped around home and school and couldn’t get my mind off what I was going to miss out on. On prom night, of all nights. I knew I had to come up with a plan to be out of the house that night. I couldn’t bear the thought of being under the same roof as my Daddy fucked Jill. Although it was the last thing I wanted to do, I knew I had to get a date to the prom. There was an older boy in my music class, Mark, that I knew had a crush on me and didn’t have a date. He was sweet, and kinda cute I guess. One day after our class, I told him that I really wanted to go to prom and he asked me if I’d go with him immediately. The guy could barely hide his excitement and surprise. And that’s not all he was going to be surprised by…

     In the days leading up to the prom, I remained very sad, but tried to embrace my fate the best I could. I even decided I was going to let Mark go all the way with me. Not just play with my boobs or go down my pants—all the way. I figured I needed to get over my Daddy and this fantasy of my first time being “special.” I needed to try and be somewhat normal, even if it meant letting Mark fuck me in the back of a car or something. 

     I even went out and bought a fabulous looking dress—this white sequined gown that hugged my curves and showed a ton of cleavage. My Mom looked at me like I was crazy when I tried it on for her, but she was too preoccupied to care. (As usual, she was going to be on a business trip the weekend of prom anyway.) And I even bought some kinda sexy underwear for the occasion—some white thigh high stockings! Mark was going to get the date of his life! And maybe I’d finally get over my Daddy. 

     The night of the prom came and both Jill and I got ready together. She too couldn’t believe what I was wearing, but it wasn’t any more revealing than what she had on. Her pink dress looked incredible on her, it showed just as much cleavage as mine and really accented her round ass. She too had some thigh highs on and a thong! There was no way my Dad was going to be able to say no to her. 

     As we came downstairs to wait for our dates and have our Dad take pictures, the phone rang. It was Mark’s Mom. After everything I did to make this night bearable, maybe even fun, I got news that felt like a kick in the gut: Mark was in a car accident earlier that day. He was OK, but broke his arm and wasn’t going to be able to go to prom. It took everything in me to not cry. It was shaping up to be the worst night of my entire life!

 

5. Jill

The plan was perfect. For weeks, I worked out the details about how I’d seduce my Daddy, and even wrote about it in my diary to document my greatest “project.” This wasn’t going like any of the other encounters I had—and it wasn’t going to be easy. 

     With all the other guys, I had a chance to work on them, either in person, online or on the phone. By the time we met to fuck, I already had them in the palm of my hand. But with my Daddy it would be a little more of a challenge. 

     At first I had to find a way to gauge his interest. I couldn’t just strike up a conversation about fucking me, so thought I’d try prancing around in some revealing clothing to see if I picked anything up. This was not as successful as I thought it would be. I tried everything. First, I wore the tightest t-shirt and smallest shorts I could find and bounced into the living room while he was reading, making sure he got a perfect view of my ass and cleavage. As far as I could tell, he didn’t even flinch. 

Next, as I was going over to a friend’s house to swim in her indoor pool, I put on a bikini from two years ago. I was practically spilling out of it as I asked my Dad if he could drive me. I was standing right in front of him and his eyes never left mine, even when, at one point, I leaned forward and leaned on the kitchen counter, put my arms together and made the deepest cleavage I could. His eyes never went to my chest as far as I could see. 

Finally, in a desperation move, I pretended I didn’t know he was home and walked out of the bathroom topless with just jeans on. I looked shocked as I ran into him and covered up, but made sure, if he wanted, he could get a good glimpse of my tits. Then I stood there, barely covering my huge boobs with my hands, looked embarrassed and said “Daddy, I didn’t know you were here! I’m sorry, I should be more, uh, careful.” 

And you know what he did? He just averted his eyes, and said “Whoa, that’s OK sweetie. Go ahead and get dressed.” And he walked into his room without skipping a heartbeat. 

     At that point I was really discouraged. I kept thinking to myself: Maybe I am pushing it too far. Maybe even I can’t seduce my own Daddy. Who knows, maybe he’s not even into younger girls with big tits. I was ready to give up, when I made the most incredible, unexpected discovery.

     A few days after the “topless” incident, as I was going to bed, I cold hear my Daddy on the phone in his room. Mom was away on a business trip, and I knew he had just spoken to her, so I was curious who he could be speaking to this late at night. I went into my room and carefully picked up the other line and listened in amazement. He was talking to a phonesex operator! “So I’d like to do a little role-play again that’s OK,” he said. “Of course hon, just like last time? Do you want me to pretend I’m you’re daughter?,” the girl said. I couldn’t believe it! Not only was he into Dad-daughter role-play, it sounded like he had done it before with this girl! But then I realized it wasn’t just some generic dad-daughter fantasy he had: it was all about me! 

“Yes, I’d like you to pretend you’re my daughter Jill,” he said. And then described me and they role-played an entire scenario based on our encounter outside the bathroom! 

In his fantasy, I stood there topless, but asked him if he wanted to touch my boobs. Then I kept asking him to do more stuff with me, totally seducing him into fucking me. I couldn’t believe how much my Dad was into it and how detailed he got (the phonesex girl was pretty great too, describing every little thing that was happening as he fucked me.) And I also couldn’t believe how far my dad pushed it. By the end, he was fucking me in my ass! I hadn’t even tried that yet. 

I slowly and carefully hung up the phone. I was shocked. Never in a million years did I expect it to be this easy. How long had he been wanting to fuck me? I was so turned on now that I knew it was going to happen, and I took out my journal and furiously started working out the details.

It would be prom night. A special night for most girls my age, and I was determined to make it extra special for me and my Daddy. I was afraid there would have to be a sacrificial lamb for my plan to work though. Poor, sweet Mike. We had been dating for a couple of years and he was hoping he was going to take my “virginity” on prom night. But it was time to move on. It was the ideal set up for my plan. I would pick a fight and break up with Mike at the dance and come home early, where my Dad would be home alone. (Mom was going to be on a business trip that weekend, of course.) 

I would come home looking distraught (and looking unbelievably hot in my dress) and prompt a conversation with my Dad about the evening and why we broke up. Because my Daddy is super kind and caring, he would certainly come close to comfort and console me. Then I would reveal to Daddy that what I was really upset about was that I was hoping to lose my virginity that night and now I was just sure it would never happen. Then I would ease my way into a conversation about how much I wanted it to happen tonight, and how I’ve always had a secret crush on him. From there, it would be a piece of cake. And I would do everything with my Daddy, I’d suck his cock, I let him fuck me any way he wanted…I’d even let him fuck my ass! He wouldn’t be able to resist me. No way! And he would fuck me all night and be “marked” forever.

Before I could go through with it, however, I decided I needed to do a little “practice” run. If I was going to let my Dad fuck me in my ass, I had to at least try it once…I didn’t want it too hurt to much during the real thing, so I needed someone to ease me into it. I also wanted to practice what I would say to my Dad and how I would seduce him. 

But because I only had a few weeks before prom, I had to break one of my rules. I called Jim. I know I told him we could only do this once, but I didn’t have time to do the background research on someone new. Besides, I feel like he owed me one.

I told Jim to meet me at the same hotel that we met at last time. When I got to the hotel, Jim could barely keep it in his pants. I didn’t want him to last just five minutes this time, so I let him fuck my tits so he could cum once and go a little longer. He must have been having a lot of fantasies about deflowering his daughter Maggie’s boobs, because he was waaay into it. He buried his cock between my DDs and while he titfucked me I thought I heard him say “I’m fucking my little girls huge boobs,” in between moaning. He totally sprayed my chest with cum, so I went into the bathroom to clean up, to give Jim time to get it back up, and dress for my little “rehearsal.” 

I put on a nice dress, sorta like my prom dress, with a sexy pair of underwear—a thong, some thigh highs and a bra that made my boobs look huge. Before we met, I laid out for Jim exactly how I wanted it to go, and what I wanted him to say. When I was ready, I came out of the bathroom looking sad.

“What’s the matter, princess? You’re home early from the prom,” Jim said.

I sighed, and pretended to wipe away a tear. “Daddy…things didn’t go so well. Mike and I had a big fight…and…and…we broke up!” 

I pretended to sob, and Jim came over to console me. He put his arm around me and squeezed me tight.

“Oh Daddy, this has been the worst night ever! And…and…it was supposed to be the best!” I said through fake tears.

“Well sweetheart, I know this night was a disappointment, but you’re only a sophomore,” Jim said. “There will be other proms.”

“No Daddy, you don’t understand. It’s not that it was the prom…it was…oh forget it.”

“What sweetie, what is it?”

“I can’t tell you.”

“Of course you can.”

“You promise you won’t be mad?”

“Yes, I promise.”

“Well Daddy, tonight was going to be the best night, because I had planned on…you know…doing it with Mike. It was going to be my…well…my first time and stuff.”

Jim played it perfectly, just the way my Daddy would—acting a bit shocked, but remaining understanding. The conversation went on from there. I explained how special I had hoped this night would be and how I would never find anyone worthy of taking my virginity. Jim continued to be comforting, but as I pushed it further, I had him play it more like he was struggling, like I knew my Daddy would.

“Daddy, can I ask you something?”

“Sure sweetheart.”

“If you were a boy my age…would you…would you wanna, you know…be with me in that way?”

Jim looked genuinely turned on and nervous. I imagine somewhere in his mind he was pretending he was having a conversation with Maggie, imagining how he would react if she asked him that.

“Oh sweetheart, I don’t think this is an appropriate question…”

I moved closer to him but looked at the floor, acting a bit embarrassed.

“Because, well…I guess I’ve kinda thought about it a few times. I know it’s horribly wrong, and I think I must be sick or something, but I guess I just wanted to see…if…oh I don’t know what I’m saying!”

Jim put is hand on my shoulder. I could feel his hand tremble and hear is voice quiver as he said:

“Princess, it’s OK. I’ve…also had those thoughts.”

And, by then it would be as good as done. He would resist more, I know. But my Daddy wouldn’t be able to turn back from that.

After some more conversation, I started to take off my clothes and ask my Daddy if he would take my virginity. Telling him he would be the only one I’d ever want to be my first…at everything. 

Jim laid me down on the bed and was very gentle as he showed me how to suck his cock, and how to fuck. He slowly pushed his cock into me, and I practiced acting like a virgin, whimpering a bit as it went it. As he slowly fucked me, missionary style, he held on to my wobbling tits and moaned in ecstasy. 

I got so into it. As did Jim, who started to fuck me faster and harder. My tits bounced and jiggled in his hands and I could hear his legs slapping against my ass. I was barely able to contain myself.

“Oh god, Daddy, I’m in heaven. Keep fucking me, keep fucking your good girl!”

I was having such an amazing experience, thinking it was my real Daddy leaning over me and thrusting away at my pussy, but I didn’t want it to end without also trying what I came hear for. I stopped Jim for a second and looked up at him, the two of us breathing heavily.

“Daddy, I don’t want this to be the only thing I give to you. I don’t know if this will ever happen again, and I really want to give you…all of my virginity.”

Jim looked confused (good acting!) and said, “What do you mean sweetheart?”

I didn’t want to sound like a slut to my Daddy, so I just said, “Well…you know…” and then sort of turned my butt towards him and gestured down at it with my eyes.

“Oh…” Jim said. “Really? Are you sure?”

     Now as I’ve told you, my boobs are enormous and definitely the things guys go for first, but my butt is also incredible. No man could resist an invitation to fuck such a round, soft, and young ass like mine. I knew my Daddy wouldn’t either. 

 I laid on my side and Jim sidled up behind me. He first rubbed my ass with his fingers and a lot of lubricant. We did this for a long time, and it felt really good. Then tried to work his cock in. Now Jim has a pretty average sized penis, which is good for my first time doing it. But it still hurt at first and took a lot of lubricant to get it in. But I still didn’t break from my “rehearsal.”

“Ohhh, Daddy, it’s so tight. It hurts a bit.”

“Do you want me to stop sweetheart?”

“No Daddy, keep going until it’s in. I really want you to do this to me.”

“OK, princess.” Jim said, inching his cock as slowly as possible.

“Is it in Daddy? Do you have it in my butt?”

“Almost sweetheart.”

Finally Jim got his cock deep enough into my ass, and started to push it in and out, very slowly and gently. Eventually, it began to feel better, and I really started to like it. It was like I was giving up my virginity again for the first time, feeling his cock penetrate my tight young ass.

“Oh god Daddy, it’s really feeling good. You’re really in there, huh?”

Jim, also getting excited, let out a grunt. “Oh yes, baby. It’s in your sweet ass.” He started thrusting faster—not too fast as I was really tight, but fast enough so it felt like fucking. I lifted one of my heavy boobs up to my mouth and started sucking on my own nipple. I was imagining how hot it would be with my real Daddy, how wrong it was to let him fuck his own daughter’s ass, and how he would never have an experience like this again in his life. He would be fucking his daughter’s perfect ass, watching me suck on my own huge tits while he did me, and he would never get that feeling and that picture out of his head. He would be marked forever. I was so turned on, I even broke my own rule. I started to rub my clit while Jim fucked my ass and came almost immediately. It hitting me in waves that seemed to never end.

“Oh god Daddy, I’m cumming!”

Jim kept pounding my butt and shortly followed suit, pulling his cock out and stroking it over my smooth, waiting ass. He yelled out and the cum streaked across both cheeks, then dripped out all over one, coating it from the small of my back to the beginning of my leg. 

This time Jim and I didn’t even have to have “the conversation.” He knew the deal and just wordlessly got dressed and slipped out as I lay there, smiling and reveling at my perfect plan. 

Weeks later, on the night of the prom, I was so excited and nervous I could barely eat anything and felt like I might throw up. But I looked incredible and knew it was going to happen without a hitch. As Daddy took pictures of Dawn and I as we waited for our dates to arrive, I just kept thinking, “He has no idea what’s in store for him later.”  

There were some bummer parts to the evening. Dawn’s date Mark was in some sort of accident and could make it at the last minute. Dawn looked crushed, and I felt so bad for her. I tried to comfort her but, weirdly, she didn’t even want to talk to me. She just ran up to her room crying and wouldn’t answer the door. I really had hoped this night would be kind of a “coming out” for Dawn—and my god, with the dress she was wearing, Mark would have blown his load on first sight! I knew I’d have to talk to her later and cheer her up, but I couldn’t help feel like she was mad at me for some reason.

Then there was the fight with Mike. I waited until we were half way through the night, and then when we were on the dance floor and he looked away for a second, I accused him of looking at another girl. He really wasn’t, and I felt bad about having to do this to my poor sweet boyfriend, but what could I do? I was obsessed with fucking my Daddy, as weird as that is, and had to do whatever I could to make it happen.

Our argument spilled into the hallways and ended with me saying that if he couldn’t “appreciate” what he had, then he didn’t deserve me. And I stormed off. Ugh…that was the worst part of the night. Mike just looked so confused and sad.

But on the cab ride home all of those thoughts left me. I was so so close to my greatest project ever. I just couldn’t wait.

 

6. Dad

I knew prom night would be rough, but I had no idea it would turn out to be the toughest, and weirdest, and most unbelievable nights of my life. And to think, at first I thought the picture taking was going to be a challenge.

     Stacy was away on a business trip, as usual, and both the girls—despite being just a freshman and sophomore—were going to the junior prom. Jill was going with her longtime boyfriend Mike, so that was expected. What I didn’t expect was Dawn to have a date. Not that I couldn’t imagine Dawn having a date—she was incredibly cute, and with her enormous chest it was amazing she didn’t have more. It’s just that she is so shy and reserved, and still seemed so young, despite her overdeveloped body. And she never really expressed an interest in boys or dating, at least outwardly. But nevertheless, she had a date, and I was very interested in meeting this boy.

     But first…I had to take pictures. And what a nightmare that was. 

     As the girls came down the stairs together, I knew this was going to be rough. Jill looked unbelievable, with her blond hair curled and partially pulled up, and this pink dress that showed a ton of cleavage and completely hugged and highlighted her teenage bubble butt. That, coupled with her beauty-queen face…I nearly keeled over. Ever since I had gotten a quick glimpse of her topless coming out of the bathroom a few weeks ago, I had become a bit more obsessed with Jill. Her boobs were huge and perfect and I often fantasized online and with phonesex about fucking her ass while holding on to her big wobbling tits. I knew how she looked tonight would send my imagination into overdrive.

And then there was Dawn…I couldn’t believe what she was wearing. That white dress made her boobs look humongous!  At first I was shocked because she had never worn something that revealing before. Not that she was dressed like a slut, far from it, but she never showed any skin before. The dress pushed her tits together and up so it created more cleavage than I’d ever seen on a girl that age. It also formed this shelf of her breast-flesh that jiggled as she walked.  Maybe it was just the dress, but I thought to myself that they couldn’t just be DDDs now, they had to be Fs! At 15! She had her dark hair down in a way that framed her crystal blue eyes—but her face still looked so young you almost couldn’t believe it was attached to that body.

I was marveling, in my mind, at the sight of my two daughters—how I made these two knockouts who were now turning me on so much was beyond my comprehension. But I knew, as always, that I had to keep it together on the outside. I felt horrible having these feelings—it’s something I had never really resolved—and needed to protect my girls from them at all costs. 

“You girls look lovely,” I said. “Should we take some photos of you both before the boys arrive?”

As the girls posed in front of our fireplace and outside on the porch, and I did my best to play the “normal” Dad, my thoughts raced. With my eye behind the viewfinder, I could scan their bodies a bit longer than I normally would be able to. Photographing Jill, I imagined her later that night with Mike, letting him fuck her for the first time. (Stacy had told me that as far as she knew the girls were still virgins, and I tended to believe her.) I imagined Mike bending my daughter over a bed at some post-prom party, her dress hiked up around her waist, and penetrating her tight pussy from behind. I mean what guy wouldn’t want to fuck her from behind and reach around feeling those big teenage tits in his hands? And I’m sure she was going to sleep with him tonight after dating for all these years. (Jill actually had a strange expression on her face…I wondered if she was actually thinking about this as well.)

Looking at Dawn, I couldn’t imagine her giving up her virginity. No way. She was too young and this was her first date with this guy, Mark. But I conjectured that she would fool around a little, maybe letting him finger her pussy or even give her first blow job. Or even better, her first titfuck. If I were this guy I would gladly forego a hand job or blow job from Dawn to be the first guy to bury his cock in between her enormous boobs. Probably every guy at school wants to do that. I imagined her fooling around, but being surprised as Mark mounted her chest and wrapped her young juggs around his cock. She would get into it as he pumped his cock in and out, realizing a new thing she could do, and she would be shocked as massive amounts of his cum came flying out and coating her waiting tits. It would be the prize that any high school boy would cherish…and I hoped Mark appreciated the opportunity, as envious as I was. 

As these insane thoughts crossed my mind furiously, I did everything I could to keep from getting a raging hard on. I snapped photos and bantered with the girls like any Dad would on prom night, and I took breaks when I knew I was getting too turned on. Only I knew as soon as the girls were gone I’d be upstairs in my room jerking off looking at those photos. Mike showed up and as I shook his hand I thought: Mike, you are the luckiest guy on earth. 

Soon after, the phone rang. It was the mother of Dawn’s date with some bad news. The guy had been in a car accident earlier that day and while he was going to be OK, he was in no shape to go to the prom. Dawn looked devastated. She politely told the mother she understood, but she looked like she was about to cry. Jill tried to comfort her, but she ran upstairs and I heard her bedroom door slam. I wondered why she was so upset…I mean I knew it was the prom and all, but she was 15 and would have plenty of other chances. Something else was going on with Dawn for her to be this inconsolable. 

     I took some photos of Jill and Mike, but tried to keep the merriment to a minimum so as not to upset Dawn further. “Well, I think you two should be off,” I said after a few good shots. “The limo is waiting.” 

     I walked them out to the limo and gave Jill a kiss on the cheek, “You look great sweetheart. Have a great time.” It was weird—I seemed to feel just the slightest linger from her as I kissed her cheek. I quickly dismissed the thoughts, however. You’ve been letting you’re imagination get the best of you Jack. I shook Mike’s hand again, “Take care of my girl, OK?” Mike’s a very sweet kid, and I trusted him—even if he was going to fuck my daughter later.

     But all my crazy horny thoughts slipped away once the limo pulled away. Because upstairs, I knew Dawn was hurting and I had to be a real father to her. For a few minutes I needed to stop obsessing bout fucking my daughters and actually help one of them. I went upstairs and knocked on her door. At first she didn’t answer so I knocked again. “C’mon princess, let’s talk about it Ok?”

     I heard her faint voice inside. “Fine. Come in.”

     She was still in her dress, her shoulders hunched as she sat on the edge of her bed. I could tell she had been crying. I felt so bad for her. 

     "Sweetheart, do you just want to be left alone? I know you're upset, but if you want to talk, I'm here."

     Dawn was quiet for a second, and I started to leave. But then she said, quietly: "I don't know Dad...I guess I was just looking forward to tonight."

     "I know princess, but you're young. There will be plenty of other dances. I know that doesn't make this night any better though."

     "Yeah," Dawn mumbled and then looked down at what she was wearing. "I just feel foolish too Daddy. I got this stupid dress, and it's just...I just feel like it’s all a dumb, stupid waste."

     "Well you look...really nice, princess," I said, resisting the urge to tell her just how incredible she looked in the dress. "And hey, it doesn't have to be a waste. This is probably a lame alternative, I know, but why don't you keep your dress on, I'll put on some nice clothes and I'll cook us a nice dinner. Whatever you want." 

     I knew it was a stupid suggestion. Yeah, sure, hanging out with Dad would be just as fun as the prom. And my intentions, I swear, were not just to keep her in that dress. My thought, really, was to get Dawn's mind off the prom somehow. 

     Dawn, as sweet as ever humoring her old man, just kind of shrugged and said, "Sure Daddy. I guess dinner would be OK." 

I went to my room and changed into a coat and tie. Before I went downstairs to cook dinner, I looked in the mirror and said, a few times, like a mantra, "Be a normal Dad."

As I made Dawn's favorite meal, my special chicken parmesan, Dawn sat at the kitchen table, not saying much, just watching me cook. I did most of the talking, mostly reminiscing about vacations we took when they were kids, the time I dressed up as Big Bird for one of her birthday parties and other goofy stuff. It was mainly to keep her thinking about happier times...but it was also to keep me from thinking about how her tits looked in that dress.

As we sat and ate dinner I asked her how school was going, if she had done any paintings lately, how her friends were...everything I could think of that didn't have to do the prom, Mark, boys or anything related to it. Dawn answered me, but was mostly quiet. She wanted to humor my idea, I could tell, but she also looked like her mind was elsewhere. In fact, in retrospect, many of our conversations in the weeks leading up to this night were like this. We used to have lots to say to one another, but recently she would seem lost when we talked, as if she was miles away. But it seemed that despite my best efforts, I thought, I just couldn't save this night for her. 

So it might have been out of desperation that I did what I did next. It might have been just pure stupidity, or might have been my horny subconscious looking for a cheap thrill coming though. But I almost couldn't believe what I said next.

"Well honey, you know, it would be a shame if you didn't have at least one dance tonight, right? Should we pick a song and you can take a spin around the room with your old man?"

Dawn, for a second, seemed surprised and at first I thought she was completely weirded out. But after a few minutes she kind of shrugged her shoulders and said, "Sure Daddy, I guess it would be OK. But my favorite song is on my iPod upstairs. Should we just do the dance in my room?"

On one level I knew this was a bad idea, but thinking I could keep myself contained, I agreed. We walked upstairs and I sat on the edge of her bed as she found the song on her iPod. It was a slow song from a band I had never heard of, but she said it was her favorite. She turned to me with her head down a bit, her hands fidgeting at her sides, still looking unbelievable in that dress. I stood up and smiled in a fatherly way and outstretched my arms, trying to embrace her in such a way that our bodies would not be too close together. The last thing I needed was to get a hard on, and I knew I would if I were pressed up against that body.

Then, we danced. And something happened which I would play in my mind over and over again, because it was the moment everything changed. And it felt like I dreamt it. Right away when we started to dance together, I felt...something from Dawn. I couldn't describe it even if I tried. But from her fingers, her arms, her breath I could feel it. And then, a few minutes into the song, as we swayed tentatively around her room, it was confirmed by her eyes. She stopped the dance, and looked into my eyes with her big beautiful blue eyes. She looked like she desperately wanted to say something, but couldn't. But her eyes said everything. It was almost as if she were pleading with me to do something. But it was more than that. At the same time, something about her look was totally yielding. It was as if she was saying: "You can do whatever you want with me. I'm yours."

Now I know you're thinking: I was reading into it what I wanted, like other creepy Dads who do bad stuff. That she would never want to do that stuff with her Dad. Well, I guess what happened next will answer that.

Without speaking, I kissed her. I leaned in and kissed Dawn, my own 15 year old daughter,  on the lips, deeply. Her soft mouth gave in and moved with mine, her tongue lightly touched mine, and I felt her hands go up my back slowly. I could almost feel her lips smile while she kissed me. I pulled her in closer to me. After what seemed like a 10 minute kiss. I stopped and lifted her chin. Her lips were wet and glistened in the light.

"Dawn...we...are you sure this is what you want?"

Dawn took my hand and gave a small smile. She looked me in the eye. "Whatever you want Daddy. Whatever you want. Just tell me."

"So you want to do more...than just kiss?," I asked. And Dawn just nodded.

I couldn't believe this was happening. With Dawn, my own daughter. I knew what we were doing was wrong, but it seemed we were both overtaken with the moment. Something was moving through us we couldn't fight anymore. We had crossed over into another realm from which we could not turn back. I sat down on the edge of her bed. And I knew the first thing I wanted to do.

"OK, princess. May I see your breasts?" 

Again, Dawn said nothing. Just nodded. I could see her hands shake slightly as she reached behind and unzipped her dress. As she reached back, the dress pushed her boobs together in such a way they practically came up to her shoulders, then dropped back down and bounced. She lowered the straps off of her shoulders, and pulled the dress down around her waist, revealing her tits barely contained by a lace white bra. She then reached back and unhooked her bra and slowly pulled it forward. Held her hands in front of her boobs for a second and then let them drop to her side.

My daughter’s tits were simply amazing. Maybe it was just the way they hung off of her small frame—but I thought they had to be bigger than a DDD. They were heavy so of course they sagged a bit, but she was so young she didn’t have any stretch marks and they were perfectly round. Her nipples were a light pink and not big—quarter sized and symmetrical—but noticeable on her fair white skin. Just how I liked them. 

As Dawn stood there, her dress around her waist, her enormous tits exposed, her eyes not able to meet mine and her beautiful dark hair hiding some of her face, I felt like I was in the middle of a strange dream. I just couldn’t believe this was happening—and already it felt nothing like I had fantasized about. It was better. And Dawn, without saying much at all, seemed as willing to give herself over to me as I was to her. But I didn’t want to reveal to her that I had been fantasizing about this moment (or a moment like this) for all these years. I just wanted to let it happen.

I stood and walked slowly over to Dawn barely able to contain my smile (nor my erection, which was already pressing up against my jeans). “Dawn they are unbelievable. Can I...can I touch them?”

She didn’t lift her head up but I could see a small smile form on her lips. “Thank you Daddy. Yes, you can.”

The instant my hand touched her skin she breathed out heavily and closed her eyes. I cupped one and felt its weight. My god it was heavy! But softer than anything I’d felt before. Her skin was so silky and unblemished it was as if I was touching something my hands had never experienced before (and I have felt a fair share of breasts). 

I cupped both with both hands an pressed them together, running my thumb over one of the nipples, which instantly became hard like pebbles. Dawn kept her eyes closed, and took more heavy breaths. I lifted one up to my mouth and my tongue ran over her nipple. I pulled on it gently with my lips and caressed the other one with my other hand. 

In my mind, for some reason, as I massaged and sucked on her massive tits, the simple thought kept running through my mind: These are my daughter’s boobs. These are my young daughter’s immense boobs. And the wrongness of it all, the weirdness of it all, the sheer unbelievability of it all, turned me on even more.

I lifted one up to Dawn’s mouth. “Have you ever tried...to...you know...suck on them yourself?” She smiled a bit a shook her head. She took the boob with both hands, barely able to handle it even with two hands, and delicately, reluctantly, put her mouth around the nipple. She ran her tongue around it and I leaned in and licked it with her, our tongues and lips touching lightly. 

Then I stepped back and just watched. My 15 year old daughter taking her own enormous breast into her mouth sucking and licking gently, her eyes closed and hair still partially in front of her face.  She took the other one and did the same thing, as if she knew it was turning me on so much. 

Eventually, my cock just couldn’t take it anymore. I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them to the floor. I rubbed myself on top of my boxer shorts for a while and then took them off as well. Dawn’s eyes opened as I did this, but she didn’t break stride. She kept massaging and sucking on her own boobs, but she was watching me intently as I stood in front of her and stroked my cock. 

And just when I started to wonder where things would go from here—I certainly didn’t expect sex to happen, but also didn’t know if she would want to go farther than this—Dawn walked over to me slowly and without even looking me in the eye she took my cock in her hands. 

I don’t know how I didn’t cum right away when her small and delicate hands touched my cock. She played with it curiously, tugging on it a little and looked at it intently. But when she looked up and asked me what she asked me, I knew this wasn’t going to last long.

“Do you want to put it in my mouth Daddy?”

My daughter had such a sweet and innocent expression, I could barely resist. “Princess, I can...are you sure?” 

Her response, again, was silent. She got down on her knees, took my cock into her hand and placed the head on her lips. But she didn’t just devour it like a porn star, she just let the head sit on her sweet lips and looked up at me again with that expression, that just seemed to say, Put it in my mouth Daddy, use my mouth Daddy, it’s yours. She was just completely...receptive.

As I predicted, it didn’t last long. I pushed the head past her lips and into her warm and waiting mouth. Gently and slowly, I pushed my cock in and out of my daughter’s mouth, while holding the base of it. She closed her lips around it as it came in, but I didn’t put it all the way in. I didn’t have to. I looked down and watched her taking my cock, and I was overwhelmed. My daughter is giving her first blow job. To me. Her father, I thought.

After maybe five sucks, I got a glimpse of her huge tits swaying as I pushed my cock in, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. As the orgasm overtook me, all I could get out was, “Oh god…hold them together sweetheart!” 

Dawn, somehow, knew what I was asking for. She cupped her boobs and pushed them together in the direction of my cock, creating a soft fleshy shelf for my cum. I was so blown away couldn’t even moan for the first shot, which came out very hard on Dawn’s tits, even making a slight sound like when water hits glass. Dawn’s head shot back and her eyes widened a bit, seeming surprised at seeing cum come out of a man’s cock for the first time. 

  The rest came out in gobs, absolutely coating Dawn’s chest, as I let out such a moan. I can’t remember ever cumming as much as I did on my daughter’s boobs that night, I just kept stroking and watching it come out as she looked up at me. When I was done it was dripping down into her cleavage and off of her nipples. 

She let her hands go and her heavy tits bounced as they dropped down. A big gob of cum rolled off her breast and dripped down on to her prom dress, which was still hiked down around her waist. Dawn held her hands in the air and looked down. She laughed a bit and smiled.

“Wow Daddy, you made a lot of...stuff. I better go clean up.” Then, she just went into her bathroom and I collapsed backwards on her bed. 

My thoughts raced as I looked up at her ceiling, which was covered with typical teenage girl posters. I couldn’t believe I had just let my own daughter give me a blow job! I was full of bewilderment, excitement and regret. I was worried I took advantage of her, but was also so turned on by it all. I even had a tinge of disappointment that was all I was able to do.

I laid there for what seemed like a long time, with no idea how things would go from here. And then the door to Dawn’s bathroom opened. 

She was a vision. She had cleaned the cum off of her chest, and removed her dress. She stood there in nothing but tight white panties, and white thigh high stockings. Her boobs hung off of her chest, clean and beautiful. And the look on her face was one of hesitation and nervousness. 

“So, um...Daddy?”

“Yes, princess?”

“Do you...you know...wanna do more?”

“More? What do you mean Dawn?”

“Well, um...more. Like...everything.”

I couldn’t believe it. She was asking if I wanted to fuck her. Could I really let this go on?

“Dawn, I’m so blown away by all of this. But your first time for sex...that’s something you can’t do over. Do you really want it to be with me?”

“Well...I think a better question is: Do you want my first time to be with you?”

And I couldn’t lie. I did. More than anything. In stupefied silence I laid on her bed. Dawn giggled.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said and slowly walked over to her bed. The same bed I had tucked her in at night since she was a little girl, I was about to fuck her on. It was unbelievable.

She laid down next to me and we both looked up at the ceiling for a while. I didn’t know what to say anymore. We were both nervous, for different reasons but with the same intensity. One more time I asked, “Are you sure Dawn?”

As she had all night, she responded silently, by pulling her tight white panties down, and letting them drop off of her legs.

I stood up and beheld her as she laid in anticipation on her bed. Her tits hung to the sides, and she fiddled with her hands on her midsection. 

Her pussy looked amazing. A perfect triangle of dark pubic hair, not too thick, trimmed, but not waxed out of existence like so many girls. The way it contrasted against her white skin was beautiful.

My cock began to get hard again and I started to stroke it, getting ready to put it inside of her. I reached down and spread her legs and I could hear her inhale quickly, making a little sound. Her eyes were closed. 

I gently rubbed her pussy lips, which were already wet, letting my finger run up and down her labia. I found her clit and began to massage it, around and around with my finger. I could hear her pant, give off little moans which she seemed to be trying to stifle for some reason. Then, when I knelt down and began to rub her clit with the head of my cock, I realized that she too had a short fuse.

She seemed overtaken at the first touch of my cock on her clit. She reared he head back and made a short loud sound, then bit her lower lip. Her lips became even wetter and her whole body jerked slightly and I could hear her say one word, quietly, “Yes.” I was surprised she had had an orgasm so quickly.

“Are you OK, sweetie?”

She didn’t say anything right away, then, looking at me shyly, as if she were embarrassed by her orgasm. “Yes Daddy, keep going.”

Keep going. I didn’t know what to expect. I had never had sex with a virgin before, and since it was my own daughter, I really didn’t want to hurt her, although I knew it wouldn’t be pleasant at first. 

“Princess, you know this could hurt at first, but I’m going to go as slowly and as gently as I can, OK?”

She just nodded and looked down at my hard cock, still pressed against her pussy lips. 

It was tight, as expected. Very tight. The moisture helped, but I took a very very long time working it past her hymen. There were times, as I got my head past her lips I could hear Dawn make a noise like it hurt a bit, and I would always ask if she was OK. She would just nod and say “keep going.”

     Dawn’s legs were up around my waist, her butt lifted slightly up off of the bed. As I worked my cock inside of her, I would have those thoughts again: This is my young daughter’s pussy. I’m pushing my cock into my daughter’s pussy before anyone else. And as it got a little easier to move it in and out, I got more and more into it. I was turned on beyond belief, and only the fact that I had cum 30 minutes earlier saved me from cumming too soon this time. 

     Dawn looked up at me as I started to pump a little faster. I could tell it felt better, but she didn’t start making wild noises or anything. See, as much as my fantasy life played out like porno movies in my head...this experience was nothing like that. It was slow and gentle and awkward at times. I never, even in the heat of it, was really pounding away because I always wanted to make sure she was OK. But it was hotter than any sex I had ever had in my life. And as she looked up at me while I started to fuck her, my beautiful daughter, I knew she wanted me to do whatever I wanted.

     She would make little sounds every now and then, as did I. I moved my cock in and out of her pussy and watched her huge tits bounce freely on her chest. I took her hands and put them on her boobs, pushing them together, and leaving her to hold them while I fucked her. They jiggled perfectly in her small hands each time I pushed my cock in a little further. I was turned on more than ever, but I knew this might never happen again, so I wanted to do everything. I wanted to keep going.

     I pulled my cock out and guided my hands down to her hips. “Dawn can we try something new? Can you turn around with your butt towards me?” She just nodded and got on all fours on her bed, her tits hanging down so far they practically touched the sheets. She turned her head back and looked as I came up from behind and started to work my cock into her pussy again.

     I had never noticed how nice Dawn’s ass was. It was nothing like Jill’s, for sure, it was smaller and less round. But her soft skin made it feel incredible in my hands, and against my thighs as I finally worked my cock all the way inside my little girl. 

     I wasn’t fucking hard enough for there to be a smacking sound, but her ass cheeks jiggled ever so slightly each time I thrusted inside. I looked down and her boobs were clapping together, her beautiful dark hair shaking as she totally gave herself to me. My 15 year old girl, letting me fuck her from behind on her bed on prom night. My cock felt like it was going to explode, but I knew I wanted to do one more thing. 

     I pulled out again, and turned Dawn around, laying her on her back. She seemed confused but totally receptive. I didn’t even say anything as I mounted her chest. I don’t even know if she knew what tit-fucking was, but I imagined she would have been surprised by it anyway, somewhere down the line by some other boy, so I just did it.

     I pushed her enormous, soft boobs around my cock, which completely disappeared in her deep cleavage. Again, the thoughts came: These are my young daughter’s huge tits, and I am about to fuck them for the first time. Then, I started to fuck them. 

     At first slowly, watching them jiggle with each thrust, really feeling there softness around my throbbing cock. But then, knowing this kind of sex wouldn’t hurt, I went a little faster. I took her hands and placed them on her boobs, saying: “Can you hold them, princess?” She just nodded and held them intently. 

     I fucked my daughters juggs, pumping my cock in and out of her cleavage, Dawn just watching, doing her best to contain her fleshy mounds along with her hands, her small nipples riding on top of her boobs like buoys on waves...until I couldn’t hold back anymore.

     I let out a moan like I never gave before and pulled my cock out of her cleavage. Dawn held her waiting boobs together as my cum streaked across her left breast and nipple, hitting Dawn in the chin. The second streak landed right in her cleavage, and I just emptied my cock out on all over her teenage boobs.

     I stayed hovered over her for a bit, just beholding the sight. My daughter, still trying to hold her boobs together, her nipples practically touching, just coated in my cum again. And her face, looking down and beholding it herself. I slowly lay down next to her. We were silent for a long time. Just staring at the ceiling again, breathing, our legs and arms touching, thoughts racing through our minds.

     How do you go on from something like this? I had crossed alot of lines in the past few years, but this was one I couldn’t come back from. I had fucked my youngest daughter, and I had no idea what would happen next? Would we talk about it? Do it again secretly? 

     How do you go on? What would happen next?

 

7. Dawn

I just laid there, my boobs covered in my Daddy’s cum, for the second time, marked by him forever. I was blown away on so many levels I couldn’t process it all at once. I was as if time stopped, as my thoughts raced. 

     My Daddy just fucked me...
     My Daddy just took my virginity...
     My Daddy just marked me and I will  never be the same...
I laid there, my boobs covered in my Daddy’s cum, and I was happier than I’d ever been. I could barely contain the smile on my face. It felt ear to ear. 

 

8. Jill

I’m not sure what had happened before I arrived, but what I saw, I couldn’t believe. I didn’t know where Dad and Dawn were when I got home from the prom, so I went to Dawn’s door and peeked in.   

     My Daddy lay their on Dawn’s bed, naked from waist down, with a look on his face I had never seen before. At first I wondered if he was in there by himself, maybe jerking off, but then out of the bathroom came Dawn—dressed in nothing but panties and stockings. And then I knew. I knew what was happening. 

     At first I was so mad I wanted to scream. All of my planning and fantasizing and then Dawn jumps in a ruins it? I was fuming silently at first.

     But as I suppressed my rage and watched, my attitude changed. I watched my Daddy and sister talk, and I watched my sister give her virginity to him, sweetly, innocently, beautifully. I was actually really proud of her.  

     And then, as I watched my Daddy then fuck Dawn’s huge boobs and cum all over them, and watch how receptive Dawn (and her tits) was to Daddy (and his cum) my attitude changed again. I was never more turned on. It was the hottest thing I had ever witnessed.

     And as they laid there next to each other, still unaware I was watching, my mind then went to new thoughts. Thoughts that went unresolved for a few minutes before I made up my mind...

     Should I leave them be and let Dawn and Daddy have this for themselves?
     Or should I join them?
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