Daddy Just Can’t Help Himself

Part I

The first time my father fondled my breasts was on my 12th birthday. 
The day started off like any other. My father woke me up with a kiss on the lips like he always did. I stretched and yawned and smiled at him. It was just the two of us; my mother had left when I was very young. Daddy and I were extremely close.
“Wake up, sleepyhead,” Daddy said. “Let’s hit the mall. I want to buy you some birthday gifts.”

An hour later, Daddy and I were strolling into the intimates section of the mall’s big department store. He was visibly nervous, and I didn’t blame him—we were there to buy me some new bras. I was bubbling with excitement; these would be my first ever non-sports bras! My breasts had quadrupled in size in the last six months and my sports bras barely contained them.  
Daddy shifted uncomfortably as the saleslady approached. She smiled as if to acknowledge the awkwardness, and upon learning why we were there, asked me to join her in a fitting room to be measured. Daddy sunk into a chair nearby. 

The saleslady gasped when I whipped off my t-shirt and pulled my sports bra up. My tits sprung forth like two huge missiles, high and jiggling on my chest. She blushed a little. “I've never seen such large breasts on such a young girl,” she said with a grin. Outside the fitting room, my father coughed. He could hear us, I realized. 

I could hardly believe it when the lady measured me at a 32F. I mean, I knew they were big—I knew from looking at the other girls at school, and from the way the boys and male teachers looked at my chest, that I had an unusually large pair—but I’d never have guessed they’d be that big.
I stood there in the fitting room, regarding my naked breasts in the mirror. The saleslady was admiring them, too. They were massive on my small frame, pale and soft, sort of pointy and wobbly. They kind of reminded me of watermelons, tipped by twin half-dollar-sized pink areolae. My nipples we're rock hard. Looking at my titties made the secret place between my legs feel warm and liquidy.
The saleslady left the stall to fetch some bras for me to try on, and when she opened the door, I caught a glimpse of my father in the mirror. Our eyes locked before his dropped down to drink in my chest. His jaw was dropping as the door swung shut. I giggled. I could hear him drawing in his breath sharply. 
I tried on several bras and they all made my breasts look enormous, jutting out in front of me like a shelf, sitting so high on my chest they practically slapped me in the chin. I loved the way they looked. I liked the dizzy feeling I got when I saw them bounce. 
I called out to my father that I liked everything I’d tried on, and to my delight, he said he’d buy them all for me. When the saleslady asked if I’d like to see the matching panties for each of the bras, my father’s voice answered before I had a chance: “Yes, she’ll take a pair to go with each bra. Please wrap it all up.”

I decided to wear one of my new sets out of the store. I picked a red lace shelf bra that barely covered my nipples and a matching red lace g-string. I put my clothes on over the gorgeous lingerie and emerged from the dressing room. 
***
Later that day, I awoke from a nap on the couch and stumbled my way upstairs to my room. The door was cracked and I could see motion behind it. My dad. I peered in through the crack to find my father sitting on my twin bed, holding one of my new bras in one hand and his erect penis in the other. He was jacking off into my bra. 

He saw me in the doorway, but he didn’t stop. I felt my cheeks turn a hundred shades of crimson as I started to back out of the room. But he didn’t want me to go. Daddy told me to come stand in front of him and remove my top. I did as he asked, like I always do, and stood before him in my sexy red bra. He kept jerking off, looking at my giant jugs, moving one hand up to fondle them one at a time. Back-and-forth he caressed my jumbo breasts, stroking his prick, flicking over my lace-covered nipples with his thumbs. Then, in one deft movement, he unsnapped the front clasp of the bra and my titties burst out like they were spring-loaded. They nearly hit him in the face. He groaned and jacked off harder, pinching my exposed pink nipples and slapping my tits together. I felt jolts of heat coursing through my body, and it felt like my panties were soaked. 
After a few minutes, my father let out a gasp as his long, meaty prick spurted several thick ropes of cum into the cups of my new bra. I had no idea what I was witnessing but I knew it was naughty. He stroked his dick until every drop of sperm had been deposited into the bra cups. 
Still staring at my young, overripe melons, Daddy told me to put my clothes back on. He handed me the jizz-filled bra. “Put this in your drawer, baby,” he said. “Just like it is. I want you to wear that one to school tomorrow. It will be dry by then.“
***

It went on like that for a couple of weeks. I would get home from school and find him in my bedroom with his big cock out, holding one of my giant bras. I’d get topless and stand in front of him so he could feel me up as he stroked off. He’d fill the bra cups with sperm and have me put it away to be worn the next day. He loved the idea of his dried cum on my chest when I was in school. I liked the idea, too. I felt so close to my daddy.
Before too long, though, Daddy gave in to his lust. At least partly. I was in the kitchen making a snack after school when he came up behind me, spun me around, and shoved his tongue down my throat. It was my first kiss. He cupped my ass with both hands as he French-kissed me, then moved up my body so he could squeeze my giant teen titties. He lifted me up onto the kitchen counter and opened my legs, pushing my skirt up to my waist, kissing me as he unbuttoned my school uniform top and unclasped my bra. When my jiggly jugs popped out, Daddy groaned and put his hand down the front of my panties.

Daddy rubbed my clit for several delicious moments as he suckled my rosy-pink nipples. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to have pressure on that spot. Daddy said my pussy was nice and wet and called me a good little girl, then he moved his fingers up to my mouth and made me taste my cunt on them. I liked the way it tasted. He licked his fingers, too, and that was all it took for him to want a real taste. 

He lifted me up by my ass and carried me to the kitchen table as I clung to his body with my arms and legs. He laid me on my back with my ass scooted up to the edge of the table and spread my legs as far as they would go. Then he sat down and buried his face in my twat. 
My father slurped on my nearly-bald teenage cunt for a long time, licking the cream out of my slit with his skilled tongue, reaching up with his hands to fondle my massive jugs, making me cum like a squealing little slut piggy. 

***

Daddy started eating me out all the time. Sometimes in my frilly twin bed, sometimes in his bed, sometimes on the kitchen table, sometimes on the living room floor. He liked for me to sit on his face and grind my cunt against his hungry mouth. He really enjoyed the view of my enormous rack swinging and flouncing above him. 

Sometimes he sank his fingers up my snatch as he ate it, and sometimes he lathed his tongue all the way down my cuntslit to my asshole. He loved French-kissing my anus. I loved it, too. Daddy kept me cumming for months. 
For a long time he was content just eating me out and jerking off into my bras, but eventually he needed more. The first time he made love to my breasts I had no idea what to do, but he was a patient teacher. He laid me on my back in his bed, ate my cunt and asshole for a while, then moved up so he was straddling my torso. He reached for the jar of coconut oil he kept on his nightstand and oiled up his hands, then began massaging my twin flesh-globes, getting them nice and oily for what was next. When he finally plunged his huge rod between them and began lustfully fucking my breasts, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. The smooth, meaty tip of his prick smacked against my chin with each thrust, and when he was ready to cum, he forced his dick past my lips and unloaded on my tongue. My first taste of Daddy’s hot jizz. He told me to swallow it like a good girl, so I did, licking my lips. It tasted salty and musky. I liked it. 
Pretty soon we started my daily deepthroat training. Daddy would push me to my knees with my back and head against the wall and tell me to open my mouth. When I did, he would slide his prick past my lips a little bit at a time and fuck my face with about five inches of his cock. It was enough to satisfy him for a while. 

Eventually, of course, my father needed me to swallow more of his dick. He grew more forceful with me, losing much of the patience he’d displayed earlier. One day before school, he just grabbed me by the pigtails and drilled his prick down my throat. I immediately gagged and started to throw up, but he was prepared for that. He withdrew his penis from my throat and moved my face toward the wastebasket next to me. I threw up into the basket, just a little bit, my eyes watering like crazy, Daddy’s hands still clutching my braids. 

When I was done, he told me to relax my jaw and throat muscles, then he pushed my head back against the wall and thrust his meaty prick right back down my throat. I gagged again but this time didn’t need to vomit. Tears streamed out of my eyes in rivers as his big, heavy balls nestled themselves against my chin. 

I couldn’t breathe. I looked up at my father in a panic. He was gazing down at me with lust in his eyes. He smiled at me. “Good girl,” he cooed. “Just relax that whore throat. Be a good cocksucker for Daddy.” He began thrusting his long fuck-rod in and out of my mouth, pulling my pigtails, watching my eyes water as I stretched my mouth to accommodate his girth. He pounded my throat as thick ropes of saliva escaped my mouth, dripping down my chin and onto my bouncing titties. I was drooling everywhere.
Eventually, Daddy blasted a massive load of sperm down the back of my throat. I swallowed it just like he’d taught me, loving the warm, briny taste of it. I was beginning to crave Daddy’s cum. 
***

By the time I turned thirteen, I was an expert at jacking my father off with my tits. I could also bypass my gag reflex and deepthroat his whole ten-inch hog. I drank his sperm every day, sometimes more than once. Daddy was very taken with me, and I was madly in love with him. I’d let him do anything he wanted with my body. 

I didn’t know it in the beginning, but my daddy had a dark side. It didn’t take long to reveal itself. He was a sadist at heart and I was his favorite slut to abuse. And abuse me, he did. 
