The Deal

Look at them. I just don’t understand why they are such a big deal. Well, I guess I can sort of understand it. They are enormous. And on a girl my age, with my frame and my face, they do look…well, I think they look ridiculous, but clearly some people think they are special. At least that’s what he keeps saying.

I guess I’ve never look at them this closely before. I’ve wanted them gone for such a long time, I’ve never taken the time to stand in front of the mirror with my shirt off like I’m doing now. What is it about these huge, soft, mounds of flesh hanging off of my chest that are so important? Why does everyone make such a big deal of them? Why does he think they are so special?

And if they are so special…should I really go through with this tomorrow? I mean, I guess I know what he likes to do with them, although I still don’t get why. And they make him behave like I’ve never seen anyone behave before. I wonder if other boys would feel the same way about them. Not that I really care about that. But I wonder…

Should I really go through with this?

 //

I suppose I should explain what brought me here, and why I’m asking these questions. My name is Amanda, but everyone calls me Mandy. I’m 13 years old and I go to St. Ann’s, an all girls Catholic middle school in a Western U.S. state. I’m an only child, and my family is pretty normal, I guess. Even though I go to a Catholic girls school, my parents aren’t too religious. I mean we go to church and stuff, but I think they just like this school because it’s the best one in our town. 

I’ve always gotten really good grades and take school very seriously. Some people say I take it too seriously. I guess that’s a nice way of saying I’m a nerd, which is what a lot of the mean girls at school call me.  Yes, it hurts my feelings. And I suppose I understand why they call me a nerd. I wear glasses, I don’t dress in fashiony clothes (when we’re not in uniform, that is), and my face makes me looks younger than my age. I don’t know anything about the cool music or TV shows so I don’t have anything to talk about with the other girls. I read science fiction and fantasy books in my spare time, which no one at school does. When people do talk to me, they all say how pretty I’d be if I’d get contacts and do something with my clothes and hair, which is long and dark, but I wear it in a pony tail all the time. But I don’t care about all that. I prefer talking about my science projects, which no one wants to talk about. So I don’t really have any friends at school, and since I don’t have any brothers or sisters, I don’t really have many people to talk with about stuff. Yes, it can be lonely, but I always tell myself that some day, when I win a Nobel Prize in physics, it will all be worth it. 

I probably could have just gone through junior high and high school in this way if it wasn’t for…well…if it was for these things. My boobs. As I mentioned, they are huge. I mean, just ridiculously huge. They started growing when I was 10 and they just kept on growing. By the time I was 12, I had to have special bras made for me, because to top it off I’m also short, 5’2”, and have a small frame besides these things. Now, at 13, I’m in a 32 DDD bra. Also, as I my boobs started growing, I also developed curves elsewhere and got this really round butt too. So given my height and frame, when you look at me it’s like I’m all boobs and butt!  It’s horrible! And I don’t even know where I got them from…my Mom is pretty flat chested.

So as this started happening, I did everything I could to cover up my developing body up. At school, we wear a uniform, so I couldn’t do anything about how my butt looked in the skirt, but I was sure to get the biggest shirt and sweater they had. When I walked around school I always walked with my head down and my books held in front of my chest. Gym time was a nightmare, and I always found a place to change where no one could see me. Of course, some girls did see me and they made mean comments about my boobs, stuff I didn’t even understand, but I knew they were being mean. So this was yet another reason I tried hard to keep to myself at school. I just couldn’t stand the attention.  

When I wasn’t at school, I’d wear big baggy sweatshirts and sweatpants. And since most of my life revolved around being at home or school, it didn’t get too uncomfortable except every now and then I’d notice a boy or man staring at me. One time, when I was 12, my parents and I went out to dinner. There was this older man at another table who kept staring at me with this weird look on his face. For some reason I’m sure it was because of my huge breasts, and it made me really uncomfortable. 

Although I felt uncomfortable having this body, I just never understood why people cared so much. My Mom was very kind and sensitive about my discomfort, but whenever I would ask her why people made such a big deal out of them, she would change the subject. I just didn’t know what the big deal about boobs were. I knew you got them when you were older, and from the comments the mean girls made about me, I had some idea they had something to do with, well…with sex. But for the life of me I couldn’t figure out what. 

See, because I went to a Catholic girls school, I knew nothing about sex. Absolutely nothing. We didn’t even have a sex education class like some other schools have. My parents never talked to me about sex, and quite honestly, I had no interest or curiosity about it. I had no idea how it worked, and whenever girls in my school would talk about it, I would walk away. I never saw any boys, and I didn’t have any interest in them. I figured someday I would, but for now I just wanted to get through school and become a famous scientist. Totally geeky, I know, but that’s me! 

So between the comments the girls would make, the weird stares I got, my discomfort with attention and the fact I had no idea what to do with these things, by the time I turned 13 I knew I wanted them gone. The final straw came when one of the girls at school told me that all girls with big boobs were stupid. I suppose I could have learned to live with the stares and comments--but the idea of people thinking I was some dumb person was just too much. I went to my Mom that night.

“Mom, I need to get rid of them…isn’t there something we can do? Surgery or something?” I asked.

My mom just looked at me with a sweet and caring look and shook her head. “Mandy, sweetheart, I know it’s hard for you,” she said. “But you’re probably too young. I don’t think you could get it done until you’re done growing, and the fact you’re 13 might mean they aren’t done getting bigger.”

“Bigger?” I yelled. “Bigger? How could they get any bigger? Mommy, can’t we just see a doctor and ask if they are done growing? Ask him if I could get them reduced? Please?”

“Honey, the surgery is pretty expensive so I don’t even know if we could afford it,” she said. “But…well…maybe I can talk to your Dad about it.”

“Really? Do you think he’ll say yes Mommy?” 

“We’ll see sweetheart.” 

//

If I just accepted my Dad’s decision. If I didn’t go and speak to him myself after he told my Mom we couldn’t afford it, I don’t know if everything that happened would have happened. I guess I’ll never know. But when my Mom told me the news I was devastated. I just wanted these boobs gone, reduced to a normal size, and I was afraid I’d never be normal. So I went to talk to my Daddy.

My Dad and I always had a close relationship. He was the one always helping me with my school projects and he was so proud whenever I did well in school. He loved science himself, even though he was an accountant, and he was the one who said I could win a Nobel Prize or become a doctor some day. He introduced me to sci-fi and fantasy novels,  and we’d always talk about our favorite characters and stories. (He’s a bit of a nerd himself I think.) I love my Mom a lot, but my Daddy and I had a special bond.   

But things changed around the time I turned 10. I guess I understand why now, but at the time, it just seemed strange. That was the time I started growing my boobs, and the more they grew, it seemed, the more distant my Daddy became. It’s not like he was mean or never talked to me. It’s just that whenever we did talk he kept it short, as if he had to get out of the room or something. He even seemed uncomfortable around me, which I couldn’t understand. Sometimes he wouldn’t even look me in the eye, he would be looking up at the wall when he was talking to me as if he wanted to avoid looking directly at me. I just couldn’t figure it out at the time. But like I said, it all makes sense now.  

After my Mom told me the news about what my Daddy decided, I knew I needed to talk to him. If I could just tell him how important this was to me, he’d have to agree to let me get the surgery. I ran upstairs to my Dad’s office, and peeked my head in. He had his back to me, looking ahead at his computer.

“Daddy?”

“Yes sweetheart, come in.” 

“Daddy, Mom just told me about your decision. She said I can’t get the surgery.”

“That’s right honey. Even if a doctor agreed, we just can’t afford it. I’m sorry to disappoint you.” he said, still at his desk with his back turned towards me. 

I hung my head down, fighting back tears. “Dad, I’m just so worried. I don’t know why I got these things, and people either make fun of me or stare. It’s not fair. They’re just so…big…I don’t know what to do. They’re not meant for a girl like me. Please, you have to help me.”

My Daddy didn’t say anything for a while. Finally he turned around, his eyes, once again, fixed on the wall instead of me. 

“I know it’s a problem princess, but…well…“ He let out a big sigh and finally looked at me. “Just how big have they gotten?”

“I’m in a 32 DDD bra that I have to get specially made Daddy! And I’m only 13. It’s so weird!”

When I said this my Dad made a face I’d never seen before. He closed his eyes and his mouth opened a bit. 

“That…that is big for a girl your age. R-really big.”

“I know Daddy. I don’t know why people make such a big deal of them. But they do. And I just hate the attention. I really just want to get the surgery so I can be a normal girl. Please Daddy, I’ll do anything!”

My Daddy let out another sigh and shook his head. He seemed like he was really struggling with something. 

“Sweetheart, shut the door please?” He finally said.

I went over and shut the door to his office, then sat down on the couch. He came over and sat next to me. Now he was looking me in the eye.

“Mandy, I want to make a deal with you. Now this is going to seem like a strange deal, but it’s a deal that we can’t break OK?”

“What kind of deal are you talking about, Daddy?”

“OK, I think surgery is a good idea.”:

“You do? You’ll do it! Oh Daddy thank you…”

“Now wait Mandy, before you get too excited…like I said, this is going to be part of a deal.”

He was right, I was so excited, but I had no idea what kind of deal he could have been talking about. “OK Daddy, so what is the deal. Like I said…I’ll do anything.”

“That’s right, you did. So I see how important it is to you. And I actually think this surgery is important for us, but I’ll explain that later. So the first thing we need to agree on before I continue is that under no circumstances can you tell your mother of our deal. Even if you don’t agree to it, you can’t tell her about this conversation or anything regarding this proposed deal, OK?”

This was starting to sound strange, but I agreed. “Ok Daddy, it will just be between us.”

“You promise?”

“I promise, Daddy.”

“OK, so if I let you get the surgery. From now until the time you get it, you need to do some…well…some things for me.”

“Things? What kind of things?”

“Well honey, you’re just going to have to trust me. I’ll tell you what you need to do at the time we agree it can happen. But I can tell you that nothing I do will hurt you, and you can back out of our deal at any time. Whenever you’re uncomfortable or don’t want to do something, you just let me know. But I’m going to have to just explain it as we go. I won‘t ask anything of you today. But I‘ll ask you to do some things for me some time soon.”

Now I was really confused. What was he going to ask me to do, extra chores or something? And what did he mean “Nothing I do will hurt me?” And what would make me uncomfortable? I had no idea, but I trusted my Daddy, and I would do anything to get these things taken away. So I agreed. 

“OK, Daddy, I’ll do whatever you ask between now and the time I get the surgery.”

“And not a word to Mommy no matter what?”

“Right, not a word to Mommy.”

“OK sweetheart, then we have a deal.”

“Oh thank you thank you thank you!” I reached over and gave him the biggest hug. 

“You’re welcome princess. And when this is all done, I think you’ll even find that we can go back to being the way we used to be.”

I had no idea why he said that. But as I said, now I understand. 

//

The first request came the next day. I got home from school and my Mom was out running errands. My Dad was upstairs in his office, and as I walked towards my room I yelled hello. He said hello back. And not shortly after I put my book bag on my bed, he came into my room.

“Hi Daddy.”

“Hi Mandy. So do you have a lot of schoolwork, or do you think you can do something for our deal now.”

“Well…um…sure I guess I have time. What do you want me to do?”

He sat down on my bed, and looked at the floor. Again, he looked like he was struggling with something, he then let out a big sigh.

“OK, well, this might seem like a strange request Mandy. And like I said, if you’re not comfortable, please just let me know.”

“Ok Daddy…what kind of strange request?”

“Well…I’d like you to show them to me.”

At first I had no idea what he was talking about. “Show what to you Daddy? I’m confused.”

“Y-your chest sweetheart.” He look down at my chest. “Those.”

I couldn’t believe it. Why on earth would my Daddy be interested in seeing those? “Are you serious Daddy? That is strange.”

My Daddy suddenly seemed flustered. “I-I know it’s weird honey, but you just need to trust me. All I want to do is see them.”

“But why Daddy? I don’t understand.”

“Well, seeing them will make Daddy happy. That’s all you need to know.” 

“Make you happy? Really?”

“Yes, sweetheart. Very happy.”

My Daddy had seen my naked body before. He must have given me a hundred baths as a little kid. He hadn’t seen me naked since I hit puberty, but I guess it didn’t seem like a big deal. I still couldn’t understand why it would make him happy to see my boobs, but if this is what he needed for our deal…

“And if I do this I can have the surgery?”

“Well, this might not be all I ask…but for now this is all I ask.”

“OK, I guess. I mean it’s a little weird showing my boobs to my Dad…”

“I know honey.”

“But I guess if it’s the deal, then I’ll do it. So what do you want me to do…just take off my shirt or something?”

“Yes sweetheart.”

I was strangely nervous as I pulled my sweater over my head and started to unbutton my white uniform shirt. I had no idea why my Dad would want to do this with me, but a part of me didn’t really want to know either. I just wanted to get it out of the way so I could get the surgery and have a normal life. 

After my shirt was unbuttoned, I pulled it off and just stood there in my white bra. My hands fidgeted at my sides. I couldn’t look at my Daddy, but I could hear his breathing get kind of short for a while. 

“So…uh…should I take the bra off too Daddy?”

“Yes, Mandy. Please take the bra off too.”

I reached back and unhooked the bra, and slowly pulled it forward. I hesitated for a second, before taking my hands away and revealing my enormous naked breasts to my father. “Well…here they are.”

“Oh my god.” He exclaimed.

“What, is there something wrong with them?”

“No honey, they are so…special.”

“Well, they’re really big…I don’t know how special they are.”

My father stood there for a long time just looking at them. Between the slight draft in my room and my general queasiness or the whole situation, I could feel my skin go gooseflesh. I kept my head down for the most part and just observed my own big boobs rising and falling with my breath.

“I just can‘t believe how big they are.”

Again, I didn’t really know why that would matter to him. I just was sticking to our deal.

“I-I guess so.”

“OK sweetheart, now the next thing I’m going to ask is if I can take some pictures of them.

“Pictures? Of my boobs? Are you serious?”

“Yes, honey…they would be just for me. So I can remember them before they…well, before they change.”

“Wow Daddy, I don’t know. You promise no one else will see them right?”

“Of course sweetheart. I promise.”

“O-ok then. I guess it’s OK.”

Daddy took out a digital camera and at first just started taking photos of me standing there with my shirt off. He took them from different angles and stuff, but didn’t ask me to do anything. I didn’t look at the camera for the most part…I didn’t know if I should or not. Then he started making other requests.

“Princess can you hold them for me? Just kind of cup them underneath with your hands and push them together.”

I could barely hold them with my hands, they were so big. When I pushed them together, it made a huge amount of cleavage, and my Dad started taking a lot of pictures, saying “Oh my god” over and over. 

He had me do all sorts of things for the camera that afternoon. He asked me to press them together a bunch of different ways. One particular way he seemed to really like was when my small pink nipples touched together. Then he had me jiggle them in my hands, and clap them together.  He asked me to lay on my back on my bed and kind of sway them back and forth with my hands. That was really hard to do because I couldn’t really hold on to them! He also had me lift a nipple up to my own mouth an had me suck on it. My nipple felt all tingly when I did it. How weird!

None of it was particularly interesting or exciting to me, but he seemed just blown away by the whole thing. He kept pulling at his pants every now and then like he was uncomfortable or something.

After he was done taking photos, he said I could put my shirt back on and he reminded me not to tell Mommy. 

An hour later, as I was doing my homework, I thought I heard strange sounds coming from my Daddy’s office. I walked over to see if he was OK. The door was locked, but I could hear him kind of moaning in there. I could make out some of what he was saying.

“Oh god Mandy…my little girls’ boobs are so big!” 

Why was he saying that? And why did he sound like he was moaning or in pain or something.?

“Oh god Mandy hold them for Daddy…Daddy’s going to cum on Mandy’s big tits!” And then he let out a huge moan which sounded like it lasted a minute. 

I really almost called an ambulance, because I didn’t hear him in there for a while. Finally I heard him walk toward s the door so I snuck back to my room. 

I don’t know what he was doing in there. And what was he saying? What does he mean “come on Mandy’s big tits?” I didn’t really want to know. My Daddy was acting just too weird!

//

The next request came about a week later. I had gone to the doctor and he said that although I was only 13, I could get the surgery. I was so relieved! We set the surgery date for a month later, so I only had a few weeks left with big boobs! I wondered if my Dad would want to see them and take pictures again. I kind of hoped he wouldn’t want to. It was weird seeing my own father act like that. But a deal is a deal, so I just waited. 

The night after I had the consultation appointment my Mom had to work late so it was just me and Daddy. I was up in my room studying, and my Daddy knocked on the door. 

“Mandy? Can I come in?”

“Sure Daddy, what’s going on?”

I was worried he might make another “request” and sure enough he did.

“Well honey, I was wondering if I could ask you to do more…things…for Daddy?”

“Um…I guess so. Do you want to take pictures again or something?”

“Well, yes, princess. But first I was going to ask you to take off your shirt again.”

I sighed. “Well, is this going to take long Daddy? I’ve got a lot of work to do.”

“No honey, this won’t take very long at all.”

Like I said, a deal is a deal. I was wearing an old baggy t-shit with a plain white bra underneath. I lifted the shirt over my head, and dropped it on the floor. Then I reached back and unclasped my bra and my boobs bounced as I pulled the bra off. 

“OK, Daddy, what do you want me to do?”

“Well princess, this time, I’m going to take my pants off if that’s OK.”

“Take your pants off? Why Daddy?”

“You’ll see Mandy.”

I was confused, but I just wanted to get this over with so I could get back to my studying. My Daddy unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his pants and let them drop to the floor. Then he pulled down his underwear. 

Now I’ve seen my Daddy’s…thing before. When I was really young I’d go into the bathroom while he was taking a shower and talk to him about insects and stuff. I saw his thing and it wasn’t a big deal. So I knew what it was supposed to look like. 

But when he took off his pants, I thought there was something wrong. Instead of just hanging there, it was sticking out, and it looked really hard as opposed to being soft and floppy.  It also looked a lot bigger than I remembered it. It just looked so different. 

“Daddy, what’s wrong with that?” I said, wincing. 

He looked like he was struggling to figure out what to say. “Well princess…a penis just gets like this when a man is…excited.”

“Excited? Really? Why does it get all big and hard when you get excited?”

“It’s kind of difficult to explain, sweetheart…maybe when you’re older.”

I just couldn’t figure it out. I guessed it had something to do with sex, but I didn’t know what. So there I was with my shirt off in front of my Daddy, who had his pants down and his thing out. I knew I wanted to get the surgery no matter what, so I was willing to do whatever it took, but I had butterflies in my stomach because I had no idea what was going to happen. 

“Well, why do you have it out, Daddy? What are you going to do with it?”

“You’ll see princess. Now, I’d like you sit down on the edge of your bed, OK?”

“OK, Dad,” I said and walked over the bed and sat down. He walked over and stood a couple of feet in front of me. His thing was sticking out still and I thought it might poke me in the face. 

“OK, sweetie, all I need you to do is to hold your boobs together. Just kind of cup your hands underneath and push them together a bit.”

“OK Daddy,” I said. “But what is going to happen…are you going to do something with your thing, cause that’s gross.”

“Princess, I promise nothing I do will hurt at all. You don’t have to do anything but hold your boobs.”

“Alright…” I put my hands underneath my enormous breasts, trying to hold on to them. I finally used a bit of my arms to help, and my boobs were kind of sticking out and rest on my hands and arms. My Daddy watched and I could hear him say “Oh my god” under his breath.

“Ok that’s great Mandy, now just push them together a little bit more so there’s some more cleavage.”

I pushed them together a bit, creating some seriously deep cleavage and my nipples were so close they practically touched. Daddy let out a breath. He licked his hand and then started to move his hand back and forth across his thing. I couldn’t understand why he was doing that.

“Wh-why are you touching it Daddy, does it hurt?” 

“No honey, it feels good when I do it.” He just looked at me…well, he looked at my boobs…and kept stroking his penis. He stepped a little closer to me and his thing was only a few inches from my chest. Then he started to talk all weird like he did when he was in his room the first time.

“Oh god, Mandy your boobs have grown so big for Daddy. You’re so young have these huge tits, just for me. You’re holding your big boobs for Daddy so he can come on them.”

“What do you mean Daddy, What’s ‘come on them’ mean? That doesn’t make any sense.” 

He just kept stroking and talking like he didn’t hear me or something. I was getting nervous, cause I’ve never seen my Daddy act this way. He just kept stroking faster and faster and saying his strange words.”

“That’s it princess. Make a nice deep cleavage for Daddy. No one has ever come on these big boobs before and Daddy’s going to be the first one to do it. I’ll be the only one to come on them…to come…on those big…soft….13 year old…juggs…”

Then he gently gripped my shoulder and pointed his penis at my boobs while he stroked and started moaning really loudly.

“OH GOD MANDY….OH GOD HERE IT COMES….HERE IT COMES…”

I couldn’t believe what happened next. All of this white stuff shot out of his thing. It happened so fast, and it was so unexpected, I just froze and watched it. It was warm and sticky and at first it streaked across my boobs and splattered my chest. My Daddy just moaned out so loudly I thought he was hurt. He just kept stroking and stroking, and after the first few streaks it kind of dripped out of his penis in globs on to my waiting boobs. 

When he was done, my boobs were absolutely covered in the white stuff, and dripping into my cleavage. It was sooo gross. After taking a second to look at it, I said. “Ewwww, Daddy, what is this!??”

He just stood there for a second standing over me his hand still on my shoulder. He was breathing heavily and still looking at my shimmering breasts. His thing got softer and smaller in his other hand. 

“It’s…it’s…called cum Mandy. And it…well…it just comes out when a man is excited. That’s all you need to know right now.”

I didn‘t care what it was called. I just wanted to get it off of me. “Oh, this is just so weird and gross Daddy!” I said. “I’ve got to go clean up.” 

“Wait, honey…just one second before you do,” Daddy said and quickly left and went into his office. He came right back with his camera.  I couldn’t believe it.

“Oh geez Daddy, really? Do we have to?”

“Princess, I just want to take one photo with my cum on them. Just quickly….push them together again.”

My patience was running out, but I did it anyway. Anything for me to just get in the bathroom and take a shower. I pushed them together and a huge glob of stuff slid down and on to one of my nipples. My Daddy snapped a couple of quick photos, and then kissed me on the forehead. 

“Thank you sweetie.”

“Ok, Daddy, are we done?”

“Yes Mandy.”

I went into my bathroom and took a long shower. Just a few more weeks, I kept thinking to myself. Just a few more weeks.

//

For the next week, my Daddy didn’t make any requests. He went on as normal…in fact, he seemed a lot more relaxed around me than he had before all this started. He would joke around more and talk about science fiction and stuff with me. I wondered why he was like this all the sudden, but I was just happy that I was getting closer to my surgery and this weirdness would all be over. But it did make me think that things would go back to being normal between us when it was done. 

In the meantime I couldn’t get the sight of Daddy shooting his white stuff on my boobs out of my head. How it looked coming out, the sounds he made while it was happening, the way it went all over my boobs…it was just so strange. The scientist in me really wanted to look up what “cum” is and what it’s for. I mean, I assumed it had something to do with sex, but what on earth does putting white stuff on a girls boobs have to do with making babies? It didn’t make any sense to me, but I decided to leave it alone. It was just too gross, and I figured I’d learn about this stuff when I was older.

Besides, I got another “up close” view of the whole thing again when my Daddy made his third request. 

This time it happened right after I came home from school. I walked in the door, and my Daddy was standing there waiting for me. I didn’t have time to take my book bag off before he asked me.

“Hi Mandy…I was hoping I could make another request of you today. Do you have time?”

“Where’s Mom?” I asked.

“She’s out running errands, so I wanted to make sure we had enough time.”

“Enough time for what Daddy? Is it the same thing we did last time, cause that was just weird!”

“Well, honey, yes, it’s sort of like that. It will be a little different this time. I know it’s weird princess, and I really appreciate you letting me do these things with you. It didn’t hurt did it?”

“Well…no…I just don’t understand what it’s for. And it was all sticky and stuff too!”

“I know honey, and like I said, when you’re older you’ll understand it a bit better.”

“Ugh, alright Daddy, let’s go upstairs and get this over with.”

We went upstairs to my bedroom, and when I walked in I noticed a video camera set up next to my bed. 

“Daddy, what’s that for?”

“Well honey it’s like how I’ve been taking the pictures, only this time I wanted to get it on video.”


“Why video?” I asked.

“Well, this is going to involve some…um….movement, and I wanted to capture it. And like I promise honey, as always, no one will ever see any of this.”

“Whatever Daddy, its fine. Just tell me what you want me to do.”

He asked me to take off my shirt (of course!). I unbuttoned my white uniform shirt and unclasped my white bra. While I was doing this he took off his pants, and his thing was all long and hard and poking out again. He rub it a few times while I was taking off my shirt and bra, and then he sat at the edge of my bed. 

“Ok sweetheart,” my Dad said. “I want to you to come kneel down in front of me.”

I walked over and knelt on the floor about two feet away from him, my boobs swaying as I got on the floor.  “Like this Daddy?”

“I need you to come a bit closer honey.”

I nudged forward a few inches. “Here?”

“Actually a little closer,” he said, spreading his legs. “I need you to be right in between my legs.”

“But…Daddy…if I do that your thing is gonna…its gonna touch my breasts.”

“I know princess, that’s kind of the point. I promise it won’t hurt.”

“Ugh, alright Daddy.” I edged up right in between his legs, His penis was sticking straight up and I moved forward until it brushed up against my nipple. “Now what?”

My Daddy leaned back and adjusted the camera, looking at the viewfinder and pointing the camera right at my boobs and his thing. Once he was done, he started the camera, put his hand on his penis and guided it so it was right in between my boobs. 

“OK Mandy,” Daddy said. “Now take your hands and press your boobs together.”

I couldn’t figure out where this was going, but again, I just wanted to get it over with. I put my hands on the sides of my breasts and pressed them together around my Daddy’s thing. He let out a slight moan as he did this. I looked down and saw my boobs pressed together and kind of resting on my Dad’s thighs with my nipples almost touching. My Daddy’s penis almost completely disappeared in between my boobs, except for the top of it which was sticking out from my cleavage. 

“OK sweetheart that’s perfect.” Daddy said. “Now I want you to move your boobs up and down around Daddy’s thing.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Like this?” Started just moving my hands up and down. However, when I did that my boobs fell out of my hands and my Daddy’s penis dropped back. 

“I don’t get it,” I said.

“It’s OK sweetheart,” my Daddy said. “That was great. Just hold them tighter.”

I pushed my boobs together again and my Daddy licked his hand and stroked his thing a few times. He slipped in into my waiting cleavage again. This time I held my breasts tighter and began to move them up and down. My boobs slid up and down his hard thing, the top of it disappearing and poking out every time I moved them. 

“Is this right Daddy?” I asked. “This is just the weirdest…”

“Yes honey, oh god that’s perfect…”

My Daddy then started saying all this strange stuff again.

“Oh that’s it Mandy. Move your big tits up and down around Daddy’s cock. Daddy’s fucking his little girl’s big boobs for the first time. Every boy and man who sees you wants to do this, but Daddy’s the only one to fuck these. I‘m fucking these…HUGE…YOUNG…TITS…OH GOD, MANDY…”

I felt my Daddy’s thing start to twitch a bit, and I wondered  what was going to happen. So I looked down and said “Daddy wha…”

Before I could even finish my sentence a huge stream of white stuff shot up and hit me in the glasses. I was so surprised and my head shot back. The next stream came out and hit me in the chin and then dripped down onto my boobs. The white stuff kept coming out, and my Daddy kept moaning. It shot out in globs, like my Daddy’s thing was a fountain, and landed all over my boobs. 

When he was “done” I took my hands away. “Ugh…Daddy! It hit me in the face! That’s so gross! Why does that keep happening? Can I go clean up? Ewwww!”

My Daddy laid back on the bed with this wide-eyed look on his face. “Oh my god that was amazing, princess. Yes, go clean up.”

I went into the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. My glasses, my chin and my boobs were absolutely covered in this…”cum.” I just couldn’t understand why my Daddy would want to do this with me. It’s so messy and weird. Whatever it was, I just couldn’t wait until it was over and I was rid of these huge boobs that do this to him.

//

During the final week before my surgery, I was practically counting the hours. I was so anxious to have this all behind me. Not only would I be rid of these enormous breasts, but my “deal” with my Daddy would be done. I couldn’t believe the things he wanted to do with me. And the way he acted when he was doing them…jeez! I’ve never seen anyone that…well…”excited” about anything. Especially when he put his thing in between my boobs—it was like he was on another planet! It made me wonder…when boys and older men look at me, is that what they are thinking about? Do all men want to put their things in between my boobs? It sure made my Daddy feel good, even if I couldn’t understand why.  
 Well, just when I thought it couldn’t get any weirder, my Daddy’s final request came. It was a couple of days before my surgery, and my mother was away for the weekend visiting grandma. The fact that mommy was always gone when we did this stuff, and the fact Daddy swore me to secrecy, made me feel kind of bad. I mean, she definitely wouldn’t be happy if she knew Daddy was doing these things with her own daughter. But I knew it would be over once I got the surgery, and I hoped everything would go back to normal for everyone. 
So this particular night I was getting ready for bed, brushing my teeth in the bathroom. My Daddy appeared in the doorway. 

“Hi sweetheart,” he said.

“Hi Daddy, what’s up?”

“Can I speak to you in my bedroom when you’re finished brushing your teeth?” he asked.

“Sure Daddy,” I said. I had a feeling this was going to be another request. 

I finished brushing my teeth and washing my face and I went into my Daddy and Mommy’s room. My Dad was sitting on the edge of the bed. Next to him was a pink Victoria’s Secret box. The video camera was also set up by the bed.
“Hi sweetheart. Sit next to me,” Daddy said.

I sat down next to him, and stared down at the floor, wondering what would be in store for us tonight. He turned to me, and smiled slightly.

“Mandy, I know the last few weeks have been strange and that you don’t understand everything that’s gone on.” 

“That’s for sure,” I said. 

“And I know you probably have a lot of questions, but I think it may be best if I just not try to explain things to you now,” he said. “I promise someday you’ll understand it all…except the part about why I’m doing these things with my own daughter. That part is unusual.”

“Whatever Daddy, I assume you want to do some more stuff with me tonight, right?”

“Yes sweetheart,” he said. “Tonight I have my final request for you. And then you get your surgery and everything will go back to normal. I really want that Mandy, and I really appreciate you letting me do all this…stuff.” Even when he was acting like a big weirdo, my Daddy was still was sweet and I still loved him. 
“Yeah, well, it’s been weird and gross Daddy, and I don’t get why this stuff makes you so happy,” I said. “But I really want to get this surgery and for things to go back to normal too.” 
Daddy reached for the Victoria’s Secret box and put it on his lap. “Now tonight princess I’m going to need you to put something on for me,” he said, and handed me the box. 
I opened it up. Inside was a pair of black thong panties, and a pair of thigh-high stockings. All of my underwear was plain and white. I certainly didn’t have any thongs or stockings. I took them out of the box and held them up to look at.
“You want me to wear these?” I asked. “I don’t have any black bras to go with this, you know.”

“I know princess,” Daddy said. “I couldn’t get a bra for you because you have them specially made. It doesn’t matter, though. I don’t need you to wear a bra.”

“So just these panties and stockings, and that’s it?” I asked.

“Yes princess, if that’s OK.”
“Ugh, whatever, sure.”
I went into my parents’ bathroom and took off my nightgown and the panties I was wearing. I slipped on the black panties, which felt a bit strange going up the crack of my butt. Then I pulled on the stockings. I briefly looked in the mirror, turning around to see what my butt looked liked in these things. I couldn’t believe how round it was and how much it stuck out! I wished there was surgery for that!
I walked into the room and my Daddy was in nothing but his boxer shorts. I stood in front of him, naked from the waist up, and with these panties and stockings that made me look like a prostitute or something. I was nervous again, so I fidgeted with my hands and my sides.

“S-so what do you want me to do this time Daddy?” I asked.

My Daddy just stared at me for a while, and then asked me to turn around so he could see how I looked. I turned my back to him, and he let out a slight moan.

“OK Mandy, now I need you to get up on my bed,” my Daddy requested. “Just get on all fours and kind of turn your butt towards me.”

I did as I was asked. My Daddy then went to the camera and adjusted it.  Then he crawled up on the bed, and got on his knees behind me. I had no idea what he was going to do. I felt his hands gently squeeze my butt.

“My god Mandy, I didn’t realize you had such an ass as well,” my Daddy said. “It’s like you we’re built for sex and don’t even realize it.”

“Sex!?” I exclaimed. “Ewww, what are you talking about Daddy? Are going to have sex with me?”
“No princess,” he said. “I promised myself that is where I would draw the line. I will not have sex with you. I will not put myself inside of you. I will leave your virginity intact.”

I didn’t really know what he meant by “putting himself inside of me” but I was relieved.

“We’re just going to pretend, OK?” he said. I couldn’t see him, but I heard him pull his boxers down, and I felt what I imagined was his penis brush against my butt cheeks. Then he got really close. His thing went in between my legs and he held on to my butt. Then he began to rock me back and forth and talking strange again.

“Oh god Mandy, this is what it would look like if I was fucking you from behind. My god look at that fucking ass.”
I got nervous for a second and asked, “Daddy, wait, are you sure this isn’t sex?”

“No honey, I’d have to take your panties off for that,” he replied. “Your panties are staying on and we’re just pretending, I promise.” Then he went back to doing what he was doing. I decided not to ask any more questions. 
“That’s it princess, let Daddy fuck you from behind. God look at those huge tits sway.”

He reached around and felt my boobs for a second while he rocked me. They jiggled in his hands every time my butt went up against his thighs. Then he put his hands back on my butt and started to rock me harder and faster. 

“Oh my god your ass feels so good princess,” my Daddy said breathing heavily. “Look at it bounce off my thighs. God you’re such a good little girl and you have no idea what your body does to men.”
I heard a clapping sound every time my butt smacked against my Daddy’s thighs, as he was thrusting faster and faster. My boobs started to clap together as well with each thrust. I kept thinking how weird this felt…so this is how sex is? I did feel his thing rub up against my…you know…through the panties and that started to feeling tingly and good. But overall, since it was my own father, it was just so creepy and weird. My Daddy just kept going though, and sounded stranger than ever.
“Jesus, Mandy your big boobs are clapping together as I fuck you from behind,” he said. “Look at that fucking ass jiggle in that thong and stockings. You’re my good little geeky girl and you’ve dressed like a hooker for your Daddy and you’re letting him fuck you from behind. Oh baby, I would come all over your hot ass so fast and I think a lot of men are going to want to do it this way with you and blow their load all over your ass and back….but you know where I want to cum right princesses?”
At this point I didn’t know if he actually wanted me to answer him. But he stopped and asked me again, “Do you know where Daddy wants to come on you Mandy? Can you tell Daddy?”

“M-my boobs?”

“That’s right honey,” Daddy said. “Can you ask me if I want to come on your boobs princess? Can you ask Daddy that?”

I had no idea why he wanted me to ask him that. “Um…ok…uh…Daddy, do you want to…uh…come on my boobs?” 
“Oh yes, Mandy. Daddy is going to be the first and last man to come on those big tits right sweetheart?”

“Yeah Dad, I guess so.”

“OK well I want to do the same thing we did last time but a little differently,” he said. “Can you turn around and lay on you back please?”

I laid on my back, hopeful it would all be over soon. “Ok Daddy, what are you going to do?”

“Well, it’s like last time where I put my thing in between them,” he said. “But can you ask Daddy if he wants to do it? Ask me if I want to put it in between your boobs.”

“Ugh, OK…Daddy do you want to put your thing in between my boobs?”

“OK sweetheart, now say, ‘Daddy, do you want to fuck my big boobs?”

“What? That’s a swear word!”

“It’s OK princess, just this once.”

“So weird…ok…uh….Daddy, do you want to f-fuck my big boobs?”

“Ask me if I want to be the only man to ever fuck his little girl’s big boobs,” my Daddy said while he stroked his thing.

“Daddy, do you want to be the only man to ever fuck your little girl’s big boobs?” I said reluctantly. 

“Oh yes Mandy, I do…” he said and he straddled my chest. “Now push your tits together around Daddy’s cock.”

I pressed my boobs together the best I could, and my Daddy’s thing just completely disappeared in my fleshy mounds. Last time he had me move my boobs up and down, but this time he did all the work. He leaned over me and started to thrust as I held them together.

“Oh yeah Mandy, I’m fucking your huge 13 year old boobs,” he said loudly. “You’re such a good little girl letting Daddy do this. My good little girl with a body built for sex. Look at your huge tits jiggle every time I thrust my cock into your cleavage.”

There was a clapping sound, similar to when he was playing with my butt, as his thigh smacked against my boobs. He was fully leaned over me, bracing himself against the bedroom wall and just pounding away at my big breasts. I realized that my Daddy might like it when I said things to him too, since he asked me to say those things to him. So I figured if I started talking, it might be over soon. So I did my best.

“Daddy, uh…you’re really…um…f-fucking my big boobs.” I said, hesitantly. He seemed to like it as he let out a big moan. “They are really big, and I’m only 13 years old. And you’re the only person I’ll let do this…do you like fucking my…t-tits Daddy?”

“Oh yes, keep talking Mandy,” he said, as I felt the tip of his thing get slippery in my cleavage.

“Are you going to come Daddy? Are you going to come on your little girl’s big tits Daddy? Is your white stuff going to come out on my boobs?” I said trying to hold on to my unruly boobs as he smacked against them.

And with that…it happened. 

“OHHHH GOD MANDY!” he yelled and pulled his penis out of my cleavage and stroked it. A huge stream of white stuff streaked across my jiggling breast and hit my lips. He kept stoking and moaning loudly, pointing his thing at one boob, and then the other coating each with a few streams and then drips of it in my cleavage. When he was done, there was more come on my boobs than any of the other times.
He collapsed next to me. By now I was used to the come so I wasn’t as grossed out by it. But I went into the bathroom and wiped it off of my lips and breasts with a towel. I looked at my boobs and smiled, knowing in two days they would be a normal size. “So long,” I said to them. “It was nice knowing you, I guess.”

//

But now, on the night before my surgery, I can’t get the images out of my head, or the questions. The idea that these boobs could make a father do things with his own daughter that most normal men would never do, I wondered again what was so special about them. And if they are so special, what does that mean? My father said that someday I would “understand.” Does that mean later on in life I will look at my big boobs differently? That I’ll learn to appreciate them? What it is it about these things? And the most prominent question in my mind tonight…
Should I go through with this?

