My Little Girl Melanie:
Melanie is a lovely little girl. She is almost 13 now, so I don’t suppose the term ‘little girl’ really fits her as well as it did, but she will always be a little girl to me. 
Sometimes I really struggle with guilt over what I have done to her. But I must say she doesn’t really seem to be damaged by events. Psychologists and social workers would tell us that little girls in these situations are damaged beyond repair in the psychological sense. I wonder, if they were to spend some time with Melanie, if they would perhaps realize that it doesn’t always apply.
My daughter Melanie and I have a rich, loving, deep relationship – dare I say, much closer and deeper than any of the other little girls who I know through Melanie, have with their fathers. I am her best friend, even though I am her father. Far from wanting to rebel and shun my values, she spends as much time as she can with me and takes a genuine interest in just about everything that touches my world. 
This is how it all started.

Melanie was six when she started having the bad dreams. She would come into our bedroom almost every night. She always came to my side of the bed because she knew that I would let her climb in beside me whereas her mother would always take her back to her own bed. 
This had been happening for a few months. We had tried everything we could to fathom where the dreams came from, but with no success. I didn’t want her starting to go to psychologists as I have worked with them for many years in my field of work, and I don’t trust them for a minute.
So we battled on.
It became quite the routine for her to share our bed 3 nights out of 7 each week. I actually began to look forward to feeling her warm little body snuggled tightly against me as she slept, her arms or legs sprawled over and around me in complete ownership of her daddy. 
I also began looking forward to the nights when she wore one of her little nighties rather than her pyjamas. It wasn’t a sudden thing, or even a conscious thing. It just sort of grew inside me like a dark awareness that I found some erotic pleasure in the feel of her naked legs brushing mine. 
Often she would lay with her back to me. I would spoon with her. The feel of her pert little bottom pressed against my groin quickly made me hard. At first I was nervous of her feeling my erection and would try to keep a gap between us, but before long I found myself actually pressing myself against her. I knew that she could feel my hardness poking her legs and bottom, but she never said anything or even tried to move away. 

She was seven when things seemed to just naturally go a step further. I would sometimes lay and stroke her back as she nestled against me. 
Now I began running my hand underneath her pyjama top or her nightie and stroking her smooth, warm skin. I would trace gentle little trails up and down her spine making her break out in little shivers every now and again. 
“I like that daddy.” She would giggle softly. 
“Shh! Don’t wake mum.” I would reply. Karen would be asleep beside me, completely unaware that right there in our marriage bed, in the very bed where she had conceived this wonderful little girl who now nestled so snugly beside me, I was slowly and almost subconsciously, seducing our child. 
Melanie began asking me to “Rub my back daddy, I like it,” within a few minutes of climbing into our bed beside me. 
Very soon my stroking hand would find its way around to stroke her little tummy too. I could tell that she liked that because every time, as soon as my hand touched her tummy, she would immediately roll onto her back signifying that was where she wanted to feel my hand. 
I would stroke and caress, going lower and lower with every pass, until one day I let it slip down to brush against her small pussy through her panties. She shivered a little, but made no move to stop me or shift out of the way.
So I did it again . . . and again . . . and again, until at last my hand just stayed right there between her parted thighs as my fingers fumblingly found the shape of her slit. I rubbed gently back and forth the length. I felt her arms lock tightly around my arm as I caressed my little girl. 
Neither of us made a sound. Neither acknowledged what was happening. I had to control my own breathing which was becoming a little heavy with the sexual tension. I didn’t want her to think I was some sort of heavy-breathing ogre molesting a little girl – which is actually exactly what I was. 
My cock was bursting for release. I could feel the pre-cum soaking my boxers. I pressed against her thigh, and the touch was enough to send me over. 
I know she could feel it as my cock throbbed against her thigh spewing rope after rope of sticky, warm semen inside my pants. 
As soon as I had finished, a feeling of overpowering guilt washed over me. 
I silently kissed her cheek, and then turned toward Karen and let the euphoria of sexual release lull me to sleep. 

This behaviour continued. The guilt I felt soon faded away, and when she crept into my bed the following night, it wasn’t long before I was doing the same thing again. 
She seemed to enjoy it.
She never acknowledged what I had done in any way, but neither did she cease her nocturnal visits, and neither did she try to pull away at all when I would travel my hand down to her small sex. Instead, I would feel her skinny young thighs part to make room.
In fact, she seemed to encourage our activity. She never wore her pyjamas to my bed again after that fateful night. She would come into the room in the darkness, tap my arm and I would scoot over for her. Each time I would find myself holding my breath to see what she was wearing, and every time I was delighted to feel the warmth of her naked legs touch mine as she snuggled in beside me. 
It was probably a month after this event that I nervously slipped my hand beneath the elastic of her panties. Just the tips of my fingers – I waited to see her response. 
There was none, so I stroked up over her stomach again, and then back down and this time I slid my hand right down inside her panties until I actually touched the top of her smooth groove. 
I paused.
She didn’t move. I felt the slightest increase of pressure where she hugged my arm. Encouraged, I moved my hand down a little more. I could hardly believe it. Here I was with my fingers resting skin to skin against the hairless slit of my 7 year old daughter. 
I was breathing quite heavily by this time. My cock throbbed in my pants. I just had to reach my free hand inside my pyjamas and hold my shaft. 
I orgasmed immediately. 
It was intense. 
It was exciting. 
As I began to spasm, the middle finger on my right hand between her legs pressed between the smooth pussy lips. 
I felt warm moisture. 
My little girl was wet!
That knowledge doubled the intensity of my climax. I felt my whole body actually give one quite violent jerk as the first wad of cum burst from the tip. 
Even though I was so scared that I might wake Karen, the fear couldn’t dampen the thrill of the sensations I was feeling.
As soon as I finished coming, I lay perfectly still for a moment.
I listened, and with a flood of relief, heard Karen’s smooth, deep breathing continuing un-interrupted. 

This time, my cock stayed hard. 
I continued stroking my little girl. I dipped my finger into the wetness seeping from her tiny vagina, and used it as lubrication for my finger on her small clit.
I was rewarded almost immediately by the feel of her clit becoming a hard little nub beneath my caress. 
I felt her legs give a little jerk. She was enjoying this. All the while her arms hugged mine tightly. 
This became our regular routine then. 
She began coming in more frequently. 
She began leaving her panties off too. The first time I slipped my hand between her legs and realised that she was completely naked down there, I almost came right away.
An involuntary moan of pure lust escaped my lips. 
We never spoke about things when we were together in the light of day. She behaved exactly the same with me as she had always done, and I did the same with her. Even when we were alone together, we never acknowledged our little secret. 
When is say she was exactly the same with me as before, maybe there was one difference. She became the most loving, attentive, obedient, caring daughter that a man could ever wish for. 

It was a few weeks after this that I picked up the nerve to actually take her small hand one night as I fondled her, and place it firmly on my penis. My own hand was shaking as I guided her, I wondered if she would recoil, repulsed at last by her own father’s molestations.
But she didn’t. in fact as soon as her hand made contact with the warm flesh of my shaft, like the fronds on a little insect eating plant, her fingers closed firmly around it. She seemed unsure of how to do what, so I placed my hand on hers and showed her how to manipulate me in the standard masturbatory rhythm. 
And she did it. 
She did it with dexterity. 
She did it with a willingness that belied any accusation of having been “groomed” to do what she didn’t want to do. 
As she fondled me, I placed my finger-tip against the opening of her tiny vagina. It had been poised there on more than one occasion before, but I had never had the courage to press forward – until that moment.
As she stroked me, I pressed my finger slowly into her opening. She paused her manipulations and I heard her breath catch. 
As it reached the first knuckle I felt her legs move further apart. She bent her knees so that they sort of fell wide open.
For the first time in all the times we had been together like this, I spoke to her. 
“OK?” was all I said. 
“Yes.” Was her succinct reply.
I pressed forward again and thrilled at the feel of her warm, wet, tight sex budding like a flower around my invading touch. I paused as I felt the soft barrier of her maidenhead, and then pressed gently forward. 
She made no sound. 
I felt her tiny hand release my cock and she placed it over mine as if saying, “I trust you daddy.” 
I only knew that she had felt the “breaking” because her body tensed a little and she drew a sharp breath – then she was still again.
I felt her thighs relax as before, and I continued in my invasion her tiny sex. Her hand still rested on mine as I began to finger her. 
I was so overcome with love for her in that moment. I leant over her and for the first time, I touched her sweet lips with mine in a kiss that wasn’t a father-daughter kiss. It was the kiss of a lover, and she responded in kind.
I pressed my tongue against her lips and felt her mouth open to allow entry. She was completely inexperienced, but as she tentatively returned the pressure of my tongue against hers, our kiss became more passionate and fervid. 
I was finger-fucking her steadily now. She was as wet now as her mother had ever become. I could feel her slickness leaking down over her buttocks. 
Her hand soon returned to my shaft, and she pumped me firmly as her own sensations built inside her.
That night I came with her hand pumping my shaft. I will never forget the sheer pleasure of it. 
The taboo of incest; the crime of sexual abuse; the passion of lost innocence; the headiness of lust; all mingled into an exhilarating potion that hooked me for all time to my sin. 

Things continued to develop slowly. Very slowly, but they did progress. 
I was being extra careful. I think that is why it took so long for us to actually do what I had longed for almost from the start – to actually penetrate my little innocent girl and fill her womb with my seed, her own daddy’s seed. 
Our activities had been going on for almost 18 months by the time she turned 8. She would regularly masturbate me when we were together. 
She had begun to experience what I imagine must have been mini orgasms when I fingered her and rubbed her clit. Sometimes she would have 3 or 4 in a session. Even I frequently managed more than one orgasm. 
It was all so exciting.

The big day came one day when she and I were left at home alone for a whole Saturday. Karen’s mother had been sick with the flu for a few days, and Karen’s dad was struggling to keep up with things. Karen went over to help clean the house and prepare a week’s food for them to freeze and use as they needed it.
She left early. Melanie hadn’t come into my bed that night, so when Karen left I was on my own. 
I heard her go into Mel’s room to say “Bye!”, and wondered if I would see her little head peep round the door when Karen was gone.
I didn’t have to wonder for long. 
As the car pulled out of the driveway, the bedroom door creaked open and Mel peeked in to see if I was awake. I smiled at her. 
“O goody! You’re awake!” she said cheerily as she hurried over and jumped into bed in Karen’s place. She had her little pink nightie on, the one I liked most of all because it was the shortest. It barely reached below her little round bottom.
As she climbed in, I caught sight of her bottom and smiled inside when I saw that she was without her panties again, just as I had hoped she would be.
She immediately snuggled up, putting her head on my chest and throwing one leg over mine so that I felt her smooth little slit touch my bare thigh. 
“Love you Sweetie.” I whispered against her head. 
“Love you too.” She whispered back. 
I began stroking her back, working my way down to cup her tight little buttocks. 
I felt her small hand move to fold around my already erect cock. She looked up and we kissed lightly as she began stroking her little fist back and forth. 
We ‘made out’ this way for a few minutes, each passing second finding us getting hotter and hotter until we were in the full throes of passionate kissing and petting.
I began fingering her again as she stroked me. I came all over her smooth thigh as she squirmed her now well lubricated pussy onto my finger in a trembling orgasm. 
After taking a moment to recover, I got to my knees on the bed. I looked down at her small, naked body sprawled beside me. 
I knew this was it. This was the moment that I was going to fulfil my prime fantasy. This was when I was going to actually fuck my little girl and fill her with my seed. 

She lay on her back with her legs slightly splayed gazing up at me with round, trusting eyes.
“We’re going to do something new today, poppet.” I said quietly.”Something really special. You will like it.” 
Her innocent gaze never left my face. I moved to position myself to kneel between her feet. She spread her legs father to give me room. I saw understanding register in her trusting eyes. Did she know what I was going to do?
I grasped her softly by the knees and pushed them back and apart, opening her right up. She offered no resistance at all, just moved compliantly into position.
My erection jutted up hard against my belly. I had never been so turned on. I felt like I could have used it to drive a nail through a board, it was so hard. She glanced at it briefly, then reached out her hand and touched the purple, leaking knob. 
I jumped. It was so sensitive from my recent orgasm.
“You know what we’re going to do, baby?” I whispered.
She looked a little uncertain.
“I – I think so.” She stuttered. “Are we going to do it, you know – sex?” she said calmly.
“Yes, baby, yes.”I said confidently.  “You will like it, I know you will.” 
She smiled into my eyes. “Ok.”
I could see her tiny vagina, open, about the size of a ten cent coin, only flattened rather than round. I could see the glistening moisture that leaked from our recent petting. 
I moved over her between her spread legs. She held them open and drawn back in just the position that I had placed her in moments before.
I reached between us and took my cock in my hand. It throbbed with anticipation. I bent it down and guided the head to her opening. She jumped a little at the contact, and then lay still and submissive as I prepared to make her defilement complete at last. 
With my cock lodged securely in position, I propped on my hands over her. 
“Ready baby?” I panted.
She nodded her head. I began to press forward. Her eyes never left mine. I felt her jump as the head pop through the tight ring of her opening. I paused; because I didn’t want to hurt her, but also because the sensations were so overwhelming that I was on the verge of coming – and I wanted to bide my time.
“Ok?” I said. She nodded again.
I pressed forward, feeling my cock being slowly swallowed by the tightest, warmest, wettest sheath I could ever have imagined. I took it really slowly – I didn’t want to hurt her.
We gazed into each other’s eyes as I slid into her. It was amazing. I had never felt so connected to another person in my whole life. It was as if we were actually melting into each other spiritually as we joined together physically.
At last I glanced down and could see that her stretched vulvae were touching the pubic hairs at the base of my cock. 
I was completely embedded inside the vagina of my own little 8 year old baby girl – and it felt glorious!
“Ok baby?” I checked again. Again she simply nodded. 
I pulled back an inch, then slid back inside her again. 
I started moving then, slowly fucking my little girl. Each thrust ended only when I felt my balls rest against her buttocks and my cockhead nudge the end of her tunnel. 
After a few thrusts, she began to move with me. 
Each inward thrust was met by her legs drawing further back, spreading her thighs to the limit and opening her sex right up to me. 
Each time I drew back, her heels would dig into my thighs and she would let out a slow sigh. 
Her eyes closed and a shiny line of sweat appeared on her top lip. 
Then she lightly bit her bottom lip, so sensuously, so womanly, and it was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. 
I quickened my pace, starting to fuck her little body in a steady rhythm. She was breathing more heavily by the minute, and her face and neck flushed a deep crimson. 
“Ok baby?” I asked again.
“Yes, daddy, yes. I like it.” Her eyes flashed open as she spoke. I leant down and kissed her hotly. She returned my kiss with equal ardour and looped her arms around my neck. 
“Uh – uh – uh – uh!” she panted with each stroke. 
I couldn’t last long – maybe 5 minutes at the most. I felt her tight cunny grip my sliding shaft, and then she let out a loud gasp and shuddered in the biggest orgasm I had seen her have in all we had done before. 
That was the clencher for me. As she shuddered beneath me, I thrust as deeply as I could go and pumped my semen deep inside her tiny, immature womb. 
I came so much it burst out over her thighs and my balls, and dripped down onto the sheets. 

At last I was spent.
I propped over her for a few moments as my cock began to soften inside her. I looked between us and could see her red pussy lips stretched around the base of my shaft. She glanced down too and raised her head to see where we connected.
I kissed her forehead in the way I had always done ever since she was born, and then slowly pulled my still quite hard cock from her young body. We watched together as it slid out, shiny and pink from our passion.

We fucked twice more that day before her mother got home. Both times we lasted much longer. I would lay with my cock buried to the hilt as we kissed and nuzzled together. I would have done it more, but her inexperienced vagina became a little sore from the unaccustomed act. 

That was 4 years ago now. We have been constant and regular lovers ever since. Her mother has no idea what we get up to when she leaves us alone, nor what we get up to when our little girl slips into bed beside me at night.
We have fucked right there beside her sleeping form more times than I can remember. Mel climbs on top of me and we connect like that. We hardly move at all at these times. Most of our movement is just flexing my cock as she squeezes with her pussy muscles. She opens her legs as wide as she can so that I can really get in deep. It has the added effect of pressing her clit hard against me so that we only have to move in and out a little to get the friction we both need, and we can last for over an hour if we want to – which we frequently do. 

Has it scarred her? I don’t think it has. She’s a willing and enthusiastic partner in what we do. She often instigates sex if I am a little slow at times. 
What does the future hold for her, for me, for us? I don’t know. For now, we just live in the moment – and what a moment it is!

