MY LITTLE GIRL

By 

MAXOUT

There are secrets held in the orient that, while most Asians understand, we westerners cannot begin to fathom.  It has more to do with a way of perception and a way of life than anything else.  And I suppose that’s where this story should begin.

I met Kim Lee while on business in Korea and in a matter of days she wove such a spell around me that I was hopelessly entangled in her web.  She was such a tiny thing, not my norm at all.  I’d previously wasted my time with Amazonian women, tall blond and buxom, but Kim was almost the antithesis of that.  Barely four foot ten and 85 pounds sopping wet she was a pixie, belied only by dark hair and dark eyes that contained the wisdom of the ages.  She knew everything and knew she wanted me.

I soon found out all about her.  She had been left to govern her ancestral village, being in western vernacular the equivalent of a Countess.  Both her parents, the rulers before her, had died in an auto accident in Seoul, so all their land and holdings fell to Kim’s nurturing care.  She knew the ways of the land and nature; knowing what to plant and when, so that her farms and her village flourished.  She often told me that she could hear the voices in the wind and feel the forces in the ground so she knew just what nature required. I was amazed by the way of life and mesmerized by the love goddess that made a shrine of my bed each night.  I stayed in the orient much longer than my business allowed, finally tearing myself away to tie up loose ends back in the states before returning to Korea and in a ceremony unchanged in centuries, joined Kim’s’ name with mine.

Over time Kim showed me how to work the land, and to listen for what nature had to say.  It took time, but finally I began to understand the way of nature, and to understand how blessed I was to have the company of this fine woman.  She led me to understand more of myself and more of life than I ever thought possible.  She taught me with a smile and good humor that there are always meanings behind everything we do, want, and need, and that nature will provide for all of these if one will listen and cooperate; work with nature instead of against it.

It was on a beautiful spring day, warm with a gentle rain, that Kim and I were blessed with a baby girl.  She had such a look of joy and comprehension from the first minute she opened her eyes that my heart just about burst with joy.  Kim smiled her knowing smile and told me that this was to be a special child and that she would bring much happiness.

In the three years that followed Kim frequently reminded me that our child Sarah Lee was a gift and very special.  In that third year, Kim became more and more insistent that I understand that for nature to give a gift she sometimes had to take a gift away.  I didn’t quite understand at first, but as Kim became more melancholy I realized that she saw far more than we mere mortals.  

As she became ill, she smiled sweetly and told me not to become angry at nature, for a larger gift was in the offing, one that would lead me to my true self and fill the rest of my days with bliss.  I told her that I was already incredibly happy with her and Sarah and I neither wanted nor needed anything else.  “Oh yes, but you do, I have seen it” Kim whispered as she patted my hand. “I know all that you are and your immortal soul will only proceed onwards if you fulfill what is destined for you.  Yours is a soul blessed, but you must be prepared to become all that nature wants of you.  Do this and our souls may rest together in paradise.”

“I will follow where nature directs me, if only to be by your side ever after” I confessed as I stroked her silky raven hair.  She smiled a Mona Lisa smile and told me “remember, listen and follow.”

Shortly before Sarah Lee’s fourth birthday Kim slipped into a coma and in a matter of days her spirit left her body for good.  I was despondent, but tried my best to remember all she had said to me.  I tried not to be angry, and tried to put my pain away, but watching how her passing hurt my little Sarah made my burden all the harder.  I loved the peacefulness of Kim’s’ village, but my serenity was destroyed by her memory so I had to get away.  I promoted one of Kim’s cousins to village elder, feeling sure that he would continue to run the enterprise smoothly, and then, feeling a bit of remorse at leaving the place of so many good memories, took Sarah Lee and I back to the states.

I was able to procure several acres of grazing land in very, very rural eastern California with a small farmhouse that was well off the beaten path.  It was there that I settled down with my little daughter, and it was there, listening to the wind, that I finally understood what my beloved Kim was telling me.  

Our little farm was almost totally self sufficient, having only to rely on the municipality for electricity, and even then, with backup generators and a good windmill, could survive without if necessary.  We produced almost all the food we needed.  Vegetables, corn, beef and lamb, as well as milk and dairy products.  It kept me pretty busy, but I still had ample time to entertain and educate my daughter.  Once a month I would set Sarah to some project that would take her all day so I could make the two hour excursion into a town large enough for me to buy baking goods and treats for my sweet girl.

As time went by we not only survived, but prospered.  Our love for each other grew daily and, as Sarah had no contact with the outside world, grew to think of me as the extent of her existence.  I taught her to read and write, rewarding her with treats for pleasing me, and playing hide and seek games where she would have to use her wits to find the treats I’d hidden from her.  She ate with vigor her three square meals a day, and supplemented those with batches of cookies and brownies that I’d baked for her.  Each night before climbing into our king sized bed we shared a big bowl of homemade ice cream. Sarah especially loved our ice cream as not only had she developed quite a sweet tooth, but also our sharing the bowl, feeding scoops to each other as we laughed and shared our company, was the best bonding a father and daughter could have.  She would lick the bowl clean and then give me a big sugary kiss telling me how much she loved me.

I was amazed at how quickly the pounds grew on her.  She was certainly a healthy child, but although she had a tiny bone structure like her mother, it soon became covered in a thick layer of fat.  I regarded her one morning as she hopped out of bed some six months after we had returned from abroad.  Her little stubby legs thick and her torso getting so round.  I couldn’t deny her anything, but I realized I had come to a crossroads: and here is where the wind told me which road to take.  I thanked Kim for her insight and started to consciously overfeed my little girl.

As Sarah had no role model to compare herself with, and no one telling her that she shouldn’t be getting so fat, she joyfully allowed me to shower her with sweets, and giggled with glee at the creative games I made to encourage her eating habits.  She swelled with each passing month, growing slightly taller as all children are wont to do, but wider and thicker as well.  On her sixth birthday she stood 3’9” and weighed 135 pounds of soft, chubby baby fat.  

At age seven she grew to 4’1” and had swelled to a beautiful 190 pounds.  Her stomach was expanding nicely and she was able to consume more and more at each sitting, so I made a game out of that, challenging her eat more and more, stuffing her until she said her tummy hurt, then after massaging her belly, prodded her to eat just a little bit more, telling her how proud I was of her, and how I loved the way she looked.  She gazed up at me, her large, dark eyes filled with love and her chubby cheeks cracked into a wide smile.  “I love you daddy.  I want to be pretty for you.” So she grabbed her spoon in her fat little hand and spooned more mashed taters and gravy into her mouth.

By the time she was eight Sarah had become a great help to me.  She was able to do most of the cooking herself now, as well as tend to our garden.  She was adventurous, combining different foods and tastes together, and coming up with some wonderful concoctions.  Of course she was a baking demon, and much of what she baked never found it’s way to my table, for, as soon as the pies or brownies were cool enough to eat, my little Sarah Lee made short work of them.  Shortly after her eighth birthday my little girl had grown to 4’3” and a voluptuous 265 pounds.  She was easily wider than she was tall, her tummy huge and out of proportion with the rest of her.  It started its arc high on her ribs, curving up and out majestically, then finally succumbing to gravity, it fell straight down to rest gently on her upper thighs.  As she sat across the dinner table from me, wolfing down the remains of her second whole chicken she reminded me of Buddha, her Asian features making the picture all the more real.

At nine she had gained another seventy-five pounds and another inch in height.  She began to resemble a newborn baby, all chubby, with fat hanging around all her joints.  Her belly swelled out in all directions from her frame, looking as if she had an immense truck tire tied around her waist.  She wobbled and jiggled whenever she moved, and it seemed that even her fat had fat hanging from it.  There were more rolls and bulges than you could count, and when she bent over, you could find a deep canyon, hide a cat there and never find it.

“Do you love me, daddy?” she asked as she patted her belly, her arms barely able to reach to her middle.  

“With all my heart, my little one.  You’re becoming more beautiful every day.”

She clapped her hands with glee, sending shock waves of blubber bouncing all across her body.  We both laughed and laughed.

Shortly after her tenth birthday two momentous occasions occurred.  First, Sarah crested 400 lbs.  She was almost 4’7” now, a mere three inches shorter than her mother, yet she outweighed her by over 300 pounds.  The fat around her ribcage had moved her arms outward, away from her body to such an extent that she could no longer join her hands together around her immense belly.  I had to help her bath, especially her tummy and backside, but she found this to be another time of joy for us.

The second great event was the coming of Sarah’s first period.  She awoke one morning her huge thighs smeared with blood.  “Daddy, something’s wrong!” 

Jesus, so soon.  “No, baby, don’t worry, its all a part of nature.  I was going to tell you about it, but most girls don’t have this happen for another year or two.”

“You mean I’m different?” she began to pout.

“Not different honey, special” I soothed.  “Everyone is a little different. You just became a woman a little faster, and that’s a good thing.  You want to be a lady don’t you?”

“Yes daddy, I want to be all grown up.”

All right then.  I told her that every month she would get visited, and then I told her why, and then I explained the nature of things, bird and bee wise.  She shook her head that she understood; especially when I told her that love for a man and a woman was different from the love of a father to his daughter.

In the months that followed I noticed Sarah spending more time looking at her reflection in the mirror, and finally, one night after finishing her pot of ice cream and whipped cream she kissed me goodnight and turned off the bed lamp.  In the darkness I felt her breathing deepen and then her hand slowly snaked over to my chest.  Bewildered I let it remain there, not quite knowing what to do.  The chubby fingers caressed my chest and then nervously moved down my stomach.  As she passed my belly button I could feel myself stiffen.  It had been over nine years since a woman had touched me, and now . . . my god, this wasn’t right!  All my Christian upbringing was screaming at me ‘what the hell are you doing’ and yet drowning out those voices I could hear my sweet Kim telling me that it was all right and that this was my soul’s true journey.  She whispered that I had acknowledged who I was, and now it was almost time for me to reap the benefits of my self-realization.  Yes, I knew that the 400 pounds of young woman next to me was a fulfillment of my innermost desire, and to worship my little girl was the pinnacle of my manhood.  So, I let Sarah’s fingers wander down to my swollen manhood.

“Daddy, your penis is different.”

“Yes, my little one.  When a man feels certain good feelings his penis gets big and hard.  This way a woman may know that the man is happy.”

“So you’re happy daddy?” 

“Yes honey, you make me very happy.”

“I think I want to be happy too,” Sarah admitted.  Just like my girl, to want it all.

“Soon darling, but first I have to prepare.”  

So I explained to her how a woman can touch a man, and then began caressing her great folds of fat, asking her to tell me what felt good to her.  I massaged her belly and suckled her nipple convinced that underneath the layer upon layer of lard my Sarah was getting real breasts, not just fatty deposits.  I ran my hand down the crest of her belly; gently pushing the hanging flab upwards and as my hand brushed her pubic area I felt her wetness.

“Ooh daddy, this feels so good” she panted, so I lowered my head between her beefy thighs and started licking.

“Oh daddy, oh daddy” she blurted as I felt her leg muscles contract and tasted her sweet juices on my tongue.  “I love you daddy” she screeched as her whole body shook; mountains of flab jiggling.  She twitched and shook for an eternity until, finally her body calmed and I could regain my breath.  She reached down and brought my face up even with her own and planted me with a big smooch.  Then she caressed my lips more gently, finally letting her tongue meet with my own in a dance of eternal love.  I held her for quite awhile but finally my throbbing manhood demanded attention, so I explained to my darling girl how a woman could give pleasure to a man, just like eating a Popsicle.  She took to the task with great relish, and after a minimal amount of coaching my torture was ended.

As we lay together, bodies entwined, I felt no remorse.  My little girl had now been given both kinds of love, the love of a father to his daughter and the love of a man to a woman.  I realized that this was the gift I was meant to give, and that my child of innocence had achieved a state of Nirvana that few ever felt.  Every day was a joy for her, and from now on it would only get better as we would begin to explore all the avenues of sexuality available to us.

As the years passed my little girl continued to grow as our love and passion continued.  By the time Sarah was thirteen she was a fully developed woman with defined breasts and hips.  Her areolas had swollen and widened as her breasts pushed out through her fat, becoming mini mountains in their own right.  At thirteen she was 4’9” and I felt that she was not going to get much taller.  Maybe five foot at the outside, but while her height had reached a plateau, her weight continued to climb.  At just over 600 pounds my love had become so wide that her arms were unable to complete some tasks.  She could still walk, well waddle anyway, without difficulty, and in spite of her immense girth was still quite agile, it’s just that physics prevented certain motions and her belly stuck out too far for her arms to reach without turning sideways.  

I spent my days feeding my lovely girl and then giving and receiving all forms of love from her.  I idolized her and she me, and I found a completeness that encompassed my soul, overwhelming me and leaving me in a constant state of bliss.  I knew then that I had become one with my true self and that, upon this body’s ending, my soul would be allowed to paradise and I there I would reunite with my Kim.  Hopefully the soul of our daughter was equally blessed and the three of us could become one soul forever.

