Daddy Just Can’t Help Himself

Part II

It was my 13th birthday. So much had happened in the past year since my last birthday. My father and I had become intimate. 

He’d been sucking and fucking my big titties for months now. He ate my cunt and asshole all the time, and he buried his prick down my throat and fed me his sperm at least once a day. 

Daddy hadn’t penetrated me yet, besides my throat, but he’d been hinting about a big surprise for my birthday. I wondered if today was the day he’d finally screw me.

I spent the day at school with cream oozing from my cunt into my little pink panties. I thought about Daddy all day. I daydreamed about him sitting me on his face and fondling my huge breasts while he devoured my slit and made me cum. 

When I got home, my father was waiting for me in the kitchen. He stood next to the counter, on which sat a birthday cake and a cylindrical wrapped gift. 

He smiled when he saw me and pushed the gift toward me. I took it, curious about what it could be, still wondering what was in store for me. I unwrapped it hastily, then stood there holding it, wondering what on Earth it meant. 

It was a can of Crisco. 

Daddy used a lighter to light the candles on my cake and told me to make a wish and blow them out. I wished for my father to make love to me and bent forward and blew. 

Right as the flames extinguished, I felt my father press up behind me and grab me by the hips. He pushed me forward over the counter, yanked my uniform skirt up around my waist, and pulled my panties down to my knees. He gave each of my asscheeks a solid, stinging slap. Then he reached for the Crisco. 

I listened as my father glopped a scoop of Crisco onto his prick. I wondered why he needed to use Crisco; I mean, I was a virgin, but it couldn’t be THAT hard to get a cock in my cunt. 

I found out a second later, when he pressed his fat cock head against my anus, pushing its way in forcefully. I let out a gasp as I realized his intent. My sphincter instinctively relaxed itself, already stretching to accept my father’s giant prick.

The breath left my body as he pushed past my anus and drilled his cock deep up my butt. I was paralyzed. Tears were already flowing down my crying face as I started to scream. "Nooooo, Daddy! Pleeeeeaaaaase NOOOO!"
My father responded by grabbing my braided pigtails and shoving my face right down into my birthday cake. He held me like that and hammered his big dick all the way home. I could feel his balls resting against my cuntlips. He went still for a moment, allowing my asshole to get used to his prick.

The pain was overwhelming. I was pinned to the counter with my father's cock up my ass to the hilt. I didn’t see how it could get any worse, but I was wrong. He was just getting started. He withdrew his dick slowly until it was no longer up my ass, then he slammed it back home as hard as he could, knocking the wind out of me again. And with that, my father began buttfucking me with abandon. 
"Shut up,” he growled. “Take Daddy up your ass. Like a good little slut. Take it. Take that prick. Good girls take their daddies in all their tight little-girl holes." Daddy grunted, muttering more filthy things as he, sawing his fat ten-inch cock in and out of my unwilling ass. 
His strokes got longer and harder, and then he was hammering his huge rod in and out as hard as he could, slamming my tight asshole with his mammoth rod til he was balls deep, almost withdrawing, then slamming it right back in.

"If you didn't want to get buttfucked, you shouldn't be walking around with those huge tits and this juicy little ass,” he said, slapping my right asscheek. His other hand still held my face firmly in the cake. 

“This is your fault. For having such a slut body," Daddy said as he fucked my ass. "You are asking for this. Every time you tease Daddy with those big titties, you are asking for this."
My father buttfucked me hard for several minutes and I lost my breath again. He was still talking. “My dumb daughter's tight ass belongs to her daddy. Such a whore for Daddy’s dick. Little whore loves it up the ass." 

I sobbed quietly into my birthday cake and took it. I got my pristine teenage ass raped by my Daddy's fat, relentless cock and couldn’t do a thing to stop it. His dick was so big, pushing greedily into my rectum. I felt like an absolute slut. 
When Daddy got close to cumming, he turned sweet. “I love you, honey,” he cooed. “Daddy loves his little girl." I loved that part. Hearing Daddy's deep voice saying "I love you" as he pounded my tight teenage butthole sent jolts of electricity through my whole body.
Finally, my father let out a primal grunt and blasted a hot rope of sperm deep in my ass, then another, then another. He gripped my asscheeks hard as he flooded my bottom with semen. 

Then he was done. He pulled my head up by my hair and turned me around. My face was covered with frosting, which he toweled off, laughing. He kissed me deeply as I continued to cry. 
"Good girl, baby. I knew you'd love getting buttfucked by Daddy. Your asshole is so fucking tight, sweetheart. I've never fucked anything so tight in my life.” My sniffles began to subside as Daddy held me in his arms. “Your pretty little ass was made for Daddy, little one,” he whispered in my ear. “Daddy's dick belongs crammed right up his daughter's ass, yeah? Don’t you think?” Reluctantly, I nodded into his chest. 
"Good girl. You're gonna be getting assfucked by Daddy a lot from now on. I love you. I love your tiny little asshole. Daddy owns it. Do you understand?” I nodded yes as he continued.  "The best little daughters let their horny Daddies take out their stress on their tight little bottoms. I'm gonna fucking cram it in you. Buttfuck you till you scream for Daddy to stop.”
He backed up and looked down at me, a stern expression darkening his face. “Now, we need to have a serious chat. You're never to tell anyone what Daddy does to you when we’re alone. Do you understand that? 

“If you so much as breathe a word of this to your friends, or teachers, or anyone else, I’ll make you wish you’d never been born. I'll beat the everloving fuck out of you. Then I’ll make you get on your hands and knees and eat dog food while the dog fucks you up the ass, and I’ll film it and post it online. I'll send the link to all your friends.”

I'd never seen this side of my father before, and I was frightened. He looked more than capable of beating the everloving fuck out of me. I nodded and smiled. “I'll never tell, Daddy.”

“Good girl. Daddy’s going to hurt you a lot. You're going to scream and cry and beg. But no matter how much it hurts, you can't ever tell a soul. If you don’t, Daddy will spoil you beyond your wildest dreams. Clothes, jewelry. A sports car when you're old enough. Understand?”

I did, and I told him so. And thus began my transformation into Daddy’s Little Punching Bag. 
