Daddy Just Can't Help Himself

Part 3
About three weeks after he first slammed my face into my birthday cake and raped me up the ass, I caught my first true glimpse of my father’s sadistic side. He’d been buttfucking me daily since my birthday, always lubing up his prick with Crisco and ramming it up my ass as I squirmed and cried. But aside from the forced sodomy, he’d never really been mean to me before. That is, until now. 
I got home from school at the usual time and found my father already home from work. He was sitting on the couch in the living room, cranking his ten-inch cock in his hand. There was a porno playing on the TV – some giant-titty whore getting anally drilled and slapped around. His favorite. He smiled and motioned for me to come service his hog. 

Like a good girl, I skipped across the room and sunk to my knees in front of my father. I licked my lips as I took his prick in both my hands, marveling at its hardness and size. I looked up into my father’s eyes, just like he liked me to do, as I began French-kissing the head of his precum-oozing dick. He sighed and let his head fall back. For the next five minutes, I made out with my father’s prick with sloppy abandon, loving how he called me his good little girl. 

He was forcing my head all the way down so I was balls-deep on his rod when his cell phone rang. I heard him pick up his phone and answer it, but he gave me no indication that I was permitted to stop sucking. So I just gagged and sputtered on my father’s massive fuck rod, thick strings of saliva overflowing my mouth and raining down on my giant chest. 
Daddy sat quietly and listened to the caller speak for a long time. I watched his face as I sucked his cock, and when his expression grew stormy, I feared he was getting a dose of bad news. I didn’t know what to do, so I just kept on swallowing his prick.

“Uh-huh,” Daddy said finally. “I understand. Goodbye,” he said, hanging up the phone. I looked up at him as if to ask what was wrong, and he had the most peculiar look on his face. Very angry and stern. He grabbed my face with his hands and pushed me off his cock, then moved his hands down to encircle my throat. 

As he began to squeeze my neck, he spoke. “Well, I just got fired. Goddammit. What a fucking joke,” he said. My eyes grew large. He was choking me; I could no longer draw breath. “What am I going to do with a fucking dumb whore for a daughter and no job?” 

Daddy told me to stand up and follow him into the garage. He pushed me as we walked, and it wasn’t gentle. In the garage, he forced me to my knees in front of him right next to his sports car. 

“Daddy had a bad day,” he muttered. “Obviously. Daddy needs to relieve some stress. You're gonna be a big girl and take what your Daddy gives you, understand?” I nodded up at my father. I was on my knees, eye-level with his cock, which was still out. I eyed it hungrily. 

“Good,” he said. And with that, my father reared back with his fist and brought it down right on my jaw. I thought I could feel my teeth loosening as he landed that first blow. I gasped, but before I could even start to cry, he was punching my face again. Instinctively, I tried to shield my face with my arms. Daddy grabbed them, twisted them behind my back, and tied them together with an extension cord. 

For the next several minutes I knelt there sobbing as my father beat me with his fists. His prick was positively rigid, right in my face. He called me awful names as he slapped my huge titties as hard as he could, making them undulate and bounce as he hit me in the face. 

“Filthy cunt,” he snarled. “Balloon-titty whore. Dumb little fuckslut. Worthless, cum-eating trash.” I cried as Daddy blackened both my eyes, split my lip, and bruised my cheeks. Between punches, he spit in my face, yanked my hair, and choked me almost to the point of unconsciousness. Then he hauled me up by the hair and bent me over the hood of his car. 

Once he’d yanked my school skirt up to my waist and torn my panties off, he slammed my face into the cold steel of the car and told me to lick the dirt off. Terrified of disobeying him, I began slobbering on the car hood, licking in a circular motion, trying to be enthusiastic for Daddy. He grunted and kept his hand firmly on the back of my head while his other hand reached down to spank my ass. He pulverized my buttcheeks with his open palm while he smashed my face into the car by my hair. 

I was still crying when my father spit on my anus and inserted something into it—I found out later it was the handle of his hammer. He pushed it in until it was lodged up my ass as far as his dick had ever been, at least nine inches. It hurt like hell, but then again, so did everything else he was doing. He began to buttfuck me with the hammer, a fresh string of insults spilling from his mouth. I screamed into the steel as he anally assaulted me, but I didn’t dare stop licking. My hands were still bound tightly behind my back with the extension cord.
“Dirty skeeze. Daddy’s fucking butt slut. You fucking piece of shit. I'm going to let so many men rape you.” 
Then he started beating me again, this time using another extension cord. He used it as a whip and lashed my back, my ass, and the backs of my legs, stopping occasionally to ram the hammer in and out of my asshole. I was a weeping mess, drooling all over the cold steel of his car, begging him to stop through muffled sobs. My crying only encouraged him. 
When my father finally tired of beating me, he pulled the hammer out of my ass and replaced it with his long, fat cock. He yanked my head backwards by my hair as he buttfucked me relentlessly, eventually depositing a load of jizz up my butt that would be oozing down my legs for the rest of the night. 
Then he took me out for ice cream. 

