Daddy Just Can't Help Himself

Part 4

The week after that first brutal beating, Daddy was ultra sweet. He bought me diamond earrings, new shoes, and sent me to the spa for a day. He went online and ordered a ton of sexy lingerie for me, too. Tiny bras, crotchless thongs, stockings, garter belts, pasties, bustiers, six-inch stilettos. A few costumes as well: nurse, school girl, French maid, and Girl Scout. 

That week, Daddy used me three or four times a day. That’s what he called it—“using me.” It was mostly rough and bordering on violent, although he did make love to me a couple times in his bed. He vowed to let my face heal up before he beat me again. I told my teachers I'd signed up for a judo class. 

At the end of the week, my father surprised me at school and checked me out early. When I got in the car, he already had his cock and balls fully exposed through the open zipper of his dress pants. His balls were huge and heavy, perfectly round, and always shaved. I usually slobbered all over them before I swallowed his shaft. He was hard as a rock. 
As we drove away, Daddy put his hand on the back of my head and pulled my face down onto his prick. I opened my mouth wide, bracing for impalement, relaxing my throat muscles as best I could. I moaned loudly as my father’s enormous, smooth cockhead forced its way past my lips and into my mouth, sliding against my tongue. Daddy groaned as I licked softly around the contour of his urethra and swirled my wet tongue along the ridges of his smooth glans. I licked and kissed and spit all over his cockhead, savoring its salty taste and smooth feel on my lips. Then I took it down my throat to the hilt, bypassing my gag reflex, until my father’s meaty balls were resting against my face. I stroked them lightly with my fingertips and began to bob my head forcefully up and down on Daddy’s magnificent member. 

He breathed contentedly, guiding my head with his hand, murmuring about what a good girl I was. He drove around for a while as I sucked and slurped on his thick dick. 

Then I felt the car come to a stop, and Daddy told me to sit up for a minute. When I did, I was confused at first by what I saw. A bunch of kids? Then I realized we were parked on the street right by the neighborhood elementary school, and school had just let out. I drooled into my hand and wrapped it around my father’s huge fuck-wand, moving it up and down like he’d taught me.
It was a private girls-only Catholic school, and the students wore uniforms. We watched in silence as a river of second-, third-, and fourth-grade girls flooded the crosswalk in front if us, trotting along happily in their knee-high socks, short skirts, and Mary Janes. I counted at least twelve pigtails. 

I could feel Daddy’s prick twitching in my hand, so I tightened my grip and stroked harder. He loved young girls, the younger the better. He often lamented his decision to wait to rape me until I had tits, although he did admit to jerking off on my face at night when I was as young as four. I'd even seen a couple of his ultra-secret porno movies—they were grainy and homemade, and they featured terrified, pre-pubescent girls with flat chests and hairless twats getting brutally raped and beaten by groups of old men. Twice Daddy had fucked me up the ass while he watched one of those videos.
I knew my role in this scenario. I put my head back down in Daddy’s lap, opened my mouth, and slobbered all over his throbbing fuck-sword. I used both hands to jack it off, then closed my lips around it and created a vacuum. I sucked my father’s enormous prick as he watched a sea of young girls parade by. 
He didn’t cum, though. He had other plans for his jizz load. Very specific, very filthy, very degrading plans. He pulled my head off his prick and we drove away. 
