Daddy was stroking my thigh with one hand and steering the car with the other. He pulled into a gas station and parked the car, looking over at my massive rack like a wolf about to devour a lamb. He told me to sit tight, that he would be right back. I did as I was told. I'm nothing if not a good little girl. 

When Daddy reappeared he was holding a big slab of wood with a key attached to the end. The restroom key. (Most of the stations along the highway had their restrooms on the side of the building and you had to go in for the key). He gestured for me to get out of the car and join him. Daddy put his hand on the small of my back as we walked around to the back of the station.

Once we were in the men’s room with the door locked behind us, my father grabbed my face and pulled me to him, treating me to a sloppy, slobbery French kiss as he groped my giant tits through the fabric of my school uniform top. He pulled my top off over my head and freed my big jugs from their oppressive bra. They sprang forward like two pink-tipped watermelons. My dad groaned at the sight and tweaked my erect nipples, then spun me around and bent me forward over the counter. We both watched in the mirror as he felt my giant titties up, squeezing them together, bringing the nipples up so I could suckle them. I could feel his massive erection poking into my ass. 

Then he did something he's never done before—he told me to get on my knees in front of the toilet. I did as I was told and he positioned himself behind me. I heard him unzip his pants and free his cock, then he gently instructed me to lick the toilet rim clean. I was sure I'd misheard him.

“Daddy,” I stammered. “You want me to…do what?” 

I felt his hand on the back of my head, pushing me forward toward the toilet rim. “You heard me, cunt,” he said softly. “Do you intend to disobey?”

I thought back to the savage beating he’d given me the week before and decided that would be worse than this. So I tentatively stuck out my tongue and gave the rim a little lick. It was covered in dried urine, pubic hair, and dried-up jizz. I grimaced but kept my tongue on the dirty porcelain. My father pulled my hair back so he could see me degrade myself. I felt him line his cockhead up with my anus, and with a little push, my father was buttfucking me. He rode my asshole as hard as he could as I slurped and slobbered all over the filthy toilet rim, my nipples grazing against the floor. I couldn’t help but cry. It was so humiliating. 

When he got close to cumming, Daddy took my pigtails in his hand and used them to force my head into the toilet bowl so that my face was underwater. The water was yellow, so I assumed I was getting my face washed in at least one man’s piss. Daddy held me down like that while he finished sodomizing me. Once he finally blew his hot load up my ass, he stood up and pulled my head back just enough so that I could get a breath. My face was an inch above the pisswater. Daddy told me not to move, and before I even knew what was happening, he was unleashing a powerful stream of his own urine right down onto the back of my head. 
When he finished using me, Daddy told me to clean myself up and join him in the car. I did the best I could to dry and untangle my hair, but there was nothing I could do about the urine smell or the taste in my mouth. 
When I joined him in the car, Daddy told me I was going back to school. I was mortified. He just grinned and told me I wasn’t allowed to eat any mints or chew any gum. He said I needed to taste all that filth in my mouth because I deserved it, and he drove me back to school.

I felt like such a whore sitting in class that afternoon. But I obeyed my father and didn’t have any mints or gum. I just sat there, trying to listen to the teacher as I fished rogue pubic hairs out of my mouth. 
