
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Beginning of Obsession

The first time Ellie called me "Daddy" was a complete accident.

We'd been dating for nearly six months, our relationship built on the sturdy foundation of shared interests, mutual attraction, and the kind of sexual chemistry that made my apartment neighbors hate us. At twenty-six, I thought I'd experienced most of what sex had to offer. Ellie proved me gloriously wrong.

That night started like many others—dinner at her place, a bottle of wine, her legs draped across my lap as we half-watched some forgettable Netflix show. Ellie wore those tiny sleep shorts that rode up her thighs, and one of my t-shirts that hung off her shoulder. My fingers traced lazy patterns on her bare skin.

"James," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear as she shifted onto my lap, straddling me. "I've been thinking about something."

My hands found her hips instinctively. "Dangerous," I murmured, already growing hard beneath her.

She bit her lower lip—that fucking move that always undid me—and rolled her hips against mine. "I want to try something new tonight."

The wine had left her cheeks flushed, her eyes dark with desire. My cock strained against my jeans as she ground against me, her thin shorts doing nothing to hide how wet she was becoming.

"Anything," I promised, meaning it completely.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing against my ear. "I want you to take control. Tell me what to do. Make me..." She hesitated, and I felt her heartbeat quicken against my chest. "Make me be good for you."

My brain short-circuited. I gripped her ass, pulling her harder against me. "Is that what you want, baby? You want me to tell you how to please me?"

Her response was to kiss me, hungry and desperate. When we broke apart, I stood, lifting her with me. Her legs wrapped around my waist as I carried her to the bedroom, depositing her roughly on the mattress.

"Strip," I commanded, surprising myself with the authority in my voice.

Ellie's eyes widened, but she didn't hesitate. She pulled my shirt over her head, revealing her perfect tits—small, perky, with nipples already hard and begging for my mouth. Her shorts and panties followed, leaving her naked and vulnerable on the bed.

"Good girl," I said, the words coming naturally.

The effect was immediate. She moaned softly, her thighs pressing together. "You like that?" I asked, unbuttoning my shirt slowly. "Being my good girl?"

"Yes," she whispered.

I removed my clothes methodically, never taking my eyes off her. My cock sprang free, thick and throbbing with need. "Show me how good you can be. Spread your legs for me."

She obeyed immediately, exposing her pussy to me—glistening wet, pink, and perfect. I knelt between her thighs, pushing them wider apart.

"Look at you," I growled. "So fucking wet already. Who made you this wet?"

She swallowed hard. "You did."

I shook my head, running one finger lightly through her slick folds. "That's not what I want to hear."

Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Something passed between us—understanding, permission, desire so thick it was almost visible in the air.

"You did... Daddy," she whispered.

Fuck. That single word hit me like a physical blow. My cock jerked, pre-cum beading at the tip. I'd never been into age play, never even considered it, but hearing that word fall from her lips awakened something primal in me.

"That's right," I said, my voice dropping an octave. "Daddy made this pretty pussy wet, didn't he?"

Ellie moaned, her back arching. "Yes, Daddy."

I rewarded her with a long, slow lick from her entrance to her clit. She tasted like honey and sex, her thighs trembling as I flattened my tongue against her. "Tell me what you want, baby girl."

Her fingers tangled in my hair. "I want Daddy to make me feel good."

I circled her clit with my tongue, watching her squirm. "More specific. Tell Daddy exactly what you want."

"I want your tongue inside me," she gasped. "I want you to fuck me with your fingers. I want—oh god—I want to cum on Daddy's face."

I growled against her pussy, the vibration making her cry out. "Such dirty words from such a sweet little girl."

I worked her with my mouth and fingers, sliding two digits into her tight heat while my tongue flicked over her swollen clit. Her walls clenched around me as I curled my fingers upward, finding that rough patch that made her see stars.

"Daddy, please," she begged, her hips bucking against my face. "I'm going to cum."

I pulled back slightly, my fingers still working inside her. "Ask permission."

Her eyes flew open, dark with lust. "What?"

I slowed my movements deliberately. "Good girls ask Daddy for permission to cum."

The realization of what I wanted dawned on her face, followed by a flush of arousal so intense I could feel her pussy tighten around my fingers.

"Please, Daddy," she whimpered. "Please can I cum? I've been so good."

I increased my pace, adding a third finger and lowering my mouth back to her clit. "Cum for Daddy, princess. Let me feel how good I make you feel."

She shattered instantly, her orgasm crashing through her with an intensity that surprised us both. Her thighs clamped around my head, her pussy pulsing around my fingers as she cried out my name, mixed with "Daddy" and a string of profanities that would make a sailor blush.

I didn't stop, working her through the waves of pleasure until she was gasping, pushing weakly at my shoulders. Only then did I rise, my face slick with her juices, my cock painfully hard.

"Look at the mess you made on Daddy's face," I said, moving up her body. "Clean it up."

Without hesitation, she pulled me down, licking her own arousal from my lips and chin, moaning at the taste of herself. The kiss was filthy and perfect.

"Please fuck me," she whispered against my mouth. "I need you inside me, Daddy."

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock sliding easily through her wetness. "Is this what you need? Daddy's cock filling up his little girl?"

"Yes," she hissed as I pushed just the tip in. "God, yes."

I held her wrists above her head with one hand, pinning her to the mattress. With my other hand, I gripped her jaw, forcing her to look at me. "Say it."

Her eyes locked with mine, vulnerable yet trusting. "I need Daddy's cock inside me. Please, Daddy, fuck your little girl."

I slammed into her to the hilt, both of us crying out at the sensation. She was impossibly tight, her pussy gripping me like a vise. I set a brutal pace, driven by something I couldn't name—possession, protection, the need to claim her as mine in the most primal way possible.

"Such a good girl," I grunted, driving into her. "Taking Daddy's cock so well. Is this what you wanted? To be Daddy's little fucktoy?"

"Yes!" she cried, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. "I'm your good girl, I'm your fucktoy, I'm whatever you want me to be, Daddy."

The bedroom filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, her wet pussy taking me again and again, our mingled moans and the creaking protest of her bed frame. I released her wrists to grip her hips, angling her so I could hit that spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

"Touch yourself," I commanded. "Show Daddy how you play with your little clit when you're alone."

Her fingers found her swollen bud, circling it in tight motions as I continued to pound into her. The sight of her touching herself while taking my cock was almost enough to push me over the edge.

"That's it, princess," I encouraged. "Make yourself cum on Daddy's cock. Show me what a good girl you are."

Her movements became frantic, her breath coming in short gasps. I could feel her tightening around me, her body tensing as she approached her second climax.

"Daddy," she whimpered. "Can I cum? Please let me cum!"

"Not yet," I growled, slowing my thrusts deliberately. "Not until I say."

I pulled out completely, ignoring her desperate whine of protest. "On your hands and knees. Now."

She scrambled to obey, presenting her perfect ass to me, her pussy glistening with her arousal and my pre-cum. I took a moment to appreciate the view—her back arched, face pressed into the pillow, looking back at me with need written across every feature.

I spanked her ass hard enough to leave a pink handprint, making her yelp. "Is this what Daddy's little girl needs? To be fucked from behind like a bitch in heat?"

"Yes," she moaned, pushing back against me. "Please, Daddy."

I entered her again in one smooth thrust, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. The new angle let me go impossibly deeper, and I watched with fascination as my cock disappeared into her over and over.

"Look at how well you take Daddy's cock," I said, reaching around to stroke her clit. "Such a perfect little pussy. Made just for me."

"Just for you," she agreed, her words muffled by the pillow. "All for you, Daddy."

I increased my pace, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Daddy's going to fill you up," I promised, my voice rough. "Going to pump his cum deep inside his little girl's pussy. Would you like that?"

"Yes!" she cried. "Please, Daddy, I need it. Need to feel you cum inside me."

I was beyond rational thought now, driven by pure instinct. My fingers worked her clit furiously as I pounded into her, chasing both our releases.

"Cum now," I ordered, feeling myself reach the point of no return. "Cum with Daddy, princess."

She came with a scream, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic waves that triggered my own orgasm. I buried myself to the hilt inside her, roaring as I emptied myself in hot spurts, marking her from the inside.

For several long moments, we remained frozen, connected in the most intimate way, both of us trembling with aftershocks. Finally, I pulled out gently, watching with primal satisfaction as my cum began to leak from her well-fucked pussy.

She collapsed onto the mattress, and I followed, gathering her into my arms. We lay there in silence, our breathing gradually returning to normal. I pressed soft kisses to her temple, her cheek, her lips.

"Was that... okay?" she finally asked, a hint of vulnerability in her voice.

I laughed softly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "That was so much more than okay. That was fucking incredible."

She smiled, nuzzling into my chest. "I've wanted to try that for so long. I was afraid you'd think it was weird."

"I didn't know I wanted it until I heard you call me Daddy," I admitted. "But holy fuck, Ellie. You awakened something in me."

She looked up at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief and lingering desire. "So... this can be our thing?"

I pulled her closer, already feeling myself stir against her thigh despite having just experienced the most intense orgasm of my life.

"Oh, princess," I whispered against her ear. "This is just the beginning of Daddy's obsession with you."

As I claimed her mouth in another kiss, I knew with absolute certainty that our relationship had just transformed into something deeper, darker, and infinitely more satisfying. My little girl had unleashed a side of me I never knew existed, and I couldn't wait to explore every filthy fantasy she'd been hiding.

This was just the first chapter of our new story—and Daddy had so many lessons to teach his princess.


Chapter 2: Boundaries Are Meant to Be Broken

I woke to the sensation of soft lips wrapped around my cock.

Sunlight filtered through the blinds, painting strips of gold across Ellie's naked body as she worked her way down my shaft. Her hair was tousled from sleep, cascading over her shoulders and tickling my thighs. She hadn't noticed I was awake yet, her eyes closed in concentration as she took me deeper, her cheeks hollowing with each slow, deliberate suck.

"What a way to wake Daddy up," I said, my voice still rough with sleep.

Her eyes flicked open, meeting mine with a mixture of innocence and pure sin that made my cock throb against her tongue. She pulled off with an obscene pop, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of my dick.

"Good morning, Daddy," she purred. "I wanted to thank you for last night."

I threaded my fingers through her hair, gathering it away from her face so I could better see her. "Is that so? And what made my little girl so eager to have Daddy's cock for breakfast?"

She blushed, the pink spreading from her cheeks down her neck to her perfect tits. "I couldn't stop thinking about it. About you. About how you made me feel."

I tightened my grip on her hair, guiding her back down. "Show me how grateful you are."

Ellie moaned, opening her mouth eagerly. I controlled her movements now, setting a pace that had her gagging slightly as I pushed deeper. Tears formed at the corners of her eyes, but her hand between her legs told me she was enjoying her struggle.

"That's it," I encouraged, my hips rising to meet her mouth. "Take Daddy's cock like a good little cumslut."

She whimpered around me, the vibration sending shivers up my spine. I could see her fingers working frantically between her thighs, her pussy already dripping with need.

"Are you touching yourself while sucking Daddy's cock?" I asked, already knowing the answer. "Did I give you permission to do that?"

Her eyes widened, and she reluctantly pulled her hand away from her cunt, placing it on my thigh instead. I chuckled darkly, releasing her hair to trace a thumb across her stretched lips.

"Don't stop. I want to watch my little girl pleasure herself while she services me." I shifted, propping myself up against the headboard. "But know that disobeying Daddy comes with consequences."

Relief flooded her features as her hand returned to her pussy, her fingers sliding easily through her wetness. I watched, mesmerized, as she bobbed on my cock while working herself into a frenzy.

"Stop," I commanded suddenly.

She froze, my cock still halfway down her throat, her fingers still buried in her cunt.

"Get up here. I want that pussy on my face."

She scrambled to obey, straddling my chest before turning around to face my cock—a perfect sixty-nine position. Before she could take me back in her mouth, I gripped her hips and pulled her pussy down onto my face.

"Oh fuck, Daddy!" she cried as I drove my tongue inside her.

"Keep sucking," I ordered, my words muffled against her folds. "And remember—you don't cum until Daddy says so."

She engulfed my cock again, working it with renewed enthusiasm as I feasted on her cunt. She tasted even better in the morning—musky, sweet, and still faintly of my cum from the night before. The thought of her sleeping with my seed inside her made me growl against her pussy, sending vibrations through her core that made her thighs tremble.

I slid two fingers inside her, curling them to find that rough patch that made her squeal around my cock. My tongue focused on her clit, alternating between broad strokes and quick flicks that had her grinding shamelessly against my face.

"Mmm, Daddy, please," she mumbled around my shaft. "I'm so close."

I responded by slapping her ass hard, the crack echoing in the morning quiet of my bedroom. "Did I say you could speak with your mouth full?" I spanked her again, watching the red handprint bloom on her pale skin. "Bad girls don't get to cum."

She moaned in frustration but doubled her efforts on my cock, taking me to the back of her throat while her hand worked what she couldn't fit. The sight of her ass reddening under my palm combined with the wet heat of her mouth drove me rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm going to cum down that pretty throat," I warned, my fingers fucking into her roughly. "And you're going to swallow every fucking drop like the good little cocksucker you are."

Her pussy clenched around my fingers at my filthy words, her mouth working desperately as I approached my climax. When it hit, I held her head down, forcing her to take me to the root as I emptied myself directly into her throat. She swallowed convulsively, not spilling a single drop, her eyes watering from the effort.

I released her, allowing her to catch her breath as she rested her cheek against my thigh, my softening cock still against her lips. Her pussy continued to pulse against my fingers, desperately seeking release.

"Please, Daddy," she whimpered. "I need to cum so bad."

I withdrew my fingers, leaving her empty and wanting. "Off. On your back."

She complied immediately, lying beside me with her legs spread wide, her pussy glistening with need. I moved between her thighs, hovering over her without touching.

"Do you think you deserve to cum after disobeying me?"

Her lower lip trembled. "I'm sorry, Daddy. I didn't mean to speak with my mouth full."

"And what about touching yourself without permission this morning? Were you sorry about that too?"

Understanding dawned in her eyes—I'd been keeping score since she woke me up. "I... I just wanted to make you feel good."

"Making excuses now?" I tsked, shaking my head. "I think my little girl needs to learn some discipline."

I reached for her nightstand drawer, knowing exactly what I'd find there. Ellie's eyes widened as I pulled out the pink vibrator she'd shown me months ago.

"Hands above your head," I instructed. "Grip the headboard. If you let go, we stop immediately. Understand?"

She nodded eagerly, raising her arms to grasp the wooden slats of my headboard. "Yes, Daddy."

"Good girl," I murmured, rewarding her with a soft kiss on her inner thigh. "Now, let's see how long you can follow instructions."

I switched on the vibrator, starting at its lowest setting. The soft buzzing filled the room as I traced it lightly over her nipples, watching them harden into stiff peaks. Ellie's breath hitched, her back arching to press herself more firmly against the toy.

"So responsive," I praised, circling each nipple in turn. "Daddy loves how sensitive his little girl's tits are."

"Only for you," she gasped as I increased the vibration intensity. "Only Daddy makes me feel this way."

I trailed the vibrator down her stomach, watching the muscles tense in anticipation. When I reached the trimmed patch of hair above her pussy, I deliberately veered away, running it along her inner thigh instead.

"Please," she whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed. "Don't tease me, Daddy."

"But teasing my princess is so much fun," I replied, switching the vibrator to its highest setting. "Especially when she's been naughty."

I brought the toy to her clit without warning, pressing it firmly against the swollen bud. Ellie screamed, her body convulsing as the intense vibration sent shockwaves of pleasure through her.

"Oh fuck! Daddy! Please!" Her knuckles turned white as she clung desperately to the headboard.

I pulled the vibrator away after just a few seconds, leaving her panting and trembling on the edge of orgasm. "What are you begging for, baby girl? Use your words."

"I need to cum," she pleaded, her eyes glassy with unshed tears of frustration. "Please let me cum, Daddy."

"Not yet," I said, running the vibrator through her soaked folds. "First, I want you to tell me who this pussy belongs to."

"You," she moaned as I teased her entrance with the tip of the toy. "It's yours, Daddy. All yours."

I slowly pushed the vibrator inside her, watching her take every inch with a mixture of pain and pleasure on her face. "And what is Daddy allowed to do with what belongs to him?"

Her chest heaved as she adjusted to the fullness, the vibrations reaching deep inside her. "Anything," she whispered. "Daddy can do anything he wants to me."

I began to fuck her slowly with the toy, twisting it to hit different spots inside her. "That's right. This tight little cunt is Daddy's playground. Daddy's toy. Daddy's property."

Each word seemed to push her closer to the edge, her pussy clenching around the vibrator as I worked it in and out of her. When I pressed my thumb against her clit, rubbing slow circles in counterpoint to the thrusts, she began to shake.

"Daddy, I can't... I'm going to..."

I immediately removed both the vibrator and my thumb, leaving her empty and desperate. "Did I say you could cum?"

A tear slipped down her cheek. "No, Daddy."

"That's right." I leaned forward, licking the tear from her face before kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on my tongue. When I pulled back, my cock was hard again, pressing insistently against her thigh. "Do you want Daddy's cock, princess?"

"Yes," she breathed. "Please fuck me, Daddy."

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock parting her swollen lips. "Keep your hands on the headboard," I reminded her. "Don't let go until I say."

She nodded frantically, her hips trying to push down onto me. I held myself just out of reach, making her work for it.

"Tell me what you learned this morning," I demanded.

"I learned not to touch myself without permission," she recited, her eyes locked on mine. "And not to speak with my mouth full of Daddy's cock."

"And what else?"

She thought for a moment, her brow furrowing in concentration. "That... that my pussy belongs to you. That you decide when I cum."

I rewarded her by pushing just the head of my cock inside her. "Good girl. What's your safe word, Ellie?"

The question broke through our role-play momentarily, reminding us both that this was a game we were choosing to play—one with rules and boundaries that kept us both safe. Her expression softened.

"Sunflower," she answered.

"And you'll use it if anything feels wrong or goes too far?"

She nodded, the trust in her eyes making my chest tighten. "I promise, James."

I leaned down to kiss her softly. "That's my good girl." Then, sliding back into character, I gripped her hips and slammed into her to the hilt. "Now, let's see how well Daddy's little fucktoy can take her punishment."

I set a brutal pace, pounding into her with all the force I could muster. The headboard knocked against the wall, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. Her pussy, already sensitive from the prolonged teasing, clenched around me like a vise.

"Look at you," I growled, grabbing her throat with one hand, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "So desperate for Daddy's cock that you'll take any punishment just to be filled up."

"Yes," she choked out, her eyes rolling back slightly as I squeezed her neck. "Need it so bad, Daddy."

I released her throat, moving my hand down to circle her clit as I continued to fuck her mercilessly. "You want to cum on Daddy's cock? Beg for it."

"Please, Daddy," she cried, her words punctuated by the force of my thrusts. "Please let your little girl cum! I've been so good, I've learned my lesson, please, please, please!"

Her begging sent fire through my veins, the primal need to claim and possess overwhelming me. I could feel her pussy beginning to flutter around my cock, her body tensing as she fought to hold back her orgasm until given permission.

"Cum for me," I commanded, pressing down hard on her clit. "Cum all over Daddy's cock right fucking now."

She shattered instantly, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm ripped through her. She screamed my name—not "Daddy" but "James"—the momentary slip from our roles telling me just how powerful her release was. Her pussy convulsed around me, milking my cock as I continued to thrust into her oversensitive body.

"Don't you dare let go of that headboard," I warned as her arms trembled with the effort of holding on through her orgasm. "Daddy's not finished with you yet."

I flipped her over without withdrawing, manhandling her onto her stomach while keeping my cock buried inside her. Her hands scrambled to maintain their grip on the headboard as I pulled her ass up, positioning her on her knees with her face pressed into the pillow.

"This is what happens to little girls who disobey," I said, resuming my relentless pace. Each thrust pushed her forward, forcing her to strain to keep hold of the headboard. "They get fucked like the dirty little sluts they are."

"Yes, Daddy," she moaned into the pillow. "I'm your dirty slut. Use me."

I grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back. "Louder. I want the whole fucking building to hear who you belong to."

"I'm Daddy's little slut!" she cried out, her voice breaking as I hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. "Daddy's good girl! Daddy's fucktoy!"

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with her increasingly desperate moans as I felt another orgasm building within her. My own release was approaching rapidly, my balls tightening as I drove into her again and again.

"Where does Daddy's cum belong?" I demanded, my rhythm becoming erratic as I neared the edge.

"Inside me!" she gasped. "Please fill me up, Daddy! I need it!"

I reached around to rub her clit again, determined to make her cum with me. "Ask properly."

"Please, Daddy," she begged, her voice raw with need. "Please cum inside your little girl's pussy. Make me yours."

Her words pushed me over the edge. I slammed into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as I exploded inside her, painting her walls with thick ropes of cum. The feeling of being filled triggered her second orgasm, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my pulsing cock, drawing out every last drop.

"Don't let go," I reminded her weakly as we both collapsed, my body covering hers, my cock still buried inside her.

For several long moments, we lay there, sweat-slicked and panting, coming down from our shared high. Finally, I pulled out gently, watching with satisfaction as my cum began to leak from her well-used pussy.

"You can let go now, princess," I murmured, pressing a kiss between her shoulder blades.

She released the headboard with a groan, her arms falling limply to her sides. I gathered her against my chest, stroking her hair as she nestled into me.

"Was that too much?" I asked softly, searching her face for any sign of distress.

She smiled up at me, her eyes heavy with satisfaction. "It was perfect. You're perfect."

I kissed her forehead, her nose, finally capturing her lips in a tender kiss that contrasted sharply with our rough fucking. "You're incredible, Ellie. The things you bring out in me..."

"I've been wanting this for so long," she admitted, tracing patterns on my chest. "To be your good girl. Your bad girl. Whatever you want me to be."

I tightened my arms around her. "What you are is mine. My obsession. My everything."

She hummed contentedly, her eyes drifting closed. "I like being Daddy's obsession."

As I held her, watching her drift back to sleep, I marveled at how quickly our relationship had transformed. In just twenty-four hours, we'd crossed boundaries I never knew I wanted to explore, awakening desires that now seemed impossible to contain.

This was just the beginning, I realized. My little girl had unleashed something in me—a possessive, dominant side that craved her submission. And from the blissful expression on her face as she slept in my arms, the feeling was entirely mutual.

I pressed a kiss to her temple, already planning all the filthy ways I'd claim her when she woke up. After all, my princess had a lot more lessons to learn, and Daddy was just getting started.


Chapter 3: Daddy's Rules

The pink backpack was my idea.

I found it online—small, glittery, with a unicorn patch sewn onto the front pocket. When it arrived, I filled it with items that made my cock throb just thinking about them: a pacifier, strawberry-flavored lip gloss, a coloring book with crayons, a stuffed bunny, and a pair of white cotton panties with little bows on the sides.

Ellie's eyes widened when I presented it to her a week after our discovery of this shared obsession.

"What's this, Daddy?" she asked, already slipping into her role as she accepted the backpack. We'd spent the past week exploring our new dynamic, but I was ready to push deeper, to see just how far my little girl was willing to go.

"Open it and see, princess," I instructed, settling onto the couch to watch her reaction.

She unzipped the bag slowly, gasping as she pulled out each item. When she reached the panties, she looked up at me questioningly.

"I think it's time we established some rules," I explained, my voice deepening with authority. "When you come over to Daddy's house, you'll bring your backpack. You'll change into your special panties, and you'll be Daddy's little girl completely."

She clutched the stuffed bunny to her chest, her eyes darkening with desire. "What kind of rules, Daddy?"

I patted my lap. "Come sit on Daddy's knee, and I'll explain everything."

She hurried over, settling onto my lap with her legs dangling over the side of the couch. I could feel her heat through her jeans, her body already responding to our game.

"Rule number one," I began, stroking her hair. "When you're being Daddy's little girl, you'll dress the part. Those big girl clothes come off as soon as you arrive."

She nodded eagerly. "Yes, Daddy."

"Rule number two: little girls ask permission for everything. To eat, to watch TV, to touch themselves..." I slid my hand up her thigh, making her breath hitch. "To cum."

"I understand," she whispered.

"Rule number three," I continued, my hand squeezing her thigh possessively. "Little girls do as they're told, immediately and without question. Disobedience means punishment."

She squirmed on my lap. "What kind of punishment?"

I smirked, enjoying her eagerness. "That depends on how naughty you've been. Maybe Daddy spanks his little girl until she cries. Maybe she has to stand in the corner with her wet little pussy on display. Maybe Daddy makes her edge herself over and over without letting her cum."

A small moan escaped her lips. "And if I'm good?"

"Good little girls get rewards," I assured her, my hand moving higher until it rested just below the junction of her thighs. "Treats, orgasms, Daddy's cock... whatever my princess desires."

She pressed her thighs together, trapping my hand. "I want to be good for you, Daddy."

"I know you do, baby." I reached into the backpack and pulled out the pacifier. "But there's one more rule, the most important one." I held the pacifier up to her lips. "Rule number four: if anything feels wrong or goes too far, you say your safe word immediately. Understood?"

She nodded solemnly. "Sunflower."

"That's my smart girl." I pressed the pacifier against her lips. "Now, shall we begin?"

She opened her mouth, accepting the pacifier and sucking on it gently. The sight sent a jolt of arousal straight to my groin—my twenty-five-year-old girlfriend, dressed in her normal clothes but with a child's pacifier between her lips, looking up at me with complete trust and submission.

"Stand up," I commanded softly. "Time to change into your special clothes."

She rose from my lap, the pacifier still in her mouth, and waited for further instructions.

"Strip for Daddy. Slowly."

She began with her shirt, pulling it over her head to reveal a simple black bra. Her hands moved to the button of her jeans next, popping it open before sliding the zipper down with deliberate slowness. She pushed the jeans down her legs, stepping out of them gracefully.

Standing before me in just her matching black underwear, she looked like sin incarnate—a perfect contrast to the innocent pacifier between her lips.

"All of it," I instructed. "Little girls don't wear grown-up underwear."

She reached behind to unhook her bra, letting it fall from her shoulders. Her breasts were perfect—small, perky, with rosy nipples that hardened under my gaze. Finally, she slid her panties down, revealing the neatly trimmed strip of hair above her pussy.

I retrieved the white cotton panties from the backpack. "These are the only underwear you'll wear in Daddy's house from now on. Understand?"

She nodded, removing the pacifier to speak. "Yes, Daddy."

I held the panties out for her to step into, sliding them up her legs until they hugged her hips snugly. The thin cotton did nothing to hide the dampness already forming between her legs.

"Perfect," I murmured, running my finger along the elastic at her hip. "My little girl looks so innocent now. But Daddy knows better, doesn't he?"

She blushed, the pink spreading from her cheeks down her neck to her chest. "I try to be good, Daddy."

"I know you do, princess." I handed her the backpack. "Now take your coloring book and crayons and sit on the floor by Daddy's feet. Show me what a well-behaved little girl you can be while Daddy watches his show."

She settled onto the floor between my legs, cross-legged in nothing but the white panties, her naked breasts on full display. She opened the coloring book to a page with a unicorn and began carefully selecting colors from the crayon box.

I turned on the TV to a basketball game, pretending to watch while I observed her instead. The contrast was intoxicating—her adult body with its curves and valleys, positioned in a childlike pose, engaged in a child's activity. The cognitive dissonance sent blood rushing to my cock, making it strain against my jeans.

After fifteen minutes of this exquisite torture, I reached down to stroke her hair. "Is my good girl enjoying her coloring?"

She looked up at me with wide eyes, the pacifier bobbing as she nodded. I could see the tension in her body, the way her thighs pressed together seeking relief.

"Stand up and show Daddy your picture."

She scrambled to her feet, holding up the coloring book. The unicorn was half-finished, colored with surprising care considering how aroused I knew she was.

"Very pretty," I praised. "But I notice my little girl seems distracted." I reached out, running a finger along the damp spot on her panties. "Is something bothering you, baby?"

She removed the pacifier, her lips wet and swollen. "I'm all tingly down there, Daddy."

"All tingly?" I repeated, feigning innocence. "Does my little girl need Daddy to make her feel better?"

"Yes, please," she whispered, her eyes dark with need.

I patted my lap again. "Come sit on Daddy's knee, face me this time."

She straddled my lap, her knees on either side of my hips. I could feel her heat against my cock, separated only by my jeans and her thin panties.

"Such a pretty little princess," I murmured, cupping her face. "So grown up in some ways, so innocent in others. Does my baby girl know what happens when little girls get tingly feelings?"

She shook her head, playing along perfectly. "No, Daddy. Will you show me?"

I slid my hand down to cup one of her breasts, my thumb circling her nipple. "Daddy's going to teach you about your body, princess. These pretty little nipples are very special. When I touch them like this—" I pinched gently, making her gasp "—it makes the tingling between your legs get stronger, doesn't it?"

"Yes, Daddy," she moaned, arching into my touch.

"That's normal for growing girls," I assured her, my other hand sliding down to press against the wet spot on her panties. "And this little place between your legs gets wet when you're excited or when you want Daddy to touch you. Is that what my baby girl wants? Daddy's fingers on her special place?"

She nodded frantically, grinding down against my hand. "Please, Daddy."

"Such lovely manners," I praised, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her panties. "Lift up for me, princess."

She raised her hips, allowing me to slide the panties down to her thighs. The scent of her arousal hit me immediately, making my mouth water. I pulled the panties off completely, tossing them aside.

"Spread your legs wider for Daddy," I instructed. "Let me see that pretty little pussy."

She obeyed instantly, her knees widening on either side of me, completely exposing herself to my gaze. Her pussy was glistening with arousal, her outer lips swollen and pink, her clit peeking out from its hood.

"Look how wet my baby girl is," I marveled, running one finger through her folds. "Has anyone ever touched you here before?"

She shook her head, fully committed to our fantasy. "Never, Daddy. Only you."

The words sent a surge of possessive desire through me. "That's right. This sweet little cunt belongs to Daddy. No one else gets to touch it." I circled her entrance teasingly. "No one else gets to make you feel good like this."

"Only you, Daddy," she whimpered as I slowly pushed one finger inside her.

"So tight," I groaned, feeling her pussy clench around my digit. "Daddy's little girl has such a tight little hole."

I worked my finger in and out of her slowly, watching her face as pleasure overtook her. When I added a second finger, stretching her further, her head fell back, a long moan escaping her lips.

"Does that feel good, princess?" I asked, curling my fingers to find the rough patch inside her that made her shake.

"So good, Daddy," she gasped. "Please don't stop."

"Daddy's going to make his little girl cum," I promised, my thumb finding her clit. "But you have to ask nicely, remember the rules?"

She looked at me with desperation in her eyes. "Please, Daddy, may I cum? Please make your little girl feel good."

"Such a polite little princess," I cooed, increasing the pace of my fingers. "Yes, baby, you may cum for Daddy. Show me how good I make you feel."

It took only a few more strokes before she was shattering around my fingers, her pussy clenching rhythmically as she cried out. I watched in awe as she came apart, her body convulsing with pleasure while her face displayed complete vulnerability.

As she came down from her high, I withdrew my fingers and brought them to her lips. "Clean Daddy's fingers, baby. Taste how sweet your little pussy is."

Without hesitation, she took my fingers into her mouth, sucking them clean with hollowed cheeks and swirling tongue. The sight made my cock throb painfully against my zipper.

"Good girl," I praised when she released my fingers. "Now it's Daddy's turn. Do you want to make Daddy feel good too?"

She nodded eagerly. "Yes, Daddy. I want to be your good girl."

I unzipped my jeans, freeing my painfully hard cock. Her eyes widened at the sight, playing her role perfectly.

"It's so big, Daddy," she whispered, reaching out tentatively to touch it.

I hissed as her fingers wrapped around my shaft. "That's Daddy's cock, princess. It gets hard like this when Daddy wants to be inside his little girl."

"Inside me?" She feigned innocence even as her hand began to stroke me with practiced skill. "Will it fit?"

"Daddy will make it fit," I assured her, my voice rough with need. "Daddy will stretch his little girl's tight pussy until she takes every inch."

I lifted her slightly, positioning the head of my cock at her entrance. "Go slow, baby. Let Daddy watch as you take him inside you for the first time."

She lowered herself gradually, her face contorting in a mixture of pleasure and feigned discomfort as my cock split her open. "It's so big, Daddy," she whimpered, not entirely acting now—I was thick enough that the stretch was real, especially given how tight she was.

"That's it, princess," I encouraged, holding her hips to control her descent. "Take Daddy's cock like a good girl. Let it fill up that tight little cunt."

When she had taken me to the root, we both groaned at the sensation. Her pussy was like a vise around me, hot and wet and perfect. I held her still for a moment, letting her adjust to my size.

"Such a good girl," I praised, stroking her hair. "Taking all of Daddy's big cock in your tiny little hole. How does it feel, baby?"

"Full," she gasped, her inner walls fluttering around me. "So full, Daddy."

"Move for me," I instructed. "Show Daddy how well you can ride his cock."

She began to rise and fall on my shaft, her movements tentative at first but quickly gaining confidence as pleasure overtook her. I leaned forward to capture one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard as she rode me.

"That's it, princess," I mumbled around her breast. "Use Daddy's cock to make yourself feel good."

Her pace increased, her hips rolling with each downward stroke to take me deeper. I moved my hands to her ass, guiding her movements and spreading her cheeks to expose her tight little asshole—another hole I intended to claim before long.

"Such a greedy little pussy," I growled, feeling her wetness coating my balls. "Taking Daddy's cock so well. Are you my good little cocksucker too?"

She nodded frantically, her breathing ragged as she bounced on my lap. "Yes, Daddy. I want to be good at sucking your cock too."

"Next time," I promised, "Daddy will teach his little girl how to use her mouth properly. Would you like that?"

"Yes, Daddy," she moaned. "I want to learn everything."

The mental image of Ellie on her knees, pacifier discarded as she struggled to take my cock down her throat, pushed me dangerously close to the edge. I slammed her down on my shaft, holding her in place as I fought for control.

"Is Daddy going to cum inside me?" she asked, her eyes wide with fake innocence that belied the skilled way she was clenching her pussy around me.

"Yes," I growled. "Daddy's going to fill his little girl's tight cunt with cum. Would you like that, princess? To have Daddy's seed deep inside you?"

"Please, Daddy," she begged, rolling her hips in small circles that drove me wild. "I want it. I want to be your good girl and take all your cum."

I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, lifting her almost off my cock before slamming her back down. "Play with your clit," I ordered. "Make yourself cum on Daddy's cock again."

She immediately complied, her fingers finding her swollen bud. She rubbed quick circles as I took control, fucking up into her with brutal force.

"That's it," I encouraged. "My dirty little girl knows how to make herself feel good, doesn't she? Show Daddy how well you can cum."

Her movements became frantic, her free hand clutching my shoulder for support as she chased her second orgasm. I could feel her pussy beginning to flutter around my cock, signaling her approaching climax.

"Ask permission," I reminded her harshly.

"Please, Daddy," she cried, her voice breaking with need. "Please may I cum on your big cock? I've been such a good girl, please let me cum!"

"Cum for Daddy," I commanded, slamming into her one final time. "Cum all over Daddy's cock right now."

She exploded around me, her pussy clamping down so hard it nearly hurt. The sight of her—naked except for the pacifier she had picked up again and now had in her mouth, her body shuddering with pleasure as she came on my cock—pushed me over the edge. I erupted inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her womb.

"Take it all," I growled, grinding up into her as I emptied myself. "Take every fucking drop of Daddy's cum like the good little girl you are."

We collapsed against each other, both sweaty and gasping for breath. I held her close, stroking her back as she trembled with aftershocks. When I finally softened enough to slip out of her, I watched with primal satisfaction as my cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy onto my jeans.

"Such a messy little girl," I murmured, gathering some of our combined fluids on my fingers. "Look what Daddy did to your pretty little cunt."

She removed the pacifier, her expression dazed with pleasure. "I love when Daddy makes a mess in me."

I brought my cum-covered fingers to her lips. "Clean up your mess, princess."

Without hesitation, she sucked my fingers clean, moaning at the taste of our combined essences. The sight nearly made my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

"I think," I said when she released my fingers, "that my little girl has earned a special treat."

She perked up immediately. "What kind of treat, Daddy?"

I grinned, already planning our next adventure. "How would my princess like to go shopping with Daddy? We need to get you a proper little girl's wardrobe for when you visit."

Her eyes lit up with excitement and arousal. "Really, Daddy? Can we go right now?"

I chuckled, kissing her forehead. "First, let's get you cleaned up. Daddy can't have his little girl leaking cum down her legs in public, can he?"

She blushed beautifully. "No, Daddy."

"After your bath," I continued, already imagining her in the outfits I planned to buy her, "we'll go to some special shops Daddy knows. We'll get you pretty dresses, knee socks, maybe even some special toys for Daddy's good girl."

"Will I wear my special panties?" she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper.

I shook my head, enjoying the way her eyes widened. "No, princess. When we're shopping for your little girl clothes, you won't wear any panties at all. That way, Daddy can check if his little girl is being good whenever he wants."

She squirmed on my lap, her pussy leaving another wet spot on my jeans. "What if someone sees?"

"Then they'll know exactly what a dirty little girl you are," I replied, my hand sliding between her legs to find her clit again. "They'll know you belong to Daddy, and that Daddy can do whatever he wants with his little princess."

As she moaned and ground against my hand, I knew our game had reached an entirely new level. The age play that had started as a bedroom exploration was expanding into more elaborate scenarios, fueled by our mutual obsession with each other.

"Daddy's perfect little girl," I whispered against her ear as I brought her to a third climax with just my fingers. "Daddy's biggest obsession."

And as she came apart in my arms once more, pacifier bobbing between her lips as she moaned around it, I knew I would never get enough of her—my girlfriend, my lover, my little girl, my everything.


Chapter 4: Innocence Corrupted

"Do you like your new room, princess?"

Ellie stood in the center of what had once been my home office, now transformed into a little girl's paradise. Pink walls, a white iron bed with frilly canopy, stuffed animals arranged on shelves, and a white dresser filled with the clothes we'd purchased over the past month.

"It's perfect, Daddy," she whispered, twirling in her new nightie—a sheer baby-pink affair that barely covered her ass and did nothing to hide her naked pussy beneath. I'd forbidden underwear of any kind in her "little girl room."

"I'm glad you like it, baby." I sat on the edge of the bed, patting the space beside me. "Come sit with Daddy. It's almost bedtime."

She padded over, her bare feet silent on the plush white carpet. When she sat, I pulled her onto my lap, positioning her so her naked pussy pressed against my growing erection.

"Did my little girl have a good bath?" I asked, stroking her damp hair. She smelled of strawberry bubble bath and innocence—a scent designed to make my cock throb with forbidden desire.

"Yes, Daddy," she replied, squirming slightly on my lap. "I got all clean for you."

"All clean?" I questioned, sliding my hand under her nightie to cup her bare ass. "Even your special places?"

She nodded earnestly. "I washed my princess parts extra good, just like you taught me."

"What a good girl," I praised, my fingers dipping between her ass cheeks to find her tight little hole. "Did you wash this tiny hole too?"

Her breath hitched as my fingertip circled her puckered entrance. "Y-yes, Daddy."

"I should check," I decided, my voice dropping an octave. "Daddy needs to make sure his little princess is completely clean. Stand up and bend over the bed."

She scrambled to obey, positioning herself with her upper body on the mattress, her feet on the floor, her perfect ass presented to me. I flipped up her nightie, exposing her completely.

"Spread your legs wider," I instructed, kneeling behind her. "Show Daddy your holes."

She widened her stance, reaching back to pull her ass cheeks apart without being told. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal, her tight asshole pink and inviting.

"Such a helpful little girl," I murmured, leaning forward to place a gentle kiss on each ass cheek. "Daddy's going to check how clean you are with his tongue. Hold yourself open for me."

I buried my face between her cheeks, my tongue lapping at her tight hole. Ellie whimpered, her body tensing at the taboo sensation.

"Daddy," she gasped as I pointed my tongue and pushed against her resistance. "That feels so strange."

I pulled back slightly. "Does my baby girl want Daddy to stop?"

"No!" she replied quickly. "Please don't stop. It feels... it feels good."

I chuckled darkly, returning to my feast. "Daddy's little girl likes having her tiny asshole licked, doesn't she? Such a dirty girl."

I alternated between her holes, tongue-fucking her pussy until she was dripping down her thighs, then returning to work her ass open with my tongue. When I felt her legs begin to tremble, I stood up, wiping my mouth on the back of my hand.

"Turn around, princess," I ordered. "Sit on the edge of the bed."

She obeyed, her face flushed with arousal, her nightie clinging to her hardened nipples. I pushed her knees apart, exposing her soaked pussy to my gaze.

"Does my little girl know what this is?" I asked, running a finger through her wet folds to circle her clit.

She nodded, playing along perfectly. "That's my special button, Daddy. The one that makes me feel all tingly when you touch it."

"That's right," I praised. "And this?" I pushed two fingers into her soaking entrance without warning.

"That's my princess hole," she gasped as I curled my fingers inside her. "Where Daddy puts his special thing to make me feel good."

"And what about this tiny hole?" I withdrew my fingers from her pussy, gathering her wetness before pressing one slick digit against her asshole.

Her eyes widened. "That's my... my other hole. The one I'm not supposed to let anyone touch."

I applied gentle pressure, watching her face as the tip of my finger breached her tight ring. "Except Daddy, right princess? Daddy gets to touch all of your special places."

"Yes, Daddy," she moaned as my finger slid deeper into her ass. "Only you."

"That's my good girl." I worked my finger in and out slowly, feeling her relax around the intrusion. "Daddy's going to teach you something new tonight. Would you like that?"

She nodded eagerly, her hips moving to take my finger deeper. "Yes, please, Daddy."

I withdrew my finger, earning a disappointed whimper. "Patience, baby girl. First, I need to get something from Daddy's special drawer."

I crossed to the white dresser, opening the bottom drawer where we kept our toys hidden beneath innocent-looking scarves. I selected a small pink butt plug with a heart-shaped base, a bottle of lube, and a vibrator shaped like a lollipop.

"What are those, Daddy?" Ellie asked, her voice high and childlike despite the hunger in her eyes.

"These are special toys for my special girl," I explained, returning to the bed. "This one—" I held up the butt plug "—goes in your tight little bottom hole. And this—" I showed her the vibrator "—will make your princess parts feel better than ever."

Her eyes widened with feigned innocence. "Will it hurt, Daddy?"

I shook my head, uncapping the lube. "Not if you're Daddy's good, brave girl. It might feel strange at first, but Daddy promises you'll love it."

I coated the plug with a generous amount of lube, then positioned myself between her spread legs again. "Lie back, princess. Daddy needs to see your holes clearly."

She reclined onto the pink bedspread, drawing her knees up and apart to expose herself completely. I groaned at the sight—my twenty-five-year-old girlfriend, dressed in a little girl's sheer nightie, spread-eagle on a child's bed, offering her most intimate holes for my pleasure.

"Perfect," I murmured, circling her asshole with my lubed finger. "Daddy's going to put his finger in first to get you ready. Take deep breaths for me."

I pushed one finger slowly into her tight heat, watching her face for any signs of genuine discomfort. Finding none, I began to move in and out, gradually adding more lube and eventually a second finger.

"That's it," I encouraged as she moaned and pushed back against my intrusion. "Daddy's little girl takes it so well. Are you ready for your special toy now?"

"Yes, Daddy," she gasped. "Please put it in me."

I positioned the plug at her stretched entrance. "Push out a little bit, baby. Like you're going potty."

She blushed at the childish language but did as instructed, allowing the tip of the plug to slip past her tight ring. I worked it in slowly, twisting gently until the widest part stretched her open.

"Almost there," I promised as she whimpered beneath me. "Just a little more—"

With a final push, her body accepted the plug completely, the base settling snugly against her ass. The heart-shaped jewel winked at me, marking her as thoroughly mine.

"Look how pretty," I said, running my finger over the jewel. "My little princess with a pretty jewel in her bottom. How does it feel, baby?"

"Full," she gasped, squirming slightly. "And... good. Really good, Daddy."

"It's going to feel even better," I promised, turning on the lollipop vibrator to its lowest setting. The soft buzzing filled the room as I brought it to her swollen clit.

Ellie's back arched off the bed at the first contact. "Oh! Daddy!"

"That's it," I encouraged, making small circles around her sensitive bud. "Let Daddy hear how good he makes his little girl feel."

I increased the vibration, watching as she writhed on the bed, her body caught between the dual sensations of fullness in her ass and the vibrations on her clit. Her hands clutched at the pink bedspread, her knuckles white with tension.

"Daddy," she moaned, her hips rising to meet the vibrator. "I feel funny. Like I'm going to—"

"Is my little princess going to cum already?" I teased, pulling the vibrator away. "Such a sensitive little girl. But Daddy hasn't even put his special thing inside you yet."

I stood, unbuttoning my shirt slowly while she watched with desperate eyes. I stripped completely, letting her see how hard my cock was—thick and veined, the head purple with need.

"See what you do to Daddy?" I asked, stroking myself slowly. "Seeing his little princess with a jewel in her bottom makes Daddy's special thing so hard it hurts."

"Can I touch it?" she asked, her voice breathy with need.

I moved closer, guiding her small hand to my shaft. "Gently, princess. Show Daddy how well you can hold his cock."

Her fingers wrapped around me, tentative at first, then more confident as she remembered how I liked to be touched. "Like this, Daddy?"

"Perfect," I groaned as she stroked me. "Now use your mouth. Show Daddy what a good cocksucker his little girl is."

She leaned forward eagerly, her tongue darting out to lick the pre-cum from my tip. The sight was intoxicating—my girlfriend in her little girl nightie, a jeweled plug in her ass, her tongue lapping at my cock like it was her favorite lollipop.

"That's it," I encouraged, threading my fingers through her hair. "Take Daddy's big cock in your little mouth."

She opened wider, taking me between her lips. I watched as she struggled to accommodate my girth, her eyes watering slightly as she tried to take more.

"Don't hurt yourself, baby," I said, stroking her cheek. "Just suck on the head like a pacifier. That's my good girl."

She followed my instructions, suckling on my cockhead while her hand worked the shaft. The wet heat of her mouth combined with the innocent look in her eyes as she gazed up at me sent fire racing through my veins.

"Enough," I growled after a few minutes, pulling away before I lost control. "Lie back and spread your legs, princess. Daddy needs to be inside your tight little cunt right now."

She fell back, her legs opening wide to reveal her dripping pussy. The jeweled plug still winked from her ass, catching the light as she shifted positions.

"Please, Daddy," she begged, reaching for me. "Put your special thing in me. I need it so bad."

I positioned myself between her thighs, rubbing my cockhead through her slick folds. "Does Daddy's little girl want to get fucked? Want Daddy to split her tiny pussy open with his big cock?"

"Yes!" she cried, abandoning some of her childlike pretense in her desperation. "Please fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your little girl's tight pussy!"

I pushed into her in one smooth thrust, groaning as her heat enveloped me. The butt plug made her even tighter, the pressure of it against my cock through the thin wall separating her passages nearly unbearable.

"So fucking tight," I gasped, holding still to savor the sensation. "Daddy's little girl has the tightest, sweetest cunt."

I began to move, setting a deliberate pace that had her mewling beneath me. Each thrust pushed the plug deeper into her ass, creating a double penetration that had her eyes rolling back.

"How does it feel, princess?" I asked, leaning down to suck one of her nipples through the sheer fabric of her nightie. "Having both your holes filled at once?"

"So good, Daddy," she moaned, her legs wrapping around my waist. "So full. Please don't stop!"

I increased my pace, fucking her with abandon now. The bed—designed for a child—creaked ominously beneath us, adding to the forbidden nature of our coupling.

"My dirty little girl," I growled, reaching between us to rub her clit in time with my thrusts. "Getting both her holes fucked in her princess bed. What would people think if they could see you now?"

The taboo question made her pussy clench around me. "They'd know I belong to Daddy," she gasped. "That Daddy can do whatever he wants to his little girl."

Her words pushed me closer to the edge. I pounded into her relentlessly, feeling the pressure of the plug against my cock with each thrust. When I felt her begin to tighten around me, I pinched her clit roughly.

"Cum for Daddy," I ordered. "Show me what a good little slut you are."

She exploded beneath me, her back arching off the bed as she screamed my name. Her pussy clamped down so hard it was almost painful, milking my cock as she rode wave after wave of pleasure.

I wasn't far behind, the sight of her cumming combined with the vise-like grip of her cunt pushing me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt, filling her with rope after rope of hot seed.

"Take it all," I groaned, grinding against her. "Take every drop of Daddy's cum in your tight little hole."

We collapsed together, both panting and sweaty. I remained inside her, enjoying the occasional aftershock that made her pussy flutter around my softening cock.

"That was amazing, Daddy," she whispered after a moment, her fingers tracing patterns on my back.

I kissed her forehead tenderly. "Did my princess enjoy her new toy?"

She nodded, shifting slightly to feel the plug still nestled in her ass. "It made everything feel so much more... intense."

"Good." I pulled out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum began to leak from her well-used pussy. "Because Daddy has so many more toys he wants to try with his little girl."

I reached for the vibrator again, switching it on. "Now, let's see how many times Daddy can make his princess cum before bedtime."

Her eyes widened as I pressed the vibrator to her oversensitive clit. "But Daddy, I'm already so worn out..."

"Hush," I commanded, sliding two fingers into her cum-filled pussy. "Little girls don't tell Daddy when they've had enough. Daddy decides that."

She moaned as I curved my fingers to find her g-spot, her hips rising involuntarily to meet my touch. "Yes, Daddy. Whatever you say."

"That's my good girl," I praised, working her toward another orgasm. "Daddy's going to use all your holes tonight. Going to make you cum until you can't remember your own name, until all you know is that you're Daddy's little fucktoy."

As she writhed beneath my touch, I marveled at how far we'd come—from a hesitant "Daddy" whispered in the heat of the moment to this elaborate fantasy world we'd created together. The corruption of innocence, the taboo nature of our play, had become an obsession for us both.

"After you cum again," I promised, feeling her build toward another climax, "Daddy's going to take that plug out and replace it with his cock. Would his little girl like that? To have Daddy's big cock stretching her tiny asshole?"

"Yes," she gasped, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Yes, Daddy. Please fuck my ass. Use all my holes. Make me your perfect little whore."

I increased the vibration intensity, pressing harder against her clit. "Such dirty words from such an innocent mouth. Daddy's going to have to wash it out with his cum later."

She came again, her body convulsing beneath me, her voice breaking as she cried out. And as I watched her, flushed and trembling with pleasure, I knew that neither of us would ever get enough of this game we played.

This perverse corruption of innocence had become our greatest obsession—and we were only just beginning to explore its depths.

"Turn over, baby girl," I commanded as soon as her spasms subsided. "Daddy wants to see that pretty jewel again before he replaces it with something much, much bigger."

She rolled onto her stomach obediently, reaching back to pull her ass cheeks apart without being told. The heart-shaped base of the plug winked at me invitingly, and I felt my cock stir back to life.

"Daddy's perfect little girl," I murmured, grasping the base of the plug and twisting it slightly, making her moan. "So eager to give Daddy all her holes."

As I began to work the plug out of her tight ass, I reminded myself that this was just the beginning. My obsession with my little girl was growing darker, deeper, more consuming with each passing day.

And judging by the way she pushed back against my hand, begging for more, her obsession with being Daddy's good girl was growing just as strong.

"Please, Daddy," she whimpered as the plug slid free. "Please fuck your little girl's tight asshole. I need to feel you inside me there."

I positioned my cock at her puckered entrance, already slick with lube from the plug. "Anything for Daddy's princess," I promised, pushing forward to claim her final hole. "Absolutely anything at all."


Chapter 5: Daddy's Perfect Little Whore

"Open your eyes, princess."

Ellie blinked awake, confused by the unfamiliar weight of something around her neck. Her fingers rose to touch the pink leather collar I'd fastened while she slept, the heart-shaped tag dangling between her perfect breasts.

"What's this, Daddy?" she asked, her voice still thick with sleep.

I smiled, running my finger along the collar's edge. "Read your tag, baby girl."

She lifted the heart, squinting at the engraved words: "Daddy's Little Slut."

"Today is special," I explained, watching her eyes darken with arousal as she processed my gift. "Six months since you first called me Daddy. Six months of owning this perfect little body, of teaching you exactly what your holes are for."

She sat up eagerly, the sheet falling away to reveal her naked body. I'd removed her nightie after she'd fallen asleep, wanting her completely bare for what I had planned.

"What are we doing today, Daddy?"

I reached beneath the bed, pulling out a large gift box tied with a pink ribbon. "Today, princess, we're celebrating how far you've come. From an innocent little girl who blushed when Daddy touched her to the perfect little fuckdoll you are now."

Her eyes lit up as she untied the ribbon, lifting the lid to reveal a collection of toys that made her gasp. A larger jeweled plug than the one she was accustomed to. Nipple clamps connected by a delicate chain. A remote-controlled egg vibrator. A riding crop with a heart-shaped tip. And beneath it all, a sheer white dress that would barely cover her ass, complete with white thigh-high stockings and Mary Jane shoes.

"Is this all for me, Daddy?" she whispered, running her fingers over the items reverently.

"For us," I corrected, lifting the nipple clamps. "For Daddy to use on his little girl. But first, I need you to tell me your safe word."

"Sunflower," she replied immediately, her eyes never leaving the toys.

"Good girl." I leaned forward, capturing one of her nipples between my lips, sucking hard until it stood erect. Without warning, I attached the first clamp, watching her face contort with the exquisite blend of pain and pleasure.

"Daddy," she gasped as I repeated the process with her other nipple, completing the circuit. The chain hung heavily between her breasts, pulling slightly with each breath she took.

"Beautiful," I murmured, tugging gently on the chain to make her whimper. "Now, get on your hands and knees. Daddy needs to inspect his little girl's holes before we begin our special day."

She scrambled to obey, presenting her ass and pussy to me like the well-trained little slut she'd become. I ran my finger through her folds, unsurprised to find her already soaking wet.

"So eager," I commented, pushing two fingers into her without preamble. "Daddy's little girl is always ready for cock, isn't she?"

"Yes, Daddy," she moaned, pushing back against my hand. "Always ready for you."

I worked my fingers in and out of her pussy, gathering her abundant wetness before moving to circle her tight asshole. "And this greedy little hole? Is it hungry for Daddy too?"

"So hungry," she agreed, reaching back to spread her cheeks wider for me. "Please fill it, Daddy."

I slapped her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "Patience, princess. Daddy has a whole day planned for his little cumslut."

I retrieved the new plug from the box, coating it generously with lube. At nearly twice the size of her previous one, it would be a challenge—exactly as I intended.

"This might hurt a little," I warned, positioning the tip against her puckered entrance. "But Daddy's good girl can take it, can't she?"

"Yes, Daddy," she whispered, her body trembling with anticipation. "I can take anything for you."

I pushed forward slowly but relentlessly, watching as her tight ring stretched to accommodate the intrusion. She whimpered, her fingers clutching at the bedsheets, but she didn't pull away.

"Such a good girl," I praised as the widest part breached her, making her cry out. "Taking Daddy's big toy in her tiny hole. Just a little more..."

With a final push, her body accepted the plug completely, the jeweled base settling against her now-stretched asshole. I ran my finger around her rim, checking that she wasn't too uncomfortable.

"How does it feel, baby?"

She took a shuddering breath. "Big, Daddy. So full."

"Perfect." I helped her to her feet, enjoying how the movement made her gasp as the plug shifted inside her. "Now let's get you dressed for Daddy's special surprise."

I dressed her slowly, savoring each moment. First the sheer white stockings, rolling them up her legs and attaching them to a garter belt that framed her bare pussy perfectly. Then the dress—if it could be called that—a whisper of fabric that covered her front but left her ass completely exposed. The Mary Janes completed the look of a little girl playing dress-up, the obscene bulge of the jeweled plug visible beneath the hem of her dress.

"Look at yourself," I commanded, turning her to face the full-length mirror. "Look at what Daddy has created."

The image was pornographic perfection—my adult girlfriend transformed into a parody of innocence. The collar declaring her status. The chain between her clamped nipples visible through the sheer fabric. The dress doing nothing to hide her nakedness beneath. The plug winking between her ass cheeks with every slight movement.

"I'm your perfect little slut, Daddy," she whispered, meeting my eyes in the mirror.

"Yes, you are," I agreed, pressing against her from behind, letting her feel my hardness. "And today, you're going to prove just how perfect you can be."

I led her from the bedroom to the living room where I'd prepared everything during her sleep. The coffee table had been moved aside, replaced by a padded bench with restraints at each corner. Various toys were arranged on a side table, and a video camera stood on a tripod, its red light already blinking.

Her eyes widened. "Daddy?"

"Today," I explained, leading her to the bench, "we're going to make a special movie. Something for Daddy to watch when his little girl isn't available. Something to remind us both of exactly what you are."

Understanding dawned in her eyes, followed by a flush of arousal that spread from her cheeks down her neck. "You're going to film me?"

"I'm going to film us," I corrected, positioning her over the bench. "I'm going to record every filthy thing Daddy does to his little girl, every depraved act his princess begs for. Would you like that, baby? To be Daddy's little pornstar?"

She nodded eagerly. "Yes, Daddy. I want to be your star."

"Good girl." I secured her wrists and ankles to the bench, leaving her bent over and completely at my mercy. The position pushed her ass up, highlighting the jeweled plug nestled between her cheeks.

I moved to stand in front of the camera, adjusting it to perfectly frame her bound form. "Let's begin. State your name and age for Daddy's camera."

She looked directly into the lens, her eyes wide with feigned innocence. "I'm Ellie. I'm Daddy's little princess. I'm seven—" she caught herself, the slip deliberate, part of our game "—I mean, I'm twenty-five."

"And what are you doing today, princess?"

She licked her lips, the picture of corruption. "I'm letting my Daddy use all my holes however he wants. I'm being Daddy's perfect little slut."

"That's right," I praised, moving behind her. I flipped up the back of her dress, fully exposing her plugged ass and dripping pussy to the camera. "And what are these, baby girl?"

"That's my princess hole," she answered, her voice high and childlike. "And that's my bottom hole with Daddy's special jewel inside it."

I ran my finger through her soaked folds. "And why is your princess hole so wet?"

"Because I'm a dirty little girl," she replied without hesitation. "Because I love when Daddy plays with me and puts his special thing inside me."

"Show Daddy how much you want him," I commanded, stepping back to give the camera a clear view. "Play with your princess parts."

She reached between her legs, her bound position making it difficult but not impossible. Her fingers found her clit, circling it slowly as she moaned for the camera.

"That's it," I encouraged, unbuttoning my shirt. "Show Daddy what a little slut you are. Tell the camera what you want Daddy to do to you."

"I want Daddy to fuck me," she whimpered, her fingers working faster. "I want him to fuck all my holes, to use me like his personal fucktoy. I want Daddy to cum inside me, to mark me as his little whore."

I stripped completely, my cock standing painfully erect as I watched her debase herself for my pleasure. When I could take no more, I moved behind her, slapping her hand away from her pussy.

"Dirty little girls don't get to touch themselves without permission," I scolded, bringing my hand down hard on her ass. The impact made the plug shift inside her, drawing a sharp cry from her lips.

"I'm sorry, Daddy," she gasped. "I couldn't help it. My princess parts were so tingly."

"I know exactly what my little slut needs," I said, gripping the base of the plug. I twisted it slowly, watching as she squirmed against her restraints. "First, Daddy's going to stretch this tight little hole properly."

I worked the plug in and out of her ass, never removing it completely but fucking her with it in long, deliberate strokes. Her moans grew increasingly desperate, her pussy visibly dripping onto the bench beneath her.

"Please, Daddy," she begged, her composure slipping as pleasure overwhelmed her. "I need more. I need your cock."

"Where, princess? Tell Daddy exactly where you need his cock."

"Everywhere!" she cried, genuine desperation in her voice now. "In my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass. Please, Daddy, I need all my holes filled!"

I removed the plug with a wet pop, setting it aside. Her asshole gaped slightly, pink and inviting. I pressed my cockhead against it, the camera capturing every detail of her stretched rim as I began to push inside.

"Oh god, Daddy!" she screamed as I breached her, my thick cock stretching her far more than the plug had. "You're so big! It hurts!"

I paused, checking her face for any sign of genuine distress. Finding none, only the flush of intense pleasure, I continued my relentless penetration until I was buried to the hilt in her tight heat.

"Look at that," I growled, nodding toward the camera. "Look how well Daddy's little girl takes his big cock in her tiny asshole. Such a perfect little anal slut."

I began to move, setting a punishing pace that had her screaming with each thrust. The restraints kept her perfectly positioned to receive every inch, unable to pull away from the overwhelming sensation.

"Tell the camera how it feels," I demanded, slapping her ass as I fucked her. "Tell everyone watching how much you love Daddy's cock in your dirty little hole."

"It feels so good!" she cried, her words punctuated by the force of my thrusts. "I love Daddy's big cock stretching my tight little asshole! I'm Daddy's anal whore, his perfect little buttslut!"

I reached beneath her to tug sharply on the chain connecting her nipple clamps, making her scream as pain amplified her pleasure. "Who do these holes belong to, princess? Tell the camera."

"You, Daddy!" she gasped. "All my holes belong to you! My mouth, my pussy, my ass—they're all Daddy's personal fuck holes!"

The filth spilling from her innocent-looking mouth pushed me dangerously close to the edge. I withdrew suddenly, leaving her asshole gaping and empty.

"No, Daddy, please!" she begged, trying to look back at me over her shoulder. "Don't stop!"

"Patience, princess," I said, moving to stand in front of her. I grasped her hair, tilting her face up toward the camera. "Daddy wants to use another one of his holes now."

I pressed my cock—still slick from her ass—against her lips. Without hesitation, she opened wide, taking me into her mouth with a moan of pure depravity.

"That's it," I encouraged as she sucked eagerly, tasting her own ass on my shaft. "Clean Daddy's cock like a good little ass-to-mouth slut. Show the camera what a filthy little girl you are."

She worked her tongue around my cock, her eyes locked on the camera as she debased herself completely. When I was satisfied with her performance, I pulled away, moving back behind her.

"Now for your princess hole," I announced, positioning myself at her dripping entrance. "Daddy's going to fill this greedy little cunt with cum, then plug it up so you keep it inside you all day. Would you like that, baby?"

"Yes, Daddy," she moaned, pushing back against me as much as her restraints would allow. "Please fill me up with your cum. I need it so bad."

I slammed into her pussy in one brutal thrust, groaning at the tight, wet heat that enveloped me. Her earlier arousal had left her dripping, but she was still gloriously tight, her inner walls gripping my cock like a vise.

"Such a perfect little fuckhole," I praised, setting a ruthless pace that had the bench creaking beneath us. "Made for Daddy's cock."

I reached forward to grasp the chain between her nipple clamps again, using it like reins as I pounded into her. The blend of pain and pleasure had her incoherent now, her words dissolving into a stream of desperate moans and pleas.

"Beg for Daddy's cum," I demanded, feeling my release approaching rapidly. "Tell the camera exactly what you want."

"Please cum inside me, Daddy!" she cried, her voice breaking with emotion. "Fill your little girl's tight pussy with your hot cum! Breed me, mark me, make me yours completely!"

Her filthy begging pushed me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt, erupting inside her with a roar of triumph. Rope after rope of hot cum flooded her womb as I ground against her, making sure every drop was deposited deep inside.

"Take it all," I growled, my hips jerking with each pulse of my release. "Take every fucking drop of Daddy's cum like the perfect little cumdump you are."

When I finally stopped shuddering, I withdrew slowly, watching with satisfaction as my seed began to leak from her well-used pussy. I quickly grabbed a smaller plug from the side table, pushing it into her cum-filled cunt to keep my deposit inside her.

"There," I said, patting her ass possessively. "Now Daddy's cum will stay where it belongs, deep inside his little girl's womb."

I moved to the camera, adjusting it for a close-up of her plugged holes—one jeweled plug in her ass, another in her pussy, both holding her open and filled with my essence.

"Look at Daddy's perfect little whore," I narrated for the camera. "Both holes stretched and plugged, keeping Daddy's cum safe inside. But we're not done yet, are we, princess?"

"No, Daddy," she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. "We're never done."

I smiled, releasing her from the restraints and helping her to stand on shaky legs. The plugs made her whimper as they shifted inside her, the dress now stained with sweat and various fluids.

"One last thing," I said, leading her to kneel in front of the camera. "Tell Daddy and everyone watching exactly what you are."

She looked directly into the lens, her makeup smeared, her hair disheveled, the very picture of debauchery. "I'm Daddy's obsession. His little girl. His perfect whore. I exist to please him, to take his cock in all my holes, to be filled with his cum. I'm Daddy's property, his fucktoy, his personal little cumslut."

I stroked her hair proudly. "And who do you belong to, princess? Now and forever?"

Her eyes met mine, filled with genuine emotion that transcended our roles. "I belong to you, James. My Daddy. My everything."

I leaned down to kiss her tenderly, a moment of reality breaking through our elaborate fantasy. When I pulled back, I spoke directly to the camera.

"This is my greatest creation," I declared, my hand resting possessively on her collar. "From innocent little girl to perfect whore in six short months. My obsession. My little slut. Mine to use, to train, to cherish."

I turned off the camera, setting aside our roles momentarily as I helped her to the couch. I removed the nipple clamps gently, massaging the blood back into the sensitive buds as she winced.

"Are you okay?" I asked, the caring boyfriend rather than the dominant Daddy.

She smiled up at me, her eyes heavy with satisfaction. "Better than okay. That was incredible."

I kissed her forehead. "The plugs? Too much?"

"Perfect," she assured me. "Everything is perfect when I'm with you."

I held her close, marveling at the journey we'd taken together—from that first hesitant "Daddy" to this elaborate world we'd created. Our age play had evolved into something deeper, darker, more consuming than either of us had anticipated.

"We should probably take these out," I said after a while, gesturing to the plugs still nestled inside her.

She shook her head, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "Not yet. I like feeling full of you. I like being reminded with every movement that I'm yours."

"My perfect little obsession," I murmured, pulling her onto my lap despite the mess we both were.

"And you're mine," she replied, snuggling against my chest. "My Daddy. My everything."

As I held her, I knew our journey was far from over. There were still countless fantasies to explore, boundaries to push, taboos to break. But for now, in this moment, we had found a perfect balance—the loving couple who became Daddy and his little girl, the protective dominant and his willing submissive, the perverse corrupter and his eager little slut.

And as her breathing deepened into sleep, the plugs still holding my cum inside her, I knew with absolute certainty that I would never tire of this game we played. My obsession with her—with us—would only grow stronger with each passing day.

After all, Daddy's little girl was just beginning to learn all the ways she could please him. And I had a lifetime of lessons left to teach.
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