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 Daddy’s Little Fuck
Toy
(Caging – Light Bondage –
Masturbation - Squirting)

 


Bars all around her. Black metallic bars. She wrapped
her finger around them and pulled and pushed, but nothing happened.
It was a sturdy cage. She sank down and sat on the floor of the
cage for a little while. She straightened the skirt of her puffed
sleeve dress. She was wearing a mint green one today, with a
strawberry embroidered at the seem and a tight body of smock
stretching over her big boobs.

Daddy had picked out the dress for her this
morning, like every morning Daddy picked out her clothes. They were
together now for nine years, but they only have lived the lifestyle
for about five of them. Daddy had introduced her to so many things
already, and sometimes it seemed as though they were never done
exploring. The cage was new. Daddy had build it himself, it took
him a few weeks. Louisa got to pick out a blanket for on the bottom
and she’d picked a pink one with flowers. She was sitting on top of
it right now.

She leaned against the bars and stared into
their living room. She wasn’t sure whether she actually liked this
whole idea of a cage. What was it supposed to bring her? Daddy had
locked her in this morning and then went to go out for some grocery
shopping. She had to wait, to sit tight and wait till he’s back. If
he hadn’t locked her in, she could’ve quickly vacuumed the living
room, she could’ve tidied up, and prepare them lunch. Now she
couldn’t do any of those things. It was boring. She had nothing to
do. She felt like some sort of pet. Maybe she was, she thought, or
maybe she was Daddy’s little fuck toy. She liked that idea. She
didn’t have to do anything, she didn’t have to think, her only job
was to be fucked by daddy, and the rest of the time she would be
locked away in a cage.

Her fingers intuitively found their way into
her panties. She rubbed her own slit, up and down. She wasn’t
really suppose to masturbate without Daddy’s permission, but what
else was there to do? Besides she couldn’t even reach her phone so
how on earth was she supposed to drop him a line to ask if she
could masturbate. She leaned backwards and found a semi-comfortable
position to sit in. Bars were pushing in her back, her knees
butterflied to the sides and her foot slipped through the bars
outside the cage. Her panties dangled around her ankles. She rubbed
her own pussy, she licked the tip of her finger to wet it and then
slid it up and down, over her denting labia, tickling her own
thighs once in a while. She slid her finger inside and massaged the
spongy inside of her vagina. Her eyes closed.

She was in a cage. She was Daddy’s little
fuck toy. She didn’t have to do a thing except to wait for Daddy
and to be fucked by Daddy. Her back arching, she felt her orgasm
building and she pulled out her fingers for a while. Masturbating
without Daddy’s permission she could try to hide, but sometimes she
squirted, she couldn’t hide a big puddle of horniness lying in the
bottom of the cage. She took a few deep breaths, when her arousal
dipped down a little she started to fondle herself again. This time
she swirled the tip of her finger around her clit. Flicking the
little nodule back and forth.

An permanent warm throb overtook her pussy,
it befuddled her mind, she couldn’t think.

‘What are you doing?’ A strict and dominant
tone of voice. Daddy pushed open the door and gave her a stern
look.

‘I’m sorry Daddy.’ She said.

Daddy clacked his tongue and shook his head.
He seemed thoroughly disappointed in her. Her heart sank to her
feet.

‘I’m so so sorry, Daddy.’ She said again. ‘I
was bored and I couldn’t reach my phone, so I couldn’t ask for
permission, and...’

‘Take off your dress.’ Daddy ordered.

For a moment she hesitated. Then she tried,
she twisted her arms behind her back in an attempt to unbutton her
dress.

‘Come here.’ Daddy said. His arms reached
into the cage and he unbuttoned her dress. She pulled the fabric
over her head and handed it to Daddy.

‘Panties too.’ Daddy said.

Her panties were still dangling around her
ankle, she grabbed them and handed them through the bars to
daddy.

‘I’ll put on the heating.’ He said, ‘So you
won’t get cold.’

‘Thank you, Daddy.’ She mumbled.

He fiddled with the thermostat for a while,
then he came back. He said he couldn’t allow his little girl to be
disobedient. He couldn’t allow her wondering fingers to touch her
pussy without his permission so he had no choice but to tie her
down.

She understood and nodded meekly.

He bound her wrists and secured them at the
bars of the cage. Then he also tied down her ankles. She was forced
to sit in a very revealing position. Naked. Her pussy on display.
Her boobs pointing forward. She wasn’t able to cover herself, she
wasn’t able to touch her self. For a few moments Daddy stood in
front of the cage admiring her. Nodding approvingly. Then he
started to put the groceries away, and after that he got the vacuum
out and tidied the living. It was as if he had forgotten her or
maybe he intentionally ignored her.

There was something arousing about it. She
couldn’t quite understand what it was. It was boring, and somewhat
humiliating, but also incredibly arousing, to be on display, to be
ignored as if she was just part of the furniture or something. She
was a fuck toy, that was it. That notion bumped her arousal into
the next gear. Her pussy was dripping now, she felt a slimy seep of
horniness oozing out of her vagina and creeping through her
buttcrack onto the blanket. It tickled, she squirmed and moaned and
yet Daddy didn’t even acknowledge her existence. Her pussy was
throbbing, arousal building up, she was panting irregularly while
Daddy dusted off the ornaments in the window seal.

She tried to move, to maybe rub her pussy
against a rumple in the blanket, but because of her bound ankles
her hips couldn’t tilt that way. She was getting crazy. Crazy with
arousal. A wave of pleasure engulfed her mind. She couldn’t held
back a moan.

‘Daddy.’ She begged. ‘Daddy please. I can’t
stand it anymore Daddy.’

‘Don’t be a brat, sweety.’ Daddy said.
‘That’s not you. It doesn’t fit you.’

‘Please?’ She tried one last time using her
biggest begging little girl eyes, but daddy just gave her a stern
look and she obediently shut up again. She watched as he walked
around the house and did all the chores. Once in a while his eyes
would wander into her direction. A burst of tingles in her tummy.
Now something would happen, now he would pay attention to her,
admire her naked body, admit that he was turned on as well and fuck
her, now he would finally fuck her. He didn’t. He just watched and
then continued doing the chores.

After a while he walked towards the cage. He
squatted down in front of it and smiled. His eyes examining her
body, they stopped at her pussy, he watched her pussy for a long
time.

‘What a lot of girly juice you have there.’
He said. ‘Is my baby so horny?’

‘Yes, daddy.’

‘Poor little thing. I bet you’re aching for
some release aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Daddy, please, daddy, please daddy.’
She could barely mutter those words, she was panting and moaning
and stuttering. Daddy’s arm reached into the cage. His fingers
resting on her knee, drawing little circles on her skin. It was
like her entire body was an erogenous zone, his fingers there were
just so bewitchingly arousing. She closed her eyes and sank into a
sea of horniness, it completely swallowed her. If he had given her
permission to orgasm right then and there she probably would’ve,
but he kept his mouth shut, no permission was given, arousal kept
on building, even though it felt impossible to let it get any
intenser.

When his fingers finally touched her labia it
could. It was as if she was floating. Surreal. Floating. Intensely
focused on his fingers and even the tiniest movement they made,
while at the same time she wasn’t here anymore, she was just flying
through the universe, somewhere, molecules, stars, colors,
sensations. His fingers tenderly stroking up and down her labia,
pushing briefly against her clit. Rhythmically.

‘Daddy, daddy, daddy.’ She panted. ‘Daddy
please.’

‘Oh, babygirl.’ Daddy said bemused. He slid
his finger up and down covering his entire index finger in her
slimy horniness, then he pushed his finger inside. She was shaking
now, her entire body was shaking with pinned up arousal. Her hips
rocking. The insides of her pussy throbbing, clamping on to his
finger.

Then suddenly his finger was gone. She opened
her eyes. Daddy wiped his finger clean at the edge of her blanket.
‘Time to do the dishes.’ He said chipper.

‘No.’ She said. ‘No, daddy, please, please,
stay with me, touch me, fuck me, take me daddy. I want to be your
little fuck toy daddy.’

‘You want to be my little fuck toy?’ He said.
He turned around. ‘That’s a new phrase. What do you mean by that?
What do you imagine a little fuck toy does?’ He asked.

‘I just... it means... I want to be used by
you, like a toy, like a fuck toy. Like a mindless object that just
does as you please, you can fuck it whenever you please daddy. I
want to be fucked by you, Daddy.’

‘Hmm.’ Daddy said theatrically tapping his
index finger against his mouth. ‘This sounds quite interesting to
me. Now tell me baby, this little fucktoy that you imagine, would
that be a talking, whining, begging fucktoy?’

‘No Daddy.’ She said. ‘Of course not. I would
be a very very obedient and quiet fuck toy.’

‘Okay, go ahead be my littly fuck toy then.’
He gave her an approving nod then he grabbed a dirty tea glass from
the table and brought it with him to the kitchen. He turned open
the tap and started to do the dishes.

It was torture. Being so horny and being
ignored by him was just plain torture. A very arousing kind of
torture that she had to admit.

‘Daddy!’ She yelled.

‘Weren’t you my quiet little fuck toy?’ He
asked.

Just hearing him say those words gave her a
new burst of pleasure. She shook her head and then nodded. He was
right. She impatiently waited till he finished the dishes, then he
came back to her cage.

‘You’ve done well.’ He said, reaching in an
patting her head. ‘Daddy’s proud of you. You’ve been a good girl. A
good little fuck toy.’

Her heart filled up with bubbly happiness,
with pride and horniness, all at the same time.

‘Go ahead. You’ve got my permission to cum
now baby. Show daddy a nice squirting orgasm.’ He looked at her
exposed pussy. Her arousal slipped over the edge, exploding,
sparkling all through her body, crashing waves of pleasure, rocking
hips, rolling eyes. It washed over her. It flooded through her
body. Slowly she was coming down, she was coming to. Her pussy
cramping together. Still squirting. The pink blanket was totally
soaked.

She took a few deep breaths. The highest
peaks subsided, quite dazed she opened her eyes and looked right
into Daddy’s smiling face.

‘Good girl.’ He said.

She was still feeling high and floaty. She
giggled. ‘I didn’t know I could do that. Like I’ve never before had
an orgasm without actually stimulating my pussy, but I guess it had
been building up for so long that...’

‘There’s no need to analyze it all right now,
baby. Right now Daddy wants to play with his new little fuck toy.’
He knelt down next to the cage and started to untie her ankle.

 






Roadtrip
(Exhibitionism – Car
sex) 





Lily sat next to her boyfriend on the passenger seat
of his shiny red Audi. She watched the highway moving past, yellow
lights forming long stripes. It was dark outside already. This
morning she and her boyfriend had woken up before dawn and they had
driven all the way to Disneyland. It was an amazing day. She was
allowed to be little and she’d called her boyfriend Daddy all day.
He had bought her ice cream, and candy and a plush Minnie mouse
with a pink tutu.

But now the day was over and they had to ride
back home still. She yawned and laid her head against the window
seal. She stared at the trees and bushes at the side of the
road.

‘You’re okay there sweety?’ Her boyfriend
asked. He used his special soft Daddy voice that always made her
weak in her tummy, still after four years, whenever he spoke to her
in that tone she just melted. She immediately entered little
space.

‘Yes, Daddy.’ She said. Almost automatically
her thumb found a way into her mouth. She stared at him. His
forehead was getting a little bit longer each year and right above
his ear there were already some gray hairs visible. But still he
was in good shape, he was strong and his broad shoulders always
made her feel safe.

Daddy glanced over. ‘What are you looking
at?’ He asked, then he looked forward and focused on the road
again.

‘You, Daddy.’ Lily said.

A satisfied smile on his face. He put one
hand on her knee and softly squeezed. ‘Are you now?’ He asked,
briefly biting on his own lip. He squeezed her knee again, his
fingers rubbing the inside of her leg.

A faint tingle started in between her legs
and she pushed her knees together.

‘Don’t cross your legs.’ He said in a strict
tone of voice.

Lily obeyed him. She opened her legs so daddy
could keep on rubbing the insides of her thigh. She was still
sucking her thumb, getting more and more aroused. Her pussy all
warm and throbbing. His hand kept on crawling up her leg, stroking
her, fondling her.

She grabbed his hand and pushed him away.

‘Don’t fight it.’ Daddy said.

‘But you’re making me horny.’ She said
whining.

‘Put your hands behind your back.’ He
ordered.

She didn’t dare to disobey, so she put her
hand behind her. Stuck between her lower back and the soft white
leather of the car seat. Daddy’s hand slipped under her skirt now,
and he was rubbing his fingers over her panties. ‘What do I feel?’
He asked. ‘Do I feel a little damp spot here in your panties?’

Lily’s was panting. ‘But Daddy.’ She tried to
say. ‘We have to drive for another two hours still. I don’t want to
be horny and have to wait till we get home.’

‘Sshhh, stop talking now, sweety.’ He said
tenderly.

She pushed her lips together. His fingers
still darting around under her skirt, he knew exactly where to
stroke her and how to fondle her to bring her right up to the
edge.

‘Daddy.’ She said begging.

‘Sshhh.’ He said again. ‘Daddy has taken you
to Disneyland, and given you ice cream, and candy and a new toy,
Daddy did all those nice things for you, so now it’s your turn to
do something nice for Daddy.’

His voice was driving her crazy, his words
dripping with manipulative sweetness. She loved it when he talked
to her like that, when he pretended to corrupt his sweet little
innocent girl. She closed her eyes for a moment, inhaling and
exhaling deeply. Still the horniness and arousal had taken a firm
hold on her body and mind, there was nothing she could do to hold
it back. Her pussy throbbing, her mind befuddled with sexual
desire. She suckled on her thumb and opened her legs even wider so
his fingers could reach all of her pussy. Pleasures just swirling
over her, panting softly.

‘That’s a good girl.’ He said. ‘Feels so good
when Daddy touches you there, doesn’t it. No need to resist.’

He slipped his finger under her panties and
with the tip he caressed her labia, softly stroking up and down.
Bewitching her. Keeping her captive in her own arousal.

‘See.’ Daddy said. ‘Feels nice doesn’t
it.’

She nodded.

‘No need to struggle or protest. You know
what sweety. If you take your panties off, it’ll feel even
better.’

Lily opened her eyes. She stared through the
windscreen, the highway wasn’t that busy, still she wondered if it
wouldn’t be dangerous, and what if they drove past another car and
the driver could see right in. She hesitated for a moment.

‘Come on sweety, listen to Daddy. Daddy knows
what’s best for his little girl.’

He pinched her cheek for a moment.

Lily squirmed under her seatbelt and pushed
her panties off of her hips and to her knees. Daddy’s fingers
pushing in between her legs again, the tip of his finger slid up
and down in between her labia. She closed her eyes and exhaled, the
rest of the world just disappeared. A wave of pleasure flushed over
her. Arousal bursting through her body.

The car came to a standstill. Scared she
opened her eyes again, she feared they had been in an accident, yet
she didn’t hear a bang. She looked out the window and saw a parking
lot. Trucks that had stopped for the night were all lined up, in
some of the cabins glowed some faint light. Daddy’s red Audi was
parked in a corner of the lot

‘What?’ Lily asked. ‘Do you have to go to the
bathroom Daddy?’

‘I thought I told you to stop talking.’ Daddy
said. He reached over and unbuckled her seatbelt, he pulled on a
lever so the leather car seat would go all the way back. He pulled
down his own pants and his cock showed. It was already erect, his
cock wasn’t that thick, but it was long with just the perfect
curvature, so the tip of his cock would bump into the right spot
everytime he penetrated her. Slowly he let his cock slide through
his fingers.

‘Lay down.’ he ordered.

Lily obeyed, she sank back into the car seat.
Daddy climbed over the clutch, he crawled on top of her. He pushed
her skirt up and exposed her pussy.

‘But what if they look, Daddy.’ Lily asked,
remembering all the trucks in the parking lot.

Daddy didn’t answer. He just put his hand
over her mouth so she couldn’t talk anymore. He spit a bit of
saliva on the fingers of his other hand and rubbed it over the head
of his cock as a make shift lube.

The cock sliding up and down in between her
labia. The head pushing up against her vulva. She opened her legs
some more. She was so horny, but also a little scared.
Exhibitionism wasn’t her thing at all. Daddy still had the hand gag
over her mouth. He kissed her on her forehead. His face looming
over her, his eyes darting over her face eagerly for any sign of
discomfort. She squirmed and she felt his cock throbbing.

‘Sshhh, Honey. Daddy did something nice for
you, now you can do something nice for Daddy. That’s only fair
isn’t it?’

She nodded.

‘Now don’t be scared. Daddy knows what’s
best.’

He entered her pussy. His cock slipped in,
inch by inch. She felt his shaft sliding in between her labia,
until he was completely inside of her. A soft pressure, right were
the head of his cock pushed into the wall of her vagina. It was the
best feeling, the best feeling ever. Her body was shaking in
pleasure. She closed her eyes.

He started thrusting. His hips bumping
against her pelvis. His cock sliding in an out. She was getting wet
and slippery. Warm tingles in her crotch in her tummy, tingles
everywhere, arousal everywhere.

Fucking. She was pressed into the leather car
seat of the Audi. Daddy’s weight on top of her. Daddy’s dick inside
of her. Her pussy clenched together, her back arching
involuntarily. She moaned.

The hand gag disappeared.

‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. ‘Go on, let me hear
how much you like it.’

Lily tried to keep her moaning to a minimum.
She didn’t want anyone walking in the parking lot to accidentally
hear her. Still she couldn’t help herself, moans and little squeals
escaped her mouth.

Daddy kept on pounding her and encouraging
her, telling her it was alright to moan or yell or scream. She
pushed her lips together, but another hissing sound emerged from
her throat evolving into a high pitched moan.

His hand slid under her shirt. He cupped her
boob and massaged the nipple with his thumb. Lily was overwhelmed
with sensations of pleasure and arousal. Her body tensing up, her
muscles spasming involuntarily. Her back was arched and she felt an
orgasm swelling up deep inside of her. Quickly getting stronger,
getting more and more intense.

‘Daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy.’ she muttered
nervously.

‘It’s okay, sweety. Daddy loves you. Just let
go now. It’s okay.’

The orgasm exploded, a burst of pleasure, a
surge of arousal. Her pussy clenching clamping onto his cock. Her
body rocking and convulsing. Loud moaning. Daddy was pushed over
the edge as well. He clamped onto her. Their bodies pushed close
together. Panting. Moaning. Kisses. His throbbing cock,
releasing.

A deep breath. Another deep breath. Slowly
the highest peaks of her orgasm subsided. She opened her eyes and
stared at her Daddy lying on top of her. His eyes were closed, he
had nice long lashes, and even a tiny silver hair in one of his
eyebrows already. He was regaining his breath, his lips slightly
parted. She kissed him on the lips and he kissed her back. His
tongue entering her mouth. Lovingly and tenderly.

‘Good girl.’ He moaned softly. Kissing her
again.

He pushed himself up. ‘Now lets walk to the
truck stop over there and buy some coffee.’ He said. ‘I could use
some coffee if we’re going to drive home tonight.’

He got dressed. Lily also reached for her
panties and wanted to pull them up again.

‘No, sweety.’ Daddy said. ‘Give those to
me.’

‘But daddy.’ she said.

‘Don’t talk back to me.’

She pushed her lips together and just looked
at him. Trying to communicate with her eyes, saying, daddy but I
don’t want to be naked in public.

‘Your skirt will cover it all, babe.’ Daddy
said.

She changed her method. Now she looked at him
with big sad begging eyes.

He smiled and gave her a little pat on her
head. ‘Don’t use those puppy eyes.’ He said. He grabbed the panties
from her hand, ruffled them up and pushed them in the back pocket
of his own trousers. He opened the door and got out of the car.

Lily also stepped out of the car. She could
feel the cool nights breeze running past her legs, the damp
horniness still clinging to her thighs, her labia cold and muggy.
They walked over the parking lot. Lily grabbed Daddy’s hand and
clung onto his arm. Anxiously she looked at the truck stop getting
closer and closer, the yellow lights of the petrol station glowing
faintly. They entered the little store, Daddy walked over to the
coffee machine and got himself a cappuccino. Lily looked around.
None of the other people in the store knew she wasn’t wearing
panties, no one could see her pussy. Still she felt terribly
exposed. She was aware of her bare labia touching the air.
Something was dripping out of her pussy, Daddys cum, her own
horniness, a mixture of the two. She felt a tiny seep running past
her thigh. She squeezed her legs together, rubbing his cum all over
the inside of her legs. She didn’t want the cum to seep all the way
down to her knees, people might see.

Daddy smiled at her worried face. he bend
over and gave her a little kiss on the tip of her nose.

‘I love you, sweety.’ He said.
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Tea
(forced ageplay – kidnapping –
sedation – light bondage – hypnosis)





Vera hoisted her bag with her yoga outfit over her
shoulder as she walked out of the gym. She had been teaching all
night. She pulled the hair tie out of her red curls and shook her
head, the curls dangling over her shoulder. Yoga was suppose to be
a stress relief, but teaching four classes in a row, filled with
annoying people expecting her to fix all of their problems with a
simple warrior pose, was just aggravating.

She walked across the dark parking lot, the
moon shining a faint light over the few cars that were left.

‘Hey, Vera.’ someone yelled chipper. She
looked back and saw a man from the last class she’d given. He was
kind of a hippie, his hair in dreads, always wearing colorful loose
trousers and he was always trying to flirt with her and asking her
out. Bragging about his trip to India or trying to name the yoga
poses in Sanskrit. Brett something was his name. Vera didn’t date
students, and even if she did, Brett just wasn’t her type he was
dominant and controlling and quite condescending every once in a
while. Vera lifted her hand and politely waved from a distance,
then she continued to walk to her car.

‘Hold on.’ He yelled. Vera pretended not to
hear him and walked a little bit faster. She heard his footsteps
running towards her. He slammed her on the shoulder.

‘I’ll walk you to your car.’ He said. ‘It’s
dark and late. A petite girl like you should be walking alone over
a dark abandoned parking lot, like this.’

‘Excuse me?’ She said. Bewildered by the
masochistic nonsense that came out of his mouth. He wasn’t serious,
was he? She studied his face. He was looking at her with a simple
bemused smile.

‘I think I’ll manage.’ She said. ‘I’m thirty
two and I’m plenty strong.’

He kept walking besides her. ‘You sure?’ He
asked. ‘All sorts of creeps out here.’

‘Thanks for your worries I guess, but I’m not
a helpless little girl.’

‘Not yet, you are.’ He said, a secretive
smile crept over his face.

What the fuck did he mean by that? Vera
decided not to pay him anymore attention, she shook her head and
kept on walking. She could already see her car. She just had to
keep her cool and not lash out at him for another couple of steps.
She fidgeted with her car keys.

‘Creeps that might want to kidnap you.’ He
said. His voice had changed. It sounded lower and softer, more
threatening. His body inching closer to hers. ‘Kidnap you and
hypnotize you.’

She shied away from him, but he kept moving
closer and closer, until she was stuck between his body and her own
car.

‘What are you doing.’ She asked. ‘Brett fuck
of. I don’t like this thing you’re doing right now, whatever it
is.’

He pushed his knee in between her legs and
put his elbow and forearm across her chest. She started to
struggling and cussing and screaming. Brett just shook his head. He
got a zip-lock bag with a white cloth out of his pocket. He calmly
unzipped it and got the cloth out, then with a smile he put it over
her nose and mouth.

‘See, I told you, there all sorts of creeps
out here.’ He said. ‘You’re a pretty girl. Very very limber.
Wearing those tight yoga pants all night, showing of your butt and
your long pretty legs. Men will fantasize about you. Hell, even
women will fantasize about you probably. And then, you know, one of
them may have the guts to turn a fantasy into reality. One very
courages man, who you’ve might have underestimated all along, who
you’ve turned down without even giving it a second thought. You
didn’t even want to drink a cup of tea. What’s the harm in just
drinking some tea together?’

During his monologue he pressed the damp
cloth against her face. She was fighting back with everything she’d
got. She was screaming at the top of her lungs, the sounds got
tempered by the cloth. She kicked him in the shins, there was no
reaction. He was still monologuing in that same calm slightly
bemused tone of voice. For a moment his calmness scared her more
than the cloth on her face.

A wave of dizziness. Suddenly she was feeling
lightheaded and intoxicated as if she had drunk too much wine. She
pried on the cloth, kicked him and tried to punch him in the face.
But he was quicker and stronger. A tingling sensation rushed trough
her body, she started to feel numb. Her mind started to drift off.
She forced herself to focus.

‘I see you’re starting to feel the effects of
the chloroform already.’ He said with a wink. ‘You know, if you
just breath deep it’ll be over quickly.’

His words were echoing around her. She could
hear the sounds but she didn’t really register any meaning. Her
head was woozy. Drifting of. She felt heavier, her body didn’t
react the way she wanted anymore. Her arms dangling limply at her
side. Her knees trembling. She felt her body slumping into his
arms. Her eyes turning up into her head.

No, no, no. Hell no. She wouldn’t be
chloroformed that easily, she thought. She forced herself to open
her eyes again. He was holding her up, pushing her forward,
slumping her into the passenger seat of her own car.

He reapplied the cloth. She hadn’t even
noticed it was gone, but now she felt the cold dampness hitting her
face again. The strong chemical fumes crawling up into her noise
and spreading into her lungs. Her head spinning, from a distance
sounded his voice, then the dark drowsy mists of sleepiness grew
stronger and overpowered her. She sank into a deep deep dreamless
sleep.

 


She had a headache. She tried to stretch
herself out, but she couldn’t move. What the hell was going on. She
slowly regained consciousness. More and more of reality seeped
trough into her mind, but it still felt like she was trapped in a
bad dream. Brett was standing in front of her slapping her cheeks
and telling her to wake up. Confused she looked around. She was
strapped into a high chair, dressed in a fuzzy footsie. The
drowsiness was swiftly fading from her mind. Her hand were secured
behind her back with leather straps. She squirmed and wriggled and
tried to get out.

‘I know you’re a flexible girl, but you’re
not going to be able to bend yourself out of this one.’

‘You’re insane.’ Vera said.

‘That’s not a very nice thing to say now, is
it? And seeing how you’re tied down and helpless like a little
girl, totally dependent on me, you might want to try to be
nice.’

‘You’ll never get away with kidnapping me.
People will notice I’m gone. People will come looking for me.
People know you’ve taken my yoga classes. It’s registered.’

‘Hmm.’ Brett said pretending to be worried.
‘Yeah, I didn’t think of that. Good thing you’ve mentioned it.
Yeah, I need to think of a solution for that. If only there was a
way for you to be totally under my control but without you actually
going missing. Hmm, what to do, what to do?’

He brought out a pocket watch. It dangled
between his thumb and index finger.

‘What?’ Vera said shrugging.

He slowly swung the watch from left to
right.

Vera started laughing. Was he trying to
hypnotize her? Was that his big plan? It was ridiculous. He must
have another plan. Or would he really be that stupid? Did he really
believe hypnosis would work? Brett put the watch down on the tray
of her high chair and got out a vile with some dried leafs.

‘What’s your plan?’ She asked
sarcastically.

‘Well I’m going to hypnotize you of course.’
He said.

‘For real?’ She started laughing again.
‘Okay, go ahead.’ She said. ‘Hypnosis isn’t real, you stupid jerk.
It’s just a scam they do. Something for books and television. You
can’t actually hypnotize someone and control them with a pocket
watch.’

‘Well, maybe your right.’ He said pretending
to ponder over his failed plan. He opened a vile and got one of the
dried leaves out. He put it in teapot with warm water, it floated
on the surface, slowly unfolding itself. He continued. ‘I agree a
pocket watch induction is somewhat old fashioned, but I like old
fashioned, and in the end all you need is something for the subject
to focus on really. You can use anything you want.’

‘You’re crazy. You’re absolutely bat shit
crazy. I just won’t look. I won’t.’ She shook her head
defiantly.

He just smiled. ‘Dear, oh dear.’ He said
bemused. ‘Now what? My plan is doomed to fail I hear. If only I had
some herbs, you know, something to draw a tea from perhaps, that
would make a subject highly susceptible. But where would I find
something like that? I would probably have to travel all the way to
India and then buy some herbs that presumably help you focus within
your meditations, then after drinking that tea myself, I would
discover they’re basically just psychotropic drugs making someone
highly susceptible, and then I would need to stock up on them
before returning home. Hmmm. If only, if only. O? What’s that?
Seems like your tea is ready, sweetheart, should we let it cool for
a moment?’ With his hand he felt the side of the teapot. Touching
it a few times. ‘No it’s plenty cold.’ He said.

Vera shrugged. ‘I won’t drink that.’ She
said.

Brett got a little plastic bottle out. He
poured in the amber colored tea, then screwed a rubber nipple on
top. He walked to her chair, put his hand against the back of her
head and pushed the nipple against her lips. She refused to open
her mouth, but he managed to pry her lips open and slipped the
nipple in. A seep of warm tea drizzled over her tongue and into her
throat.

She was struggling in her bounds. She cussed
and called him every name she could think of, screaming and hissing
at him, trying to spit it out, but it just seeped into her throat.
She coughed and had to swallow or else she would have choked on
it.

‘Sshhh. Sshhh. Sshhh.’ Brett said. ‘Daddy
Brett will take care of you now. We just need to set some hypnotic
triggers and plant some hypnotic suggestions, so we can play and
have some fun together, and after that I’ll let you go back to your
normal everyday life.’ He tilted her head backwards, pushing the
nipple of the bottle into her mouth. Tea kept streaming into her
mouth and she kept swallowing. She felt weirdly disconnected from
the situation, like rationally she knew she needed to be scared or
angry, but she just felt calm and relaxed, somewhat giddy even. Her
whole body was tingling and fuzzy inside, the big picture seemed to
fade from her mind, only the details were left. The way he cupped
her head was kind of nice actually, the tea tasted somewhat sweet,
without thinking she started suckling on the nipple.

‘Good girl.’ He said.

It confused her for a moment, but then the
moment was gone and something else had grabbed her attention, the
grain in the wood from the kitchen table for example. It was
beautiful. Brown and wavy like the manes of a wild horse.

‘I think we can start the induction.’ He
said. He picked up the pocket watch and waved it from left to right
in front of her face. The light bounced off the silver in a
beautiful sparkle. The pointers were pitch black curvy arrows. It
had roman numbers. It entranced her, she just couldn’t look away
even if she tried, it swung to the left, then it floated motionless
in the air for a little while until gravity would take a hold of it
and swung it back to the right.

His voice on the background. Mesmerizing and
beautiful. Soft melodic and bewitching. She felt her eyes getting
dry she wanted to blink, she needed to blink, to close her eyes,
just for a moment. As soon as her eyelids shut she felt herself
tumbling down into a deep dark emptiness, falling or floating, she
felt like Alice in wonderland, falling either really really slowly,
or really really deep.

‘Falling deeper and deeper sweety. Let my
voice drown out any and all thoughts. Let my words be your only
reality. Whenever I tell you to sleep, you’ll sink a thousand times
deeper into this hypnotic trance.’

She barely registered his words. It was as if
her consciousness had checked out and his words immediately
penetrated her subconsciousness. She wasn’t asleep, yet she wasn’t
awake either. She was trapped in an undercurrent dragging her
further and further into the sea of obedience. His words pulling
her forward. His words drowning her, trapping her, coiling her. She
was only aware for very short moments of time, fragmented
memories.

She vaguely remembered feeling small and
happy. Feeling carefree. She remembered it feeling so good. So
immensely good. As if she was a little girl still, she remembered
wanting to be a little girl badly. She also remembered being horny,
being flooded with arousal. Orgasming in her high chair. She felt
the need to be humiliated and diapered. She felt the desire to
obey. She craved punishment, she needed to get a good spanking. She
wanted to be helpless, overpowered and tied down. It was a roller
coaster of desires.

Her car again. She sat in the passengers seat
and dazedly stared forward. Confused she looked around. They were
parked in front of her own house, she saw the white lily’s in her
front garden shining in the pale moonlight. She looked at the
person in the drivers seat. It was Brett.

‘What happened?’ She asked.

‘You didn’t feel so good sweety.’ He said.
‘You almost past out. You have to take better care of yourself.’ He
said patronizing. She liked that. It filled her up with a warm
fuzzy feeling. As if she was a little girl still and he was the big
caring adult. She felt a strange tingle in her panties. She pressed
her legs together. Her cheeks blushing.

‘Thanks for giving me a ride home.’ She
said.

‘No problem. I hope you’ll feel better soon.’
He said.

They got out of the car and he handed her the
keys.

‘But how will you get home?’ She asked. ‘Do
you live close by?’

‘Close enough.’ He said. Halfheartedly
gesturing towards the end of the street. ‘I think I’ll manage, I’m
thirty two and plenty strong.’ He said.

She felt a giggle bubbling up in her chest,
she tried to suppress it, but still she just felt young and giddy
and small. It felt good to be protected and cared for by such a
strong man. She didn’t want him to go away.

‘You wanna come in?’ She asked. ‘Like for
some tea or something.’

She frowned. Why did she offer him tea? She
never ever drank tea. She didn’t even know whether she would have
it in stock.

‘Already?’ He asked with a surprised smile.
‘That’s a very kind offer Vera.’ He said. ‘And I will gladly take
you up on that. But now you need to rest for a while, and frankly I
could use some rest as well. You’ve exhausted me, with your limber
yoga body.’ He winked. ‘So how about tomorrow you come by and I
make you some very special tea I brought home from India.’

‘Sounds good.’ She said.

He smiled and he gave her a condescending pat
on her head. ‘See you tomorrow then, Kiddo.’

She went inside. All flushed with arousal.
She looked back through the window and waved at him, already
contemplating what outfit she would wear tomorrow on their date,
she wanted to wear something girly and cute.

 






Hairbrushing
(Non-sexual ageplay –
Aftercare)





She lied close to daddy, he held her in a warm
embrace and he pulled the blankets over their bodies. She cuddled
her head against his shoulder and ran her hand through his sweaty
chest hairs. He kissed her on her forehead. Deep within his chest
she could feel his heartbeat, she moved her head so she could hear
it as well. Ba-dum. Ba-dum. Ba-dum. His heart beat quickly, maybe
from all the exercise still, he was also slightly panting, he was
getting old. She giggled.

‘What?’ Daddy said bemused.

She shook her head and pressed her lips
together.

‘What are you giggling about sweetheart?’

‘Nothing.’ She said. She examined his dark
chest hair, she couldn’t wait for him to get old, she couldn’t wait
for him to get those gorgeous silvery curls on his chest.

Daddy questioningly scrunched up his
face.

‘It’s just that I love you daddy.’ She
said.

‘I bet you do.’ He said.

‘Honestly. For Real. You have to believe me.
I love you like a twenty gazillion much.’ She said. Nodding
ferociously, trying to convince him.

‘I know sweety, I know.’ He said. Pulling her
head back on his chest. ‘I know you love me. I love you too.’

‘Good.’ She said.

He was softly stroking her in between her
shoulder blades, his nails circling around on her back. She closed
her eyes and just laid there for a moment marveling in the
sensations, his hand slowly moved upwards, towards the nape of her
neck, soft tickling caresses, the back of her head. His fingers
running through her hair.

‘O boy.’ Daddy said theatrically. ‘You’re
hair is all messy and tangled.’

‘And who’s to blame for that?’ She said. She
briefly looked up to see daddy’s face. He had the cutest culpable
smile. She poked him in his chest, and then she tried to stick his
finger in his mouth. He bit her finger and started suckling. Her
skin wet with his saliva. His tongue twirling around the tip of her
finger.

‘Ulgh, gross.’ She said, while trying to
retrieve her finger. When Daddy finally let go she tried to rub his
own saliva into his face. He grabbed her wrist and stopped her.

‘If I gave you sexhair, it’s only fair that I
brush all the tangles out isn’t it?’ He said.

‘Yes!’ She yelled. All her mischief was
promptly forgotten. Daddy would brush her hair. Daddy brushing her
hair was her absolute favorite.

‘Got get your brush sweety, and put on some
warm pajamas.’ As she jumped out of bed to collect her things Daddy
gave her a quick pat of the bum. She ran to her dresser and picked
up her big pink hello kitty brush. She swiftly put on a fuzzy
onesie and installed herself on a pillow on the floor. Daddy sat
behind her. She could lean against his knees.

He pressed the brush against her head and
started pulling. A rasping sound, a crackling sound. Shivers down
her spine. She closed her eyes. Her thumb automatically found it’s
way into her mouth. Another brush stroke. The hairs of the brush
grazing over her forehead, over her skull through her neck.
Whenever the brush hit and extraordinary big tangle daddy picked up
the strand of hair, so him tugging on it wouldn’t hurt her. His
hand following the brush closely. Brush stroke. Hand stroke. Brush
stroke. Hand stroke. Once in a while the brush chafed past her ear.
It was mesmerizing. It was as if all shells just fell of off her
and what was left was her most vulnerable, most intimate self. It
was safe. It was safe with Daddy. He brushed her hair. So tenderly,
so carefully. She could just relax. No need to be alert, to be
apprehensive. No need to think. Just feeling. Just sensations. The
rustling brushstrokes, the tender caresses, the tangles being
untangled. She felt bewitched, intoxicated almost.

‘So.’ Daddy said after a while.

She still suckled her thumb. She couldn’t
speak. She didn’t want to speak. She just wanted to remain here,
leaning against daddy’s knees, while Daddy cared for her.

‘What hairstyle to you want?’ Daddy asked. ‘A
ponytail? Or maybe some braided pigtails?’

‘Braided pigtails.’ She mumbled without
removing her thumb. Daddy understood either way, and even if he
didn’t hear exactly what she’d said. He could probably guess. She
always choose braided pigtails. Both because daddy always said they
looked cute on her, but also because braided pigtails would take
the longest.

Daddy split her hair in two halves. First he
started braiding the left pigtail. Twisting the strands of hairs
around each other. A soft rhythmic pull on the back on her head.
Then he braided the right half. They were slightly uneven. She
could tell. Yet she didn’t say a word. She wouldn’t go outside
anyway and she loved her braids being uneven. It just meant her
braids were maid by Daddy’s willing but not so very experienced
fingers.

‘All done.’ Daddy said, patting her right on
top of her head. She turned around and crawled on his lap.
Snuggling back onto his chest. He held her tightly.

‘Thank you Daddy.’ She said, still suckling
on her thumb.

‘You’re very welcome baby. I love brushing
your hair.’

‘Me too.’ She said dreamily.

‘So are you ready to get out of bed and get
something to eat?’ Daddy asked.

She shook her head and clamped herself onto
Daddy.

‘No?’ Daddy asked bemused.

He started stroking her back again, his nails
softly caressing her shoulders and spine.

‘Just a few more minutes.’

‘It’s always just a few more minutes with
you, and then suddenly it’s three ours later and you’ve got sexhair
all over again.’ He said teasingly.

‘Good.’ She said. ‘Then you can brush my hair
again.’

‘Only a few more minutes.’ Daddy said. ‘I’m
getting hungry.’

She pressed a little kiss onto his chest. Not
just one kiss a lot of kisses, a trail of kisses from his
collarbone, to his neck, to his cheek. ‘Just a few more minutes.’
She said. ‘I promise.’ She pressed her lips onto his mouth.

 





 Belittled

(forced ageplay – diapers – kidnapping –
sedation – mind control – light
bondage)





Stephanie woke up and couldn’t move. It wasn’t long
before she realized she was tied down. Three large leather straps
ran across her chest, belly and hips and pushed her down into the
mattress. Her arms and legs were free to move about. She pried on
the leather straps but she couldn’t find a buckle anywhere. What
was going on? Where was she?

It was dark, she could barely see a thing.
The silhouette of bars surrounding her. Was she in a cage, but why
tie her down if she was already caged, that seemed excessive. She
stared into the darkness. It wasn’t a cage. Little plushies were
dangling over her. It was as if she was in some sort of cot with a
dangling mobile. She pulled on the leather straps once more, she
pushed her hips up, she kicked her legs high up in the air, but all
in vain.

She screamed in frustration. Around her just
silence. Silence and darkness. She took a few deep breaths and
tried to calm herself, she needed to think rational. How did she
end up here? She searched her memories. The last thing she
remembered was after work walking home from the bus stop to her
apartment building. Did she ever make it home? No, there was this
stranger, wasn’t there? He tried to talk to her, he was handsome
and kind at first, but quickly he became creepy and pushy,
insisting they would go out for a drink right then and there. She
had rejected him and he had pushed a smelly cloth into her face.
She remembered the stench, the light-headed feeling. She got
goosebumps. Did that mean she was kidnapped? It felt surreal. Why
on earth would anyone want to kidnap her?

She wasn’t rich or famous, she wasn’t
powerful or political. Ever since she’d finished college she was
stuck in this stupid Barista job, almost thirty she was, she
thought she would’ve achieved more by now, but she didn’t even have
a boyfriend. Not pretty enough maybe. She was a petite girl, barely
5 ft 2, and her breast were tiny, her cheeks full of freckles and
she had kind of floppy ears. She worked out a lot though to stay in
shape, and she liked her hair, she did have nice blond curls. But
still, no one would kidnap her for just her hair. It just didn’t
make sense. She struggled in her bounds for a while. After a few
minutes she was sweating and panting, but the straps hadn’t moved
an inch. She cussed and banged her hand against the bars. She
screamed for help until her voice got hoarse and her throat
hurt.

After a while the darkness faded away, it
became morning, some faint light shined through the curtains and
Stephanie could finally see the room she was in. It was a nursery,
but everything was adult size, the cot she was in, the high chair,
the clothes in the wardrobe, frivolous silk dresses and velvet
footsies. There were toys on the ground and there was a changing
station with stacks and stacks of diapers.

Stephanie was still dressed in her own
clothes. She looked down at her jeans and faded t-shirt.

The door swung upon. A burst of light. A
silhouette entering her room. ‘How’s my little girl?’ A male voice
asked.

Stephanie blinked against the bright lights
until she could see the man. He was tall. Way older than her. He
must be in his fifties maybe. His face was calm and friendly. He
leaned into the cot and winked at Stephanie. His hand reaching into
the cot and patting her belly.

‘You’re awake I see. Did you sleep well
sweety?’

Bewildered Stephanie stared up into the mans
face. ‘No?’ She said hesitantly. She pushed his arm away and
started struggling and squirming in another futile attempt to
escape the bounds.

‘No? Didn’t you sleep well? Daddy is sad to
hear that sweety. Daddy likes his little girls to be happy and well
rested in the morning.’

‘You’re not my Daddy.’ She said.

‘Yes I am.’ He said. ‘I will be.’

‘No your not.’ Stephanie yelled. She kicked
her legs through the air, but she couldn’t reach him. He just
smiled at her, then his face disappeared. She heard rumbling and
moving around in her room but she couldn’t see what he was
doing.

‘Let me go.’ She said. ‘Untie me right this
instant.’

When he didn’t react to her commands she
started pleading and begging, but he still didn’t pay her any
attention, she just heard some clinking and rustling. ‘What are you
doing there?’ She asked. ‘What are you going to do to me?’

Now his face appeared again, he was looming
over her cot and showing her a baby’s bottle of milk. ‘I’m just
spiking your milk with some muscle relaxer and some psychotropic
drug that will help you obey me, you think I need to add some
general sedatives as well?’ He clacked his tongue. ‘Yeah, maybe I
need to do that, you’re quite worked up already, aren’t you? We
need you to be nice and calm, nice and calm is better. Be right
back.’

She heard some more clinking and banging
noises.

‘You’re going to drug me?’ She said. ‘But
why?’

He was shaking the bottle fervently as he
appeared above her cot again. ‘So you’ll learn to be Daddy’s little
girl and you’ll learn to be a good, obedient, subservient young
lady.’

‘But... but...’ she muttered confused, not
sure what else to do or say. He reached the bottle into the cot and
bumped the nipple into her mouth. She screamed. She screamed at the
top of her lungs and try to push the bottle away, with her hands.
She hit him and kicked her legs, and then she screamed some
more.

‘Dear, oh dear.’ He said bemused. He was
stronger than her, he just pushed her swaying arms to the side and
thrust the nipple into her mouth. A drizzle of milk seeped over her
tongue into her throat. She tried to spit it out, but lying on her
back it just kept on dripping into her gullet and she had to
swallow or else she would’ve choked on it.

She tried to push the nipple away with her
tongue, and tried to turn her head away from the bottle. But he
kept on force feeding her. A fuzzy warmth in her tummy, it was
there, suddenly she noticed. A tingling feeling that spread through
her limbs, her arms and legs feeling warm and heavy all of a
sudden. She felt quite good actually. Sort of like being tipsy or
drunk, only way calmer.

‘That’s my girl.’ The man said. ‘That’s my
little baby girl. Yeah, you’re starting to feel the effects of the
milk, aren’t you. Good girl, keep on drinking sweety.’ He reached
into the cot and caressed her forehead and her cheek while she was
suckling on the bottle. ‘Such a good, girl.’ He said again. His
voice was quite soothing and comforting actually.

She had trouble moving her arms, they were
too heavy, they didn’t respond the way she wanted them to. She
seemed to sink away further and further into the mattress. A serene
calmness, her thoughts were numb and fuzzy. Slipping away from her
quickly, she couldn’t think anymore. She just laid there in the
cot, obeying him, drinking the milk like he told her to.

‘All finished.’ He said, showing her the
empty bottle. Then he fidgeted somewhat with the bars and the side
of the cot swung open. He sat himself down next to her, he stroke
her breasts. He had large hands, but yet his fingers moved very
very tenderly. Caressing her. A tingling floaty feeling in her
stomach, her mind dazed and dizzy spinning around. Her breast
became more and more sensitive and every little touch of him
released a new burst of tingles in her her stomach as well as in
between her legs. She breathed heavily, panting almost, closing her
eyes in pleasure.

His hand wandered further down, he stroke her
thighs, approaching her crotch ever so slowly. She was trembling
with anticipation, then he pushed his fingers against her crotch,
she wished she wasn’t wearing jeans anymore. She rocked her hips
and rubbed her pussy against his fingers.

‘Good girl.’ He said cooing. ‘That a daddy’s
sweet little girl. Yeah. You’re my little sweety. Yes.’ He gave her
a friendly nod as he kept on probing around in between her
legs.

Stephanie vaguely remembered something wasn’t
right, but she didn’t know what. Her head was so fuzzy, her
thoughts numb and tranquil. There was a calm comforting euphoria
flushing through her body.

‘See, obeying daddy feels good, doesn’t it?’
He said.

She nodded.

‘Say, yes daddy.’

‘Yes Daddy.’ She mumbled, her mouth and lips
felt weird, strangely detached, she could only barely mutter those
words.

‘Good girl. Listen closely to me. Listen
closely to my words. You will sink deeper and deeper into this
hypnotic trance, it will completely overtake you, my voice will
overtake you, my words will completely overtake your mind and body.
You just want to surrender to my words, surrender to my will.
Surrender and obey. The more you obey the deeper you fall and the
deeper you fall the more you want to obey. From now on you’re my
little girl, you’re my precious little baby, a completely helpless
baby that needs her daddy to take care of her. You’ll need daddy to
change your diaper, you’ll need daddy to feed you your milk with
all the special medicine that will help you become an even better
little girl for Daddy, you’ll need Daddy to give you your bath,
you’ll need daddy to touch you’re pussy, you’ll need daddy’s
approval to orgasm.’

His voice was rhythmic and mesmerizing, it
tickled in between her legs, a warmth, it grew intenser and
intenser, it build up, higher and higher, she wanted to let go, she
wanted release. She didn’t register any separate words or sentences
anymore. It was just a blur, a hypnotic haze. Daddy talked her into
an orgasm, she was dangling on the edge, ready to go, all she
needed was just his permission. Then he finally ordered her to have
an orgasm, she wanted to obey so badly, her body rocking and
trembling with arousal, it washed over her, wave after wave. He
kept on talking to her, pulling her into that hypnotic daze even
further. Bewitching her mind, taking over her mind. She didn’t know
how long he kept on talking to her, she didn’t know what he said,
she could barely remember anything, she just remembered him
counting to three as she opened her eyes.

She was still lying in the cot. Daddy sat
next to her on the mattress and patted her tummy. It was as if he
had just woken her up that morning, no memories from before this
moment, she must have been asleep, she must have been dreaming.

A vague uneasiness. Something was up,
something was wrong, but she couldn’t remember what.

‘Did you sleep well, sweetheart?’ Daddy
asked.

She nodded. ‘Yes Daddy.’ She said. Her voice
sounded different, higher, younger. She tried to rub her eyes but
her muscles were weak and uncontrolled, it was as if she had the
motor skills of a toddler. Confused she looked at Daddy. He would
know, he would explain, wouldn’t he?

He just smiled at her. Then he reached under
the bed and loosened the leather straps, the pressure around her
torso was gone and for a moment it felt like she was floating. She
tried to roll over, but with one hand Daddy could keep her in
place. Was he so strong or was she so weak?

‘Give Daddy a kiss.’ He said. He bend over
her and pushed his lips against hers, his beard chafed her skin,
his lips were soft and wet, and he smelled nice, fresh and musky at
the same time.

‘Let’s undress you.’ Daddy said. He helped
her sit op straight, she swayed back and forth and he had to
balance her against his shoulder while he pulled the T-shirt over
her head, then he unhooked her bra and threw it out. Careful and
tenderly he laid her back into the bed. He stared at her chest. His
fingers stroking over her skin as if he was admiring her. The tip
of his finger ran over her collarbone down onto her breast,
swirling around and around, slowly closing in on the nipple.

He briefly put his finger into his mouth and
licked it, then he spread his saliva all over her nipple by rubbing
his finger up and down over the nodule. He blew, a cool breeze, her
nipple firming up.

‘Beautiful.’ He mumbled. ‘You’re a beautiful
babygirl, you know that?’

Her body filling up with giddy feelings,
arousal and horniness but also a mixture between shyness en pride.
She smiled at Daddy.

‘Yes, you are.’ He said again. Now he
unzipped her jeans and slipped it of her hips, hooking his finger
behind her panties and slipping them down as well, all in just one
motion. He pushed his finger against her pussy, then slipped it
inside.

A surprisingly warm and full feeling, she
felt his finger moving slipping in and out of her massaging her on
the inside it seemed. He pushed her legs wider, her knees to the
side, so he could enter her pussy more easily.

‘That’s a good girl.’ He said. ‘That feels
good now, doesn’t it? It feels good to be Daddy’s little baby doll.
It feels good to be Daddy’s little fuck toy, doesn’t it?’

‘Yes, Daddy.’ She said panting and confused
by all the feelings that rushed through her body. She felt magical
but at the same time she was ashamed and powerless.

‘Good girl.’ he said. He crawled on top of
her. A heavy warm weight on top of her. With his knee he pushed her
legs further apart and he positioned himself so that his groin
would touch her crotch. Slowly moving back and forth. His pants
rubbing against her skin. Arousal tingling all through her
body.

‘So if you’re Daddy’s little fuck toy, Daddy
can do with you as he pleases, can’t he? Daddy is allowed to do
anything he want with you, isn’t he?’

‘Yes Daddy.’ She muttered. He gave her a
little kiss on her cheek, moving towards her ear and nibbling on
her lobe for a while, she quivered and couldn’t repress a little
moan. Daddy now hovered over her face, moving in, he kissed her.
His lips opened slightly and his tongue prodded into her mouth.
Daddy was panting as well. Still rubbing his crotch against
hers.

He unbuttoned his trousers and took them off.
She saw his dick. It’s was of an average length but the girth
scared her. It was so wide, just so thick. It wouldn’t fit. He
licked his fingers and rubbed the saliva over his dick, the purple
shiny head, a blue vein twisting and curling around the shaft. She
wanted to feel him inside badly, she could imagine him filling her
up. She tilted her hips.

‘Daddy.’ She said. ‘Daddy, please.’

‘Are you begging for my cock sweety? You want
it that badly, don’t you? Yes you do.’

‘Yes Daddy.’ She said.

He pushed the head against the opening of her
vulva, a little pressure. He was looming over her, watching her
beg, her plea, her squirming.

A sly smile on his face. Ever so slowly he
penetrated her, inch by inch his dick slid inside of her. She was
going crazy with pleasure, with arousal, with a sense of purpose,
she was his fuck toy, she was suppose to be fucked, this was her
place in life. It just made sense.

‘You alright sweety?’ He asked. ‘Am I hurting
you?’

She shook her head. ‘Only a little, Daddy.’
She mumbled. ‘But I don’t mind.’

‘You don’t do you? Cause you’re Daddy’s
little fuck toy.’ He was now completely inside her. He started to
thrust. Slowly at first but quickly picking up speed. His eyes
closing, his lips slightly parted, panting, pushing his pelvis
against hers. She was swept up in all the sensation, confusing
pleasures. She stopped resisting, she just leaned into it, let it
wash all over her.

He was grabbing onto her, pushing his nails
into her shoulder, trembling all over. She felt his cock pulsating,
her pussy throbbing.

‘Cum for Daddy.’ His voice stuttering,
stumbling. Over and over again. ‘Cum for Daddy. Cum like a good
girl. Go one. You’re permitted to.’ It was like an explosion of
feelings, rushing through her body, intoxicating her. Her body kept
on rocking, trembling. Every time he told her to have an orgasm a
new wave burst through her loins.

In the end she and Daddy were a sweaty heap
of limbs, hers still heavy and uncoordinated, his lazy and languid
on top of her. He stroke her gently. After a while he got up. He
picked her up from the mattress and put her on the changing
station.

‘What’s happening now?’ she asked.

‘Sshhh.’ Daddy said. ‘It feels good to be
Daddy’s little girl, doesn’t it? You’ll want to be Daddy’s girl
forever don’t you? But then you have to be dressed like Daddy’s
little girl as well.’ He got a wet wipe and cleaned her in between
her legs. The wipe cold against her skin, but his fingers moving
around down there were nice. He sprinkled a little baby powder onto
her crotch, then he swaddled her hips and diapered her.

He got a yellow velvet footsie out of the
wardrobe, he put one foot in first then the other, he had to lift
her up slightly so he could slide her arms in, then he buttoned her
up. He patted her tummy. He picked her up and helped her to sit up
straight, then he brushed her hair. Loving strokes. He made two
little ponytails and put matching yellow bows in them.

‘Look who’s a pretty little girl.’ he
said.

‘Me daddy?’ She asked.

He smiled at her and nodded. Then he glanced
at his watch. ‘In a while the medication I gave you will wear off.’
He said. ‘But you don’t want them to wear off, do you? You want to
be my baby girl forever, don’t you? You want to have loads and
loads more of all those nice feelings you get when you’re my baby
girl, don’t you, sweety?’

‘Yes Daddy.’ She said nodding, not really
sure what he was saying exactly.

He told her to climb up in the high chair and
then he secured her in the harness. He pushed the table tray into
her stomach so she couldn’t get out anymore. Then he walked to a
dresser, he prepped her a bottle of milk and she saw him drop all
sorts of medication in. While he was shaking the bottle he came
back to the high chair. He set the bottle on the tray in front of
her.

‘If you want to be Daddy’s little girl you
have to drink your bottles, you will be trained and brainwashed
daily until even the tiniest sliver of your adult mind is gone,
only the the obedient, only the subservient, only daddy’s little
fuck toy can remain. You’ll be drugged, hypnotized, used, punished
and corrected until you’re my perfect little girl. That’s what you
want, don’t you, to be my perfect little girl?’

‘Yes Daddy.’ she said.

‘Well then be a good girl and drink you
milk.’ He said.

She picked up the bottle herself and put the
nipple in her mouth. It felt strangely familiar, somewhat
comforting even. She suckled and the milk seeped into her throat.
For a moment she hesitated. It wasn’t right. Something wasn’t
right. Wasn’t she suppose to be at work or something? How did she
end up here with Daddy? Wasn’t she kidnapped? But as she drank the
milk more and more of those thoughts faded away into oblivion, not
a single thought remained. A warm fuzzy feeling, tingling, warm and
heavy. Dazed and drugged. A surrendering feeling. The only thing
she wanted to do is listen to Daddy. Obey Daddy. She looked at him
questioningly.

‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘Gulp it all down.’

As she tilted the bottle and poured even more
of the milk into her mouth, he patted her on her head.

‘That’s my baby.’

 





 Bedtime

(Ageplay – Consensual sex –
Chloroform) 





I looked in awe at my little princess. She was
jumping on the bed in her panties. Her ponytails bouncing up and
down, her beautiful well rounded breasts were jiggling. Her cheeks
all red from the jumping and she was panting loudly.

‘Time for bed, hon.’ I said.

‘I don’t wanna go to bed, Daddy.’ She jumped
away every time I tried to grab her.

‘I wanna stay awake all night, I wanna play,
and watch TV with you, and drink tea with my stuffies.’

‘You can play tomorrow.’ I said.

‘No.’ She crossed her arms and shook her
head.

‘Don’t be a brat.’ I told her. I tried to
hold back a smile. Jane and I had been together now for three
years, not wanting to go to bed was one of her favorite games to
play. I knew my girlfriend well enough to know telling her to not
be a brat would only instigate a whole lot of more sass and
cheekiness. I didn’t mind a struggle though, and she would be down
and out soon enough anyway. ‘Don’t be a brat, now sweety, just be a
good girl and put on your pajamas for Daddy.’

‘No.’ She said. Still jumping up and down.
The bed was screeching. Her breasts bouncing cheerfully. Her cute
pinkish nipples prodded forward. She kept evading my hands trying
to pin her down. ‘I want to stay up late.’ She said, ‘I want to be
a big girl. Remember Daddy? I want a special Daddy hug for big
girls.’

‘You will get one, when you go to sleep.’ I
promised her. I put my hands in the pocket of my jeans. My fingers
toyed around with the little bottle I’d ordered online.

‘Why are you laughing, Daddy?’ She asked.

I shrugged it away and try to look firm and
strict again. ‘I’ll count backwards from ten and if you’re not in
your pajamas and tucked into bed by one. I will take measures. Ten.
Nine...’

‘What kind of measures?’ She asked. ‘Are you
going to spank me daddy?’ She stuck out her tongue. ‘I think I need
a good spanking anyway. I’m overdue for a good spanking daddy.’ She
showed me her bum and twisted it around.

I just shook my head and kept counting.

‘Are you going to tie me down on the bed, so
I can’t move anymore? Go ahead. I’ll like it. I’m not afraid of
your measures one bit.’

‘One.’ I said threatening.

She shrieked and jumped away. This time I
didn’t let her. I grabbed her wrist, and even though she was quick
and slippery, I managed to overpower her. I threw her on the bed
and sat down on top of her, keeping her in place with my knees. She
giggled and squirmed. When she realized she couldn’t escape she
tried it the other way round. Biting her lip and stroking her hands
up my thigh. I slapped her hands away. Startled she looked at
me.

‘But I want a special Daddy hug.’ she said,
groping me in my crotch again. I was getting erect and she felt it.
She took it as a victory. Beaming and smiling arrogantly.

‘I promise you princess, you will get a lot
of Daddy hugs when you’re asleep.’

‘But I don’t want to go to – ’

‘I know you don’t want to sleep, hon.’ I
pulled the little bottle out of my pocket. ‘That’s why I’ve got you
something to help you fall asleep.’

Her eyes fixed on the little bottle.
Surprised. Twinkling naughtily.

I lifted my eyebrows. Then I grabbed the
little towel from her nightstand. I twisted the cap off and dropped
some liquid on the terry fabric. It was a very strong chemical
smell and turned my face away and waved the towel through the air a
while, so the fumes could evaporate somewhat. Then I leaned over my
Jane. Her face was beaming in anticipation. She pretended to
struggle but it was clear she wasn’t really that passionate about
escaping anymore.

I pressed the damp towel against her nose and
mouth. She turned her head away left and right and I kept following
her with the cloth.

‘That’s what you wanted, didn’t you?’ I said
to her. ‘That’s what my little girl needed. Take a deep breath,
Honey. Daddy knows, it doesn’t smell very nice, but it’ll help you
sleep. If you’re being a brat like that, you don’t leave daddy any
choice, do you? No you don’t.’

She inhaled the fumes. Her chest slowly
rising and falling. Her eyes glazed over and started rolling up
into her head, then she drowsily stared forward again

‘That’s a good girl.’ I said, ‘That’s daddy’s
sweet sleepy girl. Just give in now, hon. Just surrender. I will
give you your special Daddy hug as soon as you’re asleep.’

She squirmed and moved around for a moment,
then I felt her going limp. Her eyes kept rolling up. She fought
it, every time she opened her eyes again they were smaller slivers
of white, fluttering eyelids. Then her eyes stayed close and her
head slumped to the side. I removed the towel. I rubbed my fingers
over her panties, feeling her soft labia underneath.

I slid my fingers inside her panties,
fondling her muggy wet vulva, penetrating her slowly. Moving my
finger up and down. She softly moaned.

I took her panties off I pushed them down
over her limb legs. I undressed and rubbed myself against her. She
seemed to be coming to. Moaning, rolling her head from left to
right. I penetrated her and started thrusting, cupping her breasts,
squeezing her nipple.

She groggily opened her eyes and dazedly
closed them again. I bent over and kissed her on the lips.

‘Sshhh, little princes.’ I told her. ‘This is
what you wanted, isn’t it?’

‘Huh?’ She mumbled.

I kept pounding her. After I while I noticed
her hips rocking, following my rhythm. She was panting softly,
moaning every once in a while. I pushed myself up, leaning on my
hands and thrust myself even deeper inside, knowing the curvature
of my penis would hit her in the right spot with this position. She
reacted with a loud moan. Opening her eyes again. Looking at me
somewhat shy. As if she was ashamed that this kind of play turned
her on.

‘It’s alright sweety.’ I told her. ‘Just
relax.’

She smiled. I made love to her until she
orgasmed. Seeing her body rocking like that, her back arched, her
mouth slightly open, just pushed me over the edge as well.

‘Thank you, Daddy.’ she said when she had
regained her breath. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a
kiss on my mouth.

‘Your welcome, honey.’ I said. ‘Thank
you!’

‘Daddy?’ She asked.

‘What is it, princess.’

‘I still don’t want to go to bed, Daddy.’ She
said with a cheeky twinkle in her eye.

 





 Baby boy’s
first evening.
 (Sexual and Non-Sexual
Ageplay – Consensual – MommyDom)





I opened the brown paper package that lay on top of
the bed. Inside was a soft velvet fabric. I pulled it out and held
it up. It was a baby blue footsie with a dinosaur embroidered on
the tummy and a special flap in the back that could be unbuttoned
to expose my crotch.

I held it in front of my body and looked in
the mirror. My rough dark beard with the occasional gray hair
presented a strange contrast with the childish clothing. An
embarrassed chuckle escaped my mouth. I wouldn’t have to shave my
face, she said, as long as I took care of my pubic hairs. Me and my
girlfriend had talked about tonight endlessly. Still, I was
nervous.

We had been together for a couple of years
now. She was way younger than me. Overall she was an upbeat
adventurous girl, that was wise beyond her years. We could talk for
hours and despite the age difference it always felt like she and I
understood each other on both an intellectual and emotional
level.

Tonight we wouldn’t be talking though.
Tonight had been all her idea. I didn’t even know age play existed
before she brought it up, but after reading up on it, I decided to
give it a try. I undressed myself. I put my jacket on a hanger and
folded up my jeans. Then I put on the footsie. The velvet was like
a soft caress against my skin. I buttoned it up and rubbed my hands
over my tummy, it was a nice feeling. I walked over to the mirror
and looked at myself again. Looking back was the 48 year old man I
still was. My body didn’t have the the most muscles and I wasn’t
particularly athletic, but I wasn’t fat either. I was something in
between. Slim with a bit of belly. There was nothing remotely
childish with me. The footsie felt more like a Halloween costume
than anything else.

I went back to the package. There was also a
bib, two stuffed animals and a marble track. With the toys in my
arms I went to the living room. First I closed the curtains so the
neighbors wouldn’t be able to see me, and then I sat down on the
floor and unboxed the marble track. A Lot of colorful plastic
pieces, to fit together and build the track. When it was finished I
put a marble in and looked how it rolled down.

For a while there I was so focused on my toy
I had forgotten, I was an adult man pretending to be a baby. I
snapped back to reality when I heard the key turning in the front
door. Nervously I waited. What if it wasn’t my girlfriend. Didn’t
she give a key of the house to one of her friends as well, to take
care of the house when we were away?

The door of the living room swung open,
luckily in the hallway my own lovely Natalie stood. Her black hair
twisted up in two little buns on top of her head, she smiled at
me.

‘Hi there sweety.’ She said in a belittling
voice. She walked over and rubbed me behind my ears. So obviously
we had started. I didn’t know what to say. ‘What are you playing
with honey? Show, Mommy.’

I put a marble on the track and we both
looked as it rolled down.

‘That’s a good boy.’ She said. She patted me
on the back. ‘Go play so more. Have you played with your stuffies
yet? Go play with your stuffies, while Mommy cooks you a nice
dinner.’

She pushed the plush elephant into my face
and wiggled it from side to side, she pressed it against my chest
and told me to hold it. A little peck on my forehead, her lips
grazing my skin, then she walked to the kitchen.

Her shiny pantyhose had a seem at the back
that disappeared into her heals. Normally she took her heels off
the moment she came home, but tonight she kept them on. She was
attractive, even more so than usually. She was sexy and confident,
and a cloud of dominance just seemed to surround her. Her
movements, her belittling tone of voice, the way she carried
herself. It was fascinating.

I moved myself closer and closer to the
kitchen so I could look at her while she prepared us dinner.

‘Shoo.’ She said. ‘You’re in the way sweety,
the kitchen is no place for little children, go play.’

Still I kept lingering at the door, observing
my Natalie. A couple more times she told me to go away and to go
play. For a while I would jump my plush elephant up an down
pretending to play with it. What else could you do with a stuffed
animal? But after a while I would be distracted by her legs in
pantyhose again.

Eventually she squatted down next to me. She
grabbed my chin and looked me in the eyes. A stern look on her
face. I wasn’t sure what she was going to do, would she kiss me
now?

 

‘I told you to go play.’ She said strict and
threatening. ‘Apparently my little baby has trouble listening to
his mommy, so maybe he needs a good spanking.’

I shook my head.

‘No?’ she said.

‘No.’ I said.

Her hand whizzed through the air. She slapped
my face. A sharp sting in my cheek. ‘Ouch.’ I said.

‘That’s not how I raised you.’ She said. ‘Be
polite. Two words. No, Mommy.’

‘No, Mommy.’ I said quickly. She smiled.
Patted me on the head and told me to go play again. This time I did
go back to the living room. I played some more with the marble
track and had my stuffies watching, until she called me for
dinner.

I had to sit at the table. She put me on a
bib and spoon fed me. She plunged the spoon into a indistinct bowl
of baby food and forced it into my mouth. The first time I opened
my mouth and just ate, that’s when I found how gross baby food
actually tastes. It was a tasteless mush. The second time the spoon
reached my mouth I refused to open my lips, she kept pushing the
baby food against my chin. It became one big mess. Once in a while
she would wipe me clean with the bib. But whenever I would reached
for a napkin myself, she would give me a slap on the wrist.

‘It’s so gross, mommy.’ I said after a
while.

‘I don’t care. It’s good for you.’ She said
with a sadistic smile, while she pushed another spoon full into my
mouth. I was almost gagging. ‘If you finish your diner, mommy will
let you suckle on something nice for a while.’

She still had that evil grin on her face and
I didn’t know whether I wanted to ever finish my dinner. Eventually
the bowl became empty. She put it into the sink en took me upstairs
into the bedroom. She kicked her heels of and slid her pantyhose
and panties down, then she laid backwards onto the back. Her knees
apart her skirt crawling up to her legs exposing her beautiful
brown legs and bright pink pussy. Her own fingers pulling the labia
apart, the red polished nails dancing around her private parts.

‘Come here, sweety.’ she said. She grabbed
the shoulder of my footsie and pulled me towards her pussy. ‘Now,
be a good boy for mommy.’

I could smell her soft musky lips, it made me
erect. I bend over and pushed my head in between her legs, my
tongue carefully discovering her crotch. Long strokes with the tip
of my tongue all around her labia, up and down and swirling
around.

She moaned. She sank further into the
mattress and seemed to relax. I twirled around her clitoris and
then I prodded into her vulva. She tasted slightly salty. Her
breathing irregular, she was panting almost. I rubbed over her
clit. Soft short strokes, an even rhythm. She tensed up. Her back
arching.

Her whole body trembling. Softly at first but
soon her hips were rocking, her pussy smashed into my face, again
and again. A load moan, a sigh. Then she pulled me in and hugged
me.

‘Good boy.’ she said, ‘that’s a good boy.
That’s mommy’s sweet baby, well done.’ She was caressing the back
of my head, stroking my hair lovingly and comforting.

After a while her hands started wandering.
She rubbed my shoulders, my back, my lower back, for a moment she
cupped my bum.

I rolled over so she could also reach the
other side. She held me tightly.

‘Ssh.’ she whispered in my ear. ‘Don’t
struggle, sweety. Mommy knows what she’s doing. Mommy knows her
little boy best.’

Her hands now stroke my thigh, my inner
thigh, every once in a while her fingers would graze my balls or my
cock, pressing against the inside of the velvet footsie.

‘Ssh, honey.’ she whispered again, while she
entered my footsie and wrapped her hand around my shaft. ‘Mommy is
allowed to do this. Don’t worry. Don’t be scared. You love mommy
don’t you? And mommy loves you.’

My cock lay in the palm of her hand, she
gently squeezed and rubbed her palm up an down over the head. Then
she let go. Her fingers walking down over my skin, caressing my
sensitive balls. I couldn’t think straight any more. I closed my
eyes and just let all the sensations wash over me, her touch as
well as her words.

‘I told you to lie still didn’t I?’ She said
in a tough voice. Her hand was gone, my cock itched for some more
touching. ‘Didn’t I?’ She said threatening.

I didn’t know. I wasn’t paying attention.
‘Yes, Mommy.’ I said meekly.

‘And what did you do?’ She asked.

‘Move, Mommy.’ I tried to hide the question
mark in my voice.

She nodded.

‘So that’s disobedient.’ She said. ‘Now you
need to be disciplined, don’t you?’ A grin on her lips. She grabbed
her pantyhose lying on the floor and wrapped it around my wrists,
she tied me down. She flipped me over so I was lying on my stomach
and she undid the flap, exposing my ass.

A slap, she hit me softly at first, but as
she was getting more and more into it she was hitting harder and
harder. Her hand smacking into my ass, a sharp sting, the pain
traveling trough my skin, leaving a dull nagging warmth, another
slap and another. I couldn’t help but flinch, my body tensing up
again and again. I would flinch even when she didn’t really hit me,
when she just threateningly held her hand up high.

‘Good boy.’ she said after a while. She
caressed my sore bum, her fingers stroking the ass cheeks, finding
their way in between my legs and touching my balls.

‘Are you going to be nice?’ she said.

‘Yes Mommy.’ I mumbled in between two moans.
She ordered me to roll onto my back again. She pulled on the
footsie until my dick was exposed. She kept it in the palm of her
hand and slowly starting rubbing. Every once in a while she would
bend over me, an lick the tip. My body would spasm, no matter how
hard I tried to be a good boy and lie still. She knew. She teased
me.

She crawled on top of me, she set my dick up
straight and let it slide into her soft pussy. She rocked back and
forth, sliding my dick in and out of herself, rubbing her clit onto
my pelvis. I could feel her pussy clenching, as if it was clamping
onto my dick.

She was riding me. Thrusting herself against
me. Picking up speed. Her breathing faster. Moaning. Nails pressing
into my shoulder. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I couldn’t postpone
my orgasm any longer.

‘Babe.’ I said. I tried to warn her.
‘Babe.’

She didn’t seem to listen.

‘Mommy!’ I said.

Now her eyes opened and she looked at me.
Teasingly. Sadistically. She kept on riding me, quicker and
rougher.

‘Mommy, I’m, I’m, I’m...’ I was pushed over
the edge, ecstasy flowing through my body, bursting, crashing.

She fell on top of me. Her body tense and
rocking. Her pussy throbbing around my cock. My orgasm just kept on
going. It subsided ever so slowly, the waves of pleasure just got
less and less intense.

I saw Natalie. She was Natalie again. I saw
it in her face. She looked at me shyly and curious at the same
time. The dominance seemed to have faded away completely. I wrapped
my arms around her and together we just lay there in the blissful
afterglow.

‘So, that’s Ageplay.’ She said hesitantly.
‘Well more or less, other people might do it differently... you
know... this is what I do. Did you like it?’

I caressed her shoulder and pulled her
against my body. I was still wearing the footsie. She snuggled up
against the baby blue velvet and kissed me in my beard. I lifted my
head and kissed her on the lips, my tongue pushing into her
mouth.

‘You want to order in some pizza?’ She asked
and giggled. ‘That baby food wasn’t a proper meal for you, was
it?’

 





 Daddy’s
work
(Non-sexual Ageplay – Tickling –
Babydoll)





Joyce sat on the floor in the hallway and stared at
the door of Daddy’s office. She knew he had to work a lot this
week. He had warned her about that, he was a writer and his
deadline was approaching. Still she felt somewhat lost. It was
getting dark outside, only from Daddy’s office came a beam of
light, it made a line onto the carpeting in the hallway.

After diner Daddy had told her to go put on
her mint green baby doll. Usually when she’d put on her pajamas he
would come sit next to her. They would play a board game together
or watch some television or sometimes Daddy sat next to her on the
floor and they played together with her Finding Nemo race track.
Which was basically just a normal racetrack that she’d put a lot of
sparkling Finding Nemo stickers on.

She didn’t want to disturb Daddy, but she
didn’t want to play all by herself either. She sat on the floor in
the hallway and pushed a little car back and forth. She stared at
his door again. A gray door, that was slightly opened. She slided
further and further into the hallway, closer to his door, until she
could see his strong shoulders, he sat in his swivel chair bent
over his keyboard. He wasn’t even typing. It was dead silent in his
office.

Joyce knew better than to disturb him. Daddy
often said ninety percent of writing happened inside of his head,
jotting the story down on paper was only about ten percent of the
work. She pressed her lips together and leaned with her back
against the wall. She pushed the little toy car over her own leg,
she pretended her thigh was a big mountain.

She loved Daddy’s stories. Not the one he was
writing now. The one he was writing now was something literary and
complicated for his publisher. She loved his bedtime stories, about
princesses and dragons and cupcakes and pirates. It was cold in the
hallway. Maybe she should just go back to the living room, and sit
on the couch, tuck herself in under a blanket and watch some reruns
of Dora the Explora or something, but she rather wanted to be with
Daddy.

He started typing again. She heard his
fingers rattling on the keyboard. She was a spy. Daddy’s feet was
tapping on the floor, he sighed deeply, his shoulder sinking even
deeper over the keyboard. Daddy scratched his cheek, maybe he had
and itch in his beard. That was a weird place to have an itch,
usually his beard tickled her, when he kissed her, or hugged her.
Joyce giggled. She put her hand against her mouth, but Daddy had
heard her already. He swiveled round in his chair.

‘I’m sorry Daddy.’ Joyce said. She bit her
lip. ‘I didn’t mean to disturb you Daddy.’

Daddy stood up out of the chair and walked
threateningly towards her. She slided away from him, further and
further back into the hallway.

‘Why are you sitting on the cold floor,
sweety?’ Daddy asked.

Joyce shrugged.

‘Careful, don’t get ill.’ He said.

‘I wanted to be with you, but I didn’t want
to disturb you.’ Joyce said.

‘Well it’s to late for that now, is it?’
Daddy smiled. He squat besides her and poked his fingers into the
sides of her torso. Joyce giggled and tried to crawl away from him.
Daddy grabbed her foot. His fingers surrounded her ankle. No matter
how hard she pulled on her foot he didn’t let her go. She tried to
grab onto the door sill to have some leverage, but Daddy was way
stronger than her.

‘O no!’ Daddy said theatrically. ‘Your foot
is cold already.’ With the tip of his index finger, he tickled the
sole of her foot. Joyce couldn’t stop laughing and squirming. Her
body convulsing involuntarily her limps swaying through the air.
She tried to escape. She pulled on her foot and tried to kick Daddy
in order to get away from his ticklish fingers.

‘What?’ He said provokingly. ‘What did you
want, sweety?’

‘I didn’t want to disturb you.’ Joyce said.
She had barely any control over her voice, her voice skipped and
jumped an octave. She giggled again as his finger started to tickle
her toes. ‘I’m sorry Daddy.’

‘Well, you better be.’ He said with a
mischievous smile, ‘Because now I have to make sure my little one
isn’t freezing here in the hallway. Your feet are all cold.’ He
said. ‘I wonder if your knees are cold as well.’

‘No.’ Joyce shrieked. ‘My knees are perfectly
warm.’ She yelled at Daddy. She tried to struggle but Daddy was way
stronger. He sat down on top of her legs. He put his fingertips on
her skin and slowly spread them apart over her kneecap. Her legs
spasming. She screamed and laughed at the same time. She pushed
herself upwards, and prodded her own fingers into his flanks. If he
would keep on tickling her, she would just tickle him back. She
slid her hands under his shirt, his soft skin denting beneath her
fingers, she poked and tickled him.

A high pitch giggle sounded from his throat.
A girly squirm. His back arching back and forth. They were rolling
over the carpeting in the hallway trying to tickle each other. Once
in a while Joyce got a few good tickles in but most of the time
Daddy was winning. He sat on top of her his fingers wandering all
over her bare skin.

Joyce was panting and sweating.

Daddy pushed her baby doll night gown up and
exposed her tummy.

‘No, don’t.’ Joyce squirmed.

Daddy bent over. His lips against her skin, a
rattling sound and he gave her a big ticklish raspberry. Joyce was
rocking with laughter, her muscles were sore from all the giggling
and struggling. He bent over to her again.

‘Mercy Daddy, please.’ She muttered
completely out of bread. His lips pouted. He kept on approaching
her tummy, but at the last moment he changed gears, and his
raspberry turned into a sweet little kiss on her nose.

Joyce was panting. She closed her eyes for a
little while and tried to regain her breath. Daddy laid down on top
of her. His heavy body save and warm against hers. He gave her
another peck on the nose and on her cheek.

‘I think you’re all warm again now, aren’t
you?’ Daddy said.

Joyce nodded.

‘Well go to the living room then and pick out
a movie. I’ll be there in a few minutes. I just have to rewrite a
few more paragraphs and finish the chapter, then I’m done for the
day.’

Daddy watched her while she stood up. She
felt his eyes studying her body. Her baby doll had crawled up and
exposed her bum. She didn’t straighten the fabric, she deliberately
showed her bum to Daddy as she walked to the living room, to make
sure he would indeed come watch a movie with her once he had
finished his chapter.

 





 Day at the
beach
(Non-sexual ageplay – Waterwings
– Bratting)





‘Over there! Over there!’ I pointed towards a spot
nice spot in the sand. We would have a great outlook on the ocean,
but still it was kind of a secluded area, so tourists wouldn’t be
shocked by me calling my twenty year older boyfriend daddy and
subsequently kissing him on the mouth. We walked passed the big
rocks until we were out of sight. I dropped my bags on the sand and
ran towards the ocean.

‘Come back Sweety.’ Daddy said. ‘We first
need to install ourselves and get changed.’

Eagerly I hopped from one foot onto the
other. I wanted to go in the water. The waves were perfect, they
were rolling over and splashing, they were just the right height to
play with and jump in, without being too wild and dangerous.

I tried to help Daddy straighten the beach
towels, but I got sand on them and Daddy had to start over.

‘Hurry up.’ I said.

Daddy just gave me an endearing smile. After
he had spread out the beach blankets, he helped me to get my
summers dress off. His hands sliding past my hips and the side of
my breasts. I got a happy tingle in my tummy. Just like at home at
nights when Daddy caressed me, but right now I didn’t want to be
caressed. I wanted to splash into the ocean. As soon as my dress
was of I wanted to ran towards the ocean again.

‘Come back, I don’t want you to get
sunburned.’ Daddy said. He grabbed a bottle of sunscreen. He
sprayed it on my shoulders and on my legs, it was a nice oily mist,
that cooled of my skin a little. His hands were strong and capable.
He rubbed my shoulders, his fingers pressing into my skin. He
grazed my waist and bum.

‘Can I go into the water now?’ I asked
impatiently.

‘I don’t want you to drown either.’ Daddy
said. He pulled out two flat water wings. ‘Daddy.’ I said
whining.

‘What?’ He said bemused by my discomfort.

‘I’m a big girl. I can perfectly well swim.’
I said. ‘And also we’re in public. People will think I’m weird,
Daddy. They’ll think I’m a freak or something.’

Daddy just smiled, he said we’d walked far to
find a secluded private spot on the beach, so I shouldn’t whine,
and also if people were asking intrusive questions I could always
say I was prone to seizures and thats why I needed water wings. He
grabbed my fingers and slid the rubber brace over my arm. Then he
put his mouth to the valve and started blowing. The rubber slowly
expanding, pressing into my skin tighter and tighter. Than he
grabbed my other hand and blew up my other water wing.

I felt restricted by the inflated rubber
surrounding my arms. I flapped my arms up and down trying to get
used to it.

‘Can I now go in the water?’ I asked
theatrically.

Daddy smiled and nodded. I ran towards the
water. It was somewhat cold against my toes, but I wasn’t going to
admit that to daddy. I ran in, screaming in joy and in coldness.
Daddy stood at the edge of the water. Every now and again the water
washed over his feet. It made him squirm in discomfort. I
giggled.

‘Come over here, Daddy’ I yelled. Swimming
and splashing around.

Daddy made a little comment about the
temperature of the water, saying it was way to early in the season,
and that we needed to wait another month or so, so the sun and the
summer would have a chance to heat up the ocean.

‘But I want to swim now!’ I said pouting. ‘If
you don’t come swimming with me your a stupid doo-doo face.’ I
said.

I saw his expression change. ‘What did you
just say, young lady?’ He asked threatening. My heart jumped. If we
would be at home right now I would’ve gotten a good spanking, but
we weren’t, we were in public and Daddy didn’t even want to get in
the water, so as long as I stayed in the ocean I was save.

‘You’re a coward.’ I said, ‘You’re a big
softy. So that means you buy me ice cream and I can stay up late
tonight, and I get to pick the movie we watch, and I get to pick
what’s for dinner, cause I’m like all tough and courages like
princes and your my lackey.’ I giggled.

Daddy’s smiled friendly, like he was endeared
by my words and wasn’t mad at me anymore. I swam back towards the
coast, my feet making big jumping steps, closer and closer to
daddy. Suddenly he growled and grabbed my ankle. I screamed in joy.
I was squirming and trying to escape, but his fingers were firmly
locked around my foot. So I decided to splash water at Daddy.
Slamming my arms into the waves and pushing the water droplets
towards Daddy’s chest. He chased me into the waves, cussing about
the cold. I was trying to get away from him, but he was way
stronger, he grabbed me, and pulled me under water, then he held me
close to his chest.

‘What did you say just now? I think I might
have heard it wrong, because of the breaking waves, tell me again,
what am I?’

‘You’re the sweetest daddy in the world and I
love you.’ I said.

‘Really, is that what you were saying. It
sounded quite different just then.’

I frantically shook my head. I wrapped my
arms around Daddy’s neck, the waterwings pressing against his
cheeks. I wrapped and my legs around his waist, so I was sitting on
his belly like a little baby monkey.

‘No, nothing else, I just said that you’re
the best Daddy ever.’

‘Well in that case.’ Daddy kissed me on my
lips, thrusting his tongue inside my mouth. I pressed myself closer
against him. His skin was nice and soft. Under the surface his hand
stroke my lower back and cupped my bum. He caressed me, in between
my legs until I started blushing and panting.

‘I’m glad that’s all you said, cause for a
moment there it sounded there you were begging for a good spanking.
It sounded like you needed to be reminded who’s in charge.’

I shook my head, again. ‘I know already who’s
in charge Daddy.’ I said with my big innocent little girl eyes, I
knew those eyes would render him defenseless. ‘Daddy?’ I asked
sweetly. ‘Can I get Ice cream? And can I stay up late tonight? And
can we watch Finding Nemo again? Daddy? Please? Cause you’re the
very, very, very best daddy.’

He sighed deeply, and stroke a strand of wet
hairs from my face. ‘Sure sweety.’ He said. ‘You know I can’t deny
you anything.’

‘I know daddy.’ I said with a mischievous
smile. ‘And you know, maybe I do need a good spanking when we get
home, so it’s okay if you... want to, I mean if you... you
know.’

Daddy laughed. ‘Well, well.’ he said, ‘I’m
glad that it’s okay with you, but I don’t really need your
permission, do I?’

I shrugged. And grabbed his bum, my fingers
pressing into his swimming trunks, my pussy rubbing against his
belly. He picked me up and pushed me up into the air then he threw
me into the waves. I dropped into the water, a wave splashing over
me. My water wings floated up and soon my head was above the
surface again.

With my hands I pushed a wave of droplets
towards daddy. ‘Maybe you’re the one who needs a good spanking,
Daddy.’ I said. ‘Throwing away your own little girl into the sea
like that, that’s not nice now is it?’ I tried to look stern.

Daddy chuckled. ‘Isn’t it?’ He asked.

‘No it isn’t.’ I said. ‘I’m not joking, I
will spank you. I will put you over my knee, and then use the
really nasty one on you.’

‘Which is the nasty one?’ He asked with a
sadistic smile.

I knew I had to keep my mouth shut, the
moment he found out which toy I despised, it would instantly be his
favorite one.

‘Do you mean the wooden spoon?’ He guessed it
right.

I shook my head, frantically. ‘No, definitely
not. I meant the pink flogger.’ I said. The soft suede strands were
nice and didn’t hurt that bad.

‘Well than Daddy’s going to be nice to you
tonight, so daddy won’t use the pink flogger, and daddy will use
only the wooden spoon.’

I pressed my lips together and shrugged. ‘But
we won’t be going home yet, will we?’ I said. ‘First we need to
swim and build sandcastles and eat ice cream and swim again, and
again, and again.’

By the time we would return home hopefully
daddy had forgotten about the wooden spoon, he was old anyway. I
chuckled, and climbed on his back, kissing the already balding spot
on his head, and kissing the rim of his ear, kissing his unshaven
prickly jaw. He hoisted me up and threw me in the waves again. I
screamed and laughed, and swam back, my water wings keeping me
afloat.

 





 A Puppy
Present
(Puppy play – Ageplay –
Threesome – MMF – Deep Throat)





There was a big box standing in the middle of the
room, covered in wrapping paper with little bows and hearts on it.
Claire stared at the box with a nervous tingle in her tummy. Would
it be? Maybe? Today? Daddy had teased her all weak saying he would
have a surprise for her this weekend, and now Friday afternoon
suddenly this big box appeared.

‘Can I open it? Daddy, please?’ She
yelled.

‘I’m on the toilet, dear. I’ll be with you in
a sec.’ His voice sounded from behind the closed door. She was just
too nervous. She put her ear next to the box and tried to listen if
she heard something breathing behind the carton. When he got out of
the toilet her first walked into the kitchen to stir dinner and
make sure the food didn’t burn, but finally, finally, finally he
came back to the living room.

‘Go ahead now sweety.’ Daddy said with a
little nod. Claire tore the wrapping paper of and opened up the big
flaps on top. She looked into the box. Curled up was indeed an
human puppy with a big bow on it. A young handsome man about thirty
years old, with leather ears and and leather nose and a very very
fluffy tail sticking out of his butt.

His tongue hang out of his mouth and he
panted. He wagged his tail and sat up, licking Claires hand. Claire
just wrapped her arms around him. She’d always wanted a little
human puppy to play with. She had been Daddy’s little girl for
about seven years now, and numerous times they had talked about
adding a puppy, every little girl deserved a puppy to play with, a
puppy would just make their little family complete.

‘Thank you, Daddy.’ She said, without letting
go of her puppy. ‘Thank you so much, Daddy.’ She pressed her puppy
against her chest.

‘Careful now, sweety, don’t squish him.’
Daddy tried to pry her arms loose, when she didn’t let go, he
reached into the box and got a little pluche elephant out. ‘Look.’
he said wriggling the elephant around. ‘You can play fetch with
him.’ He threw the elephant away and her puppy barked and ran after
it on hands and knees. Happily wagging his tail, picking up the
elephant with his mouth and returning it to daddy.

‘My turn, my turn.’ Claire said. She grabbed
the elephant out of his mouth and threw it away again. Her puppy
joyfully jumping and crawling to fetch it.

‘Good boy.’ She said when the elephant was
returned to her. She patted her puppy behind his ears before she
swung the elephant to the other side of the room again. It hit a
mug still standing on the table over there, it tipped over.

‘Do be carefull sweety.’ Daddy said in a
strict tone of voice.

‘Yes Daddy.’ She said obediently. ‘What’s his
name?’ She asked.

‘He’s called Bink.’ Daddy said. ‘Aren’t you,
big boy, aren’t you called Bink?’

Her puppy barked and started licking the back
of Daddy’s hand.

‘Good boy.’ Daddy said.

Bink picked up the elephant and put it in her
lap. Claire rubbed him behind his ears. She didn’t throw away the
elephant though. She knelt on the floor in front of the puppy and
wanted to hug him again. Her arms wrapped around his neck and
shoulders, she kissed him on the cheek. He started licking her
face. Long big strokes with a sloppy wet tongue. Claire started
giggling. And with the sleeve of her dress she dried her cheek. Yet
her puppy kept licking her, curiously she stuck out her own tongue.
The two tongues touched, wet with saliva and warm and wriggly.
Claire giggled again, then she looked over her shoulder at
Daddy.

‘Can I?’ She asked. ‘Is that allowed?’

‘Sure.’ Daddy said. ‘It’s your puppy you can
do with it as you please.’

‘Thanks, thank you daddy, thank you.’ She
stuck out her tongue again and licked the puppy back. Their licking
morphed into a French kiss for a moment, then back to licking and
barking and wagging tails again. They played tug of war for a
while. Bink pulling on the elephant with his mouth, Claire pulling
with her hand. There tugging grew into a romp. Claire was giggling
endlessly her heart just filled up with so much joy. Having a puppy
was even better then she’d imagined. She ended up on top of the
puppy. He stuck out his tongue and panted, his little paws against
his chin.

‘So cute.’ Claire yelled happily. ‘Daddy
look. Look at Bink. Isn’t he the cutest?’

‘You are the cutest.’ Daddy said. ‘You both
are the cutest.’

In between Bink’s legs she felt something
harden, a bulge of flesh that wasn’t soft and mushy anymore but
hard and erect. She remained on top of him. She kissed him on his
cheek and on his nose and she petted his ears, and very carefully
she tilted her hips so she could feel his cock against her pussy.
Slowly rubbing. She was getting a little bit horny. She looked over
her shoulder at Daddy. He was leaning backwards in his armchair and
observed them both. A complacent little smile on his face. Did he
know what she was doing? Did he see her rubbing her pussy against
her puppy?

‘It’s okay sweety.’ Daddy said still smiling.
‘Everything is fine. Just enjoy yourself. I’ll just sit here
watching the two of you have fun, it just makes me happy to see my
little girl happy.’ He gave her a little wink.

Claire shyly looked back at Bink she kissed
him on his cheek and he licked her face again, panting and making
little happy howling sounds. She sat up straight, feeling the full
size of his cock in between her legs, she pushed her hand in
between their crotches and felt up the big rod. Her fingers pushing
into the fabric of his puppy shorts. His cock was way longer than
Daddy’s cock, and the girth seemed to be wider as well. She wanted
to look. She was just to curious. She started to pull on his shorts
and she pulled the fabric away. His throbbing cock moved. Slightly
bouncing. Thick and with a bright pink head. A shimmer of pre-cum
right at the tip.

Claire was just too curious. She wanted to
taste him, to feel him in her mouth.

‘Stay boy.’ She said. ‘Stay here.’ She
crawled down and looked at his cock from up close. With the tip of
her fingers she followed the little blue vain all around the shaft,
she stroke the edge of the pinkish head, she kissed the tip.
Velvety soft against her lips. Another kiss and another. Her little
puppy was squirming in pleasure. She opened her mouth and the cock
slid into her mouth for as far as she could. He lips sliding past
the shaft, kissing his balls, softly and carefully, then stroking
him with her tongue again, flicking around the head, suckling on
the tip.

Bink was trembling his hips spasming back and
forth. A soft panting moan sounded.

‘Good girl.’ Daddy said.

Claire looked over. Daddy was still sitting
in his big armchair, but his zipper was open and his cock was out.
He softly stroke himself while he was watching.

‘Good girl.’ He said again. ‘Go pamper your
puppy, show him what a nice little girl you are, show him how deep
you can take him.’

Claire nodded. She opened her mouth as wide
as she could and shoved the cock inside her mouth, she kept pushing
until she couldn’t breath anymore, she started gagging and
coughing.

‘Like that Daddy?’ She said.

Daddy nodded. ‘Just like that. Do it again
sweetheart.’

Claire took a few deep breaths and threw
herself at Bink’s big cock once again, she managed to get even
further this time, when she stuck out her tongue she could almost
graze his balls. She started to gag and had to take a break for a
few seconds, but as soon as she regained her breath she tried
again. Pushing even harder. The cock pressed into her throat, yet
she kept going until her tongue touched his balls.

‘Did you see that daddy?’ She said. ‘Did you
see how far I got?’

‘I saw, sweety. Well done. I’m very proud of
you.’

Claire’s chest filled up with happiness and
joy. She bend over the cock and wanted to try again.

‘Come over here now sweety.’ Daddy said. She
walked towards his big armchair. ‘Sit down.’ he ordered. ‘Sit on
your hand and feet.’

Daddy whistled. ‘Bink, come here boy, come
here.’ He said. Her puppy crawled towards them. ‘Good boy.’ Daddy
said while petting, Bink. He grabbed Bink’s big cock and spit on
it. He rubbed his own saliva over the skin as a make shift lube
then he guided the puppy’s cock into Claire’s pussy.

The girth was bigger than she was used to,
she felt her pussy being stretched out to the max, and the cock
wasn’t even halfway in yet.

‘It’s not going to fit Daddy.’ Claire said
fearfully.

‘Hush now baby, stressing about it will only
make it tighter.’ For a moment his nails tickled her back, little
comforting circles, then he encouraged Bink to push his cock even
deeper and to start pounding.

‘Good boy.’ Daddy said. ‘Go on. Fuck my
little girl likes she’s deserves to be fucked.’

Bink started pounding. Carefully at first,
but Daddy kept encouraging him so he quickly picked up some speed.
His thrusts getting rougher and rougher. The hurting faded away
into just arousal.

‘Good boy.’ Daddy kept on saying. ‘Good girl,
aren’t the two of you together a pretty sight.’

The shaft of her puppy’s cock sliding past
her labia, the tip pushing into the mushy sides of her vagina. She
moaned. Her bare bottom was sticking high up in the air. Bink
growled and moaned and howled. Biting her lovingly in her ear and
shoulder. Licking her neck, giving her soft puppy kisses whenever
he needed to take a little break.

Claire tilted her hips. She pushed her butt
backwards into his crotch, then pulled forward. She kept on fucking
herself with his cock, until he started thrusting again. Then she
felt Daddy’s hand on her head, tickling the nape of her neck. ‘Good
girl.’ He said. ‘You’re my pretty little sweetheart, your just so
hot, honey, so incredibly hot.’ He was rubbing his own cock, his
fingers sliding up and down over the edge of the head. His pinkish
shaft only inches from her face. Intuitively Claire opened her
mouth, her lips searching for his cock, then she found him. Daddy’s
familiar warm cock. She sucked him into her mouth completely and
licked around the shaft.

Being fucked by her new puppy in her pussy,
being fucked by her loving daddy in her mouth. It was just
overwhelming. Pleasures building up inside of her. Swirling around
each other. Hot arousal dripping from her pussy. Her clit throbbing
and pulsing and then she orgasmed. Her body rocking. Her pussy
tightening around the big cock. Pleasurable tingling spread through
her body and mind. Peak after peak. Wave after wave.

She panted and regained her breath. She sank
down on the floor, laying there in total bliss looking up at the
two man who had just pleasured her. Her daddy and her puppy. Her
new puppy even had a six pack and firm chest muscles, her daddy had
the silver hairs and the soft save shoulders.

‘Can we keep him, Daddy please?’ She
asked.

Both Daddy and her puppy started laughing.
They looked at each other for a moment.

‘I can stay for the night.’ The puppy
said.

‘Can he please daddy, please.’

Daddy nodded.

‘Thank you, thank you, thank you.’ She jumped
up and made a little dance of joy through the living room. She
hugged Daddy then hugged her new puppy.

‘But first you have to set the table, sweety,
it’s way past dinner time.’

Claire nodded. Setting the table was her
chore, that was in the rules daddy and she had made up when they
just started living together. She ran to the kitchen and grabbed a
few plates.

‘Bink, do you want to eat from a plate or do
you have a puppy bowl or something?’ Claire yelled.

‘A plate is good for now.’ He said. ‘And
outside of play you can call me Alex.’






 Jail Behavioral
Adjustment Program
 (Forced Ageplay –
Medical – Sedation – Brainwashing – Oral Sex – Diapers)






She was just a petty thief, it wasn’t fair, she
should’ve gotten a fine or something it was ridiculous to sentence
her to a 3 year imprisonment. April looked out of the window as the
barbed wired fence came closer and closer. A three year sentence
just for some stolen nail polish. She banged her head against the
window and the officer that was driving looked at her with a stern
look on his face.

‘Sorry.’ April mumbled. A deep sigh.

The gates opened and they drove onto the
grounds. She got out of the van and she was led inside. She got a
check-up and some clothes and then she got appointed a bunk. She
just had so much anger pinned up inside of her. She threw the
blanket on the bed and mumbled a grumpy hello to her bunkmate.

It was so unfair. It was all so unfair. All
her life she had lived in a group home, and even after she’d turned
eighteen she had to live in cheep apartments with lots of
roommates. Right when things would turn around, she had a job
interview, she could almost afford an apartment of her own, she was
put in jail.

‘Dr. Ksabrilov wants to talk to you.’ Another
inmate stood next to her and came to get her. April sighed, then
she followed the other girl through the building. She was brought
into an office and told to sit on a chair.

‘He’ll be here in a few moments.’ The girl
said. Then she left.

April sat in the chair. It was quite a large
office, it was messy and chaotic. Lot’s of piles of papers on the
desk, a bookcase overflowing with books, a cabinet with some
antique looking medical instruments, posters with pictures of
brains and muscles and neurons and what not. April dangled her feet
back and forth.

‘Welcome April.’ A warm low voice sounded.
April turned around and entering the room was a tall handsome man.
He had grey hair and a grey beard, and warm blue eyes. With a
curious but kind look on his face his eyes wandered over April.
‘Good.’ He said. ‘Very good.’

He closed the door behind him and walked over
to the desk. He got a yellow folder out and opened it. Then he
started to recant Aprils history.

‘I know.’ April said disinterested. ‘I know
who I am, no need to tell me.’

‘I just need to be sure my information is
correct.’ He said while he kept on reading from the file. April
nodded.

‘Very good, very good.’ He said when he was
finally done and he slammed the folder shut. ‘So you’ll qualify.
You’re exactly the type of girl we’re looking for.’

‘I qualify for what?’ April said

‘We have a special program. It’s intended for
girls like you. You’re not a criminal. You aren’t actually a bad
person. It is my believe that you’re deep down a very good girl,
but there just lacked some love and parental guiding in your
upbringing.’

April shrugged. She thought about the
orphanage, with some of the volunteer workers she did have quite a
strong connection, she always assumed that was a type of love. She
pressed her lips together and didn’t say a word.

‘I believe I can help that good girl come
out, basically by raising you and educating you all over again.
What do you think?’ He looked at her inquisitively. A long pause.
The silence grew longer and longer. ‘The choice is up to you,
April. If you enter my correctional program, you’re sentence will
automatically be reduced to the time it takes to turn you into a
good little girl, usually three to four days and after you’ve
successfully finished that program, you will be released and
relocated, you will be placed in the care of a mentor.’

April pulled her foot on the chair and
embraced her own knee. With her head slightly tilted she examined
the doctor. He was tall and his shoulders where wide and strong,
with big biceps bulking under his white lab coat. His face friendly
and quite attractive. Three days. Only three days was way better
than three full years. What was the catch?

‘Sure.’ She said. ‘I’ll join your
program.’

A contract was shoved under her nose and he
told her to sign it. She quickly skimmed over it, most words were
way too complicated to understand. “Reprogramming neurological
pathways and igniting new brain chemistries.” She saw, and:
“Adjustments by chemical reinforcements and repetitive cognitive
stimuli.” She turned the page she was about to skim the paragraph
that would explain about mentors and what would happen after the
program when the doctor grabbed the papers and turned to the last
page.

‘You just have to sign here.’ He said. ‘And
we’ll start right away.’

April hesitated for a moment, then she
shrugged and put her name on the dotted line. The doctor blew
against the ink to make it dry, then he put the contract into a
drawer, and he locked the drawer. She was told to follow him.

He opened a door and what she saw amazed her.
It was not at all a sight she would have expected in a gloomy
colorless prison like this. They entered a nursery. Bright walls,
an adult sized cot with a dangling mobile, an adult sized high
chair, some cheerful stuffed animals and toys carelessly laying on
the floor.

But it wasn’t all nursery, there were also
some computers, some machines and medical equipment with lots of
wires and cables and tubes.

‘What is this place.’ April said full of
wonderment.

The doctor gently lied his hand on her
shoulder and pushed her inside. ‘This is the reprogramming area.’
He said. ‘We need to erase all bad behavior, all bad thoughts from
your brain and then we’ll start to reprogram you into the girl
you’re meant to be.’

April frowned. ‘But why all this?’ She said
gesturing towards the nursery.

‘It sets the mood.’ The doctor said. ‘Now I
need to set some things up, before we actually can get started, and
I don’t want you to get frightened by my preparations, so I’m going
to give you a little something to help you stay relaxed.’ He talked
to her in a calm and soothing voice while he opened a cabinet and
got some little bottles out, he filled a syringe with a mixture of
three different liquids then he attached a needle to the
syringe.

‘What’s that?’ April asked, staring at the
sharp silver needle approaching her.

‘Like I said, this is a little something to
keep you calm. Why don’t you come sit here on the edge of the bed
so you won’t hurt yourself.’ The doctor patted the mattress to show
her were to sit. April hesitated. She inched backwards, back to the
door. She wasn’t all that sure that she wanted to do this. This was
weird. Her fingers touched the doorknob.

‘Come here sweety.’ The doctor said friendly.
‘Don’t be scared.’

She pushed the handle down but the door
didn’t open. In fear she stared at the doctor.

‘I changed my mind.’ She said. ‘I choose
jail, I rather just do my time.’

‘Too late.’ The doctor said. ‘You’ve signed a
contract, you’re in my care now.’

‘But, but...’ April shuffled from one foot
onto another. She looked for a way out. There wasn’t, there was
just this locked door, there wasn’t even a window or something like
that. The doctor approached her, the flickering needle coming
closer and closer. April was frantically pulling on the doorknob,
kicking against the door, screaming for help.

The doctor pushed her against the wall. She
was pinned in between his strong arm and the bricks. Very calmly he
pushed her sleeve up and yanked the needle into her arm. His thumb
on the plunger, releasing the medication into her bloodstream.

She felt some weird tingling numbness
shooting up through her arm and her neck. A dizziness. A warm fuzzy
feeling. She was loosing her balance. The doctor pushed the last
few drops into her arm and then pulled the needle out again. He
threw the syringe away and held her confined with his strong arms.
His eyes curiously examining her face.

Her knees were trembling, getting weaker and
weaker, her limbs heavy. It was as if she couldn’t keep herself
standing up straight any more. She fell into him. The room spinning
around, wavering. He embraced her and picked her up as if she
weighed nothing. He carried her towards the bed. She wanted to
struggle but she couldn’t move.

As he laid her down in the cot he gave her a
little kiss on the forehead. ‘See, that wasn’t so bad now was it,
don’t worry, it’ll get even better.’ He positioned her limp body on
the bed and then tied her down, he twisted some rope around her
wrists and ankles and secured her by tying her to the bars of the
cot. ‘It’ll get better.’ He said again. ‘The muscle relaxer is
always the first to kick in, but in a few minutes the other drugs
will start to take affect as well, a nice little sedative to keep
you calm and compliant, and a little hallucinogenic to prep your
brain for what’s to come.’

‘What’s to come?’ April asked.

The doctor didn’t answer. He just tied her
down and then he went to turn on a computer. A few moments later a
man appeared on Skype.

‘Hey Richard.’ The doctor said. ‘I’ve got
your girl here, all prepped and ready to go.’

April looked at the man on the screen. She
vaguely recognized him, hadn’t she seen him talking to her judge
the other day? She was about 80% sure it was the same man. She
recognized his floppy ears.

‘Tell me what you want Richard?’

‘Well I want her to be my little sex slave,
she needs to be submissive, obedient, eager to please, no talking
back, and I like her to enjoy it, like she’s addicted to my cock,
she needs to beg for it, unable to control herself, unable to
control her horniness.’

‘You want her to be horny on command? You
want her to cum on command?’

‘Can you do that?’

‘Yeah, sure.’ The doctor said.

‘Do that. But she also it would be nice if
she did house chores, make me my coffee, that sort of shit.’

April was listening in disbelief. She heard
the man on Skype discussing the type of girl she would be turned
into. She protested, she screamed, she pulled on her bounds. The
doctor turned around and briefly looked at her, then he looked at
his watch.

‘Still nothing kicking in?’ He asked. ‘You
should feel it start working by now.’

Even before he was finished speaking she felt
a warm wave of calmth washing over her, she tried to resist, but it
was way stronger than her, calm soothing waves crashing over her,
rocking her to sleep, no it wasn’t sleep, but it was a serene
calmness. She was happy and satisfied. Her thoughts fuzzy, but that
didn’t matter, she didn’t have to think, she just had to feel this
beautiful warm peacefulness.

The voices of the men still discussing her
future, she didn’t hear what they were saying anymore, the voices
were far away, random images, random sounds. She just stared up at
the dangling mobile, just semi-aware of her surroundings, bewitched
by the magical tranquility that flowed through her veins.

After a while the face of the doctor appeared
above her cot. He stared down on her and then smiled. ‘That’s my
little girl.’ He said cooing. ‘That’s daddy’s little girl, all calm
and compliant, ready to start you’re program, aren’t you? Poor
little thing all drugged out of your mind.’ He reached into the cot
and patted her tummy. He looked at piece of paper.

‘Lots to do, lots to do.’ He mumbled. ‘Let’s
start.’ He carefully undressed her, loosening the rope around her
wrist for a little while so he could slip her sleeve off of her
arm, then securing her to the bars of the cot again, she was
completely naked now.

The doctor looked at her body, his fingers
caressing her collarbones, her small but perky breasts, the pink
nipples. He continued to her ribs, her belly button and then he
reached in between her legs, his fingers rubbing her pussy, the
soft lips.

A wave of pleasure crashed over her.

‘That’s right, that’s nice isn’t it sweety,
it feels nice when daddy touches you down there doesn’t it.’ His
hand pressing against her pubis, rubbing her up and down, she was
getting wet, panting. Reality seemed to slip away from her. She
only vaguely remembered what was going on, she didn’t know whether
her memories were real, she didn’t know whether the sensations en
the situations she was experiencing now were real. It all became a
blur. A happy blur, her body and mind just surrendered into the
tranquil satisfaction, she didn’t fight it, she didn’t struggle,
she just let it wash all over her. The arousal, his words.

He slipped his finger inside. Moving back and
forth, finger fucking her. She panted, moaning softly. Usually when
she was this horny her body would squirm and rock, her back would
arch, but she was too sedated, too limp to move her body. All she
could do was just lay there and let all of it just happen.

‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. Although she vaguely
had the feeling he wasn’t her Daddy, he was just a doctor, she
didn’t know which of the two was a hallucination and which one was
actual reality. She was in a cot, the cot was real, wasn’t it? He
called himself Daddy, in reality he called himself Daddy. He wasn’t
wearing a doctors coat. He wasn’t wearing pants either. She saw a
thick bulge hiding behind the fabric of his boxer. He rubbed his
hand over his own crotch, while looking at her.

‘That’s what you do to Daddy.’ He said, ‘You
make Daddy hard as a rock. Now Daddy can’t work on brainwashing you
when he’s all horny and distracted by your helpless little body
tied down and sedated, can’t he?’

She stared up into his face. Her thoughts
were just so fuzzy, so disconnected. She nodded, then shook her
hand. She wasn’t really sure what was going in.

‘Isn’t that a nice and compliant little
girl.’ Daddy said. ‘Now be a sweetheart and open your mouth.’

April parted her lips. He pushed his boxer
down and showed her his cock. It had an average size but it was
quite thick and it had a beautiful upward curvature. He laid his
shaft on her mouth and told her to kiss and lick. April was
drifting in an out of reality. She just felt good and nothing else
mattered. She couldn’t think, she stuck out her tongue and started
to lick the shaft up and down, just like daddy wanted. Then he
pulled her chin down to open her mouth even further and he thrust
himself inside of her.

His cock completely filled her mouth. She
surrounded him with her lips and with her tongue she licked around
the head. He fucked her in her mouth for a while. Moaning louder
and louder. His knee resting on her chest, pushing her into the
mattress as if she was trying to escape. Escape didn’t even cross
her mind and even if it did she wouldn’t even have the strength in
her muscles or the cognitive awareness to act upon those
thoughts.

After a while he pulled back. His cock
disappeared from her mouth and somewhat startled she tried to lick
and kiss and suckle on the air for a little while.

‘You like that?’ Daddy asked. ‘You want more
of that? But Daddy has something even better for you.’ He crawled
on top of her. With his knee he pushed her legs wider and then he
slipped his cock inside of her pussy.

For a moment April thought she was about to
explode. He was so thick so perfectly curved, the tip of his cock
massaged her g-spot every time he thrust deep within her pussy. He
rocked his hips and started to fuck her slowly at first but picking
up speed as they went.

His face hidden in her neck, he bit her
shoulder. His teeth pushing into her skin. He was panting,
whispering.

‘That’s my good girl, that’s my girl, good
girl, good girl.’

April was completely engulfed by all this new
sensations, the soft tickling whispers caressing the nape of her
neck, his heavy warmth on top of her chest, his cock sliding in and
out. She was getting wet. Her mind just stopped working, why think
if she could just feel, why analyze if she could just welcome those
sensations.

A nagging voice warning her, a nagging voice
in the back of her head. She pushed it away and sank deeper and
deeper into that compliant arousal, that pleasurable haze. His
muscles tensing up, a loud moan, a growl almost. His fingers
pushing into her skin, his face all scrunched up, his hips smacking
into hers. Deep inside she felt his cock throbbing and
ejaculating

He kept on lying on top of her. Motionless. His eyes closed. All he
did was just breathing. His panting slowed down to a regular inhale
and exhale rhythm. After a while he stretched himself out, he
opened his eyes and looked at her.

‘You’ve got a nice cunt, baby. Maybe we can
stall your training a little bit, so Daddy can have some more fun.
We’ll see.’

 


He kissed her on the mouth and pushed himself up from
the cot. With a wet wipe he cleaned himself up and then he also
wiped her crotch clean. His fingers tenderly rubbing over her
labia, and her inner thighs.

April was still thoroughly dazed by the shot
he had given her earlier. Kind of confused she followed him with
her eyes. The mood had shifted so suddenly. Her chest was wet with
his sweat and a soft breeze cooled off her skin. Her pussy was
still throbbing, she hadn’t finished.

He didn’t seem to care. He dressed himself
and then he went to work on an IV stand.

What are you doing, she wanted to say. But
her tongue was almost as numb and limp as the rest of her body.
Some incoherent mumbling and moaning.

‘Sshhh sweety. Daddy’s still here. Daddy
hasn’t left you. Daddy’s just prepping your meds for your
induction.’

He appeared above her cot and smiled. The IV
standard towering next to him.

‘Now before I hook you up to this meds, we
first need to diaper you, don’t we? Yes we do. Baby needs a diaper,
cause all these med-meds Daddy has for you, will cause you to loose
control over your body, loose control over your mind. Yes, within a
few hours your mind will be wiped completely clean.’ He got a big
diaper out of a cupboard and pushed it underneath her. He put a
little baby powder onto her pussy and swaddled her hips. ‘Yeah, in
a few hours all your thoughts and memories and personality will be
completely gone and you’ll be a blank slate, just like a baby.’

He patted her on the diaper and returned to
the IV. He pushed a little needle out of a plastic packaging and
pushed the shiny silver into her arm that was still paralyzed. She
couldn’t do anything to stop him, she could only watch. He attached
a little tube to the needle, and turned the IV on. A drop of amber
colored liquid fell into the tube and slowly entered her arm. She
didn’t feel anything different yet.

Daddy adjusted some numbers on the standard.
‘A nice slow titration, so we can build up the saturation and keep
you at the same level of consciousness during the entire script,
that’s important isn’t it sweety? Yes, that’s important. So we can
have an smooth rinsing and a nice stable brain structure to build
your new personality on.’

He checked all the wires and tubes one more
time, then he told her he would get something to eat and he would
be back to check on her later. After dinner. April nodded. She
couldn’t do anything else than just lay there and look at the drops
of medication entering her body one by one. Her body numb and
paralyzed, and even when the other drugs would wear off she was
still tied down. Her mind fuzzy, a satisfied laziness. She didn’t
feel afraid, although she kind of realized she had to be. Something
was up, something weird.

Suddenly a warm glow in between her legs. It
was a pleasurable relaxing feeling. A warm wetness. She was peeing,
she realized all of a sudden. Pee just seeped out of her and into
the diaper, she tried to squeeze, but she didn’t have any control
of her muscles.

After a while the warmth faded, a cold damp
wetness in between her legs. She started to feel sleepy and
careless. It was as if her mind slowly retracted, more and more
functions weren’t available anymore, more and more knowledge wasn’t
accessible anymore. After a while she just laid there, blank minded
staring up at the dangling mobile, she examined the colors and the
shapes, but somehow she couldn’t remember what the colors and the
shapes were called. It was as if she was sleeping and awake at the
same time. She wasn’t fully conscious, yet she wasn’t unconscious
either. She was drifting in an twilight zone, she had no idea how
much time had past, when a face appeared over her cot.

‘Hi there sweety.’ a voice said kindly. ‘How
are you holding up?’

She stared at the man looming over her. It
was as if she had forgotten how to speak. She laid there looking
around in wonder.

‘Daddy thinks you’re ready for the first
script. Let me get my chair.’

There was a rumbling sound. He pulled a chair
next to the cot and he had a big folder on his lap. He flipped
through the pages until he found what he was looking for. Then he
started reading. A melodic soft voice. It was mesmerizing. It was
hypnotic. She didn’t understand the words, yet they seem to enter
her subconscious anyway, her body just reacted to him. She was
slipping further and further in that twilight zone. She sank into a
deep trance. She was completely vulnerable to his words, they just
entered her mind and took over her thoughts. She was told to
forget, to forget everything. She was told to go back in time, to
return to a simpler time, a time full of love, and care and
happiness. She was a baby. From now on she would be as blank minded
and stupid as a baby doll, she wouldn’t have any thoughts of her
own, she would have the motor skills and mental abilities of a
baby, she would be completely helpless, completely powerless. She
would need to listen to her daddy, she would need to obey daddy. He
would teach her, he would guide her, he would learn her how to be a
well behaved proper young lady.

He kept on reading, repeating the same words
over and over again, repeating the same phrases. Pushing her to go
even deeper into trance, and deeper and deeper and deeper. It was
as if she was slowly drifting away, as if she was sinking down into
an ocean of calm and surrender. She succumbed to his overpowering
words, she felt her mind changing, her thoughts shifting. Helpless,
powerless, no fear, no anger, just surrender.

‘So. That was session one.’ Daddy said. He
tenderly rubbed his index finger over her cheek. ‘You did well
sweety, you did very well. Now let’s prep you for tonight. You need
a clean diaper don’t you?’

April stared at him, his words only made
partial sense. Part of her brain understood, while another part
seem to block any meaning. She made a cooing sound, she squirmed,
her body moved around involuntarily, her hand swaying through the
air. Her arm landed in her face. She suckled on the skin of her
wrist for a while.

Daddy undid her diaper. The open air cold
against her bare skin. He wiped her clean with some wet wipes, then
he rubbed some baby powder on her loins. His fingers prodding
around in between her legs, in between her soft little lips. She
felt a weird tingle, an almost magical tingle as Daddy slipped his
finger into her pussy. She felt him moving around inside of her.
She was trying to make sense of it all, but her brain just didn’t
work the way she wanted it to. His finger was so nice, so
distractingly pleasurable. Another finger slipped inside of
her.

‘You did well, sweety. Daddy thinks you
deserve a little reward, don’t you?’ With two fingers at the same
time he fucked her. His hand moving rapidly back and forth, his
fingers massaging her insides. A tension. Quickly growing more and
more intense. She was squirming and panting. Her body reacted
involuntarily to all those pleasures.

‘That’s right sweety. Just let go. Just let
it all wash over you. You’re daddy’s now. You’re completely
depended on daddy. You’re helpless, you’re powerless. Daddy decides
what’ll happen to you. Daddy knows what’s best. Just surrender
now.’

She felt a surge of arousal, quickly rising,
pushing her over the edge and suddenly she was just overflowing
with pleasures and arousal, an orgasm splurged through her body,
the feeling completely overtook her.

It faded ever so slowly. When she had
regained her breath and opened her eyes she noticed Daddy had
crawled on top of her again. His dick was pushing inside of her. He
was fucking her deep and hard. Everytime his pelvis bone hit hers a
burst of arousal exploded deep within. Daddy kissed her on her
mouth. He kept on mumbling what a sweet little girl she was. His
dick sliding in and out. Pounding her long and hard. She just
leaned into the excess of feelings and sensations. She didn’t have
to think. It was good. It was all better now.

Daddy suddenly pulled back. Her pussy aching
with horniness. Surprised she looked at him. She couldn’t talk, she
couldn’t control her movements the way she wanted. She could only
produce a little moaning sound, a little whining moan.

Daddy didn’t pay her any attention. His dick
in his hand. His fingers quickly moving up and down over his thick
throbbing cock. A curly blue vein a shiny purple head. Quicker and
quicker he was jerking himself of. A loud moan. A spasm. White
sperm landed on her face. Slimey cold lumps of sperm sticking to
her face.

Her pussy felt empty. It felt unfinished. The
cold blobs of sperm grazing her cheeks and forehead weren’t all
that comfortable. More whining and fussing. She couldn’t control
herself, she couldn’t even control her emotions. She started
crying, her eyes watering, tears running down her face, out of her
mouth a sob and another one.

‘Beautiful, beautiful.’ Daddy said panting
and out of breath. ‘Cry.’ He said. ‘Go ahead sweety cry. I love
your tears, your tears are so precious, baby.’ There was a greed in
his eyes as he looked at her, a satisfied smile. ‘Yeah. You can cry
all you want.’ He stuck out his hand and rubbed his thumb over her
cheek, wiping away a tear and some sperm. He pushed his slimy wet
thumb into her mouth and automatically she started to suckle. She
was fed all of his sperm like that. He would use his thumb to push
it into her mouth so she could suckle it off.

After a while her face was all clean, her
horniness had faded somewhat, although her pussy still felt weirdly
empty, like she needed his cock, she couldn’t function without his
cock. He put a new diaper on her and he also hoisted her into a
soft velvet footsie. Then he got out a small toothbrush. He helped
her sit up straight, her weak body swayed uncontrollably, he leaned
her against his own shoulder and opened her mouth. He carefully and
tenderly brushed her teeth.

Minty foam filled up her mouth. In the end he
craddle carried her to a sink and held her over the porcelain while
he told her to spit. She tried to obey, she opened her mouth, but
the the minty foam just dripped over her chin. He wiped her face,
gave her a little bit of water to drink and then he put her back
into bed.

‘Good girl.’ He said. ‘Now Daddy has a little
something for you.’ He said while he got out a transparent mask. He
attached it to a black rubber hose ‘I want my little girl to sleep
well tonight, and since our client wants you to turn into a little
sex-addict I will add some aphrodisiac as well, to make sure all of
your pleasure centers are triggered and you’ll wake up filled with
arousal and desire.’

He put the mask over her nose and mouth.
April barely understood what he was talking about, part of her
wanted to get a hold of the situation while another part was just
empty minded, she was happy listening to daddy, happy obeying
daddy. Daddy knew what was best didn’t he? A slight pressure on the
bridge of her nose and on her chin. Daddy turned open a valve and a
hissing sound filled the room. A sweet smell filled up the mask, it
crawled into her nose and mouth and she couldn’t do anything but
just inhale. Soon her vision was blurring, her eyes were ringing.
So powerless, she realized. A tingle in between her legs, a warm
arousal rapidly getting intenser and intenser, while she was
getting sleepier and sleepier. It just felt so good to fall a
sleep, it was just so horny to be forced to fall a sleep, to breath
in the gas, being powerless felt addictive, or was it something
else. She was reaching peeks of pleasure higher and higher. Way
more intense than she had ever thought possible. Way more intense
than any orgasm she’d ever had. She was slipping away quickly, her
eyes rolling up, fluttering, still the pleasures kept increasing
and increasing, until her eyes fell shut, her head rolled limply to
the side as she sank into a deep unconscious sleep.

 


When she woke up she was alone. She was laying in her
footsie in the cot and she stared up at the dangling mobile. It was
as if she wasn’t fully awake yet, there was some dreamy haze
blocking her thoughts, her mind, her personality. She knew it had
to be there, somewhere, somewhere in her mind there should be a
memory of how she got here and why she was wearing a diaper and a
footsie. Yet she just kept on lying there, mumbling, cooing,
swaying her arms through the air, kicking her feet. Suckling on her
thumb for a while, suckling on a foot from a plush penguin.

She had to pee, the moment she realized she
had to go, she already felt the warm wetness dripping out of her,
she was filling op her diaper. Wet and soggy fabric pushed against
her bum. She just couldn’t help herself, she couldn’t hold it. She
couldn’t control it, as if she was a baby still. She wasn’t or was
she?

A confusing thought. An important thought.
She didn’t want to loose that thought, but it was gone already. She
was distracted by a teething ring she saw laying on the ground,
colorful shapes dangling on the plastic. She tried to grab it. Her
diaper started to chafe. Wet and raw. She was hungry. She couldn’t
grab the teething ring because it was to far away. She couldn’t sit
up straight, her muscles just didn’t obey.

She was overcome with sadness. She started to
cry. Tears over her face, loud sobs coming out of her mouth.

‘There, there.’ Someone said. It was daddy.
He was approaching her cot and he picked her up to held her body
against his own. Patting her on her back, he rocked her back and
forth. ‘What a lot of sadness sweety. Daddy is here now. All is
good. Daddy is here.’

The crying and sobbing stopped. She felt a
warm safe feeling coming over her, and she snuggled her head closer
to his chest. A soft tender kiss on top of her head.

‘That’s right. There’s nothing to be sad
about. Who’s my sweet little girl?’ He asked.

April smiled.

‘Are you Daddy’s little girl?’ He asked. ‘You
are. Aren’t you? And you have to stay Daddy’s little girl for
another day, cause today we will condition you and reprogram you to
fit the clients needs. Doesn’t that sound exiting?’

She didn’t know what he was saying, but his
voice was high pitched and friendly. He seemed cheerful and April
giggled involuntarily.

‘But first things first. We need to clean you
up a bit and give you some food, cause you must be starving by
now.’ He carried her towards a small bathroom and he lowered her
body into the bath. He took the shower head out of the stand and
with some lukewarm water he washed her. A little bit of soap on a
washcloth. He rubbed it all over her body. Her nice round titties,
her belly button, and in between her legs. He washed her entire
body and then he rinsed all the soap and bubbles away. He got a
little razor out and told her to lay very still. He shaved her
pussy until she was completely nice and soft down there. His
fingers moving around in between her legs had triggered a response
in her body. An intense yearning, a desire, she wanted him to put
his fingers inside of her. Or maybe his dick instead of his
fingers, but he did nothing like that. She made a little whining
sob, but Daddy just ignored her.

He rubbed her dry and put on her diaper. Then
he stuck her in the high chair. He tied her down with the harness
and quickly spoon fed her some tasteless porridge. Quickly spooning
all of it into her mouth. Sometimes she didn’t even have time to
swallow. When she ate all of it he put her back into the cot again
and tied her down, her wrists and ankles firmly secured so she
couldn’t move. She wasn’t quite sure why Daddy was doing that, but
he kept on talking to her in that same mesmerizing soothing voice
so she didn’t struggle.

‘So.’ he said when he finished tying the last
knot. ‘Ready?’

She wasn’t sure. Ready for what?

‘Now first we attach you to the IV again.’ He
said. He prepared the stand, this time there wasn’t a bag with
amber colored medicine but there was a dark purple fluid. A dull
sting when he pushed the needle into her arm, he attached the tube
and only moments later the first drop of the purple drug entered
her bloodstream. Daddy stood next to her cot and observed the
process for a while. Nodding every once in a while.

April didn’t feel anything yet. Minutes they
waited in silence, then suddenly she was getting flushed. A warmth
rushed through her body, she felt it tingling, her spine felt numb,
her entire body started to feel numb and warm and heavy. Her
eyelids heavy, she was feeling sleepy all of a sudden, just
peaceful and sleepy. She didn’t care about anything, her eyes
rolling up into her head.

‘Ho sweety, don’t fall a sleep now.’ Daddy
was shaking her shoulder so she would wake up again. Reluctantly
she opened her eyes. A blurred vision. Daddy was just a haze
hanging over her. Even her mind was feeling heavy, her thoughts
syrupy and slow. Part of it was soothing and part of it was
worrisome.

She didn’t know which part was right. A
strange emptiness in her mind, she needed to know something, she
needed to hear something, she wanted Daddy to say something, to
explain to her, to tell her what was going on, she needed to
know.

Daddy leaned over. ‘Just another few minutes
babe, until full saturation, then we’ll start.’ She nodded. Another
few minutes. They needed to wait for full saturation, Daddy was
right, waiting for full saturation was important. She didn’t even
know what it meant, but she knew he was right. She stared at the
purple drops entering her bloodstream ever so slowly.

Then Daddy sat down in his chair and started
to read to her again. This was another story. This story wasn’t
about forgetting who she was, but it was about remembering who she
was. Remember, daddy said, that you are a obedient girl, you just
want to be told what to do, you need to be told what to do.
Following orders, pleasing your master that makes you happy, you
want to please you’re master so badly, remember that. You want to
be subservient, you want to serve your master, you want to make
them happy. He kept on talking to her like that, he kept on
repeating the same words over and over again. A soft mesmerizing
voice. The rhythm bewitched her. His words entering her mind and
taking a place in her brain. Slowly it all came back. Slowly she
remembered who she was.

She was April. She was a little slave. She
needed to do her chores, she needed to make her master happy,
please him, serve him, obey him. That was who she was, that was her
place in live.

After a while Daddy told her to wake up. She
didn’t remember falling asleep, but still her eyes were closed so
she opened them again. Startled she looked at the cot and the
nursery. How did she end up here, she needed to be with her master,
she needed to serve her master, how could he ever be happy without
her? She tried to sit up straight, but the rope pressed into her
wrist and she noticed she was still tied down.

Daddy looked at her, his head slightly
tilted. She didn’t know what time it was, or how many time had past
since the first purple drop had entered her body. The IV was still
dripping, the purple medicine was still entering her body.

‘Now it’s time for the last part, sweety.’ He
said. ‘The most fun part as well. Now Daddy has to turn you into a
little sex-addict, a cock craving nymphomaniac. Yes, Daddy’ll turn
you into a little nymph cause that’s what the client wants, that’s
what your master want, you want to please your master don’t
you?’

She nodded.

Daddy undid her diaper then he stuck a little
electrode onto her clit and he pushed an egg shaped capsule into
her pussy. Then using the computer he could activate the electrode,
within seconds she was completely overflowing with arousal, the
electrode seemed to vibrate and stimulate her clit in a way she had
never ever felt before.

Also the egg shape inside could be activated.
Daddy explained to her, he said they needed to calibrate before
they could start conditioning. He turned it on it started to
vibrate, but at the same time it released a strong aphrodisiac into
her pussy. She was trembling and throbbing.

Daddy tried different speeds and doses and
combined it with different settings on the electrode on her clit.
Until he found the combo that would render her completely crazy
with horniness. Helplessly spasming in the cot. Just surrendering
to the pleasures.

Then he said they would start. Although it
felt like they had started already. Daddy put the transparent
anesthesia mask over her face and told her to take a few good deep
breaths of the aphrodisiac. Her head was spinning, helplessly
against the arousing fumes, the electrode and the capsule in her
pussy.

Daddy kept talking to her. She didn’t hear a
word he was saying, she was just too distracted by all of the
arousal, all of the pleasures. Although after a while she started
to notice a pattern. Every time he mentioned her masters penis he
would turn on the gas for a while, letting her mask fill up with
the sweet intoxicating fumes of pleasure, or he would turn on the
bullet or the electrode. She started listening, anticipating,
hoping he would mention the penis again, hoping he would mention
her master again. Just anticipating would make her horny already,
even if he didn’t turn on the gas and the electrodes.

There were loads of triggers words that would
make her horny.

Then Daddy left the gas on for longer, the
electrode on another setting pulsating even more intense, within a
few seconds she was having an orgasm it kept on going, it lasted
until daddy adjusted the settings again.

After that he kept on talking to her and
certain words just triggered her orgasm. Intense arousal. Bubbling.
Bursting through her veins. Incontrollable. Her body responded to
his words more and more. Even if daddy didn’t turn on the
aphrodisiac gas or if he didn’t turn on the electrode, she would
still cramp up, her body rocking, moaning loudly, panting.
Overflowing with pleasure, overflowing with arousal.

She was getting tired. Her muscles aching.
She was sweating and panting. Being aroused all the time was hard
work.

‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. ‘You’ve done very
well today sweety. I think we’ve got you completely brainwashed and
reprogrammed now. Tomorrow we’ll have a test run and if all goes
well we’ll sell you to the client.’ He patted her on her tummy,
stroking her up and down now and again playing with her belly
button for a while. ‘Then your master will come and get you, won’t
that be nice?’

April felt a surge of arousal, her pussy was
throbbing. She would meet her master, she would see her master. She
wanted to see him so badly, she wanted to please him, she wanted to
pleasure him. She nodded and smiled.

‘But only if the test run tomorrow goes
smoothly. Tomorrow we’ll pretend daddy is your master, cause daddy
needs to see that you are truly ready to pleasure your master.’

April nodded. That seemed fair. She planned
on being the perfect slave tomorrow, she intended to be the best
slave for daddy, to pleasure him and serve him like no other, so he
would see she was ready.

Daddy smiled at her as he readjusted the
anesthesia mask on her face. He made a little comment about the
eagerness in her eyes, and the enthusiastic look on her face. Then
he turned open the valve, an extreme amount of aphrodisiac mixed
with another smell, another gas filled up the mask. She was getting
aroused again, quickly, but also she was getting sleepier and
sleepier. The room started spinning around her, her vision
blurring, her eyes rolling back into her head. Sleep was
overpowering her. She wanted to stay awake, she wanted to feel that
arousal, that orgasm, but the second gas was stronger. With every
breath she felt sleepier and sleepier and then she slipped away and
was deeply unconscious.

 


Daddy woke her up early in the morning. April
instinctively knew what to do. She went to the bathroom, first she
took a shower and took care of herself, she shaved her pussy and
her legs, she brushed her teeth, and combed her hair.

Then she started to do her household chores.
She cleaned the toilet and the bathroom, she made the bed and she
went to get Daddy some coffee. She knelt next to him and presented
him the cup.

‘Good girl.’ Daddy said. April just melted,
tingles in her tummy almost as if she was in love.

‘Thank you, D... Master.’ she said. She
almost said daddy but at the last minute she corrected herself.
Daddy had to do some paper work, he said. But she could kneel next
to him on the floor until he needed her.

She served him all morning. Every time he
gave her a little assignment she jumped up eager to obey, eager to
please him and make all his wishes come true.

‘Very well.’ Daddy said around lunch time.
She had served him his food and now she was doing the dishes.
‘Horny little slut.’ He said.

April was startled. Why would he call her
that? Slut. She was a good girl wasn’t she, she wasn’t a slut. His
words had triggered a torrent of pleasure. Kind of surprised she
looked at her own crotch. It was tingling, quite intense, she was
so horny, she wanted to feel her masters cock inside of her, that’s
all she wanted. But it was rude to ask, she needed to be a good
slave, she needed to prove to daddy she could be a good slave or
else she would never meet her master. She pushed her hips against
the little cabinet below the sink, she rubbed her clit over the
little doorknob while she did the dishes. It wasn’t as satisfying
as she had hoped it to be. As soon as she was done with the dishes,
she let her hand slip inside her panties and toyed around with
herself.

Daddy ordered her to come closer. A strict
tone of voice. She had to kneel in front of him. No touching, hands
behind her back. His hands wandered over his own hips, over his
crotch. She couldn’t keep her eyes of off him, the zipper, the
faint bulge visible behind the zipper. His cock. She craved his
cock. It’s all she could think about.

Aggravatingly slow he pulled his zipper down,
unbuttoning his pants, she saw his boxers. She was panting heavily,
her pussy throbbing, every once in a while the arousal became so
overwhelming her body spasmed involuntarily. Her eyes seemed to be
glued to his groin.

‘Tell me what you want sweety.’ Daddy
said.

‘Cock.’ She mumbled.

Smack. A stinging pain in her cheek. Daddy
had slapped her. Frightened she looked up at him, his stern face.
She realized her mistake. ‘I’m sorry, master.’ She quickly mumbled.
‘I want your cock please Sir, Master.’

‘That’s better.’ Daddy gave her an approving
nod. First he wanted to know why she wanted his cock and what she
liked about it. She mused over it. The shape, the size, the
feelings it would give her. The more clear she pictured his cock in
her head, the more wet her pussy became.

Finally he pushed his boxer down. This wasn’t
a mental image anymore, this was the real deal, a real cock. She
gasped. A loud panting, a covert moan. Just staring at that
majestic thing. She was allowed to touch it, to kiss it. Very
slowly she brought her lips over to his skin, silky soft skin.
First contact. Her body shaking and trembling with horniness.

‘Thank you, Master.’ She mumbled. She kissed
him tenderly, caressing his shaft with his lips, she wanted to
please him, she wanted to make it fun for him too. Kissing and
licking, until she got permission to take the whole of it into her
mouth. She slid her lips over the head, sucking him into her mouth
further and further, her lips crawling closer and closer to his
balls. She gagged. Still she pushed the cock into her mouth even
deeper. She tried to suppress her gag-reflex so she could pleasure
him even better.

Daddy’s hand was on her head. He patted her.
He tangled his fingers into her hair and grabbed her like that. He
moved her head back and forth. The cock sliding in and out. She
tried her hardest to keep up. She mimicked his rhythm, sucking,
licking, twirling her tongue around. Trying not to gag. Still tears
propped up in her eyes, he rubbed them away from her cheeks with a
thumb.

His rhythm was increasing. He was pulling on
her hair. Pulling her over his cock. Thrusting deep into her
throat. Faster and Faster. Tensing up. Then he froze. It was as if
time suddenly stood still nothing happened. Just a frozen
completely cramped up daddy with his cock resting deep into her
mouth.

A moan. A deep grumbling moan starting from
deep within his chest. His body convulsing, his cock throbbing. She
tasted him. His cum seeping over her tongue, filling up her mouth.
Slightly salty, slightly musky.

She gulped it all down. She swallowed
everything. Overwhelmingly happy. Him cumming into her mouth meant
she made him happy, she had pleasured him to satisfaction, she had
served her purpose. She had proven her abilities as a slave. She
was drunk on happiness, on this satisfied arousal of knowing she’d
done well.

‘Go ahead.’ Daddy said nodding. ‘Have your
own orgasm now, sweety.’

Arousal was sky rocketing. She lost control
and fell over. Her shoulder bumping into the floor, her body
trembling with pleasure, she was moaning loudly, hips rocking, deep
within pleasure exploded, pop, another wave of orgasmic pleasures
breaking through her body.

It was exhausting. After her orgasm faded she
just kept on lying on the ground. Dazed she stared at the ceiling.
There wasn’t anything she needed or wanted to do right now. Just
lying here. Lying here was perfect.

She heard daddy getting his phone. ‘She’s
done.’ He said to someone. ‘Meet me at the drop off spot at five.
Bring the other 25.000 or the deal is off.’

After he had hung up. He came to her. He
stood next to her, looking down.

‘Go clean yourself up sweety.’ He said. She
was told to take a shower and then she had to put her prison
uniform back on. Daddy explained they were going to go to her
master, and her master would be her mentor wasn’t she a lucky
little girl, but also because she was in prison she had to wear her
uniform to get out. She didn’t exactly know why or how. But she
listened and obeyed. She wanted to meet her master badly.

She walked next to daddy through the prison.
It was weird seeing the other inmates, the stale walls, the dirty
hallways, it was as if she entered a completely different world she
only vaguely remembered and recognized. The nursery just felt so
much more real than this. Daddy checked her out at a window with an
officer behind it. There was some hassle with forms and stamps and
then the officer opened the door.

When he walked of the grounds he asked the
guard over there when the new batch would be arriving.

‘I heard there’s this new girl, called
Trishia Baxter who could use some counseling.’ He said. Have her
send to my office as soon as she arrives.’ The guard nodded.

Then Daddy put a hand on April shoulder en
pushed her forward off the prison grounds and onto the parking lot.
She sat down in his car and the drove away. She saw the barbed
wired fence in the rear view mirror getting further and further
away. An uneasiness. Something wasn’t right. Everything just felt
so surreal.

‘Cheer up.’ Daddy said. ‘You’ll be meeting
your master in a few minutes, you don’t want your master to think
your a grump do you?’

She shook her head and smiled. Her master.
She didn’t know what he would look like, still she knew he would be
the most handsome beautiful person on earth. They stopped at a
secluded parking spot on the edge of a big wildlife park. They got
out, and out of another car came another man.

He had kind of floppy ears.

‘Is that him Daddy.’ she asked.

Daddy nodded.

It were the most beautiful floppy ears she
had ever seen.

 


 





Ageplay novels by this author:
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Playing games with Baby Bella.

Isabella is a moocher, she lives with her aunt and
plays video games all day. Her aunt gives her an ultimatum. After
Isabella ignores it, she’s kicked out of the house and forced to
live with a professor. Her aunt states that Isabella clearly
refuses to grow up and living with the professor she won’t have
to.

Isabelle doesn’t want to go, but she’s drugged and
sedated and taken anyway. Upon arriving in her new house she meets
her new sister. She’s examined and diapered. She’s continually
drugged and sedated and forced to live like a little girl. Once
she's a moment alone with her new sister, she warns her for the
mind games the professor likes to play. She tells Isabella
everything she knows. Maybe there’s a way to fight back after
all.

###
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Brainwashed by a Billionaire

Lily is a runaway nun that hitches a ride in Elvira’s
limousine. Lily is offered a job to come work for her and of course
she takes it. Before Lily realizes what's going on she's
chloroformed and entered into a brainwashing program. With a lot of
drugs and sedatives Lily is slowly stripped of her memories and of
her past and turned into a little girl.

They live on an estate that's basically and age play
paradise. Elvira lives with a couple of woman that voluntarily
entered her program and are already turned into little girls.
During daytime she's a hardened business woman and the age play is
just something she does at nights to blow of stream. But ever since
Lily has entered her collection her priorities started to
shift.

Elvira starts to fall in love with Lily. She can't
cope with those feelings. She's slowly loosing herself and she
needs to find a way to regain control and return to her normal
self.

###

 


 





Note from the author:

Dear Reader,

Thanks for reading my stories! I hope you enjoyed
them. I certainly had a lot of fun writing them. I love hearing
from my readers, so feel free to let me know by leaving a review
with your favorite retailer.

 


Or if you want to connect with me, you can find me on
Fetlife at username: Sara_Quill.

 


For more kinky smut visit my Smashwords author page
and mark me as one of your favorite authors, so you won't miss out
on any upcoming short stories or novels.

 


Lots of Love

 


Sara.

 


###
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