It was past midnight on the cool winter evening, the streetlights blocked out the starry night sky. Most of the houses on the block were either completely blacked out or had a small dim glimmer coming from their porch lights.
 
Usually at this time Skye would be completely asleep, dressed in her soft pyjamas and cuddling her favourite stuffed fox, it was a special gift from her daddy when he adopted her, it looked just like the little cub. Snow white fur, baby blue eyes, and an adorable little smile.
 
That part Skye couldn’t see but her daddy always insisted it was there even if she couldn’t see it. The idea made the tot giggle when she cuddled or played with the toy.
 
Sadly though, tonight she was by herself. Her daddy had decided to take the night out, so she was home alone. She used to be scared but now she just stays in her daddy’s room and watches her favorite animated movies.
 
At just 4 years old she knew how to use their tablets or the TV to stream her movies with ease. Normally her daddy wouldn’t let her stay up this late. The red numbers on the clock on his bedside table read 1:14 AM but Skye wasn’t paying attention, she was happily amused by the colours and exciting events on the TV. Plus, she was full of cookies and pop, neither of which she was normally allowed to have past 7:00 but since her daddy wasn’t here who would stop her.
 
Skye was under the blankets on her father's bed, sipping her pop from her small plastic cup using her two little paws when a roaring voice made her shake.
 
“What the FUCK are you still doing up!” Skye, completely fear stricken, turned her head to see her daddy standing in the doorway, one paw on the frame to keep himself level.  “You fucking bitch didn’t I tell you to go to sleep! I don’t want to see your fucking face when I get home!”
 
Nick shouted at the little cub who was shaking in her seat. Her ears were flat, and her lip began to quiver.
 
“I... I” Skye tried to blurt out.
 
“You're what?! Huh! Nothing! You're nothing!”
 
When Skye stayed silent it only angered her father more.
 
“I'm gonna have to teach you a lesson.” Nick said in tone that was void of emotion. He reached over and gripped his daughters arm tightly, digging his claws into her arm causing her to yelp out in pain!
 
“OW! Daddy! Please, I'm sorry!”
 
Nick whipped the back of his paw across the 4-year-olds face making her fall hard off the bed and slam into the floor. She only laid there, gasping from the unmeasurable pain coming from her cheek.
 
“If you were such a useful fucking toy, I would’ve left you to die. Is that what you want!”
 
“No daddy! No! I’m sorry!” She wailed, streams of tears flowing from her eyes as she held her cheek where Nick had slapped her.
 
“Get over here.” Nick grabbed Skye by her throat and tightened his grip making her immediately gag and try to gasp for air. With ease he lifted the little fox girl up and pinned her to the wall. Her paws immediately grabbed his, trying to pry his grip but to no avail. His strength surpassed hers.
 
“I can kill you. Do you hear me? I can fucking kill you and no one would even care. All you are to me is a toy. A fuck toys. You are here to serve me and if you don’t know you’re fucking place…” He gripped tighter around the fox kits throat causing her to squirm and kick in response, her eyes slowly going more void.
“I'll find a goddamn replacement.”
 
Nick released his grip causing the cub to slide down the wall and fall flat on her ass. She coughed and gasped for air, though with each deep inhale she could feel an intense pain in her throat. Skye wouldn’t dare say anything though…
 
“Do you understand your place?” Nick said, towering himself over Skye.
 
“Y-yes…” Skye said softly, defeated and submissively though she was less focused on her daddy. All she could feel was an intense hatred for him. He always was like this to her, even when he wasn’t drunk. She was his property and nothing more.
 
Nick bared his teeth and gave a low growl showing he was still displeased with her answer and the lack of attention he was getting from his slut of a daughter.
 
“YOU LOOK AT ME WHEN I'M TALKING TO YOU SKYE WILDE!” Nick yelled as he kicked the cub hard against the wall with a drunkenly strong force!
 
Skye screamed out as her back slammed against the wall making what little air, she recovered leave immediately and she was left coughing, gasping, and crying.
 
“You ungrateful cunt! Ill teach you for not listening!” He grabbed the wheezing cub by her arm and forced her up from the ground. “I was just going to fuck your ass on the bed, but you had to go and push my anger! I’ll make sure you learn your lesson this time.”
 
Nick halfway dragged her out of the bedroom. Sky was still recovering from the nauseating feeling from the lack of air but as soon as her daddy reached into his shirt and pulled out a key she realized where they were going.
 
“No! No daddy! No!” She begged and cried as she tried to fight nicks pulling. He only growled but didn’t hit her or throw her only kept dragging her towards a thick steel door.
 
With one paw he lifted the key around his neck and began to fiddle with the lock.
 
“Please daddy! Please! I’ll do anything! Put it in my bum, my mouth, my cunny! Please don’t put me down there! PLEASE!” but her pleads fell on deaf ears. When the door opened it showed a dark staircase towards the basement. 
 
Skye’s heart sank as pure fear steeped over her. She froze in fear which Nick used to shove the cub down the wooden stairs!
 
She screamed as her body tumbled from stair to stair. Her only hope was that it would be enough to knock her out or kill her. But when she could feel the cold stone floor on her stomach, she knew she was still alive and awake. Skye had no strength to bring herself to her knees.
 
The stomping of her daddy’s feet down the stairs were the slow realization of what was to come.  She tried hard to stand but once again couldn’t find the strength to.
 
Nick, looking down at his daughter, only huffed.
 
“This is your place. On the ground like the trash you are.”
 
He reached down and picked his daughter up in his arms, his soft paws were almost a blessing to her in her mind only one thing echoed like a voice in a deep cave:
“My daddy loves me…he loves me…I was a bad girl…I deserve this…I deserve this…my daddy loves me...”
 
Even when he was strapping her to a specially crafted wooden table, strapping her back down, her two paws to the sides and her small legs near her head she could still hear the voice echo.
 
Nick pushed down his pants and pulled out his thick knotted cock and rubbed it around Skye’s little pink rose bud. His cock alone was near 1/5 of Skye’s whole-body size and he found immense pleasure in seeing the pure size difference.
 
Skye however couldn’t react; her mind was gone to the voice in her head. When her daddy positioned himself over her, his drunken muzzle and the horrid smell of booze filled her nose, when she felt his thick cock slam into her asshole creating a pain so horrid her whole body went limp. All she could think about is how much she loved her daddy…
 
With each hard thrust into her bleeding rectum, the pain being beyond anything she had felt before she knew her daddy did it because he loved her. She had to be better for him.
 
Nick kept slamming his entire cock into the little cub’s ass, trying hard to push his knot in and getting mad when he couldn’t. Skye grunted when he pushed against her, her claws digging into the wood and small streams of tears flowing from her eyes, but she knew her position, she knew her place.
 
Nick only kept thrusting and pounding his small daughters’ asshole until his thick cock squirted his cum deep into her pre-school aged ass making her lightly while and moan out in a mix of pleasure and pain.
 
Before leaving for the night, Nick made sure Skye remembered her position. He covered his daughter's eyes with a belt, shoved two thick toys into her holes, one each, put tight clamps around her small nipples and a tight collar around her throat.
 
Even after he turned off the lights, shut the door and locked it tight so the only noise was the small vibrations and her own crying she knew her daddy loved her. And she loved her daddy. A small smile came through the ball gag in her mouth. She did love her daddy.
