Characters: 

Wayne, 35 years old, Anthro Male Leopard, your perspective.
Ellie, your daughter, Ten years old, Anthro female Leopard

Max, 4 years old, Feral Great Dane.

--

”Do you love your daughter?” The therapist asks after a brief pause.
After a moment of reflection, you answer honestly:

”Yeah, I think so, but I don’t... I don’t like her.”
”What does that mean to you?” The large Bear continues, his eyes fixed on his notepad.

”I think I love her deep down but she’s not a good kid. I can’t bring myself to like her, you know what I mean?” 

He doesn’t reply, scribbling down on his notepad with a neutral expression. You wonder if that’s the worst thing he’s heard today. He doesn’t appear shocked. Must be a fairly common issue.
”Why do you think that is?” He asks again.

”The usual reasons, I guess.” You sigh. You’ve told him already. But he just keeps finding different ways to make you say it. You take a long breath: ”Ellie is superficial and selfish. She tries to manipulate me. She lies. And she never listens to me.”
”Do you think it’s possible other parents deal with the same issues?” He repeats an argument from earlier in the session.

”She’s only ten years old. I know teenagers are supposed to be difficult, but she’s a bit early to be such a bitch -”
”I’ll remind you that in this office we use calm, healing words. Ranting can seem liberating at first, but it never solves the root cause of the issue.” The Bear interrupts in a continued neutral tone. He scribbles some more in his notebook.

You stop talking. It didn’t take long for you to lose your temper today, even though you know you have to stay composed: you aren’t exactly here by choice.

”Let’s go back to her mother.” The Bear raises his glasses, scrolling back a few pages in his notebook. 

”Can we not?” You sarcastically plead.

”Something you said last time: Ellie reminds you of her mother. Are those character traits you used an accurate description of your wife?” The therapist asks.
”A hundred times yes. That b... the ex-wife stayed around just long enough to leave Ellie with a sense of Me, Me, Me... and no empathy or respect for others.” You explain.
”She’s a Leopard too, Ellie’s mother; I think you mentioned?”  The Bear flips a few more pages from your file, trying to find a picture.
”Yep.”
He finds what he was looking for in your file: A picture of the three of you before your divorce, your bombshell of an ex-wife standing tall next to you, smiling devilishly at the camera, with innocent little Ellie in the middle. Her amber eyes reflect her perfect innocence at the time. Seemingly, a perfect family of beautiful cats. Couldn’t have been further from the truth of course, even back then: the faded smile you wore on the picture already hinted at how tired and depressed you were, and your wife had cheated on you several times by then. That look she gave the photographer made you wonder if she had done it with him, too.
--

You don’t really believe the anger management classes will help you: it’s not that the therapists are incompetent or uncaring, it’s just that you’re in an impossible situation. Even the fact that you must go to therapy is part of the problem: once again, it’s all Ellie’s fault. 
One month ago, you were informed by Ellie’s teacher that she had, for months, posted some nasty comments about a classmate’s appearance on their FriendBook page. The school was concerned about bullying, so you immediately drove Ellie home and punished her the best you could, taking away her electronic devices and explaining to her - raising your voice - how bullying was wrong. You had been badly mistreated yourself when you were a kid, and you were horrified that Ellie could be part of that cycle.
How she reacted to the event was extremely disappointing: your daughter immediately wrote to her mother and recounted the events but completely distorted the truth, making you look and sound abusive. And of course, a few days later, you had to suffer a surprise visit from social services. An anonymous tip, they said. An abundance of precaution, they said. And these mandated anger management classes were the result. When you drive home after this session, you think on the therapist’s advice. 
”More discipline leads to less confrontation...” – ”Finding ways to resolve arguments without resorting to physical or threatening behaviour...” – None of it meant anything. None of it could solve anything. 

--

”Daddy, Daddy! Mommy wrote back and sent money to buy my pet dog!”
You sigh deeply. Ellie had been home from school for only a few minutes, and she was already dropping some bad news.  She must have received a letter from her mother in the mail: this was the only way they communicated, as your ex-wife did not want to let you have a phone number she could be reached easily on. It was a way to reduce her level of commitment while still pretending to be a parent, and even then she rarely replied to the incessant letters Ellie wrote.
”What?” You ask, genuinely confused.
”I told Mommy you didn’t have money to buy me a doggy so she wrote back and sent some!” Ellie shouts, her eyes sparkling with joy, prancing towards you brandishing an envelope.
”Honey, what I meant was a pet dog is a huge commitment, we have to feed and care for their health for years and that costs way more money than...” You try to explain.

”She sent THREE hundred dollars and she said I could do whatever I want so I’m buying a DOG!” Ellie declares, refusing to listen.

Three hundred bucks. Probably not even enough to care for a pet a single month, let alone buy one. You sit down in the kitchen and take your head in the palm of your paws. Your ex could never resist to find new ways to torture you. That money probably came from one of her new boyfriends, and there was never going to be a follow-up to it. She knew what she was doing.
”Ellie...” You try to reason with your daughter.

”I’m going to buy the biggest dog! My friend Sandra, she has a really big German one, but I’m going to buy even bigger!” She continues, not bothering to listen to you.
”Hang on Ellie, you can’t...”
”She said I can do whatever I want!” Ellie nearly screams in your ears, pretending not to hear you.

You’re tempted to rip the money away from her hands and tear it into pieces. You’re tempted to take your car keys and leave for the evening, letting her fend for herself. At ten years old, how would she like it if there was no dinner, no one to take her to school the next day? No. It’ll just cause more problems. More visits from social services. 

Just... just do what you always do: cave, give her what she wants. She’ll get tired of the novelty and once she forgets about her new toy you can give it back to a shelter or something.

--

In the car, Ellie talks your ear off about which pet stores you should drive to. She names some expensive kennel that her friend mentioned.

”We can go to that one if you want. But you know, three hundred dollars won’t be enough to buy any dog there. Why don’t we go to a shelter first, and we can see if you like any of the pets there.” You argue.
”No, I want a new dog, not a used one!” Ellie declares.

Instead of correcting her ignorant answer, you continue on:
”Okay but let’s go there anyways, we can just look if there’s any good ones, and this way if you like one and it’s free you can buy the dog some toys and some food with the money.”
”But I won’t –”
”We’ll go to that shop after, okay? Look, we’re already there.” You interrupt her as you turn into a parking lot. 

She only stops arguing once you reach the shelter’s doors: the animals on display are well groomed and the staff is very friendly. Given a tour of the place, she goes to pet each of the larger dogs she can see, until she stops in front of the biggest animal they have: a giant black hound, a Great Dane that seems too big for the kennel they put him in. The Hyena staff member giving you the tour notices your daughter staring at it:

”Ah, I see you met our newest guest here! Isn’t he handsome?” 

”Is he the biggest dog ever?” Ellie asks in an amazed tone.

”He’s the biggest one we’ve ever had here, yes. His name is Max, he’s four years old and he is just the sweetest, you’ll see.” The Hyena turns towards you. ”He’s very friendly with children, very protective.” She seems to be selling that one a bit harder, suspiciously enough. She sounds hopeful you’ll take it with you.
”Why is he here? Isn’t he a pure breed?” You ask, trying to figure out why the staff member is so eager.
”Yes, he’s an especially lucky find, these dogs normally cost around one to two thousand dollars from a breeder, but the couple that brought him here had fallen on hard times and couldn’t afford to care for him anymore.” She replies.

”Hard times, huh? I can relate to that more than you think. How much does it cost to feed him? He looks like a big eater.”
”Oh, I’m not sure, I don’t really know the numbers. I’m sure it’s nothing compared to how great a deal you would get by bringing him home for free!” The Hyena forces a smile. There it is: she’s clearly lying through her teeth.

You whip out your smartphone to look it up. ’How much does it cost to feed and care for a Great Dane’, you type into the search engine: the first result says one fifty dollars a month in food, and other results even say four hundreds including routine grooming and medical expenses. According to most, you won’t even have enough budget to care for him for more than two months. No wonder the shelter is trying to get rid of it, the giant dog is probably costing them a fortune. You turn towards Ellie and swallow a nervous gulp of saliva: she’s hugging the Great Dane, which in turn is licking her face. 
”Daddy, I want this one. He’s bigger than Sandra’s dog and he’s very cuddly!” She giggles between every other word.

”Honey, we can’t take this one, he’s way too expensive to feed, I can’t afford –” You begin in as firm a tone as you can muster.

”That’s okay, since he’s free we can use mommy’s money to buy him food and toys! That’s what you said!” She cuts you off and throws your earlier words back at you.

”That’s right, but this one is so big he’ll cost way more than –”
”No! I want this one. I want this one! Mommy said I can buy whatever I want and...” She starts screaming at you again, even as the shelter’s staff member stands awkwardly next to you.

”Okay! Okay. Fine.” Subdued, you try to keep her from making a scene. 

The shelter is quick to draw up the papers for your adoption, and even quicker to mention that you couldn’t expect them to take the animal back, as his spot would be taken by another pet in need the very next hour. You’re too exhausted to argue or even care; hell, if you run out of money and can’t find a spot for him here you can always take him out back and use a shovel: It’s not like Ellie would notice once she loses interest.

Back in the car, your daughter is temporarily content, petting and hugging her new pet. When she’s joyous and happy like that, you can almost find it in you to like her... but she always finds a way to remind you of who she is. This won’t end well.

Already a third of the cash she received in her mom’s letter is gone buying a bag of dog food the shelter offered, along with the leash and collar the Great Dane came with. The bag is enough to last a month, they say, but you suspect this giant will eat through it way faster than that. What will you do when the money’s gone - you’re already living paycheck to paycheck as it is.
Max, that’s his name, is happy enough to leave his pen, he seems well behaved at least: he jumped in the back of your truck without complaint and Ellie stays with him while you drive them home, petting the large animal and giggling when he licks her face. You’re thankful for the moment of peace, even though you know it won’t last.
--

It’s been a few weeks now since you came back home from the shelter, and already Ellie is losing interest. She’s no longer doing much of anything to take care of Max: now that the novelty ran out, and now that she showed all her friends how impressive her new pet was, chores like feeding or walking him are left to you, which you barely have any time for. 
During the morning you let him out in your small backyard but the muscular Dog needs more than that, he gets moody and agitated if he’s cooped up at home too long. You try to take him to the park to get let him run around, give him some exercise when you can, and you’ve tried to convince Ellie to walk him when she’s back from school before you’re home but the little princess hasn’t done it even once yet... The moment when you’ll have to return this thing is approaching even faster than you expected.
Today when you come back from the hospital it’s already late in the evening: you have to take any extra shift you can this month to pay rent, and you come home exhausted every time.
”Ellie? Have you had dinner yet? Did you walk the dog?” After entering through the front door, you call out to the empty hallway and get no response.

”Where are you guys!” You call out again, walking to the back door to check the backyard.

No sign of them. Ellie’s shoes are in the front porch so you’re sure she came home from school, so she’s probably cooped up somewhere on her phone ignoring you. You walk down the cellar stairs – Max is lodged in the basement since you didn’t have room for him upstairs in your very small suburban house – but after taking a few steps down you can see it’s empty as well. Is it possible she went out to the park to walk him this late? Again, you think of her shoes: nope, she must be in her room.
When you get to her bedroom you stand in front of her pink door, decorated with childish pictures and stickers: you can hear muffled sounds behind it. You calm yourself down a bit before you open the door: she’s not supposed to let the dog inside her room, that was one of the few rules you had established. And she’s supposed to answer when you call out for her, too, but Ellie is like that: she doesn’t listen, she doesn’t care about what you think. 
Briskly, you open the door to your daughter’s room wide, ready for another argument... but the sight of Ellie and Max is an absolute shock. For a moment, you cannot even comprehend what you’re seeing. Standing on his hind legs, with his front paws on your daughter’s bed, the Great Dane is standing over the ten year old kitten, his powerful jaws around her neck holding her still and pushing her against the mattress. Ellie’s face is buried in one of the pillows and the faint sounds you could hear outside are her muffled screams: the small leopard’s frame is sprawled naked against the bed as Max mounts her, trying to breed her like a common bitch. His massive knot is the only part of his member that’s not yet inside your daughter, violently pressed against her labia as he attempts to tie with her.
The scene is so surreal you’re frozen in place for what seems like an eternity and only the screams of your little girl brutally raped by the frenzied dog brings you back to your senses: before you can even think you’re already running towards the bed. You don’t know what to do but as soon as you’re by her side, Ellie’s head turns and she looks at you with tears in her eyes.
”Daddy! Help me!” She yells, trying to free herself from the animal.
Max barks and growls as soon as he sees you approaching: his attention briefly turning in your direction, he lets Ellie’s neck free to face you, still holding her down by the sheer weight of his enormous body. You hesitate when you see the dangerous glint in his eyes: he’s not going to let you take away his new mate so easily. You try to push the Great Dane away from your daughter but he stands his ground, growling and keeping you at a distance by snapping at your paws.
”Daddy!” Ellie cries, relentlessly pounded by the huge dog.
As you circle the beast, you realize you might lose this fight. Despite his recent lack of exercise, Max is still tremendously large and muscled, he could easily hurt you just by inertia alone, not to mention his claws and jaws. Placing yourself behind him, you consider grappling the dog into a hold but as you try to find an opening, you’re distracted by the sight of his canine cock thrusting inside of Ellie: his size is shocking, he is easily more than 12 inches long, and because of his huge knot his girth makes a shame of your own, adult cock. More and more, an insidious thought resonates inside your head, slowing you down, making you consider another option. 
What if... what if you let Max continue? You watch his large canine penis going in and out of Ellie’s pussy, your heart pounding, the adrenaline in your veins turning into arousal... It’s been so long since you had sex, and Ellie inherited the exotic beauty of her mother. Even at only ten years she’s stunningly beautiful, which somehow you only realize now: you’d never thought of her this way before, never even considered it... but the sight of her being ravaged by Max makes you see what you hadn’t seen before: she could... she could take you... she could be yours!

Trying to contain these thoughts, you tell yourself that you can’t stop Max anyways, not anymore: he’s too close, and thus too aggressive, too dangerous.
You watch Max’s bulbous knot slapping against Ellie’s lips and, for a moment, you wonder if she could actually take it: she’s so small and fragile, the mere thought of it would be horrifying for her... but the dog’s knot keeps pushing, pushing harder on her lower lips. 

The dog’s movements become erratic: he must be getting even closer. Ellie is still trying to fight him off, but it’s useless, she can’t match his strength nor his lust: her body is being pushed forward and backward like a ragdoll with each powerful thrust. You hear her sobbing, pleading, ”No! Daddy! Help!”
You know she must be hurting, you should intervene, but instead you find yourself taking a step closer to the side of the bed, then another, mesmerized by the scene, unable to stop watching. Satisfied that you no longer pose a threat, the Great Dane grips Ellie’s fur within his jaw again to pin her down against the bed: he needs her to stay still to tie with her, as Ellie’s body is convulsing, moaning and crying under Max’s violent assaults. 
”Daddy! Please! Hurry!” Ellie cries in confusion as she watches you stand aside to let the dog have his way with her.

”Baby... Princess, I’m so sorry... You deserve this. It’s your fault...I think... I think it’s better if you learn.”
”No! It hurts!” She sobs her words out one at a time, between each thrust.

”It’ll be over soon. Look, I’ll help it go faster.” You tell her in an excited whisper.

Not being able to resist any longer, you step on the other side of her bed and lay your paws on her shoulders, solidly pinning her down to the bed. Unable to wriggle away from him, your daughter must suffer the full brunt of the Great Dane pushing and prodding inside of her. While she was temporarily let free, Ellie got turned around and she’s now on her back, looking up towards you. The Dog’s paws on either side of her small breasts, his enormous weight resting on her flat chest, he uses his better position and your helping hands to force himself deeper and deeper inside of her. All she can do is moan and cry in a shocked haze as you push her down, and her head starts dangling backward off the side of the bed looking at your legs.
”No... no...” Her voice betrays her desperation: she’s running out of adrenaline, she’s getting too tired to fight.

Seeing your daughter starting to give up gives you another jolt of pleasure, and you can feel yourself bulging, painfully hard inside your underwear: you want her. You want her so bad. Still pinning her down to the mattress with one paw, you bring the other to your pants to pull them down along with your boxers, freeing your erect, feline cock. Your hard, barbed member is pulsating, already leaking precum.

In shock, your daughter doesn’t even react to the incongruous sight of her father undressing himself in front of her muzzle, and you’re able to get a thumb inside her mouth as she moans yet another cry of pain. Quickly, before you can think about what you’re doing, you thrust your own cock inside her muzzle, forcing it open and muffling the sounds of her constant moaning.
As Max keeps thrusting on the other side she is progressively forced, pushed and tossed around as she is, to swallow more and more of you, and soon your pointy barbed cock tip digs into her throat to the point of seeing it outlined against her fur.
”It’s okay, baby.” you say, brushing her hair behind her ear. ”Everything will be better now. We found what you’re supposed to do.”
Her amber eyes are red and wet, and she gags under your intrusion, unable to answer. She’s still shaking from Max’s repeated thrust, and through her nose her breathing is ragged and heavy. But for the first time in your life, you love her, you love her so much it hurts.
You’re lost in the moment. Your dick is pulsating, your heart is pounding, you need release, you need it now. Deep inside her throat, you throw yourself at her, pressing Ellie’s nose against your balls , feeling her soft snout on your flesh. You moan and sigh as she involuntarily tries to swallow the intrusion: it feels so good, it feels so right. Instantly, she became the best thing in your life.
Your orgasm builds quickly, your balls are throbbing and you’re shaking with anticipation. Finally, you release into her throat, your warm cum going directly into her stomach and her saliva dripping down your legs. Gasping and unable to control your movement, you thrust forward violently, at the same time as the Great Dane pushes with all his strength, and finally his enormous knot pushes past the barrier of her pussy, her lower lips stretching then closing around the base of his cock.
Even muffled by your barbed penis inside her muzzle, you can hear your daughter cry even louder in pain, but you don’t mind at all: the sight of her getting hilted by the Great Dane while she still has your pulsing cock in her muzzle is exhilarating. It shows a brilliant future. It shows all the promise of happiness for the coming years.
--

”Good morning Ellie, good morning Max!” You greet them cheerfully as you descend the stairs to the cellar.

Now that you moved Ellie’s bed to the basement, you visit her every morning to fill Max’s bowl with the good quality dog food you buy at the fancy pet store in town. The Great Dane had so much improved your life, you felt he deserved the best, and besides, you no longer had to budget for Ellie’s food and clothes so you could afford to splurge a little to care for your beloved family pet. 

Besides, with the amount of physical exertion he’s getting with your poor daughter, the Great Dane needs to be well fed. Ellie’s stomach, on the other hand, is repeatedly being filled with cum, which is enough to keep her alive – although you suspect Max also lets her eat from his bowl when he’s feeling generous. 
Her mood’s improving a lot: your daughter no longer tries to resist or cry for help – having finally understood how futile that is – she mostly does what she’s told and tries to sleep the rest of the time. But you know she has yet to find her true place in this new family life, as the ten years old kitten still hopes to go back to her old life: still begging too often, trying to manipulate you, trying to make you feel guilty for what you’ve done.

”Come on, it’s nearly time for me to go to work, you know the rule.”
It seems Max let her sleep in his dog basket tonight, as you find her still huddling the Great Dane in a foetal position – even tough you moved down her own bed to the cellar, it’s not for her own use: the chain that keeps her collared to one of the support beams is not long enough for her to let her sleep in it. The bed is there for your own comfort when you feel like having a go at her, and ordinarily she sleeps on the cold floor with a cum soaked rag covering her naked body. But some evenings, when Max ties with her he sometimes drags her back to his dog bed, where she can get some much-needed body warmth at night, even though it comes at the cost of being tied to the Great Dane until he calms down.
”Wake up, time for breakfast!” You kick the dog bed, pushing Ellie just enough for her to roll face down on the basement floor. ”Look at that, you barely touched your bowl yesterday!”
Looking haggard and confused, your daughter stands up on her knees, briefly grieving from the sudden realization of where she is: sleep is still her only refuge where she surely dreams of her previous life, but that too will change once she gets into the proper routine.
”Good... good morning Daddy. Thank you Daddy.” She recites her morning greeting. A far cry from how she used to talk to you.
”You’re welcome. I think this morning I’d just like to watch you eat from your bowl, is that okay?”
Nodding obediently, with a hint of thankfulness at the prospect of not being further defiled by her own father just after waking up, Ellie crawls on all fours towards her bowl. It is filled with yesterday’s harvest, a hearty load of cum from Max and even some of your own. Whenever the big dog mounts her, you’ve taught her to push the bowl under herself to collect any amount of the Great Dane’s semen she can’t keep inside, and you often mix in some of your own seed to the bowl for her, as a treat.
You find the sight of Ellie hungrily lapping cum for sustenance so pleasurable sometimes it’s enough for you to just watch. Unbuttoning your pants and underwear, you sit down in front of your daughter and bring your right paw to her head, caressing her dishevelled golden hair. She badly needs to take a bath, but you like her this way too: messy, degraded, looking nothing like her previous self. 
Ellie at first recoils from you instinctively: she’s grown to be afraid of your touch. But since you’re only gently passing through her sticky strands of hair with your fingers, she resumes slurping the white, nourishing cum from her bowl. During the first days, she had hated the taste of it so much she had starved herself in the hope of forcing you to give her some real food - but this too was futile, as all it did was convince you to force feed her more often, just like you had done your first time with her.
Eventually, the constant sting from thirst and hunger was enough for Ellie to accept the taste of Max’s cum. She learned to value his seed enough to have sex above her bowl, and even to lap it from the floor when she didn’t catch enough of it. Your little girl still had to get used to her new role, but at least she was learning to survive.
As you watch her gulp big portions of the translucent, liquid meal, you lean back to the left and bring your other paw to the Great Dane - still sleeping in his dog basket - and you scratch his ears to wake him up. 

Max is really your dog now, rather than Ellie’s. Ever since that fateful day, when you and him took turns breeding little Ellie for hours until you fell asleep inside of her, he respects you as the owner, as master of the house. Promptly waking up, the Great Dane jumps up on his two back paws and lands his two front paws on your lap, happy and excited to be petted. His snout touches yours, and he woofs a low bark of joy: you love this beast more with every day. He truly is the only good decision Ellie ever made in her life.
”Who’s a good dog! Who’s a good dog?” You playfully rub his belly while you scratch the back of his ears.

”Woof!” Max replies in happy growl.
”Good dogs get treats, don’t they?” You point at your daughter, still drinking from her bowl but trying to make herself look small and pass unnoticed while she watches you play with Max, a mix of fear and sadness in her eyes.
Jumping down from your lap, the Great Dane excitedly trots around Ellie, placing himself behind her. 
”No... please... Daddy. I don’t...” She crosses her legs trying to sit back down to fend the dog off.
”Ellie, Honey, you remember what I said, right? If you’re a good girl, you’ll get a reward too.” You answer calmly, smiling at your daughter.

”Please... I’m hurting from yesterday...” She cries, a few tears appearing under her eyes.

”I know, Honey, but the more you do it, the less it’ll hurt. Trust me, you want to get used to it.” You keep talking in a friendly, yet slightly menacing tone. ”Besides, you don’t want to make Max angry, do you? You know what happens when he gets impatient.”
”If we do it, could I go back upstairs as the reward? To my room?” She pleads, trying once again to manipulate you into letting her go.

”You’ll definitely get something good.” You lie to her with a warm smile, feeling the beginning of your own excitement inside your feline sheath.
The fact that she is still trying to get out of the basement shows how much she still has to learn. Of course, one day you’ll let Ellie out, let her back in the house, maybe even let her go outside, if only so as to make her more accessible to you. But only after her young body is thoroughly broken in, only after she stops being afraid of sex and, even if she never learns to enjoy it at least accept it as her role  in life. At that point, she’ll be your devoted daughter and lover, and you won’t have to worry about her running away or getting you in trouble.
Frustrated, Max growls menacingly, his muzzle right next to Ellie’s ears. The ten years old kitten winces, remembering his love bites, and she quickly prop her little backside up, presenting herself to the Great Dane’s growing shaft. She is so cute like this, trembling from head to toe, tears running down her cheeks. You bring your own paw to your erect cock while Max’s huge canine cock unsheathes itself above your daughter. Walking forward a few steps, the dog pushes his tip between her legs, trying to penetrate her cunny, missing a few times; he’s getting more used to her smaller frame every day.

Ellie winces and cries in pain when the tip of his canine cock finds her muff but as the Great Dane pushes himself deeper inside of her, she breathes in and out deeply: you’ve taught her the more tense she is, the more it hurts, and relaxing and letting him in is the only way to be a good girl. She tries to angle her backside a certain way to let him further in without hurting as much, and soon she’s rocking forward and backward, following his lead.
Max starts drooling from the exertion, entirely focused on breeding his bitch, he goes at it like a machine, pounding her faster and faster. Ellie moans and whines in return, and you smile as you watch her eyes roll up, fucked out of her mind. Pawing yourself off, you feel your own orgasm mounting in your loins, but you also feel the strong need to bury it inside of her before you ejaculate: you drop down on your knees in front of the two lovers and grab your daughter’s muzzle, forcing it open with one paw and holding your long barbed shaft with the other.
”Open wide now, Ellie, I promised my good girl a treat!”
Having learned not to deny you or too absent minded to try, her mouth opens and you push your cock deep inside your daughter’s throat, pulling Ellie’s head with both paws to force her to kiss your crotch. She gags and coughs, but soon she tries to swallow the obstruction instinctively, just like she’s done so many times before, massaging your cock with the muscles in her throat. On her other end, Max finally pushes his knot past your daughter’s labia, splitting her apart with his enormous bulbous member, growing even larger inside her as he releases gallons of cum through her reproductive system.

You follow suit with your own orgasm, giving your daughter a large, warm meal to enjoy. It’s not the reward she was hoping for, but one day she’ll learn to appreciate it more than anything else. She’ll want it so bad you won’t even have to make any effort. As you suffer spasm after spasm of elation, spurting rope after rope of cum directly in her throat, you close your eyes and imagine a day when she’ll feed from you without having to ask, even as you do other things, watching TV, cooking or even sleeping. What a happy thought that is.
--

”Well, I don’t want to jump to conclusions but from what you’re telling me, we’re really experienced a breakthrough.” The therapist says in a neutral but encouraging tone.

”Absolutely. I can’t thank you enough for all the advice you gave me, I really have a much more positive relationship with my daughter now.” You’re smiling at the Bear, trying to contain your laughter but your replies do sound genuinely happy. It’s easier to tell a lie when there’s some truth to it of course, but maybe it’s easier to pretend when you truly are happier than when you last talked to the psychiatrist. 
”I can tell! Your whole posture has changed, even your voice and your attitude today are leagues away from your first session.” The Bear states warmly, scribbling down a few more notes in his notepad.

Eager for the state mandated anger management classes to end, you try your best to look and sound normal and relaxed.
”What do you believe really did the trick? Was it more discipline, more respect for boundaries?”
”It’s really what you said about conflict resolution!” You try to answer even as you repress a cackle inside. ”When she fights me I try to find what she really wants, and every time it’s as simple as more attention, more positive reinforcement.”
”So you would say you’re more supportive of her today?” He adds.

”Exactly! I give her what she really needs instead of what she wants and in return she doesn’t fight me anymore. She’s such a great kid, so it’s easy to let her know she makes me happy!”
”That sounds like a very good step forward. And how about this pet dog you mentioned. You were worried about her not being appreciative and about costs.” The Bear turns back a few pages in his notes.

”Worth every penny. We just re-prioritized our expenses a bit and we’re able to take care of him.” You continue excitedly. ”Oh, and she really showed me a new part of herself with this dog, and she learned a lot about responsibilities, about caring for another being. That dog really loves her.”
Once again, you smile innocently. Nothing you said was a complete lie. On bated breath, you wait for the therapist to go through his notes, trying to see if he missed anything.

”And this incident at school? With the bullying?” 

That’s a tough one. You doubt he has access to their records, but if he enquires at all with them he’d know if you lie to him now. You decide to tell more half truths:
”Well, we solved this with home schooling. I know it’s a bit left field, usually it’s not seen in a very positive way, but it’s just for a few months, maybe a trimester.”
”You took her out of school?” The Bear asks, his tone of voice still neutral.

”Yes, as you recall she had bullied a classmate, so I decided it would do her some good for her to change environment, give me time to focus more on her. It’s a big part of why we solved all the other problems, I have much more time with her.” You think of how she really spends her days now, chained in the cellar for Max’s enjoyment. ”It’s not what she wanted at first, but she knows why I did it and she’s very engaged now. We were thinking about going back to school next year but I will leave it up to her, if she wants to continue I will make the time.”
Even if you really did give her the choice, you doubt Ellie would even ask to return to school. In the last few days you’ve had a lot of success with her training, she seems very thoroughly broken in. This morning, before you went to work, she was waiting for you on her knees in the cellar, her muzzle wide open, her tongue out. She was all smiles, and very clingy even after you let fed her a warm breakfast. You suspect it’s still more attempts to manipulate you, but you’re betting one day she’ll forget why she was even doing it in the first place. She’ll just do it out of habit, she’ll crave your approval for the sake of it.

”That doesn’t sound too bad honestly.” The Bear says after a brief pause. ”It sounds like the best reason for home schooling: more time to connect with your child.”
”Exactly!”
”Well I have to applaud you, you seem to really have taken our talks very seriously, and you’ve made time and effort to solve the situation.” The therapist smiles at you encouragingly. Staying silent, you let him continue:

”And I believe with this breakthrough there’s not a lot more reason to continue our sessions. Bravo!”
You thank him profusely. Finally, you’re free of all that bother, and now hopefully there’s no longer any reason for anyone to check up on you. Or your daughter.

Driving home, you think on what is left for you to do. It was surprisingly easy for you to get Ellie out of the school system: you just called the principal one day and told him about your decision, all you had to do was sign a few papers, and once a month grade some fake homework for Ellie and send it by post. 
Some of her little friends had asked through their parents if they could come visit, but you quickly put an end to that by telling them she had been sent outside the country, to her mother.

Aha! Her mother. You forgot about her, as you so often do these days. You’re going to have to send letters regularly, but in Ellie’s handwriting. You think about how to do this for a moment. The simplest way is just to force her to write something. A thank you letter for the dog, perhaps. Thinking about it, your feel yourself bulging in the car: you just had yet another twisted idea. 

When you stop for groceries, you buy a few sheets of paper, a few coloured pens and stickers. Ellie will write what you dictate to her, it’ll be a fun father and daughter activity, and she will do so sitting on your lap. Maybe you could make Ellie ask your ex for more money while you slowly push yourself inside the ten years old kitten’s tailhole. A nice treat for the both of you, and after that, Max can have her back.
--

End.
