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Naughty Excerpt from “Becoming Daddy's Good Girl Collection 2”
 

“Now here's some money. Go, shop.” Daddy pulled out two fifty dollar bills, both crisp and fresh, and handed one each to us.

I beamed at the money. “Anything?”

“Anything,” he nodded. “I'll be in the food court.”

Fifty dollars to spend on anything. I grinned and then Sun and I darted out of the jewelry store. My vibrator shifting in my excited pussy. We burst out into the mall concourse, our flip-flops slapping on the tiled floor, and giggled at each other.

“Where should we go?” I asked.

“I need makeup,” Sun grinned. “And a new purse.”

I nodded my head and we headed through the mall. We darted into a boutique and browsed for makeup, giggling at the different colors of lipstick. She found a bright-blue one and I rolled my eyes as she sniggered. We worked through it, examining everything.

I snagged several tubes of lipstick, a bright red one, my favorite pink, and a darker maroon. Sun found eyelash wings and giggled as she imagined her long, flowing eyelashes as she fluttered her eyes.

“You'll make all the boys cum in their pants,” I giggled.

“That's the plan. Now that my cherry's gone, I'm going to have fun.”

“Well, I just need to please one man,” I grinned.

We wondered into the small jewelry section, and Sun giggled as she noticed the nipple piercings. She grabbed a pair of silver barbell-style piercings and held them over the nubs tenting the front of her pink tanktop. She did a hip shake.

“Do you think I would look hot with pierced nipples?”

“So hot,” I grinned, and then I snagged a bellybutton charm with a dangling, teardrop, fake ruby. I pulled up my top enough to expose my bellybutton and held the small, white placard with the charm against it, shifting my hips, the charm dangling.

“Ooh, yes, that's so you,” she grinned.

“Do you think Daddy would like it?”

“Maybe a clit piercing.” Sun grabbed a ring off another rack. “Look at this.” She held it against her jean shorts. “Imagine this glistening right here.”

An older woman glanced at us and shook her head. Sun stuck her tongue out at her and the woman stomped off. “Prude,” Sun muttered. “Ooh, yes, I need this. I have to find a way to get my clit pierced.”

“I don't know if Daddy would want that. It might ruin the girlish look of being shaved.”

“True.” Sun shuddered and put it back. Then she gushed, “Oh, my god, look at these earrings.”

The vibrator hummed to life inside of me.

I gasped in shock. I had almost forgotten it was in me. I had worn it for over an hour, my pussy getting used to it. And then my stomach contorted. I groaned, grasping the shelf for support as the vibrator churned my insides.

“Oh, fuck,” Sun gasped. Her back straightening, her hands reaching behind her to grab my ass. “oh, my god. It's humming. Oh, fuck. That's...that's...”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Sexy Vibrations
 

I awoke to the first rays of sunshine streaming through Daddy's bedroom window. They fell on my face as I lay beside him naked. I blinked and groaned, rubbing sleep from my eyes. I didn't want to be awake. It was too early. It was summer vacation, and a Saturday, and last night had been wild.

Daddy took Sun, my best friend, and I into his BDSM dungeon in the basement. The room I had been forbidden to enter all eighteen years of my life until last night. I always thought it was Daddy's workshop, his private space that he and my mom would go into.

I never realized it was strange that they never made anything. Now I understood—my mom was Daddy's sex slave. It explained why she was so submissive with him, always greeting him when he got home from work, serving him drinks and dinner, and catering to his every desire. She loved it, and I understood why she did, there was such wonderful joy in surrendering yourself to a strong man.

I hoped Mom never returned from my grandparents. She and my bratty sister Alice could stay there forever and ever. I would be Daddy's submissive. I would cook and clean and let him tie me up and do all sorts of naughty things to my nubile body.

The sheets had slipped down while I slept, and my round breasts—larger than my fraternal twin sister Alice's—still had rope marks around their bases. Daddy had tied me up last night. He called it shibari. The marks had faded, but they were still visible, reminders of last night's submission.

I traced the marks and remembered last night. Daddy had taken Sun's virginity, and then my anal cherry. He had flogged us both, tying us to the St. Anthony's cross and warming our bottoms and backs with soft leather flails.

Thwack, thwack, thwack. The sounds echoed through my mind.

And then he fucked us both again, this time cumming in Sun's pussy. I got to lick her clean before we fell asleep in Daddy's bed. Sun lay on the other side of Daddy. I sat up, my gaze slipping past Daddy's muscular, barbwire-tattooed chest to my Korean friend. Her short, black hair half-covered her pale-olive cheek. She was a petite girl, with small breasts and boyish hips.

But Daddy loved fucking her, too. She spent the night so she could be Daddy's good girl, too.

I brushed my brown hair off my shoulders. I fell asleep with it braided, but it needed to be redone. Hairs stuck out all over. Daddy liked a girl with braids. I leaned onto my elbow and stared at Daddy's muscular body. He was so strong and looked like a biker when he was naked, even with his short hair and clean-shaven face—Daddy had to work an office job.

But he kept himself in wonderful shape. I ran my hands over his muscular body, loving how strong he felt. I was so glad I became Daddy's good girl. And I wanted to be his slave. I wanted to serve him as faithfully and utterly as Mom did.

Only I would do it better than her.

I pushed the sheets down, exposing his six-pack abs. He could be model on a romance novel. Dangerous and strong, with a beautiful woman—me—swooning in his arms. Oh, I would swoon for my hunky daddy. All my friends thought he was the sexiest man.

The sheet slipped over his cock, hard like it was every morning. Mom would wake Daddy up with a blowjob, and so did I know. She asked me to take care of him. But she didn't expect me to take over all her wifely duties.

I scooted down the bed, pushing the sheets down farther, and stroked his cock. I loved how thick it felt. My asshole clenched, remembering his dick spreading me open, fucking me so hard, so deep into my bowels. I licked my lips then leaned over and ran my tongue up his shaft all the way to the very tip. I swirled it around and brought a low groan from his mouth.

“Are you sucking him?” Sun whispered.

I looked up. Her head rested on Daddy's chest, her dark, slanted eyes open. I nodded my head. “I have to wake him up right. Look at how hard his cock is. He needs relief.”

“Let me help.”

I grinned at my friend and nodded my head.

She slithered down the bed, her dark nipples hardening. She pressed against his left, muscular leg, her nipples kissing his thigh, and her tongue flicked out, licking the tip. She purred as she swirled her tongue about the crown, gathering his precum.

“Mmm, that taste good,” she panted. “Salty and delicious.”

“Yep,” I giggled.

She licked again and then her lips sealed over the top of his crown, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. I smiled and nuzzled at Daddy's hairy balls. I sucked on into my mouth, playing with it as my eyes watched my best friend pleasure him.

She moaned around his cock, her body undulating, rubbing her wet pussy against his shin. Her spicy musk drifted to my nose and a wet gleam shone on Daddy's leg where her cunt had rubbed against him. I also had a pussy growing hot and juicy.

I sucked on Daddy's other ball as I rubbed my aching nipples into his muscular flesh. They tingled as rubbed them up and down, shooting wonderful delight down to my pussy. I purred as my cunt grew hotter. I squeezed my thighs together, massaging my little clit.

“Oh, your dad's cock tastes amazing,” Sun whispered. “And you get to do this every morning.”

“Until Mom gets back.” Which was supposed to be in two more weeks. I didn't want to think about Mom. I wanted to enjoy Daddy for as long as I could.

I licked up his dick and reached the top. I played with the mushroom-shaped head as Sun stroked his shaft. My tongue stroked the spongy crown, gathering more precum. Then Sun leaned in and nibbled on the other side. Our tongues and lips brushed as we sucked on his wonderful dick. My hand seized Daddy's long shaft beneath her hand and we stroked him together.

We moaned. It was so hot when our lips touched or our tongues brushed. We nuzzled at each other, sharing quick kisses in between pleasuring his dick. The flavor of Daddy's cock lingered on her lips. It was so exciting.

“Damn, this is the best sleepover ever,” groaned Sun. “Better than one of Donna's lame parties.”

“Her dad isn't as sexy as mine.”

“No,” Sun groaned. Then she swallowed the tip of Daddy's cock. Sun bobbed her mouth, sucking as much of his dick into her mouth as she could.

Daddy groaned. I glanced up and saw his eyes watching us.

“Morning, Daddy,” I beamed.

“Mmm, morning,” he groaned. “I see you're both being such good girls.”

“Always, Daddy,” I beamed as Sun sucked harder, noisier. Her saliva dribbled down his shaft, wetting our hands as we stroked him.

It was hot feeling Daddy's eyes on us as I leaned over and licked at his shaft beneath Sun's sucking lips. My tongue brushed my friend's mouth. I kissed and nibbled on the sides of her lips as she bobbed and pleasured him. His groans grew louder. My free hand cupped his balls, full of his incestuous seed. I couldn't wait for him to cum all over our faces.

“Such good girls,” he groaned as he stroked my braid.

A pleased shudder ran down to my dripping pussy. I squeezed my thighs tighter together and nibbled and sucked on his shaft as Sun bobbed her mouth faster and faster, eager to give Daddy every ounce of her pleasure.

And then the phone rang. It was Mom calling, I could tell by the ringtone. So chipper and cheery, just like her. Sun popped her mouth off Daddy's cock, her eyes wide, her lower lip trembling as Daddy reached for his phone charging on the nightstand.

“Don't stop,” he commanded as he picked up his phone.

Daddy gave us an order. I sucked his cock into my mouth, tasting Sun's saliva on it. I bobbed my mouth. My cheeks hollowed. Sun leaned down and licked at his shaft, but her eyes were still nervous. She couldn't believe he was answering the phone while we blew them.

“June,” Daddy said.

I couldn't quite hear my mom's words, only the sound of her voice. A thrill went through me. She was taking care of her parents after my grandpa's hip surgery, and I was taking care of Daddy with my mouth and sharing my best friend with him. Mom never did that. She never brought Daddy the tight, barely legal cunt he craved.

I did.

I sucked harder, bobbing my head as Daddy listened to Mom updating him on my grandparents. I swirled my tongue about his dick and savored the flavor of his precum leaking into my mouth as I pleasured him.

“I'm glad your parents are doing well,” Daddy said. “When do you expect to be home?” I didn't catch the answer, but Daddy said, “No changes. Okay.” Pause. “Yes, Melody is being a good girl. She had Sun spend the night.” Daddy laughed. “Yes, yes, they've both been such good girls. You would be proud of Melody.”

I smirked. Mom would be furious if she knew I was sucking Daddy's cock. My pussy ached. I wanted to masturbate, but a good girl only cums when Daddy orders. I slid my mouth up his cock until I held only the tip, then I swirled my tongue around it.

Daddy groaned.

“And have you been good?” he asked. “No masturbating.” Mom's answer brought a smile to his lips. “I knew you would be good. I missed you.” Her answer sounded throaty. “Yes, I am. I'm pretending you're sucking me. That your mouth is wrapped right around the tip and swirling about it.”

Daddy stared at me, and I realized a new game was about to begin. Sun sucked harder on his balls as I kept my tongue swirling. Daddy groaned as Mom gave an answer. This was so wicked. Mom thought they were having phone sex.

“And then your mouth slides down, taking more and more of my cock,” Daddy groaned. “Like the good girl that you are, June.”

I obeyed. I slid my mouth farther and farther. My tongue slid along the shaft. And then his dick brushed the back of my throat. I sucked and pleasured him. Sun's fist, sliding up and down his shaft, brushed my lips while she flashed me a wicked smile.

“Your dad is crazy,” she mouthed.

“Yes, you deep-throat it.” Daddy's hand tightened on the back of my head. “Relax your throat and swallow every inch of my cock like a good girl.”

My mom's throaty response was loud and clear, “Yes. I love deep-throating your cock, Master.”

Daddy's hand was firm on the back of my head. He wanted me to take more of his cock. I had heard of this. Girls at school whispered about deep-throating. I had to please Daddy and be a good girl. Besides, if my mom did this for him, then so could I.

“Yes, yes, relax that throat and swallow my cock,” groaned Daddy.

“Do it,” Sun hissed.

I relaxed my throat as Daddy's hand forced my mouth down his cock. I angled my head, letting his dick slid into my gullet. It was so hard. I wanted to gag. I smiled around his dick, remembering a trick I had learn to suppress it. His dick slid deeper and deeper. Into my throat. It grew harder to breathe as my little throat constricted about his dick.

“Yes, you're taking every inch of my dick,” groaned Daddy. “Such a good girl.”

“Always,” Mom moaned, her voice loud. Was she masturbating? She thought Daddy was talking to her.

I wanted to shove my hand between my thighs. I would cum in seconds. I fought the urge as my lips pressed into Daddy's curly pubic hair. I took every inch of his cock down my throat like a good girl.

A surge of pride shot through me. I moaned and shuddered about his cock. The urge to masturbate swelled in me. It was so hard to resist the hot urge. Especially as Daddy let out a groan of pure satisfaction.

“You wicked slut,” Sun whispered, nuzzling into my ear. “You swallowed every inch of your dad's cock. Ooh, you are amazing.”

“Damn,” Daddy groaned. “You did it. Daddy's good girl did it.”

“Yes,” my mom hissed. She was on speaker phone. That was why I could hear her so clearly now.

“Now start bobbing,” Daddy groaned. “Fuck that hot mouth up and down my cock.”

“I will, Master,” moaned Mom.

And so would I.

“Do you like my hot mouth sliding up and down your cock, Master?”

Daddy groaned as I slid my mouth up his cock. It popped out my aching throat. I sucked the entire way until only the tip was in his mouth. And then he pushed me back down. His dick pressed at my throat. I swallowed him again. It was easier this time. My throat stretched.

His cock dived down my esophagus. I moaned and hummed, pleasing him, loving his groans as Mom moaned in the background, masturbating, thinking she was having hot phone sex. My fingers curled.

I needed to cum so badly. My pussy burned.

“Do you like my mouth sliding up and down your cock, Master?”

“Yes. You're doing so good. Such a good girl.”

“I love to please you, Master.”

“Your mom is a freak,” Sun giggled in my ear. “I love it.”

So did I.

Daddy fucked my mouth up and down, pushing on my head and pulling on my braid. Faster and faster. He groaned and squirmed, the muscles in his chest rippling. Sun went back to nuzzling at his balls, massaging them, building up the cum.

“Are you going to cum, Master?” moaned Mom, her voice breathy. I could hear her fingers working in and out of her wet pussy. “Are you going to cum in my mouth? Or do you want to dump it on my face?”

“Your face,” groaned Daddy. “I want to cover my good girls with my cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Mom hissed, not hearing the plural on girls. “Do it. Cover your slave with your cum. Reward your good girl.”

“Yes,” Daddy growled.

He ripped my mouth off his cock by my braid. The pain flared. I loved it. Sun pressed her cheek next to mine as we jerked his cock. We aimed it right at our faces. Daddy's face contorted. He growled into the phone as his pleasure built.

“Cum on my face, Master!”

“Yes,” I mouthed. “Do it, Daddy.”

“Fuck,” he snarled and his dick erupted. “I'm cumming! I'm covering your face.”

Thick, hot, salty jizz splattered our faces. Daddy's dick erupted and bathed us with lines of his cum. He grunted with each one while Mom moaned in the background. The cum dribbled down my face to my lips.

My tongue flashed out and captured the incestuous seed.

Then Sun kissed me. I moaned, our cum-stained lips working together as more jizz dripped to our mouths. We shared it, our arms wrapping about each other. Our naked breasts touched, our nipples kissed, as we enjoyed Daddy's cum.

“Yes, yes, yes. Oh, Master, may I cum?” moaned Mom. “This is so hot. I haven't cum all week.”

“You may, slave,” groaned Daddy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Mom moaned over speaker phone as Daddy watched us kiss and lick and enjoy his cum. Our tongues explored each other's faces, licking, gathering up every line of his spunk that we could find. I loved the salty flavor of Daddy's jizz on my mouth.

“Oh, Master, I love you,” Mom purred, clearly savoring her orgasm.

“I love you,” Daddy answered, his voice soft. “I miss you.”

“Miss you, too.”

My body trembled as I rolled on top of Sun, our naked bodies pressed together as we stretched over Daddy's legs. We squirmed. My hard clit brushed her pubic mound, sending a spark of delight through my body.

“But I'm glad Melody's taking care of the house and you.”

“She's a good girl,” Daddy said, watching us hump our pussies together as we kissed.

“I have to go. I need to start breakfast.” Mom sighed. “I miss you so much.”

“Bye,” Daddy said and hung up. Then he grinned. “Do I need to take a hose to you two?”

“No, Daddy? May we cum?”

“No.”

“Fine, Daddy.” I moaned, forcing myself to roll off of Sun. it was so hard. I needed my release so badly. Sun let out a frustrated moan.

“Please, Daddy,” she begged.

He shook his head. “I'm taking you shopping. I want you both on the edge. No cumming until I say so.”

“Yes, Daddy,” we both groaned together.

* * *
 

It was awkward walking into the mall with a vibrator shoved into my pussy, held in place by my panties. It was thick and every step shifted it around inside me. It had a small tongue pressing on my clit, designed to stimulate it along with my pussy. It was a special vibrator with a built-in Bluetooth.

Daddy could control it remotely with an app on his smart phone.

Sun walked with a wide-legged gait beside me, her first ever butt plug inserted into her ass. I put it in myself after tonguing and lubing her ass after breakfast. She had made the cutest sounds when I inserted it into her rear. Like mine, it was also Bluetooth enabled, with a little glowing, blue light on the butt plug.

Modern technology was amazing.

We walked on either side of Daddy when we entered the mall. My nipples were so hard beneath the spaghetti strapped top I wore. With no bra, they were so obvious poking against the pale-blue material. My brown hair was combed and neatly braided once more, falling down to the top of my ass and swaying with my gait.

And my poor pussy was on fire. I had been on edge all morning. Showering with Daddy was torture. Sun and I had to wash his magnificent body while our poor pussies were on the verge of erupting. Then he jerked his dick and watched us wash each other. He came, splattering our bodies with his jizz as we rubbed each other's cunts and fought off our orgasms.

He loved it. I could see it in his eyes. Watching us strive to be good girls and not orgasm, to submit to his wishes, made him so excited. It was what he wanted from us. It was how we showed him our love.

And even though it left me a horny, frustrated ball of sensations just itching to explode, I loved being denied. I knew when I did have my orgasm, it would be spectacular. It would be a mind-numbing release that would leave me quaking.

It would be worth it.

Sun and I cooked breakfast together. Well, I cooked and Sun tried to help. She was helpless in the kitchen. She never let her mom teach her, rebelling against her family's traditional ways, only to end up wanting to be like that for Daddy. To serve him with me. She found it hot to pour him coffee and make sure his needs were met before ours.

Then Daddy whipped out his toys. They were brand new, fresh from the package. Apparently, he ordered them on Monday and they arrived at his office yesterday. A wonderful surprise for us. Something my mom hadn't experienced.

The first place Daddy led us to was the jewelry store. He walked in and went straight for the choker style necklaces. He browsed them while Sun and I stood behind him, trembling and squirming, both of us on fire from walking with our sex toys.

Finally, Daddy found one he liked, a thin, gold chain with a unicorn charm dangling at the end. He held it up. “Do you know the significance of this, Melody?”

“No, Daddy.”

“Think about your Mom. What does she always wear?”

I frowned, my eyebrow furrowing. I pictured my mom—a brunette like me, her braided hair falling down past her ass, hazel eyes, delicate face, busty in her conservative dresses, and a heart-shaped locket hanging from a gold choker.

“Mom always wears the locket,” I said.

“It's her slave collar,” Daddy answered. “She wears it to show off her submission to me.”

“And is that my collar, Daddy?” I stared at the unicorn, trembling.

“Do you want it to be? If you accept it, it means you'll always be my slave.”

“Even when Mom comes back?”

Daddy didn't answer me. He just stared at me, waiting for my answer.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Then you have to earn it. You have to prove to me that you're my submissive. My good girl.”

“Haven't I?” I swallowed.

“You're doing a wonderful job so far.” He stroked my cheek.

“And what about me?” Sun asked, biting her lip.

“You're just having fun. This isn't what you really want.” But Daddy grinned at her. “Of course, any time you want to have fun and pretend to be my good girl, you're welcome to, Sun.”

She smiled and nodded her head. Joy rippled through me.
I
was Daddy's true good girl.

“Now here's some money. Go, shop.” Daddy pulled out two fifty dollar bills, both crisp and fresh, and handed one each to us.

I beamed at the money. “Anything?”

“Anything,” he nodded. “I'll be in the food court.”

Fifty dollars to spend on anything. I grinned and then Sun and I darted out of the jewelry store. My vibrator shifting in my excited pussy. We burst out into the mall concourse, our flip-flops slapping on the tiled floor, and giggled at each other.

“Where should we go?” I asked.

“I need makeup,” Sun grinned. “And a new purse.”

I nodded my head and we headed through the mall. We darted into a boutique and browsed for makeup, giggling at the different colors of lipstick. She found a bright-blue one and I rolled my eyes as she sniggered. We worked through it, examining everything.

I snagged several tubes of lipstick, a bright red one, my favorite pink, and a darker maroon. Sun found eyelash wings and giggled as she imagined her long, flowing eyelashes as she fluttered her eyes.

“You'll make all the boys cum in their pants,” I giggled.

“That's the plan. Now that my cherry's gone, I'm going to have fun.”

“Well, I just need to please one man,” I grinned.

We wondered into the small jewelry section, and Sun giggled as she noticed the nipple piercings. She grabbed a pair of silver barbell-style piercings and held them over the nubs tenting the front of her pink tanktop. She did a hip shake.

“Do you think I would look hot with pierced nipples?”

“So hot,” I grinned, and then I snagged a bellybutton charm with a dangling, teardrop, fake ruby. I pulled up my top enough to expose my bellybutton and held the small, white placard with the charm against it, shifting my hips, the charm dangling.

“Ooh, yes, that's so you,” she grinned.

“Do you think Daddy would like it?”

“Maybe a clit piercing.” Sun grabbed a ring off another rack. “Look at this.” She held it against her jean shorts. “Imagine this glistening right here.”

An older woman glanced at us and shook her head. Sun stuck her tongue out at her and the woman stomped off. “Prude,” Sun muttered. “Ooh, yes, I need this. I have to find a way to get my clit pierced.”

“I don't know if Daddy would want that. It might ruin the girlish look of being shaved.”

“True.” Sun shuddered and put it back. Then she gushed, “Oh, my god, look at these earrings.”

The vibrator hummed to life inside of me.

I gasped in shock. I had almost forgotten it was in me. I had worn it for over an hour, my pussy getting used to it. And then my stomach contorted. I groaned, grasping the shelf for support as the vibrator churned my insides.

“Oh, fuck,” Sun gasped. Her back straightening, her hands reaching behind her to grab my ass. “oh, my god. It's humming. Oh, fuck. That's...that's...”

I nodded my head. I had felt nothing like the humming, churning, vibrating bliss flowing out of my pussy. I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut as I fought against the pleasure coursing through me. The teasing tongues vibrated against my clit, stimulating the bud, sending jolts of bliss racing through me. I squirmed, my hands clenching on the shelf.

“Oh, damn,” groaned Sun. “Oh, wow, that's good.”

“We can't cum,” I groaned. “We have to be good girls.”

“Shit,” Sun panted. “Fu...” her words trailed off.

“Are you two okay?” a woman said behind us.

I turned and a woman in her late thirties, a name tag pinned to her blouse, gave us a motherly smile. My cheeks reddened as the vibrator hummed inside of me. Could she hear it? I could. It sounded so loud.

“We're fine.” My eyes widened. The last word rose in a sharp octave as the vibrator hummed even harder, churning my pussy to a hot froth. “Just goofing off.”

“I understand,” the woman said. “But you need to be mindful of the other patrons.”

“Yes,” Sun squeaked, her voice tight, her slanted eyes wide. “We're...sorry...”

“Oh, what a cute pair of earrings,” the woman said, not realizing we were both on the verge of cumming. “They would look gorgeous on your small lobes, dear.”

“Thanks.” Sun's face contorted.

“Are you sure you're okay?”

Sun just nodded, biting her lips. Her flushed face broke out in a sheen of sweat as she squirmed. I knew what she felt. Bliss radiated out from my pussy. An orgasm swelled through me. I wanted to cum so badly.

And then my phone chirped. A text. I fumbled it out, knowing who it was from. I looked at the screen. “Cum.”

“Yes, yes, she's fine,” I moaned as I obeyed Daddy. I stopped fighting my orgasm. I shuddered before the older woman. She could be my mother. It was so wrong. I clenched my hands on the shelf as I relaxed myself into the bliss.

“So fine,” groaned Sun through grit teeth. “Th-thank you.”

My orgasm exploded through me. The humming toy intensified it. The ripples of bliss shot through my body, filling every inch of me. My knees buckled as a moan escaped my lips. I collapsed onto the floor, groaning, shuddering, writhing in ecstasy.

“Are you okay?” the woman gasped, clueless that I was having the orgasm of my life.

The bliss hit my mind. Stars danced before me as I stared at the floor. My spasmed about the humming device. My poor pussy felt numb from the wonderful vibrations. The toy kept buzzing, kept pleasing me. The orgasm wouldn't stop.

It kept pouring through me. I fought so hard not to scream out how wonderful it was. The woman knelt, touching my shoulders. Her words fell on deaf ears. Just the fact she watched me and didn't know what was happening intensified my ecstasy.

It was so much. Daddy was so cruel and wonderful all at the same time. He tortured me.

My fingers scratched at the linoleum. More groans escaped me as I squirmed. My tart musk filled my nose as my pussy juices soaked through my panties and dribbled down my thighs. The woman stroked my shoulders, her hands so soothing and so erotic all at the same time.

And then the vibrations ended.

I sucked in deep breaths as the pleasure faded. I sat up, giving the woman a flushed smile. “Sorry,” I said. “Just something...I ate.”

“Oh, you poor thing.”

“But I feel better now,” I groaned.

“Let me help you up.”

I nodded, my legs wobbly after my orgasm. Sun stared at me with wide eyes. She still trembled and squirmed, her butt plug teasing her. “Did you cum?” she mouthed.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Wow.”

Sun nodded her agreement.

“Do you need anything?” the woman asked. “Water?”

“We're fine,” I said, my cheeks burning with embarrassment now. She had seen me cum.

Sun and I paid for our purchases. She squirmed the entire time, her butt plug humming happily away inside of her. We headed to a different store to buy our new purses. As we browsed, Sun leaned over and whispered, “It's humming faster and faster. Your dad keeps upping the settings. This is torture.”

“I bet,” I whispered.

We bought our new purses and left the store. We were almost out of money now. Poor Sun trembled and bit her lip, fighting off the sensation in her ass. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were begging for mercy.

The humming returned to my pussy. A dull buzz, just enough to make my eyes widened and a small gasp to escape my lips. I squirmed as we walked through the mall, my breathing quickened, my nipples so hard I thought they might rip through my top.

“It's starting for you again?” Sun groaned. Her face contorted and she clenched her teeth. “Damn, damn, damn. I want to just cum. I'm not his actual slave, like you. I don't have to fight this.”

“You don't,” I agreed.

“But it's so hot,” she groaned. Her hands pressed to her belly. “Fuck, I'm on the edge. I need it so badly. I can't believe how amazing this feels vibrating in my ass.”

I leaned over and gave her a hug and a quick kiss on the lips. Then my phone chirped. I broke away and pulled my phone out, reading the text from Daddy. “We need to go to the fountain.”

The mall had a huge fountain of splashing dolphins all squirting water out of their playful mouths. People threw coins in to make wishes all the time. I loved to do it. I shoved my hand into my purse as we rushed to the fountain, my vibrator humming faster and faster, and fished out a coin.

I knew the wish I would make.

A large crowd, as always, gathered by the fountain. People tossed in coins as they passed. The splashing water echoed over the buzz of their talking voices. Daddy sat on a lone bench at the edge. It was a quiet spot in the fountain area, no stores nearby, so not as much foot traffic where he sat. A good place to people watch.

Sun and I stopped before him, squirming, groaning, our faces flushed. Poor Sun rubbed at her jean shorts, her fingers stroking her groin. She had such a prominent cameltoe right now, her pussy plump and engorged, a wet spot soaking through the denim.

“Come sit on my lap, Melody,” Daddy said, pulling aside the bag he had on his lap. “Be a good girl and plop that ass right on Daddy's big dick.”

His cock was exposed and covered in glistening lube. I bit my lip and looked around. No one was watching us. I turned and Daddy's hand went beneath my skirt. He pulled my panties to the side as I sat down gingerly. The tip of his dick slid into my butt-crack. I groaned as I shifted, guiding it to my sphincter.

I sank down on him.

“Oh, fuck,” Sun panted as I sank slowly down onto Daddy's cock, the vibrator humming away in my pussy.

My eyes bulged. I had taken his cock last night. He was thick. But now the vibrator also filled my pussy. I had both holes stuffed. It made his cock feel even thicker in my ass. I bit my lip to avoid moaning and drawing attention to us as I settled down on his dick, my skirt hiding how obscene we were right now.

“There, that's my good girl,” Daddy groaned. Then he looked up at Sun. “Why don't you go make a wish in the fountain? After you do, you may cum.”

Sun looked over her shoulder at all the people. “I...I have to...”

Daddy nodded his head.

Sun swallowed and pulled a coin out of her jean shorts pocket. She held it in her tight fist as she marched to the fountain, her ass swaying. I groaned and shifted on Daddy's cock, stirring it in my ass as Daddy pulled out his phone and tapped the screen, controlling our toys.

“Oh, Daddy,” I gasped as the vibrator hummed louder.

“You can cum, too,” Daddy whispered in my ear.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I moaned, my heart racing. People passed us by, but no one commented on me sitting on my daddy's lap. Yes, eighteen was too old to do it, but I didn't care.

Not with his dick lodged into my ass. This was so hot. No one knew the taboo incest going on right beneath their noses. That my barely legal cunt was stuffed with a humming vibrator and my daddy's big, thick dick filled my ass.

It was so hot. I squirmed and clenched down on his girth. My nipples tingled beneath my top as my clit ached from the vibrations. I wanted to scream as my orgasm swelled. I kept shifting, my body twisting at the naughty pleasure.

I was Daddy's good girl. His sex slave. I would do anything for him. This had to prove I was worthy of a choker.

Sun reached the fountain. She tossed in her coin. Daddy tapped the phone, pushing up a slider to its maximum setting. My vibrator didn't hum louder but I saw Sun's legs tremble through the people. Then she fell to her knees and screamed out her bliss.

People paused, staring at the girl kneeling before the fountain, gasping and moaning. Her ass wiggled. I caught sight of it between people's legs as they watched her. I groaned, my hips shifting more.

Daddy's hands grasped my waist and slid me up his lubed cock. My bowels burned at the friction. My pussy ached. The vibrations were amazing. My clit was teased as Daddy's strong arms bulged. He fucked me like a sex toy up and down his ass, the crowd distracted by Sun's loud orgasm.

“That's it, slut,” Daddy groaned. “Make Daddy cum before we're caught. Make him explode in your tight ass.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I panted, my head lolling.

This was so hot. No one glanced at us as Daddy slid my body faster and faster up and down his cock. I trembled and gasped, the pleasure building in side of me. My top slid up, his hands gripping my bare belly, so strong.

My head lolled back. The pleasure swelled inside of me. I had permission to cum, too. I bit my lip, not wanting to be loud like Sun, and shuddered as my pussy and asshole spasmed. The friction increased in my bowels, adding to the bliss exploding in my pussy. The humming vibrator teased my clit and churned waves of rapture through my body.

I grunted, “Daddy, Daddy, yes,” beneath my breath as my body churned with pleasure. “Oh, Daddy, this is so hot.”

“Yes,” he groaned, sliding me faster and faster.

I loved it. His dick felt as good as the vibrator. My legs kicked and my toes curled against my flip-flops I clenched my teeth as the rapture swelled in me. My body squirmed as the pleasure increased.

And no one noticed. They were all fixated on Sun. Murmuring, wondering what was wrong with her. Several people knelt beside her, comforting her. She raised a head, her orgasm past, but she still trembled.

No one knew she was a naughty slut, too.

“Work that ass,” Daddy grunted, sliding me faster. “We don't want to get caught. You need to make Daddy cum.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I panted, the vibrator churning another orgasm through me.

I groaned and grunted, my hips swiveling as Daddy fucked me on his cock. It was so hot. His dick stabbed so deep into me. I moaned and gasped quietly. My eyes stared at all the oblivious people. We fucked right under their noses.

“Cum in me, Daddy,” I groaned. “Flood your daughter's ass with your cum. Do it before we're caught. We'll get in so much trouble. You're such a bad daddy for doing this to your daughter.”

“Mmm, but you're such a good girl for letting me.”

“Yes, yes, you're good girl,” I panted. “I'm yours, Daddy. Yours. You own me. Anything you want. I'm your slave. Let me be your salve. Cum in me and let me be your loving slave.”

Daddy groaned. He slammed me down his cock. His hips bucked beneath me while his hands squeezed my sides. I gasped as his cum splashed into my ass. Hot, thick spurts of incestuous spunk filling me up in the mall.

No one knew. It was our taboo secret.

I loved it. My back arched as my bowels milked his cock. I moaned through clenched teeth, my orgasm peaking inside of me. Daddy groaned as the final spurt erupted into my asshole. His hands relaxed.

“Oh, that was good,” he panted. “So good.” His hand fumbled for his phone on the bench. He shut off the app.

My vibrator died.

“You need to get off me before anyone notices.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I panted. I quickly rose, groaning as his dick popped out of my asshole. I pushed my panties back in place, capturing the flood of his jizz while he quickly zipped up.

“Go check on Sun,” he said. “I'll be at the car.”

I nodded, my coin clutched tightly in my fist. Daddy stood and walked away as I pushed through the crowd to my friend. Sun stood on wobbly legs. “I'm fine,” she told everyone. “I'm so sorry. I get...these stomach cramps sometimes. It was a bad one.”

“We should call your parents,” a woman said.

“Or 911,” groaned a man.

“No, no, I'm fine.” She spotted me. “There's my friend. We were just leaving. Right?”

I nodded my head and reached her. I gave her a friendly hug. “Are you sure you're okay?”

Sun beamed at me. “Absolutely.”

“See, she's fine,” I said. “My dad's waiting to pick us up.”

The crowd broke up around us, walking away, a few giving us strange looks. I didn't care. Let them suspect Sun came. None of them knew I had my daddy's cum leaking out of my ass and flooding my panties.

I threw my coin in and made my wish:
Let me be Daddy's sex slave forever.

Sun hook her arm with mine, her shopping bags clutched in her hand. Daddy had taken mine. “So, how was it?”

“The best,” I answered as we walked away from the fountain. “And how was cumming in front of half the mall?”

She grinned. “I think I'm an exhibitionist. I kept cumming and cumming as they watched me. Some were filming.”

“You wicked slut,” I laughed.

“You're one to talk with a load of your daddy's cum in your ass.”

I beamed at her. As we walked out of the mall, I knew my wish would come true. I would be Daddy's sex slave. He wouldn't need Mom at all.

To be Continued...
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I trembled as I rode beside Daddy in his truck. I squirmed, wearing only my terry cloth bathrobe, the pink cloth caressing my naked body beneath. I bit my lip, my stomach nervous. Today was the big day. Today I would prove to Daddy I was his good girl.

His submissive sex slave.

A week ago, he showed me a gold-chain choker with a unicorn charm dangling on it. We were at the mall with my BFF Sun. The two of us had remote control sex toys inside of us, a vibrator in my pussy and a butt plug in hers. Daddy promised me if I proved myself, he would give it to me. Make me his sex slave.

Then he wouldn't need Mom at all. She could stay at Grandma and Grandpa's house.

I didn't want to think about that. Two weeks were up of the three week trip. It was Saturday, and Mom, along with my bratty sister Alice, would return next Sunday. I had worked so hard this week, obeying Daddy in every way, servicing him with my nubile body. He had taken me so hard. He had fucked me and loved me and used me. All my holes were his.

Daddy knew every inch of my eighteen-year-old body.

And today, at the dungeon, I would show not only Daddy that I was his good girl, but other Master's with their sex slaves. It was so kinky and bold. Daddy was showing me off, confident I wouldn't embarrass him. And the prize...

My slave collar—a gold-chained choker.

So I was nervous. And excited. It was a strange sensation, one minute waves of heat rippled out of my pussy—freshly shaved this morning—and through the rest of my body. I would become so aware of my nipples rubbing against the terry cloth robe, tingling, aching, while I squirmed and rubbed my wet pussy into the cloth.

And then the next minute the nerves would hit me.

My stomach would bubble. I would shudder, panic welling inside of me. My heart fluttered. What if I messed up? What if I failed to submit? What if I embarrassed my daddy? What if someone called the police? Incest was illegal.

I had done so much with him. Last Saturday, I rode my daddy's cock on a bench in the middle of the mall. And his dick wasn't in my pussy, but my asshole. I squirmed and shuddered, fucking him while Sun provided a distraction for us. It was so risky.

I did that. I could do this.

“You'll be fine,” Daddy said, giving me a smile.

He was so handsome. Today he wore a simple t-shirt stretched over his muscular chest and a pair of jeans. His cock bulged the front. He had a boring office job but you would never know it outside of work. He had tattoos covering his body like a dangerous biker and strong eyes.

People saw his gaze and obeyed him.

My mom had all my life. She was his sex slave, but he must have grown tired of her. That was why he trained me. I was younger, my barely legal cunt tighter. She had twins, my bratty sister and me. Her body was getting old. She couldn't compete with me. I was the new model.

And that made me happy. I would have Daddy all to myself when I proved I was his sex slave.

The excitement returned. I bounced on the seat, my long braid swaying behind me, and glanced out the window at the passing cars and pedestrians. None of them knew my daddy was my Master and lover. None had any idea he had taken my cherry in a dressing room at the mall. That I woke him up every morning with a blowjob and swallowed all of his cum like a good girl.

If they noticed us, they would just think a father with his daughter. How innocent. How cute.

A smile crossed my lips and my pussy burned hotter. I crossed my thighs beneath my robe, the itch squirming me. I wanted to masturbate right here and now. Daddy would get mad, not because I was masturbating in his truck—which I had before while we drove—but because he didn't give me permission. I couldn't do anything without
his
permission.

Especially cumming.

I was his submissive. I had to ask permission to go visit Sun or hang out at the mall while he was at work. If I wanted to buy a new tube of lipstick or see a movie, I had to ask. Of course, he said yes usually. Daddy like to dote on me and reward me. I was still his little princess.

He just got to fuck me. It was the way the world worked. All Daddy's should be able to fuck their daughters.

Daddy turned off the main street and soon we were in a residential area. I craned my neck. I had never been to this part of town. The houses grew expensive, large, imposing, with huge swaths of grass and bushes tended to by gardeners. At the end of the street, a large, black gate rose surrounded by high, gray stone walls. Ivy curled along the top, the green splashing color across the gray.

We were here.

There was a small call box. To use it, Daddy had to open his truck door and bend low to use—it was sized for cars. He punched in a few numbers and the pound sign. The pad beeped and then the gate lumbered to the right, rinding open and revealing a large yard. A half-dozen cars crowded the driveway at the end.

The other guests.

My nervousness returned as Daddy drove up the driveway. I bit my lip, staring at the large house. The owner must be rich. According to Daddy, he had a huge, private dungeon where certain activities—like sex—were not frowned upon. Daddy reached the end and parked behind a green sedan. He put the truck into gear and then climbed out.

I swallowed and pulled the handle. I stepped out and landed on the ground in my flip-flops, my robe swirling about my legs. He grabbed his duffel bag—holding his toys, the collection of BDSM gear from the house—and slung it over his shoulder with ease.

I moved to his side, taking his hand. He gave me a fatherly smile, stern but reassuring. “It will be okay. You'll do amazing. I believe in you.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said, my voice a whisper.

I wanted to drag my feet as we approached the door. Today, people other than Daddy and Sun would see me naked. They would touch me, spank me, and even fuck me. Today was my coming out party. If I passed, I would be his sex slave.

And I would pass. I would be his good girl. I wanted nothing more than that in the entire world. I stepped onto the porch, my flip-flops smacking the soles of my shoes, and reached out, pressing the doorbell.

Daddy gave my hand a squeeze.

The slap of bare feet approached. The door opened and a woman knelt, naked, in her earlier thirties, her body tone and fit. A black corset wrapped about her stomach and lifted a pair of ripe breasts into two lush mounds. Silver rings pierced her fat nipples. Her black hair, long and flowing, spread across the floor. On her lower back, there was a tattoo—Master's Cunt.

“Welcome, Master Mark,” the woman purred. “You and your slave are welcomed into my Master's house. Do you need anything? Refreshments?”

“We're fine, Lizzie,” Daddy said, hardly sparing the submissive woman a glance as he led me past her.

I stared at her ass, my head swiveling to look behind me, my eyes locked on her. I spotted her pussy, shaved, a silver ring pierced her clit, a charm dangling from it. I swallowed. She was beautiful. She was what I wanted to be for Daddy.

Daddy paused at a door, and opened it, revealing a small half-bathroom. He glanced at me. I blushed and shrugged out of my bath robe while he swept in to change into his BDSM gear. I stood naked, my nipples hard.

“Are you excited?” the submissive asked, walking over to me, her charm, dangling from her clit, swayed between her thighs and caught the light.

I nodded my head.

“It's Melody, right?”

I nodded my head again as her eyes ran up and down my body.

Her smile grew. “Oh, you're going to be popular. Ripe and young. And so fresh. No ink. No piercings. Your daddy hasn't marked you.”

“Yet,” he said through the door.

I squirmed more, my toes flexing against the hardwood floor. I didn't know what to say.

“It's okay to be a little shy,” Lizzie whispered. “No one down there's going to harm you, just hurt you. And you like being hurt, don't you?”

I nodded my head, remembering the times Daddy clamped my nipples and flogged my back. Pain and pleasure were linked.

“So do I.”

She kept trying to get me to open up as we waited. Daddy finally emerged, wearing leather chaps and a vest, his cock thrusting hard before him, his body so muscular and strong. Beneath the vest, part of his barbwire tattoo was visible. Flames burned up his arms, forever frozen in ink.

He took a hold of my braid and walked, using it as a leash as I padded along beside him. Lizzie followed us. My breathing quickened as we reached the stairs. Loud, dark music thudded up it. Soft, blue and violet lights spilled out of the darkness. Shadows moved. People were down there.

Daddy marched down without any fear. I had to follow. He had a firm grip on my braid. The stairs were wooden, cold. I trembled worse. What was going to happen down there? Could I handle being touched and fondled by strange men?

But Daddy wanted me to be touched.

The stairs led into a large room. Lights on the ceiling flooded soft blues, violets, greens, and reds across the dungeon, each illuminating different type of toys. Ropes hung from one station, the next had a St. Andrews Cross, then a spanking bench, massage tables, and others just had manacles hanging from the walls. Men and women, dressed in various leathers that left them half-naked, sat in chairs or move through the room. The women all had collars or chokers about their necks, head lowered. Some of the sex slaves were as young as me, others older, mothers with their daughters.

I swallowed, my mouth growing dry as I was led into the center. People looked at us. Men nodded to Daddy, calling out, “Master Mark.” He nodded back, addressing them as “Master so-and-so.” I was too nervous to remember names.

One man, tall, broad-shouldered and skin ebony dark used his slave, a girl my age, as his foot rest, his leather boots propped on her back as she knelt before him. An older woman had a magic wand vibrator taped to her thigh and pressed against her pussy humming away. She squirmed and moaned, struggling to stay kneeling and quiet before her Master. Another woman knelt before her master, sucking on his cock. Not hard, like she was trying to make him cum, just enough to give him pleasure. A girl in a pink teddy, with pink cuffs about her wrists connected by a gold chain, perched on her Master's lap. Another good girl for her daddy.

They all stared at me, the men's eyes hungry, devouring my youthful body. Lizzie went to a man and knelt beside his chair. He rested his hand over the top of her hair, like he would with a dog, and she smiled, enjoying the touch.

The man rose, his cock pierced by a gold ring in the tip. He walked forward naked, covered in tattoos, his body strong. He stopped before me. I couldn't help staring at his dick. His hand reached out, cupping my chin and lifting my gaze.

“Master Mark has brought his new girl to play,” the man said. “Melody wants to be a good girl for her Daddy. She wants to work hard. She is free to be touched and groped and fucked, but you can't cum in her holes, only on her body. Her daddy wants her covered in spunk. Dirtied.”

He did?

I trembled as the dick throbbed so hard before me. What would it be like to feel a dick pierced with a ring fucking me? Daddy wanted me to be used by these men, so it was okay for me to lust after them. To enjoy what would happen today.

“Let's all welcome Melody,” the man said, bending down, his lips nearing mine, “before the slut's a complete mess.”

My pussy clenched. I was a slut. Daddy's slut. Then the man kissed me. I froze, shocked, his lips strong. A trickle of juices dripped down my thighs, my body shuddering. All these eyes on me, men and women both.

And then the man broke the kiss and other men had stood up, moving to me, crowding around me. They said their names, but they came at me from every direction. Men seized my face, kissing me hard, thrusting their tongues into my mouth while groping my body. My nipples were pinched hard by rough fingers. My ass groped. My pussy rubbed, fingers coming away wet. I trembled and sighed, my heart beating faster and faster as these strange men touched my body.

And Daddy watched, his arms folded, his eyes hungry. He was there if I grew scared. If I wanted to blurt out my safe word—red light—and end the entire event. But I wouldn't. I would prove to him that I was his slave.

The final Master to kiss me was the Black man, his hard dick rubbing into my stomach. His White slave girl, kneeling at his side, kissed and nuzzled at my hip, stroking my leg as her master devoured my mouth. I trembled, his ebony hands stroking me, arousing me. His dick was thick.

Then he released me. I swayed, breathing hard, my body flushed. So far, this wasn't so bad. I could handle being kissed and touched by other men. It would make Daddy so happy. He came to me, seizing my hair again, a pleased smile on his lips.

And then Daddy led me to the St. Andrew's Cross. It was shaped like an X, manacles falling from the top, others at the bottom. Boots thudded behind me. The other masters moved their chairs, forming a half-circle to watch as Daddy seized my arm and lifted my wrist to the first manacle.

I trembled, facing away from the crowd, but so aware of them watching.

I heard wet sucking as slaves pleased their masters. A woman let out a wet, wanton moan. Flesh slapped together. I trembled, my body growing wetter and wetter as Daddy seized my other wrist and lifted my arm up. The manacle, really a leather cuff, was cinched about my wrist.

“You ready, honey?” Daddy whispered, pressing against me.

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned back.

Daddy bent down and jerked my right ankle to the foot restraint, cinching it tight. I felt open now, my shaved pussy on display. He moved the other one, finishing the X. I swallowed, looking over my shoulders.

“Look at the slut drip,” a man boomed. “She's eager to be flogged.”

“She's a good girl,” a giggly voice said. “She wants to make her Daddy happy.”

“Mmm, yes, she does,” groaned a man. “That ass was made to be flogged. Look at how round it is.”

“Beautiful.”

“She's wiggling her hips. The little slut's eager. Mark lucked out having such a hot cunt for a daughter. Just like her mom.”

They knew my mom? Did that mean she had been in this dungeon? Had she fucked other men while Daddy watched? Had she been chained to this very St. Andrew's Cross and flogged for the amusement of the others?

She had. And now I was her replacement. Younger, sexier, hotter. I wiggled my hips, drinking in their sensation while Daddy opened up his duffel bag to pull out his toys. He had more than a few floggers, some beautiful others homemade by himself. Then he sat aside acrylic canes, thin and flexible. Last a wooden paddle with holes drilled through its broad surface so it could swing faster and smack harder.

“Whip that ass, Mark,” a guy groaned.

Daddy grabbed his moose-leather flogger, the tails thick. It made wonderful, thuddy smacks when it hit. He stood behind me and threw my braid over my shoulder, getting it out of the way. He swung the flail. It swished through the air. I could feel the air brushing my body, the ends almost caressing me, teasing me.

I wiggled, wanting to feel the sting. I was so excited. All these sexy men and hot women watching me, lusting after me. I was the cutest girl here. Daddy had to be so proud of me.

The first slap of the flail struck my shoulder, just the tip, grazing me. I groaned as Daddy swung it in an X pattern. It hit my other shoulder with more of the tail, a thudding smack echoed. Burning warmth radiated out of my back.

He moved in closer, more and more of the flail hitting me. Loud thuds and thwacks echoed as he worked my shoulders and back. I swayed and pulled against my restrains as the warmth built to burning pain.

“Daddy,” I moaned, squirming.

“Look at that ass wiggle. She wants to be spanked there.”

“When she's ready,” Daddy said.

The flail kept landing. It was wonderful. The pain somehow became pleasure. I swayed, sucking in breaths, my pussy growing more and more excited. Juices trickled down my thighs as I squirmed. I bit my lip, the endorphins building, spreading rapture through my mind as the flail thudded harder.

And then it changed directions, slapping upward now, striking the base of my butt-cheeks and dragging up my ass to my lower back. I gasped at the thudding impact. I lurched forward, pressing my round breasts into the cold metal of the cross.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

He picked up the pass, flogging my ass. The pain swelled. And with my legs spread wide, sometimes a lash smacked my wet pussy. I gasped “Daddy” each time, bucking, my ass clenching at the flare of pain transformed into pleasure.

“Oh, yes, Daddy.”

“Do you love it, slut?” he growled, flailing harder, my ass burning.

“So much, Daddy,” I moaned. “You know I do. You know I love it when you lash me. Oh, yes.”

“Listen to her sing,” a slave purred, thick with lust and envy.

“Like a canary.”

The flail kept hitting my pussy. My clit ached. Daddy was teasing me now on purpose, guiding the flail to strike between my legs. I sucked in breaths each time. My breasts bounced as I swayed. My braid pressed between them.

“Daddy, can I cum?” I moaned as he smacked my pussy again.

“I don't know, slut, can you?” The flail smacked my pussy again, my lips aching.

 

I shuddered, fighting my orgasm. “May I cum, Daddy?”

“You may cum as much as you want today.”

The flail cracked on my pussy.

I gasped and came. I twitched as my punishmentgasm roared through me. My head snapped back. The flail kept kissing my ass as I trembled and undulated, the burning heat keeping the pleasure rippling through me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped over and over. “Thank you, Daddy. Thank you for the cum.”

“Ooh, lucky girl,” the gigglish girl said. “Oh, Daddy, can I cum, too?”

“Not now,” her Daddy said.

“Daddy,” she whined as my pleasure continued.

And then the flail stopped kissing me. I sucked in breaths, my pleasure cresting through me. I pressed my tits against the cold metal of the cross, shuddering, my body so alive. I couldn't stop the trembles. I gasped, a hand squeezing my ass.

“Daddy,” I purred as a hard dick pressed against my pussy.

Only this dick had something hard at the tip. Like a ring...

A cock ring.

“You are one hot slut,” the host Master growled before his dick buried into my cunt.

My flesh, still spasming from my orgasm, gripped his dick. His ring was hard, caressing my pussy's walls ahead of his shaft. I trembled, my excited cunt surged with new pleasure as a man I just met fifteen minutes ago fucked me.

He buried into me, his balls smacking into my clit, his groin pressing into my burning ass. He drew back and slammed in again. I gasped, my head lolling about as new pleasure surged through me. He reached around my body, finding my nipples, pinching and rolling them.

Daddy watched, arms folded, an acrylic cane in his hand, one of the thin and flexible ones. He smiled as his friend fucked me. I gasped and groaned, undulating my hips, working back into those hard thrusts.

“What a cunt,” growled the man, his dick pounding me, his groin smacking over and over into my ass. I loved the burning sensation. “So tight and juicy.”

“Thank you for using my young cunt, Sir,” I moaned, my hips undulating, my pussy drinking in the pleasure.

His fingers pinched harder on my nipples, fingernails biting into my sensitive flesh. I groaned and clenched down on him, trembling. His dick fucked so deep and hard into me. The cock ring rubbed at my sensitive flesh, igniting my nerves, driving me towards another orgasm.

And Daddy watched.

I was his good girl. I pleased his friend. My pleasure swelled as the man slammed into me. He grunted with every thrust, enjoying my hot, tight, barely legal cunt. I groaned through clenched teeth, trembling.

“Fuck,” he grunted and ripped his cock out of my cunt. Cum spurted onto my ass. “That's all you're good for, slut. To have cum splattered on your ass.”

“Yes, Sir,” I panted, trembling, so close to cumming and yet denied my release.

The jizz dripped down my burning ass. A final squirt landed on my lower back and ran into my crack. I squirmed, feeling so dirty and humiliated. Which only made my pussy ache more. I was so close to cumming.

I wanted his cock in me. Or anyone else's dick.

But Daddy was ready to play again. He smacked my ass with the acrylic rod. Unlike the flog, which made thudding impacts, this stringed. Badly. I gasped loudly, rising on my tip toes against the pain.

Crack!

The stinging pain shot through me. Tears beaded my eyes and a loud scream escaped my lips. Daddy smacked me fast, slapping the rod over and over. Each one leaving a burning welt and needle-like pain.

“Hear her yelps? So fucking hot.”

“Look at that ass dance.”

The pain was intense. The flog's thudding smacks had relaxed me, but the rod heightened my senses. My heart thudded. I squirmed, fearing the next fall of the rod and yet craving the stinging pleasure and rush of endorphins. It was amazing how the pain could become pleasure and carry me higher and higher. My pussy, still on the verge of cumming, clenched.

Smack!

“Daddy!” I hollered. “That hurts, Daddy.”

“Good.”

Crack!

“Oh, Daddy, please, please. It hurts. It hurts.”

Crack!

I gasped and moaned, singing out the pain, squirming. I didn't fight it. I didn't try to keep it inside of me. It hurt too much to tough through it. And as I screamed, as I tossed back my head, I knew I could stop it at any moment.

But I didn't want it to stop. I wanted Daddy to hurt me. It made us both so happy. My braid slipped over my shoulder and fell down my back again as he played my ass like a drum, smacking the acrylic rod over and over into me.

I hurt everywhere on my ass. It stung so badly. My head swam as rushed into subspace. I swayed in the restraints, the world falling away until there was only the rod smacking my cum-stained ass, driving me wild.

And then the rod stopped and something thrust into me. A cock. Someone fucked me hard, driving a long dick deep into my pussy. I groaned, my ass exploding with pain each time the annonymous Master buried his cock into me.

“Fucking slut,” he snarled. “You love it.”

“I do,” I moaned, my head swaying as the pleasure slammed into my mind. “I'm so glad you're using my cunt to please your cock.”

“It's all it's good for.”

I came.

Those humiliating words sent me over the edge. I bucked and shuddered in his embrace, my pussy spasming about his cock. The world spun about me. Stars danced before my eyes as I spasmed about his thrusting cock. I gasped and sang out my passion. So good. So much pleasure and pain. All of it surging through me.

And the cock kept fucking me. Time had lost all meaning. There was only the sensations my helpless body drank in. He pushed me against the cross as he pounded me, grunting into my ear, using my eighteen-year-old cunt to pleasure his dick.

And then he pulled out of me and more cum spurted onto my ass and back. Hot lines that seemed to burn my flesh as I swayed. My shoulders ached. I pulled on the cuffs, wanting to break free and collapse on the floor.

Swish! Crack!

I screamed. The wooden panel with all the holes smacked into my ass hard. I felt my butt-cheek suck into all the holes as it pulled away with a small pop. I swayed, the pain surging through me. My head tossed.

Daddy stood behind me, cum staining the front of the paddle where it hit me.

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned. “Spank me. Other men fucked me, Daddy. And I came. I was so bad.”

He grinned at me and the paddle swished. Cracked.

I screamed.

The chains rattled over my head. I bucked and convulsed, the pain sending burning waves through me. The thudding impact was intense. Each one brought a momentary sharp awareness to my body. I felt everything, my burning back and shoulders, all the welts on my ass smacked by the paddle, and the swaths of flesh aching from its fall.

Swish! Crack!

“Daddy, yes!” I moaned, lost to the pain and pleasure. It was all the same to me.

In the background, I heard other women moan and gasped, being fucked as their master's watched me being spanked. I inspired such lust in them. I tried to look, but the world spun. It was too much and—

Swish! Crack!

I screamed and thrashed. Another punishmentgasm surged through me. Juices flooded hot down my thighs. I tried to rip myself free of my restraints as the pleasure gripped me. I groaned, aching for more.

“Yes, yes, keep punishing me, Daddy.”

But no more fell.

“Daddy, I need it,” I whined.

“I'll harm you,” he whispered. “Draw blood.”

“I don't care, Daddy. Punish me.”

He kissed me hard over my shoulder. His arms reached up as our tongues met, loosening my manacles. I swayed into his chest as my arms fell limp, my shoulders aching, my muscles burning. Daddy broke the kiss, holding me steady as he bent down to undo the cuffs around my ankles.

I would have fallen if he didn't hold me. He set me down onto a gym mat spread out before it. The world spun above me. The men gathered, their dicks hard. Some jerked their own cock while others had their slaves doing it.

“What a sexy morsel,” the Black Master said. “I love young, White-girl ass.”

“Enjoy her,” Daddy said. “The slut's ready to be used. She wants more.”

“I do,” I moaned. “Use my ass to satiate your cock, Sir.” I stared at that ebony shaft, stroked by his young slave. Her ivory hand could hardly wrap around it.

“Lube me, slut,” he growled.

His young slave fetched lube as the man rolled me over with his foot onto my belly, my burning ass exposed. I trembled, my heart racing, still drifting through sensations. The slave returned, her small hands rubbing his thick cock with lube.

And then he was on me. He was a huge man. I felt like a doll beneath him. His cock smacked into my ass. I gasped at the surge of pain shooting through me. I shuddered, my nipples rasping against the gym mat, my sweaty body sticking to it.

He thrust into my asshole.

“Daddy!” I gasped, my back arching.

He was huge. He stretched me out with his cock's girth. He was bigger than Daddy. I gasped and squirmed as he pounded me. He reamed me so hard. I clenched down on his dick. My bowels burned and then his groin smacked into my bruised, beaten, welt ass.

I screamed again, squeezing even hard on his dick as I thrashed beneath him. It was wonderful. My mind bathed in the duel sensations of pleasure and pain. I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. Maybe it was pleasure burning across my ass and agony churned by his dick thrusting deep into my bowels.

“Oh, that's it, little slut,” he growled, his heavy balls smacking into my taint. “Take it, you little whore. You love it. Say it. Say how much you love my big, Black dick in your ass.”

“I love it,” I moaned. “I love your big, Black dick, Sir. You're stretching my ass out. Yes, yes, thank you for using my ass, Sir. Thank you so much. Keep reaming it. Keep ramming into me. Pound me. Fuck me. Make me explode. Yes, yes, yes.”

“Ooh, Mark, what a hot slut you raised. So tight. So eager to please.”

“She's such a good girl,” Daddy groaned while he fucked his cock into the eighteen-year-old sex slave of the Black man fucking my mouth.

His words shuddered through me and another orgasm wracked my body. I thrashed, my bowels clenching on his thick cock. The world spun about me, surrounded by men jerking their dicks or fucking their slaves.

Daddy groaned and grunted, pounding the slut's mouth, his balls smacking into her chin. I stared at her, tiny breasts topped by pink nipples, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, eager to please my daddy as much as I was to please her Master.

I bucked into his thrusts, grunting at the flare of pain. “Keep fucking my ass, sir. I want you to cum. I want you to be satiated by my body.”

“I will be, slut,” he growled as he plowed into me. “Oh, yes. You're going to feel Papa Bear's jizz painting your ass.”

That wonderful cock kept reaming my ass while Daddy fucked the other slut's mouth. He gripped her blonde hair in his hand as he slammed his cock down her throat. She took him all. I smiled at that as I came again, my bowels massaging Papa Bear's huge cock.

His thrusts forced my clit into the rough mat. My nub throbbed and ached while juices squirted out of my cumming cunt. He was so heavy. So strong. And he used me. Fucked me. I was just a hole to please his cock.

A slut for these men.

“Fucking whore,” he groaned and then ripped his dick out of my ass.

His cum spurted, bathing my burning ass. A soothing, kinky lotion to take away the pain. I groaned, my butt clenching. I sucked in deep breaths as the world spun around me again. I struggled to focus on those who surrounded me.

Daddy knelt before me, his dick dripping with the slut's saliva. He wrenched my head up by the braid and slammed his dick into my mouth. Hot cum boiled into my mouth. I groaned, swallowing down every drop while cum ran down the crack of my ass to my pussy.

“Such a good girl,” groaned Daddy as I swallowed every drop.

Then he let go of me.

More cum flew, splattering across my bare back. It pooled in my spine. Men grunted and women panted. Daddy ripped his cock out of my mouth and another dick replaced it, ramming deep into my mouth, brushing the back of my throat.

The man held me tight and shoved his cock down my throat. I swallowed it, my body trembling. I sucked in breathes through my nose as the strange man pounded my mouth, his balls smacking over and over into my chin.

He used me. I loved it.

Another man gripped my hips up with strong hands and lifted me until I knelt. “Let me guide you in, Master,” a throaty woman purred. And then a new dick rubbed at my pussy. “Fuck her hard, Master.”

I moaned as the dick slammed into my pussy. I knelt between the two men, their dicks slamming over and over into my mouth, spit roasting me like a piece of meat. My breasts swayed beneath me as I rocked beneath them.

I came again.

It was so hot to be used. To be nothing but a fuck toy for these strange men. I felt Daddy's eyes on me the whole time, proud of me. I was his new toy and he was sharing me with his friends. My pussy spasmed about the dick in my cunt as the pleasure rippled through me.

Ecstasy crashed through my mind.

I swayed, my body so tired, but there were men to satiate. Cum splattered my sides, running down to my breasts. Hot streaks of jizz cooled on my skin. It ran across my body, making me feel so dirty. The cock in my mouth ripped out and spurted all across my face, painting me.

“Fucking slut,” the man groaned. “Oh, yes, you are such a pretty slut covered in cum.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I moaned before a new dick replaced it.

The cock in my cunt ripped out and came up my back. The hot spurts fell in lines down me, mixing with the mess already staining my body. I kept cumming, my pussy squirting juices, the air full of my tart musk.

And then a new cock slammed into my spasming depths. “Yes, I love such young cunt.”

The men used me and the other girls. They painted my body in jizz. It covered me. I swam in a sea of bliss and agony. My ass hurt. They liked to spank it as they fucked me or pull hard on my braid as they slammed their dicks into my mouth.

Daddy fucked me once, spurting his incestuous seed deep into my cunt. It ran out of me in a hot flood as someone else fucked my ass again. I lost track of my orgasms. My entire body buzzed as I fell onto my side, trembling, lying in a puddle of men's jizz.

Fucked out.

“Here you go, honey,” a voice said, deep but gentle. “Drink this.”

I blinked, the world still spinning. Daddy knelt before me, pressing a plastic bottle into my hand. A sports drink. I brought it to my lips, gulping the blue, vaguely berry-flavored drink down. I was so thirsty. I tilted it back as I sat up. Daddy wrapped my bathrobe about my shoulders.

“That's it, baby. How do you feel?”

“Amazing,” I moaned. “But so tired.”

He smiled. “You did good.” He pressed a chocolate bar into my other hand. “Eat and drink, honey.”

He stroked me through the bathrobe as I finished the sports drink then nibbled on the chocolate bar. I trembled. Shakes wracked my body as I came down from the high of subspace and all the orgasms I had experienced.

“Did I please you, Daddy?” I asked after swallowing a bite of chocolate. I already felt better, more alert, the world coming into focus.

“So much. The choker's waiting for you at home.”

I smiled and bit off a large hunk of chocolate. I chewed on it as Daddy helped me stand. He slipped my arms through the robe then pulled it closed for me and knotted it shut, hiding all the cum staining my body. He had his jeans on again, though he still wore his leather vest with no shirt. He was such a handsome, hunky man. He hefted his duffel bag with ease.

“Come on, honey.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

The ride to the dungeon had taken forever. My excitement had me so heightened, so aware of the world, time moved so slow. The ride back was different. I nibbled on the chocolate and sipped from another energy drink in a daze. Daddy talked to me, telling me how proud he was and how I was his good girl. I felt so warm and loved and drowsy. The trip passed in a blur. I had finished my chocolate bar and drank about half of the second sports drink, this one purple flavor, by the time we got home. Daddy pulled his truck into the drive. It was growing dark.

“What time is it, Daddy?”

“Almost nine.”

“Six hours?” I gasped. “That's how long we were playing?”

He grinned at me. “Got a little lost in subspace, did you?”

“And all those dicks, Daddy. Fucking me. Making me cum.” I shuddered beneath the bathrobe. “I'm so sticky.”

“We'll get you in a bath and get you all clean.”

“With bubbles?” I asked.

“Of course, baby.”

I beamed, eager for my bubble bath. Daddy climbed out of the car then hurried around to help me down. My legs were still a little wobbly. I was so exhausted. My stomach gave a loud growl, but I needed a bath first.

Daddy hefted me in his arms. I smiled up at him as he carried me to the front door. I could fall asleep in his arms. He had to set me down to unlock the door. I stumbled in after him and automatically stripped out of the bathrobe.

I had to be naked inside the house.

I stared down at my round breasts and stomach, streaked with silver, the drying cum flacking off of me. My ass burned so bad. I poked back there and winced. I was bruised and welted. I would feel it for days, proof that I was a good girl.

I turned and froze.

Mom stood there watching me, wearing her conservative dress, looking like a fifty's housewife save for her long hair in a dark braid. Her arms were folded beneath her large breasts as she studied my naked, cum-stained body.

My stomach sank. She was home early. And now she knew I was Daddy's sex slave. That he seduced me and fucked my eighteen-year-old pussy. My lower lip quivered. It was all over.

Nothing would ever be the same.

To be continued...
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I trembled as I faced my mother. She stood in the entrance to the house, her arms folded beneath her breasts, her long hair gathered in a braid that was a twin for mine. She wore her typical, conservative dress, looking like a fifty's housewife.

I was naked. My eighteen-year-old body was covered in the silvery streaks of dried cum. Daddy stood behind me. We had just returned from the private dungeon owned by one of Daddy's friends. There—before a dozen other Master's and their slave girls of various ages, including a few my age—I had been flogged, canned, and spanked before every man there fucked me and came on me.

It was all to prove I was Daddy's good girl. In the two weeks since Mom had left to take care of her aging parents, I had fulfilled all her roles in the house. I cooked all the meals, kept the house clean, and performed her wifely duties.

I fucked Daddy and I loved it.

I was his sex slave now. I proved it today. I was good and finally had earned the right to wear a choker, my slave collar. I was supposed to get it when we returned home. But all my joy had evaporated when I saw Mom.

She was home a week early.

She knew Daddy was my lover.

She would be furious. It was incest. It was cheating. She would be furious with Daddy. She would call the police and file for divorce and everything would be ruined. Why couldn't she just stay with Grandma and Grandpa and my stupid sister Alice. Why did she have to come back?

Tears beaded my eyes. I trembled. I should say something, anything, but what could I say?

“Well, that's it?” Mom asked, arching an eyebrow. “That's how you greet your mother after not seeing her for two weeks?”

I blinked then my jaw dropped.

“I thought I raised you better than that,” she said.

“So did I,” rumbled Daddy.

I glanced back at him. He wore a pair of blue jeans and a leather vest that left his bare chest half-exposed. He was muscular and covered in barbwire tattoos. Fiery tattoos covered his arms like sleeves, and a naked woman, kneeling, a collar about her throat adorned his arm. He was so sexy and handsome. I loved him so much.

And there was disappointment in his eyes.

I swallowed. “I-it's nice to see you, Mom.”

“No hug? No kiss on the cheek?” My mom shook her head. “I'm sorry, Sir, for not raising her better.”

“You've done a fine job,” Daddy answered. Then he gave my ass a smack.

I yelped. My ass was a mass of bruises from being spanked and caned. My entire back hurt from the flogging. I took a step forward, trembling, then swallowed and approached my mom. I glanced at her, biting my lip, afraid she would turn into a monster, that this apparent acceptance was all a ruse to trick me.

I hugged her, stood on my toes, and gave her a chaste kiss on the cheek. Her arms went around me, resting on my lower back. When I tried to break away, she wouldn't let go. I squirmed, swallowing, wondering what she would do to me.

“I think you can give me a better kiss than that, all things considered.” She had a wicked smile on her lips that definitely was at odds with her fifty's housewife look. “I mean, you've sucked your daddy's cock after all.”

“Mom,” I gasped and blushed. Hearing her say it was so embarrassing. I squirmed in her arms.

“I heard you and Sun enjoying his cock last weekend.” She gave a wicked giggle. “Mmm, it was so hot fingering my cunt while hearing you suck and bob on his dick. And it was such naughty sounds the two of you made.”

That was last Saturday. Sun, my best friend and now lover, had spent the night. Daddy showed us his dungeon Friday night then on Saturday, he took us to the mall were he teased us with vibrators and fucked me in the ass in public. But before we went shopping, we sucked his cock while he had phone sex with Mom.

“I can't believe you heard us,” I groaned, even more embarrassed.

“Oh, you blush prettily. Now give your mom a proper kiss.”

Before I could move, her lips bent down and seized mine. I stiffened. Her lips were so soft yet hungry. Her hands tightened on my burning back, pulling my naked, cum-stained body close to hers. She moaned, her tongue brushing my lips. I squirmed more, so aware that Daddy watched us.

My pussy boiled with excitement. My arms tightened about my mom and I kissed her back. Our tongues met. My eyes closed. I became so aware of the swell of her large breasts through her blouse. I sighed, my pussy growing hotter and hotter, my hips undulating, pressing against her.

And then she broke the kiss. “Ooh, that's more like it.” She pressed her forehead against mine, the tips of our noses brushing. “I missed you. I'm so glad you took care of your daddy while I was gone. I'm so proud of you, Melody.”

“You are?”

“She needs a bath, slave,” Daddy said, walking up beside us. Mom broke away and then threw her arms around Daddy's neck and kissed him.

My eyes widened at the passion of it. Mom melted against Daddy. She clung to him like I did, with all the desperate desire of a schoolgirl. And Daddy responded. He kissed her hard. His hands seized her ass, squeezing it like it was his property.

It was. Mom was his slave. She wore a choker around her neck, a heart-shaped pendant dangling from it. She had worn it every day that I could remember. Sometimes I wondered if she took it off to sleep. It was the symbol of her submission.

And soon I would get my own.

Disappointment soured through me. I hoped I would be Daddy's new slave, replacing Mom, but it was clear that he loved her so much. I blinked away tears as they kept kissing and kissing and kissing, Mom grinding on him like a wanton whore in heat.

Finally, the broke the kiss. Mom panted. “Two weeks. I missed you so much, Sir. So much.”

“I know.” He stroked her braid—Daddy liked braids, he used mine as a leash. “I missed you, slave.”

“Even with Melody here?” Mom had a mischievous smile on her lips.

“Even with Melody.” He glanced at me. “Though she was such a sweet distraction.”

That was it? Just a distraction? I squirmed, fighting tears.

“Oh, don't say it like that,” Mom said. “Look at her, you're breaking her heart. You loved every second of her submission, didn't you, Sir?”

“Careful,” Daddy said, his voice stern.

“Sir,” she said, her voice tight. “Show your daughter how much you love her and how much her submission has meant to you.”

“Are you giving me an order, slave?”

She flashed a sweet smile. “Never, Sir, just wifely advice. But if you felt I went too far, I will go fetch the belt or cane or paddle and you can discipline me right now.”

Daddy groaned then broke away. He walked over to me and lifted my chin, staring into my eyes. “I love your mother.”

I nodded my head, tears built in the corners of my eyes, crested, then fell down my cheeks.

“But that doesn't me I don't love you as much.” His strong thumb brushed away my tear. “Watching you obey, watching you transform into my good girl has been wonderful. I cherished every second of it. So don't cry. And don't think it ends. You and your mother will both serve me from now on.”

“Together,” Mom said, her voice as excited as a teenager's. “I've been dreaming of this since I delivered you and Alice.”

“Alice, too?” I gasped. “But she's so...”

“Bad?” Daddy grinned. “We'll straighten her out.”

Then he kissed me. And it was as wonderful as the kiss he shared with mom. I could tell. Just as much passion. I trembled in his arms. He held me. So strong. His lips were rough, the opposite of Mom's. I closed my eyes and let myself get lost to his love.

Daddy still loved me. I was still his good girl.

Daddy broke the kiss, a hint of a smile on his lips. “June, I believe I commanded you to bathe my new slave.”

“You did, Sir. And it was horrible of me to delay.” Mom took my hand. “Come on, sweetie. You are covered in cum. Lucky slut.”

I blushed again. It was so weird. I let Mom lead me away from Daddy. I threw a look over my shoulder at him. He watched us both, his cock straining his jeans. He wanted this. Mother and daughter sharing incestuous passion and serving him.

What a wicked Daddy.

My pussy grew hotter, juices trickling down my thighs, as Mom led me by the hand upstairs to the Master Bathroom. I had come to think of it as mine, just like the Master Bedroom. She nodded in approval when she saw how clean it was.

“Boy, Daddy really spanked you hard,” she said in the bathroom. She admired my ass. “What a delicious shade. Purple and red. I bet it hurts.”

“So much.”

“And you love it, right?”

I nodded my head. “It reminds me that I was his good girl and submitted.”

“And you're a masochist just like your mom.” She smiled. “Two weeks and not spanked once. It's been torture. And your sister...”

“Where is Alice?”

“At Donna's. She's spending the night. Out of our hair.” My mom paused. “We'll need your help to break her in. I know she wants it, no girl gets in that much trouble when she knows her daddy will spank her if she doesn't get off on it.”

I blushed, understanding.

“But that's for later,” she said. She let out a purr. “Mmm, but you have a tight, little body. And these breasts.” I gasped as Mom cupped my round, naked tits. She squeezed them then her thumbs brushed my hard nipples. I shivered at the sensations. “Youthful and firm. I bet your daddy loved them.”

“He did...does, Mom.” I squirmed. “It's so weird to hear you say this stuff.”

“Because you thought I'm your stuffy mom.” She winked at me. “Just because I dressed like this? I know, it's so conservative. I look like the type of woman that wouldn't know what to do with a cock.”

I giggled.

“Which is why your Daddy make me dress like this. It makes him so hard because he knows I'm wearing the sluttiest underwear on beneath. Because I am his whore. I'll do anything for him. I've fucked so many men while he watched, pleasing them to make him happy. He's even prostituted me.”

“Men paid Daddy to have sex with you?”

“And I came so hard as he sold me.” She shivered and squeezed my tits. “Ooh, let's get you bathed and we'll talk. No more secrets.”

Mom turned on the faucet, kneeling by the bath like she had when I was a child, sticking her hand underneath it, making sure the water was just the right temperature before she put in the stopper. The water filled and she grabbed the bottle of pink bubbles.

It should have been in the other upstairs bath. The one I normally used.

“You were expecting to bathe me?” I blinked.

“Sweetie, your Daddy and I worked this out before I left. Right down to me catching you coming back from the dungeon. He thought it would be funny if it was a surprise. I wanted to tell you right after he seduced you, but he likes his little jokes.”

“He does?” I had trouble believing that. Daddy was always so...remote. Strong. Authoritative. He sometimes didn't seem like a real person but a force of nature. A sexy, dominating presence demanding my submission and giving me such ecstasy.

“Yes.” she swirled her hand through the water as it filled, the pink bubbles spreading, the bubblegum flavor brushing my nose. “Now hop in, and I'm going to wash every inch of your body.”

The way she said it sent an excited flutter through me. There was no denying the sexual nature of her words. “Yes...Mommy.”

She smiled. “Mommy. You haven't called me that in years. I love it. Now get your cute keister in the bath. Daddy wants you scrubbed clean.”

I did. I groaned as I sank in. The warm water rose up my thighs and then engulfed my sore ass. I it was heavenly. I knelt in the water then leaned back. She shut it off, the water only filling up to just above my waist, leaving my stomach and breasts dry. I sighed again, my bruised ass drinking in the warmth.

While Mommy stripped.

I watched her, suddenly eager to see what she looked like. I had caught glimpses of her naked body before. I even once saw Daddy spank her in their bedroom, the door cracked open. She had such a beautiful ass. But this was different.

She was stripping for me.

She worked down the buttons of her blouse. It was so frumpy and boring. And then I smiled as her bra came into view, bright red and covered in frilly lace. The fabric was mesh, her nipples poking through hard. It was a whore's bra.

A slave's bra.

She smiled as she unzipped her skirt. “You like Mommy's bra?”

I nodded my head. “It's so wicked.”

“I love wearing it around people. They have no idea.” Her skirt fell off. She wore a thong, the waistband matching lace to the bra, the cloth diving down the front of her shaved pussy also mesh, her clit and engorged pussy lips pressing against it.

“You're wet.”

“Well, I have a sexy daughter to bathe,” she smiled then unfastened her bra. It clasped in the front. Her large breasts spilled out, nipples hard. I groaned and squirmed, pressing my thighs together as I admired them. I had sucked on Sun's small tits. Now I wanted Mom's.

She knelt beside the tub, only in her thong, and grabbed the loofah. She squirted body wash into the pink sponge and worked it into a froth. Then she reached into the bath and pulled out my right leg, lifting it up.

I shuddered as she ran the sponge up and down my calf, washing away the remaining traces of cum. I groaned, shivers running up my leg to my pussy as she washed me. Her eyes burned as she stared at me.

“So you always knew you wanted me and Alice to be Daddy's sex slaves?”

She nodded. “Just like I was your Grandpa's sex slave.”

My eyes widened. “What?”

Mom smiled, the sponge washing farther down my leg to my thigh. “Yes, your Grandfather,
my
Daddy, was such a handsome man when I was younger. It's such a shame his health is failing. He took my cherry while Grandma held my legs apart. Ooh, that was amazing. You know that feeling.”

My pussy clenched as I remembered Daddy taking my cherry in the changing room. “Yes.”

“I was his sex slave. He took me to dungeons. It's where I met your Daddy. He was just getting into the lifestyle and, well, we had a lot of fun playing together.”

The sponge washed farther down my thigh. My pussy tingled, my toes curling. I wanted her to wash my dirty cunt.

“So you stopped being your Daddy's good girl?” I asked, shocked.

“I did. Because I fell in love with Mark. Your Daddy.” Her smile was radiant. “So Grandpa sold me to Daddy as part of our wedding ceremony. When he gave away the bride, it was quite literal. That's where your Daddy gave me this choker.” She touched the heart-shaped locket about her neck.

“How could you?” I asked. It...offended me that she would stop being her Daddy's good girl. “I would never stop being Daddy's girl.”

Mommy laughed. “Oh, we'll see. When you meet that special Dom that makes your heart flutter, you might change your mind.”

“Never,” I said, shaking my head.

She just gave me a smile. Then she slid the sponge up my leg, away from my pussy. I moaned in disappointment then gasped as her tongue licked at the sole of my foot to my toes. I groaned, shuddering as her tongue swirled around my toes then she sucked on them, her cheeks hollowing.

Funny sensations washed down my thighs to my pussy. I gasped, my cunt clenching. It was...so different. Almost ticklish, but so exciting. I leaned back, letting Mommy worship my toes, sucking them clean while she stroked my calf with her fingernails, lightly scratching.

“Mommy, yes,” I sighed.

She popped her mouth off my big toe. “Like that, slut.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good. I'm so glad you're as much a slut as your mother.”

As she sucked my toe back into her mouth, I moaned, “Me, too, Mommy. Daddy's slut.” Always. I would never give him up. I would be his good girl forever.

The sucking on my toe made my head swim. I groaned, my eyes fluttering. I squirmed as she worked her way from toe to toe, each one making me more and more excited. The water splashed and the bubbles washed against my stomach as I squirmed.

Then she switched foots, stroking and cleaning with the sponge while her tongue swirled and her lips nibbled. My breasts heaved as my excitement grew. The sponge crept down my thigh, washing in circles, nearing my pussy.

“Please,” I moaned as she neared my pussy, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked my toe. “Please, wash my dirty cunt.”

Her mouth popped off. “Such a dirty cunt. How many dicks fuck you?”

“I don't remember. A lot. A Black Master fucked me up the ass. His cock was huge.”

“That would be Master Rex. And did he have Tiffany, his White slave, with him?”

I nodded my head. “She lubed his cock.”

“Mmm, you are making Mommy's cunt so wet picturing that big, Black dick reaming your tiny, White ass.” Her hand slid the sponge up my thigh to my stomach. She leaned over, her tits resting on the lip of the bathtub. “And did you cum?”

“So hard, Mommy,” I moaned. “Like when Daddy fucks me. I kept cumming and cumming.”

The sponge washed circles across my stomach, cleaning off the dried cum staining my flesh. I groaned and squirmed, my poor pussy begging for attention. Everywhere the sponge touched me sent rippling tingles across my skin, ending at my clit and making it ache more and more.

Mom purred as she washed the sponge higher. “They drenched your tits. They really liked cumming on them.”

“And my ass,” I moaned as the sponge grazed the bottom swell of my breasts.

“I can't blame them. You have your mother's ass.”

I giggled with her. The jealousy I felt earlier was gone. I was glad we were both able to talk to free, to share our kinky desires. There were no barriers between us. We could talk about anything. How many other mothers and daughters could say that? How many mothers were afraid to admit all the naughty things they've done in their bedroom, ashamed of what they did? How many daughters were terrified that their mothers would judge them for the new desires raging through their barely legal bodies?

“I love you, Mommy,” I said.

She paused then a huge smile crossed her lips. “Love you, too, sweetie.”

“Will you wash my cunt now?”

She laughed. “Little sneak. No. Besides, have you asked our Master for permission if you can cum?”

“No, Mommy,” I sighed as she went back to washing me.

She leaned over as her sponge washed the bottom of my breast. I gasped as she sucked my nipple, covered in dried cum, into her mouth. Tingles shot down to my clit as she swirled her tongue about my nub.

“Oh, Mommy, yes, clean up all those men's cum. Make me clean for Daddy.”

She dropped the sponge into water as she sucked and licked, abandoning pretense. Her hand slid up my side and cupped my other breast. I leaned my head back, squirming, my poor pussy growing even hotter, itching to be touched. I clenched my hands on the bathtub's rim, fighting the urge to finger myself.

Her lips popped off my nipple and her tongue swirled around my breast. She licked in circles around my mound, cleaning up the jizz with her tongue. It was so naughty. She was such a slut. I loved it.

“Mommy, yes,” I moaned. “Ooh, yes. You're slut just like me. Mmm, clean up all that cum. You love it.”

“So much,” she moaned. “I wish it was fresh. That would be even better.”

“Yes,” I moaned in agreement, squirming at the wicked thrill. “Maybe Daddy will cum on my tits and you can lick me clean.”

“Oh, he will. And I will.”

Her mouth licked over to my other breast, falling a line of silvery cum. She licked around my breast, her own tits dangling. I squeezed one and she moaned. Her breast was so soft and pillowy, not firm like mine or Sun's. I found her nipple, so fat. I rolled it between my fingers, bringing more moans from her lips.

She sucked on my left nipple as both my hands played with her breasts. It was so hot to roll and pinch those nipples between my fingers. I once nursed from these breasts. I shuddered, releasing her nipples. My fingers dug into her soft tits as the excitement swelled through me.

“Oh, Mommy, yes,” I groaned. “Oh, yes. Clean my nipple with your mouth. Oh, yes. Such a wicked Mommy. I love it. You're making my pussy so hot. I hope you'll clean it next. With your tongue. Oh, Mommy, I want you to eat my pussy. That would be so hot. We could lick each other while Daddy watches.”

The door opened. Daddy walked in. Mom sucked harder. She wiggled her ass as Daddy watched us. I groaned, my nipple aching in Mommy's ass. My fingers pinched her nipples hard as I stared at Daddy's naked body.

His cock hardened before him, swelling as he watched the incestuous sight of his wife sucking on his daughter's nipple. I groaned, my eighteen-year-old body shuddering as a new wave of hot lust washed out of my cunt.

“Daddy, she's washing me. She's getting me all clean for you.”

“I can see that,” he groaned. “Your Mommy always was an obedient slut.”

Mommy sucked harder, moaning about my nipple. She was excited by Daddy watching. I understood. She wiggled her ass at him, enticing him. She had a hot pussy beneath her thong just like I did. She was dripping wet, eager to be fucked by her husband and master.

I felt so close to my mom. We were the same.

Her teeth nipped my nipple. I gasped at the pain, shuddering in the bath. She had a smile on her lips. She knew I loved it. She bit again, tugging on it, stretching out my nipple and bringing a low groan from my lips.

“Damn, June,” Daddy groaned. “I pictured this, but to see you do it... Have you washed her pussy yet?”

Her mouth popped off my nipple. “I waited for you to arrive, Sir. How do you want me to wash her? Sponge? Fingers? Tongue?”

“Fingers.” He fell to his knees behind Mommy and smacked her ass. “Finger our little girl's cunt, slave. Make her cum. She's earned it. You should have seen it, June. How she was in the dungeon. She's just like you. She loved every moment of it. She hit subspace and didn't want me to stop. The spankings were on the verge of drawing blood.”

Mommy smiled at me. Her wet fingers trailed down between my breasts, leaving beads of water behind. I squirmed as she went lower and lower. This time she would reach my pussy and she would make me cum.

Daddy had given us permission.

I stared into her dark eyes as she went lower and lower. I trembled as she reached my stomach. Her fingers circled around my bellybutton. I moaned as she teased me. A wicked smile cross her lush lips. My nipples tingled, remembering Mommy sucking on me.

And then her fingers dipped beneath the water and brushed my shaved pudenda. She caressed my pubic mound as I spread my legs wider apart. Daddy's eyes watched her, hungry. His hand held her braid. I licked my lips as she went deeper beneath the water, her fingers growing nearer and nearer to my aching sex.

She touched my clit.

“Mommy,” I squealed. It was the lightest graze, but I was so excited my clit throbbed and pleasure sparked through me. Water splashed as my hips bucked. My ass flared with pain as I sat back down. But it was worth it.

Mommy gasped, her eyes widening. Daddy grunted and his groin smacked into Mommy's ass. He fucked her. Mommy purred her delight, hips undulating back into Daddy's thrusts as her fingers stroked my vulva, sliding up and down, teasing my engorged flesh but staying away from the really sensitive bits.

“June,” Daddy grunted. “You practiced your kegels?”

“Every day, Sir.” Mommy's face contorted and Daddy groaned. “See.”

“Yes,” he growled, chest rippling as he plowed Mommy hard.

“Kegels?” I panted as her fingers traced my pussy lips, brushing my engorged labia.

“Exorcising your pussy muscles to keep your cunt nice and tight so you can do this...” Her face contorted and Daddy groaned. “And make your Master feel amazing.”

“Yes,” he grunted. “Your mother has a tight cunt.” Daddy smacked her ass. “Such a cunt. Damn, I missed your pussy, slave.”

“I missed your cock, Sir.”

It was so hot. Her fingers stroked me faster and faster. I squirmed, sharing this moment with my family. Her fingers pressed into my folds, caressing me and sending such wonderful delights shooting through me.

“Oh, Mommy, yes. Clean my dirty cunt.”

“Such a dirty cunt,” purred Mommy. She smiled at me and then shoved two fingers into my depths.

I groaned, my back arching and breasts jiggling. She pumped them in and out while Daddy fucked her so hard. It was so hot. I clenched my pussy over and over on her fingers, exercising her cunt, keeping myself nice and tight for Daddy.

She smiled at me, nodding her head, encouraging me. I moaned, humping into her fingers as I clenched and relaxed my cunt. The friction intensified whenever I squeezed. It was so wonderful. The pleasure swelled through me. I buzzed with incestuous delight.

“Finger our little girl's cunt, slave,” groaned Daddy. “I want her to cum on your fingers. You're such a naughty Mommy. To want your little girl fucked by her Daddy. To finger her cunt. Such a bad Mommy, slave.”

“So bad, Sir,” moaned Mommy.

Her fingers pumped faster and faster in and out of my cunt. Her thumb found my clit. I gasped and bucked as she rubbed fast circles. Bubbly water splashed. Foam flew as my legs kicked out of the water. I groaned and gasped, the pleasure building and building inside of me.

She fingered me as fast as Daddy fucked her. As his hips sped up, so did her fingers. I moaned, trembling. My clit ached beneath her thumb while I clenched my pussy over and over on her fingers. The bliss swelled through me.

“I'm going to cum, Daddy. Mommy's making me cum. She's such a bad Mommy.”

“So bad,” he growled and smacked Mommy on the ass.

She groaned in delicious pain, her face twisting. “Yes, yes, such a bad Mommy. I need to be disciplined.”

Crack!

“Yes,” she gasped, shoving her fingers so deep inside of me.

And then they curled. I gasped as they slid along the top of my pussy wall and found this special spot. The pleasure came to life as she attacked me at that wonderful spot, nerves carrying pleasure through me. I bucked in the water. It splashed over the rim, wetting her dangling tits. Bubbles dripped from tits as my body tensed.

“I'm going to cum, Daddy. Yes, yes, yes!”

“Cum, whore! Cum for Daddy!”

“Yes!”

I was a good girl and came.

My pussy spasmed on Mommy's thrusting fingers. Such joy burned in her eyes as the pleasure shot through me. Daddy grunted, watching me as he kept fucking Mommy. Her fingers kept attacking that spot in my pussy, massaging me, driving me wild. I gasped and grunted. I couldn't take the bliss. Stars danced before my eyes.

“That's it, sweetie. Cum for Daddy, slut. Ooh, yes. You're such a whore. You love it when Mommy fingers your cunny!”

“Love it!”

“Oh, yes,” groaned Mommy as another orgasm burst inside of me. I thrashed harder. “Oh, yes, she's cumming, Sir. Our baby girl is cumming so hard.”

“She's beautiful.”

“May I cum, too, Sir?” Mommy asked, her voice thick. “Please, please, Sir.”

“Yes.”

I bolted up as I came and seized my mommy's head. We kissed as we both orgasemed. She moaned into my mouth, shuddering on Daddy's cock. I savored the thrill of her fingers caressing my cunt. The pleasure carried me higher and higher.

We shared our joy.

And then her fingers withdrew. Our lips parted. I panted over and over. Daddy stood up, his cock dripping with Mommy's juices. He was still hard. I blinked. “Didn't you cum, Daddy?”

Mommy let out a purring moan. “Your daddy knows how to hold it back to please his women.”

“I thought we were supposed to please him.”

Mommy smiled. “We are. But you know how much your daddy loves to make you cum. He's a man. He can't help himself. He has to make you squeal. And since he's a man, he can control himself. He doesn't pop off like a boy does the moment he sticks it into hot cunt.”

I giggled.

Mommy helped me out of the bath. She dried me with a towel as Daddy headed to the bedroom, his dick so hard. I had a feeling I would be satisfying him soon. I groaned as Mommy dried me, then she gave me a hot, quick kiss on the lips.

I loved her so much. I was glad to share Daddy with him. It was so wrong of me to think I was replacing her. Daddy loved us both.

I guess he even loved Alice.

Mommy led me out into the bedroom. Candles burned through the room. I guess I know why Daddy didn't enter the bathroom right away. The air smelled of delicious vanilla. Daddy stood before the bed, cock hard, his hands behind his back.

“Kneel,” he commanded.

Mommy and I obeyed, his cock right before us. I ached to lean forward and lick my Mommy's juices off of him. Though I Mommy had just dried off my body, I was still wet between my thighs. Hot and juicy and ready to be filled by Daddy's cock. Though I fucked all those other guys this afternoon, Daddy's was the dick I truly craved.

“Melody,” he said. “Today you submitted. You let me parade you before other men. You let me whip you, cane you, spank you and more. You submitted to their lusts. You took them one after the other while I had the pleasure of watching.

“You submitted to me in every way.” His hands came around from his back. He held a jewelry box. My heart constricted. “I want you to be my slave. To live and breathe submission the way your mother does.” The box opened with a click. Inside was the choker he showed me at the mall last week: a unicorn charm dangling from the tight band of gold. “If you accept my collar, you are mine to do with as I please. To discipline. To love. To fuck. To give to others. Do you accept?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I said without hesitation, tears falling down my cheeks. “Yes, yes, yes. I'm your good girl.”

Mommy let out a happy sniffle while Daddy smiled at me. He pulled out the choker.

“Stand, slave.”

I did and lifted back my braid. He slipped the choker around my neck. It was tight. I could feel it collaring me, the unicorn dangling at the hollow of my throat. The clasp clicked behind me and I shuddered.

I was his truly.

More tears fell.

“I'm yours, Daddy.”

His hands slid up from my throat and cupped my cheeks. Thumbs brushed away tears. And then he kissed me. Hard, passionate. I trembled against him. He owned my mouth. His wet cock pressed into my stomach as he pulled me close. He was so hard.

He needed to be satiated.

He broke the kiss. “On your hands and knees on the bed, slut,” he snarled. “Your master is hard and needs your cunt's satisfaction.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

My breasts jiggled as I raised around him. I fell onto the king-sized bed, trembling on my hands and knees. Like Mommy had in the bathroom, I wiggled my ass at him. Mommy, holding her cell phone and recording, slipped onto the bed before me, legs spread, her pussy wet and juicy and begging to be licked.

Daddy knelt behind me, his cock nudging the folds of my pussy. “Lick your mother and make her cum. Thank her for bathing you, slut.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned.

Daddy thrust into my pussy as I pressed my lips into Mommy's cunt. She had a rich, tangy flavor. I moaned as I devoured her pussy, my tongue sliding through her fat folds as Daddy's cock buried to the hilt inside of me.

“Yes,” Mommy moaned, filming me devouring her pussy. “Yes, yes, that's the cunt that birthed you, slut. Oh, yes. The cock that impregnated me is fucking your cunt will you devour my pussy. Oh, yes, whore. Eat me.”

Her dirty words spurred me on. I moaned as I devoured her, my hips shaking, bucking back into Daddy's thrusts. His balls smacked over and over into my clit as he pounded me. His thrusts were hard and fast. He grunted each time he slammed into me, enjoying my barely legal cunt.

My hips swiveled. My breasts jiggled beneath me as my tongue flailed through Mommy's wet folds. I drank down her juices. They coated my lips and chin. So much flowed out of her as she humped against my lips.

I clenched my pussy down on Daddy's cock, pleasing him and giving him a tight cunny. The friction was wonderful. Pleasure shuddered through me. I moaned into Mommy's pussy, my fingers digging into the bedspread.

“That's it, whore,” snarled Daddy. “I own you now. You're mine, Melody. My good girl. My slut.”

“Yes,” moaned Mommy. “Two sluts who will do anything for you. Soon it'll be three. Melody will turn Alice into a good girl, too.”

“Yes,” grunted Daddy, excited by adding my fraternal twin sister to the incestuous fun.

My pussy clenched hard on Daddy's cock. I would have to seduce my sister and show her what she truly needed. To be Daddy's slut. To be his whore like I was. To take his cock in her tight cunny and make him feel amazing.

I came.

The orgasm swelled out of my depths. I moaned into Mommy's cunt as I trembled. I shoved my tongue deep into her hole as my pussy spasmed hard about Daddy's cock. His thrusts sent more and more rippling pleasure shooting through me, prolonging my bliss. I groaned, trembling, loving the feel of his dick sliding in and out of my cunny.

My daddy's big cock.

“Don't stop licking my cunt, slut,” moaned Mommy. “Daddy told you to make me cum. Do it. Eat your mommy's cunt. Make her cum. Oh, yes, slut. Mmm, my baby-slut. I raised you. I've masturbated so many times thinking about this. Yes, yes, yes.”

I licked at my wicked Mommy's pussy. She was so wonderful. I was so glad I had both my parents to love and please. My tongue swirled up to her clit. I sucked on it as I rocked back into Daddy's thrusts. Another orgasm built in me. He kept fucking me, controlling himself, giving me pleasure, rewarding me for being his good girl.

My hands wormed beneath Mommy's ass, squeezing her cheeks as she humped against my mouth. Her pillowy tits shook. She seized one and brought her nipple to her lips, sucking so hard her cheeks hollowed.

“Damn, June,” grunted Daddy. “Love watching you do that.”

I was so envious. I sucked so hard on Mommy's clit wishing my tits were as big as hers. She moaned about her nipple as she humped into my mouth. I nibbled on her clit and she gasped, her nipple popping out of her mouth.

“You wonderful slut,” she moaned. “Oh, Sir, I'm going to cream our daughter's face.”

“Do it,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Cum on the whore's mouth.”

I wanted that, too. I sucked so hard on Mommy's clit. She shrieked and bucked. And then her hot juices flooded my mouth. I drank them down, loving how hot and creamy they were. I reveled in the incestuous delight.

And came myself.

I moaned as I lapped up Mommy's juices, my cock spasming about Daddy's cock. He groaned, thrusting harder. He was getting closer and closer to erupting, my spasming pussy driving him wild with lust.

I lifted my head from Mommy's pussy and looked over my shoulder at Daddy. “Yes, yes, please cum, Daddy. Please use my naughty cunt and cum!”

“Fuck,” he grunted.

He didn't cum in my pussy. He ripped out of me and then flipped me onto my back. He straddled me, stroking his dripping cock fast. He grunted and then his cum exploded from his cock and painted my round breasts. I gasped in delight as his cum splashed over my tits. So warm and delicious. I felt so dirty.

Wonderfully dirty.

“Damn,” he groaned. “Damn, June, our little girl's tits are dirty again. You need to clean them off.”

“Gladly,” Mommy moaned, her face flushed from the orgasm I gave her.

Mommy leaned over and her tongue licked across my round breast, gathering Daddy's fresh cum. I sighed in delight, squirming. I could see the pleasure in Daddy's eyes as he watched Mommy's tongue lick up to my pink nipple and suck his cum off of it.

My hand went to my choker, stroking it. I was Daddy's good girl forever. I would never give him up for another man. I shuddered and moaned as Mommy's tongue swirled, teasing me, getting me wet for more fun.

I knew we would have so much. And tomorrow, Alice would return from her slumber party at Donna's house and then we would seduce her. Just like Daddy seduced me two weeks ago. Alice would become Daddy's good girl, too.

I couldn't wait.

To be continued...
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Sleeping Daughter: Tiffany, Phil and Betty's eighteen-year-old daughter, takes medicine that causes her to sleep undisturbed through the night. But Betty has a wicked idea and her husband Phil can't resist the taboo thrill.
 

Wicked Wife's Plan:
Phil is shocked when his wife, Betty, wants them to molest their sleeping, eighteen-year-old daughter. But he can't resist his daughter's lush body.

 

Backdoor Delight:
Phil and his wife continue their molestation of their sleeping, eighteen-year-old daughter. She has another virgin hole to enjoy.

 

Nanny Cam Revelation:
Betty sets up the nanny cam so she can watch her husband molest their sleeping, eighteen-year-old daughter while she's out of town. But what happens when Tiffany sees the recording?

 


Becoming Daddy's Good Girl: When Melody's submissive mom goes out of town, the eighteen-year-old is eager to take care of her hunky, dominating dad. She just didn't expect to take over all her mother's duties!
 

Dressing Room Submission:
When Melody goes shopping with her father, she finds it thrilling to show off her new, sexy outfits to her Daddy. But when Daddy gets hard, Melody has to be a good girl and submit to her Daddy's passions.

 

Bad Girl's Get Spanked:
Melody has been bad and she has to be disciplined, even if her best friend is watching.

 

Sleepover Bondage:
Melody is eager for tonight. Her best friend is sleeping over. And Daddy has plans for both young women.

 

Sexy Vibrations:
Melody and her best friend Sun submit to her daddy and wear remote-controlled vibrators as they shop at the mall, never knowing when they'll go off and who will be around them.

 

Good Girl Flogged:
Melody is taken by her Daddy to a private dungeon. There she is flogged and spanked before all the masters while her hot, barely legal body excites their lust. Proving to Daddy she's a good girl, Melody submits and is gangbanged!

 

Good Girl's Naughty Bath:
Melody is bathed by her Mommy, washed clean of the other men's cum, and gets her ready to receive her Daddy's collar and become his good girl.
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