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Naughty Excerpt from “Becoming Daddy's Good Girl Collection 3”
 

“Alice Rachel Johnson,” Daddy boomed.

I squeaked in fright and almost fell off his chair. He pushed down the recliner and stood up. I hopped off, the seat rocking. He towered over Alice as she squirmed on the couch, her face paling, the sneer vanishing from her lips. Daddy seized her chin, lifting her gaze.

“You were disobedient to your mother and made it more difficult to care for your grandparents. You will march up to my bedroom, go into my closet, and fetch the black leather belt. Right now, young lady!”

“Yes, Daddy,” she squeaked.

Daddy let go of her neck and she bolted out of the living room for the stairs, skirt swirling about her legs. A smile crossed Daddy's lips. His cock tented his jeans. He stood with his arms crossed, his muscles stretching his shirt. They were always so tight.

“Did you see how eager she was, June?”

“I did, Sir,” Mommy smiled. “For the last two weeks, I told her you would give her a spanking to remember if she didn't behave. She kept defying me. I could see it in her eyes. She wants Daddy to spank her hard.”

“She takes after her mother.” Then Daddy glanced at me as I stood by his chair. “And her sister.”

“We're nothing alike,” I gasped. “She's such a brat. She never obeys and always is causing trouble. Look, she just left her bag in the middle of the living room and—”

“Quiet, slave.”

I clamped my mouth shut and lowered my head. “Yes, Daddy.”

Alice scampered back down the stairs, her face flushed, a thick, leather belt coiled in her hands. She ran up to Daddy and presented the belt. Then she bent over the arm of the couch, the position she was always spanked in.

I never realized how eager she was to obey Daddy when he spanked her. At no other time would she move with such speed when given a chore or task. She would always drag her feet, whine and complain, throw little fits, anything to get out of doing what she was told.

And here she was, eager to be spanked. I glanced at her face. Her dark eyes twinkled. Her hips gave an eager sway, a movement I knew so well from the many times I had been spanked or flogged, that urge to feel the stinging smack, yearning for the pain that would burn into pleasure.

My sister was a pain slut. Like me.

“No,” Daddy said. “Bare bottom.”

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“Take off your dress now, young lady.”

“I'm not a child anymore, Dad,” she huffed, straightening up from the couch. Her arms crossed before her, eyes fixed. “No bare bottom spanking.”

“You've acted like a child the entire time you were at your grandparents,” growled Daddy. “A spoiled brat. So you'll be disciplined like one. And now you're trying to wheedle out of your punishment. An extra five spankings.”

“Five?” she screeched.

“Ten.”

Her eyes goggled.

“Fifteen.” Daddy smacked the belt into his hand and Alice flinched. “I'll keep counting until you take that dress off.”

“I'm not wearing a bra, Daddy.” She hesitated. “You'll see...my...you know.”

“I've seen tits before, girl. Twenty.”

“But...”

“Twenty-five.”

“Fine,” she pouted and unbuttoned her dress. She glanced at me watching her. “Does Melody have to be here?”

“Yes.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
  


Bratty Sister Gets Spanked
 

Becoming Daddy's Good Girl 7
 

by
 

Reed James
 
  


Bratty Sister Gets Spanked
 

A hand shook my shoulder as I slept. I didn't want to wake up. I was still so tired from yesterday. So much had happened yesterday. I went on a roller coaster of emotions. It started off with Daddy taking me to a private dungeon to show off how much of a good girl I was. My eighteen-year-old body was on display for the other Master's and their submissive sex slaves, some as young as me, others older. There were even mother/daughter teams of submissives.

That should have been a clue for what happened when we returned home.

I was flogged, canned, and spanked by Daddy at the dungeon. Then I was fucked by every master in there. A Black man, with his huge cock, even fucked my ass. They all came on me, painting me with cum. I had so many orgasms, from the pain and the pleasure, that I hit subspace. I was lost, time passing as ecstasy gripped me. I did not know hours had passed when I came out of it, my body covered in so much jizz.

But I had proved myself that I was Daddy's good girl. That I would submit do
any
of his desires. I was excited despite how tired I was. Daddy would reward me when we returned home, giving me the choker I wore about my neck, a gold chain with a dolphin charm. Inscribed on the charm was: “Melody, Daddy's Good Girl.”

I was his good girl.

The hand shook me harder. I let out a soft groan, not wanting to give up sleep as I remembered yesterday. When we returned home, instead of getting my choker right away, we were caught by Mommy. Or, I should say, Mommy was waiting for us. I thought she was out of town for another week with my bratty, fraternal twin sister Alice. When I saw her, fear shot through me.

She knew I was Daddy's sex slave and lover. That we had committed incest. That Daddy had fucked my barely legal cunt.

But she wasn't mad. She knew about everything already. I was in shock, confused. She took me upstairs and bathed me. It was so sensual and loving. She told me all about how her daddy, my grandfather, had trained Mommy to be a good girl, and how she met my daddy at a dungeon. They fell in love, and grandfather sold her to Daddy as part of their wedding ceremony. When my sister and I were born, Mommy was eager to raise us to be good girls.

I was far more submissive than Alice.

Then Daddy showed up and we had a hot threesome last night. He gave me his choker, claiming me as his second sex slave to serve with Mommy. And then we pleased Daddy all night. Mom licked his cum off my tits, I licked his cum out of her cunt. We shared lesbian passion while Daddy watched, getting him hard for another round with our bodies.

So I was exhausted and did not want to wake up this morning. My youthful body was drained.

“Melody,” Mommy whispered in my ear, “you need to get up and be a good girl. Daddy needs us.”

Those words cut through the fog lingering on my thoughts. My eyes shot open. I was in their bed, sleeping between them. We had fallen asleep like that, both of them hugging me, sharing this moment of familial, forbidden love. I leaned back into Mommy's tits, moaning softly as I realized what she meant.

“Sorry, Mommy. I'm...” A yawn broke off my words. “...sooo tired.”

“It's okay,” she smiled. “He's still asleep. But we need to wake him up properly. And I believe you know how to do that.”

I smiled, squirming, feeling her nipples hard against my back. The nipples I had suckled on as a baby. It was so wicked. My pussy flushed instantly with my excitement. A rush of tingling delight rippled up my body as I stared at Daddy's muscular chest.

He was so handsome. Barbwire tattoos crisscrossed him. Fire burned around his arms, sleeve tattoos, and a naked, submissive woman with a collar and leash knelt on his upper arm. It was Mommy. I never realized it before. It was romantic and sweet. I always knew my parents loved each other. It was in the little things between them, not just the great deal of satisfaction Mommy took in cleaning and cooking and taking care of him, but in their shared glances and brushing hands.

True intimacy.

I had deluded myself in thinking I could take Mommy's place. Daddy didn't want me to replace her, he wanted to include me. He loved us both, and Alice, I guess. I didn't want to think of my bratty sister right now. She was at a slumber party at Donna's. When she came home, her training would begin.

I hoped she wouldn't be too stubborn.

I pushed down the blanket as I moved on the bed, my brown hair—still in a braid since I fell asleep before undoing it—slipped off my shoulder as I kissed down his stomach. I exposed his dick, lying half-hard across his crotch, dark pubic hair curling around the base.

“Mmm, wake Daddy up in style,” Mommy purred, her hands sliding up to cup her breasts.

I paused. “I've been doing this the last two weeks.” I grasped Daddy's cock, offering it to her. “You should do it, Mommy.”

She smiled and shook her head. “No, no, honey. Wake him up. Show me how much of a good girl you are for Daddy.”

My pussy clenched at her words. I leaned down, breathing in Daddy's musk, thick with the scent of dried cum. I licked up his cock, gathering the traces of silvery, dry jizz, wetting his dick as I rose to the spongy tip, I swirled around it, stroking his dick, feeling it harden in my hand. Rising firm because of my touch.

My hips shook, my pussy growing wetter as my tongue drove lazy circles about his cock. I loved the texture of his crown on my tongue. He grew harder and bigger, swelling in my stroking hand. My lips widened, sucking his throbbing tip into my mouth.

Daddy groaned in his sleep.

The masculine sound sent a shiver through me. I popped my mouth off the tip so I could lick him again. I started at the base, loving the taste of him, how he throbbed as my tongue ran higher and higher up his cock until I reached the tip again. He groaned again as my tongue swiped across his crown, gathering the bead of precum.

“That's it,” praised Mommy. “Oh, you're just turning into a little cocksucker.”

“I am, Mommy,” I beamed. “I'm just a slut like you are.”

She laughed, her large tits jiggling. Like me, she had fallen asleep with her brown hair in a braid. It fell over her shoulder and dangled down to brush her right nipple. I stared at the strand of hair tickling her nub, wanting to tease her myself. To suckle.

But I had Daddy's cock to suck on first.

I engulfed his dick again, sucking as hard as I could. My cheeks hollowed from the force. My tongue swirled around the tip while my right hand fisted his dick. My left hand massaged his balls, heavy with a night's worth of cum to spurt into my mouth.

Yummy, delicious, creamy cum.

I bobbed my mouth as he groaned again. He moved, his hips twitching. My tits dangled beneath me, my braid swaying as it hung off my shoulder. I stroked his dick, brushing my lips on the upstroke, his curly pubes on the downstroke. I took more and more of his cock into my mouth, letting him wake up to heaven.

Mommy moved on the bed, crawling behind me, those large tits dangling, My eyes followed them until she moved behind me. Her hand stroked my ass. I groaned, her tongue sending naughty flutters down to my pussy.

“Ooh, you are such a delicious thing,” purred Mommy. “Your ass is a a beautiful shade of purple.”

She prodded it and I winced, my pussy clenching. Memory of Daddy's love shuddered through me. I would feel those bruises all week. Every time I sat down it would be a reminder of how I was Daddy's good girl. I loved it. I was so glad I was his.

Mommy's hands stroked down to my thighs. Her lips brushed my burning ass, kissing me. I moaned about Daddy's dick as her lips moved about my ass, leaving fluttering kisses behind. They were so soothing, so full of her motherly love. It was beautiful as she kissed my bruised flesh.

“Mmm,” Daddy groaned.

My eyes flicked up to his face. He was awake, watching me. He groaned, his cock throbbing. “Well, well, well, I see you're still Daddy's good girl.”

“Sir, nothing would change that,” laughed Mommy. “She loves you.”

“I love you, too, slave.” His hand reached down and seized my braid, holding it like a leash. “Now please your daddy.”

“Yes, yes, suck his cock. Our Master deserves to dump his cum in your mouth, slut. You're
his
slutty daughter.”

I sucked harder, loving the words, squirming as Mommy's lips kissed lower to my thighs. Then she moved to the right, nearing my pussy. I moaned about Daddy's cock as she nuzzled into my shaved folds, her tongue licking, teasing.

“Mmm, she is dripping wet, Sir. Our daughter is such a slut for your cock.”

“Yes, she is,” Daddy said, his voice so strong.

My pussy clenched as Mommy licked again. Delicious pleasure tingled through me as I bobbed my mouth up and down Daddy's cock. His salty precum flooded my mouth. My hands massaged his balls, feeling how heavy and warm they were, how full of his cum, eager to erupted into my mouth.

Oh, it was wonderful.

I sucked harder, louder. My saliva dribbled down his dick. I bobbed, slurping and sucking. Daddy groaned, his hand gripping my braid, pulling my mouth down farther and farther down his cock while Mommy licked and nuzzled at my clit.

Pleasure shuddered through me. Her tongue probed into my pussy folds as Daddy's cock pressed into the back of my throat. I relaxed, swallowing his cock as he pulled my head down. His dick slid down my throat. I grew hard to breathe. His dick was so huge, stretching out my throat. I moaned and swallowed, my hips shaking as the pleasure built in my pussy.

“Such a hot cunt, Sir. Ooh, I love the way she's shaking her hips.”

“Such a bad Mommy. Licking our daughter's cunt. You're such a slut, June.”

“I am, Sir.”

Her tongue rammed into my pussy, fucking deep into me. I gasped and bucked, wanting to slide my mouth up Daddy's cock. But his grip was strong, holding my head down. Pain flared in my scalp. I stopped squirming, relaxing, taking more and more of Daddy's cock while rapture swelled out of my pussy.

My lips pressed into Daddy's pubic hair. Only then would he let me slide back up his throat. I sucked hard the entire way, my hips wiggling. My pussy clenched on Mommy's tongue. She groaned and slurped, drinking my juices as they poured out.

Her fingers found my clit. She rubbed it while she nuzzled. My toes curled. The pleasure built in my core, a growing orgasm. My mouth reached the top of Daddy's cock, only the crown remaining in my lips. I tried to pop my head off to ask permission to cum.

But Daddy didn't give me any slack.

He yanked on my braid, pulling me back down his cock. He groaned as I slid down it. His eyes burned with pleasure. I saw it. He knew I wanted to ask permission to cum, to give into Mommy's sweet tonguing, and he denied me the opportunity.

“Her ass is wiggling,” Daddy groaned. “Is she getting hot? Does the little slut want to cum on her mommy's face?”

“Mmm, I think she does.” Mommy licked up at my slit, starting at my clit and ending at my sheath She probed it before moaning, “But she's a good girl. She won't cum without your permission.”

I wanted to grit my teeth, but that was impossible with Daddy's cock stuffed into it. I let go his balls and grabbed the comforter with both hands. I clenched, grunting against the pleasure Mommy's tongue created while I savored the thrill of bobbing my mouth on Daddy's dick.

My pussy clenched over and over. I squirmed. The hot itch grew in my core. It needed to be released. To explode through me. But I wouldn't let it. No matter how hard Mommy rubbed at my clit or tongued at my pussy.

“Such a sweet cunt,” Mommy moaned as she pleasured me. “Oh, Sir, we created such a delicious daughter together.”

“Yes, we did,” he groaned, voice thick with pleasure.

Both his hands gripped my head. He fucked my mouth up and down his cock, his dick slamming down my throat. His hips thrust up from the bed as he slammed me down, crushing my lips into his pubic hair, his balls slapping my chin. He grunted each time. I moaned about his dick, focusing on pleasing him, trying to ignore Mommy's wonderful tongue in my cunt.

But it was so hard.

My entire body clenched as I fought against it. A low, throaty groan rose as Daddy fucked my mouth. It was so hard. My toes curled. I tore at the comforter, struggling to rip it to pieces with my fingernails as the pleasure swelled. Her lips nibbled on my labia and clit. Her tongue caressed me. She fucked a pair of fingers in and out of my depth.

“What a fucking slut,” groaned Daddy. “The way she sucks. Oh, yes, she's being such a good girl.”

“She is,” moaned Mommy, delight in her voice. She savored my squirming hips. “Cum down her throat. Pour it right into the little whore's stomach. That's why we raised her. To be your cum dump.”

“Yes,” groaned Daddy.

His fingers dug into the sides of my head. He slammed my moth down his cock. I was so helpless, so at his mercy. Those wonderful feelings swelled the orgasm in my depths. My mother's tongue flailed through my cunt's folds. I held back the explosion with every ounce of my will.

“Fuck!”

Daddy's cock erupted. It throbbed in my throat. He dumped his cum straight into my stomach. A warm, hot flood. My orgasm demanded to explode. To fill me with bliss. I squeezed my eyes shut as he grunted over and over.

Then he fell back into the pillows, satiated.

His hands let go of my braid. I popped my lips off his dick and moaned, “May I cum, Daddy?”

“No,” he said, his eyes on mine, so strong, so hard.

Mine widened. “Please, Daddy? Please? I need it. Mommy's tongue... Oh, god, Daddy. I can't... I can't.”

“You can't cum until your sister Alice makes you,” Daddy commanded. “June, stop licking the slut's cunt. If she cums, I'm spanking you both.”

“Wouldn't that be fun,” Mommy giggled. Then she took a last lick up my pussy, nice and slow. I gasped my hips rising with her. She slid up through my taint and brushed my sphincter before rising. I collapsed on the bed, a ball of trembling frenzy.

“Daddy,” I moaned, my pussy on fire.

“You will have to get your sister to lick your cunt,” he said.

“How?” Tears beaded my eyes. He and Mommy took such delight in my torment.

“You're a smart girl,” he said. “Now you and your mommy need to shower and get started on breakfast.”

* * *
 

I was a trembling ball of frustration all morning. Mommy teased me more as we showered, working her finger into my ass while she pretended to wash me. She was a master manipulator, bringing me to the edge of orgasm and backing me off. Then we rushed out naked to make breakfast.

“Oh, it's so nice to be naked around the house,” Mommy said, the pair of us in our aprons to protect us from the grease. “I miss it. When your Daddy and I first married, I always went around naked in the house, often with a butt plug in my ass.”

I blushed, remembering that thrill.

Then we set about cleaning the house. With both of us, it flew by. By noon we were done. We had a light lunch with Daddy. Then, to my surprise, Daddy ordered us to get dressed. He had our outfits laid out. I rushed upstairs and found my red skirt out and a white boob tube. I pulled that on first, my tits molding to it, and then the red skirt. It fell over my bruised ass and a few inches past, leaving most of my legs bare.

Then I rushed downstairs.

Mommy joined us a few minutes later in her normal attire—ankle length, dark-brown skirt, and a beige blouse tucked in and buttoned to the her neck. But I could tell by how her breasts moved and molded to the blouse she wore no bra beneath.

“Alice needs to be picked up,” Daddy said as he sat in his recliner watching a baseball game.

Without being told, I headed to the fridge to get Daddy a beer while Mommy kissed him good by and headed out the door, with a smack applied to her ass. I came back with the beer and perched on the arm of Daddy's chair, squirming as my ass ached.

It wasn't long before Mommy and Alice returned. My pussy clenched as I heard them walk up to the house. How could I get Alice to make me cum? My sister and I did not get along. She was such a noisy, obnoxious brat. She never did her chores. She always shirked her responsibility. Her room was a mess—I had to clean it the first day after she left.

Daddy spanked her all the time even now that she was eighteen.

She never learned.

The door opened and Alice trooped in. She looked a lot like me and mom, though her hair wasn't our dark brown but a tawny shade. It fell loose about her neck, not in a proper braid. She was taller than me, her body slim, her tits small mounds, not nice and round like mine. She wore a pink dress, a single piece, that fell down to her thighs, and knee-high white socks.

“Hey, Dad,” she said. She didn't so much as walk into the room and slump in. She dropped her backpack onto the middle of the living room floor and then fell back on the couch, musing the pillows I had fluffed and pulling the blanket half off the top of the couch. “Oh, I am tired. We were up all night.” Her eyes flicked to me, widened. “What are you wearing, Melody?”

“My new outfit,” I said, head straight. I hoped she saw the choker about my neck, though I doubt she would understand the significance.

“Jesus, Dad, you never let me wear a skirt that short.”

“You've never been a good girl.” He stared at her. “Your mother told me how you behaved at your grandparents.”

Alice shrugged. “It was so boring. I should have stayed home. But I see Melody's been having fun playing Mommy. You even braided your hair and bought a similar piece of jewelry.” Her smile grew. “Think you can play Mommy in the bedro—”

“Alice Rachel Johnson,” Daddy boomed.

I squeaked in fright and almost fell off his chair. He pushed down the recliner and stood up. I hopped off, the seat rocking. He towered over Alice as she squirmed on the couch, her face paling, the sneer vanishing from her lips. Daddy seized her chin, lifting her gaze.

“You were disobedient to your mother and made it more difficult to care for your grandparents. You will march up to my bedroom, go into my closet, and fetch the black leather belt. Right now, young lady!”

“Yes, Daddy,” she squeaked.

Daddy let go of her neck and she bolted out of the living room for the stairs, skirt swirling about her legs. A smile crossed Daddy's lips. His cock tented his jeans. He stood with his arms crossed, his muscles stretching his shirt. They were always so tight.

“Did you see how eager she was, June?”

“I did, Sir,” Mommy smiled. “For the last two weeks, I told her you would give her a spanking to remember if she didn't behave. She kept defying me. I could see it in her eyes. She wants Daddy to spank her hard.”

“She takes after her mother.” Then Daddy glanced at me as I stood by his chair. “And her sister.”

“We're nothing alike,” I gasped. “She's such a brat. She never obeys and always is causing trouble. Look, she just left her bag in the middle of the living room and—”

“Quiet, slave.”

I clamped my mouth shut and lowered my head. “Yes, Daddy.”

Alice scampered back down the stairs, her face flushed, a thick, leather belt coiled in her hands. She ran up to Daddy and presented the belt. Then she bent over the arm of the couch, the position she was always spanked in.

I never realized how eager she was to obey Daddy when he spanked her. At no other time would she move with such speed when given a chore or task. She would always drag her feet, whine and complain, throw little fits, anything to get out of doing what she was told.

And here she was, eager to be spanked. I glanced at her face. Her dark eyes twinkled. Her hips gave an eager sway, a movement I knew so well from the many times I had been spanked or flogged, that urge to feel the stinging smack, yearning for the pain that would burn into pleasure.

My sister was a pain slut. Like me.

“No,” Daddy said. “Bare bottom.”

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“Take off your dress now, young lady.”

“I'm not a child anymore, Dad,” she huffed, straightening up from the couch. Her arms crossed before her, eyes fixed. “No bare bottom spanking.”

“You've acted like a child the entire time you were at your grandparents,” growled Daddy. “A spoiled brat. So you'll be disciplined like one. And now you're trying to wheedle out of your punishment. An extra five spankings.”

“Five?” she screeched.

“Ten.”

Her eyes goggled.

“Fifteen.” Daddy smacked the belt into his hand and Alice flinched. “I'll keep counting until you take that dress off.”

“I'm not wearing a bra, Daddy.” She hesitated. “You'll see...my...you know.”

“I've seen tits before, girl. Twenty.”

“But...”

“Twenty-five.”

“Fine,” she pouted and unbuttoned her dress. She glanced at me watching her. “Does Melody have to be here?”

“Yes.”

She opened her mouth to complain but whatever look crossed Daddy's mouth shut her up. She finished unbuttoning and turned away, shyly slipping out of her dress, her back to me and Daddy. It was such a virginal gesture. I didn't know my sister could act so innocent the way she always talked about sex. It wouldn't surprise me to learn she had sex.

Her right arm crossed her chest as her skirt fell off her hips revealing a rather daring pair of panties. Cheekies. Part thong part normal panties, digging into the crack of her ass at the bottom but spreading into a full pair of panties as it swept up to the waistband, laving the her lower asscheeks exposed.

“Where did you buy those?” Daddy growled. “I never approved them.”

“With my allowance,” she said.

“For a boy?”

She shook her head violently. Daddy didn't approve of us dating through highs school, and even now that we were eighteen, he still frowned on it. I knew why. “Of course not, Daddy. I just...wanted to feel like a woman. Okay?”

“Bend over.”

Still covering her small tits, she moved to the couch. I was disappointed. I wanted to see her breasts. I could tell they were small, probably just like Sun's. Firm mounds bouncing and jiggling, nipples hard, begging to be sucked.

Mommy had a huge smile on her lips as she watched. She moved over to me, sidling close, then nudging me to the right a few steps. “This way we can see her cunt,” whispered Mommy.

I had a perfect view of Alice's cheekies pressed tight against her pubic mound, a dark, wet spot staining her crotch. Her lips molded to the pussy, tight and plump, virginal. Daddy moved behind her and then yanked her panties down her legs.

“Daddy!” gasped Alice.

“Oh, she's shaved,” Mommy moaned. “How naughty, Sir.”

“Yes, and why are you shaved, slut? For a boy?”

“Of course not.” Alice squirmed. “Every girl does it. I bet even goody-two-shoes Melody over there has a bald snatch. It's just what girls do these days, Daddy. Okay?”

I did have a shaved cunt, but not because other girls did it. Daddy liked bare twat. He had a huge grin on his face as he stared at my sister. I licked my lips, my pussy—still aching from my denied orgasm this morning—clenched as I devoured the sight of my twin. Her pussy lips were tighter than mine, and plump with her arousal.

“Beautiful,” whispered Mommy.

I nodded my head, my mouth growing dry.

“Ready?” Daddy asked.

“Yes, Daddy. I'm sorry I was a brat at Grandma and Grandpa's. I should have helped Mom out instead of being a bitc...brat.”

“Yes, you should have. So you understand why you're being spanked?”

“For acting like a little girl and...and not following your orders.”

“If you were a good girl, you wouldn't get punished.” Daddy said those words slowly, letting them sink into my sister. She glanced at me, biting on her lower lip. Then she glared and looked away with a huff.

Ooh, she was such a bitch.

Daddy held the belt coiled in half, the ends gripped in his hand so the metal parts wouldn't injure her. He drew back the belt and cracked it down hard on her ass. The leather slapped together, making a distinctive, double smack sound. Alice yelped in pain, a broad, red welt rising on her round rear.

I smiled, my pussy on fire. I wanted to finger myself to an orgasm as I watched Daddy draw back the belt and crack it down again. And again. And again. He spanked her harder than she had ever been spanked. She bucked, her loose, tawny hair flying as she gasped and screamed.

“Too hard, Daddy. That hurts.”

“Maybe you'll start obeying and being a good girl,” Daddy growled and brought the belt down again.

And again.

Mommy's hips twitched beside me. Her nipples stood out on her blouse, thick and hard. I nudged her and flashed her a horny smile. She winked back at me, her thighs pressing together just like mine were.

I bet her juices trickled down her thighs.

“Ouch, Daddy, so hard! Oww!” Her ass burned. Tears fell down her cheeks. And those weren't the only drops to trickle down her flesh.

Pussy juices leaked down her thighs. They glistened, adorning her swollen mound. The more Daddy spanked her and the hotter her ass grew, the more juices poured down her thighs. She was a fountain gushing juices as the pleasure turned to agony.

Daddy mastered her body. He controlled the belt. It looked hard, even random, but I knew Daddy's skill. Every blow fell exactly as hard as he wanted and exactly where he wanted. He striped her ass, adding new welts. He concentrated on her lower ass, right where cheek met thigh.

It was the sweet spot.

“I wish that was me,” I whispered.

Mommy took my hand and squeezed. “Me, too. She loves it. Slut.”

I nodded my head.

Alice kept screaming, her face red, her hair flying, but I could tell by the way her hips wiggled, her back arching her butt up to meet the next swipe, the juices pouring down her thighs. She was growing closer and closer to ecstasy.

And Daddy knew it.

He flicked the belt just right, changing his angle, and landed it between her thighs. It cracked against her pussy. Alice's back arched. Her head shot out and she screamed. Pain was thick in her voice, but there was something more in the scream. Something primal.

Alice came.

Juices flooded down her thighs. Her face fell into the couch as she bucked and spasmed. Her ass clenched and relaxed. She moaned and gasped, a huge smile on her lips as she writhed in orgasmic delight, savoring her punishmentgasm.

I was so wet. I wanted to fly to her, seize her hair, and make her lick my pussy. I wanted to fall across the couch's arm and beg Daddy to spank me to a climax. I needed to cum. I needed Alice to make me cum. With her fingers. Her tongue. Anything.

Alice shuddered a final time. And then her eyes shot open. “Oh, god,” she gasped. “No, no, no, no.”

Her face went scarlet, and then she scrambled over the couch arm, feet pressing on the cushions, disturbing them, and ran as fast as she could. She didn't bother grabbing her clothing. Her panties, which had worked down her hips as she squirmed, fell to her ankles. She kicked hard, freeing her right foot as she hobbled for the stairs. The tiny cloth clung about her left ankle as she vanished up the stairs, sobbing in mortification.

Daddy grinned. “Well, that worked perfectly.”

“Your poor sister needs comfort,” Mommy said. She produced a small tin of ointment from her skirt's pocket. “She just came in front of the family. She needs you to soothe her. Both the pain and her embarrassment.”

I took the tin, swallowing. “Me? Alice hates me.”

Mommy laughed and gave me a small push at the small of my back. I took a few steps forward, glancing at Daddy. His cock tented his bulge. He was so hard. “Daddy, I could relieve your erection?”

“Your sister needs you. Now.”

His tone brooked no argument. “Yes, Daddy.”

Behind me, Daddy threw Mommy on the couch. She gasped in shock then groaned as he shoved up her skirt. I wanted to stay and watch, envious of Mommy. I trudged up the stairs, Mommy gasping in delight as Daddy fingered her cunt.

Lucky. My pussy dripped beneath my skirt.

I stomped upstairs, a mix of angry and horny. This was pointless. Alice wouldn't want me to comfort her. Not after the humiliation I saw on her face. She came in front of us, her family, reveling in her fantasy for a single moment, and revealing them to us.

But Daddy commanded.

I reached her door, my bare feet digging into the carpet of the hallway. I raised my arm, hesitated, then took a deep breath. I rapped softly and asked, “Alice?”

“Go away!” Tears choked her voice.

I knocked again. “Please, Alice.”

“I said go away!” she screeched, voice warbling, cracking.

I bit my lip. I wanted to go away. I did. But I had to go in there. So I grabbed the door knob and turned it slowly. I opened the door. Alice lay on her bed face down, her head beneath her pillow. Her bright-red ass glowed in a shaft of sunlight flooding through her open window.

She sat up and glared at me. “Go away.” She seized her pillow and threw it at me. “Now!”

Her pillow hit my legs and bounced to the floor. I kept walking. I held up the ointment. “I have something to soothe your ass. It will make you feel a lot better.”

“Like you would know,” she said, still lying on her belly. Her face was a tear-stained mess. “You're such a perfect girl. You never get in trouble. When was the last time Dad even spanked you?”

Yesterday.

I slipped onto her bed, lying down next to her. She just put her face between her hands and cried again. “Please, Melody. Just let me die in peace.”

“Because you had an orgasm while Daddy spanked you?”

She stiffened. I unscrewed the top. The ointment had a bitter, medical smell. I scooped up a handful and rubbed it into her burning ass. I could feel the heat radiating thorough her skin. She stiffened and sucked in a breath.

“See,” I purred, “isn't that nice?”

“You're touching my butt, Melody,” she groaned.

“So? We're sisters.” I scooped up another dollop and worked it into her ass as I lay down beside her. “I know how well this works.”

Alice looked at me. She sniffed. “How? When have you ever been punished?”

My fingers moved across her butt-cheek, nearing her crack. I squirmed, biting my lip, debating if I should do it. Daddy wanted this. I had to seduce her. He told me I would only cum if Alice made me. “Flip up my skirt.”

“Why?” She gave me a look.

“Just do it,” I sighed, massaging more ointment into her. I rolled onto my belly, which made it a little awkward to massage her ass with my left hand.

She sighed and flipped up my skirt. She gasped. “Holy shit. You're black and blue. Daddy did this?”

I nodded my head.

“It looks like it hurts.”

“It does. So much.” I wiggled my ass. “Maybe you could...help me out.”

Alice bit her lip. “That's so weird.”

“We're sister's. We're just rubbing ointment on each other's butts. What's so weird about that?”

“You've changed.” She narrowed her eyes. “Something is very different about you. And not just the hair.”

I smiled at her, my fingers still massaging her ass, the ointment pot resting between us. Alice sighed and then scooped up a dollop of the white cream and reached past my left arm and smeared it onto my ass.

I groaned as the tingling ointment soothed the bruising ache. Her fingers were nice, delicate. I liked her touch. She smeared the ointment into my ass as we lay our heads on the bed facing each other, relieving the other of pain, touching each other. It was so intimate. My heart beat up and color spotted Alice's cheeks.

I sighed. “Nice.”

“I guess,” she said, squirming as she rubbed her thighs together.

I smiled. I bet she had a hot pussy, still juicy from her orgasm, and now aroused by my touch. I rubbed my fingers towards her crack, reaching. “So, what was it like cumming while Daddy spanked you?”

She bit her lip. “Embarrassing.”

“It didn't sound embarrassing. It sounded like you had the orgasm of your life.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Have you ever had an orgasm, Melody?”

I nodded my head. “Many. I love cumming.”

“Wow, the things I'm learning about my sister today. Fine, yes, it was amazing. For one moment it was everything I wanted.”

“Because you like being spanked,” I grinned. “You get off on it.”

“Melody,” she groaned, but a smile played on her lips. “You make it sound so weird.”

“I don't think it's weird.” My fingers dipped into her crack, caressing her flesh, sliding lower. “I think it's hot. I fantasize about Daddy spanking me, too. And cumming.”

“So were you bad on purpose?”

“Like you were on the trip?”

She blushed and nodded her head.

I grinned as my finger traced across her taint, reaching for her pussy. “Maybe. I like being naughty sometimes. It's fun.”

Alice's eyes widened when she felt my finger brush her pussy slit. I stroked up and down her, arching my eyebrows. She shuddered as her slick juices coated my finger. I brushed her clit, circling it before sliding back up.

“See, being naughty sometimes can be fun.”

“Wow,” she groaned. “You...and me?”

I wiggled closer to her, my finger touching her wet snatch. “It was so hot watching you getting spanked. Did it make you wet? All of us staring at your shaved twat? Watching? Hearing you gasp and moan? And then you came. Did that make it more exciting?”

“Yes, “she groaned, her fingers digging into my ass. I loved the pain. “Holy shit, my sister is a budding dyke. You've fooled around before. With Sun?”

I nodded my head and dipped my fingers into her folds. She shuddered, squirming more, her pussy so hot on my fingers. She licked her lips, eyes wide, then she shoved her hand lower between my legs, brushing my shaved pussy.

“You're bald.” She giggled. “Knew it. Knew this goody-two-shoe act was fake. You're a naughty slut.” Her fingers brushed through my folds and dipped inside of me. “You don't have a hymen. You're not a virgin.”

“Nope.” Then I kissed her.

Her finger pumped in and out of my pussy as we kissed. I clenched down on her, squirming in delight as I stroked her pussy lips. We turned, rolling on our sides to face each other. Our hands came away from each other's pussies—it was too hard to reach around. Our tongues danced, sharing our budding, sisterly love as we shoved our hands between the other's thighs.

And fingered the other's cunt.

My sister's flesh was so hot and juicy. I stroked her. She moaned into my mouth, her tongue fluttering against mine. She shoved two fingers into my cunt this time while our bodies pressed tight. She was so warm and silky. Her tits were small and firm. They rubbed against my mounds. I savored how they felt against me. I moaned into the kiss, savoring her two fingers pumping in and out of my cunt.

“Oh, damn, Melody,” moaned Alice, her eyes blinking. “Wow, this is a surprise. You feel good against me.”

“So do you.”

We kissed again. Our tongues danced, caressing each other. Her nipples brushed. Tingles shot down to my pussy. My sheath clenched about her probing fingers while I rubbed faster and faster on her clit, stimulating her. I savored the taste of her lips. The feel of her pussy.

I had to taste that pussy.

“Let's sixty-nine,” I moaned, breaking the kiss.

“Oh, you are naughty.” She nodded her head, enthusiastic.

I flipped around and grabbed her ass. She moaned in pain and returned the favor, seizing my bruised cheeks. I groaned against the stab of agony as we pulled each other tight. We lay on our sides, legs spread wide, and devoured us.

Alice was unskilled but enthusiastic. Her tongue licked and flailed across my pussy lips, desperate to enjoy me. I had lots of practice with Sun. I knew where to lick my sister to drive her wild. Her fingers clenched into my ass as I licked and nuzzled.

And her taste...

Delicious.

My sister tasted sweet and fresh, not the tart flavor of Mommy or the spicy flavor of Sun, or even my tangy flavor. Alice tasted wonderful. I licked and tongued her. I attacked her, pulling her pussy tight against my mouth.

It was wonderful to be caressed by her tongue. I didn't have to fight the pleasure—Daddy had given me permission to cum with my sister. The horny itch that had afflicted me all day was finally scratched. By my sister. My bratty, annoying, wonderful sister. We could have been doing this forever. Loving each other instead of fighting.

This was so much better.

“Yes, yes, yes, Melody, oh, you taste better than me. I fantasized about this.”

“Me?” I gasped.

“You, Daddy, even Mommy. I masturbated to everyone. I'm such a freak. I wanted you all to spank me and make me cum.”

“Oh, that sounds so hot,” I moaned and buried my face back into her pussy.

My fingers dipped into her asscheeks as I licked at her hymen—another Cherry to pluck for Daddy. I brushed her sphincter. She gasped into my pussy as I pressed at her puckered backdoor. She resisted and then I was in her.

She stiffened and bucked in my arms. Her juices flooded sweet and delicious out of her cunt. I made my sister cum. Her thighs tightened about my head. She thrust her tongue deep into my pussy as her fingers clenched on my ass.

“That's it, cum,” I moaned to her. “You naughty slut. You're cumming on your sister's mouth.”

“Yes,” she hissed. “Oh, Melody, yes. You need to cum, too. Feed me your juices.”

She flicked her tongue up to my clit. My nub shuddered. A spark of pleasure shot through me. My cunt convulsed. I moaned into her pussy as the pleasure surged through my body. Powerful rapture crashed into my mind. I gasped and moaned, my sister drinking every drop of my pleasure while stars danced before my eyes.

It was so wicked. So bad and naughty.

I loved it.

“Alice,” I moaned.

“Melody!”

We both trembled as our pleasure burned through us, sharing our sisterly passion. It was so wrong, so taboo. I loved it. As much as I loved submitting to Daddy and playing with Mommy. Alice would soon be a part of the fun.

Once she learned to be a good girl.

Alice groaned, rolled onto her back, and passed out from the ecstasy. I grinned, licking my lips, and left her lying there. I slipped out only to find Mommy and Daddy waiting, Mommy sucking his cock. I moved to Daddy, lifting my pussy smeared face.

He ripped his cock out of Mommy's mouth and pinned me to the wall. He kissed me, tasting the proof that I had seduced my sister. Then he slammed his cock into me. Three pumps and he exploded into my depths. He grunted into our kiss as he erupted into my pussy. I shuddered, my toes curling as I savored his cum flooding my cunt.

I was Daddy's good girl. And soon Alice would be, too.

To be continued...
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I wanted to scream and shout and moan as loud as I could as Daddy rammed his huge cock into my eighteen-year-old cunt. He had me pinned against the shower wall, the spray crashing into his back, a steamy mist wafting over me as I humped and wiggled and enjoyed every second of his dick slamming into my barely legal depths.

My daddy fucked me. I was his good girl. His sex slave. My choker lay on the bathroom counter. The only time I could take it off was in the shower. He gave it to me Saturday night while Mommy watched, proud that I was Daddy's good girl.

So I should be able to scream my head off. I didn't have to hide it from Mommy. Not when she was sitting on the bathroom counter, watching us, fingering her shaved cunt, her large tits heaving as she savored her impending orgasm—a gift from Daddy.

We could only cum when he commanded us.

Water was getting everywhere with the shower door open, but Mommy and I would clean it up later. Daddy wanted an audience as he fucked me this morning. My fingers scratched at his back as my pussy clenched down on his wonderful dick. His groin smacked into my clit each time, shooting sparks through me. My nipples rubbed on his wet, muscular, tattooed chest. He was a hunk. A gorgeous man.

I loved him so much.

And I wanted to scream it to the world.

But my fraternal twin sister Alice was in the house, sleeping in her bedroom. She wasn't Daddy's good girl—yet. She had to be worked into it. She was a...rebellious girl. A sarcastic, defiant, bratty girl who also yearned to be spanked over and over by her daddy until she exploded in orgasmic delight.

Like she had yesterday when Daddy spanked her with his belt for being bad on her trip to our grandparents with Mommy. It had embarrassed her to cum in front of the family and she fled to her room. I went there and comforted her.

And not in a normal, sisterly way. I seduced her.

My pussy clenched on Daddy's cock remembering the sweet delight of fingering her pussy while she rubbed mine and then our passionate sixty-nine. Her pussy tasted so wonderful. We came so hard together.

“Yes, yes, Daddy,” I moaned as his balls slapped into me. “May I cum, Daddy? Please, please.”

“Yes, may the little slut cum on your huge cock, Sir?” moaned Mommy, plunging three fingers from both her hands into her pussy, stretching her shave cunt wide apart. Her tits heaved as she shuddered on the counter. “The little whore needs it. Our daughter is a cock-hungry slut, aching to cum. Will you let her, Sir? I know how much you love to feel her cunt spasm on your dick. Such a naughty Daddy.”

“Slave, you brought her into the bathroom for me to fuck,” he growled. “You're fingering your whore-cunt as you watch your daughter writhe like a slut on my cock. What does that make you?”

“The naughtiest mother in the world.” She threw back her head, bit her lip, and came hard. Juices squirted out around her plunging fingers, adding more mess to the floor that had to be cleaned up.

“Yes, Daddy, she's such a wicked mommy,” I moaned. “Oh, please, Daddy, let me cum on your big, thick, hard cock. Please, please, please. Your dick is the best, Daddy. I love it.”

“Isn't that the sweetest thing to hear from your baby-slut, Sir?” moaned Mommy.

“Yes,” growled Daddy. “You may cum, slut. Cum on Daddy's cock. You're just a whore for my dick.”

“I am, Daddy.”

I bit my lip to keep from screaming my head off and wakening Alice. My cunt spasmed about his dick as the pleasure roared out of my nethers. The bliss flooded through me. My arms and thighs tightened about his body, clutching him with every ounce of my passion as he rammed his hard cock over and over into my pussy. The pleasure swelled, consuming my thoughts.

“Daddy, yes!” I screamed, forgetting that Alice's bedroom butted against the Master Bedroom. She was sleeping on the other side of the wall—a bad girl for not waking early enough to wash Daddy in the shower and help him get ready for work. “Oh, Daddy, cum in me!”

Daddy slammed my depths. He growled my name and unloaded his incestuous seed into me. The same seed that fertilized Alice and me into Mommy's womb. I groaned, trembling, my nipples rubbing on his chest as my spasming pussy milked out every drop.

“Daddy, Daddy,” I sighed over and over as the pleasure retreated. “Oh, Daddy, what a wonderful shower.”

“And now we get to wash him clean,” grinned Mommy, hopping off the counter.

The master bath's shower was big enough for three—I had a feeling that Daddy knew what he was doing when he redesigned it a few years ago. It was cozy. I bet we could even fit Alice in here and have a family shower orgy.

Since making love to Alice yesterday, my outlook on her changed. She didn't annoy me. I mean, I always loved her—she was my sister—but she got on my nerves. She was messy and disobedient and defiant. But now I was helping Daddy tame her and transform her. It was exciting. I felt so close to her.

When we finished showering, Mommy and I presented our chokers to Daddy. He put them back on us. It felt so wonderful feeling the gold chain tight about my throat, proof that I was owned by my Daddy—his sex slave. “Melody, Daddy's Good Girl,” was inscribed on the back unicorn charm that dangled in the hollow of my throat.

Mommy wore a heart-shaped locket.

Then Mommy and I combed and braided our hair. Daddy liked braided hair. Alice would have to grow her hair out to make a proper one. While we did that, Daddy shaved and readied himself for work. He dressed into his suit, the long-sleeves of his shirt hiding his tattoos. He still looked strong, though, the shirt stretching over his muscles.

In some ways, he was even sexier in suit and tie then blue jeans and a tight t-shirt. Still rugged, but cleaned up, ready to dominate the office like he dominated at home. Mommy cooked breakfast while I sat out the plates and made coffee. We attended Daddy like his servants, Mommy wearing her conservative, fifty-housewife garb while I wore one of the short skirts, naughty panties, and low-cut blouses Daddy picked out when we went shopping.

I was pouring his coffee when Alice stumbled in, bleary-eyed, her tawny hair a bushy mess in need of combing, wearing a pair of booty shorts and a baby-doll T-shirt, her stand sleep garb. She winced when she sat down at the table, her cheeks reddening as the pain reminded her of her embarrassing orgasm—well, it was embarrassing to her, the rest of us loved watching her cum—in front of Daddy and Mommy yesterday.

“Morning,” she mumbled, not looking anyone in the eye. Even after I comforted her, she had stayed in her room last night, too embarrassed to face our parents—particularly Daddy—after revealing her true desires.

I finished pouring Daddy's coffee and sat down while Mommy fixed up Alice with a plate. Alice looked enough like me that people could tell we were sisters, taller than I was and slimmer, her breasts smaller, not round like mine but little mounds. Her hair was lighter than mine and Mommy's brown, but our faces were very similar—we had a lot of Mommy in our looks, though we had Daddy's ears.

“And you are going to do your chores, right, Alice?” Daddy said after sipping his coffee. “You won't leave it all for your mother and Melody.”

The threat hovered in the air. Obey or be disciplined. Alice squirmed on her seat, a flash of defiance crossing her head. Then she glanced at me and sighed, “Yeah, Dad, I'll do my chores.”

“Then we could go hang out at the park,” I told her. “With Sun.”

Alice's eyes flicked to me. “Oh, I thought me and you could hang out in my room. I have a few new teen magazines we could look out.”

“What's this?” Mommy said, arching an eyebrow. “Are my two munchkins getting along? What changed?”

Alice blushed and I grinned, “Oh, we
talked
last night. After the spanking. It was very—”

“Nice,” spluttered Alice, giving me a look. “Nice. That's all. It was a nice conversation. Right, Melody? Nice. I wouldn't mind continuing it today.”

“But it's such a nice day,” I grinned. “And we don't want to annoy Mommy all day. The park will be
lots
of fun.”

My sister glanced at me, her eyes widening and color spotted her cheek. “You mean...we could talk at the park? With Sun?”

I nodded my head. I had orders to follow. I called Sun last night and she was eager to help us out.

“Okay,” Alice said, a huge grin on her face. Then she grabbed a piece of bacon and took a large, crunchy bite.

I glanced at Daddy and he gave me the slightest of nods. He finished his coffee. “Excellent breakfast as always, June. You did good.”

“Thank you, dear,” Mommy answered. She said dear in the same breathy way as Sir. Before the last few days I never noticed it. Around outsiders, and Alice was still an outsider to our lifestyle, she used dear in place of Sir.

Daddy nodded his head, noticing, and Mommy had a happy smile on her lips. She stood up with him and walked him to the door, snagging his briefcase like she did every morning. I turned my head, watching them. They kissed in the entrance way and Daddy whispered something, like he always did.

I now knew he whispered his instructions for his slave to carry out.

Mommy came back, a sway to her hips, and she sat down. She finished off her orange juice and glanced at Alice. “You look like a haystack. After breakfast, take a shower and tame it. I don't want my daughter looking like a vagabond.”

“It's the latest look, Mom,” Alice said. “No effort. Just bushy hair. All the boys love it.”

“Boys your age love anything a girls does in the hopes of getting into her panties. You're combing your hair not to impress boys but to not to embarrass your father and me.”

Alice stiffened at father. “Fine, Mom. I was going to anyways. You don't have to nag.”

“Do I need to talk to your father when he gets home tonight?”

“Maybe.” Alice took another bite of her bacon.

“Fine,” Mommy said, voice tight. “Wash your plate when your done, too. It's one of your chores, Alice.”

Before, I would have been annoyed with my sister, but I could see it in her eyes. She wanted another spanking, maybe another orgasm. She was a pain slut, taking after our mother. I grinned, my pussy growing hot. Today would be so exciting.

Chores were done. The women were in charge of the inside of the house and tending to the flowers outside the house. Daddy was in charge of the lawn. He looked so sexy pushing the lawnmower, muscles bulging.

Alice dawdled on her chores. Mom kept catching Alice fooling around on her phone instead of working. Mom would arch an eyebrow and say, “Another thing to talk to your father about when he gets home,” and Alice would pretend to be frightened, but I could see that naughty glint in her eye.

How did I miss it?

After lunch, we were cut free and I sent Sun the text. It would have been earlier, Mom made Alice clean the bathroom three times until it was up to standards. Alice had a scowl on her face when we stepped out into the summer sun. She threw a look over her shoulder, “Bitch.”

“Alice, that's our mother,” I gasped.

“She's a nagging bitch. I don't know how Daddy puts up with her.”

“Oh, you do,” I said as we reached the sidewalk. “I think you know just what Daddy wants from Mommy.”

Alice frowned, glancing at me and the braid then to my choker. “Did Dad give you that?”

“He did. My reward.”

“For doing all of Mom's work.” Alice gave a wicked giggle. “I bet you were so eager. Huh? Bet you were hoping he would call you to his bedroom, pin you down, and fuck you as hard as he fucks Mom.”

“You've seen them fuck?”

“Once. Their bedroom door was cracked open. Mom was on her stomach, gasping and grunting, while Dad fucked her from behind, his ass pumping, his muscular body glistening.”

“He is sexy,” I agreed. “And, yes, that thought crossed my mind.”

Alice arched an eyebrow. “Would you have fucked him?”

“Wouldn't you?”

“Oh, you are such a naughty slut,” my sister laughed. “How did I miss it? All that pretending to be a good girl. You're just a randy little thing. I bet you would have let him fuck you just as hard.” She sighed. “But Dad never would.”

“Why not?”

“We're his daughters.” She looked around. “Incest is illegal. He would never touch us.”

“And if he would...?”

She bit her lip, her flip flops smacking against her feet. She shifted, her combed hair bouncing about her shoulders. She wore a pink tank top and a pair of jean shorts. They weren't as tight as they could be nor as short. She didn't wear a bra, proven by the dimples made by her nipples as they hardened.

“It wouldn't happen,” she repeated, a stubborn cast to her face.

“I didn't say it would. Just asked if you would do it?” I leaned in, my hand taking hers. “It's not like you were shy with me last night.”

“But incest?” she asked, her voice strangled. “With Dad?”

“It was incest between us. Yummy, delicious, sisterly incest.”

“Damn, Melody, you are wild. How do you have that sweet, innocent face when you're such a pervert?”

I laughed and squeezed her hand.

We reached the park ten minutes later, the day growing warmer. Sun lounged on a bench, legs spread wide in a pair of daisy dukes that hugged her crotch, creating a delicious camel toe, a bikini top covering her small breasts, leaving her tanned-olive skin exposed. She looked up, her short, black hair swinging around her delicate face.

“Hey, sluts,” Sun greeted, hopping off the bench and racing over. She threw her arms around my neck and gave me a hot kiss right on the lips.

I returned it, savoring the feel of her nubile body rubbing against mine. Alice gripped my hand tight. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her jaw drop. She knew I had a relationship with Sun, but the reality shocked her. It made my pussy even hotter as Sun shoved her tongue into my mouth and gripped my ass through my skirt.

“Mmm, it's good to see you, Sun,” I smiled, blinking my eyes.

Sun gave a wicked laugh and lifted my skirt. “Ooh, love the panty choice, Melody.”

I wore a pair of gray, lacy, French cut panties. They were delicate, my flesh showing through the pattern. You could easily tell I was shaved. Sun lifted my skirt higher so Alice could see. My sister glanced and her eyes widened.

“Melody, when did you get panties like that?”

“When I went clothes shopping with Daddy the first Sunday you and Mommy went to grandma and grandpa's.”

“And Dad let you buy those?”

I winked at my sister. “He approved everything I chose. I modeled these for him, too. He loved me in them.”

My sister's eyes bugged. “You're fucking with me. He wouldn't do that.”

I just laughed and put my arm around Sun's shoulders. “So, what are we doing today?”

“Being naughty,” laughed Sun. “I need to get laid. I think there are a few guys around here that fit the bill. Want to watch?”

“Yes,” I nodded, glancing at my sister. “You up for that?”

“Watching Sun pick up a guy and fuck him?” she asked, her eyes widening. “I thought we were...going to...talk. Just talk.”

“Is that code for licking your sister's pussy?” Sun asked.

Alice's cheeks went crimson.

Sun laughed. “Wow, Alice, you are so cute when you get embarrassed. All that confidence and bravado just evaporates. Mmm, I masturbated so hard last night when Melody told me all about the two of you. I wish I saw it. A little sister-on-sister action. Hot.”

And then Sun broke from me, threw her arms around my sister's neck, and kissed her hard. Alice went rigid for a moment, her eyes glancing at me. I grinned at her. She relaxed, eyes closing, and kissed Sun back. Their tongued danced for a moment and then they broke away.

“Wow, you're a good kisser,” Sun grinned. Then she seized both our hands. “Come on, I need to get plowed.”

“Here?” Alice said. “At the park?”

“Public sex is the best sex,” Sun nodded her head.

“Didn't you fuck a guy at the zoo?” I asked. “You mentioned that.”

“Yep. In a little alcove in the reptile hall. It's so dark in there. He slipped into me from behind and fucked me hard. Ooh, I came. We finished right before this family walked by and caught us. Damn, it was the best.”

Alice shook her head.

“I'm an exhibitionist. Having an audience really gets me off.” She clapped her hands. “And two sisters watching is quite the audience.”

We walked through the park, Sun on the look out for the right man to fuck. The park was large. It had a playground at one end, then plenty of trails that wound round the edge, passing several ponds, before ending at the baseball diamond at the far end. I saw Sun glance at the pitcher's mound and I knew what she was imagining—Daddy fucking her right there.

“He looks cute,” I said, nudging Sun and nodding to a man jogging by. “Muscular, rugged.”

“Almost like your Dad,” grinned Sun.

Alice rolled her eyes. All our friends had a crush on Daddy. They had good taste in men.

“How are you going to get him?” I asked as he jogged away.

“Charm,” Sun answered. “We just have to be ready for him to come back around. I bet one lap isn't enough exercise from him. The trail's not that long.”

It was a Monday, so not as many people were in this part of the park. The children were all at the playground and the adults were mostly at work. Sun moved us down the trail and smiled. She pointed to a little bench off a side trail beside a pond. “You two watch from there. And don't be afraid to have your own fun.”

“And what are you going to do?” I asked.

She winked at me as she headed to her position on the trail. She leaned against a tree just out of sight and peeled off her top. I blinked in shock. She was definitely being bold. Alice and I took our position on the chairs as Sun leaned against the tree, cupping her small mounds, her nipples dark and hard.

“Holy shit,” Alice said, squirming on the bench.

“Uh-huh,” I said as I watched Sun shimmy out of her jean shorts. Then she threw them onto the trail, baiting her trap. She was completely naked, her right hand sliding between her thighs and fingering her pussy.

“What if someone else sees her?” gasped Alice.

“I don't think anyone else is jogging,” I said, twisting my head on the bench. I could see the trail wrapping around this section of the garden, glimpsing it through the gaps in the trees and flowering foliage. Through a gap, I saw the jogger. He still had three-quarters of the trail to jog before getting to Sun.

“And she's masturbating.” Alice squirmed again, pressing her thighs together.

I put an arm around her shoulders. “Getting a hot cunt?”

 

“Yes,” she moaned. “Look at her. She's fearless.”

“She gets what she wants. If you're afraid, how can you experience your desires?” I leaned into her and nuzzled at her neck. “How will you get to be with Daddy if you're scared he won't want your hot body?”

“Melody,” she groaned. “People can see us.”

“I know. Sun's right, this is hot.” Then I kissed my sister on the bench. I slid my hand up her tank top and cupped her small breast, rubbing on her hard nipple through the cloth. It poked at the fabric and against my palm. It felt so wicked.

She shuddered and writhed on the bench. She sounded so naughty as she sighed into the kiss. My tongue brushed her lips then entered her mouth. Our lips moved together as Sun's moans echoed through the woods.

She was watching us first.

I slid my hand down her tank top to the hem and shoved beneath it, lifting up the cloth. I brushed her firm mound as I broke the kiss. Alice's licked her lips, her dark eyes wild as I leaned down and sucked on an exposed nipple.

“That's it,” Sun shouted. “Ooh, Melody, you wild slut.”

Alice stiffened as I nibbled and sucked on her nipple. The bench creaked as she squirmed. She let out a plaintiff moan. Her hands pushed on my shoulders. But not hard. It was more reflexive, her fear fighting with her desire.

So I sucked harder.

She gasped, her moans so sweet. I sucked and nibbled on her nipple while my hand stroked down her smooth stomach. Birds chirped in the air around us and a breeze brought the scent of the nearby roses. I breathed it in, mixed with the smell of my sister's lavender body wash.

Her stomach tensed beneath my fingers as I moved lower and lower. She moaned my name and then gasped as my fingers reached the snap of her jean shorts. I popped it and her hands pushed hard enough on my shoulders to move my mouth from her tit.

“Melody, stop,” she gasped, her fly undone, the zipper rasping down exposing her pink panties. “What are you doing?”

“You have a hot pussy,” I grinned. “Look at Sun masturbating. Doesn't that make you hot? Don't you want to have your cunt fingered?” I slipped my fingertips beneath the elastic waistband of her panties, feeling her warmth. “Huh?”

“But...” She glanced around. “There's the jogger. He'll see us.”

“He'll be distracted by Sun,” I purred, pushing my fingers in deeper and deeper, caressing her shaved pudenda on my way to her pussy. “Relax.”

I turned my head. The jogger approached, so handsome in his tight, blue tank top and shorts. He was younger than Daddy, rugged and handsome. His arms pumped with an effortless motion as he jogged.

Then he froze. He spot the jean shorts on the trail. He glanced around as he moved to them. Sun let out a huge moan of pleasure, fingering her cunt faster and faster. The jogger heard her, his head snapping through the trees, cocking to the side as he spotted her.

“Miss?” he said, his voice half-strangled. “Miss, what are you doing?”

“Masturbating,” Sun answered. “Want to watch me?”

The jogger picked up her jean shorts and turned towards her, his back to my sister and me. I shoved my hand deeper into my sister's panties and brushed the wet folds of her pussy. She gasped and shuddered as my fingers brushed her clit peeking out of her folds.

“See, isn't that nice?” I purred. “Now we can watch and have fun.”

“Melody,” she protested while the guy stood rooted to the spot watching Sun. I couldn't see my friend, but I could hear her.

“Oh, yes, keep watching me,” Sun moaned as my finger stroked up and down my sister's wet slit. “Ooh, I love a handsome stud watching. I'm going to cum so hard for you. Oh, yes.”

“Fuck,” the guy groaned, his head snapping around again. “You really shouldn't be doing that.”

“Yes, I should,” Sun moaned, her voice throaty. “You love it. You love watching my fingers plunge in and out of my hot cunt. I bet you wish it was your cock.”

“Holy shit,” he said then let out an amused, disbelieving, shocked laugh. He looked around again. “I'm being punked. How old are you?”

“Old enough,” Sun moaned. “I'm legal. Barely. Oh, yes, you are a hunk. I love a guy with muscles.”

“Shit,” Alice whispered beside me. “She's a complete slut.”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded. Sun liked to play with Daddy, but she could never
live
the life of a sex slave. She could never be Daddy's good girl for longer than a few hours. She wasn't submissive enough. It was a game for her.

Not a passion, a need.

I rubbed harder at my sister's pussy, grinding the heel of my hand on her clit as my fingers brushed her hymen. I was careful not to break it—Daddy would get that joy. My sister shuddered and then her hand shot between my thighs and rubbed at the crotch of my lacy panties.

I smiled, shuddering. Daddy gave me permission to cum today with Alice. My sister rubbed fast, hard, but almost without thought. Her attention was entirely focused on the bemused man running his hand through his buzzed-short, blond hair, the muscles in his arm rippling.

“He's as ripped as Dad,” whispered Alice, her fingers digging my panties into my pussy.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, pleasure rippling through me. My panties stretched tight over my clit. The deeper my sister worked them into my pussy, the harder it pressed on my nub. I squirmed, my toes curling in my open-toed sandals while my fingers danced up and down her slit.

Pleasure spread out of my pussy, propelled by my sister's fingers. It was so hot to finger each other in the park. Someone could see us. We weren't as daring as Sun, but it was just as exciting. I bit my lip, stifling my moan.

And then Alice shoved my panties to the side and buried her fingers into my cunt. I moaned, leaning back on the bench as two digits plunged into my dripping depths. My sheath clenched down on them as she pumped them in and out of me.

I loved my sister's delicate fingers in my cunt.

“Damn,” the guy said again. “You are wild, girl.”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, keep watching. I...I'm fucking cumming. Yes, yes, yes. Holy shit, watch me. You're making me cum so hard.”

“Jesus, you're squirting,” groaned the guy.

“That's how hot you make me. Oh, yes. Keep watching. I'm...I'm...fuck!”

Sun's final shout startled the birds overhead. They took to the air, winging through the trees to find new perches away from the crazy, masturbating Korean slut. Sun's moans grew softer as her orgasm passed through her.

“Oh, that was a delicious appetizer,” she groaned.

“Damn, she's a slut,” Alice hissed, fingering my pussy hard and fast. Her fingers dug so deep into my flesh.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, grinding the heel of my hand on my sister's clit, my fingers rubbing harder at her pussy lips. “Just the biggest. You should have seen her cum on a vibrator in the middle of the mall. Right at the fountain.”

“What?” gasped Alice. “Fuck.”

And then my sister came as Sun purred, “Come fuck me. I need that cock in me. I know you're hard. I can see it. You look huge. Just what my pussy needs.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Alice groaned, her fingers twitching in my cunt as her face contorted.

I planted a hot kiss on my sister's lips, keeping her from screaming out her bliss and startling the guy. She moaned into the kiss as her juices flooded around my fingers, soaking into her panties. Her tongue thrust into my mouth, her free hand wrapping around my neck, pinning me in place.

“How old are you?” the guy asked again.

“I told you I'm legal. Want to see my driver license and prove I'm eighteen?” Sun laughed. “Or do you just want to get that dick wet? And my cunt is dripping wet. Come and fuck me.”

Alice spasmed harder, her orgasm intensifying. Her fingernails dug into the back of my neck, her tongue buried into my mouth. Her fingers spasmed in my pussy. Her thumb swiped my clit as she twitched. She exhaled through her nose, almost snorting as the pleasure roared through her.

And then she groaned and fell back, breaking our kiss. “Oh, my god, that was amazing.”

I grinned at her and purred, “Now make me cum, sis.”

“Yes,” she gasped and her fingers rammed deep into my cunt.

The guy, looking down the trail a final time, moved to Sun, still holding her jean shorts in one hand. My friend let out a throaty moan. Her hands yanked down his shorts and boxers in one go and then she gasped in delight.

“Oh, yes, this is a cock,” she moaned.

“I wish I could see it,” I panted as Alice's fingers worked in and out my cunt.

“Uh-huh,” my sister nodded, squirming as my fingers kept dancing up and down her pussy.

“Mmm, I want that cock,” moaned Alice. “I need a cock. It's not fair that you lost your virginity first.”

“Just rub my clit and we'll find you a man later. But not here. The park isn't special enough.”

“Yes,” she hissed, her thumb sweeping across my clit.

My pussy clamped down on my sister's plunging fingers. My groaned, my breasts jiggling in my top. The guy pinned Sun to the tree and her thighs wrapped about his legs. He held her ass as he thrust into her pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Sun moaned. She was too short for her head to appear over his shoulder. “Fuck me. Fuck my barely legal cunt!”

“Shit,” groaned the guy, his muscular ass flexing as he rammed his cock over and over into my friend's cunt. “Damn, I can't believe it.”

“Believe it,” moaned Sun. “Now fuck me. Ram that dick into me. Oh, yes. I want that cum flooding my snatch.”

“Are you on the pill?” groaned the guy.

“Maybe,” she laughed. “You might be breeding me.”

“Shit,” the guy and Alice said at the same time.

He fucked her faster, pounding her as Alice's thumb pressed harder on my clit. I groaned, my legs spasming as the pleasure built in the depths of my core. Every time her thumb rubbed, sparks flared and my pussy clenched.

I stared at the guy's ass as it thrust forward, slamming his dick over and over into Sun's cunt. Her legs were wrapped tight. I knew she was thrusting up into him, eager for his cock to carry her to another screaming orgasm.

“Yes, yes, fuck my cunt,” hissed Sun. “Oh, you fucking stud, yes. I'm going to cum so hard on your dick.”

“Yes, you are,” I moaned, my pussy churning, my orgasm trembling through me.

Alice pressed her lips to my ear. “Are you going to cum, slut? Your pussy is so hot. Ooh, my sister has a hot cunt.”

“I am going to cum,” I hissed. “Keep doing it. Oh, yes, Alice. Keep fingering me. I love it. I never want us to stop this.”

“No,” she moaned, her thighs clamping about my fingers rubbing on her pussy. A shudder ran through her. “You are such a slut, Melody. Love you.”

Those words sent me over. My eyes widened. My pussy spasmed on my sister's fingers. I bucked on the bench, clamping my jaw shut to keep from screaming out my pleasure. The trees above me spun over my head. The birds sang in joy at my sisterly orgasm. I groaned, drunk on this moment, humping into my sister's fingers. My clit exploded beneath her thumb.

The bliss crashed into my mind. I loved it. I moaned through my clenched teeth. Alice nibbled on my ear. Her lips so hot. She tugged on my earing, purring and moaning. She was such a wonderful sister.

“Oh, Alice, love you,” I gasped as my orgasm peaked.

And then I crashed down onto the bench.

“Oh, you have such a hot cunt,” Alice purred, pulling her fingers out of my pussy and up to her lips. She sucked on them.

I grinned at her and pulled my hand out of her shorts. I brought my sticky fingers to my lips, licking them as I watched the finale of Sun's sex act. I savored my sister's sweet musk, licking up each digit as Sun howled her bliss.

The guy's ass flexed. He drove his cock into Sun's depths. They grunted. My sister and I giggled as he flooded Sun's cunt with his cum. He thrust two more times while Sun kept gasping and moaning in wordless delight.

And then he was done. He pulled out of her, stepping back and pulling up his shorts and boxers. He looked around, shoulders hunched, then he dropped her shorts and just bolted, which made my sister and I laugh.

We raced down to Sun as she bent down, her legs shaking, his cum pouring down her thighs, and snagged her jean shorts. She pulled them on, wiggling them up her ass. “Wow, that was hot. Who wants ice cream?”

“You are such a slut,” Alice laughed. “And didn't you get enough cream when he came in you?”

“You can never have too much cream,” Sun winked. She bent down, swiping her fingers up a line of cum smeared on her thigh and popped it into her mouth.

* * *
 

We hung out with Sun for another two hours, just laughing and talking about typical teenage girl things—boys, clothes, music, boys, gossip—before I leaned over to Alice and whispered, “I think Mommy's had to go grocery shopping. The house should be empty. We could go
talk.”

Sun giggled and winked at us. Then she mouthed “call me” behind my sister's back. I nodded my head. She deserved to know how the next part of the plan went.

Alice and I raced home, giggling and holding hands, a rosy flush to our cheeks. We copped feels whenever we thought we could get away with it, squeezing tits, smacking asses, and rubbing crotches. We were both soaking wet when we got home.

We burst into the house. Mommy wasn't on the couch watching one of her afternoon soaps—she often relaxed to those once the housework was finished. Alice grinned at me and we raced upstairs. Only when we got to the top, did we both pause as a loud smack echoed down the hallway.

“You've were such a bad girl,” the strong voice of Daddy said.

Crack!

“I'm sorry, Sir,” Mommy moaned, her voice breathless.

Alice froze on the stairs. Our parent's bedroom door was open. You could see the foot of their bed. Daddy sat on it, naked, his body muscular. An equally naked Mom lay across his lap, her ass bright red from his spankings, her shaved pussy on display, drenched with her juices.

“Holy shit,” squeaked Alice. “Why's Daddy home?”

Crack!

“I had to come all the way home from work to deal with this mess,” Daddy growled.

“I'm so sorry, Sir,” moaned Mommy, squirming more.

Crack!

“You better be sorry, slut. I had a meeting I had to miss out on.”

Crack!”

Alice's eyes were riveted on the scene. Her small breasts rose and fell in her tank top. She squirmed her hips, her thighs rubbing together. One hand clutched the top of the stair's railing as she stood transfixed.

“You wish that was you?” I whispered in her ear.

She nodded her head slowly, unable to pull her gaze away.

Crack!

“I'm so sorry, Sir,” moaned Mommy, her ass bright red. She squirmed more. “Spank me. I was such a bad girl!”

“Jesus,” whispered Alice. “Jesus, she loves it.”

I didn't say a word. I knelt behind my sister, my hands reaching around her waist. I unsnapped her jean shorts. She didn't resist as I drew them down her hip, exposing her pink panties. The crotch darkened by her juices. I smelled her sweet musk.

I pulled off her panties next. I stared up at the swell of her ass, still faint welts from her spanking yesterday crisscrossing her pale cheeks. Her pussy was a tight slit, her vulva plumped and flushed, juices beading.

Crack!

“You will be a good girl, slave. Even if I have to spank you all night.”

Crack!

“Yes, sir! Spank me as much as I need.”

“Yes,” whispered Alice.

I grasped my sister's butt-cheeks, pulling them apart and exposing her sphincter. I leaned in, licking at her backdoor, savoring the sour flavor of her ass while Daddy's hand cracked over and over on Mommy's ass. Alice's hips wiggled, pressing back into my licking tongue while my right hand slid down her butt cheeks and between her thighs.

I rubbed at her dripping pussy.

My fingers slid through her plump vulva, nudging her clit and rubbing on her hymen guarding the entrance to her pussy. I tongued her sphincter harder, loving the sour flavor of my sister's ass. She moaned again, butt-cheeks clenching and relaxing.

Crack!

“Yes, yes, spank me, sir,” moaned Mommy. “Oh, yes. I'm so close. May I cum, sir.”

Crack!

“She's asking him...?” whispered Alice.

“Have you learned your lesson, slut?” growled Daddy.

Crack!

“I have, sir. Please, let me cum.”

“Yes, let her cum, Dad.” Alice wiggled more. Her sphincter clenched against my tongue.

I loved it. I rubbed at her clit, sending flutters through her body as my tongue pressed into her asshole. It resisted, fighting my tongue. She would need butt plugs to get her ready for Daddy's big cock. And then my tongue forced into her bowels.

Oh, she tasted delicious.

Crack!

“Please, sir,” begged Mommy.

“Please, Dad,” echoed Alice.

Crack!

“You may cum, slut,” growled Daddy.

Crack!

Mommy screamed as her pleasure exploded through her. Punishmentgasms were intense. My pussy clenched in envy. I tongued my sister ass and rubbed her pussy, keeping her hot and excited as she watched our mommy cum like a pain-slut on Daddy's lap.

“Shit,” groaned Alice. “Shit, shit, shit. She's cumming. She's cumming.”

“Just like you did,” I whispered between licking rims.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” moaned Mommy. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you for letting me cum, Sir. I love you, Sir.”

“I love you, June,” Daddy said. “Now Alice.”

My sister squeaked, her asscheeks clenching hard about my face. I couldn't see, but I knew Daddy was staring right at my sister. She trembled, a whimper of half-lust and half-fear escaped her lips. “Y-yes, Dad.”

“Your mother told me you back-talked her this morning, shirked your chores to play with your phone, and had to clean the bathroom three times to get it correct.”

“I...I did, Daddy.”

“Get in here and get across my lap. You need discipline, too, young Lady.”

A wave of lust went through me. It was time for Alice to become Daddy's good girl. Would she submit and discover all her fantasies? Or would she rebel? I trembled, waiting for my sister to react.
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Alice trembled before me while Daddy's commands echoed through the hall: “Get in here and get across my lap. You need discipline, too, young Lady.”

Such powerful words. I lifted my face from between Alice's butt-cheeks, the sour flavor of her ass lingering on my lips. My sister and I had just gotten home from spending the day with my friend Sun at the park. It was my task, given to me by Daddy, to get Alice so horny and excited she would be ready for the next phase in Daddy's plan to transform Alice from my bratty sister into a good girl.

Like me and Mommy.

At the park, Sun helped out in with my task. She fucked a strange man in the open while Alice and I fingered each other's cunts. It was so hot watching the strange man fuck my friend's barely legal cunt while my fraternal twin sister fingered my pussy. All three of us came hard, though Sun exploded the loudest on the muscular hunk's huge cock. Then Alice and I returned home and “caught” Daddy spanking Mommy for some made-up reason.

Alice, completely horny, was entranced by the sight. She wanted what Mommy was getting, a naked spanking on Daddy's lap. My sister misbehaved so she would be spanked by Daddy. It was her deepest desire and one Daddy planned on harnessing. So while my sister watched, I rimmed her ass and fingered her pussy, getting her more and more wet.

And then Daddy revealed he knew we were there the whole time.

My pussy ached in my panties as I rose. Alice trembled, her shorts and panties bunched around her ankles. Daddy sat on the end of his bed, staring at Alice as Mommy slid naked off his lap. Daddy's cock thrust hard up before him, so thick and huge.

“Well, Alice,” he snarled. “If I have to get up and march over there, you will regret it.”

“Sorry, Dad,” squeaked Alice. She rushed forward, stepping out of her shorts and panties, leaving them behind. She always made messes, but this time I forgave her.

I followed after, my body trembling with excitement as I peeled off my top and dropped it on the halfway floor. Why not? Alice already made the mess. Then I wiggled out of my skirt and panties. Alice reached the bedroom, glancing at our mother kneeling naked before Daddy, her dark hair gathered in a braid that matched my own.

Daddy liked his girls wearing braids. Alice would have to grow out her tawny hair to have a proper braid.

“I...I'm sorry, Daddy,” Alice said, swallowing. “But...but...you want me to stretch across your lap...with your...your...”

“Cock?” Mommy finished in her sweet voice. Her breasts jiggled as she looked up at Alice. “Isn't that what you want? To feel his hard dick against your stomach as you squirm on his lap and enjoy every single one of his spankings.”

“Mom?” gasped Alice. She threw a look over her shoulder and blinked as I entered the room naked. “Melody? What is going—”

She squeaked as Daddy ripped off her shirt, seized her arm, and pulled her across his lap. His cock pressed into her stomach. Her eighteen-year-old body squirmed on Daddy's lap, her ass jiggling. Juices glistened between her thighs.

I couldn't resist and brought my fingers to my mouth, savoring my sister's sweet musk staining my digits. Mommy flashed me a naughty smile, her gold choker glinting about her throat. I also wore a choker, mine adorned with a unicorn charm which read “Melody, Daddy's Good Girl.” Mommy's had a heart-shaped locket which had “My husband's loving, submissive slave” inscribed on the inside next to a picture of them kissing during their wedding.

“What is going on?” Alice demanded as she squirmed. “Why is everyone naked?”

“I thought you were a bright girl,” Mommy said. “Isn't it obvious?”

“We're Daddy's good girls,” I beamed. “Mommy and I are Daddy's sex slaves.”

Alice goggled. “What?”

“When I came into your room yesterday, it was because Daddy told me to,” I beamed. “I massaged your ass and then your pussy and made you cum so hard because I am a good girl.”

“And I was sucking your father's cock just outside your bedroom, listening to you two girls squeal.” Mommy smiled. “The sounds you two made, Alice.”

My sister's cheeks went red. “I...I...”

“You have a choice, Alice,” Daddy said, his hand stroking her ass. He gave her cheek a firm squeeze, bringing a shudder. “You can keep being a defiant, rebellious brat, always defying your mother and causing problems, or you can be a good girl for Daddy. You will behave. You will follow instructions. And you will receive what you crave.”

“And what's that, Daddy?”

“To be disciplined.” He raised his hand up and brought it down hard on her butt-cheek. The stinging smack echoed through the room. My sister gasped and bucked, squirming on his hard dick.

“Being disciplined is my reward?” Alice asked.

“For you,” Daddy said. “I know how much you love it. You are always a brat to your mother just so I will punish you.”

Alice lowered her head. “Sorry, Daddy. I just...I just love it. I know it's fu...messed up and wrong to want this.”

“Oh, no, honey,” Mommy said. She leaned out and cupped Alice's face. She lifted my sister up to look her in the eyes. “There is nothing wrong with those desires. All girls want their Daddies to love them. You just have a kinky way of expressing it.”

Daddy cracked his hand down again on her ass. Alice gasped, her face contorting with pain while a wanton moan escaped her lips.

“If you want the spankings to continue, you have to commit yourself to being my good girl.” Daddy squeezed her reddened ass. “If not...well, there are other ways to punish you.”

“Like?”

“Taking away your phone. Grounding you to your room. No internet. No spankings.”

“And if I...become your good girl?”

I trembled, staring at my sister's face cupped in Mommy's hands. I wanted Alice to say yes so badly, but I could see the fear in her eyes. She glanced at me. I gave her a smile and nodded my head, my nipples so hard, my pussy so wet. I wanted to masturbate.

But I didn't have Daddy's permission.

“Then you will serve me like your mother and sister,” Daddy said. “You will obey me and stop being a brat to you mother. She deserves your respect. And you will service me with your body, submitting to me, just like you crave.”

“We'll...have sex?” Her voice was so tiny, so girlish.

“Yes. I will fuck your cunt, your ass, your mouth. I will own every hole on your body. I will use you, cum in you, and give you such pleasures that you'll scream for more.” He smacked his hand down on her ass. “I will give you what you crave. I will make you into my slut. My slave. I will mold you like I did your sister.”

“Say yes, baby girl,” Mommy said, leaning closer. “Trust me, you will find such joy in submission. Far more satisfaction than your petty rebellion. Love your daddy. Be his good girl.”

“Please, Alice,” I nodded. “You will truly love it.”

Alice bit her lip then she nodded her head.

“Say it,” growled Daddy.

“I...” She swallowed and took a deep breath, her red ass wiggling. “I want to be Daddy's good girl.”

Daddy groaned in delight. He smacked his hand down hard on Alice's ass. My sister bucked and moaned as Mommy leaned in and kissed her on the lips. I smiled, loving the sight of Mommy kissing my sister, her daughter. It was so wicked and taboo. Alice squeezed her eyes shut, lips working as she kissed Mommy.

Crack!

Daddy's hand smacked down on her ass again. Then he pulled my sister closer to his stomach. The tip of his dick popped out from her side, throbbing hard and purple as he drew back his hand and smacked it down on her ass.

“Slut,” Daddy growled, staring at me, “suck my dick while I spank your sister's ass red.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned in delight, my pussy clenching between my thighs.

Mommy broke the kiss and Alice glanced at me, eyes wide as I crawled towards them. Daddy cracked his hand down. Alice bucked and moaned in bliss, her body shifting, Daddy's cock sliding along her skin. A big drop of precum beaded at the tip.

I licked it up. Daddy groaned.

“Yes, yes, suck Daddy's cock, Melody,” Alice said, her eyes wide as my cheeks hollowed about Daddy's cock. “Holy shit, he took your cherry. That's why you changed while I was gone. Holy shit.”

Crack!

“He did,” I grinned as she moaned and bucked again.

I sucked the tip of Daddy's cock into my lips. I could only engulf the crown. My lips pressed into Alice's side. I swirled my tongue, caressing his cock, gathering more and more precum as I sucked. I wanted to bob, to take more of his dick, but that was impossible.

So I enjoyed what I had, grateful my sister was so skinny.

Daddy grunted and groaned, his face twisting with pleasure as he cracked his hand down on Alice's ass again and again. The sounds echoed through the room. Alice's screams grew louder, her face turning red, tears falling down her cheeks.

But her moans were full of passion. She loved the pain. She loved the pleasure.

“And remember,” Mommy purred to Alice as I sucked hard on Daddy's cock, “good girls only cum with their Daddy's permission.”

“What?” gasped Alice.

“You heard your mother, slut,” Daddy growled and smacked his hand down on Alice's ass.

“But I'm getting all juicy,” she moaned, a whining catch to her voice. “My pussy's so hot. I need to cum, Daddy.”

“I know what you need, slut,” he growled and smacked his hand down on my sister's ass. “If you want to be my good girl, you have to trust that I'll give it to you. That I won't harm you but will provide what you long for.”

“Y-yes, Daddy.”

“Ask permission, sweetie,” Mommy purred, always so loving and supportive.

I know I wanted to cum. My pussy was on fire, but my mouth was too busy sucking Daddy's cock to ask. My juices dripped out of my snatch. I pressed my thighs together, squirming as the excitement tingled my cunt. It was like little ants crawling over my pussy, each one exciting me more and more. I so wanted to cum. To thrust my fingers between my thighs and frig myself to the world's largest orgasm.

But I didn't. I fought my urges and pleasured my daddy.

“Please, Daddy, may I—”

Crack! Alice's words became a moan of pain and pleasure.

“May I cum, Daddy?”

Crack!

“No.”

Crack!

“B-but I'm so excited. I'm so close... Please, Daddy. My pussy is so wet. Melody licked my ass and rubbed my cunt while I watched you discipline Mom, and now I'm dripping.”

“I can feel your juices on my thigh,” Daddy growled, “and your clit rubbing against me as you squirm. You will cum when I tell you, slut, and not a minute earlier.”

“It can be so hard to resist,” Mommy purred, “but the pleasure, sweetie, the pleasure is so intense when he finally lets you cum. Fight it. Submit to him. Prove you're his good girl.”

Crack!

Alice squirmed. “I...I will, Mommy. I...I want to be. I want to be spanked and loved and fucked by Daddy. I want it so much. It's why I'm so wet. So horny. I want to cum so badly.”

Crack!

“But I'll be good.”

“Yes, you will,” Daddy growled. “My little slut. My daughter-whore.”

Crack!

I sucked so hard on Daddy's cock. I put all my effort into it, focusing on his dick and not my aching pussy. Out of the corner of my eye, Mommy squirmed beside me, hands on her knees, gripping them, her eyes locked on Alice's ass, watching her husband spank their daughter.

What a wicked Mommy.

“You!”

Crack!

“Are!”

Crack!

“My!”

Crack!

“Good!”

Crack!

“Girl!”

Crack!

“Yes, yes, yes, Daddy!” Alice moaned, bucking, her voice strained, thick with resisting her climax. She gasped and groaned, coming closer and closer to her orgasm, but fighting it. “I am! I'm your good girl. Please, please, let me cum!”

“No!”

Crack!

“Yes, Daddy!”

Hearing Alice say those words, with all her submissive passion, set Daddy off. He growled as his dick erupted into my mouth. Hot, salty cum. I savored it, swallowing the load, letting it wash through my mouth. More and more squirts flooded me. His balls emptied. His cream slid down my body and warmed my belly.

“Share with your mother,” Daddy groaned as the final blast shot into my mouth. “And your sister.”

I held the last squirt in my mouth as I popped my dick off Daddy's cock. Then I turned and planted a hot kiss on Mommy's lips. She sighed into it. I couldn't resist seizing her large breasts, squeezing and kneading them as we snowballed his cum back and forth between us, our tongues caressing.

Daddy said something, and then Alice slipped off his lap and knelt beside us. She leaned in, rubbing her tear-stained cheeks against mine as her lips joined the kiss. A three-way, messy, sloppy, jizz-filled, incestuous kiss. We passed Daddy's cum back and forth, Mommy sharing her husband's seed with her two daughters.

It was so taboo. So forbidden. Daddy stood over us, arms folded, watching us, so strong, so sexy. His cock half-hard, a smile on his lips. All three of his good girls swapped his cum back and forth, moaning, sighing.

Alice's hands joined mine on Mommy's breasts. Hers were hesitant. But Mommy moaned her encouragement and I guided her, showing her how to love her large breasts. They were so big and soft. Mine were round and nice, and Alice's were only tiny mounds. We must have boobs from Daddy's side of the family.

“Wow,” Alice said, breaking the kiss, her cheeks flushed. Her nipples hard.

“Uh-huh,” I said.

Mommy smiled at Alice. “Mmm, you have such cute titties. And look at these nipples. Sir, doesn't she have the cutest nipples?”

“Yes, she does, June,” Daddy said. When he called her June, he was at his most loving. He seized Mommy's braid, holding it like a leash as she leaned down and sucked on Alice's small, pink nipples.

“Oh, Mom,” Alice groaned, leaning back on her hands.

She had a spare nipple. Grinning, I leaned over and sucked it into my mouth. I nibbled and teased it while Alice gasped and groaned. She squirmed, her thighs spreading as we teased her with our mouths, giving her such naughty delights.

Her nipple felt wonderful in my mouth. So tiny and delicious. I nipped it with my teeth. Daddy watched us, drinking in our incestuous, lesbian threesome. Mommy and I pushed Alice down on her back, attacking her nipples, our hands stroking her body, driving her wild. I found her pussy, hot and wet, dripping and ready for Daddy's cock.

“Sluts,” Daddy growled. “Enough. None of you have permission to cum. Downstairs, now. It's time to play.”

“Yes, Sir,” moaned Mommy, her eyes glossy with lust.

“Play?” mouthed Alice.

“In the dungeon,” I grinned.

“Dungeon?”

“The secret room in the basement we're not allowed in.” I beamed. “I've been in there, and it is naughty.”

Daddy had played with Sun and me in that room when she slept over. I lost my anal cherry in there. Oh, that was so hot.

“Come along, sluts,” Mommy purred, “your father and I have waited eighteen years to play with you both.”

Alice's eyes widened and I winked at her. I would explain later, but Mommy was raised to be her daddy's sex slave, and then she met our daddy, fell in love, and grandpa sold her as part of the wedding ceremony. When she gave birth to twin girls, she was eager for our daddy to have the same experience.

She was such a wicked Mommy.

The three of us trailed after Daddy. He held Mommy's braid like a leash, pulling her along while Alice and I walked behind her holding hands. My sister beamed. The stairs were two narrow for us to walk side-by-side. I let her go first.

I wanted to stare at her red ass. Ooh, Daddy spanked her hard.

Alice gasped when we entered the dungeon. The walls were black cork—to muffle sound, though that wasn't needed any longer since we all were Daddy's slaves now—and there was a spanking bench, a St. Anthony's cross, hooks in the ceiling for suspension play, shelfs full of sex toys and BDSM delights, an assortment of paddles, whips, and canes on the walls, a chest full of rope.

“Wow,” Alice said, turning around in the room, her toes digging into the soft, black carpet. “I can't believe this is in our house.”

I pulled her down so we knelt before Daddy, both of us staring up at him, trembling. He was so handsome, especially with the barbwire tattoos crossing his muscular torso and fire sleeve-tattoos. He stared at us, eyes intense.

“Believe it, dear,” Mommy said, kneeling beside Daddy. “Sir, how do you want your daughters prepared?”

“Nipples and clits clamped,” Daddy ordered. “And butt plugs.”

“Yes, sir,” Mommy said. She rose swiftly and moved to the cabinets.

Alice swallowed but didn't look away.

Mommy returned swiftly, knowing just where to go, her hands full of supplies. She knelt beside Daddy. “Sir, do you want to apply them or shall I?”

“I think their mother should do it,” Daddy said, his dick thrusting hard before him.

“Yes, Sir,” purred Mommy. I saw the twinkle in her eye—Daddy rewarded her for birthing him two submissive daughters.

She crawled forward, kneeling before us. “Melody first,” she said, “since she's such a good slut for Daddy.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I smiled.

Mommy winked at me. I knew why I went first. I had to be an example for Alice. I kept my back straight, my round breasts thrust before me. My nipples were so hard. But that didn't stop Mommy from leaning over and sucking on my right nipple. I gasped, the pleasure shooting right down to my pussy. I squirmed, my hands behind my back aching to clasp together.

Then Mommy's lips popped off my nipple and she replaced it with the clamp in a heartbeat. I sucked in a breath at the sharp pain flaring in my nipple. The alligator clamp bit into my nipple. The weight pulled it down. In moments, my nipple throbbed with a painful ache.

Daddy's eyes smiled as he watched, pleased.

“Wow, Melody,” Alice said, staring at my clamped nipple in awe. “Does that hurt?”

“Uh-huh,” I said, my voice strained by the pain. “But that's what makes it wonderful.”

“You're not the only pain-slut in the family, Alice,” Mommy purred before she sucked on my other nipple.

I groaned. The duel sensations of pleasurable nursing and painful clamping shuddered though me. The conflicting inputs from my two nipples made me squirm and moan. I groaned as Mommy sucked so hard on my nipple. It made the other one throb even harder, the pleasure reminding me of the pain.

Then Mommy's lip popped off and the clamp snapped on. I groaned, shuddering. The pain was exquisite. Agony throbbed along both my nipples while Mommy kissed down my stomach. I rose up on my knees, giving her access to my pussy.

“Mommy,” I moaned as her fingers parted my silt and her lips sucked on my clit. “Oh, Mommy, yes.”

Alice's eyes were wide with awe as she stared at both my clamped nipples. As my breasts jiggled, the nipple clamps waved, stretching and pulling on my nipples. Pleasure rippled through my body, crashing into the agony. I grit my teeth, the two sensations so wonderful. Her lips so soft, the clamps so hard.

And then true agony shot through me.

I screamed and threw back my head as she clamped my clit. My pussy convulsed. I came so close to cumming as my poor, aching clitoris throbbed in the padded grip of the smaller clamp. Even with the felt padding on the clamp, it hurt so badly.

So wonderfully.

“That's my good girl,” Daddy growled, watching us submit to him.

“T-thank you, Daddy,” I answered, squirming. Every movement made the clit clamp pull on my nub.

“Mmm, you are such a good girl for Daddy,” Mommy moaned. “You make me so proud.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I said, tears beading in the corners of my eyes.

I hardly felt her insert the lubed butt-plug. It wasn't the largest I had taken. I groaned, shuddering and twisting as it settled into my bowels. The intrusion paled compared to the agony throbbing my clit and nipples.

I took deep breaths, controlling the pain and the excitement it generated. I fought against my wet pussy's desire to be frigged as Mommy moved onto Alice. I looked at my sister, and gave her a tight, encouraging smile. She nodded back, resolved to submit.

“Alice,” Daddy said. “If at any point this is too much for you, say red light and it stops. I'm not here to harm you, only hurt you.” He smiled. “Give you the pain you crave. Don't be afraid to say it.”

That was the safe word. Well, Mommy and I didn't need the safe word. We were Daddy's true slaves, but Alice hadn't gotten there, yet. She would.

“I won't, Daddy,” Alice said. “I'll be your good girl.”

“I know you will.” His smile faded, growing stern, the dominating Master again. “June, clamp our daughter-slut.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Mommy leaned down and sucked on Alice's nipple. Mine throbbed again, in remembrance of the pleasure my sore nubs had forgotten. Alice's face twisted. Her eyes fluttered. A low moan escaped her lips that choked off into a gasp as Mommy clamped her small nipple. She used the padded clamps, not the alligator teeth.

But Alice still winced and grit her teeth. She squirmed as Mommy kissed over to her other nipple. I stared at the pink nipple clamped, loving how the teeth squeezed it and how she squirmed, experiencing the duel delights.

“You love it, don't you, slut?” I smiled.

“I do. I really...doooo!” Mommy clamped her other nipple, transforming her words into a pain-filled moan. “Oh, thank you, Daddy, for showing me this.”

“You're welcome, slave.”

“And you're...going to take my cherry, Daddy?” she asked while Mommy kissed and nuzzled her way down to my sister's cunt.

“What do you think, whore?” answered Daddy, staring at Alice.

“That my pussy will satisfy my daddy's cock tonight. Because I'm your good girl.”

Daddy grinned again, joy in his eyes.

My own heart fluttered with the emotion. For a moment, the pain in my nipples and clit faded. I didn't feel the discomfort of the butt plug lodged in my asshole. There was only the delight that our entire family was here, sharing this moment.

“Fuck,” Alice gasps as Mommy clamps her clit. My sister shivers, her face contorting as she fought to control the new pain shooting through her body. “Fuck.”

“Language, young lady,” Mommy said, a smile on her lips, wet with Alice's juices. But there was no heat in her admonishment as there would be outside of the dungeon. “You are such a naughty girl, Alice. Letting your wicked mommy attached clamps on your hard nipples and cute clit. All while Daddy watches you. Look at how hard you make him, slut.”

Alice's eyes fell on Daddy's cock.

“He's going to pop your cherry with that huge dick,” Mommy purred. “And you're going to experience such pleasure. You're going to gasp and buck. You'll be his whore. You'll love your daddy's hard cock fucking your barely legal cunt.” She rubbed Alice's pussy. “You are dripping wet for your daddy's cock, aren't you, slut?”

“So wet, Mommy,” Alice moaned.

I shuddered. My pussy ached. I wanted to rub it. My sweaty palms clutched my knees. I held on tight, fearing I would be a bad girl if I let go. My bowels clenched on the butt plug. I shifted, trying to ignore its presence in me, the way it stimulated my sphincter, mixing a splash of pleasure into the throbbing agony of the clamps.

Then Mommy lifted up a butt plug. “And you know what this is, don't you, slut?”

“A butt plug, Mommy.” Alice swallowed. “I've seen it in porn before.”

“Like nipple clamps?”

Alice nodded. “I like watching BDSM porn. Especially the spanking and whipping ones.”

Mommy laughed and moved behind her. She picked up the lube and applied a generous amount onto the butt plug. She pressed her large breasts into Alice's back, nuzzling at her neck as she slid the toy between my sister's butt-cheeks.

My bowels clenched on my butt plug as Mommy pressed forward with the red toy. My sister's eyes widened. She moaned, arching her back, thrusting her firm titties forward, the nipple clamps waving and bobbing.

“That's it, slut,” Daddy growled as Mommy worked more and more of the butt plug into Alice's ass. “Take it. I can tell how much you love it, whore.”

“I do, Daddy,” Alice moaned. “Oh, yes, Mommy. That's...oh, fuck!”

The butt plug popped all the way in, the handle sticking out. My sister squirmed. I grinned at her. “Thicker than my finger?”

“So much thicker,” she moaned.

“Wait until Daddy fucks you back there. You'll really explode.”

Alice nodded her head. “I can't wait. Oh, I know it'll be wicked. Mmm, yes, Daddy. I want to use every hole of my body to satiate that huge cock. Please, please, fuck me now. I need your cock in me. I need it so badly.”

“When
I
am ready, slut,” he growled. “June, put the spanking bench before me. Melody, help your mother like a good slut.”

“Yes, Sir,” Mommy said as I moaned, “Yes, Daddy.”

We both rose. My nipple and clit clamps swayed. Fresh agony lanced through me as I walked, so aware of the butt plug filling my ass. I reached the spanking bench, a padded bench, curved so a woman could bend over it, and with built in adjustable leather cuffs to bind the naughty slut in place.

I groaned as we lifted, my bowels clenching on the butt plug and my breasts jiggling. It was heavier than it looked. We maneuvered it into the center of the dungeon and set it before Daddy. Then we knelt beside him while his hands rested on our head. Daddy stared at Alice as she knelt, squirming, undulating.

Daddy moved. He seized Alice by the air and yanked her to the spanking bench. She gasped in pain as he threw her down on it, her nipple clamps pressing into the padding and digging into her tits. I winced in sympathy as she gaped in pain.

“Daddy,” she moaned. “That hurt so much.”

“And you love it, slut,” he growled. “But if this is too much, say the words and it all ends. You can leave the dungeon.”

“No!” Her words were loud, defiant. “No, Daddy. I am your good girl.”

Mommy let out a soft, tear-filled sigh, the type only a mother can make when one of her children has done something so sweet and loving. I reached out and took her hand, giving her a smile as she wiped at her eyes with the other.

Daddy seized Alice's hands and quickly manacled her to the spanking bench. He adjusted the length of the chain, pulling her ams taught. Then he did the same to feet, binding them spread apart. He turned the bench so her cunt face us, dripping wet, the clamp soaked and a puddle forming on the leather.

“Sir, how would you like me prepared, sir?” Mommy asked. “Unless only our daughters get to play.”

“Careful, slut,” Daddy growled. “I will cane your ass so hard you won't be able to sit for a week if you keep up that tone.”

Mommy shuddered in orgasmic delight.

“Fetch the clothespins, slut.”

“Yes, Sir,” Mommy groaned and scurried off to grab the large, plastic Ziploc bag—the type she used in the kitchen for freezing chicken breasts or steaks or pork chops after shopping. She came back and handed them to Daddy before stretching out on her back, her hands behind her head, her legs spread wide.

My eyes widened as Daddy knelt and smacked her breast with his hand hard. She groaned, shuddered, and writhed. He smiled and pulled out the first clothespin and clamped it on the edge of her breast, pinching her skin. Mommy winced and grit her teeth, her eyes glossy with enjoyment as Daddy worked fast. He attached more and more clothespins, following her large breast around, encircling the right one before clamping her nipple.

Mommy groaned at that.

“Wow,” I said, my eyes wide. There were twenty clothespins circling her right breast and Daddy added more to her left.

She winced with every one, sometimes groaning. Daddy would pause, flicking one, bringing a squeal of pain from Mommy. It was so obvious they had done this many times before. Daddy's dick throbbed so hard. He enjoyed the pain he caused Mommy as much as she loved it.

Daddy looked up at me as he finished her left breast, a fatherly smile on his lips. “You want one, don't you, slut?”

I nodded my head.

Daddy reached over Mommy's body and pinched a clothespin at the bottom of my right breast, indulging me like any doting father. I gasped. It bit harder than the nipple clamp, pinching my skin. I groaned, fighting the pain, my clit and nipple throbbing again. The had grown numb and I almost forgot about them.

“You may cum, Slut,” Daddy said as he pulled out the last four clothespins from the bag.

“Thank you, sir,” Mommy nodded.

He didn't attach them to her breast but to her engorged labia. Mommy had thick lips that peeked out of her vulva. Daddy clamped on two per labia, and I winced. Mommy bucked each time. She gasped and moaned and then Daddy slapped her right on the clit.

Mommy came. “Yes, yes, yes, thank you, sir. Oh, yes. Oh, wow, that's amazing. Oh, my god. Oh, yes.”

I watched her heave in ecstasy, her breasts jiggling and bouncing, the clothespins waving. It had to hurt so much. The pleasure crossed her face as she bucked and gasped. I was so envious. I wanted that orgasm. I wanted to cum that hard right now. My pussy was on fire.

“Oh, my god, Mom,” Alice gasped. “Holy shit, you are such a pain-slut.”

“I am,” Mommy moaned. “Oh, god, I am. I love it. Thank you, Sir. Thank you. You are the most wonderful master a slave could ever want. I love you.”

“I love you, June,” Daddy said, stroking her cheek.

Then he bent down and kissed her hard. Mommy shuddered, moaning in pain and pleasure as she kissed Daddy, her hands still over her head. He flicked the clothespin pinching her right nipple as they kissed, bringing out another squeal.

And then he pulled away and turned to Alice. His eyes were hungry for his daughter's barely legal, cherry cunt.

“Are you going to fuck me, now, Daddy?” Alice asked, squirming, shaved cunt gleaming.

“My dick needs to be lubed first,” Daddy growled then glanced at me. “Kneel, slut, let me use that cunt.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I gasped, quickly kneeling. The nipple clamps pulled on my tits as I knelt and the clothespin pinched. They swayed back and forth, weighted by the clamps. I winced at the pain. It was exquisite. I sucked in deep breaths against the waves of pain, trying to control—

Daddy thrust his cock into my cunt.

His huge, thick cock filled me. I gasped, my back arching as he hammered me. His balls smacked into my clamped clit. Agony knifed into the rapture his dick churned. I gasped and moaned, humping back into him.

“Use my cunt to lube your cock, Daddy,” I screamed at the sudden pleasure.

Intense bliss rushed through me. I clawed at the carpet as I fought against my orgasm. It was so hard. I was so excited. The pain and agony throbbing my clit and nipples, the butt plug filling my ass, the thrill of watching my mom and sister built my orgasm. I needed my release. I should ask for it, beg for it, but I could only scream and gasp.

Daddy grunted, pounding me with such force. I felt Mommy and Alice's eyes on me. I caught my twin's gaze. Such envy. She wanted it. She squirmed on the spanking bench as Daddy rammed his huge cock into my tight cunt.

“Fuck, Melody,” Daddy grunted. “Such a tight, hot cunt. You are Daddy's good girl. His slut.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned, finding words again. “I love your cock, Daddy. I...I...” A shudder ran through me. I clenched harder at the carpet. I was so close to cumming. I strained and fought against it, my pussy and asshole clenching down, increasing the friction of Daddy's pounding cock.

A mistake.

My eyes squeezed shut as I clenched my teeth. I groaned so loud. Daddy's cock stabbed so deep into me. I couldn't control myself. I needed my release. My breasts swayed with his thrusts, the clamps pulling hard on my nubs. My clit and nipples throbbed with agony. Pain and pleasure, agony and ecstasy. Merging. Mixing. Driving me wild.

And then Daddy said the words, “You may cum, slut!”

I exploded.

My pussy writhed about Daddy's cock. My juices flooded out of my cunt. Mommy called out her praised while Daddy grunted. My spasming pussy marinated his dick. I coated him with so much of my juices while the ecstasy boiled through my body. He grunted, groaned, and then ripped his dick out of me without erupting.

Daddy had self-control. He was a man.

But I missed it. I wanted his cum in me. I half-collapsed, rubbing my cheek into the carpet as my orgasm burned through my body. I gasped and sighed. It was wonderful. My release let me dizzy, stars dancing through my vision.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I panted.

“Fuck, Melody, that was awesome,” Alice groaned.

“You came hard,” Mommy purred. She grasped my shoulders and lifted me up. The clothespins attached to her tits brushed my side. “Mommy's so proud of the both of you.”

“And now it's time for Alice to lose her cherry,” I said.

Daddy knelt, ready to fuck her. He looked at us. “Sluts, get your asses over here. I want you two to guide my dick right to my newsiest slave's cherry and then lick us as I pound Alice into rapture.”

Mommy and I moaned together and crawled to him. We nestled behind him, nuzzling between his legs, our cheeks pressed tight. His heavy balls swung over us. We reached up, grasping his dick dripping with my juices, and guided him right to Alice's virgin cunt.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” the slut moaned. “Please, please, pop my cherry. Let my cunt satiate your cock. I was such a bad girl for so many years. Such a brat. And now I'm ready to be your good girl, Daddy. Please, let my pussy love you.”

“Fuck your daughter, Sir.”

“She's such a whore, Daddy. Just like you raised her. Me. Us.”

Daddy thrust.

I had a front row seat to my sister's cherry popping. Daddy's cock pressed on her hymen for a second and then he slammed through it. Alice gasped in pain as Daddy's dick slammed into her depths. A pink froth churned about his cock as he drew back—her virgin blood.

Then Daddy slammed in again, balls slapping into her clit clamp. Alice gasped and moaned, her body straining to buck against her restraints. Her moans were full of pleasure as she loved Daddy's cock fucking her virgin, barely legal cunt.

Mommy and I licked nuzzled as we pressed against each other. Our tongues grazed Daddy's balls and licked up the sweet musk dripping out of my sister's cunt. Daddy stirred her to a froth with his powerful thrusts.

“Yes, yes, yes, Daddy,” she moaned. “Your cock is amazing. You feel so wonderful in my cunt. Oh, yes, Daddy. I love being your good, little girl! Do you love my cunt?”

“Such an amazing cunt,” Daddy said, his voice thick with pride. “You're mine, aren't you?”

“Yes, Daddy, yours. Oh, I love it. Keep fucking me. Keep pounding me. Oh, yes. Oh, wow. May I cum, Daddy?”

“You may cum as much as you want right now,” he said. “Your reward for being such a good girl.”

Mommy let out a soft sob as we lapped at the incestuous meeting of their genitals. Her tears warmed my cheek as we licked and nuzzled. Hearing Alice's words were so beautiful. We were both Daddy's good girls now.

Alice came a moment later. Her voice was thick and throaty as her sweet juices squirted around Daddy's cock, spraying our faces as we licked up the wonderful mess. I savored it, our tongues lashing at my sister's spread-open pussy lips while she screamed out her pleasure.

Daddy fucked her so hard. And she came again before he finished. She bucked at her restraints, pulling hard on them as she groaned, so lost to the pleasure and pain she was incoherent with her moans and pants.

“My good girl,” Daddy groaned as he slammed his cock into her pussy and unloaded.

I sucked on his balls as they spurted taboo seed into my sister's deflowered cunt. Daddy grunted with each blast. And then, after the final spurt, he pulled his cock out. Mommy and I were ready, our lips nuzzling into Alice's cunt and lapping up the salty cum that poured out, mixed with sweet pussy juices.

It was the filthiest, most taboo thing I had ever done as I drank Daddy's cum out of my sister's cunt, my tongue brushing Mommy's, our lips nuzzling until we were kissing and snowballing the incestuous mix back and forth.

“All my good girls,” Daddy groaned, smiling at us.

Mommy and I broke our kiss, staring up at him. She moaned, “Yes, Sir,” while Alice and I breathed, “Yes, Daddy.” Then together, we said, “Always.”

* * *
 

Five years later...
 

But it wasn't always for Alice. Today, she was getting married, twenty-three and beautiful. She appeared as the pianist struck up the traditional wedding march. She looked radiant in her white dress, her arm entwined with Daddy's. Around her neck was the gold choker Daddy gave her a two weeks after she lost her cherry and proved herself at the private dungeon before all the other Masters.

Most of them were here in attendance along with their slaves.

It was at the dungeon Alice met Brian a year ago, a handsome man despite his glasses. He stood back straight, with all the poise of an army soldier. He was back from Ranger training, his hair buzzed short, looking even hunkier than normal in his dress uniform as he stood at the altar.

I stood at the altar, too, since I was my sister's maid-of-honor—though we all joked I was her sister-slut-of-honor. Sun was beside me, my sister's bridesmaid as well as my girlfriend—her parents were not happy when they found out we were dating. Sun didn't care about her parents closed-minded attitude.

But just because we were dating didn't mean I wasn't first and foremost Daddy's good girl.

I had my choker tight about my neck, the unicorn engraved with: “Melody, Daddy's Good Girl.”

Sun understood. She liked to play with us, and she didn't mind when I left our bed early in the morning to give Daddy his wake-up blowjob when it was my turn or when Daddy would interrupt our date to fuck me in the restaurant's or movie theater's restroom before sending me back to Sun with a pussy full of his cum.

And she had her fun, too. I loved watching her fuck random guys in public, my pussy getting all juicy while I was denied my orgasm. If Daddy didn't give me permission, I couldn't cum no matter how much my girlfriend teased me.

Daddy reached the altar with Alice. I took her bouquet, tears burning in my eyes. Daddy reached beneath her veil and pulled off the choker about her neck. He slipped it into his jacket pocket and produced a collar, chosen by Brian, and handed it to him. They shook hands, sealing their agreement.

Alice was no longer Daddy's good girl, but Brian's slave. He put the choker about her neck before the ceremony continued in a more traditional fashion. Tears fell down her eyes. I hear Mommy let out a sob as she sat in the front row, looking prim and proper in her conservative dress. I knew the truth. She had a remote-control vibrator buried in her cunt.

Sun and I had matching ones.

Daddy sat down beside Mommy, his hand slipping into his jacket pocket. The vibrator hummed to life inside me at its lowest setting, and I smiled as I shivered. Sun made a murmur beside me, hips shifting while Mommy squirmed beside Dad.

Brian took Alice's hands, staring at her with such love. He was a good Master. She would be so happy with him. But I knew I never would find a man I loved more than my Daddy. I was so glad Sun understood. If she made me choose, well, it would be a simple choice.

I was Daddy's good girl for life.

And she was also one-hundred percent supportive of another thing I did for Daddy.

I rubbed my stomach with my free hand, the other clutching the bouquet. I wasn't showing, yet. But it wouldn't be too much longer. After five years of wheedling, Daddy had finally accepted that I would always be his good girl. That like Mommy, I was his permanent sex slave. Unlike Alice, I wouldn't choose a new Master. So he had his vasectomy reversed.

His daughter grew in my belly. As my sister and her new Master kissed, sealing their new life together, I knew my daughter would be Daddy's good girl, too.

The END
  


Other Incest Stories
 


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.

 

Bratty Sister Gets Spanked:
Alice, Meldoy's sister, is back from her grandparents and she is in trouble. She's been a bratty daughter and it is time for her to get spanked. Melody is eager to watch and then comfort her sister afterward.

 

Good Girl's Naughty Task:
Melody has been given a naughty task by her daddy, and the good girl always obeys. She'll make sure her sister Alice is horny and aroused with the help of the naughty, exhibitionist Sun.

 

Bratty Sister Transformed:
Alice is faced with a choice: become Daddy's good girl or keep being a brat. Melody trembles as she waits for her sister's decision.
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Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”
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blog
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