
Daddy's Little Girls

© 2024 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact.

Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author. Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Avery started awake. Blinking and wincing at a lingering headache, he struggled to raise his head.
He was lying on his side in an unfamiliar bed, looking at a wall he didn't recognize, yet everything was still so hazy...
Shaking his head and trying to get the fuzz to clear, he rolled over and started again, seeing his sister lying next to him.
"Lily?" he whispered.
Her ear twitched on hearing her name, rousing her from troubled sleep. With a gasp, she sat bolt upright, startling her brother and making him sit upright, too.
"Ah, you're up."
They both gasped, seeing a pot-bellied red fox standing at the end of the bed, wearing a tank top and jeans and watching them intently.
"Daddy?" the twins chorused incredulously.
There was no question that the three were related; the two were spitting images of their father: orange-red fur on top, white on their undersides, with dark accents. The differences weren't many. Avery's eyes were blue unlike his father's and sister's green ones, and he was about an inch taller than his sister, but other than that, the twins were almost indistinguishable. Though both had started puberty, it hadn't affected the shapes of their bodies very much. Both had lithe torsos and a distinctly feminine curve to their hips.
But, there was something off about the older fox's expression as he spread his arms and moved around Lily's side of the bed to embrace them. Something about the glint in his eyes and the longing that tugged at their corners hinted at something other than paternal affection, something disconcerting. The twins could feel it, but they couldn't put their finger on what it was.
"Daddy, what are we doing here?" Avery demanded as their father hugged Lily. "And where's Mamma? She's s'posed to have custody of us," the twelve-year-old announced accusingly.
"Good to see you too, Son," the elder fox said, going around the bed.
But when his father hugged him, Avery did not reciprocate, instead letting his arms hang limply at his side.
"Wha'ssa matter with you, boy?" the deep-voiced fox asked, his tone sounding hurt and offended. "Is that the kind of hello you give your daddy?"
"D–Daddy, where are we?" Lily piped up shyly.
Forgetting his indignation, the fox beamed down at his daughter.
"Why, we're at the cabin on the lake," he drawled in a thick southern accent. "Don't you recognize it?"
The twins frowned and looked around, then suddenly gasped at the realization on spying the frozen-over lake outside through the snow and sheer curtains.
"B–but, Daddy, why are we here?" Lily asked. "And why are we in yours and Mamma's room?"
"And how'd we get here?" Avery chimed in. He hesitated a moment, then added, "Keith?"
Hearing his name made the elder fox whip his head to glare at his upstart son.
"Boy, you know better'n to talk to me that way," he growled. "My name is 'Daddy' to you, or 'Sir', or here shortly, you can call me—"
"But, Daddy, Mamma says—" Lily interrupted.
"Don't you worry your little head," Keith said, his expression softening as he ruffled her orange head-fur, "Your mamma ain't gonna tell you no more poisonous lies 'bout me."
"But, Daddy—"
"Don't talk over me," Keith said gruffly, getting annoyed. "Y'all two are here so your mamma can't interfere anymore."
The twins glanced at each other. Something about the finality of their father's tone made their stomachs churn.
"Ya know, I think this might be a new beginning," Keith continued before they could interject. "The divorce might well have been the best thing that woman could have done for us."
The churning in their stomachs intensified.
"Wh–what do you mean, Daddy?" Avery asked nervously.
Keith held up his paws. "Notice anything?" he asked.
The twins frowned, and then Lily spoke up.
"You're not wearing your wedding ring?" she asked.
"That's my bright girl," Keith nodded. "Pretty soon, I'll swap out one band for two!" He opened his arms in a broad gesture, beaming at them.
But instead of the excited reaction he obviously expected, he was met with perplexed silence.
"Oh, come on, y'all—do I gotta spell it out for ya?"
The twins exchanged glances, then shrugged helplessly at him.
Keith crawled up onto the bed between them, the persistent smell of alcohol and aftershave both familiar and threatening as he wrapped an arm around each of them.
"Pretty soon, y'all two will be my wives!" he announced, beaming at each of them in turn.
Once again, the cheery excitement failed to materialize. In fact, the reaction was quite the opposite of what he expected as Avery wriggled out from under his arm and leapt off the bed.
"What the hell are you talkin' about, old man?" he demanded. "If I've told you once, I've told you a thousand times: I ain't no girl!"
"Watch your mouth, Son," Keith growled.
"And what kind of sick pervert wants to marry his own kits?" Avery persisted, undaunted as his father's face began to darken.
"Boy," Keith rumbled, squaring off with him but still kneeling on the bed, "You're on thin ice. You better hush up unless you want a lickin'."
"You know what?" Avery sneered, "I think Mamma was right about you."
In a flash, the pot-bellied fox was off the bed, closed the distance to his son, and with a single backhanded stroke, laid him out on the floor.
Clutching his jaw where his father had struck him, Avery looked up at him with wide eyes but said nothing.
Keith sighed and shook his head. "I hoped bringing y'all here would remind you of the old days, when things were good, when you were too young to hit. Now you've gone and spoiled it, Avery. I never wanted to hit Daddy's little girls—not here." He sighed again, and then his fists curled with resolve. "But, if I have to, I will do it again," he warned.
Lily was scrunching her nose. "Daddy?" she asked timidly, cocking her head. "You said, 'Daddy's little girls'—like there was more than one of me."
"Aww, sweetie," Keith said, going back to the bed and sitting beside her, "You're both Daddy's little girls." He caressed the side of her face affectionately.
"I'm not a girl," Avery piped up sullenly.
"That's enough sass outta you," Keith warned.
"Daddy?" Lily persisted, reaching up and taking his much larger paw in both of hers and looking imploringly at his face.
"Yes, darling?"
"What do you mean, 'wives'?"
The glint—which had vanished as paternal duty trumped whatever it was going on in Keith's mind—returned, making Lily swallow involuntarily. His hand—still cupped against her face—began to trail down her neck, rubbed pointedly over her overalls-covered chest, stroked down her side, and at last, came to rest on her thigh, his thumb making it a point to press lightly against her groin. The unfamiliar touch made her shudder and look down at his hand, then back up at him in disconcerted bewilderment.
"I mean, Love," he said, his eyes practically boring into her as he moved his hand to cup her groin, his fingers roughly forcing their way between her thighs, "That before we leave here, I'm gonna fill your belly full of kits."
Keith shuddered, his breath quavering as he said the words. He had thought them long enough, but now to actually say them—out loud—it was so much better than he had imagined! True, his kits' reaction to the news was not exactly what he'd expected... But he'd come prepared for that.
"A–and," he added, coming to, "I'm gonna fill your sister's belly, too."
Cognitive dissonance trumped Lily's discomfort at her father's weird behavior. "Sister?" she asked, cocking her head and scrunching her face again.
Tired of explaining himself, Keith ignored her. "But not before we're married," he said, withdrawing his hand and rising. "Why, I've even got wedding rings picked out for you two! Your mamma was a smart woman; she must have known this was the way things were s'posed to be, and when she saw that she was in the way, she divorced me to let it happen!"
"No," Avery muttered from the floor, "She divorced you because you were, quote, 'an egomaniac'."
"Boy, you want another whoopin'?" Keith roared.
Avery cringed.
"That's what I thought," the patriarch growled. Sighing and recomposing himself, he looked back down at Lily, who had shrunk away from him and was hunched over, hugging her knees.
"Aww, come on," he said soothingly. "It's not like that. Y'all know how to behave—just do as you're told, and Daddy's a teddy bear. I tell you what: how about I show you how nice it can be? Just take your overalls off—Avery, you should take your clothes off, too—and I'll—"
He leaned forward to assist Lily in following his instructions, but she shank back even further, shaking her head vigorously.
"It's okay, sweetie," Keith said, crawling up onto the bed and grasping the straps of her overalls. "I'll help."
"No!" Lily protested, scurrying off the bed.
Keith managed to hook his fingers into the opening on the side of her overalls, and using it for leverage, yanked her back onto the bed. Getting his feet on the floor, he pinned her down and pulled so hard on the overall strap that the clasp broke off.
"No, Daddy!" Lily cried.
"Just be a good girl," Keith grunted, ripping her other overall strap off, then yanking her overalls down over her kicking legs.
"Hey, leave her alone!" Avery yelled, on his feet.
A split-second later, he was doubled over, lying on the bed and holding his groin, where his father had deftly kneed him in the nuts.
"I warned you about that—"
A flailing leg interrupted Keith, catching him in the jaw.
"Why, you little—how DARE you strike your father?" he roared.
Cocking back, he clocked Lily across the face with the back of his hand. Her legs went limp and fell, draping harmlessly off the edge of the bed.
"Y'all are really ruining this for me," Keith muttered to himself as he finished pulling Lily's overalls off, then grabbed her shirt between her barely-developing breast buds and tore it in two. 
It was her favorite shirt, but being out cold, she could offer no resistance or even protest.
Finally, Keith pulled down her panties and—at last—laid eyes on the object of his desire. Seeing the soft, puffy, flesh-colored lips and catching a glimpse of the deep ruby red peeking from inside, the fox stopped short for a moment, breathing haltingly and swallowing hard. 
But, a groan from Avery brought him back. He shook his head, grabbed Lily by the wrists, and pulled her further onto the bed, rearranging her in the same position she'd been in when she woke up. Then, despite Avery still being awake, Keith grabbed his son. Still too pained to fight back, Avery just moaned loudly as his father dragged him back into position, making sure he was facing his sister.
He disappeared for a moment, the sound of his boots thudding on the wood floor. When he returned, he was carrying a long, cylindrical object in his hand and grasping it much like a club. Avery caught sight of it and began to struggle.
"D–Daddy, no! You'll kill her!" he whimpered as his father advanced menacingly on the unconscious girl.
"It won't kill her," Keith replied grimly, "But bad girls get punished." He held up the wand and pointed the tip of it menacingly at Avery's face. "You had better remember that, unless you want to get the same treatment," he growled.
Only then did Avery notice the electrodes on the end of the baton. His eyes bulged. It wasn't a club; it was—was—! He gasped in pain and tried to move to protect his sister.
Shoving Avery aside, Keith spread Lily's legs and brought the baton down between them, pressing one electrode against each of her labia.
"D–Daddy! No!" Avery cried.
"Enough sass," Keith growled, "Unless you want to be next."
He pulled the trigger.
Lily shot up, shrieking in pain. Before she could get her wits about her, Keith pushed her back onto the bed and held her down with his forearm as he readjusted the position of the cattle prod, this time straddling her clit with the electrodes.
"Lily," he barked sternly, his authoritarian voice piercing through the haze of terror. "I want you to listen to me."
The girl, still frightened and bewildered, looked up at him in terror, hardly daring to breathe.
"You were a very bad girl, kicking at Daddy," Keith said evenly, fingering the trigger of the prod. "From now on, when Daddy tells you to take your clothes off, you will do it, and you will lie there like a good girl for Daddy. Is that clear?"
Suddenly aware that she was naked, memories of her last conscious moments flooded back into Lily's mind. She started to kick.
Z–ZAP–P!
Lily's body jerked so hard that it jumped several inches off the bed before falling back down hard. It felt like someone had simultaneously kicked her in the gut and also shredded her crotch with a red-hot poker. The shock hurt so badly that she couldn't even force herself to scream. Her face turned red under her fur and tears streamed down her face, but she could make no sound.
Pss.
Well, no sound from her mouth anyway. 
For several seconds, the only sound breaking the silence was the unmistakable hiss of urine escaping her folds. Lily tried—once—to arrest the flow, but trying to flex her pelvic floor muscles hurt almost as badly as the initial shock had. She let it happen, humiliation joining pain in turning her face red, while her brother watched in horror and her father looked on with grim satisfaction. For what seemed like eternity, nobody spoke. Everybody just listened breathlessly to the sound of Lily's bladder uncontrollably emptying itself on the bedspread.
At last, the awful sound came to a stop. Trembling, Lily began to sob. Keith ignored her and turned his attention to Avery, whose eyes seemed to be glued to his sister's groin.
"You're next," Keith said. "Take your clothes off and present yourself for Daddy."
Avery swiveled his eyes to look up at his father. Trembling, he shook his head. "N–no, Daddy, no..." he whispered.
Sighing in annoyance, Keith put the prod out of reach, then reached down and ripped his son's T-shirt off him. Avery yelped in protest but stopped short of kicking as his father undid the button and zipper on his son's jeans and yanked them off in a deft movement. 
But, stripped down to his underwear, Avery squeezed his legs together for all he was worth as his father reached to take those, too. It didn't work, of course, but it did irritate his father, who hauled his son to his feet by the neck as soon as he was stripped.
Grabbing the prod, Keith pressed it to his son's scrotum. Avery yelped in terror and squeezed his eyes closed.
"Relax," Keith said, not very soothingly. "You've got nothing to worry about."
Caught off guard, Avery opened his eyes and looked at his father curiously.
"These are balls I've got the cattle prod pressed against," Keith said. "But, Daddy's little girls don't have balls."
He let that sink in for a second, and just as the flash of realization crossed Avery's face, he squeezed the trigger.
Avery's body jerked, then went limp and crumpled, falling onto the bed and nearly crushing his sister. Getting kicked in the balls earlier had nothing on being shocked there. He would have thrown up if he'd been able to, but his whole body felt paralyzed, and his groin in particular had a constant, sharp ache that ripped his attention from anything else.
Pss.
After a few seconds, one pee-stain on the sheets became two.
Seeing that both of his ungrateful kits were out of commission for the time being, Keith returned to the chair at the foot of the bed and watched them as the worst of their pain subsided.
"Now," he said a few minutes later, after they'd caught their breath, "Let's try again: which of you is going to take Daddy's cock first?"
The twins both glanced at him, then at each other, then trembled and shook their heads.
Scowling, Keith rose to his feet and brandished the cattle prod.
"How about this?" he asked menacingly, "Whichever of you presents herself first, Daddy will spare another shock?"
"I ain't no girl!" Avery grunted.
But, as her brother was professing his maleness, Lily was moving to comply. She didn't know exactly what her father had meant by 'present herself', but she knew one thing more than anything: she did not want to get shocked again. Wincing—every movement made her crotch sting or throb—she rolled over on her stomach and slid her legs off the bed to plant her feet on the floor.
"We have a winner," Keith said.
Lily sucked in a fearful breath as she looked over her shoulder and watched her father undo his belt. That in itself brought back scary memories—though he had spoiled her, he had not been afraid to use the belt for particularly egregious crimes. She breathed a sigh of relief when he didn't rip it out of its loops in that deft, "you're about to get a whoopin' " way of his, but when he pulled his zipper down and revealed his dingy, hole-filled boxer-briefs, her legs were trembling. 
He didn't take long to open up his jeans and yank his sheath out above his pulled-down underwear. She gasped, staring slack-jawed at his massive, swollen sheath and large, orange-and-black scrotum. The distinct smell of fertile male hit her nostrils, bewildering her with twin reactions of revulsion and arousal. 
It was too much, but he didn't give her much time to dwell on it. She looked away hurriedly, as if by not looking, she could somehow stop what was about to happen.
A vain hope.
Clomp, clomp, clomp went Daddy's boots, and seconds later, she felt something hard and warm pressed up against her buttocks, felt his hand grasping her tail, heard the clink of his belt flopping in its loops.
"Ohh... finally."
Daddy's voice was husky. Lily's heart pounded, hearing him moving behind her. She started to turn her head to look back at him, but he grasped her hair roughly and held her head in position.
"Daddy has waited so long for this," he said behind her. "If you'd been a good Daddy's little girl, I would have rewarded you. But, since you fought Daddy, I'm gonna make this all about me. Behave yourself next time, and I'll show you how good it can feel."
His hands roughly grabbed her waist and pried back her tail. She started to cry out, but the feeling of his hand between her buttocks, spreading them wide and exposing her anus to the draft in the room startled her. Daddy's boot materialized between her feet and pushed outwards, making her spread her legs. The draft under her tail spread down her taint and caressed her privates, evaporating a stray drop of urine and sending a shiver up her spine.
Something hot pressed against her folds. She tried again to turn her head, but Daddy's hands came down in the small of her back, pinning her against the bed. She tried to squeeze her legs together, but Daddy's boots and knees forced her to keep them wide. Very afraid now, she began to cry as Daddy's penis pushed out of his sheath and poked against her lips.
"Oh, my gosh. Yes," Daddy breathed as something tapered slid up inside her, spreading her open.
"O–ow!" Lily abruptly cried, feeling a sharp pain just inside her.
"Ohh, fuck," Daddy lewdly drawled, "I popped her cherry. "Shit," he gasped, "That feels good."
Daddy's penis pulled out a little, then suddenly plunged in deep. Lily could feel it rubbing against her insides. It felt weird and made her feel like she needed to pee. She began to struggle, feeling increasingly afraid of peeing herself again, but Daddy held her still. The unfamiliar feelings intensified. She squeezed her eyes closed and gritted her teeth between sobs.
Suddenly, there was a sharp pain deep inside of her belly. Her eyes snapped open again, but unlike the pain she'd felt a few minutes ago, this one took her breath away.
"Ohh, gosh," Daddy groaned, panting. "Bottomed out inside of her, and—and when I finally fill her, I'm gonna push my cock right into her womb."
As Keith talked, he ground the tip of his prick against Lily's cervix, sharply intensifying the pain in her abdomen. Lily didn't know the exact reason, but she did know that whatever Daddy was doing, it hurt—a lot. Tears had started to stream down her face when Daddy suddenly pulled back. She gasped, realizing she'd been holding her breath, but then Daddy slammed forward. She felt something warm, heavy, and furry brush against her pussy, then felt the sharp, excruciating punch to her gut as he tried to shove his penis through the narrow passage to her uterus.
While his daughter lay there in breathless agony, Keith pulled back and began thrusting into her both hard and fast. The hot tightness of her virginal walls caressing his cock was almost enough to make him blow his load in one go, but he did notice with a hint of dissatisfaction that she wasn't nearly as slippery as he would have liked, and at her age, she had no excuse for that. Nevertheless, her adolescent pussy felt ten times better than her mother's well-used cunt, and he was determined to enjoy it for all it was worth.
Well, not quite all it was worth. Keith had a rule that he was determined to follow, and though his twitching balls and fast-inflating knot urged him to set it aside just this once, he knew without a doubt that keeping to it would only make things so much sweeter once all the pieces were finally aligned.
The base of Daddy's penis was getting big—and fast—stretching Lily's labia painfully tight as he pulled out and shoved in again. But, all of a sudden, Daddy pulled all the way out. Lily felt something hot and wet splattering on and sticking to her. She grimaced and tried to move her legs to wipe it away, but Daddy's thighs were still in the way. The hot, wet, sticky stuff quickly cooled and started itching as it ran excruciatingly slowly down the face of her pussy.
"Stay right there," Daddy growled.
Lily heard his boots move and felt his hips get out of the way. She immediately tried to close her legs, but a kick from Daddy's boot at her ankle made her yelp.
"What did I just say? Be. Still. Avery!" he barked, turning to face his other offspring, "Get over here and clean your sister up."
"Hell, no!" Avery gasped incredulously, disbelieving what he was hearing.
Clomp, CLOMP.
Avery yelped and whined as Keith grabbed him by the scrotum and yanked upwards, squeezing tightly.
"Do you wanna keep these?" the elder fox demanded. "Wives don't have balls, so unless you want me to make a proper wife out of you, you had better do as you're told. Understand? Say 'yes, Sir'."
"Y–yes... Sir..." Avery croaked.
"Good," Keith growled, giving the bruised sack another excruciating squeeze before letting go, "Now, get over there and clean your sister up. Do not make me tell you again."
Wincing, Avery rolled over to the side of the bed, got off, then half-hobbled, half-crawled around to his sister's side. But, seeing her standing there with her legs spread, her pussy red, swollen, and dripping gobs of white cum, he froze.
"Well?" Keith demanded. "Get in there!"
"I–I–I don't know what to do, Daddy!" Avery stammered, his eyes wide.
Daddy's powerful paw on the base of Avery's skull jerked him forward. The cum-covered folds loomed right up in front of his muzzle.
"Get your tongue up in there and lick your sister clean!" Daddy roared behind him. "And you better lick inside and outside! If she gets pregnant because you didn't clean her out good enough, I will tear you a new asshole and stuff a baby in it!"
While Daddy's threat didn't make a lot of sense, the loud aggression spoke directly to Avery on an instinctual level. Without bothering to understand what was being said, his body reacted to the threat of violence. His head lurched forward, and before he knew what he was doing, he was tonguing his sister's soft mound. Feeling his sister tremble under his touch was bad enough, but knowing that the bleachy taste in his mouth was his father's cum was even worse. After a few seconds of licking, his mind finally caught up to what was happening, and he recoiled, jerking back violently and suddenly feeling sick.
In his plight, he caught his sister's eye, and both turned scarlet beneath their fur, both of them deeply embarrassed at this forced incest.
Something sharp and cold pricked the tip of Avery's sheath. He glanced down and saw his glans poking out—right between the electrodes of the cattle prod.
His eyes bulged, but before he could react, Daddy squeezed the trigger.
It felt as though someone had shoved barbed wire down his penis and used it to punch him in the balls. He fell over in fetal position, holding his groin as tears streamed down his face.
"You want another one?" Daddy asked as urine began to dribble out of Avery's penis. "Get up, and lick your sister clean."
Avery felt himself hauled up onto all fours, and though he continued to clutch his groin, he felt his face thrust back between his sister's thighs. He continued to weep as his tongue darted over the quivering flesh, yet not even the pain in his groin could distract him from what he was doing, from the taste of his father's cum, the slightly metallic smell of his sister's deflowering. And, when he finally thought he was done, his father's paw shoved his head forward, burying his muzzle between his sister's folds.
"Lick," Daddy commanded, "Or suffocate."
Avery abruptly realized that with his nose and mouth both inside his sister, he couldn't breathe. Struggling, he began to panic until Daddy wrenched one of his ears sharply.
"I said, lick!" the fox roared.
Avery's tongue shot out, darting over the unpleasant-tasting inner surfaces of his sister's passage. He felt her legs tense on either side of his face, then suddenly, everything got very humid, and a new taste—musky and strong—overpowered everything else.
"That's enough," Daddy said abruptly, yanking Avery back and throwing him at the edge of the bed next to his sister.
Before Avery could come to, he felt his father's paws under his arms, hauling him up until his hips were folded at the edge of the bed.
"What a nice pussy," Daddy's voice said.
Avery tried to look, but Daddy's hand came down in the small of his back, pinning him down.
But, he didn't need eyes to know what Daddy was talking about. A second later, he felt Daddy's other paw grab his tail and move it out of the way, felt a finger pressing against his butthole.
"Man," Daddy said hoarsely, "That is a mighty fine pussy right there."
The finger slipped inside. Avery winced. Panting, he craned his neck to see what was going on, but all he could see was Daddy looking down at him with a hungry look on his face.
"I am gonna put so many kits into that pussy that you're gonna pop, Avery."
There was a loud sucking noise. Something wet pressed against Avery's anus, then slipped inside. Avery moaned, his back arching involuntarily.
"Mm, that's it: moan for Daddy, little girl."
Fury flashed in Avery's eyes.
"Damn it, Daddy, I have a penis!" he yelled.
In an instant, he found himself on his back, staring up at his father, who grinned wickedly at him. He felt his sheath grabbed roughly, felt it being manhandled into something hard and mildly cold, felt something lock around the back of his balls.
Click.
"Not anymore, you don't," Daddy said smugly.
Avery looked down, then did a double-take on seeing himself wearing a very tight-fitting chastity cage. His jaw dropped in disbelief, but before he could reach for his new polycarbonate prison, Daddy flipped him over again. He felt some kind of fabric brush over his waist, looked around, and gasped to see himself wearing one of his sister's miniskirts—the pastel pink, extremely short one that Mamma had told Lily she wasn't allowed to wear but that Daddy had been more than willing—enthusiastic, even—to see her put on.
"Not much chance of pregnancy with this little girl," Daddy muttered to himself as he flipped the back of Avery's skirt up and brushed his tail out of the way. "It's been too long since I last got to knot."
Avery didn't know what that meant, but he was about to find out. Daddy's hands grabbed his hips roughly. Something sharp and hot poked against his butthole, and then—with an abrupt shove—he saw stars. His mouth opened, but nothing would come out. He couldn't even begin to describe what having his anal virginity taken away so roughly felt like. It felt less like getting punched and more like having his innards pulled out through his ass. It hurt—so badly, it hurt—but the initial shock wasn't even the worst of it. Daddy's penis had shoved in quickly, but now before Avery could even recover from that, he was already pulling out and shoving back in. The sharp pain mixed with the weird tingling feeling of needing to poop—to pee?—Avery couldn't tell, but he was sure that at any minute, he was going to make a mess. That fear, combined with the residual pain, made him tense up all over, his ass clamping down tightly on Daddy's cock and sharply intensifying the unpleasant sensations.
"Oh, wow, Avery, where did you learn to milk a man's cock like that?" Daddy gushed. "You keep that up, and you'll be Daddy's favorite in no time!"
Avery didn't know what he meant, either, but he was increasingly aware of a new sensation, one that he had never felt before. The urges to poop and pee had coalesced into a new urge to do something, though he didn't know what exactly. Whatever it was, Daddy's cock rubbing against a certain spot inside of him seemed to make the feeling much worse.
No, not "worse"—more "intense". As Avery began to pant, his back arching again, he realized it wasn't a wholly bad feeling, but it was most definitely very intense, and it left him wanting—something. It was kind of like smelling something delicious cooking in the kitchen but being made to wait until dinner before he got to eat it. The way his mouth watered, craving that tasty morsel, his groin was craving... something.
Daddy's penis rubbed that spot again. And again. And again.
Avery moaned.
"The hell are you whining about, boy?" Daddy asked. "You haven't even got a cervix for me to pound!"
To emphasize his point, he thrust in particularly deep, then let out a sigh as he felt his knot beginning to swell.
"Aw, hell, you'd better get comfy," he chuckled. "I am gonna enjoy this."
Something hard was inside Avery's ass now. And it was getting bigger. 
It pushed against that spot. Avery's breath caught. 
It pushed harder. A whimper escaped Avery's lips. 
It squeezed roughly against the spot. Avery's back arched, driving his father's knot against his prostate. The twin let out a piteous moan.
The bottom of his cock-cage suddenly turned white and milky. Something began to drip down onto the floor.
"The hell is—oh! Y'all protest too much," Daddy jeered. "Little girl is already cumming for Daddy. I don't wanna hear one more peep about you not being a girl."
Avery's face burned with humiliation as his father fell silent and something hot and wet splattered into his bowels. All the while, Daddy's knot was pressed against that spot, which had grown extremely sensitive after Avery came. A long stream of incoherent whimpers escaped his muzzle as his father's climaxing knot drove his over-sensitive prostate way past the point of orgasm. 
By the time Daddy finally pulled out, Avery was trembling too badly to hold himself up. Daddy pulled out, and he collapsed to his knees on the ground.
His lust over his own kids sated for the moment, Keith left them where they were, zipped his pants back up, and clomped off to the kitchen. The microwave beeped several times, and then he clomped back.
"Dinner," he said perfunctorily.
At first, neither of the twins moved, but the sharp crackle of between the cattle prod's probes got them both hastily to their feet.
"You don't need those," Daddy said as they looked in dismay at the tattered remnants of what they'd worn in. "Daddy will dress you how he pleases. Until then, you stay naked." Grinning and deliberately leering at them, he added, "I like the view. Go to the table."
Neither twin protested. Without a word, they made their way to the small, square table and sat down to bowls of microwaveable macaroni and cheese opposite each other.
"Don't get used to me cooking for you," Daddy warned as he took his place between them. "Good wives cook proper meals for their husbands, and I will expect no less of you two."
The twins didn't say anything. Sullenly, they dug into their meals and tried to shut out the feeling of Daddy's hands grabbing at their thighs and crotches under the table while they ate.
Once they'd eaten, Keith ordered the twins back into the bedroom and pointed to the soiled sheets.
"No good wives of mine are going to sleep in that mess," he declared. "The clean sheets are in the cabinet. Get the bed stripped down, put the dirty sheets in the washer but don't start it until tomorrow, and get the bed remade."
After all the unpleasant things he'd made them do thus far, changing out the sheets seemed positively normal by comparison. While the two would normally have argued over who had to do which part, they now wordlessly went to "their" sides of the bed, grabbed the corners, and pulled down, moving in unison to pull off the soiled bedding off. Then, Avery took the dirty sheets to the laundry room while Lily grabbed clean ones from the cabinet. When they both returned, they worked together to replace the fitted and flat sheets, then pulled a duvet out of the closet and laid it on top of the sheets.
"Good job, wives," Keith said, both pleased and surprised at how smoothly it had gone—tomorrow was gonna be easy, then. "Y'all get up into bed and wait for me."
The twins exchanged nervous glances, and then Lily squared her shoulders and marched herself to the side of the bed and climbed on. Avery followed suit. Both looked at their father but averted their eyes—afraid to make eye contact lest he make them do something, yet afraid not to keep an eye on him. As they watched, he jerked off his tank top, pulled off his boots and pants, and lastly his underwear. The strong smell of male immediately filled the room, and both kits grimaced.
Unaware of their discomfiture or just not caring, Keith climbed into bed between them, rolled over on his back, and gestured for them to lie down. As if of one mind, both kits lay with their backs to him.
"Nice try," the patriarch muttered, slipping an arm under each kit and flipping them over to face him, "But even in bed—especially in bed—y'all have a duty to your husband. Now, come snuggle."
He curled his arms, pulling them both in close and hugging them to him.
"Now, isn't this nice?" he said, looking from one to the other. "How about a kiss for Daddy?"
But looking down at them, both kits looked extremely uncomfortable, and in his mind, it seemed like they were both staring, wide-eyed, at his groin.
"Oh?" he asked, chuckling as his heart skipped a beat. "Bit preoccupied, huh? Well, all right. If you want to suck Daddy's cock, don't let me stop ya."
Neither kit moved, but he could feel them both tensing in his arms.
"Avery, y'all look like a good cocksucker. Show your sister how it's done."
Blue eyes flashed, accompanied by a startled gasp.
"Come on, boy, don't be shy!" Daddy said, giving him a hard look.
A whimper escaped Avery's lips. He started to shake his head.
"Don't make me bring out the cattle prod again," Daddy warned.
"But, Daddy, it stinks! I can smell it all the way from here!" Avery protested.
"It smells like a big, smelly male!" Lily chimed in, relieved that she wasn't the only one who thought it.
They looked up imploringly at Daddy's face, then sucked in gasps.
Daddy wasn't amused.
"Do y'all think your mamma and I liked changing your diapers? Y'all talk about stink, but you don't know what you're talking about! I don't care if you don't like it now—it'll grow on ya. Now, Avery, get your muzzle down there and start showing me some respect!"
It was one thing to be made to passively endure Daddy's torments, but it was quite another for Daddy to expect him to take the active role, Avery thought as, grimacing, he scooted down the bed and lined his face up with his dad's pungent crotch. Daddy had always had a bit of a smell to him—usually alcohol and aftershave—but he was never unclean, as far as Avery could remember. He had never smelled like this! And yet, there was something familiar about the smell, like if he'd turned the volume down to 1 instead of 11, it could have been a subtle note hiding beneath the alcohol and aftershave. 
And yet, that wasn't reassuring. Knowing that the deafening roar of an airplane engine is somewhat reminiscent of a cat purring doesn't make it any less painful, and the assault on Avery's nostrils was not lessened by familiarity. It was everything he could do to bring his lips up to his father's sheath—ugh, the hair on it was moist with sweat—and stick his tongue out to taste the surface.
Jerking backwards, he shuddered all over and shook his head.
"I–I can't, Daddy," he pleaded, tears in his eyes. "Please don't make me!"
Daddy lay there on the bed, his face dark. 
"Come here, Avery," he said.
Avery cringed but did as told, trembling as Daddy wrapped his arm around him, trapping him.
"Your sister can show you how it's done," Daddy said, stroking his face. "I have a better use for that pretty muzzle of yours anyway." Glancing over, he barked, "Lily!" and gestured to his penis, which had poked out of its sheath at the feel of Avery's breath on it.
"Aww, why do I have to—" Lily started to whine, but a look from Daddy—and the memory of the cattle prod to her clit—silenced her.
Holding her breath, she moved down to Daddy's crotch, squeezed her eyes closed, and lunged forward. She felt fur on her lips, then something slippery and squishy. Shuddering all over, she let Daddy's tip slip into her mouth, tentatively darted her tongue out to lick it, then shuddered and pulled off.
"There!" she gasped, panting. "I did it!"
Daddy laughed so hard that his beer-belly jiggled.
"Well! It's a start," he chuckled. "A better start than your sister could muster anyway," he added, giving Avery a dirty look, "But I think you can do better."
He reached down between her legs and found her pussy. She jerked away in fear.
"Be still," he said soothingly—or his best approximation of soothing, given the circumstances.
Trembling, Lily forced herself to be still, and his hand found her groin again. One of his fingers slipped inside of her, and a second later, a wonderful sensation went up her spine. She gasped in surprise.
"Feels good, huh?" Daddy asked.
Lily swallowed hard and nodded uncertainly. Daddy pulled his finger out of her, and she sighed plaintively.
"If you want any more of that, you need to make Daddy feel good, too." he said.
Lily's eyes darted from his face to his groin and back. He nodded.
Grimacing, she took a deep breath and put her mouth on the peeping appendage again, holding it in her lips for a few seconds before pulling off and shuddering.
Daddy shook his head. "You're gonna have to do better'n that," he said wryly. "Come here."
Brushing Avery aside, he got Lily to back her pussy up to his face.
Fuck, she smells like a little honeybee, he thought to himself, shuddering.
"This is what you're supposed to do," he said.
Gripping her hips tightly to prevent her from squirming away, he exhaled a hot breath on her labia, felt her hips arch, then slipped his tongue up between her folds. He was rewarded with an audible sigh and the gentle press of her buttocks against his face. He licked again, focusing on her g-spot. The moaning intensified, and her butt pressed harder against his cheeks.
He gave her a few more licks—enough to get her very excited but not enough to get her off—then patted the backs of her thighs.
"All right, your turn," he said. "Use your tongue and your lips; don't just sit there holding it."
Perhaps it was the arousal or the hope that Daddy would do more of what he'd just done, but suddenly, his crotch didn't smell so bad anymore. Leaning over, she took the tip of Daddy's now fully exposed penis in her mouth and cautiously pressed her tongue to it. Daddy stiffened, and she whipped her head to look at him, dropping his member in the process.
"Th—that was good," Daddy murmured. "Do more of it!"
Encouraged, Lily grabbed his penis again, pressed her tongue to it, and took a long lap over the surface.
Daddy moaned, and his back arched like hers had done.
"That's it, Lily. That's a good Daddy's little girl," Daddy gasped. "C'mere, Avery."
Avery had let his guard down a little, seeing Daddy preoccupied with his sister, but now that the attention was back on him, he immediately tensed up, but too late. Before he could react, Daddy had pulled him up face-to-face with him and had pressed their lips together. Avery tried to recoil, but Daddy grabbed the back of his head with both hands and held him still. Avery cringed as Daddy's tongue slipped out and began licking the kit's lips and even his nose.
"Mm, open up, Avery," Daddy said, his tone pleasant yet firm. "Daddy likes a good make-out session while he gets his cock sucked."
When Avery was too slow to respond, Daddy suddenly jammed his fingers into the sides of his mouth. Avery instinctively opened his mouth to escape the painful sensation in his cheeks, and Daddy's tongue plunged inside. The twin jerked, his skin crawling with revulsion as Daddy's tongue probed his gums and found his own tongue.
"Relax and enjoy it," Daddy murmured.
Daddy's tongue stroked Avery's. The kit's eyes suddenly snapped open as a jolt of pleasure hit the back of his skull and shot down his spine, landing in his caged dick. He moaned involuntarily.
"That's it," Daddy breathed.
Avery's breath began to quaver as Daddy tongue-fucked his mouth. 
"Mm, you're gonna look so cute in your outfit tomorrow; I'm gonna be making love to that sweet pussy of yours all day long," Daddy cooed.
Avery recoiled—or tried to—his eyes flashing with anger, but Daddy held him still and kept licking his tongue. He hated Daddy talking like that, but the pleasant yet strange sensations were too distracting to keep his focus. He tried to remember his anger, but another tingle in his groin pulled his mind off it. And yet, though the little twinges felt good, they also felt really weird, and he was on the fence whether he wanted them to continue or stop.
Daddy didn't give him a choice. For several minutes, Daddy tongue-wrestled with his daughter-to-be while clear, slippery fluid began to fill the inside of Avery's cock cage.
"Ow!" Daddy roared suddenly, flinging Avery off him and reaching forward to grab Lily by the neck with both hands.
Shocked and terrified by the sudden change in Daddy's demeanor, Lily looked at him, wide-eyed and began to struggle as his paws cut off her windpipe.
"You dare to bite me?" Daddy roared, lifting her up by the neck as he reached behind him to grab the cattle prod from the headboard.
"W–wait, I–I'm sorry, Daddy; I didn't know!" Lily mouthed silently, clutching Daddy's wrist with both paws and struggling as the lack of oxygen started making her vision go dark.
"Daddy, she didn't know!" Avery cried from the floor, where Daddy had flung him.
"P–please, Daddy," Lily managed, "I–I can't breathe..."
Daddy hesitated.
"Daddy, you'll kill her..." Avery pleaded.
All at once, Daddy dropped her onto the bed. She landed on all fours, gasping and drooling. Daddy stood over her, breathing hard, his face still a mask of rage.
"Take that as your only warning," he growled. "If I catch either of you biting me, I'll shove this cattle prod so far up your ass, it'll be sparking in your brain. Clear?"
"Y–yes, Daddy!" Lily croaked.
"Yes, Daddy," Avery whispered.
"Good. Then go to sleep," Daddy barked.
Putting the cattle prod back in its place on the headboard and then turning the lights out and lying back down, he gestured for the twins to return to their positions on either side of him, an order that was quickly obeyed. Within seconds, he was snoring.
*************
"Psst, Lily, what are you doing?!" Avery hissed.
Lily shook her head and put her finger to her lips. She had made it out of bed—out from under Daddy's heavy arm—and had crept to the door. It was pitch black dark outside, and the glass in the window was freezing cold, but Lily didn't care. She had to get out of there! If she could make it to the road, she could borrow someone's phone, maybe even hitchhike to town. She could call the cops, call Mamma, get someone to rescue herself and Avery, and get some judge somewhere to lock Daddy away in a loony bin!
Grunting and struggling, Avery managed to free himself from Daddy's other arm, slid down to the floor, and tiptoed his way over to Lily.
"You can't go out there! It's a blizzard!" he whispered.
"I have to try!" Lily replied. "Don't try to stop me; I'll send help for you once I find some."
"Lily!"
She opened the door, and a gust of cold, snow-laden wind blew in. Lily stared out into the blinding snow and felt the hopelessness threatening to choke her.
Choke her!
The recent memory of Daddy's paws wrapped around her throat flashed into her mind, making her shudder violently.
Laying her ears back, she took a determined step forward, then another, and crossed the threshold of the door.
It was so cold, so dark. She couldn't even see her own nose.
She felt her shoulders grabbed. She started to shriek, but a hand clamped around her muzzle.
"Come on!" a voice whispered urgently, yanking her backwards.
The door closed, and she whirled to see Avery sprawled on the ground behind her. Swallowing hard, they both glanced up at the bed, where Daddy was still—thankfully—breathing heavily. They breathed a sigh of relief, and Avery gestured back to the bed with his head.
Creeping silently, they climbed back in next to Daddy and waited for their pounding hearts to slow down.
Neither of them noticed as Daddy relaxed his grip on the cattle prod.
*************
"Rise and shine, wives of mine!"
The lights flipped on, and the kits blinked helplessly in its glare.
Daddy was already up but not dressed; the tip of his penis was already poking out of his sheath as he returned to the bed from the light switch.
"If we're going to live together—and we are, 'till death do us part—there are gonna be some rules," he said. "The first rule," he continued as he rolled over on his back between them, slid his arms under them, and hugged them both, "Is that you two are to be my alarm clock: waking me up by sucking and licking my penis until I wake up."
The announcement was met by groans of protest on both sides.
"No?" he asked, sitting up. "Well, perhaps you'd prefer this?"
He grabbed the cattle prod, and in a fluid movement, rose up onto his knees at the foot of the bed, facing them.
The kits' eyes bulged, and they moved to scramble out of bed.
But they weren't moving. Why weren't they moving?!
Then they felt them, wrapped around each wrist and ankle: cuffs stretching their limbs outward, spread-eagling them. Realizing they were trapped, the twins began to struggle, tried to thrash, but in vain. How had Daddy been able to tie them up without them noticing? How long had they been at his mercy?!
But as the cattle prod-wielding patriarch loomed over them, all those questions fell away, replaced by one all-encompassing emotion.
Terror.
The white sheets already had a few drops of yellow between Lily's legs as Daddy advanced on her.
"P–please, Daddy, d–don't shock me. I–I'll lick and suck—I'll worship your penis if you want me to! I'll be a good girl, Daddy—Daddy's best little girl!"
She let out a yelp as the prod touched her labia and the residual charge on the electrodes discharged itself. She felt the prod slide up deep inside of her—as deep as Daddy's penis had gone yesterday—and then she felt a sharp pain in her gut. Shaking, she gritted her teeth and moaned. 
She didn't know what was causing her such pain, didn't know that Daddy was pushing an electrode through her cervix. All she knew was that it felt like someone was wrenching on her guts from the inside.
Daddy let go of the prod and let it lie on the bed between her legs, yet the pain still remained. Panting and trying to acclimate herself to it, she looked up pleadingly at him.
"Daddy, it hurts," she whimpered.
"Oh, sweetie," Daddy said sympathetically, leaning forward to stroke the fur on her forehead, "Daddy knows."
"P–please don't shock me, Daddy," Lily begged.
Daddy sighed and shook his head. "I'm sorry, darlin'. Daddy has to."
"B–but, why?"
Daddy straightened up. "Because you told me 'no'," he said, his voice hardening with determination. "Good wives do everything their husband tells them to do, and they never talk back."
"But, Daddy, I didn't say, 'no'; I just groaned!" Lily protested.
"Is it really any different?" Daddy chided. "Oh, Lily," he said, reaching forward and brushing her forehead again.
Z–ZAP–P!
Lily's body went rigid, but there was no sound. Lily's lungs were paralyzed with pain, as if she had fallen crotch-first onto a bed of nails, impaling herself on a hundred of them, and if each of them had suddenly sprouted glass leaves that ripped at her from the inside, all while someone dropped a car on her lungs, forcing the air out of them.
Pssh
As Daddy pulled the cattle prod out, a flood of urine followed it. Daddy reached down, cupped her labia, and collected some of her urine in his paw. Then, he went over to Avery and held his paw over the twin's mouth.
"Taste your sister's pain, Avery," Daddy said.
Avery's jaw had dropped in shock at seeing what had happened to his sister. Now, he closed his mouth and started to protest, but one look at the vile electrode at the tip of Daddy's cattle prod shut him up. It looked like a knitting needle and was over three inches long. The twin's mind jumped immediately to how such a cruel weapon could be used on him, and the glance Daddy gave at his caged crotch confirmed that it was a distinct possibility.
Letting out a breathy sob, he opened his mouth and shuddered as his sister's urine dribbled into his mouth.
"Is that the best you can do?" Daddy yelled, backhanding him. "I expect you to actively clean me up, not lie there like a sponge. Now, lick!"
He jammed his fingers into Avery's mouth, and the kit licked over them as best he could with a trembling jaw until Daddy yanked them back out again.
"What a half-assed attempt," Daddy spat, scowling. Taking the cattle prod in both hands, he pointed it downwards.
"N–no, Daddy!" Avery cried, squeezing his eyes closed and straining in vain to squeeze his legs together.
Click.
Avery gasped, opening his eyes to see Daddy taking the blunt needle off the end of the prod.
"Oh, no," Daddy said, glancing at him knowingly. "I have a better attachment for you."
He held up a bulb-shaped attachment and twisted it onto the prod with another click.
Advancing on Avery, he said, "I'm gonna shock you until you make something for your sister to clean up, too. Shame the shock is gonna stop you from pissing yourself; I guess y'all will have to make something else for her."
"W–wait, please, Daddy! Don't—augh!" he cried as Daddy inserted the electrode into his ass. "D–Daddy, I–I'll be good," he whimpered.
"I'm sure you will," Daddy drawled, rubbing the kit's forehead reassuringly. "And this'll put the fear into you to make sure you stay good."
Z–ZAP–P!
"AUGH!"
Avery's voice rang out like a trumpet, deafening in the silent room. His whole body jerked and shuddered in rhythm to the electrical pulses coursing through his anus and prostate.
"They say electroejaculation hurts so badly that it can bring full-grown bulls to their knees," Daddy yelled over his screaming son. "What do you think?"
He released the trigger, and Avery's body sank into the bed.
Beneath the haze of excruciating pain, Avery felt Daddy lifting his plastic cage.
"Hm. Nope, not yet," Daddy said. "Guess we'll try again."
Before Avery could plead for mercy, electricity shot through him again, forcing his anus to clamp down involuntarily and making his guts feel like they were all being shaken inside of him. Hot, stabbing sensations coursed through his rectum, as if someone had shoved a cactus up there, and that sensitive spot inside of him felt like a champion heavyweight was punching it over and over again. His penis shriveled and writhed in its cage, and his balls felt like someone had parked a truck on them. He was on the verge of throwing up when he suddenly felt his hips buck.
The shock stopped, and he collapsed again.
"There it is," Daddy said grimly.
Click.
Avery felt a cool draft on his once-trapped sheath.
"Now, go clean up your brother. I want you to get his penis, his sheath, everything clean, and if you half-ass it like you tried to do with me last night, I'll shock you again until you get it right!"
Avery could hear Lily crying, but he was too exhausted to turn his head. Moments later, he saw her tear-streaked face come into view over his crotch. They exchanged sympathetic glances, and then she lowered her face. Avery felt hot, moist air on him, then felt her lips and tongue.
Under ordinary circumstances—assuming she weren't his sister, that is—it would have felt wonderful. But, having just been forced to ejaculate, the touch on his penis made him shriek in pain.
"Don't you stop!" Daddy roared, shoving Lily's face down onto Avery's penis, the force exposing his penis from his sheath and sliding it up into her mouth.
The next 30 seconds hurt almost as badly as being shocked as he endured her tongue and lips on his hyper-sensitive glans. He gritted his teeth and thrashed against the restraints. Sweat poured out from all over his body.
At last, Daddy let Lily up, and Avery collapsed, exhausted, onto the sweat-soaked sheets.
But Daddy was not about to let him rest.
Click went the chastity cage.
"All right, up!" Daddy barked, undoing the cuffs on Avery's limbs. "Time for y'all to get into your uniforms and get to work. This house ain't gonna clean itself, and lunch ain't gonna make itself!"
He went to the closet, opened it, and took down a hanger. 
"Lily, this one's for you," he said, thrusting it into her hands.
Lily took the hanger and stared, open-mouthed, at its contents. It was a one-piece black dress with a white apron sewn onto the front of it and white, frilly lace sewn about the hem, bodice, and sleeves. To call it a "dress", though, was overly generous. The skirts were only four inches long, and once donned, would not even fully cover her labia, let alone her buttocks. To remedy that, her uniform also included a pair of crotchless panties that could in theory cover her vagina if positioned exactly right, but in practice were impossible to get to stay in that position and therefore accentuated her mound instead. The upper half of the dress was no less revealing, managing to make it up to her nipples but stopping short of covering them. Again, if she were to pull it up just right, she could get the frilly, white lace to at least obscure her teats, but doing so would reveal more of her undercarriage, and the dress naturally settled itself into a position that revealed both.
"D–Daddy, this is..."
She trailed off, unable to find words to describe her dismay and also thinking better of expressing it to the male who had just shocked the inside of her womb.
"Put it on," Daddy replied over his shoulder as he grabbed another hanger and tossed it at Avery. "You, too."
Avery's uniform was identical to his sister's with one key difference: instead of crotchless panties, his underwear was to be a jock strap that concealed his caged penis but left his ass exposed.
The two kits stared, aghast, at their father's choice of clothes for them.
"Chop, chop!" Daddy barked, clapping his hands sharply. "Time to get busy!"
The twins jerked into action, and with final reproving glances, began to don their uniforms while Daddy replaced the anal probe attachment with the regular one on the cattle prod.
"No, Lily, the open part goes to the front," he said, seeing her about to put her panties on backwards. "No, the open part goes to the back for you, Avery. I want to get to both of your pussies without any effort."
Avery's face reddened beneath his fur, but he dared not talk back—not with Daddy holding the cattle prod.
"Good! Those uniforms fit you both perfectly," Daddy said, examining them both once they'd gotten their revealing dresses on. "Next house rule: you're to put these on as soon as we get out of bed, and you are to present yourselves to me for inspection. We can start right now. Lily, give me a nice, little curtsy."
Feeling embarrassed and fighting between the urges to pull her hem down and her bodice up, Lily gave her father a little curtsy but immediately resumed fighting her uniform afterwards.
"Leave it be," Daddy said sternly. "Now, after you've curtsied, you're to turn your back, spread your legs, grab your ankles, and wait for me until I tell you to get up. Do that now."
Blushing fiercely, Lily did as she was told and immediately shivered, feeling the light air current from the room caressing her buttocks and pussy. She had, she supposed, expected the dress to protect her from such drafts, and yet the garment somehow only made it worse. Instinctively, she started to straighten back up.
"Uh, uh, young lady!" Daddy warned. "You stay right there."
Seconds later, it wasn't only the draft caressing her. Daddy grabbed both of her buttocks and slipped his finger under the thin fabric of her panties, sliding it forward until it slipped up inside of her.
"Mm, that's nice," Daddy murmured behind her. "And since you've been neglecting your primary wifely duties..."
Lily sucked in a breath, and then tears sprang to her eyes. Daddy thrust forward and was inside of her again, even with her clothes on, and he made her keep grabbing her ankles while he pushed himself knot-deep inside of her. All of that would be bad enough, but all the while, he was saying things like what a good pussy she had or how she was going to fulfill her purpose of birthing him lots of kits. The objectification was humiliating, and it was more than she could bear. She began to cry softly to herself while Daddy used her pussy to his heart's content, only pulling out so he could cum on her panties.
"Good," Daddy said once he was through, "Now, stand up, turn around, and kiss me good morning."
The blood ran out of her head as Lily finally straightened herself up. Turning slowly, she looked up miserably at her father.
"Aww, come, now, dry those tears. Daddy didn't hurt you, did he? Be Daddy's good little girl, and Daddy will give you a reward from time to time."
Lily was unmoved, but Daddy didn't really care. He leaned down and, before she could reject him, pushed his lips to hers.
"Don't fight me," he warned.
She let herself go limp, let Daddy's tongue slip inside her mouth, possessively licking her teeth, her tongue, and even the back of her throat. She squeezed her eyes closed as a couple more tears streamed down her cheeks.
At last, Daddy released his grip on her and pulled his tongue out of her mouth. She shuddered all over as he straightened up.
"That was terrible kissing; I'll expect you to put more effort into it next time. Now"—Daddy turned to face Avery—"let's see how well Daddy's other little girl follows instructions. Curtsy."
Avery bowed instead. Without a word, Daddy kneed him in the balls, dropping him to the ground.
"You can fight me and be punished," Daddy growled in his ear, "Or you can do as you're told and be rewarded."
He hauled the twin to his feet and ordered him to curtsy again. Despite the aching in his groin keeping him doubled over, Avery did his best to comply.
"Good. Now, turn around, spread 'em, and grab your ankles."
Hissing in pain, Avery did as told, then cringed as Daddy knelt down behind him. Hot, moist air tickled his exposed anus.
"Mm, that is as beautiful a pussy as I have ever seen," Daddy said. "I think I need a little taste of it."
Avery's eyes bulged as his father's tongue suddenly pressed against and slipped inside his ring. The boy felt violated to his core. The clothes were supposed to conceal him from Daddy's roving eyes, not make the old fox a horny maniac!
And yet, the worst part of all was his own body's betrayal. He should have a unified front against his father: an impenetrable fortress consisting of an iron anus, a non-existent penis, and a jaw of steel that Daddy could assail until he was blue in the face but never achieve satisfaction. Instead, a couple of tender laps at his tailhole had both it and his legs quivering, and his traitorous penis was already drooling inside its cage.
Daddy's tongue pulled out, eliciting a wistful sigh from Avery. The kit gasped, mortified at his enjoyment, but the damage was already done.
"Oh, don't worry, little girl; Daddy knows just what you need." Daddy's voice behind him was husky.
A few seconds later, Avery felt Daddy's penis slide up into him, felt it press against that spot. He squeezed his eyes closed and began to sob, ashamed beyond words at how hard his penis had gotten in its cage, how it had produced so much precum that it was now soaking his jock strap.
"Such a good little girl," Daddy whispered, reaching around to stroke Avery's balls through the thin fabric. "Show Daddy how much you love his cock, hmm? Gonna cum for Daddy?"
"O–ohh!"
Avery's moan came out more like a wail, but just as Daddy had predicted, a squirt of cum soaked his jock strap and, over-saturating the thin fabric, squirted through it and splattered to the floor.
"That's right. Such a good little girl, cumming for Daddy," Daddy said, pulling out, turning Avery, and pulling him upright. "Now, kiss me and show me how thankful you are."
His mind hazy, Avery barely registered it as Daddy's tongue came for his. Trembling all over, he didn't even realize as he began to mouth Daddy's muzzle, reciprocating for the first time.
Daddy, however, did notice, grasped Avery's head with both hands, and began making out passionately with him. Avery's mouth moved along on auto-pilot until he suddenly came to and pulled away with a start.
"Progress," Daddy said, using his thumb to wipe a bit of spittle at the corner of Avery's mouth. "I'll make a mighty fine wife of you, yet."
He turned and addressed them both. "Now, Lily, go start lunch. We're having sandwiches—that should be easy enough for you today. Avery, start cleaning. You know how Mamma always did it, and I expect the same from you two: from the ceiling fans and curtains down to the carpets and floorboards, every week. And"—he hoisted up the cattle prod—"in case you two should think of shirking your duties... don't. Go get busy."
Lily scurried off to the kitchen, glad to have that assignment rather than cleaning, while Avery, feeling extremely self-conscious about how revealing his dress was—no, the dress; he would not own it!—fidgeted with the troublesome garment and went to find the feather duster. Both were acutely aware of the clomp of Daddy's boots moving about the house, especially when they approached.
Of the two, it was Avery who got to experience Daddy's dissatisfaction first. Unable to reach the tops of the curtains—he was only 12, after all—he settled for dusting the top shelves of the bookcases in the living room as his starting point.
Clomp, clomp.
The twin froze as Daddy appeared next to him and made a deliberate action of wiping the very top of the bookcase with his finger.
Z–zap–p!
Avery yelped as the prod caught him on the buttock.
"I said, curtains down, did I not?" Daddy asked coolly.
"Y–yes, Daddy, but I–I can't reach!" Avery protested, rubbing his sore butt.
"Then go get a stepladder," Daddy replied, unimpressed. "It's in the hall closet—the same place you found the feather duster!"
Z–zap–p! Zap! Zap!
The twin yelped again and again as Daddy prodded him out of the room, walking at first, then sprinting down the hall to the closet. Scrambling frantically, Avery got it set up and practically leapt up the steps to the top just in time to avoid another shock.
"Do not try to take the lazy way out again," Daddy warned.
Clomp, clomp, clomp.
As the boots faded, Avery breathed a sigh of relief and got to work dusting the tops of the curtains and bookcases. It was clear the cabin hadn't been occupied in a long time, and the dust made him sneeze a lot. But, he dutifully went from window to bookcase to window, dusting off the highest parts of the room before turning his attention to the ceiling fan, which was particularly bad. His eyes red and nose running from the irritating dust, he didn't notice Daddy's approach until it was too late.
A cold, wet nose pressed up against his buttocks. Startled, he lost his balance and would have toppled forward if Daddy hadn't already had his hand out to support him.
"Keep doing what you're doing," Daddy said from behind him. "Daddy was just admiring the view of that delicious pussy."
Gifted for once with a way to distract himself, Avery doubled down on his dusting, desperately hoping it would distract him from whatever Daddy was about to do.
It didn't.
He felt Daddy's thumbs on his buttocks, spreading them apart, and then the snuffling of Daddy's hot breath against his taint. His legs began to wobble, but a sharp warning to get back to cleaning momentarily jolted him back to reality.
And then he felt Daddy's tongue inside of him. It shouldn't have, but it caught him off guard, and he dropped the feather duster. Without missing a beat, Daddy returned it to him, but the patriarch's tongue seemed to drill even deeper in response. Avery let out an involuntary moan, his back arching and his legs spreading as wide as the step-stool would let him.
"That's a good girl," Daddy murmured. "Daddy loves it when you respond to his touch."
Avery was on the verge of climaxing again when Daddy abruptly pulled his tongue out, gave his ass a nice, firm slap, and then clomped away. The fox turned to watch him go with a bewildered, expectant look on his face.
Pouting and grimacing with pent-up arousal, he went back to his dusting and fussed with his skirt again.
"Young lady, what the hell do you think you're doing?"
Lily gasped, whirling to face her father as he strode into the kitchen.
"We do not lick knives in this house!" Daddy barked.
Grabbing her by the wrist, taking the knife out of her hand, and throwing it into the sink, he half-led, half-dragged her into the dining room and, pulling out his chair and sitting on it, pulled her over his lap.
"I would use the prod on you, but this is inexcusable, even by kits' standards!" he yelled.
Lily yelped and tried to escape, but too late. Daddy's hand rained down spanking after spanking on her nearly-bare bottom. The first one made her eyes water. The second made her start to cry. By the third, she was bawling, but Daddy rained down over thirty hard slaps on her ass before he was through. By the time he finally stopped, she was trembling over his lap, her skin bright pink beneath her orange and white fur. Catching sight of her crimson flesh, Daddy gasped. 
Through her tears, Lily felt Daddy's sheath stirring beneath his jeans under her. The next thing she knew, Daddy had unzipped his fly, hoisted her up, and plopped her burning buttocks down onto the rough denim. She gasped as his penis slipped up inside of her. A few seconds later, Daddy was ramming himself up into her over and over again, his jeans scouring her sore butt and his penis raking against her insides. Pain and pleasure mixed together into a bewildering blend of sensations that had her both crying and moaning at the same time.
But as he kept thrusting into her, the pain faded away, and pleasure asserted itself fully. She began to feel like she was going to pee herself, but before she could tell Daddy, a wonderful burst of pleasure exploded inside her groin. Her mouth opened wide, and she moaned lewdly as her pussy squirted around Daddy's cock.
"Oh, shit!" Daddy gasped, yanking her off of him just as his cock erupted into the air. "Looks like Daddy's other little girl came for him, too, huh? You got off on that, did ya?" he asked, giving her a dirty look. "I might have known you'd be Daddy's kinky little girl." He exhaled sharply, catching his breath, then gestured to his cum-splattered shirt. "Come clean up the mess you made," he said.
Dazed from her first-ever orgasm, Lily wasn't thinking straight. Grabbing a towel, she rubbed at the cum-splotches and had them removed before Daddy could protest.
Daddy scowled at her, and for a moment, she thought he was going to punish her again. Instead, he grinned ruefully.
"You win this round, young lady," he said ominously, "But next time, you use your tongue. Clear?"
Lily breathed a sigh of relief. "Yes, Daddy," she said.
"And no more licking knives!" Daddy barked after her as she scurried back into the kitchen.
A few minutes later, she announced that lunch was ready.
"Good," Daddy said, then frowned. "Is the table set?" he asked.
Lily gulped and shook her head.
"A meal is not ready until the food is prepared, the table is set, and the drinks are poured," Daddy informed her firmly. "Go finish making lunch."
She scurried off again and returned shortly.
"Okay, now lunch is ready, Daddy."
"Come on, Wife-to-Be," he said to Avery. "Let's go eat."
Avery climbed down off the ladder and followed him to the table, which Lily had set, complete with cups of water for everybody. As soon as Daddy entered, the two kits went straight for the table and sat down.
"Ahem," Daddy said, giving them stern looks.
They looked up at him uncertainly.
"The wives always wait until the husband is seated. Then, they serve him his meal and wait until he tells them they may sit," he said, gesturing for them to get up.
The kits hurried to comply, as Daddy's finger was already on the trigger of the cattle prod as he spoke.
"Good," he said once they'd gotten up.
He took his seat, but then pursed his lips. Instead of scooting up to the table, he deliberately scooted out.
"I think that before I eat, I would like to have you both suck me off," he drawled as he undid his belt and opened up his fly. "Nothing works up the appetite quite like cumming."
When the two hesitated, Daddy grew stern. "Have y'all forgotten what happened this morning already?" he demanded. "I don't care if you like it or not; get on your knees and give Daddy's cock what it deserves!"
The twins exchanged glances, but this time, Avery broke. Sighing in defeat, he knelt in front of Daddy, swallowed hard, then reached up and nuzzled his father's sheath. In no time, the elder fox's penis emerged, and with a deep breath, Avery sucked it into his mouth. Within seconds, Daddy was moaning in pleasure.
"Damn, you are a good little cock-sucker once you put your mind to it," Daddy said. "Such a good little girl for Daddy."
Avery huffed indignantly, but the potent smell of his father's crotch was making his eyes water, and he just wanted it to be over with, so he kept going, licking and sucking for all he was worth.
Daddy's knot swelled against his chin. Suddenly, he felt Daddy's hand against his neck, keeping him from backing up.
"That's it. Now, you swallow everything Daddy has for you. Good girls swallow; they never spit."
A second later, the taste of bleach filled Avery's mouth. He coughed involuntarily, splattering Daddy's cum all over his crotch.
"Avery!" Daddy scolded him, "What did I just say?"
Avery cringed, expecting to be shocked, but instead, his father pushed him out of the way and got to his feet.
"Well, young lady, it looks like since you're too good to do your wifely duties, you're too good to eat your food," he said, striding over to Lily and grabbing her wrist. "Looks like you get to go to timeout while your sister and I eat."
With a grip like a vise, he dragged her into the bedroom and pulled off her uniform. She struggled and fought him, but she was careful not to kick him. Once she was naked, he spread-eagled her on the bed and told her to think about what she'd done—because he certainly would—then clomped off back to the dining room.
Alone with Daddy and acutely aware that the old fox was watching his every move, Avery was on his best behavior. Daddy sat down and drained his water glass in a single draw. Avery hurried to refill it, much to Daddy's satisfaction, and as a reward, Daddy patted his bottom and told him how pretty he was in that outfit. Then, as Daddy dug into his sandwich with gusto, he at last allowed Avery to sit and eat. The kit ate with ravenous hunger. The constant humiliation, physical torture, and frequent cumming had left him starving, and he finished his sandwich at the same time as Daddy.
"Go put that one in the refrigerator and clean up the dishes," Daddy ordered, "While I go teach your sister a lesson."
"Go easy on her, Daddy," Avery pleaded. "It's hard, being your wife."
Zap!
Avery yelped.
"A good wife is neither seen nor heard unless she's wanted," Daddy said sternly. "Unless I ask you a question, there's a much better job for your mouth," he added, giving his crotch a significant look.
Lily's heart pounded as she heard Daddy's boots getting closer. She struggled, trying desperately to get free, but then Daddy was there in the doorway.
"My patience is wearing thin with you wives," Daddy said, kicking off his boots and undoing his belt. "I have been very good to you; I've even shown you how good it can feel to be my wife, and yet all I get from you is sass. If you won't give me what's rightfully mine, then I will take it out of you!"
He pulled his pants and underwear down in one motion, then climbed on top of her on the bed. Sticking the cattle prod up her pussy, he grabbed her head and shoved his cock down her throat.
Her body jerked as he hit her gag reflex and kept on going. Tears sprang from her eyes, and snot ran down her nose as he forcefully used her face. The painful thump of his balls slapping her eyes and the repeated jostling of her gag reflex were bad enough, but far worse was the fact that his penis was blocking her windpipe, and he never pulled out far enough to let her catch her breath. She writhed, desperately trying to grab her throat, but her restrained arms could barely move an inch. Her vision began to grow dark; her head began to throb. Panic set in, and the only thing she could think to do was—
"Ow!" Daddy yelped, yanking his dick out of her mouth.
Lily gasped in a breath, her body quaking from the stress of almost suffocating.
"I warned you last time, you little bitch!" Daddy roared, getting off the bed and roughly grabbing the cattle prod. "You wanna bite? Let's see just how bad you want it!"
Z–ZAP–P!
Lily, who had not even caught her breath, convulsed as the prod shocked the inside of her pussy. It went on for what seemed like forever, the pain growing exponentially with each passing second, and yet she couldn't make a sound.
"Ya like that?" Daddy growled as he released the trigger.
Lily gasped for breath again and immediately began alternating between screaming hysterically and sobbing.
"I don't think you do," Daddy said. "But, let's be sure."
He jammed the probe deeper into her, driving the electrodes up against her cervix.
Z–ZAP–P!
Lily's eyes looked as though they would bulge out of her head. Her face was nearly purple beneath her fur, but all she could do was move her mouth in agony.
Daddy released the trigger.
"Well?" he demanded. "You like biting now?"
"I panicked!" she screeched all at once, then began babbling. "I–I didn't mean to bite. I'm–I'm s–I'm sorry. I–I won't bite, Daddy—no, Daddy, please don't shock me again, p–please, please, Daddy, don't shock me again!"
Her body was trembling and convulsing, wracked by sporadic, full-body shudders.
Daddy watched her, his lips pursed and his expression dark. 
"Spare the prod, spoil the wife," he muttered. "Let's see you prove it. I'm gonna put my dick in your mouth again, and you are gonna suck me so well that I cum down your throat. Understand?"
Lily nodded frantically.
"And you are gonna swallow every drop of it. Every drop you spill, I'm gonna shock you again. Got it?"
More frantic nodding.
Daddy took the prod out, then untied her restraints.
"Get up," he barked, sitting on the edge of the bed. "Come give Daddy what he deserves."
Shaking, she leaned up, then curled up next to him and—without hesitation—put his penis in her mouth. Closing her eyes and panting fearfully, she began to bob up and down on his cock, swirling her tongue and lightly squeezing his balls.
Daddy gasped, startling her and making her jerk back.
"I didn't say stop!" Daddy barked, and Lily plunged her face back down onto his penis.
"Damn," Daddy murmured. "You might give your sister a run for her money as best cocksucker. Spread your legs."
Quaking with fear, it took everything Lily had to do as he ordered her, but at last, she got her legs opened up for him. In no time, his fingers found her pussy and began fingering her. Having just been shocked, her vagina was sore, and his fingers only irritated the pained flesh. Still, even though it hurt, she locked her jaw in place, making sure she didn't even come close to biting him.
"Ah, that's good," Daddy grunted.
Lily suddenly felt his hand on her neck. Her eyes bulged as he shoved her face down his shaft, his knot forcing her to open her jaw unnaturally wide.
Daddy's cock throbbed. The knot pressed against her tongue and the roof of her mouth, forcing her mouth open even wider. Something hot and wet shot down her throat. She couldn't breathe.
Don't bite. Don't bite! she urged herself.
Daddy sighed. His knot deflated, slowly at first, and then all at once. His penis slid out of her mouth. She retched and nearly threw up, but remembering his threat, she clamped both paws over her snout and forced herself to keep it down, squeezing her eyes closed and swallowing hard several times.
"See?" Daddy asked once she finally unclenched her mouth. "Was that so hard?"
Flashbacks fired in Lily's brain one after the other, leaving her trembling again.
"N–no, Daddy," she whispered.
"Good!" Daddy said, either oblivious or uncaring. "It's time for the game. Come on."
He strode into the living room, where Avery was doing his best to look like he hadn't been listening in—but not very successfully. Daddy gave him a withering look that made him cringe, then went and sprawled out on the couch.
"Ahem!" he said, holding up his hand expectantly. "When Daddy is on the couch, his wives are to ensure he has a beer in his hand at all times and should either be doing chores or worshiping his cock."
The twins exchanged glances, then Avery darted into the kitchen, grabbed a beer, and hurriedly put it into Daddy's hand.
"Ahem?" Daddy prompted.
Avery looked around helplessly, then gasped and popped the top on the beer can.
"Better," Daddy muttered, taking a long swig and belching loudly as he clicked on the TV. "Come on, Ravagers!" he crowed.
Seeing the kits still standing around, he barked, "If you aren't gonna worship my cock like you ought to, at least go do chores. Avery, get to cleaning. Lily, there's plenty of laundry to do, and then go clean the floor in the bedroom where you two keep pissing on it. And put on your uniform. You're not a feral animal wandering around naked for goodness' sake."
The fact that he himself was only wearing his tank top was completely lost on him.
The game started off well enough. The Ravagers scored a touchdown in six plays, then intercepted the ball after the kickoff and ran it back for another one.
"Playoffs, here we come!" Daddy crowed, downing the rest of his beer and crushing the can in his hand. "Hey!" he barked at the top of his lungs. "If a new beer doesn't make it into my hand in three seconds, you two are gonna be pissing on the floor again! One! Two!"
An ice-cold beer miraculously appeared in his hand, and the crushed can disappeared.
"That's more like it," Daddy murmured, taking a swig and leaning forward, intently focused on the TV.
Alone at last, Lily and Avery hid in the kitchen, whispering in hushed tones.
"You okay?" Avery asked anxiously.
Lily shuddered, then shook her head dismissively. "We just gotta get out of here," she whispered. "Where's your phone?"
Avery shook his head. "Daddy must've taken it when he kidnapped us."
Lily sighed. "Mine, too. I don't know where his is, either. He normally keeps it in his pants, but I don't see the outline of it on him."
Avery gasped. "His pants! He's not wearing them! You're supposed to be cleaning the bedroom floor anyway; you can see if it's in there!"
"I–I gotta do the laundry first," Lily stammered.
"How long does it take to throw the clothes in the washer and start it?" Avery pressed. "Go on! I'll make sure to keep his beers coming. Maybe if we give him enough, he'll get drunk and pass out like Christmas that one year."
Lily gasped, brightening. "Yeah!" she said. "Give him all the beer!"
The two high-fived, and then Lily rushed off to the laundry room while Avery busied himself dusting the dining room, where he could keep an eye on Daddy.
By the end of first quarter, Daddy had already drunk four beers, and the twins were holding their breath that he wouldn't make it to halftime. In fact, they were counting on it because Lily discovered that Daddy's phone wasn't in his pants, and Avery had scoured the rest of the house under the pretense of triaging his cleaning duties (not that he needed a pretense—Daddy was pretty wrapped up in the game anyway) and had come up equally empty-handed.
That left getting Daddy drunk, and as Avery watched the dwindling supply of beers in the fridge, he hoped there'd be enough to do the deed.
Alas, at halftime, Daddy wasn't even tipsy, though he did seem to be in good spirits, with the Ravagers up 35 to 24.
"Ahh!" Daddy sighed contentedly, finishing off his beer. "Cheering on your team is thirsty work."
Before he could snap his fingers, Avery swapped out his empty can for a fresh one.
"Ah, just in time. C'mere, Avery," he said. "I need you to go to the bathroom for me."
Avery cocked his head, chuckling in spite of himself at the old inside joke Mamma had told about not wanting to get out from under her warm blankets on the couch and asking someone else to go pee for her.
"What do you mean, Daddy?" he asked.
"I mean, you're gonna drink my pee like a good girl—swallowing every drop like a good girl—and then you're gonna go pee for me while I sit here and watch the halftime show. Your mamma thought she was joking, but that's 'cause she ain't got a penis. I've got a penis, the way the male of the house is supposed to, and that lets me do what she could only joke about doing."
Avery did a double-take. "Y–you want me to drink your pee, Daddy?"
"Problem?"
Avery shuddered. So many problems, but Daddy seemed to always be within reach of the cattle prod.
"Hurry up!" Daddy urged. "All this beer ain't gonna drain itself!"
The kit shuddered, closed his eyes, and took a deep breath, then walked around in front of the couch and looked expectantly at his father.
"Well?" Daddy said.
"A–are you gonna lean forward, or...?" Avery stammered.
"What kind of lazy wife are you?" Daddy retorted. "Kneel next to me—get up on the couch if you have to—put my dick in your mouth, and get ready to swallow!"
Wincing, Avery wondered what horrible thing he'd done to deserve such an awful punishment but reasoned that it was better than being shocked in the ass again. Nervously, he moved his lips over his father's sheath. Daddy's penis emerged almost instantly and slipped up into his mouth.
"Get ready," Daddy murmured, his eyes half-closing. "Here it comes."
Even though he'd been expecting it, the awful liquid squirting into his mouth made Avery jerk and cough in surprise, immediately spilling about half a mouthful's worth all over his daddy's crotch.
"Damn it, Avery!" Daddy bellowed, halting his stream, "And on the white couch, too! Lick it up! Quick, now, before it soaks in!"
It was then that Avery wished that, like Lily had had, he had a towel with him. The urgency in his daddy's voice left him no room to go grab one, and he was deathly afraid of being shocked again. Letting out a sound across between a moan and a battle cry, he thrust his face down between his daddy's legs and began licking at the seat cushion. Daddy's piss tasted terrible, but he tried to block that out and just get the job done before he got into even bigger trouble.
Within a few seconds, he'd lapped up the drops in greatest danger of staining the upholstery, but Daddy wasn't about to let Avery leave his crotch with piss on it.
"Get in there," Daddy warned. "Not a drop left, and make it quick; I still gotta pee."
Grimacing at the sheer intensity of his father's musky crotch, Avery held his breath and lapped at the sweaty fur, shuddering as various non-urine tastes mixed in with his primary target. He didn't even want to know what else he was licking out of his father's groin.
"All right, that's enough," Daddy barked. "Now, present yourself, and do it quick."
Avery's mind whirled. Present himself—Daddy had taught him that this morning, right? What was he supposed to do? Curtsy? Yeah!
He curtsied, his slender legs and feminine hips giving him a remarkably good curtsy his second time around. Daddy grunted approval but also impatience.
What was next? Um. Grab his ankles, and—?
Daddy grabbed his shoulders, spun him around and pushed his shoulders down.
Right. Turn around.
Avery heard Daddy stand up behind him, then felt his butt grabbed and a finger inserted roughly. He winced and tried to flinch away, but Daddy grabbed his waist to keep him still. A second later, Daddy's penis took the place of his finger, and a second after that, Avery sucked in a hissing breath, jerking and trying much harder to escape as Daddy's piss—hot and stinging—flooded his bowels.
"Ugh, I needed this," Daddy drawled lewdly behind him. "Those beers just gotta have a place to go."
Avery let out an audible groan. Not only did Daddy's piss sting as it went in, there was also a lot of it, and Avery had never had an enema before. The sheer volume alone was making his guts growl and churn, accompanied by very uncomfortable sensations.
"You can let go of your ankles," Daddy said. "As much as I gotta go, you're gonna need more room."
Avery let go of his ankles and righted himself, then groaned loudly and quickly leaned back over.
"Heh, heh, all that pee sloshing around in ya don't feel too good, do it?" Daddy asked. "If you don't want this to happen again, you'd better get nice and good at drinking pee."
At last, Daddy grunted and pulled out. Avery crossed his legs and started to rush to the bathroom.
"And where do you think you're going?" Daddy demanded.
"T–to go pee for Daddy!" Avery cried, beginning to sweat whether he was going to make it or not.
Daddy shook his head firmly and patted the couch next to him. "Nope. You get to hold that as a reminder to be a good little piss-drinking wife," he said. "Come on."
Avery groaned, feeling nauseous as his stomach sloshed. Wincing, he lowered himself uncomfortably onto the couch beside his daddy, who immediately grabbed him and pressed their lips together.
"I'm teaching you valuable skills as a wife," Daddy scolded him. "The least you can do is pretend to be appreciative. Now, kiss me back! It'll take your mind off the gut stuff you've got going on, too."
The "gut stuff" was definitely preoccupying Avery and, desperate to think about anything else, he started focusing on Daddy.
It was probably a mistake. Daddy's breath reeked of beer, and his mouth seemed to have gotten wetter when he drank, which meant that Avery could practically taste the beer as Daddy French-kissed him. But, as his stomach groaned and his anus quivered in protest, he summoned his courage and started licking Daddy's tongue right back.
The sudden forcefulness caught Keith off guard. He gasped, opening his eyes in surprise and looking down to see Avery's eyes closed, mouth open, tongue out.
That's mah boy! Keith beamed to himself, hurriedly re-closing his eyes, lest Avery saw the liquid pride. Sighing contentedly, he redoubled his own licking, and soon the two were engaged in a heated tongue war that left both of them simultaneously spent and horny by the time they finally parted lips.
"Now that," Daddy gasped, putting his hand on Avery's shoulder as he leaned back, "Is some good kissing."
Halftime had concluded while they made out, and the third quarter was already underway.
"Wait, what the—?" Daddy gasped, scowling at the screen. "The Behemoths already scored? Twice?! Avery, get me another beer; rooting for your team when it's losing is thirsty work."
Avery could not have left with greater urgency, but before he made it to the kitchen, Daddy called after him, "And do not go to the bathroom, yet; you get to hold that until the game is over!"
Avery whimpered audibly.
Meanwhile, completely unaware of what was keeping Avery, Lily was searching the bedroom for anything she could use to defend herself against Daddy and his infernal cattle prod, yet it seemed like Daddy had scrubbed the place of any kind of useful weapons. Unless she was going to assail him with a paper towel roll from the kitchen or attack him with a chair or the vacuum cleaner, she was pretty well defenseless. There was the knife in the kitchen, but it was for spreading mayo on sandwiches, not for attacking pedophile fathers, and she hadn't seen any sharp knives in the drawer.
Is Daddy just gonna make us eat sandwiches for the rest of our lives? she wondered.
Shaking her head, she was about to try her luck with the door again when Daddy's voice rang out from the living room.
"Lily! Get in here!" he roared.
Lily's stomach churned. Did he know she was thinking of escaping, of standing up to him? 
How?
Afraid of incurring his wrath, she hurried in to find Avery sprawled on the couch next to Daddy looking uncomfortable and Daddy beckoning her over impatiently.
"Gotta piss," he said perfunctorily. "Your sister here can't swallow piss like a good girl, so she's got an ass full of it right now. Unless you want the same to happen to you, you'd better drink up every drop. Understand?"
Lily's mouth opened speechlessly. While not the chewing-out she had been worried about, the words coming from Daddy's mouth were so completely out of thin air that all she could do was laugh.
"This funny to you?" Daddy snapped.
"N–no, Daddy, I"—Lily had to think of an excuse, and fast—"I j–just think it's funny Avery can't swallow your pee."
Avery did a double-take and scowled at her from behind Daddy.
"Ya do, do ya?" Daddy scoffed. "Well, then: I'm not gonna hold back, and we'll see how well you drink pee."
Oh, Lily.... what have you gotten yourself into? she chided herself as she took a few deep breaths.
The prospect of drinking Daddy's already-drunk beer straight from the tap made her cringe, but the thought of what Daddy would do if he caught her lying and laughing trumped it by a long shot. Forcing down the urge to throw up, she managed to drink it all without spilling a drop.
"See, Avery? Now that is how you swallow pee like a good girl," Daddy said, beaming. "That was a wonderful job you did, Lily," he said, patting the cushion next to him. "When Daddy's little girls are good, they get rewarded."
Lily crawled up on the couch next to  him, and he wasted no time slipping his fingers under her skirt. Having healed somewhat from her earlier shocks, she gasped, surprised at how good it felt for Daddy to rub her clit. It felt so good, in fact, that she almost forgot that she'd drunk about three beers' worth of piss.
Almost.
But Daddy didn't care about that. Wiggling his fingers determinedly just inside Lily's pussy, he lightly fingered her until she started getting wet.
"There we go. Nice, wet, juicy pussies have more fun than dry ones do," Daddy said as he slipped two fingers up inside her, felt around, and found her g-spot.
Lily felt a twinge above her eyebrow and in her sex at the same time. It felt good, but like last time, it also felt weird, like she had to pee. Gasping, she tried to squeeze her legs together, to make Daddy stop, but her reaction only seemed to spur him on. Soon, he had two fingers vigorously rubbing her g-spot and his thumb rubbing her clit while she writhed against him.
"That's it," Daddy cooed. "Show Daddy how much you appreciate him."
Lily moaned loudly. Her body shuddered, and a spritz of wetness squirted out onto Daddy's palm.
"Avery, clean your sister up. Quick now, before she stains the sofa," Daddy ordered.
Avery groaned. The piss was still there in his bowels, and his bowels did not like having it in there. But, urged to hurry by his father, he scooted up between Lily's legs, stuck his tongue out, and began licking at the weird-tasting liquid. What was that? It wasn't pee, that's for sure!
Shuddering and trying not to think about it, he licked her clean as fast as he could, then moved back to his spot on the other side of Daddy.
"Aww, come on!" Daddy roared at the TV, sighing in annoyance. 
The scores had been tied, but an interception had just given the Behemoths the lead.
"This calls for some good loving from my wives," Daddy muttered. "Lily, your turn. Avery showed me earlier that she can kiss pretty well. How about you?"
Frankly, the thought of it was more revolting than the piss she'd just drunk, but Lily wasn't about to tell him that. Summoning a breath, she prepared herself for Daddy's beer-tinged breath, closing her eyes just as his mouth met hers.
So slobbery. So intoxicated... 
A groan of disgust escaped her lips, but before Daddy could say anything, she thrust her tongue into his mouth and—what was she supposed to do?—she licked the roof of his mouth.
Daddy jerked in surprise and shriveled his nose.
"N–no, Lily," he chuckled, "That's not how you kiss. Try—"
But before he could finish, she reached forward, took his lower lip between her teeth, and gently nibbled on it. Daddy sighed sharply into her mouth, and his penis poked out of its sheath.
"O–oh! Where'd you learn to—ohh," he moaned as she continued chewing his lip.
With each beat of his heart—which was beginning to race with anticipation—he felt a twinge in his groin that increasingly needed to be satiated.
"Oh, you're good at that," he gasped, grabbing her by the waist and hoisting her up onto his lap. "Show Daddy how good your wife-pussy is."
Lily had not expected to be picked up, and she definitely hadn't expected to be lowered onto Daddy's throbbing penis. But, as the slick member slid into her recently-orgasmed passage, she shuddered in ecstasy.
"Don't just sit there," Daddy panted. "Use your legs and ride it. Up and down, Lily. Up and down!" Daddy urged.
Lily glanced down, then tried raising herself up. Daddy's glans rubbed over her g-spot, catching her off guard. Startled by the wave of pleasure, she fell back down on his lap, impaling herself and making both of them grunt uncomfortably.
"M–maybe a little less jerky," Daddy winced. "Go on. Ride Daddy's cock."
Willing her wobbling legs to be still, Lily braced herself and rose up again. This time, she leaned forward just a little bit as she lowered herself back down, driving Daddy's penis against the sensitive nub in her pussy. Both of them gasped in pleasure.
"Oh, you're a natural, Lily," Daddy praised her. "A great pee-drinker and a nice lap warmer for Daddy! Avery, you'd better step up your game if you wanna be Daddy's favorite little girl."
Despite the gut instinct to reject being called a girl, Avery was surprised to find himself feeling a little bit jealous of the praise Lily was getting. But, with her on Daddy's lap, what else could he do to prove himself?
"Oh, your pussy is like velvety—mmf!"
Keith's praise was cut off as Avery pressed his muzzle to Daddy's and, wasting no time, began sucking Daddy's lip and slurping at his tongue.
Daddy's eyes bulged, then squeezed closed. It was everything he'd ever dreamed of! No, it was better! He leaned in and began passionately making out with his son while his daughter found her stride and began to bounce on his cock most luxuriously.
All of a sudden, Daddy's eyes snapped open with a startled "Gah!"
Shoving Avery out of the way, he pulled Lily off his lap.
"Don't swallow, yet," he ordered her urgently as he pressed her mouth down to his malehood, still slick with her fluids. 
No sooner did she taste herself on his cock than his balls heaved, his hips thrust, and he erupted into her. Shocked by the sudden turn of events, it was all Lily could do not to cough and spew Daddy's seed all over him, but somehow she managed, and a few seconds later, his spent penis retreated back into his sheath, leaving her with a mouthful of bleach-flavored cum.
"Still got it?" Daddy asked anxiously.
"Mm, hmm," Lily said, nodding.
"Good. Now, you and your sister make out. Give her some of that so that you can share Daddy's gift."
Avery looked positively green at the idea, but Lily, having already borne the worst of it, shrugged and leaned towards him.
"Avery," Daddy warned, "Don't you lean away from her! You kiss her just like you were kissing me!"
The male twin let out a whimper but did as he was told. His muzzle and Lily's met.
A split-second later, his eyes shot open, and he began trying to pull away, but Lily was having none of that and wrapped her arms around his back, forcing him to accept what she had to give him.
He whined as Daddy's cum passed from her mouth to his.
"Y'all both have some now?" Daddy asked.
Lily nodded eagerly, and Avery nodded nauseously.
"Good. Then y'all swallow and enjoy Daddy's blessing together."
Twin grimaces appeared, followed by uncomfortable grunts.
"Now, isn't that—"
A loud rumble from Avery's stomach, followed by an even louder groan, interrupted whatever Daddy was about to say.
"All right, all right," Daddy said, "You can go to the bathroom, now, Avery. But," he added as Avery nearly lurched out of the room, "We're all going to go together."
"Wait, what?!" Avery cried.
If the twin had thought that nothing could be worse than the cramping caused by Daddy's piss sloshing around in his guts, Daddy proved him wrong. The urine burned worse on the way out than on the way in, but seeing Lily watching him on the toilet—Daddy's orders—Avery's face burned even hotter. Nor did Daddy's depravity stop there. When Avery finished, Daddy put Lily on her brother's lap and made her pee between his legs.
"Good wives share all of Daddy's bounties, and you should feel especially lucky to get to share his pee together," Daddy told them.
It should have come as no surprise when Daddy aimed between Lily's legs and emptied the last of his beer into the bowl, and yet by the time the toilet was flushed and they all left the bathroom, the kits both felt the ache of abject humiliation knotting their stomachs and burning their faces and ears.
Dinner came and went: Daddy made Avery make sandwiches while Lily took a turn cleaning. Of course, Daddy insisted that the fan that Avery had cleaned earlier was still dirty, then stuck his nose up between Lily's legs once she was on the ladder and had a nice, deep lick inside her pussy. And, when Daddy insisted they take turns licking his cock before dinner, it didn't seem so bad after drinking his pee and sharing his cum—especially to Lily, who hadn't eaten all day.
For the rest of the day, the twins bided their time, doing their best to avoid being around Daddy if they could help it, and counted down the minutes until bedtime, when they might finally have another chance to escape him.
At last, bedtime came, announced tersely by their father.
"Bedtime," he said. Spreading his arms, he rounded them both up and escorted them to the bedroom.
And yet, Daddy's idea of bedtime had very little to do with sleeping. What he had in mind involved them both at last taking off their hated uniforms and cuddling up next to him in bed, naked.
"You know, I enjoyed that little taste I got earlier, but I think I want more," he said to Lily, running his hand down her chest and possessively stroking her pussy. "Come on."
He scooched down on the bed and had her straddle his head.
"Avery, make yourself useful. Daddy's penis is about to poke out of his sheath; it would be a shame to let it get cold," he said pointedly. "No, do like your sister," he corrected him. "Let's let your pussy keep Daddy warm."
Avery winced but did as told, straddling Daddy's groin.
"All the way down. Let me feel your pussy on my sheath. Ahh—that's a good girl. And now, for this little girl," he said, turning his attention back to Lily. "All the way down."
Determined to just get the day over, Lily did as he told her, lowering herself down until Daddy's cold, moist nose bumped against her folds. She gasped and tried to raise back up, but Daddy grabbed her wrists and held her in place as he slipped his tongue up into her.
It would be a lie to say it didn't feel good. She hated that. It was easy to say that when Daddy was shocking her within an inch of her life or making her drink his pee or lick her brother's penis, it was wrong—bad, even—but even when Daddy did things that felt good, they still made her feel dirty.
As Daddy's tongue slid into her and rubbed that sensitive spot inside her, she hated how her body reacted, how her back arched, how her mind went blank. She hated how, when Daddy reached forward with his thumb to rub her clit, it made her moan. She tried to hold back, clenched her fists into balls and tried to deprive him of her reaction...
But Daddy was very good at making her do what he wanted.
The harder she fought it, the more pent-up her reactions became, until Daddy curled his tongue inside of her, touched just the right spot, and unleashed an angry, aroused howl.
"Oh, ho-ho!" Daddy laughed, "Are we enjoying ourselves?"
No!
"Yes, Daddy," Lily mewled.
No! Stop! she willed herself as her hips began to rock back and forth on his face with a mind of their own.
Daddy pushed the little button on her front.
Her mind exploded into a sky of fireworks.
Something squirted out of her.
"Oh! Hmm, hmm-hmm," Daddy giggled under her, savoring the taste of her orgasm. "I can see why they call it 'nectar'," he mumbled.
Meanwhile, Avery was not having much better of a time. The constant references to his butt as a "pussy" rankled him, and now, being expected to sit here and wait for Daddy's penis to slide up into him? Ugh! It was so humiliating! Not to mention the fact that he was on edge, not knowing when Daddy would start getting excited, when he would—
"Agh," Avery groaned as Daddy's penis slipped out, poked him in the perineum, then followed the contours of the young fox's anatomy up into his tailhole.
"Ahh," Daddy replied, flexing his hips slightly and centering his prick on the warm hole it had found.
Avery's eye twitched. Being fucked by Daddy was bad enough, but being slowly impaled was much worse! Daddy had poked inside just enough to be irritating to the twin's anus, but he hadn't poked in enough to touch the spot, and Avery was acutely aware of his father's presence inside of him.
But Daddy was distracted, and Lily was making faces. For a brief moment, the twins caught each other's eyes, and then they both looked away in shame.
Lily moaned, and then Avery gritted his teeth as Daddy's cock slipped all the way into him, grazing enough over the spot to send chills up the kit's spine before settling into a more benign resting place. But, instead of providing a much-needed distraction, Daddy's caress had just set alight a fire in Avery's loins, a smoldering itch to climax that the cock cage he wore would definitely not let him have.
The kit moaned uncomfortably, beginning to pant as Daddy's knot started to swell.
But, something was wrong: Daddy's knot was supposed to get big and press up against the spot, but it wasn't in deep enough. Instead, it was growing and stretching tightly against Avery's tailhole.
"Mmf!" Avery whined.
"Gotta sink deeper," Daddy breathed. "That knot's not gonna settle in if you make it wait in the doorway."
The stretching was really hurting now. Sweat broke out on Avery's forehead, and he began panicked scrambling to get off Daddy's lap.
Daddy's hands came down on both of his shoulders. Avery's eyes bulged as Daddy's knot slipped into him with a sharp pop. The kit's mouth opened wide, but no sound came out.
After a few seconds, the blinding pain subsided, and he let out a relieved gasp.
But Daddy was too engrossed in what he was doing with Lily to notice. The patriarch's tongue was lapping furiously up into her pussy, and she herself was trembling and shaking all over.
"I can't put it in your pussy, yet," Daddy was cooing, "So I'll put it in your sister's."
And then he felt it: Daddy's cum beginning to splatter into him. It was hot and accompanied by little twitches of Daddy's penis and knot that rubbed the spot. Avery closed his eyes, his chest heaving as he felt wave after wave of pleasure ripple up from his prostate, arousing him and making his own penis strain inside its cage. His knot even began to swell.
"A–ow!" he cried, clutching his cage at the sudden pain.
"Imagine your great-grandma naked," Daddy murmured. "Little girls don't get to have erections."
As it turned out, the unyielding polycarbonate digging into Avery's knot was so painful that there was no need to involve Great Grandma Bertha. A few seconds after the pain started, Avery's erection began to subside, and a few seconds after that, he could breathe again.
Yet, Daddy's knot was still pulsing, still teasing his prostate, and the urge to ejaculate was getting stronger and stronger. The need to get off filled Avery's mind to the point that he could think of nothing else—not Daddy, not Lily's face as she came into Daddy's mouth again—nothing.
And then, Daddy's knot went still. Avery started incredulously. Panting and whimpering with each breath, he ground his ass against Daddy's crotch, desperately trying to get just a little more stimulation, just enough to push him over the edge.
"Too bad, Avery," Daddy said. "But, look on the bright side: Daddy got to cum, and that's all that matters!"
A few seconds later, Daddy's penis deflated and slipped out of Avery's ass.
"Why don't you hold onto Daddy's cum for tonight?" Daddy said to him. Although phrased as a question, it was obviously an order. "It'll help remind you of how happy Daddy was."
With that, Daddy gestured for Lily to get off his face and go turn out the lights. He snuggled in under the covers, then held his arms out expectantly for his kits to join him.
Exhausted from cumming so many times—or just eager to get him to sleep—Lily wasted no time cuddling up next to him, but Avery's residual blue balls and the knowledge that if he relaxed too much, Daddy's "happiness" might leak out made him much slower to comply.
At last, the three of them were lying in bed, the lights were out, and Daddy began to snore.
As if on cue, both twins held their breath, listened to Daddy's breathing, and then rolled off of him. Crawling on hands and knees in case Daddy woke up, they made their way silently to the door. With a nod from Avery, Lily opened it, and both peered out into the dark, moonlit snowdrifts. They shivered, and then Avery took Lily's hand, and they stepped over the threshold into the freezing cold.
The lights clicked on behind them.
"Run!" Avery cried, but too late.
Yelping, both twins felt themselves grabbed by the scruff of the neck and dragged backwards.
SLAM!
"Think you're pretty crafty, do ya?" Daddy demanded, flinging the twins against the wall and advancing on them.
The cattle prod was in his hand. Plasma was already crackling angrily between the electrodes. Daddy pointed it at Lily's face. The smell of ozone hit her nostrils as he brought it within a foot of her forehead. She could feel the heat already.
"It was Avery!" she shrieked, shrinking back and throwing her hand out to point at him accusingly. "He–he said we should run away! I didn't want to, but he made me!"
Avery's jaw was on the floor, shocked at the betrayal.
"Is that so?" Daddy asked grimly, glancing suspiciously from her to him and back.
For a moment, the prod changed directions, advancing on him.
Suddenly, he swung it back and brought it within an inch of her nose.
"Because you were the furthest away when I caught you!" he snarled.
Lily shrieked in terror, her eyes wide and her lips trembling as she stared in horror at the probe.
"Leave her alone!" Avery squeaked.
"Mm!" Daddy grunted and whipped his head to look.
Swallowing hard and visibly shaking, Avery took a deep breath, forced it out, then said, "Sh–she's right. It—it was my idea."
Lily's eyes darted to look at her brother, who kept his own eyes laser-focused on Daddy.
"Well, then," Daddy said quietly.
He released the trigger on the probe. The plasma disappeared, but the smell of ionized air lingered.
"Thank you for your honesty," Daddy said, squatting in front of him.
Behind Daddy, tears sprang into Lily's eyes as she watched her brother covering for her.
"But, if you're going to act like a runaway calf," Daddy said grimly, rising, "I'm gonna have to treat you like one."
In a flash, he grabbed Avery by the scruff of the neck, hauled him up, and flung him onto the bed. Stunned by the impact, Avery didn't have a chance to react before Daddy was on him again, spread-eagling him tightly across the mattress.
"I was going to wait to do this until after we were married—as part of the ceremony," Daddy said, reaching onto the top shelf of the closet and taking something down wrapped in black cloth. "But," he continued, bringing the object over to the bed, "I have to be able to claim you if you get away. So, I guess we're doing this now."
He put the cattle prod down behind him and jerked the cloth away to reveal another long cylinder with a trigger on one end. But, instead of plasma when the trigger was pulled, the other end glowed yellow-hot.
Seeing it, Avery began to buck hard against the restraints.
"No, Daddy! No, please, I–I'll be good! I'll never try to run away again!"
"It's too late for that, Avery," Daddy said firmly, brandishing the branding iron. "I can't trust a thing you say. But, a brand—administered properly—well, a brand is forever. Lily!" he barked.
Lily squealed and jumped to her feet.
"Get over there and get ready to clean up your sister; as bad as this is gonna hurt, she's gonna make a big mess."
"Daddy, please!" Avery screamed.
"Hurry up!" Daddy barked, making Lily tremble as she went over next to Avery. "Get your mouth on that cage," he ordered.
Crying, Lily did as she was told and wrapped her lips around the plastic. Avery was so afraid that he had already peed a little bit, but Lily hardly noticed.
"Now, to make sure we get a nice, clean brand," Daddy said, going to the other side of Avery, grabbing on the inside of his knee, and yanking outward.
The ropes holding Avery creaked. The boy strained to take his leg back from Daddy, but the elder fox was far too strong. Laying on his son, he hitched his elbow into the space behind Avery's knee and held the prod like a sniper rifle.
"Right about there will do," Daddy murmured to himself.
"Daddy! No! NOO!"
TSS!
"AUGH!"
Avery's voice jumped two octaves as the branding iron came down on the side of his scrotum. The smell of burning hair was quickly replaced by the smell of burning skin.
Pssh...
Lily sputtered as Avery's pee splashed into her mouth.
"Don't you spill a drop, young lady," Daddy warned.
Under her, Avery's whole body was shaking with fear. His eyes were closed, and he was panting hard, wincing with each exhalation.
"Augh!" he shrieked.
"Not my best," Daddy said as he ran his hand over the charred skin, "But it'll be readable."
He went back to the closet and grabbed a mirror from somewhere on a high shelf, brought it back, and pressed it against Avery's thigh.
"Well, go on," he prodded. "Don't you want to see Daddy's mark you'll be wearing?"
Against his better judgment, the tear-stricken fox opened his eyes and looked over. In the mirror, running sideways on the side of his scrotum were the letters "DLG".
"Ya see that?" Daddy asked, elbowing Lily out of the way to kneel beside his son. "Now and forever, you'll always be Daddy's Little Girl."
Avery closed his eyes and sobbed.
A sudden thump in the small of his back made Daddy frown in surprise and turn to look behind him.
Lily's eyes glinted wildly as she squeezed the trigger on the cattle prod.
Z–ZAP-P!
"Argh!" Daddy roared, grimacing.
And yet, he didn't fall over.
Lily's face fell. Why wasn't he flailing helplessly as the current surged through his body?
Her eye twitched involuntarily. Triumphant glee dissolved into wide-eyed terror as Daddy endured the shock with an increasingly furious expression.
"Now that is very unladylike," he muttered in an ice-cold voice that contrasted eerily with the red-hot look on his face.
Lily had never seen him so angry.
Whirling, he caught her by the arm, wrenched the prod out of her hand, and flung her onto the bed.
"No! No, Daddy! No!" Lily screamed as she fought back, kicking hard and even trying to bite as Daddy grabbed at her.
"Just making it worse for yourself," Daddy snarled.
Inevitably, the larger fox caught her wrist and cuffed it, caught her other wrist and cuffed it, wrestled with her legs a few seconds, then cuffed them one by one, spread-eagling her face-down on the bed over her brother, toes to fingers.
"I never figured you for a mastermind, Lily. Or a liar"—he scowled—"Don't think for a cotton-pickin' minute that I don't know this was your idea, and don't think I don't know that you sold your brother out and he covered for you. I must confess, I don't rightly know what to do with you. You might'a been better off horse-thievin'. But, seeing you two in this position, I'll be darned if it doesn't give me an idea."
Rummaging on the high-up shelf again, he grabbed a strap with a metal ring attached to it, forced the ring into Avery's muzzle, then pulled the strap around the back of his head, tightening it and forcing the ring deep into the twin's mouth. Into the ring, he inserted a funnel, then adjusted the straps holding Lily to position her pussy over it.
"Since you like covering for your sister so much, Avery, I think it's only fitting that you do it some more. Now, I am about to brand her just like I did you, and you are either gonna swallow her pee, or you're gonna drown. Of course, she might try to hold it for you. That's fine—I have other ways of beating the piss out of her."
He snatched up the branding iron, pulled the trigger, and above Lily's hysterical pleas, shoved it against her right labium. Lily shrieked as the smell of burning hair and skin assaulted Daddy's nostrils and the sound of piss filling the funnel assaulted his ears.
But, Daddy wasn't done. Throwing the branding iron aside, he crawled up on top of her, found her ass, and shoved his cock in roughly. Lily saw stars as his sharp prick ripped into her virginal hole. It hurt so bad that it stole her screaming from her lungs. For a moment, all anybody could hear was the echoing hiss of urine in the funnel and Daddy's angry, incoherent grunting.
But then, his knot started growing. He shoved it inside of her, then yanked it back out.
"Aa—!" Lily shrieked, but Daddy's knot being shoved back into her silenced her again.
Over and over, he shoved and yanked his growing knot out of her aching hole.
"Ungrateful little bitch!" he growled as he thrust. "I gave you... everything!"—he yanked out—"And this"—he shoved back in—"is how you repay me? By trying to prod me in the back?!"
Lily sobbed under him, her sobbing punctuated by the force of his thrusts.
"I thought we had something nice, the three of us," Daddy said at last, pulling out and pissing into the funnel. "You two on either side of me on the sofa, even just a little bit ago, eating you out while your sister rode my cock..."
His face darkened.
"But you're a lying little whore, aren't you?" he roared, jumping off the bed, going to the closet, and grabbing something else. He returned seconds later, carrying a pair of forceps.
"Open your mouth!" he yelled at her, and when she refused, he jammed his fingers into her cheeks, forcing them open. "I said, "OPEN YOUR MOUTH!"
Reaching into her mouth, he grabbed her tongue, squeezed down hard on the forceps, and yanked her tongue out, eliciting a squeal and frantic flailing against her restraints.
"Liars don't deserve to speak," he snarled, grabbing a needle.
Lily's eyes bulged. She began to hyperventilate, and the funnel once again swirled with urine.
"I had such high expectations for you," Daddy said grimly.
The needle came down.
Lily screamed, tears streaming from her eyes as the needle pierced through her tongue. Daddy followed it up with a tapered piece of metal, rapidly stretching the freshly pierced hole to nearly a quarter-inch in diameter while Lily convulsed in pain. He attached a tongue ring to the tapered metal, threaded it through, and then inserted a captive bead into it.
"Now everybody will know that when you talk, you're lying," Daddy muttered.
Releasing the forceps, he let her yank her tongue back into her mouth, the new, massive ring clacking against her teeth.
"Now go to sleep. My kids—my wives—behaving so unbecomingly." He huffed angrily and shook his head. "Mark my words," he said from the doorway, "You will treat me the way I deserve, or I will make you. Choice is yours."
He clicked out the light and disappeared down the hall.
From the bed, the two spread-eagled kits whimpered themselves into fitful sleep.
*************
"Rise and shine, wives of mine," Daddy said, flipping on the lights.
The twins groaned. What little sleep they'd gotten was short-lived and fraught with nightmares that only got worse when they woke back up and realized they were living the nightmare.
But as Daddy undid the cuffs and the twins rubbed their aching joints, it seemed as if he had no recollection of how awful the last night had been. After freeing them, he flopped in the bed beside them and invited them to cuddle up next to him before gently insisting that they nurse his cock.
For the kits, last night's events were all too real, and they dared not defy him again. Licking his musky crotch and breathing in his virile pheromones seemed nothing compared to being branded or pierced, and they did as they were told without Daddy telling them twice.
And oh, how good Lily's pierced tongue felt on his prick! Daddy made it a point to teach her right away how to use the captive bead to tease his glans, to stroke the sensitive sides of his shaft. And, when he came in her mouth, Avery leaned forward of his own accord and took some of Daddy's blessing to share. Daddy was so proud on seeing that, that he bade Avery suck him off next, and to his delight, Lily leaned forward to receive Daddy's blessing from Avery.
"Well! Isn't this nice?" Daddy said. "I think you two have earned breakfast! Who wants pancakes?"
The kits exchanged glances, then brightened and looked at him hopefully.
"But only after you get into your uniforms," Daddy told them.
Avery's face clouded.
"Avery?" Daddy asked. "Aren't you going to be the prettiest little girl in your little maid outfit?"
The twin snapped.
"Damn it, Daddy! I'm a boy, not a girl!" he screamed.
The back of daddy's hand laid him out on the floor.
"And I told you to watch your mouth," Daddy snapped. "I'll be damned if any wife of mine is gonna kiss me with such a filthy mouth! You want a tongue-ring like your sister?"
Avery blanched. "N–no, Daddy." He huffed. "But, I'm a boy, Daddy! Why can't I be a boy to you? I don't want to be a girl!"
"No?" Daddy demanded, hauling him up. "Well, you sure sound like a girl when I make love to you! I bet I'll have you wailing louder'n your sister before I'm through!"
He grabbed the twin, sat on the edge of the bed, and pulled him over his lap. Avery cringed, expecting to be spanked, but instead, Daddy shoved his finger into his ass.
Avery yelped, but Daddy didn't care. He found Avery's prostate and began rubbing it—hard. The twin cringed and writhed under him, but Daddy's arm across his back made sure he wasn't going anywhere. The weird sensation of being turned on set in, but it was almost immediately supplanted by an uncomfortable need to pee.
"Mmf! Mmf!" Avery grunted, his face contorting as Daddy's finger attacked his prostate relentlessly. The urge to pee subsided, replaced by general discomfort.
"You see, little girl, Daddy can milk you for pleasure—or for punishment!" Daddy growled, punctuating his point with a soft stroke over Avery's almond that felt so out of touch compared to the rough prodding that Avery moaned loudly.
The cock cage suddenly turned milky and began to dribble.
"Lily, get under there and clean that up," Daddy ordered.
Lily had to lie on her back to get into position, but hurried to do as she was told, craning her neck to take the plastic tube in her mouth and start sucking out her brother's semen.
Avery's mouth opened and let out a choked whimper. His eyes squeezed closed as Daddy kept milking him.
"Oh, you think that's bad?" Daddy laughed, "We're just getting started!"
His ministrations on Avery's prostate ramped up and, sensitive from getting off, the twin's prostate began to throb uncomfortably. Avery writhed and moaned even louder, but nothing would stop Daddy's probing fingers. Wave after humiliating wave of pleasure and pain rippled through the twin's body as Daddy milked blob after blob of his cum out for his sister to drink. The fact that his own body was betraying him was just too much, and Avery absolutely hated the high-pitched moaning he was making but was unable to stop. His humiliation had reached its peak. If anything else happened—
"See?" Daddy smirked, "You carry on just like a girl. And," Daddy growled in his ear, "You cum like one, too: dribbling little bits out between your legs instead of spurting like a real boy."
"Gah!"
In a shocking turn of events, Avery broke free of Daddy's grasp, lifted himself off Daddy's lap, and snatched Lily up. Daddy started, but before he could react, Avery pinned Lily against the bed, kicked her legs open, and began trying to fuck her with his chastity cage still on.
Lily shrieked in bewilderment and began to fight back.
"What do you think, Daddy?" Avery yelled over her. "Would a girl try to rape his sister? Huh? Hold still, you little traitor!"
A sharp kick from Lily caught him in the nuts, and he crumpled to the ground behind her. Before she could scamper off, Daddy caught her by the wrist as he stood over Avery.
"Well, well, well," he said, "You think fucking a girl makes you a male? Hm? You think you're a big, strong male?" He sighed and shrugged. "Well, once again, I guess we get to treat you as you act: like livestock."
He hauled him up and deftly spread-eagled him on his back.
"I just wanted pancakes," Daddy muttered under his breath. "Choose a number, Lily."
Lily started. "M–me?"
"Quick, now. Daddy hasn't got all day."
"Um... three?"
Daddy paused thoughtfully, then nodded.
"Well, Avery, the time has come, and your sister has just decided that we're gonna do this the old-fashioned way," he said, returning from the horrible closet with a case cutter in one hand and something else in his other fist. "To make sure that this lesson sinks in—I mean really sinks in, I'm gonna make sure you watch every moment of it. Lily, come here."
"I don't want—"
"I said, come here!"
The twin scurried over, and Daddy handed her a bottle.
"You're gonna squeeze a drop of this into each of his eyes every thirty seconds until I'm done. Understand?"
Lily swallowed.
"And if you don't, I'm gonna do something equally horrible to you," Daddy growled.
With that, he opened his fist to reveal a pair of eye specula.
"N–no! No, Daddy!" Avery begged, but to no avail. Within a few seconds, Daddy had pried both of his eyes open, inserted the specula, and ordered Lily to give him the first of the eye drops.
"Now, let's make sure you've got a good view," Daddy said, adjusting the straps to raise Avery's upper torso a bit. "There. Front row seat."
"You keep insisting that you're a boy, Avery, but the truth of the matter is, you are my wife, and you will do as I tell you. Since you behave like an unruly bull, the only appropriate thing to do is relieve you of those pesky male hormones." He held up the case cutter. "Which of your testicles would you like to lose first?"
Avery began to hyperventilate, struggling and thrashing. "No, Daddy! No, please, not my nuts! I–I'm a boy, Daddy! I don't wanna lose 'em!"
Daddy pursed his lips, then shrugged. "I'm gonna go with 'left'."
Avery yelped in horror as Daddy lowered the case cutter. There was a pinch and a stinging, burning pain as the knife bit into the thin skin. Avery tensed, desperately trying to suck his testes up into his abdomen, but that only made Daddy go in after them. The twin shrieked as Daddy's fingers stretched the opening to get in, then jerked and shuddered as he felt Daddy rooting around inside of him.
"There it is," Daddy said.
Avery let out a weak gurgling noise as Daddy roughly squeezed and pinched his testicle, then stared, aghast, as Daddy pulled his testicle out of the hole.
"Hey, I wonder if this would hurt," Daddy said abruptly.
Before Avery could react, Daddy flicked the testicle hard with his finger.
The bed creaked from Avery's desperate attempt to double over, but the cruel straps held him taut.
"Time to say goodbye, Avery," Daddy announced with finality. "Want to kiss it goodbye?"
"N–no, no, not—not my—please, D–Daddy, n—"
His begging trailed off into an anguished hiss as Daddy pulled, pulled, pulled on the testicle. The spermatic cord resisted, sending gut-punch-level pain signals to Avery's brain, stretched for over a foot, and then, abruptly, it snapped, vanishing up into his abdomen somewhere.
"And there's one!" Daddy said, holding the testicle right up to Avery's nose.
Unable to close his eyes, Avery just cried as he saw his severed gonad.
"Time for the other one!" Daddy announced.
Sharp, cutting pain in the right side of the half-castrated twin's scrotum. Avery tried to squeeze his eyes closed, tried to escape the pain, but all he could do was look at his sister's face watching him as she administered the eye drops.
"Oh, look! I didn't have to go hunting for this one at all!" Daddy declared. "Off we go!"
Another gut punch, another snap as the tendon gave way.
Another testicle—his only remaining one—shown to him outside of his body.
"This will sting," Daddy said.
A second later, Avery yelped as Daddy splashed rubbing alcohol on his wounds, then put some gauze on them.
"Look on the bright side! Now it won't hurt when I do this," Daddy said as he squeezed the empty sack roughly.
"And now, Avery, there is no question of it," Daddy said as he leaned forward to remove the eye specula. "Boys have testicles. You have none. Therefore, you must be Daddy's little girl."
Avery began to cry again.
"Say it with me, Avery: 'I'm Daddy's Little Girl'."
Avery cried harder.
"Avery," Daddy warned, "You might not have balls, but I can still hurt you. Now, say it," he spat, punctuating the 't'. "I'm Daddy's Little Girl."
"I—"
"Yes?"
"I–I'm..."
Daddy reached down, took hold of one of Avery's nipples, and began to squeeze it.
"You're...?"
"O–ow!"
"Say it, Avery!"
"I–I'm Daddy's Little Girl!" Avery cried.
Daddy let go of his nipple.
"There," Daddy said, roughly patting his cheek, "Didn't that feel better out than in?"
He turned to leave.
"I'm still a boy!" Avery called after him defiantly.
Daddy sighed, then turned.
"I am a boy!" Avery insisted.
"Oh, Avery," Daddy said, shaking his head. "You—" He paused, pursed his lips, then started again. "Tell me why you're a boy," he said. "Boys have balls. You don't . Boys have big, knotted cocks. Yours is just a little nub. You even have to sit down to pee like a girl!"
"It would be a big, knotted cock if you wouldn't keep it in a plastic cage!" Avery snarled.
Daddy cocked his head, then smiled ominously.
Avery struggled uneasily as Daddy went back to the closet.
"If you didn't like that cage, you shoulda just said so," Daddy said as he returned.
Avery tensed, but Daddy reached up with a little key, unlocked the cage, and took it off.
"But," Daddy said, grabbing Avery's sheath roughly, "Little girls still don't have knotted cocks."
Avery yelped as Daddy yanked down on his sheath, exposing his penis. With his other hand, Daddy drove a long, hollow, metal tube down Avery's pee-hole, the pain making his penis try to suck back into his body, but Daddy forced it out with an iron grasp. Then, he shoved a needle into the underside of Avery's penis, just below the base of his knot. Sweat broke out all over Avery's body as the twin yelped and scrambled to get away, but the restraints held fast as Daddy inserted a threaded post through the hole and twisted it, locking it into the piss-tube.
"There's one," Daddy murmured over Avery's screaming.
He grabbed another needle and drove it through the tip, then inserted another threaded post and yanked down on Avery's penis until the space between the posts—the tip of his penis to the base of his knot—was only a few millimeters.
"Perfect," Daddy said as he twisted the second post into the tube, securing the tip of Avery's penis and ensuring that unless the twin's erection could break steel, he would not be getting one ever again. He reached forward and clipped off the excess piss-tube flush with Avery's tip.
"This will hurt," Daddy said as he pulled out a miniature welder.
"N–no, Daddy!" Avery managed to babble, but too late.
HUM!
There was a blinding flash as Daddy touched the two posts with the welder. Avery shrieked, and the smell of scorched flesh briefly stank up the room.
"That oughtta do it," Daddy said, screwing a couple of rounded knobs onto the end of the posts. "Lily!" he barked.
Lily, who had shrunk into the corner as her brother was being tortured, looked up at Daddy with tear-stained cheeks.
"Please, Daddy," she begged, the tongue ring making her slur her words, "Leave him alone."
"I'm going to, sweetie. But first, I need you to lick her pee-pee and make it feel better," Daddy replied with surprising gentleness.
Lily started. "L–lick his pee-pee? Like—like licking yours, Daddy?"
Daddy nodded. "Her pee-pee," he chided. "But yes, just like Daddy. But be careful: Avery has some new jewelry, and you wouldn't want your tongue ring to get caught on it. Come on," he said gently, "Your sister has had a bad day and needs you to make her feel better right away."
Lily got up, but when she saw Avery, she recoiled in fear at the sight of what Daddy had done.
"Come on," Daddy urged. "Need to do it right away. Can't you see how much pain Avery is in?"
With halting steps, Lily made it to Avery and knelt. Swallowing nervously, she looked at Daddy, who nodded encouragingly.
"Don't use your hands; that will hurt," Daddy said. "Just reach out and lick it, then take it into your mouth and make it feel better."
The twins looked at each other, and Avery, seeing the look of concern on Lily's face, did his best to nod reassuringly.
Encouraged, Lily nervously leaned forward and licked Avery's penis. He let out a sigh. Her eyes darted to him, but it seemed like it really was helping.
She slurped him into her mouth.
Avery's eyes shot open. Pain exploded from his impaled penis as it tried to stretch out, straining against the piercings.
"Augh!" he shrieked.
The sudden reaction startled Lily, who jerked back in fear.
Her tongue ring caught on his studs, yanking them with her.
The room echoed with their shrieks of terror and pain.
*************
It had taken almost an hour to calm the twins down and untangle their jewelry, but now that it was over, Daddy lay on the bed with one twin on each side, both of their muzzles buried in his crotch, deeply inhaling his intoxicating virility between laps at his cock.
Sometimes they alternated, and Keith got a barbell-accentuated lick from the left followed by a lick from the right. But his favorite was when they licked together, twin laps stroking up his shaft that elicited a fountain of semen that their eager tongues vied for.
They ended up having breakfast after all. It was late, but none of them had anyplace they had to be, and after they ate, Daddy took them to the bathroom to let everybody share a shower together. As Avery washed Daddy's ass-crack, Daddy tongue-wrestled with Lily and her tongue ring. And, while Lily scrubbed between Daddy's toes, Daddy French-kissed Avery, making the twin weak in the knees, just like a real girl.
There was another football game on after that, and Daddy watched the game while Avery rode his lap and Lily made out with him. After dinner, the three retired to the bedroom, where Daddy had taken away all the instruments of torture and left only the nice, soft bed and its nice, warm duvet. The three sprawled there, with Daddy taking turns making out with them, fingering them, and eating them out, and as they all tucked in for the night, Daddy was pleased to see them trying to see who could cuddle closer. Lily won, incidentally, when she reached behind her and guided Daddy's penis into her pussy.
There were no escape attempts that night, and the next morning, all three awoke much more refreshed than the last few nights. In fact, Daddy awoke to the luxurious feeling of kit tongues on his cock, and before he'd even turned on the lights, he'd already blessed them both with his first load of the day, which they shared eagerly.
He insisted, though, that good wives had more to do than just meet his sexual needs, and he shooed them away to go do their chores. Taking off his boots, he snuck up on each of them several times, but every time he caught them, they were doing exactly as they were supposed to do. Better still, when they saw him, they stopped what they were doing, curtsied—Avery's curtsy was particularly pleasing to watch—and then bent over for him.
Of course, he used both of them several times that way—to do otherwise might give them the impression he was dissatisfied with them, which could not be further from the truth!
At one point, he told Avery that he needed to pee, and without hesitation, the twin got up, took his penis in his mouth, and looked up at him expectantly. Far from the sputtering mess he'd made only days before, Daddy's Little Girl drank it all down, not spilling a drop, and anytime Avery or Lily needed to pee, they invited each other to share Daddy's gift and even asked if Daddy wanted to come, too. Many times, he did, and on several such occasions, he stood them side-by-side in the shower and pissed on both of them, front and back, to give them the gift of Daddy's mark.
*************
After a week of flawless behavior from the twins, Daddy was ready to pop the question. His stomach fluttered as he reached onto the top shelf and took down two small, velvet boxes.
"Girls," he called, then cleared the frog from his throat. "Girls!"
"Yes, Daddy?" the twins chorused, appearing and presenting themselves in front of him.
"Girls, you know I—well, I brought you here for something special," he said. "I have really enjoyed the last week with you, but I think it's time to"—he fumbled with the boxes—"to take our relationship to the next level."
He knelt before them. "Girls, will you—will you marry me?" he asked, opening the boxes to reveal matching captive bead jewelry.
"Oh, yes, Daddy!" the twins chorused. "Yes, of course!"
Daddy wrapped them both in his arms and hugged them close.
"Oh, girls, you've made me so very happy," he murmured, sniffing as a couple of tears ran down his cheeks.
Standing up and wiping his eyes, he said, "Come, I've gotten something for you, for the wedding day."
"Wedding?" Lily asked. "When is it?"
"Who all is coming?" Avery asked.
"It'll just be between us," Daddy replied. "This is all that matters anyway. Right?"
"Yes, Daddy!"
"Then we'll get married today! I'll present your rings myself. But first..."
He opened the closet and took out two long, flat, rectangular boxes.
"I hope you like them," Daddy said. "I know I do."
Lily got her box open first, cocked her head, then squealed with delight. Avery followed suit.
"Can we put them on, Daddy?" he asked eagerly.
"Only if you ask properly," Daddy chided him. "May we put them on."
"May we put them on, Daddy?" Avery pleaded.
"Yes, you may," Daddy replied.
The twins quickly got out of their uniforms and donned the new gifts Daddy had bought them: matching white thigh-high leggings with little bows on the outside and a skimpy bra that left little to the imagination. Lily's came complete with white satin crotchless panties, and Avery's came with a tight-fitting jock strap, perfect for someone with no more of a nub than he was able to achieve. To top it all off, each outfit included a white veil.
"Beautiful," Daddy breathed, reaching forward to kiss each of his kits through the veils. "Come on," he said, extending his hands, "Let's go get married."
"Aren't you gonna dress up, Daddy?" Lily asked.
Daddy turned to her and smiled. "I am dressed up," he laughed, pointing to his bow tie.
"But you're naked!" Avery laughed.
"And for good reason," Daddy replied with a twinkle in his eye.
They went out to the living room, where Daddy had moved the couch and table to give them space to stand. He moved the twins in front of him, standing them side by side. Then, his heart pounding, it was all he could do to say the words.
"Do you, Lily, take me to be your husband?" he asked.
Lily nodded. "Yes, Daddy."
Daddy smiled. "Do you, Avery, take me to be your husband?"
"Yes, Daddy!" Avery nodded.
"And–and I take y'all to be my wives," Daddy said, his voice cracking. "W–with these rings, I pledge myself to you."
He reached over and grabbed the first box, opened it, and presented it to Avery.
"This is why I'm naked," he chuckled, taking Avery by the hand and leading him over to the couch. Bending him over it, he licked his finger and lightly fingered the twin's hole, then slipped his penis inside and began rubbing his prostate with it.
Avery closed his eyes, letting his body go as wave after wave of pleasure washed over him, uninhibited by doubts of whether he was being manly enough. His shrunken penis, well trained to enjoy the feelings in his ass without getting erect, began to drool. Daddy's thrusting got harder and more insistent. Soft moans became loud cries, and just as he climaxed, he felt a sharp pinch in his ass.
Gasping, he looked questioningly over his shoulder at Daddy. In response, Daddy lightly flicked Avery's new anus ring. Avery cried out ecstatically and climaxed again. He looked back at Daddy with half-glazed but devoted eyes.
Returning to Lily, Daddy opened the other box and presented her ring to her. Then, taking her by the hand, he led her to the sofa and laid her down on her back. Instinctively spreading her legs for him, she was rewarded by his fingers slipping inside of her to rub her g-spot. Closing her eyes, she began to rock back and forth, nursing his finger with her pussy as he edged her closer and closer to orgasm. 
Suddenly she was there. She opened her eyes and started to moan when a sharp pain shot through her clit.
"Aah!" she cried.
But pain immediately melted away into the most intense orgasm she had ever felt, and as she rode out contraction after contraction, Daddy tugging on her new clit ring prolonged her orgasm for several minutes.
At last, exhausted, she beamed up at Daddy.
"With that," Daddy announced, chuckling and blushing, "I may kiss the brides."
He flipped back her veil and pulled her up to her feet. Avery stepped over, and the three engaged in a three-way make-out session that lasted over a minute.
Then, Daddy led them both back to the bedroom and immediately took Lily by the hand.
"Come," he rasped, "It is time... at last."
Trembling with anticipation, he escorted her to the bed and lay on his back. She straddled him and immediately slid her pussy down onto his already-throbbing penis.
How he had longed for this moment! At last, the time was finally right!
The feel of her pussy on him nearly made him climax right away, but he held back, his breath quavering as he let her slide all the way down his length. She lifted back off, and he squeezed his eyes closed, nearly crying with joy and anticipation. She stroked again. He grabbed her shoulders. Obediently, she started to get off of him, but he locked eyes with her and shook his head.
Rolling her over onto her back, he thrust into her gently, lovingly, like any good husband should do. He could feel his climax building—oh, how close it was!—but he slowed himself down, forcing himself to take his time. After all, he could only give his daughter her first litter once, and he was determined to savor every moment.
First litter.
He gasped as his balls shuddered. This was it.
Trembling, he pushed forward, felt his knot beginning to swell inside of her. No turning back now.
His balls twitched.
Oh...
Daddy let out a desperate cry as he thrust forward. Lily had never heard him make a noise like that, but she could feel the intensity from him. His knot felt wonderful inside of her, and the way his groin pressed against her clit ring nearly made her swoon from ecstasy. Reaching up, she wrapped her arms around his neck and echoed his cry with one of her own.
Daddy came inside of her. She could feel his penis bumping lightly against her cervix, but she didn't care about that. The hot spurts going into it felt so good. She began to climax, her pussy squeezing his knot, grinding it against her g-spot and making them both moan more desperately.
At last, both of them trembling in the afterglow, Daddy collapsed on her, and his penis pulled out.
"Daddy?" Avery whispered.
"Mm?"
"Should I—clean her up?"
Daddy gasped. "No," he breathed. "She's full of kits now."
"Oh," Avery said, sounding a little disappointed.
"C'mere," Daddy said, rolling over on his back.
Avery lay next to him, and Daddy immediately leaned over and began making out with him, tugging his lip and passionately licking at his tongue.
Breathing hard, Avery began to moan under Daddy's ministrations, and before long, Daddy had him on his back with his legs in the air. The position made Avery's ass-ring flop over, sending a thrill up his spine. Daddy reached down and petted Avery's empty sack, told him "good girl", and slipped his penis inside. Avery's nub was already moist but quickly began leaking pre as Daddy rubbed his prostate. Then, to Avery's delight, Daddy lifted him up by the legs and began driving in hard, his balls slapping against the twin's jewelry.
"A–oh–ah!" Avery cried as a pool of white appeared on his nub and cascaded down around his vacant scrotum, trickling down over his brand.
"Such a good, good girl," Daddy cooed, stroking Avery's brand as his knot lodged in his ass.
They stayed that way for over a minute, and by the time they had both finished cumming, Avery was limp and whimpering incoherently.
Daddy sighed contentedly. This was it: everything he had ever wanted. He held his arms out, and his two wives curled up beside him, resting their heads on his groin and taking turns worshiping his cock, nuzzling and suckling his balls, or even making out with each other. As they did, he petted Avery's smooth sack and lightly fingered Lily's leaking pussy.
There was only one thing that could make this moment better, and as Daddy's fingers trailed up Lily's belly, he could almost feel the pitter-patter of little kits that would soon be growing inside of her.

