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   I have to say that I always thought of myself as pretty normal. I was a pervert, but then, pretty much every guy is, right? I didn’t figure I was any more perverted than the next guy. I’d had my share of sex. Which was to say enough to know a thing or two but not nearly enough. It’s never nearly enough, you know?
 
   But I never thought of my step-sister in that way. 
 
   Granted, I had noticed that Kendra had a fantastic body, the kind of body I like the most, in fact. She’s short, slender, with nice breasts which are high and very firm. They’re not huge, but then, there wasn’t any sag visible either. I hadn’t seen her in anything less than a bikini in years, but they looked like fine breasts. I couldn’t not notice her body. But I didn’t really think of her in the way I would have had she been someone else.
 
   Any of this making sense?
 
   Kendy had been a pain in the ass when she was younger. As soon as she hit fourteen she became a real little cock-tease around my friends. And it got damned irritating watching my friends, who should have known better, playing up to her and flirting with her. There were times I wanted to haul her across my knee and swat her ass –which was ironic, given what wound up happening between us.
 
   Have I mentioned Kendra has one fine little ass? 
 
   Anyway, I treated her the way big brothers are supposed to, with bare tolerance. As she grew older she became less of a cock-tease, at least around my friends, but she still loved flirting. In fact, if anything, her flirting took on a more taunting air, as if she was really stuck on herself and really liked to rub it in to mere ordinary guys that she was way out of their league.
 
   She did that to me too, except for the flirting, anyway, acting very arrogant and aloof, superior, and above me. That was okay. She was my little step-sister, after all. I didn’t give a shit what she did, just so she did it away from me. We were different people. I was into books, videos, computer games and sports. Kendie was into hair, fashion, makeup, reality shows, soaps and Hollywood.
 
   Airhead. 
 
   Many times I told her she should have been a blonde, should have dyed her dark chestnut hair platinum. Not that she didn’t look terrific with that thick, silky hair framing her beautiful little face, but hey, inside, she was a blonde. You know what I mean? She scraped through high school – somehow – with lousy marks, and then got fired from one job after another due to her being a fucking slacker. She’s show up late, if she showed up, if there wasn’t something else to do, and if she wasn’t too hung over from the party the night before. Then she’s slack off whenever possible.
 
   Now all this telling you about what a pain in the ass she was doesn’t mean I didn’t care about her or for her. I didn’t want someone fucking around with my step-sister, after all. So anyway, I came home unexpectedly one day and heard a strange male voice saying “do what you’re told, you fucking whore!” followed almost at once by the sound of skin on skin, like a loud slap, followed by her voice crying out in pain. 
 
   Well, what would you have done?
 
   When I threw open the door to her room, little Kendie was on her knees, naked, her arms tied up behind her back, with some guy I didn’t know gripping a fist full of hair and rubbing his prick over her face.
 
   You can imagine my reaction.
 
   They stared at me. I stared at them. Then I jumped the guy. I was in the process of trying to shove his face through the wall when Kendra’s voice penetrated my anger. She was screaming at me to stop, to not hurt him, to leave him alone.
 
   “It’s not what you think! Don’t hit him! He’s not hurting me!”
 
   I hit him anyway, of course, and he fell back across the bed, then scrambled to his feet as I jumped at him. I tripped over a pillow and he ran out the door, took the stairs in what sounded like two jumps, and was out the good dam door before I could get to the head of the stairs.
 
   So I went back to her room, her words now starting to get to me. What the fuck? He wasn’t hurting her? It’s not what I think?
 
   She was still naked, and let me tell you, she had some fucking body. It was hard, at that point, to remember she was my step-sister. Her arms were not just tied at the wrists. They were lifted up high behind her shoulder blades, her arms and wrists tied tightly in layers of rope. There was also rope looped around her breasts nice and neat, so they were squeezed into hard little balls, the nipples sharp enough to poke your eyes out. 
 
   Pierced nipples, with large thin rings dangling from them.
 
   She was perfectly shaved, the smoothest job I’d ever seen, just a neat, tight, bare little slit – though the slit was spread wide around the base of some kind of dildo. She was pierced down there, too.
 
   There was a collar around her throat, with a leash dangling from it, and her hair was a tangled mess.
 
   It took me about one to two seconds to take all this in, my mind spinning, my jaw wide. Kendra was twisting and wriggling, trying to get loose, trying to turn away and hide herself. She reddened as she saw me staring at her.
 
   “Don’t look at me!”
 
   I started to turn around but stopped.
 
   “You’re tied up on purpose?” I asked stupidly. “I mean, you let him do that?”
 
   “Shut up and stop looking at me!” she screamed, face red.
 
   “Fine. You want me to leave you here. I’m sure you can untie yourself, right?”
 
   I left, awash in confusion, not to mention a sudden surge of hormones. I mean, fuck she looked hot. Her skin looked incredibly soft.
 
   That dildo sticking out of her pussy looked – well, thick. I wondered how deep it was, how long.
 
   Fuck!
 
   I was starting to get a hard-on. That’s one of the reasons I just left and slammed her door closed. 
 
   I went downstairs and got a beer, shaking my head, trying to shake off the image of my step-sister naked, her tits so firm and sticking out like – I shook my head again. Those nipples, those rings… shit.
 
   “Kevin!” she called.
 
   I ignored her.
 
   “Kevin!” her voice took on a whiny tone.
 
   I shook my head and rolled my eyes. I knew what she was calling for. She couldn’t get untied. She had finally come to the realization that if I didn’t untie her she was going to be like that when my parents got home. Let her try and explain herself to them.
 
   I went upstairs, determined to resist any non-brotherly feelings.
 
   I opened her door and found that she’d sort of half slid herself under the covers of her bed to hide herself. Her face was red, and got redder as I looked at her.
 
   “I-I can’t get untied,” she said in a shamed voice.
 
   The skin on her face looked hot enough to fry eggs.
 
   “That a fact?”
“Would you please untie me?” she said between clenched teeth.
 
   “I wouldn’t want to interfere with your fun,” I said.
 
   “Don’t be such a prick!”
 
   “I thought you liked pricks,” I said. “It looked like you were admiring one up close when I came in.”
 
   “And I suppose you’re a virgin!”
 
   “No, but I don’t tie up my girlfriends,” I said.
 
   “Just untie me!”
 
   I shrugged and moved to the bed. She tried to roll over onto her belly as I pulled the covers back.
 
   “Just pull them down to my waist!” she cried as I pulled them too far off.
 
   I noticed now that she had another dildo, or something like it, sticking out of her ass. Both dildos were still there because they were wrapped with cord, which went up between her butt cheeks in back and up her abdomen in front to tie around her waist. The cord looked very, very tight.
 
   I felt flushed. Jesus but she had a great ass, and seeing that dildo sticking out of it brought to mind how good it must feel for a man to jam his prick up there.
 
   But no, not in my step-sister!
 
   I shook off the thought and tried to untie the knots.
 
   “This is a pretty complicated set-up,” I said. “He couldn’t just tie your wrists together?”
She didn’t speak. I tugged at various knots, and then got the right ones, freeing first her wrists, then her elbows. She gasped in pain and hissed as her elbows were able to spread apart.
 
   “Oh! Oh! Oh!” she cried.
 
   I shook my head at her stupidity, and gripped her shoulder.
 
   “Take it easy,” I said, massaging first one shoulder, then the other. “You’re lucky you didn’t fucking dislocate your shoulders pulling your arms back so far.”
 
   “I-I can do the rest,” she gasped.
 
   “You sure? You don’t want me to untie this?” I teased, sliding a finger, or trying to, in beneath the cord that went down between her buttocks. It was so tight I could hardly get my finger under it.
 
   “I’ll do it!” she cried, reaching back to try and swat my hand away as I laughed.
 
   I saw more of her ass before she yanked the sheet up, and saw lines across it. Lines. I didn’t get it at first. Then as I pulled back I saw there was a pile of stuff on the cabinet table, like, little straps and whips, and I got an instant hard-on thinking of some guy strapping Kendie’s tight ass while she was bent over and helpless, with those dildos sticking out of her. Ahhh. Geeze, I had to get out of there.
 
   It was a good hour before she came down, all dressed, silky hair brushed out. Her face was red and she was clearly embarrassed. But she needed, I guess, to talk to me before our parents came home. To make sure I didn’t say anything. I wasn’t in a mood for being nice, though. I was disturbed, and more than a little hot, still.
 
   “You uhm, aren’t going to uhm, tell mom and dad, are you?” she asked, face flushed.
 
   Was she out of her mind? What the fuck was I gonna tell them? 
 
   But I wasn’t in the mood for being nice either. And what the hell, if you can’t tease your step-sister, who can you tease?
 
   “I don’t know,” I said thoughtfully.
 
   “Kevin!”
 
   “I’m not sure they shouldn’t know. You could get into a lot of trouble doing that kind of shit. What if you got hurt?”
 
   “I’m not going to get hurt!”
 
   “No? It looked like you have a bunch of stuff there designed to hurt you? You like getting a belt across your ass?”
 
   Her face flushed even more darkly.
 
   “It’s none of your business what I do!”
 
   “I don’t know. My psyche teacher would say that a girl who likes getting beat up has problems with self-esteem. I wouldn’t have thought that about you, given how fucking arrogant and stuck-up you are. But maybe that’s the case. Maybe you should see a psychiatrist or something.”
 
   “Your psyche teacher can go fuck himself! I don’t have self-esteem issues!”
 
   “Then explain to me why you like that shit.”
 
   She bit her lip and shifted from one foot to the other, clearly embarrassed and wanting to get away. “Just… never mind.”
 
   “I want to know,” I said insistently.
 
   “I just – I just like it, okay?”
“You get off on being tied up?”
 
   She blushed even more deeply. “So? Lots of people do it!”
 
   “Uh huh. None I know of. And you get off being spanked? Being strapped?”
 
   She groaned miserably. “I don’t want to get into this with you!”
 
   “Too bad,” I said unsympathetically. “Maybe you’d rather get into it with dad?”
She shuddered. “Yes, okay!? I get off on pain! Does that make you think I’m sick and twisted!?”
 
   “Kind of,” I said.
 
   “Good! You get to feel all smug and superior to your perverted little step-sister then!”
 
   “How can you like pain?”
 
   “I don’t like pain. I – it’s impossible to explain!”
 
   “Try!”
 
   “It’s … it’s a rush, it’s like a rush, like an endorphin rush, a high, a – I don’t know. I get supper… hot – “ She blushed. “And then after a bit it all sort of twists around and every time… ever… the pain starts feeling like – I don’t now how to explain it. It’s like it goes away and there’s this incredible rush.”
 
   “And you get hot being tied up?”
 
   She flushed. “Yes.”
 
   “Who was the guy?”
 
   “Just some guy.”
 
   “You let just some guy tie you up and hit you?”
 
   “What are you afraid of? That he’ll force me to have sex?” she asked sarcastically. “I can’t exactly do this sort of thing with the guys I know. They’ll blab and tell everyone what a little perve I am.”
 
   “You are a little perve.”
 
   “Fuck you!”
 
   “Be careful I don’t put you across my knee and spank your little ass,” I said with a sneer. “Of course, you’d probably like that.”
 
   “Go to hell!”
 
   And that ended that conversation.
 
   We didn’t see much of each other for the next few days. I was working and she was – not. My summer job that year was with an alarm monitoring company. I worked swing shifts. The next week I switched over to evenings, which left me home during the day. Kendra was home too, and the first time I saw her on Monday morning she was in a bikini, a very small bikini, one with a top that squeezed her breasts up and out, and showed off a lot of flesh.
 
   I had not put the images of her from my mind, and the sight of her in that tiny bikini brought them all rushing back again. 
 
   “I’m going out to sunbath. Want to rub the oil on?” she asked flirtily.
 
   Of course she knew the answer, and didn’t stop to wait for whatever smart ass reply I came up with. She turned with a smirk and headed for the back door, and it was then I noticed the bikini had a thong bottom.
 
   “You’re wearing a thong?” I blurted out.
 
   She turned and looked back over her shoulder, blushing a bit. “So? It’s for sun tanning. It’s not like I’m wearing it to the beach.”
 
   We both felt a bit of awkwardness, then, and she went out back. 
 
   God she had a great little ass.
 
   Well, she spent much of the day out back by the pool. I avoided her at first, but hey, it was summer. I wanted to get a little bit of sun and water in before going to work. So I did put on my suit and go out back for a bit. I ignored her, more or less, or tried to. We were just doing our own thing, after all.
 
   I felt a kind of sexual tension in the air, though, that I hadn’t ever felt before. I was very much aware of her body, of when she turned and shifted, sat up and sat back. I figured it was just me, going perve because of what I’d seen, and what I now thought about more than I should.
 
   But that set the tone for the week. She would wear a little bikini, or sometimes bra and panties, or short shorts and tiny halter top. I mean, there was a lot of flesh on display from her all day every day. I know it was summer, but I was starting to get the idea she was playing the cock-tease with me. I didn’t think she meant anything by it, of course, beyond teasing, but I wasn’t in the kind of mood to shrug off that kind of teasing now.
 
   “Don’t you ever wear any fucking pants?” I asked on Thursday morning, when she passed by in a baby-t and thong panties on her way to the kitchen.
 
   She looked at me as if she had no idea what I was talking about, a patently false look of innocence I knew well.
 
   “I know you have a great ass, Kendra, but you don’t have to wave it at me. I’m your brother, remember?”
 
   She flushed and scowled at me. “I’m not wearing whatever I wear for your benefit, Kevin Finnegan! I wear what’s comfortable!”
 
   “And I guess it’s not comfortable having anything on your ass seeing as how it’s always getting strapped,” I shot back.
 
   “Fuck you!” she shouted, storming away and stomping up the stairs.
 
   The odd thing Friday was that she wasn’t downstairs at all. As far as I knew she hadn’t gone out either, and by noon I was wondering what the fuck was up with her. Was she hiding from me in her room or what? Had she snuck out sometime? I wondered, and so when I was passing her room I knocked. The stereo was pounding, though. I hesitated, wondering if I should knock. But is she was asleep …
 
   So I turned the knob, slowly, and eased the door open, figuring to just see if she was still in bed or something, maybe sick.
 
   She was not in bed.
 
   She was standing in the middle of the room naked, facing the side of the room in profile to the door, in other words. Her wrists were handcuffed above her head and hanging from a hook which usually held a potted plant. The plant was on the floor off to the side. When I say standing I mean barely, just on her toes. Her arms were held up pretty high.
 
   I stared in astonishment, but didn’t immediately withdraw. She was wearing a blindfold, and a gag, a gag which forced her jaws wide, a kind of rubber ball with a strap going around her head. Her nipples were pierced, as I said, and she had attached a couple of strings or cords to the rings, stretching them forward to a hook on the wall about two feet before her. The effect was to stretch her nipples out a bit.
 
   I moved forward helplessly, walking very quietly, jaw slack.
 
   There were four loops of rope around her chest, two just slightly above her breasts, two just below. Actually, I’d say that the lower ropes were pressing her breasts up a bit, the upper ones pressing down a bit.
 
   There was a rope between her legs, again, attached to the wall in front of her, and to a desk behind her. It was up high between her legs, actually jammed up between her pussy lips, and as I watched I could now see that she was grinding her hips a little in and out, in short, spastic jerky motions as she grunted and moaned into the gag. I swallowed and felt my cock pulsing. The way she was moving, well, she was rubbing her cunt on the rope, and I could see, as I moved forward, that it was a thick, tough hemp rope, with little knots beneath where she stood.
 
   I watched as the knots slid across her clit and disappeared between her sex lips, one, two, then three, then back out again, her slender hips working faster now as she moaned into the gag.
 
   Wow!
I had a hard-on that cut have cut steel. Step-sister or not. And really, she didn’t look like my sister now. I mean, with that big blindfold over her eyes, and the gag in her mouth, what I mostly saw was that body.
 
   But still, she was my step-sister, and I was her big brother. And so when I noticed the little key hanging from a thin string right in front of her cuffed wrists, well, I had this great idea. I deftly leaned forward, and reached up, pulling the string away. Then I went and sat down on her bed and watched.
 
   God she had a terrific body! I couldn’t help admiring it. And then I got up and hurried out of the room, went to my room, got my camera, and went back. The camera had a video option, so I started video taping her, again, thinking more like a brother who wanted to taunt the hell out of his little sister and make her squeal than anything else.
 
   No, that’s not true. That was part of it, sure. Snatching the key was part of that as well. But there was more to it. I was hot and I wanted to see her, wanted to video her, and I wanted her caught, trapped, unable to just squeal, cover up, throw the sheets on, and shout at me to get out.
 
   So what was she gonna do when she found out she couldn’t get loose? Imagine the panic!
Sure, that was the big brother side. But there was the man side too. I had her helpless, and she couldn’t get away, couldn’t cover up, couldn’t deny what was happening or force me away.
 
   Her hips were working in and out harder, and now I noticed that a part of her movement was to pull her chest back in a rhythmic fashion so that her nipples were pulled harder. 
 
   Fuck I was hot! I examined the blindfold again. It was one of big leather ones that covered not just the eyes but most of her face above her nose. No way could she see me.
 
   I continued video taping, and took out my prick, rubbing it as I watched her. I loved how her body kept grinding and jerking spastically, how her upper body twisted as her engorged clit ran across each little knot.
 
   I wanted to fuck her.
 
   That was a harsh and strange realization. But it came to me all at once. I wanted to fuck my little sister’s brains out. I wanted to fuck her ass. I wanted to ram my prick up Kendra’s ass and pound her until she screamed.
 
   I was pumping my fist as I watched, my breathing getting ragged. And as I felt my come approach I stood up, moved closer to her, standing right in front of her, so close I could hear her gasps over the loud music. 
 
   When I came, I aimed it right at her pussy, right at the rope she was grinding herself back and forth across. By luck or not, most of my seed spilled out onto the rope, and her cunt slid right over top of it.
 
   I stumbled back to the bed and sat down, watching, panting, doing up my trousers. Kendra was getting close to a come and I kept the camera on her. When it hit, she arched her back, her hips bucking convulsively as she yanked back against her nipples.
 
   Oh Jesus it looked hot. My prick pulsed and throbbed despite having just exploded.
 
   Then she sagged in place, and I turned off the camera, and then quietly left the room, hiding it in my room. When I got back her fingers were reaching out, stretching, trying to find the key. I grinned and licked my lips, then rubbed my wrist across my forehead. It was air conditioned in the house but I was perspiring anyway. That had been an incredible show.
 
   I leaned back on my elbows and watched as her hands reached out more and more, well, as much as they could, as she tried to get hold of that key. The key, of course, was on the table where I’d put it. There was no way she was going to get it.
 
   How long, I wondered, should I wait? She was going to be pissed when she found out I’d taken it. Of course, maybe I could pretend otherwise.
 
   I picked up the key and the string. The string had been thumb tacked to the roof. If I set it down on the rug like it had fallen she might think – yeah, that was what I’d do.
 
   Then I left the room. It was hard, but I went downstairs and left her up there for another hour. That gave me deniability, right? I mean, she wouldn’t think I’d take away the key and then leave her there like that. So no, now she’d think it had just dropped. Of course, she’d be stuck there until I came in. What would I say?
 
   I was of two minds again. One was the big brother gleefully anticipating her outrage, her embarrassment, her comeuppance. The other was – fuck, I would be standing there talking to her and she would be naked and helpless and at my mercy. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I went upstairs. 
 
   Kendra was sweating a lot worse than I had been. Her legs were trembling and shaking and she was pulling down a lot harder on the handcuffs, which were jammed in around her wrists painfully. I guess she had found it hard to stay on the balls of her feet for so long, and now she was half hanging from the handcuffs.
 
   I cursed my stupidity, because I hadn’t wanted to hurt her, after all. 
 
   But now what?
 
   There was nothing for it but to act surprised, like I’d come in and was outraged again, or at least…
 
   I turned off the stereo. “What the fuck are you doing now?” I demanded. “Christ, is this what you’ve been doing all day?”
She couldn’t answer, of course. I walked up to her and took the blindfold off. She blinked rapidly, and her face reddened as I scowled down at her. 
 
   “How the fuck do you get out of that?” I demanded, as if I hadn’t been studying it for long, long minutes.
 
   I looked at the ball gag in distaste. It was clear now that she’d been drooling around it, her drool, her saliva, having dribbled down her chin and onto her chest.
 
   I looked at the cords tied to her nipple rings in pretend shock and shook my head. “Holy crap,” I said.
 
   I reached out and tugged at one then the other, laughing as she squealed in response. I tugged again, grinning, feeling a pulse of heat between my legs.
 
   “Would you like me to invite some friends of mine up to play with you?” I asked sarcastically.
 
   I looked down at the rope and pulled it up, which, of course, dug it up even harder into her hairless pussy.
 
   “Man, you are a weird little chick. No dildo this time?”
 
   I was humiliating her. I knew it, and felt a pang of regret, but I felt excitement more. I was humiliating her and she could do nothing, could say nothing. I sighed and shook my head, hating to end it, but knowing I’d played it as long as I could. I reached out behind her, moved around, and undid the gag, then worked it out of her mouth.
 
   “So how do I get you out of this?” I demanded.
 
   She was crying now, and that made me feel like a real prick. I wanted to comfort her, but hugging a naked girl, well…
 
   “Come on. Stop crying.”
 
   I fetched some Kleenex, and made her blow her nose, then combed her tangled hair back from her forehead. 
 
   “I’m a f-fucking pervert!” she sobbed.
 
   “Yeah, but that’s okay. Most people are,” I said. “Don’t worry about it.”
 
   “You must think I’m a f-f-freak!” she sobbed.
 
   “I don’t. Honestly. Come on. How do I get you uncuffed?”
I put my arm around her. I shouldn’t have. I was wearing a T-shirt, and the feel of her soft, warm flesh against my arm and hand made my cock pulse and start to harden. 
 
   “It’s all right,” I said. “Really. I don’t think you’re a pervert. Bondage barely qualifies as kinky nowadays.”
 
   I pretended to notice the handcuffs, and bent over in front of her, smelling the scent of fresh pussy cream before rising again. My cock liked that too.
 
   I reached up and uncuffed her, and she practically fell against me. I caught her as she gasped weakly, her ankles giving in, and I helped her pull her leg over the rope, and then untied the strings from her nipple rings and helped her to the bed.
 
   “Oh! Oh! My ankles! Oh fuck!” she gasped in pain.
 
   I sat her down, and turned away awkwardly. “I’ll leave you to uhm, whatever.”
 
   I hurried out, closing the door behind me. That had not gone as I had expected.
 
   I left for work before she came down, and didn’t catch more than glimpses of her on the weekend because she was mostly out with he friends.
 
   Monday rolled around.
 
   I was still on evenings, and would be for another two weeks.
 
   Kendra came downstairs, eyeing me warily before passing by and going to the kitchen. Then she went back upstairs. She was wearing a pair of those short, Ambercrombie and Finch shorts, the too-tight, too form-fitting cotton ones, and a little halter, more of a baby-t with a lot of bare belly showing. She filled it out to perfection.
 
   An hour later she was back down. She seemed nervous somehow, and a bit embarrassed. Well, no surprise there. She started to bitch at me, though, about being home every day.
 
   “How am I supposed to have my friends over when you’re always here?”
“I’m not stopping you.”
 
   She rolled her eyes.
 
   “Maybe you mean how can you have guys come over and tie you up?”
 
   She flushed. “Don’t be such a prick!”
 
   I shrugged. “If the handcuffs fit, baby.”
 
   She glared and then, surprising the hell out of me, threw her drink at me and called me an asshole.
 
   “What the fuck!?”
 
   I jumped up, brushing the cold liquid – coke – off my lap and chest and she laughed and flounced off.
 
   “You fucking bitch!” I shouted after her.
 
   “You’re lucky I didn’t throw it on your head,” she called back.
 
   She had gone into the kitchen, and I went after her, not to do anything to her, but because that was where the towels and paper towels were. When I got in there she was getting another drink, the little bitch.
 
   I don’t know exactly what I was thinking, other than that she couldn’t have one because she’d just thrown one at me. I grabbed her arm and yanked her away form the counter – too hard, for she staggered several steps.
 
   “You want to throw your coke at people you can do without,” I said, pouring it into the drain.
 
   “You asshole!”
 
   And you know what, now that I was looking at her in the full overhead lights, from close up, I realized what I should have instantly realized earlier.
 
   She wasn’t wearing a bra under that tight baby-t.
 
   Her breasts were so fucking firm that it was like it didn’t matter, but now her nipples were sticking out against it in a very distracting way, especially since I could see the rings around those nipples pressed up hard against the thin material. How the fuck did my parents not notice them? Of course, she probably took a lot more care about how she dressed when they were home.
 
   She came back and swung at me, not anything dangerous, just one of those wild, girl-like slap swings, and I brushed it away, and shoved her back.
 
   “Go up to your room,” I ordered.
 
   “You don’t order me around, Kevin Finnegan!” she yelled.
 
   “Apparently I can,” I said snidely.
 
   “Bastard!”
 
   “Whore!”
 
   “Fuck you!”
 
   “Why not? You fuck everyone else?”
 
   She swung at me again and I laughed and grabbed her arm, whirling her around and giving her a hard shove so she stumbled several steps away.
 
   “Here? You want a coke?”
 
   I shook it violently and popped the top and the coke fountained up against her. I’d like to say it was a coincidence it sprayed over her chest but – well…
 
   “You asshole!”
 
   I made snide, kissing noises at her and she came at me again, which was idiotic. I mean, this was not something she usually did. She was a little over five feet and I was six feet tall. She wasn’t exactly athletic either. So what the fuck did she think she was doing?
 
   I wondered that as I easily fended her off again. This time I spun her and gave her ass a hard slap, sending her leaping forward with a cry of pain.
 
   “Bastard!”
 
   “Eat me,” I said.
 
   Her top was becoming pretty much see-through, and I appreciated the view as she looked around furiously, then jerked open the fridge door and reached for a coke. I intercepted her hand, shoved her away, pinned her against the counter, and grabbed – after a moment of hesitation – the whipped cream.
 
   She was struggling, but to no avail. I had her pinned with one hip. Now I forced her arm back, pinned her other arm against the fridge with my body, and sprayed the whipped cream in her open mouth. She gurgled and I laughed. Then I sprayed it over her face, and daringly, shoved the can down into her pants and just held the button down.
 
   “This might cool you off, baby,” I said as the whipped cream spewed out into her short shorts.
 
   She was squealing, and I was laughing, but I wasn’t so much amused as – well – excited. I pulled the can away. It was half empty now, and then cupped her groin, mashing the whipped cream into her.
 
   “I bet that’s colder than the white stuff you usually get sprayed on you” I said, taunting her.
 
   She struggled and squealed, and I picked up the can again and forced it up under her tight baby-t, then jammed my thumb on the button again. It spewed more whipped cream over her bare breasts, and again she squealed and struggled wildly – or pretended to. I was getting the idea now that she wasn’t really struggling all that hard.
 
   She half fell against the fridge as I let her go. My heart was thumping, and my cock was throbbing. It was starting to harden, too, and I was starting to think of how I should get back and away before it became too noticeable. Kendra jerked open the fridge, on her knees now, and, gasping for breath, grabbed at an egg. As she pulled her hand out I grabbed her wrist, and forced her hand and the egg up against her face, where the egg was crushed and began to dribble down onto her chest.
 
   “B-bastard,” she gasped.
 
   “You bet,” I said.
 
   I picked up another egg, as she knelt there, gasping, and crushed it against the top of her head. Then, pinning her in place with my legs, my cock now very hard against the back of her head, I got another egg and crushed that against the top of her chest.
 
   She struggled to her feet as I got another egg. I shouldered her against the fridge and shoved the egg into her short shorts, then crushed it there.
 
   She stared at me, a little dazed, chest heaving, eyes alight with – well, something. I picked up another egg, as she said nothing, and took her shoulder, turning her around. I pulled open the back of her shorts, without resistance, and noted for the first time she had no panties. I put my hand right down into her pants with the egg, pressed it right against the center of her cheeks, right over her little ass, then drew my hand out and slapped it against her.
 
   Kendra shuddered and staggered. There was no doubt whatever that she was horny as a bitch in heat, and getting off on this even more than I was.
 
   I bent and reached into the fridge again, and took out a cucumber. I grinned at her suggestively. “Where shall we put this, little slut?” I said teasingly.
 
   I did not intend to put it anywhere, at that moment. But her eyes went wide, and she almost seemed to – I don’t know – to shimmy, to tremble, to jerk sharply, and she didn’t say anything at first. Then she said “Y-You wouldn’t dare.”
 
   “No?”
 
   “You don’t have the balls,” she said. 
 
   “Don’t think so, eh?”
“No.”
 
   “Maybe you’d like it too much.”
 
   I pinned her against the cupboard and pushed the cucumber in between her bare legs, between her dripping, wet thighs and up against the crotch of her short shorts, and I kind of ground it in against her, rubbing it back and forth, sawing it against her pussy. She struggled very weakly, and her head turned up and back, her mouth open, gasping for breath. I saw her lower body grind against the cucumber and my cock throbbed inside my pants.
 
   I thrust the cucumber in between her thighs, and pulled up, sawing it and grinding it against her pussy as she twisted weakly between me and the counter. 
 
   “You like that, baby?” I taunted.
 
   Kendra didn’t reply.
 
   I pulled the cucumber up and then slid it down the front of her shorts. The thing was almost a foot long, remember. And I couldn’t see much but a mass of whipped cream down there. But I knew where her pussy was and I ground the front of the cucumber against her there. She grabbed feebly at my wrist and her head jerked convulsively, her entire body twisting, hips grinding. I rubbed fast and steady, my cock ready to explode, and then she suddenly let out a long, low, girlish cry as her head jerked back in sharp little spastic movements that told me she was coming.
 
   “Clean this up or I really will whip your ass,” I said, fighting to control my voice. 
 
   I released her and stalked out, hurrying upstairs to my room. There I closed the door, jerked my pants down and pumped my prick furiously, taking only seconds to spray come out against the wall.
 
   Holy shit that had been insane. What the fuck was the matter with me? Kendra was my step-sister, after all!
 
   
* * * * *
 
   Well, Kendra cleaned up the mess on the kitchen floor, mostly stuff that had dropped off her, and I went to work, trying not to think of how hot my little sister’s body was and how much I wanted to ram my cock up her ass.
 
   I didn’t see her the next day, but the following day she was back to her old tricks. This time she was in the thong bikini, and acting just as snotty and deliberately unpleasant as before. It was hard to figure there was any purpose behind it other than that she actually wanted me to mistreat her.
 
   And given the excuse, I wanted to push the limits of the boundaries between us myself. Of course, I didn’t know what the boundaries were any more. But I knew they had been pushed back quite a bit.
 
   I found two excuses to slap her nearly bare ass as she said something snotty while close by. Each time she yelped, jumped, and cursed me, then dodged away. 
 
   Half an hour later I was making a sandwich when she came in from the back yard. Her hair was back in a pony tail, and she was carrying her drink in one hand. I watched her warily as she approached, and she smiled.
 
   “Afraid I’ll throw my drink at you? Don’t worry. I wouldn’t think of it,” she said, putting the drink on the counter. “I forgive you. Let’s just be friends.”
 
   And then she hugged me tight.
 
   She was absolutely glistening with suntan oil, by the way.
 
   “Hey! Fuck! Get the fuck away from me!” I shouted, grabbing her shoulders and shoving her back.
 
   “But I want to hug my big brother!” she said, putting her hands up and rubbing my face and hair.
 
   “Bitch!”
 
   I shoved her back and she laughed, then turned to run as I went for her. She didn’t move very fast, though. I caught her by her pony tail and yanked back. She yelped and swung her arms wildly as I swung her around and against the back of one of the chairs pushed in against the kitchen table. I used my grip on her pony tail to bend her over hard and slapped her ass hard.
 
   She cried out in pain, but didn’t really protest beyond that.
 
   Did I mention what a fine fucking ass my step-sister has?
 
   “Fucking bitch!”
 
   I slapped her a second time, then three or four times in a row, hard and fast. She squealed and struggled, her ass twisting and rolling, but it wasn’t a real struggle. She wasn’t trying to get away, and I knew that this was exactly what she’d wanted. This excited me, but I was also a bit pissed off because she’d gotten all the greasy oil on me and my shirt and pants and hair.
 
   “You think that hurts?” she taunted. “That’s nothing!”
 
   I slapped her harder, and still harder, and she only laughed and taunted me. 
 
   The way she was bent over the chair back had her ass raised beautifully, as I forced her chest down onto the table, and I admired it even as I slapped it harder and harder, again and again. The spanking hurt my hand, but it was worth it as I slapped that gorgeous soft female butt repeatedly. She stopped taunting me and started yelping and moaning and twisting as her butt turned red.
 
   Then I gave up and stalked away, my hand hurting. She got up slowly, panting.
 
   “Didn‘t even hurt!” she called after me. 
 
   I shook my head and pulled off my shirt, tossing it into the hamper. I stripped off the oily clothes and climbed into the shower.
 
   She pounded on the bathroom door tauntingly. “It’s only a little oil, you big suck!”
 
   Then there was peace. I showered off the oil, masturbated – soap is handy for that, and then put on a robe to head back to my room.
 
   I closed and locked the door, then pulled on the shorts I’d left out on the bed. It was about then I noticed that they were wet inside, and I jerked them of to find that the insides were coated with oil, and now so was my crotch. Fucking little bitch! Now I had to shower again!
 
   I pulled them up again – what else was I gonna wear? And stormed down to her room. Her room was empty. But unlike me, she had an attached bathroom. None of the rest of us would have gotten near the family bathroom if she hadn’t. I could hear movement in there. I looked around and saw the oil on the dresser, but oiling up her clothes was not something I was interested in.
 
   I was a little mad, of course, but the mood I was really in was horny. I wanted to punish her, and I now had an excuse to do it. I didn’t want to slap her ass again, though. That hadn’t done anything but hurt my hand. The rope I had taken off her was laying in a pile near the open closet. It was soft rope, black, and thin. It gave me a lot of ideas, and my cock throbbed at each of them.
 
   I picked  up the mass of rope and headed for the bathroom door as it opened. Kendra came out, wearing nothing but a towel, the smell of a hot shower coming from the bathroom.
 
   “Nice shorts,” she said with a sneer.
 
   “You little bitch!”
 
   She stuck her tongue out at me and I grabbed at her. She spun away, and not coincidentally I grabbed the towel. It pulled loose, and she squealed, grabbing it. I was a lot stronger, though, and she was yanked backwards to land on her knees as I pulled the towel away.
 
   She yelled and squealed but I easily forced her to her belly on the floor, my knee jammed against the small of her back.
 
   “You like being tied up, bitch?” I demanded. “Well if that’s the only way I can get any peace then I’ll make you happy!”
 
   “Let me go! Don’t you dare!”
 
   I pulled a wrist back behind her and shifted myself. I sat on her, straddling her body, sitting on her ass, and pinned her forearm with my knee as I tied the rope around her wrist and jerked the knot tight. I easily pulled her other wrist back behind her as she cursed me, and looped the rope around that one too. Then I looped it around both again – and again, pulling it tight, but not, I thought, too tight.
 
   Now what?
 
   Her legs were kicking wildly, and I shifted around sideways, jamming my knee against her again. I sat backwards on her but now and pulled on the rope leading to her wrists as I reached down and slid an arm under her legs, lifting them up and back. I looped the rope around her ankles twice, then began pulling as I slid off her. I pulled harder, and the rope slid around her ankles, drawing her ankles back against her butt.
 
   “Let me go! Bastard! Untie me!” she cried.
 
   I pulled harder, and her body began to bow. I forced her ankles up next to her wrists, then looped the rope around both several times before tying it off.
 
   I rolled her onto her side, loving the look of her arched back, her straining breasts, the nipples so stiff and hard.
 
   “There you go, Kendie. That ought to keep you out of trouble for a while.”
 
   “Let me go! Asshole! Fucker! Bastard!”
 
   I went back to her closet and sorted through it, then found what I was looking for. I returned with the ball gag, pulled her hair back, and shoved it into her open mouth. I jammed my fingers in, forcing it in deep like I’d seen it before, then strapped it behind her head.
 
   I got up and went to her bed, pulled open the drawers to her night table, and found the vibrator I knew would be around. I grinned and hid it behind my back as I went back to her.
 
   “I wouldn’t want you to be bored,” I said. “So here’s something to entertain you while I’m gone.”
 
   I knelt and turned on the vibrator, and her eyes widened. I shoved the vibrator between her thighs, up high, right against her pussy, and left her there as I went back to take another shower.
 
   My prick was hard as rock again, and I masturbated again, thinking of Kendra hog-tied on the floor naked.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was the weekend. I had started reading up on bondage, and looking at pictures on the internet. Some of these guys were incredibly creative perverts! I would look at something and think, oh yeah, I’d like to do that to Kendra. Or, oh yeah, just wait until the next time she gives me an excuse.
 
   We met many times, and treated each other for the most part, pretty normally around our parents. Upstairs, when we were there at the same time, she taunted me, and occasionally I slapped her ass. Once I gave her nipple a twist through her t-shirt.
 
   * * * * *
 
   “Are you fucking kidding me?” Toby asked, eyes and mouth both wide.
 
   I shook my head. Toby was my best friend. Why wouldn’t I ask him what to do?
 
   “Holy shit!”
 
   “You tell anyone I’ll rip your nuts off.”
 
   “Hey, you know I wouldn’t rat you out,” he said, glaring as if he were offended. “but your step-sister is a real little perve.”
 
   “Tell me about it. I think I’m becoming one too.”
 
   “Well, normally I’d agree, except that I think we’re all perves, us guys anyway. I mean, your own step-sister. But then again, if I had a step-sister that looked like Kendra and was into the kinky shit she was I think I’d be getting ideas too.”
 
   “So what am I supposed to do about her? Come Monday she’s gonnna start in on me again and I think tying her up and leaving her alone is probably not a good option.”
 
   He laughed and shook his head. “How far you willing to go with her?’
 
   “I don’t know,” I said, troubled. 
 
   “Man, you masturbated her with a fuckin’ cucumber.”
 
   I glowered, not liking to be reminded.
 
   “Well you did!”
 
   “So fucking what?”
 
   “So next time… use something else. I dunno, man. Like, do you want to fuck her?”
 
   “No! I mean, well, not… really.”
 
   “She’s got an incredible body. Tie her up and use her vibrator on her. That ought to teach her a lesson.”
 
   “Yeah. The lesson is going to be keep taunting her brother so he keeps doing things like that.”
 
   “So ignore her.”
 
   “Really hard to do man.”
 
   “Hard being the word,” he said with a sly grin.
 
   “Fuck off.”
 
   * * * * *
 
   Monday came early. She had loud rap music playing on her stereo, waking me up. I sighed and rolled over in bed. What was I going to do with this bitch?
 
   I got out of bed and pulled on a pair of shorts, then yanked open the door to my room and stalked over to hers. She wasn’t even inside. The door was open, the stereo blaring, and no sign of Kendra. I found the rope and gag; they sure weren’t hidden, and turned off the stereo
 
   Kendra was out back relaxing, oiled up.
 
   Our back yard is pretty large. There is a large stone patio that goes the length of the house, with a wooden roof overhead. It’s about twenty five feet long by ten feet wide. Out beyond that are some plants and flowers, then the pool. The back yard is enclosed by a high fence, and then an even higher well-trimmed cedar hedge. Kendra was sitting on a lawn chair just past the patio wearing sunglasses and her thong bikini, pretending nothing was amiss.
 
   But I had no doubts now. She hadn’t turned on the stereo that loud for nothing, and she couldn’t have missed it turning off.
 
   Without preliminaries I reached down and grabbed her by the pony tail.
 
   “Hey! Ouch! What are you doing!?” she squealed as I pulled her up out of the chair.
 
   I dragged her around and put her belly against one of the wooden patio chairs. These are wide, heavy white chairs made of two by two slats of wood. I pinned her against the back easily while I tied the rope around her wrist.
 
   “Why are you tying me up, perve?” she demanded, not struggling at all. 
 
   I gripped her pony tail and bend her over hard, then fed the rope forward to the front of the arm of the chair. I fed the rope through that, under the chair, and across to the other side, then grabbed her other wrist, and wound the rope around that. She was sharply bent over in this position,  hands almost tied against the front of the chair’s arms, her ass raised high and vulnerably.
 
   “What are you doing? Let me go!” she demanded.
 
   I went around behind the chair and seized her left ankle, pulling it wide, and down against the rear leg of the chair, where I wrapped the rope around it to pin it in place. The chair was large and she was small, and with her leg spread like that her toes were barely touching the ground. When I pulled her other ankle wide even that was no longer the case. She was just belly down across the chair, her toes an inch from the ground as I bound her other ankle in place.
 
   The gag went into her mouth and then, you know what, I just decided to go for it.
 
   I untied her bra, behind her back and behind her neck, as her eyes widened and she shook her head violently. She said something into the gag, but I wasn’t paying attention. Her gorgeous breasts fell free as I took the bikini top away. They looked terrific hanging there below her chest.
 
   I then undid the ties at the sides of her hips, and pulled her thong off. Now she was completely naked, all oiled up, and ready for anything I wanted to do to her. Or really, anything I yet dared to do to her.
 
   I left her like that and went back inside, my head spinning with ideas, needs, wants, desires. I wanted to fuck that tight pussy, but I didn’t yet dare. That was just going a little too far.
 
   I did a quick search of her room. Not much was hidden, as if she wanted her stuff found. I returned to her. She was twisting a little, as if trying to escape, but she didn’t exactly have much leverage. The view of my hot little sister from behind was enough to give me an instant hard-on. Her naked little pussy slit was just slightly parted as I came up behind her. I slapped her bottom then squatted next to the chair. 
 
   I examined her breasts. She was bent at a steep angle, but her breasts were several inches away from touching the bottom of the chair. I took out several small strings and tied one to each of her nipple rings, then I pulled them together and fed them down through the cracks in the slats in the seat of the chair, and underneath the chair, then back and up between her legs. I put both strings through the ring behind her clit, and then began to gently pull.
 
   She squealed and shook, but there wasn’t a hell of a lot she could do about it. I pulled harder, watching her clit stretching down, watching her nipples pulling down. Then I pulled it a bit more, and as I tied it in place, of course, more slack appeared. Still, her nipples were pulled down hard, and so was her clit.
 
   Now I took the vibrator and began to play it back and forth over her clit. This was the most daring yet, but after an initial round of yelling into the gag she quieted, and her body began to twist and squirm with more and more energy.  I stared at her cunt from a few inches away, playing the vibrator back and forth over her clit, and then I picked up one of the dildos and pushed it into the mouth of her sex.
 
   I thrust slowly, and she jerked and thrashed. I twisted it from side to side, and then thrust it deep and she seemed to scream into the gag, her entire body now thrashing madly. For a second I was afraid I’d gone too far and she was really angry and upset, but that moment of doubt passed. Kendra was coming, and coming hard.
 
   I forced the dildo even deeper, then pumped it in and out hard and fast as long as she kept thrashing and shaking. When she went limp, collapsing, I shoved it as deep as it seemed able to go and left it there. I pulled the vibrator away and picked up the second dildo, rubbing it across her ass and thighs to get it all oiled up. Then I placed it at the entrance to her perky little rosebud anus and began twisting from side to side as I applied pressure.
 
   She moaned a little into the gag, but offered up no real resistance as I got the head of the dildo into her ass. It was almost halfway in before her insides began to clamp down. I twisted and pulled and pushed again and again, and it was impossible not to imagine shoving my cock up her ass instead. Believe me I was heavily tempted. But I resisted, slowly forced almost the whole long length of it up my step-sister’s ass, and gave the base of it a slap.
 
   Then I took a thicker cord, tied it around the base of the dildo sticking out of her ass, and reached for her ponytail. I pulled her head up and back, harder and harder, ignoring her gasps and moans, and then tied the cord tightly around her ponytail, locking her head in place.
 
   So picture this. Her legs were spread wide and tied to the rear legs of the patio chair. Her ass was raised high, her arms pulled down and forward and tied to the front part of the two arms. Her nipples were stretched down by the strings leading through the slats, under the chair, and up in back to her clit. Her head was face was up and forward, her ponytail holding it back.
 
   Then I blindfolded her. I went to work on her clit with the vibrator for a bit, then eased off and went inside to get a beer.
 
   I came back, worked on her clit with the vibrator again, pumping one or the other of the dildos occasionally, and reaching down to tug on the strings between her nipples and clit.
 
   I stripped my shorts off and stood in front of her, fisting my hard prick, pumping it inches from her gagged mouth, then I bent and took the gag out of her mouth. I needed further reassurance.
 
   “And how are we doing this morning?”
 
   “Y-Y-You better… better untie me…” she gasped breathlessly.
 
   “Oh? You’re not enjoying yourself? I thought you were.”
 
   I played the vibrator over her clit and she gasped and moaned.
 
   “D-Don’t! Ohh! D-don’t! Please!”
 
   “You gonna come for me, Kendra? You wanna come again?”
I rubbed the vibrator against her clit, then began to pump the dildo in her hot, sucking pussy. And she did just that, climaxing again, this time gasping and grunting and jerking in her bonds, then crying out in pleasure so that I had to shove my hand over her mouth in case the neighbours heard.
 
   When she went limp again I eased my hand over her mouth, and her jaw went slack. I traced her lips with my fingers, then slid two inside, stroking her tongue. She moaned around it, then her lips closed and she began to lick at my fingers as she sucked on them.
 
   “Nasty little slut,” I said in a low voice. “Suck on my fingers, Kendie. Show me how much you like to suck things and maybe I’ll give you something tastier.”
 
   She sucked and moaned and licked.
 
   “Yeah, suck those fingers, slut. You love sucking, don’t you, Kendra? Hot little slut.”
 
   I’d had enough. I stood up, my fingers still in her mouth and brought my cock up as I pulled them out. Her mouth remained open and I slid my cock in between her lips, just a little. She moaned and sucked on the head with her lips. I pushed forward, sliding the head over her lips and against her tongue. She sucked frantically, and I pushed deeper, inch after inch sliding through her sucking mouth and over her flitting tongue.
 
   Now you’ve fucking done it, a part of me groaned.
 
   But I couldn’t help myself.
 
   “Oh yeah,” I moaned. “Suck my cock, baby. Suck that cock!”
 
   I couldn’t keep still, and began pumping my hips in and out. But because her head could not go back any farther, could not move, I was jamming my cock deeper and deeper into the back of her mouth as my excitement and the length of my strokes grew.
 
   The first time she gagged I pulled back, and controlled my thrusts, but as my excitement grew I thrust too deep and gagged her again. Again I drew back, then did it again. I was starting to like the sound and feel of her gagging. I thrust into her and she gurgled and gagged and choked as the head of my cock hit the back of her throat.
 
   “Suck that prick, baby,” I panted.
 
   I was leaning in against the front of the chair, pumping, and now I reached over and began to pump the dildo in her pussy. I leaned in too far, and I felt my cockhead slip right into her throat. There was an instant’s shock, as if another barrier had come down, and then I just pushed forward and forced my prick all the way into her, burying it in her spasming throat and mouth, jamming her face against my groin as she gurgled and coughed and gagged on my prick.
 
   I jammed myself into her so her nose was grinding against my pubic bone, and then began to pump frantically until my orgasm burst over me and I spewed my load into her belly.
 
   My cock softened and I pulled back, pulling free. Her jaw remained slack, saliva and I suppose come drooling over her lower lip as she coughed and gasped for breath.
 
   I shoved the gag back into her mouth and then worked the vibrator over her clit until she started quivering and jerking in what I was beginning to see was the prelude to orgasm for her. Then I eased back.
 
   I had found a kind of whip thing in her closet. I know now that it’s a riding crop, though a light one, with a slapper on the tip. I swung it through the air and it cut down across her raised bottom with stinging results. She began to squeal and pull against the ropes.
 
   “Nasty little slut,” I said. “You thought you wouldn’t be punished for waking me up?”
 
   It felt incredible to strike her upraised ass. The sensation as the crop struck was just indescribable; a wild sense of power and sexual heat that I exulted in. I felt an incredible sexual electricity fill me as she twisted and thrashed, and then I brought it slicing through the air to cut across her ass a second time.
 
   “Are you sorry for being a stuck up, snotty little bitch?” I asked sweetly.
 
   I slashed the crop across her ass again, my cock pulsing as it felt the blow, as her ass jerked, her body shook, and she groaned into the gag.
 
   “Are you sorry for being a nasty little bondage whore?” I taunted, bringing the crop down against her ass again.
 
   “Beg for mercy, Kendra. Maybe I’ll forgive you,” I said, slashing the crop down again, and again, and again.
 
   I worked the gag out of her mouth, and saliva flooded out.
 
   “Are we enjoying ourselves?”
 
   “B-B-Bastard,” she panted.
 
   “That’s so not nice,” I said, slashing the crop across her ass.
 
   “Ngghuu!”
 
   “Now repeat after me: I’m sorry for waking up my sweet brother.”
 
   She didn’t say a thing, and I examined the slapper thing on the end of the crop. Basically, the crop was a foot and a half of thin, round leather. At its tip was a flat bit of leather about the size of two postage stamps. I slapped it gently against her clit and she jerked hard.
 
   “Ungghh!”
 
   “Repeat after me,” I said. “I’m sorry for waking up my sweet brother.”
 
   I slapped her clit several times fast.
 
   “Oh! Oww! Unggh! I-I’m sorry for waking up my sweet brother!” she gasped.
 
   I smiled and rubbed the slapper against her clit. “I’m sorry for being such a miserable slut.”
 
   She groaned and I slapped the thing against her clit several times, harder then before.
 
   “I’m sorry for being such a miserable slut!” she gasped.
 
   “Are you a slut, Kendra?” I taunted, bending in and tugging sharply on the strings bound to her nipples.
 
   “Yes. Yes!” she gasped. “Oh! Don’t!”
 
   “Say please,” I said, tugging again.
 
   “Please don’t!” she gasped.
 
   “Say please don’t sir.”
 
   “Please don’t, sir!” she gasped.
 
   I rubbed the flat part of the crop against her clit, kneeling beside the chair now, my face in close to hers.
 
   “Do you like that, Kendra? Does that feel good, slut?”
She didn’t answer and I slapped the thing rapidly against her clit.
 
   “Ngh! No! Please!”
 
   “Does this feel good?” I asked, rubbing the slapper over her clit.
 
   “Y-Yes,” she panted.
 
   “Say yes sir.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Say, I’m a slut.”
 
   “I’m a slut,” she groaned.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I’m a slut.”
 
   “Say I’m a dirty, filthy little cock sucking whore,” I said, enjoying myself.
 
   “I’m a dirty, filthy, cock sucking whore,” she said.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I’m a dirty, filthy, cock sucking whore,” she said.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I’m a dirty, filthy, cock sucking whore,” she groaned.
 
   “Again.”
 
   “I’m a dirty, filthy, cock sucking whore,” she said, squirming and moaning.
 
   I reached up to feel the dildo sticking out of her ass and pushed against it. The head was lodged deep inside her tight little belly, and she groaned, then gasped and jerked in pain as I pushed harder.
 
   “How does that feel, slut?”
 
   “It – hurts,” she gasped.
 
   “But you like pain. Remember? You told me so.”
 
   She only groaned. 
 
   I moved around her again and played the vibrator over her clit as I pumped the dildo in and out, and she was soon gasping and half sobbing as her body shook and quivered and twisted in its bonds. I brought her again, and as she came I held the nose of the vibrator against her as I slapped my palm again and again on the base of the dildo sticking out of her ass.
 
   I sat back and drank my beer again, watching her, feeling my cock hardening in my pants again. I wanted to fuck this slut so bad…
 
   Everything about this was turning me on more than I had been in years.
 
   I reached in and began to knead Kendra’s breasts, sinking my fingers into the soft, oiled flesh, reveling in being able to do absolutely anything I wanted to her. 
 
   “Tell me again what a whore you are, Kendra,” I taunted.
 
   She just groaned and I tugged on her nipples.
 
   “NgghU! Don’t! Please!”
 
   “Tell me what a slut you are.”
 
   “I-I’m a slut,” she groaned.
 
   “Say sir,” I ordered.
 
   “I’m a slut, sir,” she panted.
 
   “Say, I’m your nasty little fuck toy, sir,” I taunted.
 
   “I-I’m your nasty little fuck toy, sir,” she breathed.
 
   “I bet you want to suck my cock again, bitch. Say it.”
 
   “Please may I suck your cock, sir,” she moaned.
 
   I stood up and fed my cock into her mouth, pumping it in and out like before. This time, I was a bit more restrained. I pulled back, wiping myself against her face again and again, then thrusting deep into her throat and gagging her with my deep, steady thrusts that only stopped when I buried myself inside her, crushed her nose against my belly, and poured another load of cream into her belly.
 
   I gagged her again and left her like that for a while. Now and then I went back to taunt her with the vibrator, or to slap her clit or slash her ass with the crop. I took pictures, and video as I made her climax again, made her call herself names and beg for to suck cock and to come.
 
   Then I untied her and left her to make her way back to her room while I went to mine.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “You have kind of crossed the line,” Toby said, not so much shocked as amused.
 
   “Yeah. Tell me about it,” I said.
 
   “Take some pictures next time, man. I wanna see this.”
 
   I hesitated and his eyes widened. He jumped forward across the sofa. “You did! I gotta see them! Come on, man!”
 
   “Fuck off.”
 
   “Please! I’m begging you!” he said, grasping the front of my shirt.
 
   “Hey, we’re talking about my step-sister here.”
 
   “Don’t go getting all big brother protective on me, man. You just told me you shoved your cock down her fucking throat.”
 
   “Well I - .”
 
   “Let me fucking see! Hey, how can I judge without seeing!”
 
   Kendra wouldn’t like it of course, but I was feeling this incredible urge to share just how spectacular she looked, maybe, at least in part, to justify my own behaviour, my “crossing the line” as Toby said.
 
   I showed him one video, without me in it, it was of Kendra tied up across the chair, the vibrator in her pussy, her head held back by the hair tied to the dildo up her ass, her nipples pulled down tightly.
 
   “Holy fuck!” he breathed, staring at the computer screen as Kendra repeated the nasty, disgusting things I had ordered her to, calling herself a fuck toy and a whore and a cock sucking slut.”
 
   “Oh fuck man. I can’t fucking believe how jealous I am of you!”
 
   “She’s hot, isn’t she.”
 
   “She’s white hot! Man, next time you tie her up and blindfold her invite me over! I gotta see this in person!”
 
   “No way.”
 
   But I could have, couldn’t I? It’s not like she’d know.
 
   I had crossed the line, of course, though I wasn’t all the way over. So she’d sucked my cock – well, really I’d fucked her face. But that wasn’t the same as sex, not real sex. Yeah I’d used her own sex toys on her, but that wasn’t the same either. At least, I was sort of clinging to that. Admittedly, though, I wasn’t feeling the guilt I might have expected to have. The bondage thing with Kendra had been a wild fucking ride, incredibly intense and exciting. It made regular sex seem, well, not boring, maybe, but pale, by comparison.
 
   I was a bit nervous around my parents that evening, but Kendra acted like nothing had happened, and she sure wasn’t restrained and docile. She was lippy as ever, stuck her tongue out at me, gave me the finger behind their backs, etc. etc. I was getting irritated at her, and she was clearly enjoying herself, taking every chance to taunt me with impunity. So I was looking for a way to get her back without my parents seeing us doing anything – well - unnatural.
 
   The attic was the place for that. 
 
   I investigated it, looking for things I could use, considering the bondage pictures and videos I’d looked at, and using my own imagination to adapt what was there to Kendra. What I decided to use was an old iron bed in a corner. The footpost was about the right height, I thought, and would easily make for an excellent lesson for my snotty little sister.
 
   Getting her up there wasn’t difficult. I just went to her bedroom and let myself in.
 
   “What are you doing here?” she said, her voice dripping contempt as I closed the door behind me. “Mom and dad are just downstairs, you know. If I scream they’ll come right up here.”
 
   But she wouldn’t scream and we both knew that. Nevertheless, I went straight for her closet and got the gag and handcuffs, then wrestled her into both. She put up a fight, but not a serious one, and didn’t make a sound. I pulled her towards the door by the hair, opened it to check out in the hall. I could hear my parents talking downstairs, so I just hefted her over my shoulder and carried her to the attic door, then through it. I closed it behind me and wedged a pipe under the door knob.
 
   Kendra was wriggling a little and I slapped her ass while I climbed the stairs. I set her on her feet and her eyes were shining even as she pretended to struggle. Kinky little slut. I quickly tugged her shorts and panties down and off, and then dragged her to the bedpost. It was still and flat, but had a corner post that looked like a golf ball sitting on a six inch pipe. Well, except it was a bit thick for a golf ball.
 
   I maneuvered Kendra up to it, holding her from behind, then reached down and gripped her thighs, spreading them and then lifting her up and positioning her pussy over the ball. I had already lubed it with margarine, and it was nicely slippery as I set her pussy down on it. She squirmed and twisted but I had her fairly well caught and just let her own weight sink her slowly down.
 
   Slowly being an inexact term. I think it hurt because I let her down too fast, despite the slippery margarine. She screamed into the gag for real as it forced her pussy lips back and popped into her, and her body jerked violently. But then as she eased further down her pussy lips were able to ease closer around the pipe. It was kind of thick too, mind you.
 
   I thought I had misjudged for a few seconds, but her toes and then the balls of her feet were on the floor, and I was able to ease my hold and let her down completely. With her ankles pressed together around the metal leg of the post that round ball was jammed kind of high up her pussy, and she was in no position to get off, not with her hands bound.
 
   Nevertheless, I wrapped several loops of rope around her trim ankles to bind them tightly to the side of the foot post. Then I stood beside her, smirking as she glared at me. I waggled my tongue at her like she’d done to me earlier, then showed her the vibrator. She frowned at it, then moaned as I turned it on and brought it down against her clit.
 
   Because her pussy was jammed tight around the post her pussy lips were stretched, her clit pushing out vulnerably, and the hard base of the pipe inside her redoubled the sensations as I rolled the vibrator back and forth over her clit. I bought it down then and taped it across the top bar of the post with the tip pressed right against her clit.
 
   I untied her halter behind her shoulders and neck and pulled it away, then undid her bra and removed it. I kneaded her breasts freely and played with her nipples, then started twisting and pinching and plucking them as she moaned and writhed in pain. She didn’t have the rings in, maybe for fear our parents would notice. I decided to give her something else to make them feel good: a couple of clothes pins. I showed her one and her eyes widened. She shook her head violently but I only grinned and opened the jaws on either side of her right nipple.
 
   Then I let it snap shut.
 
   Her eyes bulged and she screamed into the gag, twisting and writhing as much as she could, her head jerking back and forth as she howled into the gag. 
 
   I laughed and then let the jaws of the second pin snap closed on her other nipple. 
 
   Again there was a scream and a howl and a twisting, writhing motion.
 
   I let her get used to it for a bit while I got some more of her rope. I wound it around her throat four times, making nice neat loops, one beside the other. I laid it tight, but not real tight, not tight enough to interfere with her breathing, for example. I tied it off, then carefully uncuffed her. At first she didn’t notice, and I had her left wrist cuffed again to the bedpost before she did. It was easy to control her right, then, to force it up and back behind her head, then down behind her neck.
 
   With her elbow up high and her wrist down behind her neck, I tied her hand in place,  then uncuffed  the other and brought that up and back, too. I tied it to the first one, and tied both to the ropes around her throat.
 
   Then I left her in place and went downstairs to check on my parents. I had to make a stop first on the second floor and wait for my prick to soften, of course. But then I went downstairs to make sure no one was looking for us. My mom was cooking while my dad was watching a football game. That was fine with me. I talked to my dad about the game for a few minutes, then pled a phone call I had to make and took off back upstairs.
 
   I took the stairs two at a time, stopped to get my camcorder, and was soon in the attic, silently watching my step-sister as she stood with her back to me impaled on the footpost of the bed.
 
   God she looked hot!
 
   I brought the camcorder up and zoomed in a little, taping her. Her ass was high and fine, and she was – wriggling and twisting, arching and moaning. At first, as I watched her, it looked like she was trying to get away, but after a few seconds the rhythm of her movements became apparent. She was sort of grinding herself forward against the vibrator, while flexing her ankles to ease herself up and down on the post – not a lot, because she couldn’t move much, but enough to move herself up and down on the ball and post a little.
 
   I felt a surge of hot, liquid excitement. Every time I did something outrageous I feared I was crossing the line, and this was certainly outrageous. But apparently, she wasn’t very upset with it.
 
   I noticed she was able to get her heels on the floor now, so I had underestimated how deep inside her the metal ball would go. Well, that was all right. Better to be safe than sorry, and it left me with more options. I watched her forcing herself up then sinking down, and heard the groan as her heels pressed against the floor.
 
   I walked silently up behind her, putting the camera down, and then after a moment gripped her silky hair and yanked her head back. “enjoying yourself, slut?” I demanded, forcing her head back hard, forcing her back to arch, her chest to push out. “You’ll fuck anything, won’t you, you fucking whore?”
 
   I didn’t have a crop, but I had brought up a dildo from her room, and now untied her ankles, forced them apart, and slowly forced the dildo up her ass. When it was tight and deep, with only an inch or so of the base sticking out, I picked up the plastic skipping rope I’d found earlier and decided to test it out.
 
   Kendra would tell me how hard was too hard, even gagged.
 
   I swung the doubled up skipping rope against her ass, and she yelped a little.
 
   “Nasty little bondage whore,” I taunted her.
 
   I swung it again, harder, and she yelped again and moaned. 
 
   “You like pain, remember, slut? You deserve pain, too, for being such a nasty little slut.”
 
   I swung again, and again, and again, cracking the skipping rope against her ass, slowly, experimenting, gauging her reaction, swinging harder and then still harder, until she was really reacting, jerking and crying out into the gag. Even then I was being ultra cautious. I stopped, pumped the dildo up an down in her ass, and then eased the gag out of her mouth.
 
   “Now are you sorry for being rude to me, slut?”
 
   “Bastard!” she gasped.
 
   I felt my prick throb, because this was confirmation, again, that she was into this, that I hadn’t gone too far, hadn’t upset her, hadn’t scared her.
 
   “You want  more, slut? You want me to teach you manners?”
 
   “You’re not hurting me,” she taunted. “Little boy. I’ve had real men try to teach me discipline! This is nothing! Asshole! Shit head!”
 
   I shoved the gag back in her mouth and stepped back, picking up the skipping rope. I slashed it hard across her ass, much harder than before, and she screamed into the gag, jerking and twisting in place. I swung it again, and again and again, cutting the thin plastic across her ass and leaving nasty red lines behind. Folded in half, the skipping rope was about three feet long, and seemed to land with a pretty heavy impact, but it also seemed like Kendra had a high tolerance for pain.
 
   I pulled her head back by the hair.
 
   “Are you ready to beg my forgiveness, slut?” I asked.
 
   She glared at me and shook her head, and I let her hair go and stepped back.
 
   I slashed even harder, and she cried out again, and then, I dunno, I felt a hard, tight pressure in my chest as I considered, and then lashed the rope across her back, across her soft, pale shoulders, right where her shoulder blades were. She screamed again, her tone different. I slashed a second time, this time lower, across her middle back, and she cried out into the gag, arching and twisting her back.
 
   I  pulled back on her hair again. “Well, whore? Ready to beg for forgiveness?”
 
   She glared at me through eyes that were glassy.
 
   “Nod your head, slut.”
 
   She refused and I released her and began whipping her back with the skipping rope, gradually swinging harder and still harder. “Nod your head when you’re ready to beg, slut,” I called.
 
   She didn’t. I slashed the skipping rope across her ass and back, then reached around and plucked the clothes pins off her nipples. This seemed to hurt almost as much as when I’d left them there, and she howled and twisted and groaned as I stepped back and resumed my whipping.
 
   I eased the power down, now, worried I might hurt her, but then had another wild idea and shifted aim. I swung my little whip in and sideways so it cut across her sides and slapped at her breasts. That got her reaction, all right, and she howled and twisted and writhed, but still didn’t nod her head.
 
   “Nod your head when you’re ready to beg for forgiveness, slut,” I said several times so would know how to stop it.
 
   She ignored me, and I whipped harder, even though I was worried about her howls of pain as the rope snapped at her breasts. I moved around in front of her so I could see her face as I whipped the skipping rope down across her breasts. Her face was red, her eyes glassy, and it looked almost like they had rolled back in her head. She was grinding her pussy hard and fast against the vibrator, her thighs clamped around the bedpost now as I lashed the skipping rope down again and again.
 
   It was too much for me, and again I was worried I’d do her real damage. I moved behind her and pumped the dildo in her ass, then pulled it loose and fumbled my prick out of my pants. I rammed it up her tight ass, gripped her thighs to pull her legs apart, and began to fuck her ass hard and fast.
 
   Within seconds she was screaming into the gag and coming. Her ass was spasming wildly around my cock and her entire body was shaking and thrashing in wild abandon. I had to jerk my head to the side as her head started to rock back hard and fast against my shoulder, banging back again and again as her orgasm tore through her.
 
   I held her thighs and rammed my cock up her ass, and felt a growing sense of amazement as her thrashing movements continued, as her head kept slamming back and she kept making wild little mewling noises into the gag. I mean, how long could an orgasm last anyway? But hers just seemed to go on and on and on. It was still going on when my cock exploded and I sprayed the inside of my step-sister’s ass with what felt like a gallon of silvery semen and her spasming cock sucked it all down.
 
   * * * * *
 
   “I don’t know when I started having fantasies about being tied up and… I don’t know, whipped and spanked and… abused,” Kendra said softly.
 
   It was Tuesday morning, and for a change she wasn’t dressed like a slut. She had greeted me with a shy “hi,” to start the day, and gone away. And now she’d come back and sat down and looked at me.
 
   “How you feeling?” I asked.
 
   “Fine,” she replied.
 
   “How’s your ass?”
 
   She blushed a little. “Fine,” she said.
 
   “And your … breasts?”
 
   “A little sore,” she said, looking down.
 
   “I wouldn’t want to go too far. It looked like you were really getting off on it. I was waiting for you to nod so I’d know you’d had enough.”
 
   “I never have enough,” she said, raising her eyes.
 
   “When the pain gets too bad you just have to - .”
 
   “The pain never gets too bad. When the pain gets worse it turns to pleasure,” she said in a strange, husky kind of voice.
 
   “That sounds kind of weird.”
 
   “You haven’t realized by now how weird I am?’
 
   I shrugged. “Everyone has their own little fantasies.”
 
   She nodded. “I don’t know when I started having fantasies about being tied up and… .I don’t know, whipped and spanked and… abused,” she said.
 
   “You sure get off on it.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “You like pain?”
 
   “Not exactly, no. It’s just the way I feel when I’m… punished, I guess, tied up and punished.”
 
   “You need to be punished?”
 
   She nodded and then reached up to brush the long locks of hair away from her face.
 
   “Why?”
 
   She shrugged. “Because I’m a slut?”
“That’s a circular argument, isn’t it? You’re a slut because you like to be tied up and whipped and you need to be tied up and whipped because you’re a slut.”
 
   She shrugged. “It’s not just the punishment. I don’t know what it is. It’s the scene, the situation. I – can’t explain it. I have fantasies about being beaten, being forced to do things, being treated like garbage, being beaten and… abused and humiliated. I don’t know why. I just do.”
 
   “So are you going to act up again today until I punish you?”
 
   She flushed a little. “Maybe.”
 
   “Maybe I should just punish you anyway.”
 
   She shrugged again.
 
   I sat back in the chair and looked at her a minute. “Take your clothes off.”
 
   She stared at me and her face reddened, but then she stood up and began to strip.
 
   “Not like that. Do a strip tease, you know, something sexy,” I ordered, picking up the stereo’s remote and searching out appropriate music.
 
   “I’m not dressed for it, really.”
 
   “So go change into your stripper outfit.”
 
   She looked at me strangely, then went upstairs. When she came back she was in her old uniform from school, and her eyes were filled with a kind of hunger and determination. She had brought a CD and put it on, then began to dance. 
 
   Her hips rolled, her eyes were alight with heat, and she danced, stripped and danced. Her hips rolled provocatively, and her hands traced the line of her body. She threw back her arms to drop the jacket, undid the shirt and lost it, then let the skirt fall off her hips as she shimmied in place.
 
   Her nipples were hard as she undid her bra and tossed it on the floor, and then she ground her hips, turning and twisting, hands sliding through her hair, eyes full of fire. She made a pretty damned good stripper, let me tell you. And when she slipped off the thong she climbed up onto my lap, straddling me on the sofa, grinding herself against me like a lap dancer.
 
   But she wasn’t a lap dancer. I squeezed her buttocks, then her breasts, and brought one nipple to my mouth. When I sucked and chewed she let out a groan of pleasure pain and said “Oh Fuck! Ohhh! They’re so sensitive today!”
 
   “I’ll put clothes pins on them more often,” I said, sucking and chewing as she ground herself atop my hard on.
 
   `”They’re sore,” she groaned. “Suck harder! Chew on them!”
 
   I had no problems with that, and squeezed both breasts as I shifted my mouth from one to the other and back again.
 
   She reached down and undid my jeans, then pulled my cock out and rubbed it against her belly.
 
   “Put it in,” I panted.
 
   She hesitated. “No,” she said. “Only if I’m tied up.”
 
   She pulled back off me completely and stood there, chest heaving, eyes hungry.
 
   “Tie me up!” she ordered.
 
   I cursed and told her to get the rope. She ran up the stairs, returning quickly. I twisted her around and wrapped several loops around her right wrist, then tried to pull her wrists together.
 
   “No! Not like that,” she cried, pulling her wrists apart. “I want my wrists up high behind my back!”
 
   “Uhm, how….”
 
   “Like this.”
 
   She demonstrated, or tried to. “You have to pull them higher,” she panted.
 
   She was pretty flexible, but she still gasped and moaned in pain as I forced her wrists up high between her shoulder blades, almost behind her neck, then tied her arms together as well. I slowly forced her elbows closer and closer together as she moaned and gasped in pain and urged me on.
 
   “Oh fuck!” she gasped. “More!”
 
   “I don’t want to pull your arms out of your fucking shoulders,” I complained.
 
   “You won’t! Just a little tighter! Please!”
 
   “Say pretty please.”
 
   “Pretty please! Pretty, pretty please!” she groaned. “Please, sir!”
 
   I tugged her elbows back a little more and she cried out in pain. Her elbows were actually touching now, and I wound the rope around and around her arms, then, with a lot left, drew the rope around in front of her and wrapped it carefully around the base of each breast, squeezing them out into hard little balls of flesh.
 
   She sank as if her legs had given out, and groaned as she knelt on the floor. I felt my cock pushing forcefully against the insides of my pants, but felt weirdly shy about taking it out. I mean, despite what we had done so far she had not seen anything of me, really. She’d mostly been blindfolded.
 
   “You gonna be my little whore?” I asked, fighting to keep my voice even.
 
   “Yes,” she breathed.
 
   “Say yes, sir,” I said, taunting her.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   She shifted her position, sitting on her heels more evenly, and then spread her knees wider, and then still wider apart as she looked up at me. I felt my cock pulse with life.
 
   “What would you like your slut to do, sir?” she asked in a strangely demure tone.
 
   “Maybe I want her to suck my cock,” I said.
 
   She looked up at me, eyes strange. “Please may I suck your cock, sir?” she asked in that strange, submissive voice again.
 
   I reached behind her and gripped her rich, thick hair, pulling her face in against my crotch and rubbing her against me. “Are you a good cock sucker?” I asked.
 
   ”Yes, sir,” she said.
 
   “And if I don’t think you’re a good cock sucker do I get to punish you?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, sir,” she groaned.
 
   She was mouthing my cock through my pants, rubbing her face against me, licking at my hard bulge through the crotch of my trousers.
 
   “You want to suck your own brother’s cock, you whore?” I asked.
 
   “Y-Yes, sir!” she gulped.
 
   “You sure? Maybe I should bring a couple of my friends over and you can suck their cocks instead. Of course, you’ll suck any cock I tell you to, won’t you, slut.”
 
   I shook her head by the hair and she swayed on her knees. “Yes, sir!” she cried.
 
   I unzipped my pants and pulled my hard prick out, then rubbed it back and forth against my step-sister’s face. She pushed her tongue out at it and I raised it, keeping it away from her mouth, rubbing the slick head across her forehead and cheeks and nose and eyes, then finally pushing it against her mouth so she could lick and suck on it.
 
   She drew back, panting, breathing heavy. “Call me names,” she gasped.
 
   She sucked my cockhead and I pushed it forward.
 
   “Suck it, whore,” I said. “Suck my prick, you dirty little bitch. You cock sucking whore. You know that’s all you’re good for.”
 
   I shoved my cock deeper and she moaned around it, her lips tight around my shaft, her tongue slickly rubbing up and down, up and down, fast and hard as I pumped in and out.
 
   “Should I fuck your hot little cunt today, Kendie? Would you like that? Would you like big brother’s prick up inside you, slut?”
 
   I bunched her soft hair up around her, gripping it in both fists, pulling her in and out as I pumped deeper, choking her, gagging her now with the depth of my strokes, enjoying the gagging sensation as the head of my cock slipped in and out of her throat.
 
   “Want to swallow my cock, bitch?” I sneered. “want my cock in your throat?”
I pulled her forward. She struggled briefly as she gagged, then her lips were sliding down the last few inches of my shaft and her nose was jammed in against my pubic bone. I held her there with both hands as she gagged and shook and bucked below me, then she seemed to sag weakly as I ground her face into my groin.
 
   I pulled her back hard and thrust into her as I yanked her forward again. She gagged hard, and then again as I repeated it. I was face fucking her, hard, deep, and with more than a little cruelty, and she gurgled and gagged as I rammed her face into my crotch again and again.
 
   I pulled her back and eased my prick out, and she coughed as saliva drooled over her lower lip and down onto her chest. I rubbed my cock against her face again. “I think I want to fuck you now, bitch. Would you like that?”
 
   “Yes, sir!” she gasped, still coughing and gasping.
 
   “Beg for it, slut.”
 
   “Please fuck me, sir,” she gasped wetly. “Please fuck your whore sister.”
 
   I threw Kendra down on her belly on the floor and then knelt beside her. I slid a hand under her groin and pulled up, and she raised her hips with a groan, spreading her knees apart as I moved between them. I took her hips and lifted her ass higher then gave it a slap as I reached forward and squeezed one of her hard breasts.
 
   “Beg for it, slut.”
 
   “Please fuck me, sir,” she gasped. “Please fuck your whore sister!”
 
   Her pussy was sopping wet, glistening in front of me as I rubbed my hard cock up and down against it. She shuddered, her hips jerking convulsively as I stroked my fat, bloated prick across her clit. Then I found the mouth of her sex and pushed into her. She was tight, but she rammed her ass back even as I was pushing forward, and I went deep into her as she cried out in pleasure.
 
   “Fucking whore,” I said, ramming myself forward the rest of the way.
 
   And that was that. No way I could pretend to any restraint now, not when I was balls deep in my step-sister’s cunt.
 
   And so, whatever was restraining me before gave way and I took her hips and began to just – do her. I was so hot and so near that I couldn’t hold back. I started pounding into Kendra’s slim young body with hard, violent thrusts that had her gasping and crying out as my hips slapped against her little ass and my hands jerked her back to meet every thrust.
 
   The amazing thing was that she came before I did.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Afterwards, she lay on her side, chest heaving, hair a tangled mess. I sat back on my heels, panting for breath myself, my cock spent and soft. I put it back in my pants and then after a moment stood up. I picked up the camera and grinned at her as I took pictures. She just looked up at me, at first, then her eyes seemed to come to light and she tried to roll away. I put a foot on her lower belly to hold her there as I stood directly above snapping pictures.
 
   “What’s the matter, Kendie? Afraid people will see what a hot, wild slut you are?”
 
   “No,” she said uncertainly.
 
   “You’re my hot little slut, remember? That means you do whatever I tell you to.”
 
   I pulled my foot off and she didn’t move as I took more pictures.
 
   “Get on your knees like before,” I ordered.
 
   She struggled to sit up and then knelt, sitting on her heels a little doubtfully.
 
   “Spread your legs, pretty little slut.”
 
   She did, her face red as I moved around her taking pictures, her eyes rolling up at me and at the camera, her tongue flicking across her lower lip
 
   “Tell me again what you are,” I said as I switched to video.
 
   “I’m a filthy little fuck toy,” she said, staring into the camera. “I’m a cock hungry slut whore who loves to swallow cock!”
 
   “On your belly, whore.”
 
   She groaned and let herself half fall forward onto her shoulder. I moved behind her, snapping pictures. I could actually hear her breathing becoming more ragged as she raised her ass high and spread her legs apart for the camera.
 
   “Spread your legs more, slut. Show me your cunt.”
 
   She obeyed, her ass high, her ass gorgeous, tight pussy gleaming.
 
   I moved around in front of her, and then she did something weird, she looked up, her chin almost on the floor, and then licked at my shoes. I gasped and then switched to video as Kendra began to lick at my foot, her bright pink tongue sliding up and down along the sides and top of my shoes as she rolled her eyes up at me.
 
   I untied her, and she groaned in pain as her arms were released. I massaged her shoulders until they were working again, and then we played Hugh Hefner and the playmate. I posed her in every kind of exciting and slutty position. At first they were like Playboy, back arched, breasts thrust out, tasteful positions. I had her sitting back on the sofa, laying back on the bed, bending back across the dresser, reclining on the couch.
 
   Then they started to get more like Hustler.
 
   “Just kneel,” I told my step-sister, “On all fours.”
 
   I knelt beside her taking pictures of those beautiful breasts hanging down as she eyed me uncertainly. I moved behind her and snapped pictures of her tight ass and neat little slit.
 
   “Raise your ass more and spread your legs,” I said.
 
   “Kevin,” she protested a little breathily.
 
   “Do it, whore!”
 
   I slapped her ass and she gasped in pain, but then obeyed as I snapped pictures of her.
 
   “Turn over on your back and pull your legs up and back,” I ordered.
 
   She did, face flushed with excitement and embarrassment, and I took pictures of her with her ass and pussy exposed again.
 
   “Stick your fingers in your cunt,” I said, being deliberately crude.
 
   She obeyed, eyes shining as I snapped pictures. She pumped her fingers in and out, grinding her knuckles against her pussy opening, gasping and panting as the heat built up inside her.
 
   And then I got her the dildo and vibrator. She was hesitant, at first, anxious, but still too aroused to turn back.
 
   “Go ahead, slut. I’m going to take videos of you. But don’t worry. I’ll only show them to the whole world if you’re a bad girl. If you don’t obey me. These videos and pictures make you my bitch, don’t they, Kendra?” I said, snapping away. “You don’t dare disobey me now, do you?”
 
   “No, sir,” she groaned.
 
   “I want you to masturbate now, with the dildo and vibrator. I’m going to take a really hot porn video of that so that if you disobey the whole internet can download it. Go ahead, slut. Dildo first.”
 
   She was laying back on the floor as I knelt nearby. She moaned, eyes alight with excitement, and then eased the dildo into her pussy. She pumped it in and out as she stared at the camera, knees raised but spread wide. 
 
   “Deeper, slut. All the way,” I ordered.
 
   She groaned and forced the big dildo deeper, then picked up the vibrator and began to work on her clit. I knew by now that she was white hot, and not faking the gasps and moans and whimpers as she pumped the dildo and stroked the vibrator across her hard little clit. Her hips began to roll up and down as her chest heaved. Her eyes were glassy as she stared at the camera, then rolled back as she arched her back and groaned aloud.
 
   “Unngggh,” she groaned.
 
   “Come for the camera, slut. Show the whole internet what a hot fuck toy you are,” I said as she pumped harder, deeper, faster. Her feet were flat on the floor, knees up and apart, and her hips were grinding up at the dildo as she twisted and writhed in pleasure.
 
   I kept taping as she brought herself to a climax, and her hips bucked violently against the dildo while she cried out in pleasure.
 
   My cock was hard again. I taped her sucking it, from above, and from the sides, with the vibrator up her pussy and the dildo up her ass. I pulled out at the end and gave her a facial, getting every drop on video as it spattered against my sister’s face. Then she got on her knees again, bent low, hand back between her spread legs, rubbing her clit as she pumped the dildo and stared back at the camera in a strange, obsessive kind of fascination.
 
   She put on a show for me with the dildo and vibrator. The dildo had a suction cup base that snapped on. She attached it to a chair, and then straddled the chair and rode up and down on the dildo as I video taped her. Then she snapped the thing to the wall, got on all fours, and thrust her pussy back onto it to come again.
 
   With both inside her she crawled to me, crawled like a cat, eyes afire, and then licked at my feet as I taped her.
 
   “Tie me up and take pictures of that!” she gasped.
 
   “How?”
 
   I hog-tied her and took pictures, then I tied her to her bed, spread-eagled, and with the dildo and vibrator poking out of her lower body I snapped more pictures. Then I straddled her shoulders and let her suck my balls while I took videos. That hardened my cock so I fucked her, the camera held down, taping my cock ramming up that tight little slit.
 
   Then we got kinky.
 
   “I think you need to be punished for being such a nasty little whore,” I said.
 
   “Punish me, sir,” she moaned excitedly.
 
   I used her hair like a leash, and with her hands bound behind her there was little she could do about it. I dragged her against the wall and shoved her hard against it, gripping her throat with my other hand as I kissed her deep and hard. I yanked her head back by the hair, making her cry out in pain as I leaned in and bit and sucked on her nipples.
 
   I yanked her forward by the hair, forcing her onto the balls of her feet, making her gasp and moan as I forced her to dance around on her toes. I shoved her back against her low dresser, so her buttocks were right over the edge, and then pushed her back. The dildo was protruding from her ass and she gasped in pain.
 
   “Oh! Please! No!” she cried, trying to push forward.
 
   “No, what, whore? I taunted. “Tell me what a dirty slut you are, Kendra.”
 
   I forced her back and she cried out in pain as the base of the dildo was jammed against the dresser, the nose grinding up deep within her belly.
 
   “Ahh! Please! I’m a slut! I’m a slut!”
 
   “More!”
 
   ‘I’m a filthy fucking whore! I’m a dirty filthy slut bitch! Ohh! Please! Unngh!”
 
   I dragged her forward by the hair and twisted her around, shoving her forward against the corner of the dresser, forcing her legs to straddle the corner, and then jamming her in so the base of the vibrator up her pussy now pressed down.
 
   “Unnggh! Ohhh!” she cried, squirming and twisting in pain.,
 
   “How deep can you take it, slut?”
 
   “Please! I’m a whore! I’m a dirty whore!” she cried. “Unggh! Ohhh!”
 
   I pulled her back and she stumbled and fell to her knees, but I held onto her hair and forced her forward, on her knees, gasping and panting as I yanked on her soft hair. I forced her to duck walk to the door, then out the door and up the hall to the attic. I had to let her stand to do the stairs, but then I forced her right back down on her knees and made her crawl painfully across the floor on just her knees.
 
    
 
   I brought her to the attic for a number of reasons. It was unlikely anyone coming home unexpectedly would go up there. It had lots of open space. It had a number of bare wooden posts I could use, and it had a overhead hooks which my dad had once hung a heavy punching bag, a speed bag, and other exercise gear from.
 
   I tied Kendra standing up, arms raised and outspread between a couple of posts.
 
   “My arms should be higher,” she said, panting, chest heaving a little.
 
   “Shut up, slut. They’re high enough.”
 
   They were when I spread her ankles wide and tied them that way. Now she was on the balls of her feet, and her lean, slim body was stretched out tautly. I gagged her, ignoring her first protest. I shoved the vibrator up her pussy and the dildo up her ass. Then I tied cord to her nipple rings and pulled them up and out, stretching them out somewhat.
 
   Then I took pictures and videos before setting the camera up to the rear, focusing in properly, and taking up the skipping rope. I stood behind and on her left while the camera was a little towards her right. I swung and she cried out, arching prettily as the rope sliced into her bottom.
 
   And then, far off, I heard the sound of the doorbell going. I swung again just then, and she again cried out, writhing and shaking. I went to the window and peered down. I couldn’t see who was at the door, but I could see whose care was in the lot. I cursed softly, then considered, feeling a wild sense of excitement.
 
   I blindfolded Kendra. “You wait and see what I get to punish you with,” I said.
 
   I went downstairs quickly, then answered the door. Toby grinned at me then looked behind me. “Where’s Kendra?” he asked.
 
   “Fuck you, where’s Kendra. What business is that of yours?”
 
   “Just wondering is all.”
 
   I gestured him in and held my finger to my lips, then I detoured through the kitchen to pick up a cucumber, some margarine, and a few ice cubes before heading back up to the attic.
 
   “No sound,” I whispered.
 
   He followed me into the attic, eyes round and wide as he saw Kendra standing there.
 
   I removed her gag and slapped her face lightly.
 
   “How is my little slut doing?”
 
   “I need to be punished,” she groaned. “Please punish me, sir!”
 
   Toby shook his head in amazement.
 
   “Don’t worry, whore. I’ll punish you,” I said.
 
   I brought an ice cube against her nipple and she gasped and flinched, trying to jerk back. That only pulled her nipple harder and she gasped in pain.
 
   “Oh! Ohh! Nooo! It’s cold!” she gasped.
 
   Toby picked up a cube and he began to roll it across her other breast as I tormented the first one, and Kendra’s body writhed and twisted in her ropes.
 
   “Cooling off a little, slut?” I taunted.
 
   Toby started groping her breast now, his fingers kneading the soft flesh as he iced up her nipple. I glared at him and pushed his hand away. I didn’t want her thinking there were too many hands at play here.
 
   “Tell me again what a sweet little girl you are,” I said.
 
   “I’m a filthy little fuck toy,” she said, panting. 
 
   Toby gaped at her. 
 
   “I’m a cock sucking little whore,” she groaned. “I love to swallow cock. I’m a cum slut. Please punish your dirty little fuck toy, sir.”
 
   Toby took the cube away and squeezed her breast again, his fingers sinking deep into her soft, warm flesh. I put my fingers into her mouth and she licked and sucked them. Then Toby did the same as I eased the vibrator out of her pussy. I oiled her pussy entrance with the margarine, then did the same to the cucumber.
 
   Her wrists were held up by two ropes which went up and out to either side, and through eyes I had screwed into the posts bracketing her. I untied those ropes now, and held the ends together in my hand, loosening the tension.
 
   “Get down on your knees, slut,” I ordered.
 
   She sank slowly down, moaning, and I kept the ropes in hand so that her wrists were still held up and out.
 
   “Sit on your heels, little fuck toy,” I ordered.
 
   When she was on her heels I tied the ropes off again, still giving her a little slack.
 
   “Up,” I ordered, kneeling in front of her. 
 
   She rose up a foot, and I placed the cucumber under her.
 
   “Down,” I ordered.
 
   She sank down until her pussy felt he cold cucumber. Then she squealed and jerked away.
 
   “Down, slut,” I ordered
 
   She moaned and eased back down again, and I held the cucumber in place as her pussy pressed against it.
 
   I turned the cucumber from side to side. Kendra was sort of squatting, her wrists up and out helping balance her. She eased down more, gasping, grunting, moaning as she tried to force her tight pussy sheath over that fat cucumber. 
 
   “That’s right, bitch. It’s the cucumber. Remember when I threatened to shove it up inside you? You’re going to take the whole thing up your tight little cunt.”
 
   “Noooo,” she groaned as I slapped her breast lightly.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   I had untied the cords which now dangled from her nipple rings. Now I pulled them up and out and stretched her nipples.
 
   “Down, slut.”
 
   “Please, sir!” she moaned. “Don’t make me take that horrible cucumber up inside my tiny little pussy!”
 
   I pushed down on her shoulders and she groaned, and then, finally, after all the twisting I’d been doing with the cucumber, and all the pushing she’d been doing, her sex lips were forced far enough back that the cumber began to go into her in earnest.
 
   “Oh God!” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Oh God!”
 
   An inch or two, then another. Kendra’s head was back and she was groaning as she ground herself against the cucumber.
 
   I brought the vibrator down against her clit and rubbed it up and down and she shuddered and sank deeper.
 
   “Unnnggh!”
 
   Another inch, then two more, then three more. Her pussy opening was stretched wide and taut, and my prick was getting hard again watching it disappearing into my step-sister’s tight little belly.
 
   Toby was even more excited, standing there, and now he undid his pants and jerked his cock out. He pointed at her mouth, giving me a desperate look. I hesitated. His cock was about half an inch shorter than mine, and slightly thicker. I didn’t think Kendra would notice, though, especially the shape she was in.
 
   I rubbed the vibrator over her clit a few more times then stood up and nodded. He eagerly moved forward and gripped her hair.
 
   “Now let’s see how much of my cock you can swallow, you cheap little whore,” I said.
 
   With her arms tied up and apart and Toby gripping her hair, of course, there was no question how much Kendra was going to swallow: all of it.
 
   I stepped back and got the camera. I was able to get some great video, now, of Toby from the waist down, and Kendra being face fucked, deep throating him, and grinding down further and further onto the cucumber.
 
   It felt weird taping it, though, watching my step-sister being throat fucked by my best friend, her not even knowing it, thinking it was me as he roughly forced himself deep into her throat and then twisted his fingers in her hair. I stepped close a couple of times to say “Yeah, bitch. Suck me,” but most of the time I was back a few feet taping it.
 
   Then when Toby came I took over from him and he took the camera, taping me from the waist down until I came in Kendra’s face. Then he knelt low and taped her as she came down almost fully on the cucumber. She was sitting on her heels now, and shifted them further and further apart until her pussy came down even closer to the floor and almost every inch of green cucumber, except maybe the last rounded inch or two, was jammed up high in her belly.
 
   “How does that feel, little slut? You know how big that cucumber is? It’s like a foot long and you’ve got the whole fucking thing inside your hot little cunt,” I said.
 
   “I’m so full!” she groaned.
 
   I brought the vibrator down against her clit.
 
   “Oh! Oh!” she gasped, hips bucking. “Oh fuck! Oh God! Unnggh!”
 
   Her head fell back, her back arching as she bucked against the vibrator, and then she came, crying out in pleasure as I rubbed the vibrator against her little clit and Toby taped every second of it.
 
   I readjusted the ropes, pulling them, forcing her up on her knees, arms extended. I untied the ropes from her ankles and tied them around her legs just above the knees, then I tied her ankles to her thighs and pulled the ropes around her legs – the ones behind the knees – apart so that she was locked tight. Toby and I took turns pawing and fondling her, pumping the dildo in her ass, rubbing at her clit and tugging on the cords attached to her nipples.
 
   “You need to be fucked by a lot of people, don’t you, Kendra,” I said.
 
   “I-I do,” she gasped, writhing and twisting in her bonds as we taunted and teased her body.
 
   “You need to be gang banged,” I said.
 
   “Yes!” she groaned, arching her back.
 
   “Have you ever fucked multiple guys at once?” I asked.
 
   “No, sir,” she panted.
 
   “But you want to, don’t you.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Whore.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” she groaned.
 
   “Should I bring in some of my friends to fuck you, Kendra? Would you like that? Maybe two or three or five guys pumping their meat into your slutty body?”
 
   “Yesssss,” she moaned, her head rolling back.
 
   I knelt beside her, pumping the dildo in her ass, jamming the nose up high and hard to make her groan, at the same time, rubbing the vibrator over her clit, making her shudder, her hips bucking helplessly.
 
   I jammed the palm of my hand against the base of the dildo up her ass, increasing the pressure, then eased up, raised my hand up, and slipped the blindfold off her. She stared at Toby standing a few feet in front of her and froze, gaping.
 
   “Hi, Kendra,” he said with a wide grin. “You’re looking even hotter than usual.”
 
   “You fucker, Kevin!” she gasped in shock.
 
   “I am a fucker, yeah. And you’re the fuckee,” I said, still rolling the vibrator across her clit.
 
   “L-Let me go!” she gasped.
 
   Toby moved closer, and combed his fingers through her hair. “I’ve already seen everything you’ve got, Kendra,” he said. “I’ve been taking video and watching you beg for more.”
 
   “And you’ve already sucked his cock,” I said with a laugh. “You didn’t wonder how I stayed hard so long?’
 
   “Let me go!” she gasped, pulling at the ropes, face red.
 
   “Why? You’re a slut, remember? You like being stared at by guys and being fucked and sucking their cocks. Have you forgotten that?” I demanded, jerking back on her hair. “You want to suck Toby’s cock again, don’t you, slut?”
“N-No!” she gasped.
 
   “Yes!”
 
   I jammed my palm against the base of the dildo up her ass and she gasped and shuddered. I pushed harder and she groaned aloud, back arching, body twisting in pain. 
 
   “Suck cock, whore!” I ordered.
 
   Toby had his cock out and was rubbing it over her face now. She moaned and tried to twist free, but he took her hair from me and held it in a thick tail at the top of her head, pulling her forward as he fed his prick through her open lips. She moaned and whimpered and rolled her eyes up at him, but she sucked, and he began to pump in and out.
 
   “You’re out little sex slave, Kendy,” he taunted, pulling on her hair and head, forcing his prick deeper into her mouth.
 
   She gagged and coughed as he pushed down into her throat, but he just pulled her in deeper and ground her face into his groin as he jammed his prick fully into her.
 
   He pumped in and out hard a few times, then pulled his dripping wet prick free.
 
   “I’ve always wanted to fuck you in the ass, Kendra,” he said.
 
   “D-Don’t!” she gasped, shuddering.
 
   I moved back and Toby moved around behind her as Kendra moaned and twisted in her bonds again. He sank to his knees behind her as I picked up the camera, and gripped the base of the dildo, then began to pump it in and out of her – hard, making her cry out in pain, her body twisting and arching.
 
   He pulled it completely free and then slid his own prick into the gaping hole. It began to close around the shaft as he slid more and more inside her. I zoomed in and out with the camcorder, then saw my step-sister’s eyes flutter, her body shudder as he jammed himself all the way up. He bit and licked at the nape of her neck as she arched her back, and his hands came around her to squeeze her breasts and pull her nipples against the cords.
 
   “You’ve got a great little ass, you bitch,” he panted, his hips working in and out, in and out. “You were meant to be ass fucked. Slut!”
 
   She moaned and arched again. He was thrusting up harder and faster, making her body shake and shudder as he pounded her ass. He dropped a hand down her taut belly and in between her legs, fingering her clit, and she cried out again, eyes going wide, hips bucking frantically.
 
   “Little come bitch,” he sneered, his hips pounding into her ass. “I’m gonna pump a gallon of juice up your ass.”
 
   He jerked back on her hair and bit into the nape of her neck and Kendra cried out and shuddered violently as another orgasm rolled through her.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The videos and pictures I was able to get of Kendra were even better now that I could step back a ways and frame them properly. She had a kind of leather mask in her closet which we gave to Toby, and I videotaped him fucking her in every kind of position. I especially liked a hot one of her giving him a lap dance which wound up with his stiff prick up inside her and her bouncing wildly up and down on it.
 
   It was Toby’s idea to bring Mark into our little games. I wanted video of her being done by two guys, and with me in the picture I had to keep positioning the camera, then checking and rechecking the angles. Mark was a guy we all grew up with. He was big and strong, and more to the point, we remembered he had a huge prick. He was in the army now and didn’t really spend as much time around us as he used to. But the base was only a few miles away. He was a soldier who fought with a wrench and hammer, not a gun. His job was to repair trucks.
 
   Just like with Toby I didn’t tell Kendra about him beforehand. I wanted it to be a surprise. We got him over one day and showed him some of the videos. He was amazed. He’d known Kendra for almost ten years, after all, and for most of that time she was nothing more than my pain in the ass little sister, almost beneath notice.
 
   He was sure noticing her now.
 
   In fact, he was turned on far more than he would have if it had been just some hot girl. Something about it being “little Kendra” really drove him over the edge.
 
   “Normally I wouldn’t say this to a guy unless I wanted to fight,” he said. “But Kevin, I want to fuck your slut step-sister until the come leaks out her ears.”
 
   It was kind of hard to blame him.
 
   And raping her was exactly what he was going to do. I was learning more about Kendra and her kinks, and she liked it rough and she liked at least the appearance of being unwilling.  Oh she was hot all the time, but that was what really drove her over the edge.
 
   There were new rules for Kendie around the house, especially what she wore, which was basically the thong bikini except when my parents were around. Even when they were around there were a lot of ways I could keep my step-sister’s little pussy on the boil without them noticing a thing.
 
   One of the things I did was to dig out her smallest pair of shorts, a tiny pair of black short-shorts which didn’t quite cover all her buttocks, and were very low on the hips to boot. My parents might have questioned her going out in them but they didn’t give a shit what she wore around the house. By shoving dildos up into her pussy and up her ass hard enough to really make it hurt I had come to know exactly how much she could take in her slender body. We bought a pair of dildos exactly that size and I made her walk around the house with them up inside her, often wearing the super tight short shorts, with the seam digging into her clit.
 
   By contrast, she wasn’t permitted bras in the house. No cleavage around my parents, but midriff baring tops that allowed my hand to slide up inside with ease and grab a handful of soft tit and twist a hard little nipple. I would also grab her ass a lot, or slap it as I went by. Sometimes, when I was sure there was no danger of my parents coming upstairs I would bring her up to the attic, draw her across my knees, and spank her ass through the shorts. That always seemed to make her come pretty quick, especially with the seam digging into her clit and the dildos stuffed up her holes.
 
   Sometimes I made her walk around naked, taking a few risks – well, actually, forcing her to take risks. Like with my parents in the living room watching TV I would make her sneak into the dining room – naked, lay on the gleaming dining room table and masturbate with the dildos. I would stand in the doorway watching her and watching my parents, sometimes even talking with them while Kendra pounded the dildo into her pussy only a few feet away.
 
   Having this hot little slut around the house, basically at my disposal, did nothing to ease the high sex drive I’d already had. I wanted my step-sister, and often. And I took her. I learned pretty fast that saying “So, uh, wanna go upstairs and fuck” or something similar got nothing but a sneer of contempt. When I wanted Kendra, I took her. That was how she liked it, maybe even needed it.
 
   On a Saturday morning, with dad working in the garage and mom doing laundry in the basement, I passed her in the hall, and she was wearing this tiny little cotton nightshirt that barely covered her ass. I grabbed her by the hair as she passed by, filling my fist with it and forcing her to her toes, pulling her head back sharply to arch her back as she gasped and reached back for my fist.
 
   I wordlessly forced her backwards, then shoved her roughly into my bedroom, kicking the door closed behind me and locking it as she protested.
 
   “I have to go to the store! Let go! I need to - .”
 
   “Shut up, whore,” I said with a sneer.
 
   I frog marched her across to my desk, with the chair pushed in, and bent her roughly over. Her bare ass was pretty much on display then, but I pulled the nightshirt up higher and slapped her ass hard enough to make her cry out, then forced her legs apart.
 
   “Spread `em, slut,” I barked.
 
   She was struggling, pretending to resist, and I took a little time to force her wrists up and back behind her neck, able to hold both slender wrists in one hand along with a thick chunk of hair. Then I slapped her ass again and roughly groped her perfect breasts, digging my fingers into the soft, warm flesh, really enjoying how incredible it felt against my hand.
 
   “Want it in the cunt or up the ass?” I growled.
 
   “Bastard!” she gasped.
 
   “Whore!”
 
   I was stroking my fingers up and down her bare slit, and it was already flooding with her juices. I pulled my prick out and rubbed the hard helmet head against her, then sank it into the mouth of her pussy as she continued to writhe and gasp and moan in feigned protest. Then I jammed myself into her in a series of short, hard thrusts that must have hurt, but put me balls-deep in my step-sister’s tight cunt.
 
   “Your cunt belongs to me. Have you forgotten, Kendie? I can use it any time I fucking well want to,” I said.
 
   And then I started to do just that, pounding into her as I twisted my fingers in the soft flesh of her breast and pulled and yanked at her hair. I slapped her ass from time to time and called her a whore and a slut.
 
   That was how you took Kendra so she liked it and wanted more: hard, fast, and crude.
 
   The bathroom was good for that, too. It had a lock, but it was the kind you could open easily with just a little pin or hook. I waited until she went in one time and went in after her. She was sitting on the toilet and gasped to see me.
 
   “What the fuck are you doing? Get out!”
 
   I locked the door behind me and just walked into her, straddling her as she sat on the toilet, pulling out my prick, and shoving it into her mouth. I pinned her arms against the side of the tank with my thighs and knees and then forced her head back over the top of the tank and rammed my prick straight down her whore throat. Oh she gagged and gurgled and choked, and her eyes were pretty wild, but I throat fucked that bitch as neat as you could have wanted, and when I was done and she had a face dripping with come her hand slid down between her legs and she started masturbating before I was even out the door.
 
   Another time I walked in while she was in the shower. I stripped, then just slid the door back and walked in. She gaped at me at first, then ordered me to get out. I just twisted her around, shoved her hard against the wall, slapped her wet bottom and then forced my prick right up her ass. I took her right against the wall, pining her arms against the wall and ramming my cock up her so hard she almost left her toes as she gasped and moaned and grunted. I jammed my cock so high into her little ass I wouldn’t have been surprised to see the head popping out of her mouth.
 
   And while I was doing that I was jamming her against the wall, crushing her breasts against the tiles as I ground my hips into her ass and let the weight of my body squeeze her in and pin her.
 
   Sometimes I just took videos for the web site I was building – a web site I had no intention of ever launching, of course. I had videos and pics of Kendra in various sexy clothes, then a nude section, including various stripper videos, then a section of her masturbating with her fingers, dildos, and various implements, then a bondage section, and finally the section of her deep throating guys, getting ass fucked and what not.
 
   It would have been a pretty damned hot web site if I’d put it out on the internet.
 
   And it was only going to get better.
 
   When we heard Kendra coming home we all stood up – without any discussion. She came into the room, setting a bag of groceries on the table and looked at us. She smiled in recognition at Mark, but then blushed uncertainly as we all surrounded her. She licked her lips nervously, looking at me, trying to figure out what was up, and no doubt suspicious now that we had told Mark, or shown him her videos.
 
   “What?’ she asked uncertainly.
 
   She was wearing a tight halter and a pair of hip-hugging jeans. Toby grabbed her from behind, his arms going around her and squeezing her breasts. She gasped in shock and struggled against him, eyes rolling up at me, face getting red as she then looked towards Mark.
 
   “I love these tits,” Toby said, pulling her halter down to expose them.
 
   “Toby! Fuck! Kevin!” she cried, trying to cover herself from Mark.
 
   But when she managed to pull free of Toby Mark grabbed her, and she froze, staring up at him a moment before his mouth descended on hers and he crushed his lips against hers. His hands were on her beautiful ass, squeezing and kneading her buttocks even as Toby moved in behind her and finished undoing her halter. She cried out as he yanked it free, baring her above the waist, but Mark just picked her up, fingers digging into her ass, then knelt, dropping her down onto her back, with him between her legs.
 
   “W-wait! What are you! Wait! Stop it! Mark! Kevin!”
 
   He undid her jeans, slapping her hands away, and yanked them up, forcing her legs up high as he ripped them down her legs. She resisted – or at least pretended to resist, but he was strong and just slapped her hands away, thrust into her, gripped her hips and began to fuck her like a wild man. He had her ass up off the floor, her legs flailing and bouncing on either side of him as he jerked her in and out against his big prick.
 
   And it was a big prick. Kendra was gasping and moaning and staring as he forced it into her.
 
   “I’m tired of this whore whining,” Toby said, kneeling next to her head.
 
   He twisted her head sideways by the hair and forced his prick into her mouth, then down her throat, gagging her with the force of his thrusts as she twisted and writhed and bucked between them.
 
   And while they were raping my step-sister, what did I do? Why, I took video, of course.
 
   * * * * *
 
   Toby and Mark really liked Kendra’s lap dances. They also encouraged her stripping, selecting items from her closet and getting her to strip to various songs, slow and fast, while we all watched. I think it was Mark that suggested she actually turn professional, that she call up one of the local strip clubs and see if she could start working there. Kendra was simultaneously horrified and, I could tell, incredibly aroused by the thought. Of course she said no, but the idea of parading around naked in front of a room full of men clearly turned her on.
 
   The next day I informed her I was having a poker party with Toby and Mark and two more guys I knew, Bobbie and Carl. 
 
   “You can hang around and serve drinks, get chips and stuff,” I said.
 
   “No thanks,” she said, on her bed, reading.
 
   I walked over to her and sat down, and as she looked up I took her hair and gently pulled her head up and back until she winced and reached for my hand.
 
   “It wasn’t a suggestions, slut sister,” I said with a dark smile.
 
   “Okay, okay, geeze.”
 
   I released her hair and ran my hand in under her to knead her breasts through the thin cotton halter she wore. 
 
   I let her dress for the occasion, in jeans and a T-shirt, but I knew they wouldn’t be on her long, even if she didn’t. In fact, I’m surprised she wasn’t more suspicious. Or maybe she was and just covered it well.
 
   Carl was a large black buy, while Bobbie was a dark-haired Latino. She had known both for years, but in that casual way that you know your brother or sisters’ friends. And they had seen her, as well, of course, though their interest was considerably greater than hers. My step-sister was a hot looking little slut, after all.
 
   The poker game went normally for the first little while. I actually liked playing poker, after all, and enjoyed the game. But then I pretended to lose and run out of money.
 
   “In or out, man,” Carl said.
 
   “Tell you what, I’ll add Kendra’s top to the pile.”
 
   Everyone looked at me, though Toby and Mark weren’t very surprised. Kendra was sitting on the sofa reading a magazine, and she looked as if she was surprised, though again, I don’t know how she didn’t see it coming.
 
   “You shitting me?” Carl asked, looking at Kendra.
 
   “Come on, I’m only two bucks short. I’ll bet the shirt. If I lose she takes it off for the rest of the time you guys are here.”
 
   Bobbie laughed, and all four of them looked at Kendra, who blushed.
 
   “You agree to that, Kendie?” Bobbie asked with a grin.
 
   Kendra seemed frozen for a long moment, then swallowed and  nodded.
 
   Carl shook his head but said “Works for me.”
 
   And of course, I lost.
 
   We all turned to look at her and she blushed a little more ,but she peeled the t-shirt up and over her head and put it aside.
 
   “come and sit closer to us, Kendra,” I said, motioning her to sit at a chair right next to the table.
 
   She did, blushing and nervous. She was wearing a lacy little black lace bra, and it was small and lifted her breasts up and together very nicely. Bobbie and Carl stared at her cleavage while trying to pretend not to.
 
   “Next hand,” I said.
 
   The atmosphere had changed, though, and no one was surprised when I shook my head a the cards. “Tell you what, I’ll bet her jeans,” I said.
 
   “Sure,” Carl said, eyeing her hungrily.
 
   “You guys are fuckin’ weird,” Bobbie said.
 
   And I lost, of course. We all turned and looked at Kendra, who hesitated, then nervously stood up, undid her belt, unzipped her jeans, and slowly peeled them down and off to stand there in her black thong.
 
   I handed her my empty bottle, and she had to come around to get it.
 
   “Go get me another,” I said.
 
   All the guys watched her move, watched those tight cheeks as she turned away and headed into the kitchen.
 
   “You got something on her?” Carl asked.
 
   “Huh?’
 
   “You blackmailing her or something?”
 
   “Oh. No. Kendra’s always been kind of an exhibitionist anyway, and a slut, let’s face it.”
 
   He shrugged wordlessly and Bobbie snickered in disbelief.
 
   Kendra brought out the beer and we started playing again.
 
   “Tell you what. I’m gonna bet her bra,” I said.
 
   “Yeah, sure,” Carl said.
 
   And so Kendra had to stand there with us watching and take off her bra. Her nipple rings were small and dainty ones today, but they looked very cute dangling from her little pink nipples.
 
   And then she lost her thong. Her face turned dark red as she bent and slipped it down her legs, trying to cover her pussy with her other hand.
 
   “Hey, man, that’s a rip-off, her standing like that,” Carl said.
 
   “Pull your hands away, Kendra,” I ordered.
 
   She did, dropping her eyes to the floor as the guys all eyed her up and down.
 
   “What you gonna bet now, man?” Carl asked as we continued playing.
 
   “I dunno,” I said. “How about a lap dance?’
 
   “That sounds cool,” he said with a wide grin.
 
   So I lost, and Kendra had to give Mark a lap dance. It wasn’t the first time, but now Bobbie and Carl were watching, and she was more uneasy as we turned on the stereo and she straddled his chair and ground herself against him. Mark wasn’t shy, of course, running his hands up and down her hips, then squeezing and kneading her tight little ass while she ground herself against him. He jammed his face in between her breasts and made raspberry sounds as Toby looked on and laughed.
 
   Bobbie and Carl kept looking from her to me and back again, like wondering if I was going to say something to Mark about pawing my step-sister, but I just grinned tolerantly.
 
   Carl won the next lap dance, and Kendra was a lot more nervous, but she was also into it by then, hot, her chest flushed, her face flushed, her eyes alight with that fiery sexual hunger I had come to recognize. So despite her embarrassment she gave him a hot, grinding lap dance as he tentatively began to stroke her hips, then her back, then, when I didn’t object, to knead and squeeze her ass.
 
   His hand even slid up in front of her and began to squeeze and knead her breasts as she rolled and ground herself down on his lap.
 
   I went over to her, figuring he’d had his money’s worth, and pulled her off by the hair, gently but firmly. “Show the guys what you’ve got, Kendra,” I said, forcing her down onto a low coffee table.
 
   She knelt, her entire front flushed, panting, nipples hard.
 
   “Bend over.”
 
   She groaned almost inaudibly, but obeyed, kneeling on the coffee table, showing us her ass and pussy, spreading her legs without even being told.
 
   “Shiiiit,” Carl said, his cock hard and bulging against his jeans.
 
   “Reach back and show us your pussy, you nasty little slut,” I ordered.
 
   She obeyed, panting, gasping as her fingers spread her sex lips open, and two more pushed inside, pumping in and out. 
 
   I let the guys watch and went to a bag I’d placed on the side table, taking out a pair of dildos. I handed one to my step-sister, and she groaned and slid it into her pussy. It was long and thick, and she drove it deep, gasping as the nose jammed into the deepest end of her tunnel. I lubed up the second and gave it to her, and she slowly worked it into her ass while the guys stared, transfixed, cursing softly and squeezing their bulges.
 
   “That’s enough,” I said, before she could come. “Straighten and turn around.”
 
   Panting, she got off the table, and turned. I put my hand on her head and pushed her down onto her knees, and she knelt there, the two fat dildos protruding a full inch or two from her holes.
 
   “Back to poker,” I said casually.
 
   The guys didn’t want to play poker, but they knew something was going to happen, so they let me force the issue.
 
   “I think I’ll bet a blowjob from my slut sister,” I said.
 
   The betting and playing was hot and heavy for that, and Bobbie won. He looked nervous and uncertain, looking from me to Kendra, grinning feebly, like he wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do.
 
   “Go on, slut. Blow him,” I ordered.
 
   Kendra crawled across the floor to him as he pushed his chair back. She licked his thighs through his jeans, then undid his jeans and pulled down his zipper. 
 
   As Mark, Toby, Carl and I looked on, she pulled his raging boner out into the light and started licking and mouthing it. Then she took it into her mouth, sucking and licking, bobbing her head up and down, taking it deeper with every stroke until with a gurgle, she took it into her throat and slid her lips all the way down to the base.
 
   Bobbie and Carl cursed softly, Bobbie with more emotion, and Mark reached over and began to fondle my step-sister’s bare little ass. 
 
   “Oh, fuck!” Bobbie gasped, his hands on her head.
 
   Toby shifted around to get closer and kneel next to her, groping and fondling her breasts while Mark pumped the dildo in her pussy and stroked her clit with his fingers.
 
   Then Bobbie came, pretty obviously, bucking and jerking and thrusting up into Kendra’s mouth until he went limp with a wheezy gasp of breath.
 
   “Next hand,” I said
 
   “Fuck the poker, man!” Carl said.
 
   “Hey, we came to play poker,” I said, “You want to poker?” 
 
   I laughed at my own dumb joke, and send my sister crawling back to her former position to kneel there as Toby dealt the next hand.
 
   “Beer,” Mark said, holding up an empty.
 
   Kendra looked at me and I nodded. She got to her feet, the two dildos still very obviously sticking out of her, and walked to the table, taking the bottle from his hand. He groped her ass when she got closer, and his hand didn’t fall away until she had walked out of range and gone to the kitchen.
 
   “Man she’s got a nice fucking body,” he sighed.
 
   He had a glass, and I ordered her to pour as she stood between us. He fondled one of her breasts, while I pumped the dildo in her ass, jamming it high enough to hurt each time so she gasped and shook and moaned and her hips ground against the edge of the table.
 
   And she knocked over the glass. 
 
   Mark cursed and jumped up, and I sent her back for some paper towels to clean up the mess.
 
   “We gonna get to fuck this slut?” Carl asked as she left.
 
   “I don’t know, Carl. Are you?” I taunted.
 
   He glared at me.
 
   Kendra cleaned up the mess and got another beer.
 
   “Kendra,” I said sternly.
 
   “Yes, Kevin?” she asked meekly.
 
   “You spilled beer all over the table.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Kevin,” she said, eyes downcast.
 
   “Not good enough. You got some on Mark’s pants, too. You’ll have to be punished. You want to spank her, Mark?”
 
   “Uh, fuck yeah,” he said with a broad grin.
 
   So he pushed his chair out and Kendra, her face a little redder, bent herself across his lap as his hand began to slap down on her ass. 
 
   At first he was slapping only lightly, though she squirmed prettily.
 
   “If that’s the best you can do, Mark, I’m gonna have to get someone else to spank the little slut,” I said.
 
   He spanked harder then, his hand cracking against her ass while she gasped and moaned and whimpered and squirmed even more prettily. And, of course, he paused to grope and fondle her, and to pump and twist the dildos in her ass and pussy while he was spanking her.
 
   “That’s enough,” I said, when her little ass was good and red. “Back to poker. Kendra, you can get us some more chips,” I said.
 
   Mark reluctantly came back to the table, his jeans bulging, and Kendra started for the kitchen.
 
   “I think on your hands and knees would be better,” I called to her.
 
   She turned and flushed a little more deeply, but sank to all fours and crawled to the kitchen while we watched.
 
   Wordlessly, the cards were dealt, and we began to play. Then Kendra came back in, still crawling, clutching the bag in her teeth as she crawled across to us. She crawled to my side and I took the chips.
 
   I bet her cunt, and lost.
 
   “Give him a lap dance with privileges, Kendra,” I said.
 
   So she did, grinding and rolling her lithe, naked body against him as we all watched, pulling his cock out, rubbing it against her belly, then pulling the dildo out, rising up, placing the head of his prick against her opening, and sinking down with a long groan of pleasure.
 
   Toby’s hands kneaded her ass cheeks as he sucked and chewed on her breasts and nipples, and Kendra began to ride slowly up and down on his stiff pole, gasping and moaning, rolling her hips and then bucking faster and faster as he thrust up into her. Her gasps began grunts and soft cries of pleasure as her heat grew, and she was soon riding up and down hard and fast as Toby squeezed her ass and helped her along.
 
   “The hell with this poker shit, man,” Carl growled, throwing down the cards. “I wanna fuck your whore sister!”
 
   I grinned as Kendra finished, and stood up, taking her hair, forcing her off him and down on all fours, forcing her to crawl over to Carl’s chair, and then up between his legs. His prick was hard and stiff and shining black as Kendra climbed atop him and sank her moist pussy slowly down onto it, gasping and trembling as it pushed up deep into her slender belly.
 
   She leaned in and began to slowly work her pussy up and down as Mark unzipped and pulled her head to the side, using her hair the same way I had, pulling her mouth onto his prick. Toby and Bobbie groped her breasts while she rode Carl and sucked Mark, but then I pulled her off, rearranging things. Carl lay back on the floor and Kendra straddled him. Mark knelt next to her and she sucked his cock, leaning forward. Toby maneuvered himself in behind her and slowly pushed his cock up her ass.
 
   I got the camcorder out and recorded it as Kendra trembled and moaned and came repeatedly, three cocks pumping away inside her gorgeous young body. After we’d all come, I pushed the dildos up her pussy and ass again and placed her on her knees. 
 
   “Suck our cocks, whore,” I ordered.
 
   We all formed a half circle, standing in tight against her, and Kendra took a cock in each hand, pumping her fists on them as she sucked on one cock, then another, then another, moving from one to another and back again, her fists working furiously to jack off the other two. It took no time for us to all get hard. I put her on the coffee table on her back, and Bobbie fucked her hard, forcing her knees back against her shoulders. Her head hung over the edge in that position, and Mark fucked her throat
 
   Then I dragged her off, bent her over on her belly, and Carl rammed his big cock up her ass while I shoved mine down her throat.
 
   We did her every way you can imagine that day, and some you probably can’t. She drained every one of us dry, and if there’d been twice as many of us she would have drained them too.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I think you should go in for stripping,” I said later. “You can make a lot of money.”
 
   She shook her head. “If mom and dad found out – or anyone else – it would be awful.”
 
   “They won’t find out. You can go to one across town. An expensive one where none of the local punks would be hanging out.”
 
   She was naked as we spoke, standing with her back to me as I sat down on my bed. Her wrists were crossed behind her, and I was laying loops of rope around them, criss-crossing them perfectly so as to present just the right look for the pictures I was going to take.
 
   “I don’t know if I could do that in front of a room full of people!” she protested. “I mean, yeah the idea is hot, but Jesus Kevin. Going from stripping in front of a few guys in my living room to a whole bar is a pretty big step! Anyway, it’s more the bondage and submission thing that I like.”
 
   “So I can order you to start stripping.”
 
   She snorted. “Nice try.”
 
   “Is that too tight?” I asked, finishing the knot.
 
   She pulled her wrists against the rope. “No, that’s perfect.”
 
   I stood up and put her down on her knees in the middle of the wooden floor, and started taking pictures.
 
   “It’d be nice to buy some of these really hot outfits we’ve seen on the internet,” I said as I moved around her, “The whips and leather getups and shackles and stuff. But those are expensive. You don’t want to work, clearly. And I have to save my money for school. We could ask mom and dad but I’m guessing they probably wouldn’t give you money for bondage gear.”
 
   She sighed and shrugged helplessly. “I don’t like working! It’s boring!”
 
   “So stripping will be a lot more exciting. Straighten your back.”
 
   She straightened and I took more pictures.
 
   “Spread your knees more.”
 
   I moved around her, snapping from different angles, and she gave me her sad, pitiful prisoner look. When I was done I let her suck my cock while I tangled my fingers in her hair and called her slut and whore and bitch. Then I put her in the closet, sideways, her wrists pulled up behind her so that she was bent far over, her pussy shoved back onto the dildo that was suction-cupped to the wall, and a pair of small weights hanging from her nipples. She was also gagged, of course.
 
   While she was in there I was working on the web site, and there was a knock at the door – which was locked, of course. I got up and opened it and found my dad there, glaring at me. “You didn’t mow the lawn,” he said.
 
   “I was gong to later,” I said feebly. 
 
   Like, who can remember to mow the lawn when you’ve got a hot little whore at your mercy?
 
   “Do it now.”
 
   Remember that my step-sister was tied up naked in the closet as we spoke, not eight feet away, and on the screen of my computer, even closer, was a video of her getting throat fucked by Mark. Fortunately, the sound was down and the screen turned away from him.
 
   “You’re spending too much time up here, Kevin. You need to get out and enjoy the summer more before you have to go back to school.”
 
   “By mowing the lawn?” I asked.
 
   “Don’t get snotty.”
 
   And then he walked past me to the window, damn it. “I asked you to mow the lawn three times in the last week. You’ve had plenty of time. Look at it! It’ll be up to the damned fence if you wait much longer.”
 
   “Okay, okay. I’ll do it right now!”
 
   He turned around and glared, and then saw the monitor. I felt a shock run up my spine, and I moved forward to block it.
 
   “Is that what you do up here, look at porn?” he said, shaking his head. “Go find a girlfriend, Kevin.”
 
   On the monitor right that moment was Kendra – but from behind, from the same scene.  It was showing Toby fucking her hard from behind. Fortunately, Kendra was only visible from the tits down, and I managed to get between it and my dad before the camera moved up to show her face with Mark’s cock sliding in and out. I turned it off, my heart thumping in my throat.
 
   Talk about close calls!
 
   I got out of there as fast as I could, went out, and mowed the lawn, while Kendra stayed up in the closet, arms up and back behind her, bent over. I hoped she was comfortable, but I knew she wasn’t. There wasn’t a lot I could do about it, though. My dad was watching me like a hawk.
 
   Fortunately I’d managed to lock the door behind me. Otherwise I’d be having nightmares of my mom delivering laundered clothes, opening the closet, and finding Kendra tied up there, jamming her snatch back onto that fat dildo.
 
   It was an hour and a half before I could get back to her, and her eyes were glassy then, her skin hot and moist with perspiration.
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked.
 
   She only groaned around the ball gag.
 
   As I worked it out of her mouth I saw that she had jammed her ass back flat against the wall, which meant the whole big dildo was fully inside her. I worked the ball out of her mouth and she groaned as saliva followed, gasping for breath.
 
   “Did we enjoy our little rest?” I asked.
 
   “My shoulders hurt,” she whined, “And my back is killing me.”
 
   “I’ll untie you.”
 
   I lowered her arms, and helped support her as she worked her pussy off the big dildo, then I put her on the floor, groaning.
 
   “Dad saw one of your videos, you know.”
 
   “He what?!” she gasped.
 
   I grinned. “Don’t worry, out of pure luck your face wasn’t in it. He only saw you getting pounded from behind. You think he said to himself that that girl had a fine ass?”
 
   “You and your fucking videos!’
 
   “There’ll be more, slut.”
 
   She closed her eyes and seemed to sink back. 
 
   “You know what? I was so fucking hot in there.”
 
   “Yeah, there’s not a lot of air.”
 
   “That’s not what I meant, stupid! I meant it was really hot knowing I was a prisoner, and being tied up like that, and there being no way I could get loose at all! I mean, without even you there to let me out! It was so incredibly hot! I came like crazy! Fuck, I had incredible comes when I rammed myself back on the dildo!”
 
   “Well, I’m glad you were enjoying yourself while I was out mowing the fucking lawn,” I grumbled.
 
   “Tie me up more,” she said, staring up at me, her eyes alight.
 
   “I do that a lot.”
 
   “No… I mean, tie me up in uncomfortable ways. Torture me! Hurt me!”
 
   “Like how?”
 
   “I don’t know! You’ve been looking at those web sites! Come up with something!”
 
   “Well, next week …”
 
   “Now!”
 
   “Now? You just said you came like crazy already.”
 
   
”I want to keep coming! I want to come all the time!”
 
   “Oh please.”
 
   “What I mean is – I want to be so – so about sex, so all about sex, so completely about sex, that I’m always – you know… ?”
 
   “Yeah but I don’t think we can get away with that around mom and dad.”
 
   “There’s the attic.”
 
   “And if you start stripping you can get your own place,” I said.
 
   “I don’t want to strip,” she said. “Then she gave me a dark look. Of course, maybe you can torture me into it.”
 
   “That tends to get noisy,” I said dryly.
 
   “I mean….” She licked her lips. “Make me your sex slave, Kevin!”
 
   “I thought you already were my sex slave.”
 
   “If I was your sex slave I wouldn’t be arguing over anything. I’d obey you without thinking. I’d be a mindless fuck toy that would do absolutely anything her master told her to.”
 
   Her eyes were shining as she spoke. “I want you to break me!” she breathed, “Break me and make me your sex slave!”
 
   “How?” I asked doubtfully.
 
   “Hurt me! Punish me! Torture me! Tie me up! Hang me from my wrists and whip me until I beg you to stop, and then keep whipping me! Whip me unconscious!”
 
   So we decided to give that a try. I discussed it with the guys, and what we did was to have Kendra tell my parents she was going on a trip to someone’s cottage for a week. That would put her out of contact, and give me a free hand to break her. I started first thing Monday morning. I wouldn’t let her eat. Instead I wrapped bandages around her wrists, then wrapped layers of the bondage rope around them and hung her from the ceiling in the attic. 
 
   It was a hot day, and there was no air conditioning up there. I kept the windows closed, and let her dangle a few inches off the floor, with a fat dildo up her ass and another up her pussy. Then I left her like that all morning, checking in on her occasionally to make sure she was all right.
 
   By noon she was exhausted, rained and hanging nearly limp, groaning as the sweat trickled down her face and between her breasts, down her hips and onto the floor below. I wrapped rope around her ankles and spread them apart, tying them to the posts on either side, then I used my tongue and the vibrator on her clit until she was bucking her hips in frantic need.
 
   “Beg for me to fuck your ass,” I ordered.
 
   “Please fuck my ass!” she gasped.
 
   “Please fuck my whore ass,” I corrected.
 
   “Please fuck my whore ass!” she cried.
 
   “Master. Remember, you’re going to be a slave. You should say master all the time now.”
 
   “Please fuck my whore ass, master!” she groaned.
 
   Instead I whipped her with the skipping rope, lashing her back and buttocks and breasts, and even her pussy, slicing the thin plastic through the air to crack against her soft, moist skin as she cried out in heat and pain and passion. I whipped her until her cries turned to screams and tears and the tears to deep wrenching sobs as she hung almost limp.
 
   I was panting for breath, then myself. I ran my hands over her overheated, sweating flesh, and squeezed her ass, spreading her buttocks apart.
 
   “It hurts,” she moaned as I gripped the base of the fat dildo and began to twist it inside her.
 
   “Ungh! Unggh!” she groaned as I twisted it around inside her belly. I pulled back and shoved it in hard, then pulled it out entirely.  My prick was rock hard, and I jammed the nose against her opening and slid right through. She shuddered and moaned a protest, but I grabbed her hips to pull her ass back and rammed myself up deep inside her until her protests turned to broken gasps and moans.
 
   I was not gentle as I fucked my step-sister up the ass, ramming my prick up and down inside her, using the full length, jamming her hips back against me to meet my thrusts as I cursed her and called her my dirty little fuck toy. I hammered my hips against her sweating, welt-covered ass with enough power to shake her entire body, and then dropped my load up within her.
 
   I bent and picked up the dildo, then forced it back into her ass, slapping hard on the base to force the nose in deep, giving her cramps. Then I left her there the rest of the day, basically hanging like that, dazed and covered in welts.
 
   The heat in the attic had crept up through the day and it was scorching hot. She was sweating like a pig, and covered in welts and sweat. The only thing she had going for her to relieve all that was the vibrator, which I had taped to the end of a pole and placed about a quarter of an inch away from her clit. She could, by forcing her hips out, grind her clit against it – as long as she had the strength to do so. 
 
   By the end of the day, of course, she hadn’t the strength to even keep her eyes open. She was exhausted, drained, and her eyes were slitted.
 
   I turned her over, hanging in exactly the same position, but from the ankles. And since my parents were home I gagged her to boot, then blindfolded her, and left her with the earphones to her ipod stuck in her ears. She had made a recording before I’d hung her up in which she repeated various mantras over and over and over again.
 
   “I am Kevin’s slave. I am a slut whore. I am his bitch dog. I am his crawling slut slave. I belong to Kevin. My cunt is his to use as he wants. I am a sex toy! I was made to fuck and be fucked. I love sucking cock! I love being pounded! I love being gang reamed out! I love being sodomised! I need to be fucked in the ass! Kevin is my master! I love Kevin and will always obey him!”
 
   It went on and on like that for hours, and that was the only real input she had as she hung up there all evening and all night. It had cooled off, of course, as the sun set, but it was still hot and humid up there. I checked on her frequently, but let her have very little water.
 
   The next morning, after my parents left, I whipped her again. Her pussy was especially vulnerable as she was hanging upside down with her legs spread, and I brought my makeshift whip slicing down into her soft pussy meat again and again and again as she twisted and writhed and sobbed in pain.
 
   I decided to keep her blindfolded and gagged because that added to her helplessness. I let her down and then tied her arms back tightly behind her back, hands clasped together, wrists, forearms and elbows tightly roped. Then I made her crawl back and forth on the floor on her belly, calling her names, cursing her, whipping her with the skipping rope or her own whip whenever she failed to obey promptly. She rolled her eyes up at me wildly, and seemed to be trying to shout something through the gag, but I wasn’t interested.
 
   I made her crawl around on her belly until it looked like she was so exhausted she wasn’t able to breath properly through the gag. I pulled it out then, spread her legs, and fucked her hard in the ass while I cursed her and called her a dirty little slut whore. 
 
   When I was done, I untied her arms and then retied them with her wrists up between her shoulder blades.  I half carried her to where there was a sawhorse and forced her up across it so she was straddling it, the narrow wood jammed up into her bare little pussy. I tied her ankles together, and then worked her hair into a tight tail which sprouted from the top of her head and tied a cord to it to keep her from falling sideways.
 
   The attic was starting to heat up again, and I left her like that for most of the day with her ipod’s earphones whispering away in her ears, calling her a whore and slave. 
 
   At first she was grinding down against it, but after a time I guess the pressure began to raise the pain and she started twisting and moaning and trying to find a more comfortable position. There wasn’t one, of course. As the pain mounted she started begging to be let off. 
 
   “Please! Please! Let me down, Kevin! Oh it hurts! Please!” she gasped.
 
   “You deserve to be hurt, slave. You like being hurt,” I said
 
   “No! Please! It hurts too much! Please! Kevin! I want to be untied! You have to untie me!”
 
   “Nope,” I said
 
   “You have to!” she cried. “Please!”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “You fucking bastard!” she cried, her voice breaking as she began to sob. “I don’t want to do this any more! Let me go!”
 
   “What was that, slave? Were you begging to be fucked again?
“I changed my mind! Kevin! Let me go! Let me off! Oh God it hurts!” she sobbed, her voice breaking again.
 
   I picked up the ball gag and pressed my fingers into the soft part of her jaw to force her mouth open, then pushed the gag against her mouth.
 
   “No! Wait!” she cried, trying to twist her head away. “Kevin!”
 
   I got the gag in and forced it deeper as she sobbed and begged to be released, then I put the ipod headphones on again and left her like that. Soon she was sobbing and moaning, and then she started to scream into the gag, again and again, her entire body sheeted in sweat as she shuddered and swayed and jerked spastically atop the sawhorse. After a while, though, she seemed to settle down, and sat there limply, moaning and whimpering, occasionally crying out in pain.
 
   She spent that night in my closet, hog-tied and blindfolded, her own voice whispering away to her, telling her what a cheap fuck-whore she was.
 
   The next day it was hard to get responses from her. I had to slap her into some sense of consciousness. I kept her blindfolded, though, and bound. Her skin felt dehydrated, so I let her lick water from my fingers, then suck the liquid off my cock and balls, which I dipped in water. 
 
   On hands and knees, I led her into the toilet and commanded her, still blindfolded, to lick around the base of the toilet, then to lick the rim and then to lick the inside of the toilet. I flushed it while she was licking the inside, and she eagerly licked and sucked at the water pouring down the sides as I held her away from the water in the bottom.
 
   I fed her a little, letting her lick the food from my fingers, fucked her ass, then put her against a post, ankles tied up high, body running down along the post. Her chest was on the floor, her breasts pillowed out beneath, and her arms, of course, were bound together straight down her back, elbows grinding tightly against one another. I had a big dildo up her ass and another up her pussy, and she was still blindfolded.
 
   I gathered her breasts got pretty sore, and she kept rolling over, so I had to tie her ponytail tight, pulling it up and back sharply. That held her in place for hours.
 
   By this point Kendra was a pitiable creature, and I had to fight off my own instincts to comfort her and clean her up and make things all right. She was just about where she had wanted to be, trembling, whimpering, broken, and I didn’t think she’d thank me for putting her through all that for nothing.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “What you want is instant obedience. You want her to not even think about what you tell her, to do it instantly,” Mark said, staring at her with a strange, hungry look in his eyes. “It’s like in the army, where you’re trained to instant obedience. That’s what the drill sergeants are all about, stopping you from thinking and considering whether you really want to do what you’re told, getting you to just do it out of reflex, without hesitating.”
 
   “So you think we should run her past a drill sergeant?” I asked sarcastically.
 
   “No need, man. You got me. I been through it. I know how they act, and I can do the same with her. Only this will be more effective, cause the drill sergeants weren’t allowed to hit us.”
 
   He had the riding crop Kendra had kept in her closet, and was sliding it back and forth through his fingers, clearly eager to feel it against her soft female flesh. There was a dislike there, or maybe a sadism that I hadn’t noted in him before. But I think he honestly would have paid me for the chance to beat the crap out of my step-sister. That roused my protective instincts, but at the same time it roused something darker and nastier.
 
   Kendra was kneeling at the far side of the room, hands bound behind her, gagged and blindfolded, legs apart, weary, bent over, not listening to us.
 
   “Go ahead. Let’s see what you can do,” I said.
 
   “Why don’t you leave us alone for a while.”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “Well at least don’t say anything. I want her to think it’s just her and me.”
 
   He walked over to her and squatted before her. He looked at her for a moment, then slid the crop forward between her legs and began to saw it lightly along her bare slit. She jerked her head up, but didn’t react otherwise. 
 
   “Fucking whore,” he whispered in a harsh, cruel voice.
 
   He put the crop down and reached for the gag, unstrapping it and pulling it out of her mouth.
 
   “Can you hear me, slut?” he growled.
 
   She didn’t answer at first, swaying a bit. He slapped her face so hard she cried out in pain as she was thrown back onto the floor to sprawl on her back.
 
   “I asked you a question, you fucking whore!” he roared in a huge voice. “When a man asks you a question you answer! Do you understand me, you filth!?”
 
   He grabbed her by the hair and roughly forced her back onto her knees, shouting into her face as he did. “Do you understand me, slut?”
 
   “Y-Y-Yes!” she cried.
 
   He slapped her face again on the other side, again throwing her back onto the back on the floor. “Did you forget to say master, you piece of filth!?” he shouted incredulously. “Did you forget to address me as master, you fucking cheap whore!?”
Again he yanked her back up by the hair, roughly forcing her down onto her knees.
 
   “Now answer me, whore!”
 
   “Yes, master!” she cried in fear.
 
   “It’s just you and me here, slut! I’m going to give you orders and you are going to obey! Do you understand me!?” he roared.
 
   “Yes, master!” Kendra cried.
 
   “When I untie your wrists, you will place your hands on the outside of your thighs. You will not speak unless I tell you to, and you will not touch your blindfold. Do you understand me, slut!?”
 
   “Yes, master!” she cried as I shook my head behind the camcorder.
 
   His fucking voice was hurting my ears.
 
   He moved behind Kendra and untied her wrists, then moved back in front of her again.
 
   “Get on all fours, you fucking bitch whore!”
 
   Kendra grunted as she fell forward onto her hands and knees.
 
   “Keep your ass high, slut! Keep your legs apart so everyone can see your dirty little crack! Now crawl! Crawl like the miserable, piece of cunt meat you! Crawl to my voice, bitch dog!”
 
   Kendra trembled as she obeyed, crawling uncertainly towards him as he moved back.
 
   “Keep crawling, whore! Keep crawling, slut!”
 
   He led her around the room by his voice.
 
   “Stop! Turn around, you skank!!”
 
   She obeyed, whimpering.
 
   “Raise your ass higher and spread your legs. Show your twat to me, slut!”
 
   He slashed the crop across her ass to make her  move more quickly and she cried out in pain.
 
   “Reach back between your legs and spread your cunt lips for me, bitch. Show me pink!” he sneered. “That’s it, dog slut! Roll your ass now. Roll it back at me, bitch dog! Now rub your clit. Shove your fingers up your cunt! No, slut! Three of them! Let me see them up there to the knuckles, you cunt bitch whore!”
 
   Again he slashed the crop across her ass.
 
   “Beg for it, slut! Beg for me to fuck you!”
 
   “Please fuck me, master!” she cried.
 
   He lashed her ass harder still. “Not good enough!”
 
   “Please fuck me, master!”
 
   Again he slashed the crop across her soft ass. “Put more feeling into it, you cheap twat!”
 
   “Please fuck me, master!” she cried.
 
   Again he lashed her ass, then her back, then her ass again.
 
   “More emotion, slut! I want to hear you beg! I want to hear how desperate you are for my cock up your cheap whore cunt! Beg, you miserable skanky sow!”
 
   Kendra begged, and Mark slashed her backside, and she begged more, and she slashed harder, and she sobbed and begged and he rained abuse on her and rained blows on her now fiery red ass. It wasn’t until she was sobbing in despair as she begged him desperately to fuck her whore cunt that he finally relented and did just that.
 
   I was surprised that he fucked her relatively gently. He gripped her hair and pulled on it as he rode her, but the fuck was not particularly brutal, and his hands, while they moved over her body, groping and fondling her, were relatively gentle, as well. He fucked her for long minutes, his voice soft, almost whispering now.
 
   “Yeah! Love it! I love your hot cunt! Dirty little slut,” he breathed. “You hot bitch! Shake that ass at me, slut! Shove your cunt back onto my prick, little bitch! You love it, too! Tell me you love it, whore! Tell me!” he growled as he rode her and pulled on her hair.
 
   “I love it, master!” she cried dazedly.
 
   “Ride my cock, slut. Roll your hips, bitch. Squeeze your cunt down, whore.”
 he growled as he leaned over her, biting at the nape of her neck and licking down onto the side of her face. “She bitch! Slut dog! Bark for me, she bitch! Bark! Come on, bark!”
 
   And Kendra barked, going “Arf! Arf! Whoof! Whoof!” as Mark rode her there on the floor, his stiff prick so tightly clutched by her pussy lips that it almost seemed they would tear. But she was wet inside, for her juices were squirting out around it as he rammed it into her.
 
   When he was done he dragged her back to her knees and ordered her to open her mouth as he squeezed the last of his juice into it. Then he spit in her face, spit again into her mouth, and called her a cheap nothing whore and fuck toy.
 
   And then he picked up the riding crop again and made her crawl on her belly,  and on all fours, shouting at her as he brought the crop whistling down onto her ass and back.
 
   Finally, he had her kneel again, but made her sink down onto a fat dildo and a fatter vibrator, cursing her until she was fully down, the two sex toys deep inside her. The vibrator had a curving tongue which pressed against her clit as she knelt there, but I had no idea if it was having any real affect given her pain, fear and discomfort.
 
   “Now, whore. I want you to put your arms up high above you, cross your wrists, slut.”
 
   She obeyed.
 
   “Arch your back, slut. And then don’t move.”
 
   Again she obeyed.
 
   “Did you hear me tell you not to move?!” he demanded in a rising, angry voice.
 
   “Yes, master!” she cried.
 
   “Are you going to move, whore!?” he shouted.
 
   “No, master!”
 
   “Are you going to move, you fucking slut!?” he yelled.
 
   “No, master!”
 
   “You fucking better not move!”
 
   He brought the slapper part of the crop down against one of her nipples, hard, but not really hard, move of a sharp, stinging slap. She winced but didn’t really move.
 
   “Did you move, whore!? Did you move!?” he screamed.
 
   “No, master!” she cried.
 
   “Arch your back more, you filthy cunt!”
 
   Kendra thrust her chest out, gasping.
 
   He slapped at her nipple in short, rapid little motions that gradually became harder, sharper, and more painful. Kendra whimpered and gasped and moaned but stayed in place. Mark shifted his aim onto the other nipple, and I could see the first one was burning red now as he began to slap the second with the little leather slapper. 
 
   “Whore bitch! Did I see you move!? You better not move!”
 
   He drew the crop back now and then slashed it down across one breast. Again, it was sharp, but not really sharp. Kendra gasped and cried out, but didn’t move beyond a brief flinch.
 
   “Did you move!? If you move I’ll beat the fucking crap out of you, you fucking bitch!” he screamed into her face.
 
   “No, master!” she cried.
 
   Mark began to slash the crop down across Kendra’s firm young breasts, first one, then the other, soft, but getting harsher with each blow, until Kendra was sobbing and trembling but still holding herself in position.
 
   Toby came over about then. He had brought a cage for her. I had seen some on the internet, and he and I worked on preparing it for her as Mark got her to crawl around some more, then masturbate for him while begging him to come in her face.
 
   The cage was too small for her, but that wasn’t a problem given our purpose. I had some French ticklers I’d slipped over pipes, and after we forced Kendra inside we slid the pipes in through the bars, up into her pussy and ass, and locked them in place against the bars.
 
   Kendra was kneeling on all fours in the cage, the top pressed against her back and shoulders. We jammed the two pipes into her ass and pussy from behind and locked them in place. Toby clipped cords to her nipple rings and pulled them down hard so that the nipples were stretched out and her breasts were distorted into cones. We tied her ankles to the lower bars and pulled her arms up and back along the upper bars and bound them in place there.
 
   Toby slowly worked the third pipe through the front of the bars, into her open mouth, and down her throat. It was thick, and her mouth had to strain to take it in. She gagged and choked as Mark forced it deep into her throat. But there were holes in the sides, and she was able to breath, despite it filling her throat.
 
   We tied her hair off to the side in pigtails, then left her like that for a few hours while we watched football.
 
    That night, Kendra hung by her hair, her arms pinned behind her from wrist to elbows, her mouth gagged, ankles bound tight, a huge dildo up both holes. She looked fantastic, quivering and spasming there on the end of her hair, swaying slowly in place, her fingers twitching and reaching for the floor an inch below. I took video and pics and added them to the web site, then had a nice night sleep in my comfortable bed while she hung there the whole night.
 
   The next day, Mark brought stun guns he’d borrowed from the riot equipment at the base. He and Toby and I took turns giving her shocks whenever her response to our orders wasn’t instantaneous. And before long it was. She’d drop, rise, twist, spin, roll over and bark and beg on command without hesitation, her body trembling and shaking from the numerous shocks she’d been given, her eyes rolling around a bit in her head.
 
   On the last day that we had told our parents she would be away I watched TV with Kendra kneeling on the floor not far off, impaled on a thick pair of dildos. Her wrists were drawn up and back behind her head, her elbows bound tightly together. Her knees were held far apart and tied in place against the wall and a table. I had ordered her to ride up and down on the dildos, which she seemed to be enjoying, though she was exhausted and had little energy.
 
   There was a vibrator placed down on the floor so that if she slid all the way down she could grind her clit against it, and she was trying to do that as much as possible. But there was also a rope around her throat leading up through a hook in the ceiling and then down to my chair, and whenever she sank down the rope would tighten around her throat. When she sank all the way down her eyes would bulge as the noose cut her breathing off entirely.
 
   But she kept doing it, sliding all the way down those fat twin poles, taking them deep into her tight little belly, then grinding her clit against the vibrator with gurgling, spastic movements as her eyes bulged from the tightness of the noose.
 
   When she came she bucked her hips frenziedly, her body arching, practically hanging by the neck as she twisted and writhed and shuddered through the orgasm, and her tongue actually protruded from her mouth until I eased up on the rope to keep her from losing consciousness.
 
   What a hot little slut she was.
 
   I had cleaned her up, though she still had welts all across her back, buttocks and breasts. They would fade soon, however, and there was nothing but very light bruising on her face, which I expected would be mostly invisible by the time my parents got home. 
 
   Twice we’d had her gangbanged, once with eight guys, the second with twelve. She started both looking anxious, nervous and even a little scared, and within a few minutes was writhing and moaning and gasping in pleasure as her eyes shone. She had multiple orgasms, very obvious ones, and even when exhausted kept begging for more.
 
   I let the welts fade over the next few days, and she ate healthier, and got to walk upright. She also practised her dance moves while I looked on, particularly her lap dances, and I took her over to one of the pricier strip clubs and had her audition there. I didn’t think there’d be much of a problem getting her hired, not with her looks. I was surprised, though, not having a lot of experiences with strip clubs, that the manager was a woman.
 
   She was about forty, but pretty good looking, with a nice, fit body. Her name was Karen, and she was a hard-faced bleach blonde. Kendra was shuffling and shy and staying really close to me as I led her in, her eyes wide as she stared around. The place hadn’t opened yet, so the bar was empty except for the bartender and a waitress. I asked the bartender where the manager was and we were pointed to a door marked employees only.
 
   We found Karen in a cheap little office off to one side of a corridor leading to the kitchen, and she gave Kendra a hard look before ordering her to strip. Just like that. No dancing, no preliminaries. She wanted to inspect the merchandise. 
 
   Kendra was embarrassed, but kept her eyes down, and obeyed. Karen didn’t even close the door as Kendra stripped and stood before her.
 
   “Nice body,” Karen said. “Let’s see it move.”
 
   Kendra blinked uncertainly. “But – there’s no music,” she said anxiously.
 
   “You don’t need music. Just dance for me, honey.”
 
   “Do it,” I ordered.
 
   She did, without hesitation, her eyes widening a little at the order. Her hips swayed and rolled and her body writhed and moved to unseen music as the woman sat back drumming her fingers on the desk, looking at Kendra, then at me, then at Kendra.
 
   “Come here, honey,: she ordered. “Let me see you give me a lap dance.”
 
   Kendra was looking reluctant, but she obeyed, straddling the woman’s chair, grinding herself against her as Karen ran her hands slowly up and down her soft back, then down onto her ass. Kendra looked more and more anxious as the woman smiled thinly and caressed her body, her eyes flicking anxiously to me, perhaps hoping I’d call her off. But I had no problems with the woman pawing my step-sister. Not even when she started kneading her breasts and plucking at her nipples.
 
   Suddenly she gripped Kendra’s hair and jerked her head up and back sharply. Kendra gasped in pain, her arms rising up.
 
   “Hands down,” the woman barked.
 
   Kendra instinctively dropped her hands and the woman smirked and looked up at me. “Well trained little slut,” she said.
 
   “Yes, she is,” I said.
 
   The woman was holding Kendra still, her head forced up and back, as she let her other hand caress my step-sister’s breasts. Then she pulled her head forward and pressed her fingers against her jaw to force her mouth open. She slid her fingers inside, and Karen’s eyes rolled up at me anxiously.
 
   “Lick them,” Karen whispered.
 
   Kendra obeyed, and Karen moved her fingers in and out a little, then pulled them back.
 
   “Stick your tongue out, baby,” she ordered.
 
   Kendra obeyed, flushing.
 
   Karen shook her head. “We’ll have to teach you some stretching exercises, get that tongue working properly,” she said.
 
   “On the house,” she said. “She’ll do what she’s told, right?”
 
   “What I tell her.”
 
   “Close the door.”
 
   I did, and Karen pushed Kendra off her, then pulled her short skirt up and spread her legs.
 
   “Let’s see what she does with this,” she said.
 
   Kendra took a half step back, clearly having no interest in women.
 
   “Do it, slut,” I said in a growl.
 
   Kendra dropped to her knees as if a string had been cut, and was right in between the older woman’s thighs as Karen gripped her hair and rubbed her face against her own shaven pussy. 
 
   “Lick me, baby,” she cooed. “Show me what a good girl you are.”
 
   Even to me, Kendra’s licking was amateurish, but it improved under Karen’s instructions, though she continued to obviously not like it at all. Still, she obeyed, as Karen rolled her pussy up into her mouth.
 
   Of course, she was hired, and began to make really good money. She even enjoyed stripping, teasing the men, getting them hard, prancing and dancing in her birthday suit around them as they pawed and fondled and drooled over her. 
 
   She really didn’t like having to go down on Karen every night, though, but she didn’t have any choice in the matter.
 
   At first I used the money to buy more sex toys, more restraints, hot bondage gear for her, sexy lingerie, and tight leather outfits. She was making money hand over fist, though, and it was soon piling up in my bank account to the point where I really didn’t see a need for working at my shitty summer job any more. I mean, Kendra was making more in a night than I was in two weeks, and she handed every penny over to me – on her knees.
 
   I went back to school, sort of subcontracting control of her to Karen, with Toby and Mark checking in on her, and giving her all the cock they could. Mark handed out punishments – whether she deserved it or not, and she spent quite a few days “sleeping over at a friend’s house” in the cage at Toby’s place, or being gang banged on the army base by Mark and his friends.
 
   She was able to pay for my education in just one year, and after that I brought her to the city to live with me in the condo she paid for. Her room there was quite nice, but it was more of a guest room, because she spent nights in my room, either on the bed, on the floor, or in the cage in the closet. I got her a day job stripping. It didn’t pay as well as the evenings, but it left her nights free for me, and then I decided to finally publish her internet site to special members with more money than brains, and that turned out to be a giant money maker, as well. There was a lot of bdsm video porn out there on the internet, of course, but very little of it was much good, nor did it have the realism Kendra’s videos had.
 
   All in all, both of us got just about exactly what we wanted. And even after I met a girl – a bisexual girl – and she moved in, Kendra continued to be my little fuck toy and house slave. She also became my girlfriend’s fuck toy now, though she never really got into girls at all.  Her life was all about sex, naked and abused at home, naked and drooled over at the club, forced into sex against her will, bound and beaten, by me, by my girlfriend, by my friends, and by Karen at the club. Kendra was “abused” almost every night, and never got over her delight in her own sexual abuse and degradation.
 
   People might think it odd, my encouraging my step-sister in that kind of life, much less joining in abusing her, but Kendra was in seventh heaven the whole time, and why would a big brother feel bad about making his little sister so happy?
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