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Kevin was not a big guy, but he was no shrimp either, and while he wasn’t the world’s greatest athlete he had been on the baseball team in high school. So there was no damned way he was going to let his girlfriend beat him at arm wrestling. No matter what it took.

Fortunately, all it took was a lot more effort than he would have liked to have admitted to his buddies. Darcy was an athlete, more, she was a jock, a tomgirl who played baseball, football, soccer, hockey, volleyball, tennis, and golf. She was fiercely competitive and as enthusiastic about sports as any guy Kevin had ever met. Which made her a great buddy.

She was also enthusiastic in bed, and the best hard-body he’d ever seen. She rarely exercised, except for jogging. Just playing sports so often kept her hard and lean. But her body, though slender and lithe, was all woman, with smoothly curving hips, incredible, high, perfect, round, fantastically firm breasts, and an ass that could have been sculpted by Michelangelo.

Underneath that smooth, downy soft white skin, though, was hard muscle. It didn’t show, unless she made a fist with her shirt off, and then he could see her bicep. No, she didn’t have that kind of muscle, not the ugly kind that weightlifters and professional athletes sometimes showed. She had no washboard stomach, just a smooth, perfectly flat belly which curved down to heaven. 

She had an egg-shaped face, shoulder length brown hair, and piercing green eyes. She was just a sliver shy of being gorgeous, but the character and personality, the liveliness and fun in her face more than made up that slight difference.

His relationship with her had started out odd, as buddies and rivals. They had become less rivals and more buddies, and then fuck-buddies, and then – something more, something which was still being worked out. Kevin wasn’t sure if he loved her or not, but if not he sure as hell liked her one helluva lot. They rarely ever argued. Her father, though, called her feisty. Darcy wouldn’t be pushed around. She wouldn’t let someone else make her decisions for her. 

She was the one who initiated their sexual relationship, and she was the one who took it from one stage to the next, to the next. Kevin wasn’t exactly shy, but there was just no forcing Darcy. She knew what she wanted, and what she didn’t, and that was it.

Now he sat across the table form her, their eyes locked on each other, as he tried to pretend he wasn’t putting everything he could into slamming her arm down. He was bigger, taller, and stronger than her, but she was competitive to a fault, and was putting more effort into it. And while her arm was more slender than his it was as hard, under that soft skin, as an old tree root.

But he did have fifty pounds on her – fifty pounds that would have been seventy on any other girl her size and shape. Her muscle mass, though, made her weigh a lot more, even if it never showed.

He succeeded in slamming her hand down, and couldn’t repress a gasp. She grinned at him toothily and he shook his head, not trying to hide as he rubbed his arm. She grinned again and rubbed her own arm.

“I let you win,” she said.

“You lying bitch.”

She laughed and took a drink and he matched her from his own beer.

“All right. You want me to wear the thing, I’ll wear it. But I’ll feel stupid in it.”

“Com eon. You’ll look fucking fantastic.”

“I can just be naked. Don’t you want me to be naked?”

“All the time,” he said with a grin. “But you’re not going to sit around the house naked all evening.”

“I’m not going to wear your slutty little nightie all evening either.”

“It’s comfortable!”

She gave him the finger, shook her head, and walked out of the room. Kevin looked after her, grinning, rubbing his hands with glee. He checked the living room windows to make sure the curtains were drawn.

He lived in a small bungalow which had belonged to his grandmother. When she died, she left it to his father. His father had made a deal with him. He hadn’t wanted to sell because he said the land was only going to be worth more if he held on. Kevin moved in, but had to get a roommate because, at twenty three, he couldn’t afford to pay for upkeep himself. He paid his dad five hundred a month, and Darcy did the same. That thousand bucks was enough to pay the insurance, the taxes, heat, electricity, water and upkeep. That kept his dad happy.

Kevin was happy because instead of living in a crappy little one or two bedroom apartment he lived in an actual house with a decent sized living room – with a big screen, dining room, and kitchen. The place had had three bedrooms but two had been combined into one large master bedroom now with an adjoining bath. The previous master bedroom was now the second bedroom, the one he told his parents Darcy lived in.

He wasn’t sure if they believed him or not. Darcy’s parents sure didn’t, but then, they were a thousand miles away, and very liberal anyway.

Darcy came out of the hall and stopped, looking at him. Kevin looked at her, and his cock sprang erect inside his jeans.

“Holy shit,” he said breathlessly.

Darcy shook her head and rolled her eyes. She was a very tomboyish girl. She didn’t wear high heels, or makeup, didn’t do much with her hair, and rarely ever wore skirts. She certainly never wore frilly dresses or anything revealing.

The material of the nightie was silken. It was very short and very red. The top was held up by two thin spaghetti strings crossing her soft shoulders, and it pulled up smoothly beneath and around her breasts, while leaving the creamy smooth tops bare. The sides of the nightie were completely open. Five thin strings on either side held the top part in place, the strings crossing her ribs, angling together to join in one place on the rear of the nightie. There was a wider string at her hips holding the bottom in place. But aside from that, her sides were open.

He walked towards her, and she stood, hand on hip, smirking at him. It didn’t last long. His hands were all over her within seconds, and she reciprocated. His hand rose up to squeeze her breast hard – the way she liked it, and her mouth tried to devour his, her tongue shooting past his teeth as their hot breath puffed into each other’s mouths.

His hands squeezed her ass through the thin material, then slid in the open sides and cupped her bare bottom, kneading and squeezing as he pressed her into the wall and ground his cock against her.

He had those spaghetti straps down and her gorgeous, hard little pink nipple in his mouth in seconds, sucking frantically as she moaned and writhed against him. He bit into the soft flesh of her breast and she gasped and cursed, reaching down for his cock, rubbing it through his jeans. She peeled his t-shirt up and off, and ran her hands over the muscles of his smooth, bare chest.

“You have the most perfect, fucking tits!” he gasped as he pushed her sideways across the couch.

“I know!” she panted.

He mouthed one again, his hands racing over her, darting between her legs, his fingers rubbing up and down her soft, tight, bare slit and across the pebbly little button on top. She shuddered and cursed again, her legs jerking open as she ground herself against him.

That was her one weakness. No one would guess it who knew her, but Darcy was a wild eyed slut in bed. Even as he bit into her tit again and his fingers stroked across her clit the breath was puffing out of her in rapid, frantic movements as began to moan and gasp in heated pleasure. He jerked back on her hair, and she cried out. But Darcy liked her sex rough. None of that sappy, soft and romantic stuff for her.

“Are you my bitch, Darcy?” he demanded, grinning, his fingers stroking across her clit.

“Fuck… f-fuck you!” she gasped.

He laughed and thrust a finger up inside her, and Darcy’s hips screwed up against him, bucking frantically. But he wouldn’t touch her clit, and when she tried to he grabbed her arms. They wrestled wildly for a few moments, but he was on top of her and had the weight advantage now. He pinned her wrists, grinning down at her, running his hand teasingly over her mostly naked body.

He caught a hard little pink nipple between thumb and forefinger, rolling and stroking it as she twisted and arched and cursed him.

“Are you my bitch?’

“Yes!” she moaned.
”Say it.”


She glared at him and he grinned.

“Say it,” he taunted.
”I’m your bitch, Kevin!”


He chuckled, pinching her nipple, then pinching it harder. She gasped, her face scrunching up in pain – and pleasure.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your bitch!” she groaned.

She would make him pay later, he knew. She always did. But just as the sight of her made him lose control, once he got his hands on her she lost control even worse.

He jerked back on her hair, pleased to hear her little whimper of pain, and bit into her exposed throat as his fingers stroked against her clit again. He was rewarded by a shuddering cry of pleasure as her hips bucked up against him.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck me!” she groaned.

He drew back, then grabbed her and flipped her bodily – almost threw her – onto her belly. She jerked her ass up, getting to all fours as he yanked down his pants. She moaned as he rubbed his thick cock up and down against her moist pussy, then clenched her teeth as he pushed into her.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Unggh! Huuuhhhhhhhh!” she cried, head thrown back as he shoved himself all the way into her tight, silky pussy in one firm stroke.

He grabbed her thick, soft hair and yanked, then began to thrust into her with hard, short strokes, slapping her bare ass while she cried out in pleasure. The orgasm was already upon her and she rutted back against him, head back, jerking frantically against him as he rammed himself into her with wild abandon.

He slapped her ass again, gave her breast a hard squeeze, and then grabbed her hips as she sagged weakly, her orgasm ended. She dropped to her elbows, then groaned and folded her arms beneath her, her cheek on the sofa. He kept her ass high as he continued to thrust into her with hard, steady stokes, using longer strokes now, his hips slapping against her taut buttocks.

He squeezed her breasts, then grabbed her hair again, pulling her head up and back, drawing a groan from her as he hammered his hips into her backside. Then he was over the edge too, and draining himself down into the hot, squeezing depths of her belly.

He eased his stroke as his cock softened, his fingers kneading her buttocks.

He recovered first, and the first thing he saw was the camera sitting on the corner table. He eased off her, stepped away, grabbed it, and turned it on. Darcy groaned and let her ass slide fully down, then rolled onto her side. That didn’t leave much covered since the nightie was open at the sides – not to mention now had the top down to expose her breasts.

He focused and shot, and the sound jerked her eyes around. “Kevin!”

She twisted away, hiding her face, pulling the nightie up over herself.

He grinned and whistled at the shot. “Pay dirt!” he said.

“Delete that!”

“Make me!” he taunted.

“Bastard!”

He grinned and backed away as she pulled up the spaghetti straps and gave him a stern look. “I told you, no pictures like that.”

“Don’t you trust me?”

“No!”

“Who am I going to show it to? I mean, besides a few close friends, and the internet group I get my porn.”

She grabbed and he turned and ran, hooting with laughter. She chased him and brought him down with a rugby tackle on the floor of the master bedroom, but he shoved the camera away, and turned to wrestle with her. She got a knee into his belly, but then he got leverage and twisted her around and back, her over his shoulder and then lifted as he stood up.

He couldn’t hold her there long, but didn’t have to. He lurched forward and threw her onto the bed, then fell atop her. They wrestled some more, which ended with a lot of kissing, and with him pinning her, her arms apart, his body atop her, his cock starting to get stiff again.

She looked up at him, face flushed, panting, and he grinned and rose, carefully, still holding her wrists apart against the mattress. He straddled her, sitting on her chest, leaning forward, and dodging her legs as she tried to hook them around him and pull him back.

“You’re my bitch, remember.”

“Bastard!”

He grinned, then leaned forward a little more, grabbing at a thin cloth belt she’d left across the headboard. He shifted forward, his groin next to her face, his open thighs framing her head, and used his knees to pin her arms. Then he rapidly slipped the belt around her wrist, and then around the corner post, pulling it taut and twisting it.

“What the – fuck - are you doing!?”

“Gonna make my bitch scream,” he said, giggling.

He grabbed a pair of pantyhose which were sitting on the floor right next to the bed, and tore them at the crotch.

“Kevin! Those cost eight bucks!”

“I’ll pay you back.”

“You’re fucking right you will!”

He tied one around her other wrist, then tied it to the head post. Grinning, he eased back, and she looked up at him through fiery eyes.

“Now what? You gonna rape me?”

“Oh yeah, but not till you beg me to.”

“Ha!”

He grinned and undid the straps to the nightie. He pulled it down to bare her perfect breasts, backing off as she bucked beneath him. He slid it down her body and off, and she kicked at him wildly. He got a pair of belts from the closet, managed to grab an ankle while only being kicked a few times, and pinned it down long enough to tie it to the bottom corner. The last limb was easy, and then she was spread-eagled on the bed and his cock was throbbing hotly.

“Fuuuuck!” he groaned, staring at her.

She stared back, eyes hot.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Bite me!”

He grinned broadly. “Okay.”

He crawled between her legs and let his tongue dance across her slit. His fingers eased the lips of her sex open and his mouth went to work. It was a battle Darcy had no chance of winning, and it took mere minutes for her to writhe and twist and arch and then beg him to fuck her.

“Beg!”

“Please fuck me!” she gasped, face and chest flushed with heat, breasts swollen, chest heaving.

“Beg me to rape you, bitch!”

“Please rape me, Kevin!” she groaned. “Please rape your nasty little bitch!”

He grinned and got the camera.

“No! Kevin!”

“I’ll delete them later,” he said.

He took picture after picture. At first she turned her head to one side, but then she gave up and looked at him as he snapped her picture. He set the camera down on the table and turned on the camcorder function as Darcy looked on helplessly. Then he dove between her legs and her curses and demands disappeared as she began to writhe and buck and twist, and cry out with greater and greater passion and less and less restraint.

She screamed and arched violently as the orgasm tore through her. Kevin knelt between her legs, tongue whipping across her clit as three fingers pumped hard and fast into her glistening pussy.

Kevin was far from done, though. He liked having her out of control, and more specifically, liked having her under his control for a change.

He let her relax, lay there, panting, gasping, chest heaving, eyes slitted, and hurried down the hall to the kitchen. He opened a drawer and took out a candle and matches, then filled a glass with ice cubes before filling it up with water. He returned to the bed and she looked up at him, panting, eyes clear now.

“How is my bitch?”

“Untie me.”

“Oh no, little sex slave. You’re going to scream some more.”

She looked at him with interest. Darcy was always up for a challenge, and she couldn’t see what he had other than a glass of water.

He put the glass down on the side table, then lit the candle.

“You’re kidding!” she said with a mixture of scorn and delight.

“Corny, huh?”

He bent and took one puffy nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking at it and the swollen areola. He held the candle out, letting it burn some more as he took turns sucking one nipple, then the other. Then he straightened, and tilted the candle over her left nipple. She wined and gasped as the hot wax dripped down onto her nipple.

“I want you to beg to be my sex slave.”

“Fuck yourself!” she gasped breathlessly.

He grinned and dripped hot wax across her breast, then sucked on the other nipple again before straightening.

“Beg to be my sex slave.”

“Not a chance!”

He let hot wax drip down onto her other nipple and she gasped and twisted, cursing softly under her breath.

“Slut!” he taunted.

“Pervert!”

He gripped her hair and yanked her head back, then crushed her lips with his. Her tongue shot into his mouth and dueled with his for long seconds before withdrawing. He thrust his tongue forward – and she bit it.

“Ow!” he cried, jerking his head back as she laughed up at him.

“Bitch!”

She stuck her tongue out at him tauntingly.

He slapped her face – though lightly, and she gasped, her cheek stinging.

But the fire was in her eyes again and it wasn’t the fire of anger.

“You hit like a little girl,” she sneered.

That was a challenge and both of them knew it. It was a challenge she didn’t have to admit was a challenge, though.

“Slut,” he said, slapping her face harder.

She gasped, her face pinkening, but she sneered up at him. “Pansy! That the best you can do!?”
He slapped her face harder and she let out a cry of pain.

“My sister slaps harder!”

He slapped again, even harder, on the other side of her face, rocking her head to one side. She cried out, and seemed momentarily dazed, and he bent and kissed her savagely, then drew back and slapped her face again. Again she cried out, her head thrown to one side.

He backed up rapidly, his mouth between her legs, and she shuddered and her hips began to roll against him as he sucked and licked at her clit. She moaned, her head back, eyes closed, gulping in air. Then he threw himself up, slapped her face hard, one way, then the other, then thrust into her with a savage stroke that made her scream.

He rutted into her wildly, his body against hers, his hands clutching her taut buttocks, jerking her up to meet him as his hips rutted wildly.

She came with a long, gurgling cry of pleasure, a wail of wild, animal pleasure as her body twisted and thrashed in its bonds on the bed and her insides erupted with wildfire sexual passion, pleasure and fever. He bit into the side of her throat as her spasming, squeezing pussy blew him off as well, cursing into her throat as he rammed down and she humped up.
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“Can I help you, sir?”

“I’m looking for catchers mitts,” the man said.

Darcy came out from around the counter and led him, smiling, back through the racks to where the baseball area was set up, then straight to the catchers mitts. She was the highest earning sales girl at Sports Experts. She wasn’t the only girl there, for the store owner had long since realized the profit in having jocks want to impress pretty girls. But her combination of looks, knowledge and honest attitude on over many an uncertain customer and caused him to plunk his money or card on the counter.

She was wearing a light, but form-fitting turtleneck sweater over tight jeans. The sweater was a little warm in the shop, but she needed something to cover the big hickey on her throat, one she had to stop herself from reaching up to absently rub again and again as she wet about her work.

Yesterday’s - sporting events - had started out familiar enough, with she and Kevin involved in playful wrestling, teasing and one-gunmanship, but it had finished - quite differently than usual for them. He’d pinned her a number of times in their little strength contests, which didn’t bother her, but in fact, reassured her. But they’d never really done any bondage before. There’d been no need. She was only nineteen and he was only twenty three. Sex - straightforward, ordinary, raw, horny, passionate sex - was still more than exciting enough to the two of them, especially being able to do it any time they wanted without worrying about being caught by parents or roommates. So they hadn’t needed to get inventive or kinky.

Not that bondage was particularly kinky, of course, but tit had felt that way, and felt - wildly exciting too. Hot wax on the nipples! Wow! And then Kevin had practically fucked her brains out. She was still sore down there. Her breasts were still bruised too. She ached - but it was a good ache. She had always loved her sex hot, energetic and a little wild. She’d just never gotten quite this wild before.

Another customer came in, looking for help with an athletic shoe. It didn’t take Darcy more than a minute to mark her as a dyke. Darcy, as a sports nut, had had a lot of run-ins with dykes. There were far more of them involved in organized sports than you generally encountered anywhere else, and a lot of them seemed to feel a girl with her low, furry voice and affinity for athletics - along with a disdain for high heels and dresses, must be secretly gay and just hiding it from either herself or the world or both. 

That was one of the reasons why Darcy did her best to avoid all girl teams. Way too many queers on them. And while most guys knew enough to take no for an answer, an awful lot of dykes seemed to believe that “no” means “try harder”. She was harassed sexually by a lot more women than men, and by women often old enough to be her mother. Men that age at least knew they were pissing into the wind trying to seduce a nineteen year old hottie. But a lot of women didn’t seem to get it at all.

This one started flirting right away. Darcy played along, just like she would with a male customer. She didn’t mind flirting, whether she was hot for a guy or not, so long as they understood it mean nothing. Guys on her sports teams flirted shamelessly with her, but it wasn‘t serious. They knew she wasn’t going to go behind the bleachers with men ten or twenty years older than her, and most were happily in relationships anyway.

That didn’t mean, though, that if she actually wanted one, she couldn’t have gotten him. There was a certain power in being an attractive young woman, and she knew, without trying to get into thinking about it too much (since that would be yucky) that basically every guy she knew and played with would have given his left nut for the chance to fuck her.

But they didn’t press it, and a lot of dykes did. 

Like this one. She wasn’t unattractive, for a woman. Darcy wasn’t really into girls (though she had fooled around a little at parties, and when drunk) but she could appreciate a good looking female body and a pretty face. But Darcy liked to be - tamed - for want of a better word. She liked having a big, strong man top her, throw her on her back, tear her clothes off, and just - fuck her brains out. And the hard male body, including that wonderful hard cock, were what she really desired, what really turned her on.

So women, for the most part, just didn’t do anything for her, and so, for the most part, they didn’t get to do anything TO her.

The customer was tall and skinny, without a lot of musculature. That wouldn’t have turned Darcy on even if she were male. She touched Darcy repeatedly, as she talked, her hair, her shoulder, her arm, even letting her fingers linger against Darcy’s palm as she paid for her purchase. Darcy just smiled and played along, though when she hinted at perhaps buying Darcy a coffee Darcy turned her down as polite as she could, saying they weren’t allowed to meet any of the customers outside of work.

The customer left, and one of the other sales clerks, Rob, grinned as he passed in front of her. ”She wanted you,” he teased.

“So do you but neither one of you is going to get me,” she replied.

He grinned and continued on. Darcy had good relationships with men, but no matter how much she tried to be “one of the guys” there was always some sexual tension. They all wanted to fuck her, after all. Weird. She really didn’t get it, but she had accepted it as part of life.

And speaking of all the guys wanting to fuck her - she wondered what Kevin would come up with for tonight, and how much she ought to make him fight - or beg for it. She’d let him have that nightie thing, after all, against her better judgment. What a stupid looking and impractical piece of clothing! But boy, it had really made his eyes pop! And the results had been - spectacular! Maybe more of the same? That had been kinky and hot. She would not ask for it, but - if she were to act particularly bratty, she was sure she could get him to “punish her” and that would probably involve some kind of tie-up game.

That face slapping had been wild! She had always gotten off on being - overpowered - by strong, good looking men. This whole bondage thing with Kevin was just sort of taking that to another level.

She drove a ten year old Pathfinder, and she tried, though usually failed, to keep it somewhere near the speed limit. Tonight she drove faster than usual, and grinned when she saw the empty driveway. She drove in and parked, then hurried inside, quickly stripped, and put on the little nightie thing. It was certainly comfortable, at least, and soft against her skin. It was more girly than she was used to, but looking at herself in the mirror, she had to admit she looked awful damn sexy in it. And Darcy wasn’t really used to thinking of herself as sexy.

Oh she knew, of course, how much the guys wanted her, but they wanted all girls. There wasn’t one of her girlfriends who wasn’t actively pursued, or who couldn’t find a dozen guys ready, willing and eager to tear their clothes off at a glance. And she was normally kind of uncomfortable with the whole notion of herself as some kind of sexy girl. Still, it was different with Kevin. She liked the thought of driving him crazy hot!

And she had an idea how to drive him crazy in more ways than one, and began to quickly put it into place. She set up the dining room table with their best dishes and lit candles, put on soft music, and put food on. When Kevin got home she started acting all girly, insisting he dress up for dinner, speaking breathily to him in a way which both confused and aroused him. She let herself whine, just a little, when he was reluctant and he gave in and went down the hall to put on a suit.

Darcy barely kept from giggling. He hated dressing up for anything, but she was using what her sister had once described as “pussy power” to persuade him that he really didn’t want her angry at him tonight, that he really better play along with what ever goofy, girly thing she wanted. She wondered just how goofy and girly she could get, and how long she could pull his chain before he understood what she was up to.

It was actually a fairly warm day but she had turned off the air conditioning and turned on the heat. That was no problem in her little silky nightie, but by the time Kevin came out with his shirt and tie he was already sweating, and complaining. But she pretended to be so eager, even getting his shoes and tying them for him, that he went along.

“Fuck it’s hot in here,” he said.

“I was a little cool in this,” she said, smiling brightly. “But I know you like it so I wore it. Do you want me to change?”

He stared at her. ”Uhm, no, that’s okay.”

She insisted he sit at the table, and insisted on pouring wine for him, though they never drank wine really, except when her parents came over. She scurried about, sliding away from his attempts at groping and fondling, promising dinner was almost ready - any minute now, keeping him sitting, sweating at the table. He was confused by the way she was acting, and bemused by his fascinations with how she looked in the little nightie. And she made sure to give him a lot of good looks at her hurrying here and there.

Even when she finally produced dinner - a TV dinner - he hadn’t been suspicious. And while he was hot and sweaty and clearly uncomfortable in the heat, she was able to distract him, every time he talked about turning the heat down, by sliding close to him and pressing her breasts against his shoulder or sticking them in his face. It always got his mind onto another track.

It wasn’t until after dinner that he really and truly began to smell a rat. She still wouldn’t let him change or turn down the heat, but instead got him to sit down in his suit, telling him how distinguished and mature and sexy he looked in it, and how she felt like a real adult woman living with a real man seeing him in that suit.

She had been using every opportunity in the hall to turn the heat up higher and higher, though, and finally, no amount of persuasion could stop him from getting up and going to the thermostat and staring in astonishment at just how high it was set. He stared at her and she lost control of her face, smirking, then giggling, then laughing hysterically and pointing at him, all but collapsing on the floor.

“You … little… bitch,” he said.

“Oh God!” she laughed, on her knees on the floor, holding her belly. “I thought I’d be able to keep you in that fucking suit all night! I was wondering if I’d be able to get you to sleep in it!”

He yanked his tie loose and undid the top buttons of his shirt. “You are so going to fucking get it!”

He started towards her and she shrieked in mock alarm and ran. He chased after her, his dress shoes clomping heavily on the floor, beginning to sweat even more from the exertion. She dove on the bed and he dove after her, but she rolled off the far side, and then underneath, rolled out the side, and ran off again. Kevin chased her, with Darcy laughing at and taunting him the entire time, through the living room and dining room, through the kitchen, down to the basement, through the laundry room, then the games room, and finally cornered her in the garage.

He overpowered her, not that Darcy fought very hard, and tore the red nightie off her. He was sweating like a pig, by then, and the one thing the garage had that the bedroom didn’t - was rope.

Again, Darcy twisted and wriggled and struggled - but not very hard, and he soon had her wrists tied together behind her back. Then he tied her ankles together, and lifted her up over his shoulder like a bag of potatoes. This was exactly what Darcy had been looking to have happen, of course, and she reveled in the feeling of being overpowered as she lay across his shoulder, being carried back up the stairs and down the hall towards the bedroom.

He stopped in the hall outside, though, reached up, and grabbed the pull cord on the stairs to the attic. The door slid open and the stairs - well, almost a ladder, slid down.

“What are you doing? Where are you going?” she gasped as he began to climb up, with her still over his shoulder.

The attic was Spartan. The roof was so low along most of its length that it was no more than a few feet above the floor. Only in the middle was there room to stand up straight. That was why they’d never used it for anything but storage. It was not insulated, and in the summer, with the sun shining down on the shingles above, was appallingly hot.

The middle part, where you could stand up, was not much more than six feet wide by perhaps eight or ten feet long. Kevin dumped her on the dusty wood floor, then knelt next to her as she looked around with a sense of excitement - and some apprehension. “What are you gonna do?” she asked.

He pulled her ankles up and back, using more rope, and forced her body to bow sharply, then tied her ankles to her wrists, and then left her, closing the door behind, leaving her in the near darkness, with just the one bare bulb overhead - and the heat.

Darcy stared at the door with a sense of indignation - and yet a slowly rising internal heat that had little to do with the heat in the attic. Wow, she thought, as she lay on her side.

She felt a little prickle of anxiety. Kevin hadn’t said a word. Was he mad? She hoped he wasn’t really mad. It had just been a playful joke, after all. But this was sure a good way to get back at her!

Fuck it was hot up there!

Because the pipe wet through the attic, and she was not far from the main bathroom, she heard the sound of the shower going on. Again she felt a sense of indignation mixed with delight. He was taking a shower and cooling off while she was up here all tied up! And hot and naked. 

And all tied up.

She pulled against the rope around her wrists, grunting and gasping, sweating even more heavily from exertion. Beads of sweat began to trickle down her forehead, down her chest and along her breasts and thighs. Her breathing grew shallow and ragged. Yet her inner heat grew even more quickly, and she was very soon wildly aroused, so aroused she wondered if he’d be able to smell her when he returned.

Like a bitch in heat, she thought in amazement.

The water went off, and she imagined him, naked, dripping, cool, his body slick. That did nothing to help her cool off.

Tied up. Helpless. A prisoner. Naked.

God! When was he going to come up and fuck her!?

Darcy lay panting on the dirty floor, her spine starting to ache now from the way her back was forced to arch. She was sweating heavily. She could see the small, rivulets of sweat trickling slowly down her chest, over her left breast – which was pressed against the floor, then down onto the now damp wood which lay beneath her. She grunted weakly, pulling with her ankles, pulling with her wrists, trying to twist her wrists free of the rope.

The heat was sapping her energy, even as she lay still. Twisting and wriggling and pulling only made her breath that much faster, sweat that much harder, and tire that much quicker.

She lay still, on her side, hair matted against her head, blinking away the sweat. She didn’t feel resentful of Kevin. It was a lot easier to sweat like a pig when naked than in a stiff dress shirt, pants and suit with a tie around your neck, she thought with tired amusement. And she’d had him do it a lot longer than she’d been laying here.

Of course, she was sweating a lot more than him, and the way Kevin had hog-tied her was more uncomfortable, but she still considered she had one-upped him. 

And it felt sensual like this, despite the discomfort, despite the ache, despite the growing sense of fatigue. It felt sexy and slutty and wild and kinky to be tied up like this in the darkened attic, sweating and helpless. She let herself fantasize that she was the helpless kidnap victim of some evil rapist type. No, strike that, a prisoner of a white slave outfit who had just arrived at the slave quarters in Saudi Arabia. Soon the slave master would come to rape her and – and whip her, and sell her to a sheik for his harem!

And then the door opened with a whoosh and she felt a sigh of relief, trying to turn her head to see behind her as Kevin came up the stairs. He was stripped to the waste, and wearing nothing but swim trunks.

“Have a nice shower?” she asked.

“I can have as many showers as I want, you little bitch slut,” he said as he knelt next to her. “But you’re all hot and sweaty and stuck here until you beg me to let you go and beg for my forgiveness and beg to let me fuck you.”

She made mocking little kissing sounds at him and he smirked back at her.

“Tough girl, huh?”

“Tougher than you, pansy!”

“Then maybe I should leave you up here for the rest of the evening.”

That made Darcy pause. She was really getting tired of the heat, and it would be boring up here alone.

“Wouldn’t you rather fuck me?” she asked coyly.

“I can get a hot slutty girl almost anywhere,” he said. “Though I do need someone to wash and iron my dress shirt.”

“I could maybe do that,” she said with a little chuckle.

“Maybe you could suck my cock too?”

“Maybe,” she said. “If you beg like a little boy.”

He pulled down the swim trunks and grasped her hair, twisting her head up and back. Darcy gasped in pain, and he thrust his already hard cock into her open mouth.

She moaned weakly around it, but started sucking excitedly, working her lips up and down as much as she could given how tightly bound she was. 

He moved closer, thrusting his cock deeper into her mouth, yanking her hair again to twist her head up and back, and she made a pained sound around his thick cock, her eyes shining and hot as he pumped in and out.

“Suck that cock, slut,” he taunted. “Suck your man’s cock, you hot, sweaty little slave bitch.”

The words threw oil on the fires within her, and Darcy moaned again, squeezing her thighs together helplessly as she tried to work her mouth up and down his cock. He twisted back on her hair again and then thrust forward. Her eyes bulged and she choked and gagged briefly as his cock entered her throat, then slid down through her quivering, spasming neck.

She had deep throated before, but it wasn’t something she had a huge talent for. She had to be particularly excited to ignore her gag reflex. 

Fortunately, she WAS particularly excited, and had no choice in any event. In fact, this was the first time he’d ever forced the issue. Prior to this it was always she who, feeling particularly adventurous and hot, forced herself down the length of his cock. This time he had just forced himself down her throat, without even asking. She felt a twinge of indignation at that, but a flood of wildfire heat drowned it out.

“Yeah, swallow that cock, slave bitch,” he taunted, grinding his groin into her nose and face. “Swallow every inch of that cock meat, you sweaty little bitch whore.”

Again, the dirty words, the insulting words, the crude words excited her. He’d never really done this kind of thing before, and Darcy felt her pussy throbbing and burning between her bound thighs as he drew his cock back out and let her gulp in air.

“You want me to fuck you, slut?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Please fuck me, master!” she moaned, getting into it.

His cock pulsed against her cheek.

“Again, slut.”

“Please fuck your nasty little slave bitch, master,” she moaned.

He snorted, and untied her the rope binding her ankles to her wrists, then untied her ankles altogether. He left her wrists bound, though, as he shoved her over onto her belly, and her hot, swollen breasts were crushed between her ribs and the floor. He moved behind her, yanking her hips up and slapping her bottom.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Darcy gulped in air, the sweat pouring off her in rivulets as he thrust into her from behind.

“Unggghh” she cried, head thrown back.

He grabbed her hair and yanked it hard, slapping her ass sharply enough to make her cry out again.

“Take that cock, slut!” 

She gasped and moaned, rutting back at him frantically as the sexual electricity crackled within her. Her knees wide, bottom raised, she grunted and moaned and cried out as Kevin rammed himself into her, cried out as he slapped her ass, as he yanked on her hair, and as he roughly groped and squeezed her breasts, then cried out even more loudly as the orgasm howled through her like a freight train.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! UNNNGGGHHHHhaaaaaaaaaaa!” she cried.

Convulsions wracked her overheated body and she trembled and shook and jerked to the bruising impact of his hips against her raised bottom, his thick cock spearing deep within her as he hammered himself home and came himself.

She collapsed, sinking to the floor, barely conscious, gasping for breath, her body soaking. He ground himself into her a few moments longer, then eased his hot cock out of her aching pussy and slid back onto the floor.

Darcy groaned weakly, exhausted, deep in the languorous aftermath of the climax. She hardly noticed what Kevin was doing as he took the rope and tied her ankle again.

There were a number of two-by-four roof braces up and down around them, and he pulled the rope up to a hook set high on the side of one of them. Darcy groaned as her ankle was raised up behind her, her leg following.

“Wha…”

She found herself sliding across the floor, twisting her head back and staring back at him in bleary confusion.

“What are you dooooing?’ she moaned.

He grinned and tied her other ankle quickly, then pulled. Darcy felt her other ankle pulled up – in the other direction, as he pulled the rope towards another of the roof braces.

“Keeeviiiiin!” she groaned.

He pulled harder, and her back, her shoulders, and finally her head were lifted off the floor. Her legs were now split far, far open, so that the tendons in her thighs ached, and she was hanging entirely upside down, her ankles bound to different roof support beams. She groaned and twisted her head, trying to look behind her. Her head was a few inches above the floor, so that her damp hair swept across the wood every time she moved.

Then she saw him with her vibrator. It was a large, thick vibrator with a small branch just off the main body which would press directly against her clit when the main body was inside her. She moaned as she looked up her body now and watched him press the thing against her pussy, then slide it down through her tight, slippery flesh. He jammed it deep into her body, ignoring her gasp and yelp as he twisted the head deeper. Then the little branch at the base was pressed tight against the top of her slit, and he fed the electric plug up to the outlet next to the light bulb overhead.

“You – you can’t leave me here!” she gasped.

“Oh yes I can,” he said smugly.

And then he pulled out a thick candle. 

“It’s too hoooot,” she groaned.

He grinned, but instead of lighting the candle he pressed it against her sweating flesh, rubbing it up and down against her breasts, then over her groin. Then he turned it and pressed the base against her wrinkled little anal opening. 

“Kevin!” she gasped.

She had always been kind of reticent about anal play, and rarely – unless she was really hot – and usually really drunk – allowed it. Now she only groaned as he twisted the thick candle from side to side and slowly forced it down into her anal opening.

He turned on the vibrator, and she cried out, then began to slowly twist and writhe in mid-air.

He pumped the candle in and out, in and out, twisting and pushing until it was deep inside her. Then he took a lighter out of the pocket of his swimsuit and lit the candle.

Darcy didn’t even notice at first. She only noticed when he retreated to the stairs.

“See you later, slut. Remember what happens to a nasty little sex slave when she behaves badly!”

He grinned, began to climb down the ladder, then snapped the light off.

Darcy gasped, staring, upside down, at the trap door. She watched him disappear, then watched it close. The lights went out – but there was still – and only then did she realize he had lit the candle protruding from her ass.

She grunted with the effort of pulling her head up and looking up along her body, staring in shock before letting her head fall again. Her hands pulled feebly against the rope binding them, and she moaned deep in her throat.

She had never been this hot, never. In both senses of the word.

She could not remember ever sweating like this, especially for this long, and could not remember being so fucking excited that it felt like a fever inside her. The muscles in her body, in her thighs, in her pussy, moved constantly, spasming and twitching as she grunted and jerked and twitched and her head rolled bonelessly.

The first orgasm tore through her and she shook and thrashed and twisted in maddened sexual heat, then hung limp, gasping for breath, panting, groaning. But the vibrator continued to buzz, and now she began to gasp and moan as hot wax trickled down the sides of the candle and hit her flesh. God!

Another orgasm tore through her, and she cried out again and again, thrashing like a maddened animal caught in a trap as the orgasm seared her mind and left her dazed.

The floor was wet beneath her as her sweat continued to drip down, and she moaned, open mouthed, bleary as her body trembled with the sexual electricity still within her.

Another orgasm hit her and she cried out, twisting and arching and writhing, and another, and another, each one sapping her of even more of what strength was left, leaving her slack-jawed and exhausted, her breath coming in short, ragged breaths.

The wax burned her all around the base of the candle, yet the candle continued to burn, the flickering light the only light in the attic now as she hung dazedly in place.

She had no idea how long she hung there. Kevin was just suddenly – there. HE gripped her hair and slowly pulled her head up and back. She cried out weakly, eyes fluttering.

“Are you my slut?” he taunted, kneading her soft breast..

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Say it, slut.” His hand slid down her belly, his fingers stroking across her clit.

“I’m your slut.”

“Master.”

“I’m your slut, master,” she panted.

“I’m your slave, master,” he taunted.

“I’m your slave, master,” she moaned.

He blew out the candle and cleared the hardened wax away from her groin, turned off the vibrator and removed it, then let her down and untied her, then eased the vibrator out of her.

Darcy was so drained, and dazed - not to mention suffering from suffering a mild case of heat exhaustion. Kevin picked her up, slung her across his shoulder, and then carefully carried her back down the stairs and into the bathroom. She was so out of it she didn’t even notice him until she was in the bathtub and realized he was holding the cup that she was drinking from. She realized about then that she was in the tub, as well, and, thought she was soaking wet, that wasn’t because of sweat.

“Bastard,” she said hoarsely.

“Slut,” he said with a grin.

She was so drained she just lay back and let him wash her. He even shampooed her hair, then rinsed it with the hand shower. It felt very - relaxing - letting him take care of her. 

He lifted her out of the tub, though she could have walked at that point, and sat her on the chair near the vanity, wrapping a towel around her.

“I’m not a cripple,” she said weakly.

He ignored her, drying her hair, then getting the hair dryer and brushing it out. Then he carried her - in his arms and not over his shoulder - to bed. Darcy groaned in delight at the soft, cool, clean sheets, spreading out her arms and legs, stretching and arching and groaning as she moved her stiff body. Kevin lay on his side next to her, running his fingers lightly over the soft curves of her body.

“Did I go too far?” he asked, nibbling on a small pink nipple.

Her lips curved in a satisfied smile. “That was fucking awesome,” she said wearily. “I never came so much in my life.”

He let his lips spread wider, sucking and massaging the center of her breast, his right hand rubbing gently between her legs. Darcy groaned, her head rolling lazily, her back arching again as she exulted in the cool, clean comfort and the rising sensations of pleasure.

“You pervert,” she said weakly.

“Uh huh,” he said, licking his way down between her legs.

Darcy hadn’t thought she’d have any interest in sex so soon, but she felt that soft, light tongue stroking across her clit and her hips rolled almost instinctively. She groaned and spread her legs wider, reaching down to grip his head and pull him in harder against her. The heat rolled over her in gentle waves, and then he was atop her, thrusting into her, and she groaned and met his lips with her own as he fucked her gently to another orgasm. That sapped the last of her strength, and she fell asleep just as he finished himself.
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When she pulled her car into the driveway the next day his car was already there. Darcy got out of the car and made her way up the sidewalk with a sense of anticipation. She’d been tired this morning, sore again, and had considered taking the day off. But no work, no pay, and she hated to sit around the house by herself anyway. Now she wondered what would happen this evening, how much further they’d take their kinky, wild, exciting little experiments in bondage.

It had truly been wild the other night, tied up in the fucking attic, dripping sweat, and it had gotten even more bizarre when he’d hung her from her ankles and left her with the vibrator inside her. Wow! She’d simply never used the vibrator for that long. In fact, it usually took under a minute and then she was done, and besides, she preferred real cock, so rarely used the thing. He’d stuck it inside her and left it there, the little branch part jammed against her clit for over an hour. God! She thought she’d fucking go insane!

So she was ready for just about anything tonight, ready to try anything, ready to let Kevin get away with just about anything.. 

“Hey,” she said, closing the door behind her.

“Hey, beautiful,” he called from the kitchen.

He came out and greeted her, their lips meeting in a long, slow kiss, his hand sliding down to cup her ass and give it a squeeze.

“You making dinner?”

“It won’t be as interesting as yesterday’s, but yes.”

She grinned a little shyly. “I’ll go get changed.”

She turned away, then paused and grinned at him. “Like me to wear the red nightie again?”

His lips curved into a slow smile. “Actually, I went to a um, store today, and I bought a few things for you to wear.”

“Oh?” she said, pulse quickening.

“Yes, it’s a surprise.”

“Is this a present for me or a present for you?” she asked with a smirk.

“For both of us,” he said, taking her hand and leading her down the hall.

“Where?” she asked.

He grinned and sat o the bed. “Undress first.”

She began to undress, then decided to turn it into a strip tease. There was no music playing, but she moved her body as if there as, rolling her hips, sliding her tongue along her lower lip, and removing her clothes, a piece at a time while she danced around in front of him. When she was down to her thong she twisted her body around, grinding her perfect ass at him and then teasingly sliding the string up and down, and up an down again, before slowly sliding I over her buttocks and bending smoothly over all the way.

She turned and stood before him, grinning, posing.

“I need to get that on video,” he said.

“Not a chance.”

“Come on! I can erase it later!”

‘Noooo. I’d feel goofy.”

‘You sure as hell don’t look goofy, baby. You look fucking hot. You‘d make a fortune as a stripper.”

“Where’s my present?” she asked.

He took a scarf off the bed and stood up, pressing it against her face.”

“What are you doing?”
“Humor me,” he said.”

She let him blindfold her, then waited, excitement growing. She was expecting either something silky and lacy and barely there or - . She felt the leather slide around her wrist and smiled. Yes, or that. She held her wrists out as he wrapped them in some kind of leather straps, and stood still as he wrapped another pair around her ankles. She inhaled sharply as he drew her wrists back together behind her and then locked the things together, and really felt her pussy beginning to spasm when she felt the collar going around her neck.

She waited with growing impatience for him to finish buckling it, wanting to see what she looked like. She instinctively tried to raise her hands to her neck - only to be reminded they were locked behind her back. Finally, he removed the blindfold, and turned her towards the full length mirror on the wall. She stared at herself, fascinated, turning to the side, kind of posing, as her chest grew tight and her belly swirled with excitement.

“There are a couple more items,” he said.

He ginned and held up a bizarre looking leather - something, which caused Darcy to frown and stare at it until he turned it on its end and she realized with a gasp, what it was for.

“Go ahead,” she breathed.

“Bend over - slut.”

Darcy let herself be bent over the foot of the bed, shifting her feet apart as he lubed up the rubbery butt-plug and dildo which were attached to the underside of the T-shaped belt. She felt the pressure of the dildo penetrating her first, felt it slowly forcing apart the mouth of her sex, opening up her sex lips, spreading them apart as the thing pushed up into her body. When it was well over halfway up inside her she felt the rounded butt-plug press against her anal opening. Kevin had put some lube o it, but she was relaxed and excited and it pushed through easily, despite its thickness.

He slid the studded belt up her abdomen, and the horizontal part swung around her waist. She grabbed the two sides of the belt in back and tugged them together, doing up the buckle. Then she gripped the lower part of the belt dangling from under her buttocks, and pulled it up between them to slide the tongue into the buckle. This required pulling up higher on the attached dildo and butt-plug, and both moved deeper into her belly.

“Ungh! Ohh!” she cried as he jerked the belt tight, and the dildo ground against the back wall of her sex.

He buckled it in place and gripped her hair, pulling back on it, making her cry out again as he straightened her up. The nose of the dildo jammed achingly deep within her, and the belt itself was pulled crushingly tight against the soft flesh of her pussy. Her eyes went wide and her mouth opened in a gasp, and then a soundless-O, then she gulped air in and shuddered.

“It’s supposed to be tight -in case you were wondering,” he said with a grin. “And so are these.”

He showed her a pair of small alligator teethed clips, and she watched, her mouth still wide, still gulping in air, as he framed her nipples and then let them snap shut.

She hissed violently, twisting and jerking, her head rolling up and down as she cursed and groaned, but she didn’t complain. She slowly steadied her breathing, face flushed as he measured a very thin chain from the clip to her collar, then adjusted it, and attached it to the clip. He attached the other end to a wide ring set in the front of her collar, then did the same to a second chain, so that both were taut, but not really pulling against the nipple clips.

“Fuuuuuck!” she groaned.

She looked at herself in the mirror, straightening, arching her back a little even though that pulled the chains against the nipple clips. She stared in fascination for long seconds, slowly turning her body, posing for herself. Then she turned towards him and saw him holding the camera up. He snapped a picture, and she cursed and turned her head away.

“Kevin!!

“Come on. Do you know how hot you look?”

“No pictures!”

“Remember how hot those other one were??

She turned and glared at him. “You promise to delete them after?”
“I can let you do it.”

She felt awkward, but also tremendously hot, and so she posed for him. As she posed, he got more enthusiastic about taking pictures, and kept repositioning her. The more he took, the more relaxed she got, and the more she began to get into it. And so she even let him take pictures of her sucking his cock, deep throating him, and then taking his come in her face. He took her down into the basement where he had set up some rings and had her stand, her wrists chained apart to the ceiling beams. Then he attached chains to her ankle restraints and pulled them slowly apart until she was barely able to keep the balls of her feet on the concrete floor.

He took off the T-belt, working the attached dildo and butt-plug free of her, then slowly pushed larger, thicker ones up inside her, licking her clit as he did so to the point she was on the edge of orgasm before he’d even gotten them fully inserted.

With her bound firmly, he took more pictures, then removed one of the nipple clips. The pain hit her almost at once, a hot rush of burning, aching which was fierce and painful. She grimaced and moaned and her head rolled back, but after half a minute or so the pain faded to a dull ache. Thirty seconds after that her nipple felt a strange buzzing - like the pins and needles of returning sensation. Kevin slid his hand down between her legs, gripping the base of the dildo, his thumb extended up across her clit. He bent and began to suck and lick at he buzzing nipple as he worked the dildo up and down in short, grinding strokes that sent his thumb rasping aback and forth across her clit.

The orgasm was intense, and took only seconds to swamp her senses. Head back, eyes closed, she cried out in a wild, animal wail of pleasure as the orgasm howled through her mind and body. She wound up losing her footing, and actually hung from her wrists, arching, twisting, her hips bucking against him as the orgasm wound down. Then she sagged limply, gasping, moaning, chin on her chest, as she gasped for breath.

Kevin yanked back on her hair from behind, biting softly and chewing at the nape of her neck a his hand slid in around her chest and kneaded her breast. “Are you my sex slave?” he purred into her ear.

“Yes!” she gasped.

“Say it, slut,” he said, pinching her nipple.

“I’m your sex slave!” she moaned.

His arms slid back and he released her hair. Darcy drew in a deep, shuddering breath, then gasped as she felt him pulling the butt-plug out of her. A moment later he pushed it back in - or so she thought, but it was wider and much longer, and she groaned as she felt the nose of the - dildo - penetrating deep into her anal tunnel. She gasped and groaned as he worked it slowly in and out, forcing it ever higher, ever deeper. His other hand came across her hip, and his fingers began to stroke across her clit.

He crawled around in front of her, and reached between her legs, holding one dildo in his right, and the other in his left as he began to lick and suck lightly at her clit. 

“Fuuuuuuck!” Darcy groaned, head rolling from side to side. “Oh shit! Keviiiiin…!”

His tongue lapped at her clit as he twisted and pushed at the dildos inside her. Then he reached up and pulled the other nipple clip free and again she gasped and clenched her teeth at the pain of returning sensation. 

“Fuck!” she gasped.

He grinned and stood up, moving to stand just to her side, and a little in front of her, then he gripped the dildo in her pussy with one hand, and the one in her back passage with the other. He bent and mouthed her tingling nipple, and began to work both dildos in and out of her at the same time.

He worked the dildos in and out in tandem, thrusting one in while drawing the other out at the same speed. As before, he made sure his thumb stroked across her clit every time he shoved the dildo up her pussy, and as before, he took the center of her breast into his mouth, sucking and licking and chewing at the flesh surrounding her engorged nipple.

The sensations the dual penetration roused in her were fiery and intoxicating, and Darcy was very quickly gasping, moaning and twisting in pleasure as he worked the two dildos in and out. And he drove both in deep enough to hurt, to ache, so that she got, after the long, slow, delicious penetration, a hot little ache deep inside as he ground them against the back walls of her pussy and anus - again and again and again, front, back, front, back, and front again.

And every now and then he would abruptly change the rhythm, and thrust both in at the same time, jamming them high into her belly, judging how high from the strength of her guttural moan of pleasure and pain, and just how wide her beautiful eyes opened..

He drove both in again, thrusting up into her belly, watching her eyes widen, watching the hunger and passion on her face displaced by the ache, the pain, and then he jammed them in a bit more, and then a bit more, until he judged the edge of her threshold had been reached by the look of pain in her face. That was when he leaned forward and whispered “Tell me you’re my slut!“, or “Tell me you’re my sex slave!” or “Tell me you’re my bitch!”, and then, when she moaned out the words he was waiting for, withdrew, and began stroking in rhythm again.

For Darcy, who had always liked her sex rough, it was wild, hot and a dark, kinky, exciting thrill as he worked over her body..

He stopped, with both dildos deep inside her writhing body, and stepped back, to grab the other new toy he’d bought. It was a whip, or more precisely, a flog, with many long, thin leather laces, and he stepped forward in front of her and held it out for her to see.

“Sex slaves get whipped,” he said with a taunting leer.

She stared at the whip; at first with a look of disbelief, then a feverish passion filled her eyes.

“Bastard,” she gasped breathlessly.

“Whore” he replied, letting the leather laces slide across her taut breasts. “If it hurts too much, just cry like the little bitch you are,” he said.

“You can suck my - Ungh!” she gasped, eyes widening as he slashed the whip across her back.

“What was that, sex slave?”

The sharp, stinging blow had shocked her, though in reality the pain wasn’t particularly severe. She hadn’t been ready for it, though, and a part of her had thought that either he was just bluffing, or that he’d just very, very lightly sweep he thing across her back. Now she had several hot lines of pain across her back, and was a little shocked by it. That shock, however, soon gave way to a raging flood wave of dark, kinky passion as she tried to look over her shoulder at him.

“Pansy,“ she said challengingly.

“Sex slaves shouldn’t back talk to their masters,” he said sternly.

Darcy jerked her head back forward as his arm drew back, bracing herself, then cried out as the whip slashed across her back again, her head thrown back, back arched as more lines of fire were lain across her soft, pale shoulder blades.

“Oh you bastard!” she gasped, gulping in air.

He grinned, his cock throbbing at the sight of her, at the play of muscles below beneath her gorgeous flesh, at the excitement of having her under his control. He swung again, lower, letting the laces slice across her back below her shoulder blades. Again she cried out, arching, writhing, pulling against the restraints.

“Slut!” he said challengingly.

He swung again, lower, across her perfect ass, and saw her jerk convulsively, twisting and writhing once again as she moaned in pain. Her flesh was growing pink, and after a half dozen more blows it was red, and still she gave no sign that she had reached her limit, that she wanted him to stop.

He was the one who reached his limit. His cock was threatening to tear free of his shorts. He threw the whip down and pulled the dildo out of Darcy’s ass, then thrust the his own throbbing hard prick deep into her ass with a single stroke.

“Unggghh-Huggghhh!” she cried, back arching as he ground his hips into her ass.

His hands cupped and roughly kneaded her breasts, pinching her nipples as he began to rut against her. His cock was a powerful piston, ramming up into her with savage strokes as he reached down with one hand, stroking her clit as he bit into the nape of her neck. He gripped the dildo, forcing it up hard, pushing on it to force her hips back as he rammed his cock up her ass. He released her breast with his other hand, grasping her hair and yanking it back again.

“Take that cock, bitch!” he growled “Take that hard cock up the ass, sex slave!”

He grunted and growled and thrust his hips forward, driving his cock like a spear up into the lithe, softly fleshed girl bound before him, reveling in her own groans and gasps, in the movement of her beautiful body before him, on the feel of her tight insides wrapped slickly around his throbbing prick. He rammed himself up into her again and again and again as she grunted and cried out and twisted before him like an eel, and then his prick exploded inside her, and he felt her body squeezing and sucking on wad after wad of white juice as it spewed up inside her.

“Oh fuck!” he gasped. “Fucking Christ!”

She moaned weakly, and he eased his softening cock back down from inside her, sliding it out from between her taut buttocks. He staggered back a step, panting for breath, staring at the gorgeous female body laid out before him, and that tight back passage, only slowly beginning to close.

He grinned and picked up the dildo, then rammed it up into Darcy’s ass again, clenching his teeth in excitement as she cried out and arched violently, head flung back, beautiful hair sweeping back and down.

He ground the nose deep inside her, wondering what it would take to make her submit, to make her say “enough!”.

He picked up the whip and moved around in front of her. Her hooded eyes rose, slitted, her chest heaving, and he grinned at her as she all-but hung there.

All but?

He put down the whip, bent, and reached for the end of the chain locked to her right ankle. He undid it, and pulled it a little further in, pulling her foot off the floor, then reclipped it. He moved to the other one as Darcy groaned, and pulled that foot aside too.

Darcy was now hanging fully by her wrists, legs stretched out to either side, her body spread-eagled in mid-air with two big dildos sticking out of her pussy and anus.

“Fuuuuck!” he whispered.

He got the camera and snapped more pictures, then realized that with the video, the memory card was full. 

“Hang on a couple of minutes,” he said, then grinned at his own pun. “You just wait there, slut,” he said, deepening his voice. “I’m going to call some friends to come over and enjoy you I think Dave and Paul and Mike would all want to rape you while you’re tied up there helpless.

She rolled her eyes at him, but didn’t speak as he took the camera upstairs and left her there.

Darcy groaned weakly, looking around her, feeling a strange dark rush of heat and sexual electricity. This was all so fucking kinky! And her body groaned with the strain of hanging fully by her wrists. She squeezed her pussy muscles around the fat dildo he’d stuffed inside her, and stared down her body, now sheened in perspiration as she hung there helplessly.

Her skin felt – hot – in back, but not from temperature. It felt as though she had a sun burn, or maybe, as though her skin had been scraped – across a large area, especially her back and her ass. The whip had done that. 

She had been whipped! What the fuck!? Wow! That was so kinky and wild!

It was draining, hanging there like that, but she never thought to call out to Kevin, to demand he come back. She felt a strange, hot sort of fever settling over her, as though she were in a strange dark dream. She hung in place, panting, moaning softly, her mind fogged by sexual heat and passion as her pussy throbbed and her nipples sparkled like live electrical wires.

Kevin returned, and her pulse quickened. He grinned at her teasingly, tauntingly, and took pictures of her. Then he set the camera on a shelf and moved to her. She groaned as he pulled back on her hair, but then her eyes widened as he shoved – something – into her mouth. She tried to resist, but it was too late by the time she started.

The – thing, filled her mouth. It was like a big ball, too big to fit entirely into her mouth, though it filled her mouth from top to bottom, squeezing down on her tongue. It stuck out, and kept her mouth from closing. And it had a strap which went behind her head, to hold it in place. She moaned weakly, feeling another surge of heat. It was some kind of kinky bondage gag! She’d seen pictures of this sort before, though not often, of course.

“Scream,” he said.

She stared at him.

“All right then, curse at me.”

She tried to make noise. It was surprisingly hard. She shouted “asshole!’ but the word was tightly muffled, and he grinned. She felt a little wave of fear at that, but not at Kevin wanting to harm her. No, she feared he would go to far and she wouldn’t be able to tell him. But then, she’d always liked living on the edge, and the danger made her pussy throb even more powerfully.

“Give me the finger,” he said.

She stared at him in confusion.”

“Give me the finger. Either hand. I want to see it.”

She had no trouble with that, though the leather restraints dug into her wrist more as she moved the muscles in her hands.

“That’s your signal, if you want me to stop, “ he said. Then he grinned. “If you surrender, if it’s too much for you, if you’re a little pussy girl and want to cry because you’re too weak.”

She kept her fingers in the arranged signal and he grinned and then laughed.

“You’ll have to find some other signal, baby or I’ll stop.”

She relaxed her hands and he picked up the whip. Her eyes were immediately drawn to it, and she felt her chest tightening. Was he going to whip her again? But he’d already …. !”
She gasped, her eyes going wide as his arm drew back – in front of her. Then the flog swung around and down and cut into the soft flesh of her belly and lower chest with stinging force. She cried out, but the sound was only a muffled moan. 

“Sex slave!” he jeered. “Little girly fuck toy!”


He swung again and again the flog sliced into the soft flesh of her belly and lower chest. But she knew it would only be a matter of time before… and then the next blow lashed her breasts.

They stung! Oh how they stung! Darcy twisted and writhed in mid-air, her head rolling back as she cursed and gasped and moaned into the gag. Yet she felt a sudden sense of freedom, oddly enough, because the gag muffled her to the point she didn’t feel the need, any longer, to repress her own voice, her own reactions. She had been doing that, because she wanted to show him that she was tougher than he thought, tougher than him, easily able to bear whatever pain he dared give her.

“Slut toy!” he jeered, slashing the flog across her breasts again.

She screamed experimentally, a little, her nipples flaming, her breasts sore and throbbing.

He swung again, down, this time, the flog slashing into the soft skin of her lower belly, her abdomen and her pussy.

She was amazed and excited at how outrageous this was, that he had dared to do more than bluff, to really go all the way and whip her hard enough to hurt. She moaned and twisted in mid-air, gasping and crying out, more and more loudly as she abandoned the remnants of her restraint. The whip cut into her breasts again and again and she screamed and gave herself to the heat of pain and pleasure.

He stepped forward, and slapped her face hard enough to rock her head to one side, then slapped it again on the other side, then again on the first side, then again, then again, until she was dazed and her eyes were rolling. The next thing she knew he was kneeling between her legs and she was screaming as a massive orgasm short-circuited her nervous system.
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“Hi Kevin,” Mr. Davidson said, shaking his hand firmly – maybe a little too firmly.

“Sir,” Kevin said.

Kevin supposed no man was particularly happy that his daughter was living with a guy, and presumably fucking him. But Davidson didn’t show any suspicion or resentment towards him as he came into the room. Darcy finished hugging her mother, and then hugged her father tightly, and Kevin felt a small twinge of anxiety, but no, Darcy knew how to dress. Her father would detect nothing.

“You kids come on in,” Mrs. Davidson said happily.

“So where’s the birthday girl?” Darcy asked.

“She’ll be down in a minute.”

“Can we get you guys anything?” her father asked.

“Beer,” Kevin and Darcy both said at once, then laughed.

They walked into the living room, and Kevin felt a trifle smug now. They might suspect, well, it was pretty obvious, that he was fucking their little girl, but they had no idea just how their sexual relationship had changed and developed since that day in the attic.

Darcy hadn’t changed, on the surface – unless you counted the pierced nipples and labia, of course. But when they were home alone she routinely spent her day shackled and naked, even if he was gone out somewhere, say on the weekend. 

She wasn’t really a slave, of course. Darcy had too much spirit for that. She obeyed him because it pleased her to obey him, because it excited her, at least for now, to play the role of a sex slave to him as her master and let him dominate her, especially in sex. Kevin wasn’t entirely sure what to think of that. A part of him was strongly drawn to the power, to being able to order her to do something and watch her do it. But he and Darcy were good buddies, on top of being lovers, and he wasn’t sure that would remain the case if she became little more than an obedient sex toy.

You can’t really be buddies with someone who does everything you tell her at once, and then says “Yes, master” like she means it.

Fortunately, Darcy wasn’t like that. Oh in bed, in their sex play, she was the slave, though often enough a rebellious one that needed to be punished. But outside of that she was her old self, and not about to let him push her around. He’d gotten a fist in the belly once for calling her a slut outside of their little sex games, and a stern warning that he’d better not think she was going to be his bitch any time they were both wearing clothes.

Still, she was a much more sexual girl now than she’d been before. She seemed much more aware of her sexuality and sensuality now, and more willing to dress to accentuate her fantastic body. They had even talked seriously about having another girl or a guy, join them in their sex play. Maybe even a couple.

Kevin was of two minds about that. On the one hand, he didn’t want some guy fucking Darcy. On the other hand, it would be so fucking hot to see Darcy tied up and being fucked up the ass by some other guy, a guy ordering her around, a guy slapping her ass and calling her slut. Wow. Then again the thought of another girl was even hotter, of course. Darcy just made faces at the thought of her and another girl doing each other, but she wasn’t rejecting the idea out of hand like she would have once.

The thought of him fucking some girl while Darcy looked on, tied up, was hot, too. Why was he always thinking about Darcy and sex in the context of bondage now? He never used to. Now he always did. Still, she seemed even hotter for the bondage shit than he was.

He sat down across from Darcy’s father and grinned. Yeah, old man, I’m fucking your little girl. Not only that, I’m whipping her and raping her and making her crawl like a bitch in heat. What do you think of that?

“How’s it going at work?” he asked.

“Pretty good. Another few years and I can retire early. Shannon and I are going to spend a ton of time at the cottage when that happens, get up to the smell of trees and the river every morning.”

“Sounds great,” Kevin said.

“It will be. We don’t get up to the cottage nearly enough now. I just can’t take that much time off work any more. 

“I go up sometimes,” Darcy’s mother said. “Mostly with Daria. She loves it up there, but she’s still too young to go up herself.”

“Oh I am not!”

Kevin very carefully kept his eyes neutral as Darcy’s sister walked into the room and hugged her. 

“Happy birthday, Daria!” Darcy said.

“Happy birthday, kid,” Kevin said.

“I’m not a kid any more,” Daria said, sticking her tongue out at him.

“You’re not eighteen until six tonight,” her mother chided her. “That’s when you were born!”

“I’m eighteen today according to my drivers license!”

Daria looked amazingly like Darcy. They were almost the same height, and had the same hair coloring and the same shape to their face. Daria’s hair, though, was longer and curlier, her body slightly more slender, slightly taller, and a cup size smaller in the chest. She was not athletic, though, so while the two sisters were approximately the same size Darcy’s larger muscle mass had her outweighing her younger sister by a good twenty pounds – an advantage she had been pressing for some years.

Daria looked very much like Darcy, but her face was slightly sharper, slightly more delicate looking, a little longer and narrower. She was as much into art and poetry as Darcy was into sports, and getting ready for her first year at university, something Darcy had never had the least interest in.

They sat around and chatted, doing the family thing, and Daria told her parents that as an adult she should be allowed to go up to their cottage alone now, something both of her parents looked doubtful on. Darcy volunteered that she and Kevin could accompany her up to the cottage soon, because she hadn’t gotten up yet this year and missed it.

“It’s almost time for school anyway,” her father said. 

“You should see what the dorms look like!” Daria cried, shaking her head. ”They’re hideous! They have stone block walls, and bunk beds with four girls to a room! There won’t be any privacy at all!”

“The price of higher education, dear,” her mother said.

“You can come and visit us,” Darcy said with a smile.

“You know,” Daria said coyly. “According to the university all freshmen have to stay in the dorms – unless they stay with family.”

Darcy raised her eyebrows. Kevin pursed his lips dubiously. He was enjoying his little slave slut around the house game. They certainly wouldn’t be able to do that if Darcy’s sister came to stay with them.

“We don’t have any room upstairs,” she said with mock sorrow.

“Oh right, like you guys need two bedrooms,” Daria said with a smirk.

Everyone else was silent about that.

“You have a big downstairs, though.”

“It’s kind of a mess. Only one section of it is finished.”

“I can stay there, and come home on weekends!”

“I don’t think so,” Darcy said.

Kevin changed the subject, but all evening Daria kept hinting and coaxing and coyly promising things like cleaning the house and mowing the lawn in exchange for room and board.

They left, still saying no, but Darcy started talking about it in the car.

“It’s not like she’d be around much. She’d be at school all day, and then probably out with her friends most evenings.”

“I don’t think you’d be able to walk around in your little chains if she was there,” he said.

“Well, that’s kind of getting old anyway,” Darcy said. “I mean, anything you do all the time becomes old before long, right?’

Kevin didn’t think so, and felt a sense of disappointment, but Darcy was on a roll, and now that she had decided on something she quickly came up with reasons to overcome his objections. In the end, they decided to at least give it a try. Daria would go to the dorm and pay for the first month, just in case it didn’t work out with them, but stay with Kevin and her sister for a couple of weeks to see how that went.

“She’ll probably want to go stay in the dorm before long anyway,” Darcy said. “Once she gets to know people at the university.”

* * * * *

Daria cursed as the laptop melted down again. “Stupid piece of crap!” she shouted at it as it rebooted.

She scowled. This report was due today, and she’d left it to the last minute, excited by all her new surroundings. Now her computer was acting up. She let it boot again, for the third time, and copied the data onto a flash drive. Then she went up the hall and turned on Darcy and Kevin’s computer.

Staying with her sister was working out great! She could chat whenever they wanted to, and she’d missed seeing Darcy when her sister had moved out and gone to live in the city. Darcy didn’t try to boss her around – much, and didn’t care if she was out late doing something. She wasn’t sure how she’d react when Daria brought a guy home, but no doubt she could sneak him in so her sister didn’t notice.

Daria loved her sister, but didn’t really think of her as her “big” sister all that much. True, Darcy had always been able to beat her up, or, more accurately, to twist her arm up behind her back and make her surrender that way. But Darcy was not a big thinker. She was a jock – or maybe a jockette – more into sports than anything else. 

Daria considered herself a woman of the world, a woman who cared passionately about art and politics and poetry and the welfare of mankind. Darcy just liked to drink beer, watch football, and get laid. She wasn’t dumb – exactly, but wasn’t what Daria would describe as sophisticated either.

She brought up the word processor and set to work on her report, and with her sister’s more stable PC was done in another hour. That finished, she felt a little tingle of curiosity and brought up the file display, looking for pictures or anything else of interest. She had seen very little of Darcy over the past year, and was looking, she supposed, for pictures of her cheering at football games, or playing volleyball, or sitting around a table at a bar with a bunch of friends.

That wasn’t what she found.

The first pictures she found were of Darcy – nude. Daria gasped in shock, blushed a little, but then grinned. “Why sis, you bad girl you,” she murmured in amusement.

She was not particularly bothered. She and her sister had grown up together only a year and a half apart, and had seen each other naked many times. But on the other hand Darcy had always resisted the “girly” attitude of showing herself off as a sexy, femme fatale, and yet here she was posed like something out of Playboy magazine. Daria felt a little sisterly pride in how hot her sister looked, too, and a strange little quirky sense of sensual excitement at the thought of her posing like this for Kevin – for it must be Kevin who took these.

And Kevin was HOT!

Daria had done her best to disguise her feelings, but she had always had a crush on Kevin. He was the first of her sister’s boyfriends she really approved of, the first who was as much a thinker as he was a jock, who could actually talk intelligently about history and politics. And, of course, he was freaking good looking!

The next picture raised her eyes and dropped her jaw. It was Darcy, wearing a bondage collar, with her hands bound behind her in some kind of leather bracelets, kneeling, looking like some kind of vampy sex slave.

“Wow, you kinky slut,” she said in delight.

The next ones were a bit embarrassing. Daria had seen her sister naked before, but not like this, not with a dildo stuffed up her pussy and another up her ass! Wow!

The next one had her lips pressed against the head of a very long, thick cock, and again Daria gasped, feeling a tingle in her pussy. That must be Kevin’s cock!

The next picture had half the cock gone into her sister’s mouth, her lips wrapped around the thick shaft. And then it was all gone and her sister’s face was pressed flat against some guy’s – Kevin, no doubt – belly. 

“Wow. Darcy, I wouldn’t have thought you had it in you,” she said, then giggled at her own words.

That her sister could deep throat a cock, though, did not surprise her. Darcy had told her of it long ago, and of the trick to it, teaching her in their bedroom so that she too could make the guys’ eyes go wide.

And then there were videos!

Daria flushed a little, looking around. She knew she shouldn’t. This was a terrible violation of Darcy’s privacy. On the other hand, the videos might have Kevin in them!

She clicked on the first one, and was rewarded. Kevin was in it, and he was naked, and he was gorgeous! Of course, her sister was in it, too, naked, her wrists bound behind her, kneeling, face against the floor as Kevin drove his big cock into her with hard, deep strokes that clearly were driving Darcy bananas.

Daria moaned softly, her hand sliding down into her shorts, rubbing at her clit as she watched, imagining it was her there on her knees, with Kevin thrusting into her from behind. God that would be wild and hot!

Her eyes drank in his gorgeous body, his great chest, his tight ass, and his beautiful cock as he used it on her sister.

“Suck my cock, bitch,” he said in the video, and Daria shook her head in amazement that Darcy was letting him talk to her that way!

The heat rose within her, and she stared raptly at the screen, watching Kevin as he rode her sister, then flipped her over, pinned her ankles back, and pounded himself down into her. Daria imagined she were Darcy, squashed under him like that, her ankles behind her ears as Kevin pounded his cock into her, and the orgasm spiraled up out of her belly and flayed her mind with pleasure as she shuddered and moaned and gurgled in helpless heat.

Daria looked on her sister and Kevin differently after that, partly admiring, partly confused. In the videos, Kevin treated Darcy like a slave, ordering her around, calling her nasty, vicious names, slapping her and even hitting her with a whip! But the two behaved like a normal couple around Daria, and Kevin clearly didn’t think poorly of her sister, nor did Darcy submit to him.

And she could hardly look at Kevin without thinking of that big cock he had, hanging inside his pants, and imagine herself on her knees, sucking it lovingly. She found more reasons to spend time around them, and found herself flirting more with Kevin. Oh, she’d always flirted shamelessly with him, of course. He was her sister’s boyfriend, and so completely safe. Darcy did the same with Daria’s better looking boyfriends.

It didn’t mean anything – mostly.

Now, though, with her secret knowledge, her flirting took on a darker tone, though still quite playful. She found herself acting like a brat, at times, and teasing him, trying to get a reaction. She had always dressed more revealingly than Darcy, too. Oh she was no slut, but she did like to show off her body more than her sister, and now she found herself choosing the best tops and bottoms to show off her shapely bottom and firm young breasts.

She had nothing in particular in mind. She did not seriously entertain the thought of her and Kevin actually doing anything together. He was her sister’s boyfriend, after all, and Daria wouldn’t betray her sister like that even if he wanted to. But it was fun to think of him as he looked naked, and tease him. It was exciting, too, especially when he flirted and teased her right back.

And at night, in her room, she lay back in the darkness and ran her hands over body, thinking of Kevin, wondering how his hands would feel against her breasts, what his body would feel like on top of her, and masturbated to shuddering orgasms.

* * * * *

It was strange, Darcy though, how she could be so independent most of the time, and yet let herself be so submissive at other times. She didn’t spend a lot of time thinking about it, though. Things were as they were, and all she cared about was enjoying life.

She was, at the moment, draped across Kevin’s lap on the sofa, on her belly, her arms bound behind her back, naked. Kevin and she were watching television – Daria being out, and enjoying both the show, each other, and the intimacy of being able to enjoy their wicked little game out in the open again, without worrying about what Daria would see or hear.

There was a dildo stuffed into each of her orifices, including a dildo gag, filling her mouth. And she had already had several orgasms as Kevin had fucked her and licked her to repeated comes earlier. She was still feeling a throbbing heat between her legs, though, even as they watched TV. Kevin’s hands rested on her round buttocks, occasionally stroking and massaging her butt, or sliding along her back and around her ribs to knead her breast, enjoying the tactile pleasure of her soft skin against his fingers.

Every now and then he’d also work one of the dildos slowly in and out of her, twisting it around a little inside her, or let his fingers idly stroke across her clit, rubbing her as he flicked channels with the remote. It amazed her just how deep he could drive those dildos now, after they’d been in her – and in and out of her – for over half an hour. Her body had adjusted, to some degree, to the length, and there was not a lot of the foot-long dildos still sticking out of her.

The program ended, and he flicked on another, one apparently not quite as interesting to him, though it was one of Darcy’s favorites. He began to massage her clit more, to work the dildos in and out of her harder, to knead her breast more. And Darcy, despite her interest in the TV, was worked helplessly up towards orgasm as Kevin manipulated her body.

But then he stopped and slapped her buttocks instead. Darcy yelped into the gag, writhing and twisting, but to no avail, as he gave her bottom ten sharp, stinging slaps before resting his hand on her pink bottom, then slowly beginning to massage her again.

Through the show, he continued like that, rousing her to writhing, grinding excitement, then spanking her with stinging blows so that it drove the heat – somewhat – out of her. She knew what he was doing, though, for he had done it once before, and she moaned into the gag as he roused her yet again towards the peak of pleasure. Then the spanking came, each blow sharp, hard, stinging. 

The stinging sensations of each blow rippled through her abdomen, through her groin, and now she was so wet, so roused, so inflamed, that the hard, sharp, cracking stings were enough to push her over the edge into climax. She came simply from being spanked, and spanked hard and spanked fast.

He chuckled as she lay, breathless, across his lap, eyes slitted, his finger stroking her clit now, preparing to rouse her again. He did, too, for she was that feverish with the need and hunger, and then, as he began to work the dildo in and out of her pussy with harsher and deeper thrusts, her rolling eyes caught sight of a head peering around the corner – her sister, watching with bright, eager eyes.

She was too near the edge to pull back, and the orgasm flooded her mind and body sending her into writhing, screaming convulsions as Kevin rammed the dildo up her aching pussy and his fingers stroked furiously across her burning hot clit.
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“It’s no big deal, okay. I’ve seen you naked before plenty of times.”

Darcy glowered at her younger sister and Daria squirmed and shrugged helplessly. “I snuck in because I didn’t want to bother you guys. I was going to stay downstairs, but the sound – well – I mean – I was uhm, you know, afraid he was hurting you or something.”

“Uh huh,’ Darcy said.

“Hey, I had no idea you guys were into kinky shit like that,” Daria said. “But don’t worry. So you like to be tied up and spanked. No big deal. I won’t tell mom and dad.”

Darcy glowered at her, reddening again.

“I wouldn’t have expected it of you, though, tomboy that you are. Letting him call you slut and whore and bitch,” she said with a smirk. “Not exactly the tough girl I thought my sister was.”

“If I catch you peeping at us again, Daria, you’ll find out how tough I am, got it!?” Darcy snapped, grabbing her sister by the arm.

“Let go of me!”

Daria twisted away and Darcy spun her and forced her arm up high behind her back.

“Owww! Quit it!”

“Just remember who the big sister is, Daria and who the spoiled bratty little sister is!” Darcy snapped.

“At least I don’t let my boyfriends tie me up and spank me!” Daria shot back.

“Maybe you’d prefer I do it!?”

Darcy forced her sister aside, then bent her over the dresser, despite Daria’s squirming, cursing efforts to resist. She slapped her sister’s butt hard, then did it again, then again.

“Stop it! Bitch! Let me go or I’ll tell mom!”

Darcy slapped her sister’s ass several more times then shoved her out of the way.

“Perve!” Daria snapped, glaring and rubbing her stinging ass.

“You’re the one peeping from around corners, you little voyeur! You keep your mouth shut or I’ll tell Kevin what a little pepping tom you are and you’ll wind up living in the dorm for the next four years!”

Darcy stormed off in a huff, and so did Daria, both of them nursing sore feelings, and in Daria’s case, a sore ass.

Daria ate in her room that evening, and left early for school next day. Next afternoon, though, she was back to flirting with Kevin, and giving Darcy smirking looks. She decided to watch TV with them, too, rather than watching it in her room, saying they had a bigger TV than her. Kevin certainly didn’t mind, though Darcy glared suspiciously at her sister.

It was a warm night. Darcy and Daria were both wearing shorts but Daria’s were shorter, tighter, and lower on her hips. And while Darcy wore a t-shirt, Daria wore a short, tight, halter which bared a lot of skin below her breasts.

Darcy sat on Kevin’s left, and Daria decided to sit on his right, and even closer than her sister was. 

“This show is boring,” she said. “Don’t you guys have any good… videos to watch?” 

She smirked across Kevin at her sister, then smiled at Kevin.

“Just what’s under the TV there,” Kevin said.

“Oh that stuff,” Daria sniffed. “I was thinking of something with some, I don’t know, some excitement, you know, romance, sex.”

“I have all the romance I need,” Kevin said, stroking Darcy’s bare leg.

“And sex?” Daria teased.

“That too,” Kevin said with a grin.

“A man with enough sex? I didn’t think something like that was possible,” Daria said. “Maybe you’re getting old, Kevin.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Kevin said.

“So you don’t have any sexy movies?”

“You mean like porn videos?” Kevin asked, grinning.

“You know, like, Basic Instinct,” Daria said. “Something with hard, rough, nasty sex in it!”

Kevin shook his head and grinned.

Darcy glowered at her sister suspiciously.

“Remember that scene where Michael Douglas just shoves Jeanne Tripplehorn against the back of a sofa, rips off her panties, and just does her right there?” Daria asked excitedly.

“Yeah I think so.”

“That was passion!”

“Okay. Or a quicky,” Kevin said with a grin.

“You couldn’t do it too often, of course. Panties cost money,” Daria said with a giggle. “You don’t rip Darcy’s panties off a lot, do you, Kevin?”

“Not too often,” Kevin said with a slightly confused grin.

“Probably don’t have to,” Daria said slyly. “If I was your girlfriend I’d be ripping your underwear off.”

“What makes you think I wear any?”

Daria giggled. “I don’t really know,” she said coyly, eyeing his crotch. “Want to show me?”

“I don’t think so,” Kevin said.

“Shy boy,” Daria teased.

She unfurled her lithe young body, and slid forward off the couch onto the floor, crawling to the TV and examining the titles of the DVD movies on the shelves underneath. Darcy glowered at her, and Kevin grinned at the sight of her lovely ass in the short shorts pointed directly at him and Darcy. He turned his head and saw Darcy glaring at him and shrugged at her helplessly as if to say “Hey, it’s staring me in the face. What am I supposed to do!?”
Darcy put her hand behind his head and drew his mouth down against hers, crushing his lips with her own as her other hand slid over his chest, then down to squeeze his groin.

His eyes fluttered in surprise, and then flicked to Daria, who still had her – back – to them. He felt his groin stirring hotly as Darcy rubbed him and their tongues slid together in his mouth. Then she pulled back with a flirty grin and he grinned back.

“This is all boring sports and action movies,” Daria said in a whiny voice.

Darcy pulled her hands back as her sister turned. Daria rolled onto her back with a sigh, hands under her head. “Maybe we could go to a video store,” she said.

“We’re fine with this,” Darcy said.

“Oh come oooooon,” Daria groaned. 

Her right leg rose and her foot and ankle dropped onto the coffee table. That heft her other leg on the floor, and her legs fairly well spread as they looked towards her.

“At least get us some pot or something,” she said. “I’m sure Darcy has some somewhere.”

“Get your own pot,” Darcy said.

Daria sat up with a pouty sigh, then crawled forward on her knees, and looked up at Kevin. “Keeeevvvinnn,” she whined. “Make my sister go and get us some pot.”

“What makes you think we have any pot?” Kevin asked in amusement.

“We used to smoke it in our room. I know she always has pot,” Daria said with a smirk. “She was always trying to hide her pot from me and I was always trying to hide my…. Things from her,” she said with a coy smile.

“Things?”

Daria giggled and shrugged helplessly. “Just things, Kevin. You know, girl things. Fun things. All us girls have them.”

“Oh for God’s sakes,” Darcy said, rolling her eyes and getting to her feet.

“Gonna get us some, sis?” Daria called.

“I’m getting a coke.”

“I don’t do coke,” Daria said with a grin at her own joke.

Daria was kneeling in front of the sofa, but now slid into it, pressing her body against Kevin. “Let’s see what else is on,” she said.

She reached across his body, which made her breast slide across his belly, and picked up the television guide, grinning at him and sliding her tongue along her lower lip as she slowly, very slowly pulled back.

“Maybe we should watch this?” she said, leaning in very close to him again, showing him a porn movie in the guide.

“I think you’re too close to my boyfriend, Daria,” Darcy’s voice said behind her.

“Don’t be jealous, sis,” Daria said coyly, not looking around.

She yelped as Darcy grabbed her by the hair and yanked her back, falling off the end of the sofa. 

“Hey! Fuck!”

Before she could react Darcy rolled her onto her belly, and grabbed her wrists, jerking both of them together behind her back and pinning them there with her knees as she snapped a pair of handcuffs on them.

“What the fuck… Darcy!”

Darcy grabbed her by the hair again, and Daria yelped as she was forced up and back onto her knees. Darcy undid her halter with a rapid snap of her fingers and Daria squealed in panic as her halter fell away, baring her breasts to a very interested Kevin.

She tried to twist free but Darcy stood behind her, holding her hair, yanking her back whenever she tried to turn or twist away.

“You wanted his attention, Daria,” Darcy said. “Don’t tell me you didn’t. So now you’ve got it. Is this what you were looking for?”

Daria’s face was bright red, and her mouth opened and closed helplessly as her mind spun in confusion. She saw the excitement in Kevin’s eyes, though, and she felt a sense of anger and resentment towards Darcy. She grunted as Darcy released her, shoving her forward so she half fell against the sofa. She supposed she was supposed to now get up and run away in embarrassment, but she had no intention of doing so.

So Darcy wanted to humiliate her in front of Kevin, did she!? Well, Daria thought, let’s see how she likes seeing her bluff called!
She straightened up and coolly looked up at Kevin, face still hot, but her insides churning with anxiety, heat, embarrassment and hunger.

“Do you like having naked girls kneeling in front of you, Kevin?” She tossed her head, glaring at her sister. “I bet Darcy kneels like this all the time, doesn’t she?”

She smirked and leaned forward, then let her tongue lick lightly along his knee.

“What else does she do for you when she’s kneeling like this, Kevin, all tied all?”

“A lot of things,” Kevin said.

“Show me what she does, Kevin. Maybe I’ll do it too,” Daria said, tossing her head again, glowering at her sister. She bent forward, licking lightly up Kevin’s bare leg, licking up to where his shorts were, then licking higher. She thought that Darcy would grab her and yank her back at any moment, and imagined the triumphant look she would give her sister.

But she reached more and more dangerous territory, and Darcy wasn’t stopping her. Daria hesitated, but couldn’t back down. She let her tongue lick up across his groin, and felt a sharp little shudder run through her body as she detected the hardness there. The hardness grew rapidly, until his groin bulged, and she licked at it breathlessly. 

She felt a sense of shock and disbelief settling over her. What am I doing, she wondered.

Then Kevin, grinning, pulled his cock out of his shorts. It was stiff, and hard, and thick and – and beautiful! She stared at it through wide eyes, and then he reached for her, grasping her hair, pulling her forward, and pressing it against her mouth. She opened her lips and moaned around it as it slid up through them, slid across her tongue, and her lips closed around his shaft.

Ohmygod! She thought.

But she felt her pussy bubbling and throbbing, and even as her wrists pulled excitedly against the hard, cold steel binding them together, she began to lick at Kevin’s cock and slide her lips up and down. She moaned around his cock as he gathered her hair together in a tight mass, holding it in his fist. She wasn’t used to men being this – masterful with her, not used to having them in control like this, and found herself intensely aroused by it.

“That’s it, suck that cock, baby,” he breathed.

She moaned, bobbing her lips up and down.

“She sucks like a pro, Kevin,” she heard Darcy say from behind her. “You might have to pay her when you’re done with her.”

Daria tried to jerk her head up and back to snap back but Kevin tightened his grip on her hair. “Just keep sucking, baby,” he said.

Again she felt a hot little shudder of excitement at the way he took control, at her helplessness, and her wrists pulled against the handcuffs nearly continuously, as if in awed disbelief that she was actually handcuffed.

She forced her lips down harder, taking him into her throat, gagging weakly as his thick, slick cock pushed deep into her throat. Her eyes bulged a little at the discomfort and sense of choking, and she felt a panicky flutter as his hand pushed down on her head, forcing her still deeper. Then her face was jammed against his shorts, against his groin, his cock buried in her throat, and she held herself there, blinking rapidly, chest starting to burn as he twisted his fingers in her hair.

He eased back, pulling on her hair, easing her up off his stick, and she gagged again, saliva pouring out of her as his cock pulled free. She coughed and gulped in air, chest heaving as he grinned down at her, still holding her hair, forcing her head up and back, then forward again as he rubbed his spit-wet cock over her face.

“You like that cock, baby?” he purred. “You like that cock, baby bitch?”

A hot thrill swept over Daria and she moaned as his cockhead rubbed across her lips. This was so fucking wild and kinky and hot!

She rolled her eyes up at him as he pushed into her mouth again, and then looked at his shaft as she sucked it and licked along the base, sliding down deeper and deeper. She yelped as someone slapped her ass, and then knew it was Darcy.

“Suck that cock, bitch,” she heard her sister say. “Suck it, whore!”

She felt indignation and excitement swirl inside her as she took him into her throat again, then another hot shockwave as she felt her shorts tugged down, sliding over her hips, then over her buttocks, and then down – along with her thong, down her thighs to her knees. Her eyes were wide as she felt a stinging slap on the bare bottom, then another.

“Suck cock, whore!” Darcy sneered.

She sucked, moaning, head spinning. She yelped, and was jerked backwards as Darcy yanked her shorts under her knees, but Kevin held tight to her hair, holding her in position, her face jammed against his shorts. She got her knees underneath her again, gasping, and Kevin let her up once more.

Ohmygod, she thought feverishly. Oh! My! God!

He pulled his cock out and she gulped in air, gasping and coughing a little as his hand, for the first time, slid down beneath her to knead her breast.

Sucking cock was one thing. It was almost not sex at all to her generation. It was just a step up from a friendly hug, in a way. But this – this was something altogether different, and she shuddered with both embarrassment and heat as Kevin kneaded her bare breast, then ordered her to suck his cock. She took him into her mouth again and she moaned as Darcy slapped her ass.

Then the shock rose even higher. She felt her thighs forced apart, and something pressing against her, something round and hard which pushed in against the lips of her sex, filled the opening to her pussy, then slowly penetrated her. She jerked back – or tried to, but Kevin kept control of her as something like and fat pushed into her dripping pussy from behind, and she knew it had to be some kind of big dildo!

OHMYGOD, she thought in shocked excitement.

Kevin had jerked his pants down and now her face was jammed into his groin, his balls against her chin as she moaned around the base of his shaft. His hand kneaded her breast, and then he pulled back on her hair – about three or four inches, stopped, and shoved her down again, so that she gagged. He held her in position for a second, then pulled her up an inch, two, three, then shoved her back down once more.

At the same time she could feel the dildo pumping inside her, twisting and turning as it drilled deeper into the soft, quivering flesh of her lower belly. Her sister was fucking her with a dildo! How fucking perverted was that!? Yet it inflamed her mind and body as her mind became dazed from lack of air.

Kevin pulled her back up, and rubbed his cock over her face as she coughed and gulped in air. Then he released her hair – only to have Darcy take it in her hand. Daria gasped as her sister jerked her head up and back, chest heaving as Kevin kneaded both her breasts at the same time.

“You like my boyfriend’s cock, slut!?” Darcy breathed. “You like sucking his prick, whore?”

Daria moaned, unable to form words, literally trembling with the wild sexual excitement churning through her body and mine. Darcy forced her head down again, her mouth on Kevin’s cock, and she sucked frantically as her tongue stroked across the underside of the head. He abruptly pulled her back, fisting his cock, and then came – in her face.

Daria stared, gasping, panting, wild with passion and heat, stared in disbelief as he spat wad after wad over her face. She’d seen it in porn videos, but no guy had ever come in her face before. None had ever dared!

“Get her on her knees there,” she hard Kevin say. 

Then she was pulled back, and she gasped and moaned as Darcy forced her further from the sofa, forced her to ease back down onto her heels.

“Spread your legs, slut,” Darcy ordered, jerking on her hair.

Dazed, Daria complied, gasping as the base of the dildo came in contact with the floor. Her sister forced her to sit back down on her heels and spread her knees wide, and she felt the fever burning at her mind and body as Kevin stared at her. The dildo felt as though it were jammed against the back wall of her pussy as she sat staring, and she had no idea what to do, what to say, how to react.

“Go,” Kevin said.

Darcy released her hair and then – left the room. For a long moment Daria thought she was going to be alone now with Kevin, and he and she were going to do IT right here. But then as he removed his top and shorts, she saw that his cock was soft. No matter. She could make him hard!
“You want to be my little sex slave, Daria, like your sister?” Kevin asked with a grin.

“Y-yes!” she gasped, her voice fluttery.

“Yes … master,” he said.

She stared at him dazedly, eyes blinking. “Yes, master,” she all-but whispered.

“You going to be my slut, my bitch?”

“Yes, master!”

“Say it.”

“I’ll be your slut… master!”

Darcy walked back into the room, and now she was as naked as Daria. Daria stared at her with a sense of shock, for Darcy now wore studded leather restraints on her wrists and ankles, and a matching collar. 

“What do you want to do with this slut, master?” she asked, kneeling beside her sister.

“Get me a butt-plug.”

“Yes, master,” Darcy said with a smirk at her sister.

Kevin gripped Daria’s hair and pulled her firmly but gently forward, bending her over his legs, then slapping her ass.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She shifted her knees apart, moaning as Darcy handed him a butt-plug, then spread some lube on it. Gulping in air, Daria turned her eyes away and groaned as Kevin slowly forced the butt-plug through her tight, wrinkled little back opening and into her ass.

This was so fucking kinky and sick, she thought feverishly.

“Ungggh!” she moaned.

He slapped her ass back, then pumped the dildo slowly in and out of her pussy.

“Nasty little slut. Do you want to be fucked, slut?”

“Yes, master!” she gasped.

“Beg for it.”

“Please fuck me, master!”

“Say, please fuck your whore, master.”

“Please fuck your whore, master!”

He motioned to Darcy, and Daria yelped as her hair was yanked and she was guided back into the center of the room. Darcy forced her to bend over, pushing her face down to the floor. She slapped her bottom sharply.

“Raise that ass, slut,” she barked, “And spread your legs so you can be fucked hard.”

Kevin was rubbing his cock, and Daria whimpered with the torrid heat gripping her. She knelt, panting, moaning, her bottom stuck high, staring at Kevin as he stared at her. She felt the dildo pulled free of her pussy, and some movement behind her. Then she saw his eyes turn from her, going behind her. “Fuck this whore while I watch, slave,” he said.

Daria moaned uncertainly, then felt herself penetrated again. She groaned as the thick dildo pushed deep into her throbbing pussy, letting out a soft cry of pain as the nose jammed deep – just as Darcy’s hips ground against her buttocks.

She twisted her head around in shock as Darcy drew her hips back, and she realized her sister was wearing a strap-on dildo! Then Darcy grabbed her hair, yanking her head up and back as she thrust into her again, and started to pump.

“Ungh! Hungh! Hung! Hunggh! Hungh!” she cried as Darcy began to thrust savagely into her.

She was stunned, yet so feverish with heat, that as Kevin looked on, fisting his growing cock, even the knowledge that it was her sister fucking her, riding her, using her like a bitch with a strap-on, could not shatter the wall of heat gripping her mind. Instead the shocking, wicked perversion of it only inflamed her more deeply, and as Darcy yanked on her hair and rammed the dildo in and out of her pussy, the orgasm exploded within her.

She had never screamed in orgasm before. But she had never felt such a soul-shattering, all-encompassing sexual firestorm before. Her nervous system was overloaded, the intensity of the sensations searing her mind as she screamed in a high, warbling, animal wail of shocked ecstasy. The orgasm tore at her mind, flaying her body, going on and on and on to the point she thought she must surely die, and didn’t care. The only constant was the hard, fast, deep thrusting of Darcy’s cock – no, of the dildo – into her pussy, fucking her, pounding her, raping her.
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Daria slumped, dazed, eyes closed, gasping for breath. She groaned as Darcy continued to drive the dildo slowly into her spasming pussy. She gasped and her head twisted from side to side, trying to see behind her, her mouth opening as if to protest. This was all happening so fast, and everything seemed out of control. Her insides ached, but burned with excitement as the dildo pushed forward through the soft, moist flesh of her belly, and she gasped a loud as the nose jammed against the back wall of her pussy.

“Look at me, Daria,” Kevin said, crouching in front of her.

Daria’s wide eyes met his and he grinned. “Do you like it, slut?”

Daria moaned, then gasped again as Darcy slapped her bottom, then began to move her hips in a circular motion, twisting the dildo around inside her as she pumped in and out.

“You love being fucked hard, don’t you, slut,” Kevin teased. “You love being tied up and raped by a big, hard cock, don’t you.”

“Ohh! Unggh! Unggh! Ohh!” she gasped as Darcy thrust harder and faster.

“Rape her, Darcy. Rape her hard. Pound that cock into the nasty little slut while I watch.”
His filthy words inflamed Daria’s mind. They were the kind of words she had seen him use in the videos she’d watched of him and Darcy, the same kind of degrading, obscene, outrageous verbal attacks which had made her pussy spasm as she’d watched him on the computer.

She gasped and then cried out as Darcy gripped her soft hair and yanked her head up and back, lifting her head and shoulders off the floor. Darcy’s hips were slapping against her bottom now with enough force that Daria’s entire body shuddered and shook to the harsh thrusts. 

Kevin bent his head and kissed her, and his mouth ate at hers, his tongue and lips and teeth crushing against her as Darcy continued to rut against her. He reached a hand down and kneaded one of her breasts as it hung below her chest, his warm fingers setting her throbbing breast aflame, and then, even as Darcy slapped her ass and yanked on her hair, a massive orgasm tore through her, and she screamed into Kevin’s mouth as the passion overwhelmed her.





She lay on the floor, panting, languorous in he aftermath of the stunning orgasm, and hardly paid any attention to Kevin and Darcy as they placed the restraints around her ankles and wrists, and then slipped the collar around her throat. Then Kevin was taking her picture, and Darcy was pushing and turning her into poses as the camera flashed. She blinked up at it, befuddled, gasping then, as she realized, but her wrists were locked behind her back and so she was unable to cover herself.

“Kevviiiin!” she whined in protest.

“Show me how hot and sexy you are, Daria,” Kevin said as the camera snapped again and again.

“Ungh!” she gasped as Darcy pulled back on her hair to make her back arch.

It was … discomfiting, but exciting to be posed and to have pictures like this taken of her. It made her a little giddy, breathless, and at the same time anxious. She knew it was dangerous. After all, if anyone saw her like this - but she was sure Kevin and 

Darcy wouldn’t allow the pictures to get out, and … and things were happening so fast! She had no time to stop ad think and consider. She was on a wild thrill ride and she didn’t even know where it was heading

Even when Darcy unclipped her wrist restraints, essentially freeing her, she posed as directed, though she gasped at each order even as she obeyed it.

Ohmygod, she thought, as she bent over, spreading her legs so he could take pictures of her ass and pussy. Ohmgod I’m not doing this, she thought as she slid her hand back between her legs and her fingers spread her pussy lips open for the camera. Oh fuck, she thought, as she lay on her back and spread her legs wide, wide apart, holding the end of the dildo, with most of it stuffed up her pussy, and the camera snapping again and gain and again.

Her wrists were clipped behind her back again, and Darcy and Kevin put her on her knees before him.

“Suck cock, slut,” Kevin growled in a mock nasty voice.

She gasped in wicked delight, then began to lick and suck at his balls and semi-flaccid prick. It was soon hard, and she began to bob her lips up and down its length. It was at least a minute or two before she noticed Darcy, out of the corner of her eye, videotaping what she was doing. Then she felt another hot shudder ripple through her even as Kevin thrust his fat cock deep into her throat.

She bobbed her lips slowly up and down, grinding her nose against his groin, then pulled her lips and back panting and coughing weakly. “fuck me, Kevin!’ she panted.

Then she yelped as Darcy slapped her ass hard. She turned angrily but was jerked back around by Kevin’s grip on her hair. “That’s master to you, slut.”

She looked at him in slight confusion, then remembered the videos and how he made Darcy call him master.

“Yes, master!” she panted excitedly.

“Are you my slut, Daria?” he purred.

“Yes, master! I’m your slut, master!”

“Are you my whore, my bitch?”

“I’m your bitch whore, master!” she moaned. “I’m your slut slave, master! Please fuck your nasty, dirty little slut whore!”

“I don’t know if you’ve done enough to deserve having my wonderful cock in your nasty slut body,’ Kevin said, pulling her forward by the hair, dragging the moaning young teen across his lap and giving her bottom a sharp slap. Are you going to be an obedient little slut slave?”

“Yes, master,” she moaned as he stroked his fingers across her clit.

He slowly pulled the butt plug out of her back passage as she gasped and moaned. She felt briefly empty, but then he slid a dildo into her in its place, and she gasped as it pushed slowly into her belly, sliding much deeper than he butt plug.

“Do you think I should rape your slut sister, Darcy?” he asked, slowly twisting and pumping the dildo in her ass.

“No, master,” Darcy said.

“No? She looks like she needs a good raping. “ He twisted Daria’s head up and back by the hair. “D you need a good raping, Daria?” he purred.

“Yes, master!” she moaned. “Please rape me, master!”

“Your sister wants to be raped, Darcy,” he said.

“The neighbors have a large male dog,” Darcy said. “We could brig it over and have it mount her. She‘s such a filthy slut she‘d probably love it.

Daria gasped at the filthy suggestion, and then yelped as Kevin slapped her bottom again.

“Please fuck me, master,” she said. “I‘m much better than my slut sister.”

“Oho,” Kevin chortled. “Are you now?””

Darcy slapped her ass stingingly and Daria gasped in pain. 

“She’s not better. She just has more experiencing since she’s fucked every boy and man who ever asked her since she grew breasts,” Darcy said.

It was a lie, but an outrageous and exciting one which fit with the bizarre game they were playing.

“And have you ever taken it up the ass during all those times, slut?” Kevin asked, driving the dildo deep as the squirming girl moaned and writhed.

“Yes, master!” she groaned.

“You have a tight little ass,” he said. “I think you need to be fucked up the ass. Don’t you, slut?”

“Yea, master,” she groaned, rolling her hips back helplessly. “Please fuck my ass!”

“But you haven’t demonstrated that you’re worthy of my cock yet, slave,” Kevin said.

He motioned Darcy forward, then turned her and locked her restraints together behind her back too. He stood up, grinning down at the sisters, and gripped a thick fistful of hair from each girl, then mashed their faces together around his cock. “Suck my cock, you filthy little whores,” he growled.

Darcy slipped her lips around his cock, and Daria pushed he face in to mouth one of his balls, sucking and licking it as he thrust himself deep into her sister’s throat. He tightened his grip on their hair, and then began to jerk Darcy’s face in and out, working his hips at the same time, fucking her mouth and throat so that she gagged and choked. He pulled out completely, letting her cough and gasp, and pulled Daria’s mouth against his cock, then slid into it, letting her suck him for long seconds before pulling harder and forcing her lips down his shaft to the base .

He yanked her head back then, and fucked her throat in rough, harsh strokes, so that she, like Darcy gagged and made wet, choking sounds. He pulled out and then thrust himself into Darcy’s mouth and throat, then did the same to Daria again “We’ll see which of you will be the top bitch in my little slave kennel,” he growled.

He used both roughly, one after the other, thrusting his cock into them and thrusting in and out as he pulled each sister’s face into his groin and held it there. He stopped, gasping, his cock throbbing and purple, dripping saliva, and held both of the gasping, panting girls by the hair as they knelt and swayed at this knees.

“Fuck!” he gasped, gulping in air.

He threw Darcy down on her back, then dragged Daria back a few feet and threw her down as well, dropping to his knees, straddling Darcy’s head, and grabbing Daria’s thighs and hips to lift and shove her over. He reached down and guided his cock into Darcy’s open mouth, then dropped forward onto his elbows and began to lick eagerly at Daria’s moist pussy.

He drove his hips down, driving his cock deep into Darcy’s throat, his knees squeezing her between them to hold her in position as his ass rose and fell in slow, deep strokes. His tongue whipped excitedly over Daria’s swollen clit as he fucked Darcy’s throat, and his fingers alternately kneaded her buttocks, or slid up her body to squeeze and massage her breasts.

The dildo was jammed so deep into Daria’s hot, tight little pussy by then that only an inch or so stuck out through the straining lips of her sex. He was able to actually press his chin down against the base of the dildo as he licked at her, and the furious movement of his tongue soon had the girl writhing and cursing and grinding up against him. That excitement transmitted itself to him and his own eagerness caused his hips to thrust more rapidly as he fucked Darcy’s mouth and throat, and she gagged and choked and gasped weakly for breath as his thick cock pumped rapidly in her tight throat.

Daria arched and bucked as the violent convulsions of a massive orgasm swept over her. She cried out again and again as Kevin’s lapping tongue send shimmering waves of orgiastic pleasure rolling through her nervous system. Her orgasm blew Kevin over the edge, and he exploded within Darcy’s throat, grunting and gasping and rutting desperately down into her as his cock spat thick white wads of silvery semen deep into her belly.

It was the hardest he’d ever fucked her throat, and almost as soon as his cock began to soften he forced his hips up and pulled himself free of her. Darcy sucked in a deep, desperate breath of air, arching painfully, gasping and moaning and coughing as he rolled off her and slowly sat up. He stared at the two sisters, both laying there, chests heaving, gasping for breath, and wondered how he’d gotten so lucky.

But now was the time to strike, while they were both dazed and weak, before they could get their minds functioning properly and their old inhibitions set in. He sat up and spun Darcy around, then did the same to Daria, and flipped her onto her belly. The younger sister groined and stared blearily at her sister’s naked groin before her. The dildo had been driven so deep into Darcy that the base was actually flush with her pussy lips.

“Suck that pussy, bitch,” Kevin ordered breathlessly. “I came, you came, now it’s time for my other slave bitch to have her come. Put your mouth on her wet pussy and start licking.”

In the normal course of events, of course, that was just about the last thing Daria would have wanted to do to any woman, but most especially to her own sister, but Kevin wasn’t giving her time to think about it, or tie to resist his urgent demands. “Do it, slut! Show me how hot you are for my cock! Lick that pussy, slave bitch. Show me you‘re my whore! Lick it like I licked you.”

He jammed her face in against Darcy’s pussy, then yanked her hips up into the air and slapped her bottom. “Lick, slut!”

Panting, moaning, dazed, Daria licked. It was a new taste, a new sensation, and a novel experience to be licking another girl’s pussy, but she did it, her tongue lapping the small, swollen clit as Kevin kneaded her breast and rubbed his fingers across her own clit.

“Lick that pussy!” Kevin growled. “Lick that pussy, you fuck-hungry little whore!”

He began to pump the dildo in and out of Daria’s pussy, and she groaned and gasped and yelped as he jammed it deep, but her tongue lapped and slurped and licked across Darcy’s pussy almost without thought of who or what she was doing. Passion overwhelmed any thought of reason or inhibitions, and the wild fever heat made it impossible to think as she gave herself fully to the wild, wicked sexual thrills of Kevin’s dark fantasies.

Wasn’t lesbianism fashionable anyway? Hadn’t she fooled around, many times, with other girls, to tease the boys, groping and kissing them while the boys looked on excitedly? This was just carrying that to its ultimate conclusion, and her pussy throbbed and burned as Kevin urged her on and thrust the dildo into her. His fingers stroked her clit as he drove the dildo in, pausing every few seconds to slap her bottom sharply and call her his whore or his slut or his bitch. How wild and kinky and dirty!

Darcy lay helpless before her, chest still heaving as she sought to recover her breath from the long, deep throat fucking she’d just undergone, and her mind still fuzzy from lack of oxygen. Dazed, she raised her head and looked down, eyes fluttering, confused at seeing Daria there between her legs, licking and sucking at her clit. Daria!? But she lay her head back with a moan, eyes slitted, head pounding as she groaned and rolled her hips up towards the source of the soft, shimmering pleasure building within her groin.

As her dizziness faded, though, she became more aware of what was happening, and felt a sense of shocked disbelief - muffled by the heat and sexual excitement filling her - that Daria was eating her pussy. Daria!? That was… sick! A part of her felt a deep sense of discomfort with that on several levels. But another part of her looked down at her sister’s bound wrists, and the way Kevin gripped her hair tightly and shoved her face forward, and felt a dark heat at her submissiveness. Another part of her felt a sense of satisfaction that Daria was being forced to service her - instead of fucking her boyfriend like she’d wanted to. The little slut!

The thought that Daria might be being taken advantage of by Kevin didn’t even enter her mind. The little slut had been begging for it for days, the way she’d been mooning around him in tight shorts and revealing tops, flirting with him and doing everything but taking his dick out and fondling it. And her mocking Darcy for her kinky submissive games had stung, so it was quite satisfying to see her helpless, face flushed with heat as Kevin told her what a cheap little slut she was.

Yeah, lick me, you little slut, Darcy thought as the sexual heat rose and the passion wrapped itself tightly around her mind. 

Kevin shoved the dildo deep into Daria’s pussy, then pulled the one out of her ass and moved behind her. His cock was throbbing and hot as he drove it into the small, wrinkled hole, and he gripped Daria’s hips, holding her firmly in place as he thrust his cock halfway up her ass in a single stroke.

“Ungghhh!” Daria cried, her head coming up.

“Lick that pussy, slut slave,” Kevin growled. “You’re my sex slave, remember? And it’s past time I fucked you up this tight ass of yours.”

He jammed her face back down against Darcy’s pussy as he began to screw his hips around and pulled his cock back. He pushed forward, sliding several more inches into the quivering young girl, and held her hair in one hand, freeing his other to roughly grope one of her breasts.

Daria gasped and groaned, but the dildo had loosened her up considerably, and soon Kevin’s big cock was working smoothly in and out of her. It was a new sensation, and after the initial discomfort, both physical and mental, she started to feel a wildly building sense of thrilled excitement. She was being fucked in the ass! It didn’t hurt, either! It felt - wild!

Kevin was fucking her in the ass!

“Ahh, what a tight little asshole you have, slave slut,” Kevin groaned. “It was made to suck cock, just like your mouth.”

He let his body come down atop hers, his chest firmly against her back and bound arms as he bit and licked and kissed at the nape of her neck. 

“Lick that pussy, bitch,” he panted, his breath warm against her ear. “Lick that pussy for me, you slut slave. Do you like my cock up your ass? Do you, slave?”
“Y-yesss,” Daria gasped.

“Nasty little whore. Hey, Darcy, your little sister has a tight asshole,” he said, his hips working in and out. “You want me to fuck her harder?”

Darcy stared up at him, glassy eyed, moaning as she rolled her hips up against Daria’s tongue.

“Fuck her ass,” she gasped weakly.

“Beg me to fuck her ass,” he growled, reaching past Daria and shoving down hard on Darcy’s thighs to spread her wider.

“Please fuck Daria’s ass… master,” Darcy groaned.

She groaned aloud and rolled her head back. “Fuck her whore ass! Rape her asshole, Master. Ream her out.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Kevin grunted. “Your sister wants me to rape your ass, Daria. Shove that dildo up her whore cunt for her.”

Daria, gasping, pressed her chin against the base and put her weight behind it, rewarded by a shuddering groan of pain from Darcy.

“Now suck her clit. Do it, slave!”
Daria sucked at Darcy’s clit, her body shuddering to the steady thrusting of Kevin’s cock into her ass, and his hips slapping against her upraised buttocks.

Kevin reached past her and gripped the dildo, pulling it free, and rubbing her face against her sister’s sopping pussy opening.

“Stick your tongue into her, slut. Drink her pussy cream. Stick it deep, fuck toy! See how wet your slut sister is!? Lick it! Suck it!

Daria moaned weakly, gasping to the steady thrusting into her ass. She licked excitedly at Darcy’s open pussy, pushing her tongue inside, tasting her sister’s warm cream, deliciously outraged by what she was doing, by how dark and kinky it was. It was dirty, nasty! It was gross! But it was wildly exciting and she mashed her lips against Darcy’s pussy opening as she speared her tongue as deep as she could and stroked it along the inside of her sister’s glistening pink pussy walls.

It was all so hot, so hedonistic, so thrilling, and Kevin’s cock pumping in her ass felt so raw, so animalistic, so incredibly sexual as it thumped achingly away at the back wall of her ass! She felt another orgasm sweep up around her and carry it off in its embrace, crying out again and again as wave after wave of passion and pleasure tore through her.

She all but collapsed, and Kevin reached past her, thrusting the dildo deep into Darcy’s wet hole again, making her cry out as it plunged deep, then seizing her slim hips, and yanking her up and forward to bring his own mouth against her clit, licking expertly, furiously as she began to writhe and twist and cry out through her own orgasm. And then, finally, still pumping hard into Daria’s ass, his cock exploded and his own orgasm washed over him.
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Despite their powerful orgasms, both girls were still in the grip of a dark, erotic passion. But they were calmer, and their minds were focused. They glowered at each other sulkily, resentfully, as they knelt facing one another, still bound, dildos still protruding from their pussies and bottoms. 

Darcy had not expected her sister to so readily join in with them when she had forced the issue. She had expected her to squeal and run away, face red with embarrassment. Yet she was the one who had cuffed her, stripped her top off, and then her bottom. She was the one who had told her to suck Kevin’s cock. She had even started their involvement together by slapping her ass (not that that had been unpleasant!) and then jamming the dildo somewhat harshly into her sister’s pussy.

You wanted a cock, slut, she had thought at the time, well how about this!?

So she was hardly in a position to object now that Daria had taken part in their nasty little game, and was still taking part. She could hardly protest that Kevin had let her suck his cock, or that he had fucked her in the ass. She could not really object to anything, and that frustrated and irritated her, because she did not want to be in some kind of bondage ménage a trois with her own fucking sister!

But what was she supposed to do about it now? Especially given, she reluctantly had to admit, how fucking hot this was, how incredibly sexual and exciting and wild a scene, and how much her body purred with sexual hunger and delight as they knelt like a pair of naked slave girls at Kevin’s feet.

Daria had the same doubts, but was far more eager for things to continue. This was all new and wild, like a door opening in her life. It didn’t bother her now that she was doing it with Darcy. In fact, it was kind of reassuring. On the other hand, she felt much put-upon in the way Darcy had stripped her and cuffed her and slapped her butt and then had mounted her like a bitch in heat and used a strap-on to fuck her. All of that put Darcy above her, so to speak, and the fact she had been forced to lick Darcy’s pussy made it even worse. 

Darcy was always playing the big sister card, like a year mattered! She was stronger and older, and Daria had always resented it, and always sought to ensure she was not subservient to Darcy. Now, even though Darcy was shackled just like her, she felt again that sense of rivalry, and the need to put herself ahead of her sister.

“What a couple of hot, fucking rape toys, you two are,” Kevin said as he stood over them. “I’d like to invite my football team to come in and gangbang the two of you. Bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, sluts.”

“Yes, master!” Daria exclaimed, eyes hot.

“You’re a bigger slut tan your whore sister, aren’t you, Daria,” he said in amusement.

“I’m a much bigger slut than her, master!” Daria said proudly.

“Well you must be because you like licking pussy as well as sucking cock. Isn’t that right, slave?”

Daria hesitated. “Uhm, yes, master.”

“Maybe you’d like to lick her pussy again then.”

“But it’s her turn, master!” Daria protested.

“I’m not licking your pussy, you dyke,” Darcy said.

“You bitches are looking for a spanking,” Kevin said.

“But I licked her already, master!” Daria whined.

“Slut,” Darcy said.

“Whore!” Daria replied.

Kevin gripped their hair at the back of their heads and yanked back, causing both girls to gasp in pain. He twisted them around to face each other, then jammed them forward so their breasts pillowed out against one another.

“Kiss,” he ordered. “on the lips.”

Both girls were rebellious, but he jammed their lips together, and twisted his fingers in their hair, causing them to open their mouths in pain.

“Kiss, you sluts. I want to see tongue,” he ordered.

But they remained reluctant, glowering indignantly at one another.

Kevin muttered and pulled the girls to their feet. He led them from the room and downstairs to the basement, then shoved them down onto their knees on the concrete floor. He got a short spreader bar and attached that from its central hook to a chain which went over the beam in the center of the ceiling. Then he dragged Darcy to her feet, unhooked her restraints, and pulled her beneath the bar. He clipped her wrists to the opposite ends of the bar, then lifted her sister to her feet.

Daria licked her lips anxiously, excitedly, wondering what he intended to do next. Her stomach churned with passion and eagerness but her chest was tight with heat as he unclipped her restraints, as well, then drew her arm up and clipped her right wrist against the same bar, but facing Darcy. She drew back a little, but Kevin had no difficult clipping her other wrist to the opposite end of the bar so the sisters were only a foot or so apart, face to face, their breasts almost touching.

He grinned at them and slapped Darcy’s bottom. “Spread your legs apart, slut. You too, whore,” he said to Darcy.

The girls obeyed doubtfully, for spreading their legs lowered them, and pulled their wrists in tighter together – making it hard not to touch each other. They both leaned forward, their bottoms stuck out, legs straight and spread, as Kevin ran his hands excitedly over the smooth, deliciously soft round flesh of their bottoms.

“Fuck you two have gorgeous asses,” he said.

He eased the dildo out of Darcy’s pussy, then thrust it back, pumping it in and out as he ran his fingers expertly across her clit in just the way she liked it. He saw her eyes starting to flutter and her head drawing back, and grinned, feeling a surge of power and control that made his cock pulse. He pulled the dildo out and then went to the corner, finding what he was looking for and returning.

It was a much longer dildo, a twenty inch long, double-headed dildo, and he had little difficulty working it up deep into Darcy’s moist pussy. He left it there, grabbed Darcy’s left ankle and Daria’s right, and pulled them together, clipping them together before either could react.

This forced their bodies together, and both girls looked away uncomfortably as their breasts pillowed out together.

Kevin clipped their other ankles together, then reached up and tried to push their hips together. They both resisted a bit, but he got their bellies together, and then bent the flexible dildo and thrust it up into Daria’s pussy. He grinned and went to the wall, where he had installed a small crank, and began to turn the wheel. The spreader bar pulled up, and the girls gasped, raising their heads back, staring up as they were forced to draw their legs in tighter and tighter together, until both girls were on their toes, bodies tightly pressed together.

Then he turned the crank another notch, and their toes left the floor, dangling just above it as they gasped and groaned helplessly.

“Now I think we’re going to get a lesson in togetherness, girls,” Kevin said, picking up the flog.

Daria could not help feeling a hot surge in bubbling heat between her legs. The dildo twisted and shifted inside her as she and Darcy moved, and her breasts were rubbing, grinding and mashing hotly against Darcy’s even as Kevin showed her a whip, a real honest to goodness whip. She felt a hot spike of excitement accompanied by a sudden sense of anxious fear. She was not into pain, and not, she knew, as tough as Darcy.

As if reading her mind, Darcy turned towards her and smirked. “All you have to do is admit you’re a poor little virginal girl and he’ll untie you and send you away,” she said in a smirking tone.

“Fuck you, bitch!” Daria panted.

Darcy started to say something back but her face was suddenly contorted as her head jerked back, and she let out a short cry of pain even as Daria heard the sound of the whip hitting her. She let out a helpless whimper of excitement and fear as Darcy’s eyes opened again, and gave her another smirking look. Then her head jerked back again at another blow, and then another, as Darcy gasped and moaned and Daria stared over her shoulder at Kevin wielding the whip.

“You two fuck-toys have to remember that sex-slaves do as their masters tell them to,” he taunted them, slashing the flog down across Darcy’s back again.

He moved around behind Daria, and her heart beat like a hammer, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she gulped in air. The tension cut deeply into her excitement, and it was on the tip of her lips to say no, to call it off. But then the flog hit her, and she cried out instead, gasping and jerking against her sister’s body.

But it really wasn’t that bad, she realized. In fact, it was just a little flurry of stings. 

Excitement spiraled up again, as she groaned and kicked her legs a little, pulling at her sister’s own ankles. The flog cut across her back once more and again she squealed in a strange, elated sense of excitement mixed with a small gasp of pain. This was so wild and kinky!

“I think you bitches are making too much noise,” Kevin said.

He put down the flog, went to the corner, where he had a box of sex toys, and came back with another double-headed dildo. Then he jerked back on Darcy’s hair, forcing her head far back, and shoved the dildo into her open mouth. He measured about halfway along its length, forcing ten inches down Darcy’s throat, then released her hair, and gripped Daria’s hair instead.

Very didn’t understand his intentions, at first, and when he fed the dildo into her open mouth she offered up no resistance. But then he pushed her head closer and closer to her sister, feeding the dildo into her throat, and pressed their faces together until their lips met, pressing against each other around the shaft of the big, double headed dildo.

Kevin gripped the rings in the center of their collars, and produced a very short clip, locking them together, and while each girl could pull and jerk her head a bit she couldn’t, on her own, pull back far enough to remove the dildo from her mouth and throat.

Then, even the chance they might figure out how to do so disappeared as Kevin twisted Darcy’s hair together into a tail at the top of her head, did the same to Daria, and then pulled the tails together and tied them with cord.

Daria was trying to cope with a dildo in her throat. She had some expertise in deep-throating, but not as much as Darcy. Darcy had long since figured out how to breath – after a fashion – with a cock in her throat. Daria was now red-faced and squirming as she tried frantically to suck in air around the plug filling her mouth and throat.

Kevin picked up the flog and resumed his whipping, slashing the thin leather laces against Daria’s back so that she twisted and squirmed and jerked against her sister. She became light-headed from lack of oxygen, then black dots danced before her eyes.

Kevin put down the flog, and undid the cord, then pulled their heads apart as one, drawing the dildo out of Daria’s throat. She gasped and coughed and gulped in air, moaning and hanging limply as he resumed whipping them both.

Both sisters were gasping weakly, groaning, breathing hard, more concerned with that than anything else, and so had pretty much forgotten their resentment towards each other.

As they got their breath back they began to twist and writhe and yelp at the stinging flogging, but neither of them protested. And when Kevin pressed their lips together and ordered them to kiss they did so, their lips moist, their mouths warm as their tongues moved back and forth together.

Kevin stood beside them, a hand on the dildos protruding from the sisters’ back openings, and began to pump them in and out rhythmically. He leaned in at the same time, pressing his face in between theirs, kissing both in turn, joining his tongue with both sisters at once, as all three mouths slid moistly together, their tongues dancing and twisting and writhing.

As the moved and writhed and twisted, their pussies ground together, the flexible dildo bent up and pressing hard against the top of the mouth of each girl’s pussy so that their clits were actually grinding against one another after a fashion. The wild thrill of sexual decadence and outrageous perversion gripped both sisters, and with the dildos thrusting up and down in their bottoms, their breasts rubbing and grinding together, and the hardness of the dildos inside them, first Daria and then Darcy both climaxed violently.

When Kevin let them down both gasped and groaned weakly, and he had no difficulty putting them on all fours, bottom to bottom. He inserted the second double-headed dildo into their backsides, kept the first in their pussies, and then jammed them back against each other. He drew their wrists straight down their bodies, and locked them together, strapped their legs together, and then ordered them to start slapping and grinding their bottoms together.

A few blows from the flog across their bare backs got them into motion, and then their gasping, moaning, panting, whimpering excitement soon became evident as they ground themselves together.

Daria felt more than a little crazed. Every time she thought Kevin had dragged her into the dirtiest possible sexual activity he pulled her down further. But the more outrageous it was the more feverish she felt herself becoming. Now she was tied to her sister, and could feel the hard pressure of the dildos up inside her belly, as well as Darcy’s soft buttocks against her own.

They were grinding and thrusting against one another, both of them hot, both of them feeling like wild beasts as the sex heat consumed their minds. Kevin was turning her into a beast, Daria thought wildly, heatedly, excitedly, as she gasped and moaned and drove herself back against her sister’s bottom. Oh God it felt so good!

Kevin moved from one sister to the other, driving his straining red prick deep into each girl’s throat, pumping it slowly in and out, then pulling out and switching sisters. All the while Daria and Darcy jammed their pussies back against one another, gasping and groaning and jerking in quivering sexual heat. Kevin moved excitedly around, urging them on, then left them alone to run upstairs for the camera. He returned to get the final moments before their joint orgasm, and then to record their cries of pleasure as the sisters slapped their buttocks together and rolled their heads back in feverish passion.

* * * * *

There was no resistance to each other now. The sisters were drained and sore, but still gripped by a sexual hunger and feral pleasure which made them both sexual animals. They posed together for Kevin’s pictures, and then, untied, made tired, wearily hot love to one another, their tongues and breasts rolling together, their hands caressing one another as Kevin taped their lewd, lesbian love.

He got them into a sixty-nine, and filmed their moist pink tongues sliding across each other’s throbbing clits, and recorded it as they licked each other to another powerful orgasm.

It was all just an incredibly wild experience for him. He’d always enjoyed his sex with Darcy, and the bondage and domination had only made that more passionate, more wild, more exciting. But doing it with Darcy and her sister at once was beyond his wildest fantasies, and he was exultant at his control over them both, at their eagerness to explore his dark imagination.

There was something about the way Daria was responding to it all which pulled at his mind. Oh Darcy was excited, but then Darcy had always been game for some wild, rough, nasty sex. Daria, on the other hand, seemed enthralled, completely captivated by the idea of herself as a sex slave, as a creature of submissive sex. Was there anything Daria would refuse, he wondered, as long as the pain remained bearable?

And what amount of pain could she take given how aroused she was? With Darcy, her toughness was more a matter of refusing to admit she was just a girl, but with Daria he thought that the pain could actually lead to more heat and passion. Daria had more of an imagination than her sister, and looked like she was getting into submissive bondage a lot faster than it had taken Darcy.

The girls were about all fucked out for now, he thought, but he was going to try and continue on with Daria, and see what that produced. He gripped her hair and pulled the groaning girl back to her feet, then locked her wrists up and apart to the spreader bar again. He pulled her ankles well apart, as well, so that she once again hung from her wrists, spread-eagled in mid-air.

He pushed a ball-gag into her mouth, for it looked like she was thinking about complaining. Then he stuffed dildos back into her and grinned.

“Sex slave!” he breathed, his lips inches from her own straining pink lips.

He turned and went back to Darcy, who was just sitting up, shoving the tangled hair out of her eyes, and bent over. “I want to play around a little with your sisters’ mind and see where it goes,” he whispered.

She shrugged and made a face. “Go get the mirror from our room,” he said. “The big one propped in the corner.”
He went across the room and dug into their supply of emergency equipment, pulling out a double handful of candles. They were large and thick, meant for a long blackout, but he had a better use for them now. He set them on the floor in a wide circle around where Daria hung, lighting them just as Darcy carried down the full-length mirror he’d been meaning to mount on the inside of their closet door forever.

He put the mirror down in front of Daria, and pulled it back so she could see most of herself in it, then propped it there and followed Darcy upstairs, turning off the lights and leaving Daria be for a while.

“God I ache all over,” Darcy sighed.

“Then you need a nice hot bath, slave,” he said, his arm around her.

“Hmmm,” she said, not disagreeing.

He led her into the bathroom, and removed the leather restraints, then the two climbed into the big tube together, and kissed softly and gently, enjoying each other’s company while they soaked in the hot water. He got out at one point and got them a couple of beers, then they washed slowly, kissed even more slowly, and relaxed together.

“I want to pierce your sister,” he said.

“I thought you already did,” she said with a smirk.

“I mean her nipples and pussy. Maybe her tongue, too.”

“She’s not your fucking dog, you know,” she said. 

“I dunno,” he said, grinning. “She could be our little pet, you know, crawling around, begging for dinner…”

She snorted doubtfully.

“She seems to really be into bondage,” he said.

Darcy shrugged. “It’s new, and she always wants to do what I do, and she always wants my boyfriends.”

“Yeah but she really seems to be getting into it. You seen her eyes? She’s really wild for it.”

She glowered at him. “You looking for a new girlfriend?”

“Fuck no! I was just thinking that we could make her into a our kind of, like, French maid, you know,” he said. “Look, if we play this right she might actually get off on the thought of our ‘making her’ do the vacuuming and wash the dishes and do the laundry. How would you like that?”

Darcy laughed. “You think you can make doing the laundry an exciting experience for her?”

“Yeah I think so.”

“You think you could make me hot doing the laundry?” she asked with a grin.

“You’d be a challenge,” he said. “You really hate the laundry.”

She laughed.

“We’ll make her our sex slave,” he said in a dramatic voice, giving her a daring look.

“Oh please.”

“I bet it would be pretty hot. You could use the flog on her when she didn’t wash the dishes properly.”

She laughed again, but was clearly intrigued.

“Get her a nice, hot, sexy outfit, and see what we can do with your hot assed little sister,” he said.

Darcy shrugged. “As long as she goes along with it.”
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Daria moaned excitedly as she stared at herself in the mirror. The light in the basement was dim and golden, as the candles flickered around her. It was all so intense, such a wild, thrill ride! She groaned and squeezed her pussy around the fat dildo Kevin had stuffed up her, and rolled her head, arching her back a little. It was a dirty movie come to life, and despite how her body ached, despite how tired she was, she felt immersed in a dark fantasy.

Her shoulders and wrists and arms ached, and the ache was getting worse. She was gulping in air weakly, and drooling helplessly around the ball gag holding her lips wide. Her body felt all heavy and stretched out below her, and her spine and legs and arms ached stiffly from being unable to bend.

At first, she thought Kevin would be right back, and maybe Darcy, as well, but as long minutes passed she hung more and more limply, groaning weakly, and alone, she felt herself slipping more deeply into the dark fantasy, her pussy throbbing, her stomach fluttering, her body pulsing, despite her exhaustion.

She felt herself drifting in a dark miasma of sexually charged fantasies and thoughts, her body tingling and throbbing, her inhibitions evaporating. 

She had no idea how much time had passed, though she knew it was far more than she had expected, before Kevin returned – alone. She shuddered in excitement and anxiety as he ran his hands over her taut body, and told her what a hot slut slave she was.

“You might even be hotter than Darcy,” he said with a grin, his lips brushing along the nape of her neck.

He bent and sucked on the center of her breasts, then caught her nipples between his teeth, slowly closing them, grinding them, crushing them until Daria cried out into the gag and arched her back, jerking against the restraints.

“Darcy and you both have beautiful nipples,” he said, mouthing and sucking more gently. “She says hers are incredibly sensitive now since they were pierced.

He rolled her nipples between his fingers. “Maybe we should pierce your nipples, too,” he said. “And your pussy.”

He reached down, his fingers stroking across her clit, and Daria moaned and arched. He leaned in, chewing lightly on the nape of her neck, stroking her to another orgasm, and grinned as she writhed and twisted and cried out into the gag, pleasure consuming her.

He gripped two fistfuls of hair on either side of her head, and jerked her head up and back, grinning at her glassy eyes. “You want to be my fuck toy, don’t you, Daria!? You want to be my sex slave! You want me to put you in chains and give you to all my friends to let them fuck you up the ass!”

He bit into the nape of her neck, and released her hair, his hands sliding down the smooth length of her back, his fingers digging into her buttocks as he rained soft bites along her neck and shoulder.

Daria watched, panting, moaning, as he left her alone again, but he returned within minutes, holding a tray of small things, including, she realized with a little shudder of excitement and fear, needles and rings. She moaned and drooled around the gag as he set them down and then picked up a small bottle. He soaked a cotton ball in an alcohol substance, then rubbed her stiff, tingling nipples.

Grinning at her, he said “sex slave,” in a soft, throaty growl, then gripped her nipple in his fingers and pinched it, pulling it out, stretching it as he thrust the needle into it from the side.

Darcy cried out in pain at the sudden sharp jolt, but it was soon over, though her nipple throbbed. She moaned again as she watched him insert a stainless steel ring in her nipple, then pick up the needle again and pinch her other nipple. 

She soon had two nipple rings, and felt a swelling heat within her belly once again, for Darcy had the same thing, after all, and Daria thought they looked incredibly hot.

Kevin moved around her, and his hands roamed her torso. Then he undid the strap holding the gag in place, and gently worked it out of her mouth. Daria gasped and panted weakly.

Kevin produced a vibrator and worked the dildo out of her, then slid the buzzing sex toy up inside. It had a little clit tickler which hooked over the top of her pussy and buzzed energetically against her oversensitive clit, and she groaned and arched weakly.

He kissed her softly on the lips, and she moaned and kissed him back, feeling sparkles of delight and pleasure as his fingers combed softly gently through her hair.

“Now I want you to read this for me,” he said, grinning as he held up a piece of computer typed paper. The words were large, and easy to read, and Daria’s pussy throbbed as she read them.

“Read it out loud, my little sex slave,” he whispered. “Read it with feeling.”

“I’m a filthy fucking whore cunt!” Daria said, her chest tightening at the words. “I’m a bitch slut fuck toy whose body is made for fucking! I need to be raped every day! I need to be gang-banged, and throat raped, and have my ass reamed out! I’m Kevin’s dirty little fuck slut and I want to be his sex slave! Kevin is my master and I am his nasty little bitch dog slut in heat! I want to crawl before him and lick his feet and suck his cock and beg him to whip me and rape me!”

She raised her eyes in delighted disbelief. “This is all so nasty!” she said excitedly.

“And you’re a nasty girl, aren’t you, sex slave!?”

“Oh yesssss!” she groaned as he twisted and pumped the vibrator slowly against her.

“Keep reading, sex slave.”

“I’m a dirty girl!” she groaned. “I’m a dirty, nasty girl who needs to be punished and tortured! I’m a sex slave and my body belongs to anyone who wants it! I’m a thing made for fucking and raping!”

“Wow!” she moaned as he toyed with her new nipple rings. “ohh, that hurts,” she whined.

“But you’re a nasty girl who needs to be hurt,” he said with a grin.

“I need to be fucked!” she said with breathless excitement.

“I definitely agree!”

She watched him hungrily as he reached down and gripped her ankles. He lifted them up and bent her knees back, then raised her ankles higher still, then even higher, grunting with effort as he drew them up and back so high they were pressed against her own hands. A few moments later they were locked in place to the ends of the spreader bar. Kevin then released her wrists and let her unbend, and then clipped chains to her wrist restraints and pulled them down and apart.

She found herself in exactly the same position as she had been in before – spread-eagled – except now it was her fingers almost brushing the floor instead of her toes.

“Kevin!” she moaned.

“Master, say master, slut toy.”

“Master!” she groaned.

He knelt behind her and gripped her hair, pulling her head slowly back – back – back further, and lifting it up behind her, then thrust his stiff cock into her gaping mouth and straight into her throat.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned. “Swallow that prick, sex slave. Suck my cock, fuck toy.”

He pumped slowly in and out of her gagging throat, then picked up the pace, thrusting hard and fast, overcome by excitement. His come spewed out as he drew back, and he washed it across the gasping girl’s face before releasing her.

His tension eased, he went to work piercing Daria’s pussy, and for good measure, pierced her clit as well as her labia. He gagged her, then went upstairs, re-recorded the tape he’d just taken of her, edited in her groans and gasps and cries of pleasure, and then set it to loop and brought it back downstairs.

He took her portable stereo out of her room in the basement, brought it to the unfinished section where she hung, and started the machine, then lit the candles around her once more and went back upstairs, firmly shutting the door behind him.

“Daria okay?” Darcy asked. 

“Oh she’s fine,” he said with a grin.

She raised her eyebrows. “She’s not still hanging from her wrists is she?’ 

“No I wouldn’t leave her hanging by her wrists this long,” he said.

She nodded, satisfied and continued on to the living room. He joined her, and they watched TV for a while, then went to bed. He waited for her to fall asleep, then slipped out of bed and back down to the basement where he spent quite a while using vibrators, as well as dildos and his tongue and fingers to drive the gagged teenager into paroxysms of orgasmic pleasure, then went back to bed.

The next morning, Darcy hurriedly prepared for work. Kevin pretended to do the same, but after she kissed him and left he called in sick and went back downstairs to Daria.

She was exhausted, both mentally and physically, and he cut her down, then slung her over his shoulder and made his way back upstairs. He pulled down the stairs to the attic and carried her up. It was supposed to be a real scorcher today, and he wanted Daria in just the right frame of mind for further training.

He spread-eagled her again, hanging her right side up this time. But he widened her arms and legs and tightened the pressure on her wrists and ankles so that she could not move so much as a fraction of an inch. He brought up the tape player and had her words and moans and gasps and cries of pleasure playing back to her as he ran his fingers delicately over her body.

“Are you my whore, Daria?” he whispered.

“Yes, master!” she groaned.

“Say it.”

“I’m your whore, master.”

“Are you my slut, Daria?”

“Yes, master,” she groaned.

He yanked on her hair. “Say it, slut.”

“I’m your slut, master,” she gasped.

“Are you my bitch, Daria?”

“Yes, master! I’m your bitch, master!”

“Good slut,” he said, gently kneading her breast.

“Are you my slave, Daria?”

“I’m your slave, master,” she croaked.

“Are you my sex slave, Daria?”

“I’m your sex slave, master!”

“Are you my fuck toy, Daria?” he asked, rubbing lightly at her clit.

“I’m your fuck toy, master!”

He worked his cock slowly up into her ass while he kneaded her breasts and rubbed at her clit, thrusting in and out with slow, deep strokes until coming inside her. Then he knelt before her and licked her to orgasm.

He was sweating like a pig by then, for the temperature was rising steadily in the attic even though it was only morning. He went back downstairs to cool off and get a beer, and to get the whip he’d purchased but not yet had a chance to use. Darcy liked things a little rough, but he had not thought her quite ready for this whip. It was not a flog with thin leather laces like the one he’d used on the girls, but a single-tailed whip with a long leather tail as thick as his thumb.

He brought it back into the attic, where Daria hung tautly, her body shining in the overhead lights, and used a vibrator to rouse her to groaning, panting excitement once more before gagging her. Then he began testing the whip on her back. He sliced the whip in carefully, letting it raise welts across her soft back as she twisted and writhed and quivered and thrashed in pain. Then he began to experiment, swinging it in such a way that the flexible whip cut across and around her ribs and belly to snap at her breasts and pussy.

Within a half hour, every inch of her body between thighs and neck was criss-crossed in red welts. Kevin then left her in place for a few hours while he went shopping for more toys.

The temperature was over ninety when he got back to the house, and he was glad of the air conditioning as he wiped his sweating forehead on his arm. He grinned as he looked up at the closed trap door to the ceiling, then got himself a beer and settled his new toys down on the counter, removing price tags and wrapping.

Darcy would be pissed at the price of this stuff, he thought, if she found out. He’d charged it, though, and if things worked out, he’d be able to pay it off before she even noticed.

He stripped and put on his swimsuit, then climbed upstairs to the attic. It was a furnace up there, well over a hundred and twenty degrees, and he was dripping sweat within less than a minute.

Daria, of course, hung limply, slack-jawed, hair and body soaked in sweat. He put fresh batteries in the vibrator and began to rub it lightly back and forth across her clit, but she only moaned weakly. 

“You’re my little fuck toy, Daria,” he whispered. “My little sex slave!”

He cut her down and let her lay on the floor, dazed and semi-conscious for a minute, then with the aid of a new toy – a riding crop – applied to her breasts and belly, he got her moving. Dazed, punch-drunk, she crawled back and forth at his direction, first on hands and knees, then on her belly, croaking “yes, master” when ordered.

He hog-tied her carefully, then hung her from the rafters, with weights hanging from her nipple rings and clit ring. He also pierced her tongue, hung a weight from that so it hung over her lower lip, and then left her like that. When Darcy got home he told her Daria had gone to stay with a friend for the night.

He took the next day off, as well. By then Daria hadn’t eaten or, more importantly, had anything to drink for almost two days, and was both famished and dehydrated. Eyes glassy, she learned to do tricks for little bits of candy, and to beg him and tell him she loved him for tiny sips of water.

Towards the end of the day he carried her downstairs, bathed her gently, whispered his love to her, making sure she always croaked out her love for him, took her to bed, and made gentle love to her. 

“Where’s my sister?” Darcy asked when she returned home.

“She said something about having a wild night where she hardly slept so she went to bed just a minute ago.”

Darcy frowned “Is she okay?”

“She seemed fine.”

Darcy went downstairs and found Daria sleeping, and shrugged before coming back upstairs.

Kevin let the girl sleep only a couple of hours, then got her out of bed and into the unfinished area. He left her there on her knees, sitting on her ankles, an enormous dildo up her pussy and another up her ass, her arms bound behind her at the elbows and her nipple and tongue rings pulled up and forward while her clit ring was pulled down and forward and her labia ring pulled down and back.

Impaled on the thick dildos, with a small, one-inch wide vibrator taped to her clit, Daria ground herself painfully and passionately through orgasm after orgasm as she moaned in helpless heated pleasure.

He wasn’t entirely certain of the morality of what he was doing, and was even less sure what Darcy would think of it. But he consoled himself that Daria had never said no, never asked to be released, never refused anything he ordered or did to her.

He didn’t neglect Darcy during this time either. In fact, while Daria was in the basement impaled and moaning, Darcy was naked, shackled, and experiencing her first two on one. She was exultant as she sucked Brian Dalworthy’s cock while Kevin fucked her from behind, and both men ran their hands eagerly over her firm young flesh.

The two turned her around again and again, then she straddled Brian and rode his cock while Kevin slowly worked his up her ass. He pulled her hair back, bit her throat, and said. “Too bad we didn’t have a third guy here to fuck your throat!”

She only moaned and shuddered as the two men thrust into her.

And of course, the next day, it was Brian, Kevin, and his friend Dave to plug all three holes.

The day after that he put Darcy in the attic, bound, spread-eagled, and let her sweat for a while before bringing Daria up and having her tongue her sister’s quivering clit with her newly strengthened and stretched out tongue. The piercing, a special one designed to aid in pussy licking, drove Darcy wild, and Kevin got her to beg repeatedly for Daria to lick her pussy, as well as making her confess to being his slut, his bitch, his whore and his fuck toy.

He took more video, and got the girls dancing, specifically, doing strip teases and giving him and each other lap dances. It was a long and exciting evening, and Daria then spent the night in a cage in the basement while Darcy spent the night with her wrists shackled behind her in his bed.

The next day Darcy went to work. Daria stayed home and was gang banged by the nine guys Kevin had been able to round up, and the guys they invited over to join them. She didn’t have sixty seconds without a cock inside her all day long.

It was another couple of weeks before he had Daria with the proper mindset he wanted, and with the proper moves learned from both Darcy, and a couple of other women he had invited over to teach her. He then brought her to a strip club, and Daria started doing 4-hour shifts there each evening while he stayed home with Darcy.

The next time they saw the girls’ parents, he made sure that both sisters were wearing T-shaped belts, with dildos and butt-plugs driven deep. He had also had them take turns sucking his cock, and then had come over their faces, rubbing it into their flesh before dressing them for the visit.

He felt almost unbearably smug as he greeted their father, and wondered what the man would do if he had the faintest inkling that Kevin was doing both his daughters, and turned them into fuck toys for him and his friends.

Daria, of course, was a sex slave, doing his every bidding. She never wore clothes, cleaned the house on hands and knees, and when no one was available to fuck her, rubbed herself almost non-stop, having become something akin to a nymphomaniac. In fact, she was fired several times from several strip clubs because she was incapable of saying no, and wound up fucking the customers.

Several whippings cured her of that, and she came to understand that no man was allowed to fuck her without his permission. 

As for Darcy, she hadn’t really changed a whole lot. Outside of sex she was still just about as she’d always been. Though it was true that little in their relationship was outside of sex. She stayed mostly naked, too, when she wasn’t working, and was often shackled across his lap or curled up next to him on the sofa as they watched TV.

She couldn’t simply be told to take up stripping, but after any number of nights with two, three, four, or more men, where she danced, flirted, ground against them, and was fucked and sodomised, her inhibitions and what little shyness and body consciousness she had faded to the point she tried stripping too. The money, after all, was immensely attractive.

She quickly became addicted to the money and the heated atmosphere of lust and almost physical worship the men gave her, and soon both sisters were bringing home fistfuls of cash every night. The only problem with this, for Kevin, was both worked in the evenings, and he had no intention of spending his evenings alone.

Fortunately, they had a cousin…..
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