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Chapter 1

Sophie grunted as she kicked off her boots and shoved the bedroom door closed with her foot. It had been a long day, and not a good one. Mr. Connor had bitched at her for making a few simple mistakes. One was giving some customer a nickel instead of a quarter – like she was trying to steal twenty fucking cents anyway. And the other was mislabeling a check. Fucking morons. God she hated working at Wal-Mart.

But what else was available anyway? It wasn’t like she hadn’t tried. But the idea of sitting at a desk in a cubicle bored the shit out of her. In fact, most jobs bored the shit out of her. She would have loved a job that let her stay outside, but aside from being a gardener or road worker, which was work for illegal aliens, not white girls, the only thing she could think of was being a forest ranger.

That would have been kind of cool. She liked trees and animals and stuff, but she had no idea how you even applied for something like that, and they probably wanted you to have college and shit. At twenty-two she wasn’t about to go to fucking college, even if she had the money. She hated sitting in classes all day listening to boring old guys tell her shit she wasn’t interested in.

She’d done a little waitressing, and worked at a bar once. The tips were good, but she was still on her feet all day, and the drunks were always groping her and trying to get her to go out with them. If she dressed shitty there was less of that, but then she didn’t get good tips. If she dressed nice she got great tips and all that unwanted attention, usually from guys ten and twenty years older than her.

She peeled off her t-shirt and tossed it in the corner, then skinned out of her jeans. It had been hot outside, and she was sweaty, but there wasn’t much point taking a shower right now. It was hot inside too. Her father worked construction, and her mother worked at an open front beachwear store on the beach. Both had acclimated themselves to the hot California weather. The heat didn’t bother them, so no air conditioning.

Fans were the best she had, and she turned the one by the window on and let it blow into her chest with a sigh. She straightened, turned, and undid her bra, tossing it onto the dresser, then rubbed her breasts lightly before throwing herself on the bed.

She grabbed the phone and rolled onto her back, checking for messages. Then hesitated and got quickly out of bed to make sure the door was locked. Her little brother was a perve and had more than once “accidentally” walked in on her in various states of undress.

Of course, all guys were perves. That was just a fact of life.

She padded back to the bed in her thong and lay back, listening to Allison’s long, bitchy message about not having money for a movie they had intended to see, and how shitty her boyfriend was being since he’d lost his job.

She hung up and sighed, then rolled onto her side and turned on the TV on the bedside table, flicking through the stations. She felt thirsty and got up, pulled on a pair of short cotton shorts and a midriff baring baby-T and headed downstairs. There was no sign of her little brother – Brian. So he was probably, as always, in his room on his computer. Weird little geek.

She grabbed a beer and went back upstairs, then lay back on her bed and examined some magazines. She flipped through the pages of a Hollywood magazine and felt her interest quickening as she came to an especially hot picture of Mike Forbes, the actor. He was shirtless in the picture, and she felt her eyes drawn to his perfect body, his great abs and pecs.

Now why the fuck couldn’t she meet a guy like that? Okay, sure, in real life he was a coke sniffing jerk, but what a great bod he had! She lay back and let herself fantasize about meeting a forest ranger who looked like that, and the great things they would do together.

After a minute she felt a familiar buzz between her legs, felt her nipples hardening and tingling. She ran a hand down across her breasts, squeezing lightly, feeling her chest tightening. She got up and slipped off her thong, then went to the closet. In a box of junk, under another box, was an old leg to a sofa. It was smooth, round, and tapered at the end. It was just about the right size for what she wanted.

She sighed and lay back in bed, running the tip up and down her moistening sex. There was a small round metal pad at the tip and she let her eyes close as she pushed the thing into her body, groaning softly as she pumped it lightly, twisting it from side to side. She drew her knees up and spread them wide, then pushed her makeshift dildo even deeper.

The leg was twice as wide at its base as it was at its head. So the deeper it went the wider it spread her. She groaned as she fantasized about Mike and her, imagined running her hands over that perfect body, imagined his cock in her mouth, him taking her hard from behind, the way she liked it.

She sat up, the leg half inside her, knelt, and put the screw which stuck out of the base on the mattress, then slowly sank down, groaning aloud now as it spread her almost painfully wide at its base. Her fingers danced on her clit as she squeezed and kneaded her breasts, and her head rolled up and back, eyes closed, as she thought about riding Mike’s cock.

Her orgasm approached quickly, her breathing harsh, coming in rapid little gasps and grunts. She sat down heavily on the leg, feeling it push deep into her pussy, all the way in so that her sex lips closed behind the base, with just the screw sticking out. She gripped the screw and pulled, groaning in pleasure as her pussy spread open and the base slid back out. Then she sank back down again as the orgasm came.

She fell back, gasping, panting, chest heaving, feeling a languorous pleasure as she lay still. After a minute she pulled the makeshift dildo out and slowly sat up. She was sweating even worse now, but that didn’t matter, really. She’d have her shower soon. She padded across to the closet and shoved the leg back into the junk box.

She would have liked to have a real dildo, but had no idea how to get one. She wasn’t about to walk into a sex store and buy one. She sure couldn’t take the chance of ordering one on the internet and having it delivered. And anyway, her nosy little brother would find it, she was sure, no matter where she hid it.

She squatted in the middle of the floor, then rose, then squatted again, counting the deep knee bends. She did fifty then threw herself on her belly and did push-ups. After that came sit-ups. She was sweating heavily in the heat, but she was determined to keep her body toned and athletic. She loved playing sports, almost any kind, and was good at most of them.

Breathing heavily, she paused, tying her hair back in a loose pony tail. Sophie was not a very feminine girl by any means. She had no interest in fashion or hairdos, or in playing up to boys. Some people thought she was a lesbian, though she’d never really had any interest in girls that way. In fact, she got along better with guys. She loved cars, loved sports, and hated frilly stuff. Girls were weak and she didn’t consider herself weak.

She could out-drink some guys. And beat them at arm wrestling too. Her body was slender, but very fit under the soft skin. Nothing pleased her better, tom girl that she was, than beating a guy at something physical.

Which helped explain her lack of boyfriends, of course.

Not that she didn’t have a lot of guy friends. And not that every one of them wasn’t willing to be a fuck buddy when she felt the need. Her dark silky hair and pretty, full lipped face guaranteed that she never lacked willing bed partners. But she was sex starved anyway, or thought herself so. Because she didn’t want to fuck the guys she was friends with. And didn’t want to just throw herself at some stranger.

She grunted as she stood up, panting. Her bed was a four poster, and she’d put a bar up between the tall foot posts. Now she reached up and grabbed it, slowly doing chin-ups, her lithe body stretched out, her breasts taut against her chest as her arms pulled her up and down.

“Fucking nice,” a soft voice said.

Sophie didn’t hear it. It wasn’t said in her room. Up the hall was another room and her nineteen year old brother Brian sat at his computer, his pants open, his cock hard again though he’d already come while watching his sister masturbate. He watched her raptly on the screen as her gorgeous body glistened in the late afternoon sunlight streaming through her window and she pulled herself up and down on the bar.

Brian was a computer geek, and always had been. He was awkward around other people, especially women, and still a virgin. But he had the typical teenage male’s ferocious sexual hungers, and living in the same house as a gorgeous young woman with a near perfect body had focused his hunger on his own sister.

He had started out almost normally – insofar as teenage boys go. That involved covertly invading her room when she was away, and fingering her thongs and bras. He had looked for a diary, but found none, looked for sex toys but found none of those. He had graduated to invading her computer, then masturbating with his sister’s thongs. It had taken little effort to plant instructions which let him view everything she did or saw on the computer, and then to take over her web cam so he could look into her room.

Like most other teenage boys he had long surfed the internet for porn, and found plenty of it. He also knew what was in demand and where, and had come up with a fiendishly clever idea to profit off his own lust.

He worked in an electronic shop, and rented himself out as a computer consultant, which gave him a better income than his sister. He had bought hidden cameras on the internet and installed them in Sophie’s room, and in the master bathroom. That had been easy, too. It was an old house, full of cracks in roof and walls, and old vents high up.

After he had collected a number of voyeuristic videos and pictures he’d set up a web site, but put the pictures of a girl who looked a lot like Sophie on the outside. To see Sophie’s pictures and videos you had to become a member, and he would not allow any members from the United States. In fact, he advertised only in Japan. That was where most of his members were now.

The internet was full of voyeur sites, of course, but his was, so far as he knew, the only one that was real, the only one where the lovely girl all those men were peering at had no idea she was under observation. Sophie certainly didn’t know, and what she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her, he rationalized. His members paid forty dollars a month for full access, and he had eighty-two members.

In addition to live streaming video he sold videos for download, but they were all coded so that if any of them found their way onto the internet at large he would know where it came from. The dedicated members of his web site had no desire to be cut off from viewing the lovely girl many of them were now obsessed with watching.

He watched his sister put on a robe and leave her bedroom, heard her out in the hall, then heard the bathroom door close as he switched view to the bathroom cameras. Sophie took off the robe and turned on the water. He and dozens of other men on-line watched as she bent over to try the water. There were a number of cameras in the bathroom at various levels, high and low. He had all of them on his screen, and took control of one, zooming in on her from behind, licking his lips at her tight, neatly shaven sex.

It would not be unfair to suggest Brian was becoming obsessed with his sister, even more than the members of his web site. He wanted to do more than look, and was well on the way to rationalizing almost anything. Sophie had no boyfriend, after all, but clearly liked sex. Why couldn’t she have sex with him? They’d both be very happy.

He brooded resentfully as he watched his sister shower, as she ran her hands over those gorgeous, soapy breasts. He would have her! No matter what it took!

His cock throbbed in agreement.
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“Can I take a few pictures?” Brian asked.

Sophie rolled her eyes at him. “Get lost, pest.”

“Come on. You know I need a model for this photography course.”

“So go find a girl your age,” she said, knowing of course, that he couldn’t.

“Five bucks, like usual,” he said.

Sophie sighed but shrugged. The little bastard was making a fortune off his computer geek work, and she always needed money. So she let him take a few pictures of her from time to time. It did not even occur to her he normally asked when she was wearing something he found particularly attractive – or revealing – or that the better of the pictures he took wound up on a web site.

She was wearing a tight baby-t which showed off her perfect midriff and strained across her young breasts. Below that she had on a pair of short shorts. But that was how most of her friends dressed in the heat and she didn’t think anything of it. She consented to smile a few times, mostly indifferently, and he went away. An easy five bucks.
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“Can I take a few pictures?”

Sophie was laying on the picnic table I the back yard wearing her smallest bikini. She looked up and snorted. “Fuck off.”

“Come on. I need it for my photography course.”

“I am not letting you take pictures of me in a bikini,” she said in exasperation.

“It’s part of the course!”

“Too bad! Go down to the beach.”

“And get arrested!?”

“Maybe you’ll meet some friends in there.”

“Ten bucks.”

“Forget it.”

“Twenty bucks. Nobody sees them but professor Quinn, and she’s a woman.

“No,” she said, irritated, but thinking about the money.

He sighed and she rolled her eyes. Now he was trying to make her feel guilty.

“How about forty bucks?”

She hesitated. Forty bucks was real money. Just for a few pictures? How could she say no to that? She wanted to say something sneering and spiteful and send him off, but – forty bucks?

“Okay,” she said reluctantly. “If I find out anyone else around here saw them, including that little perve friend of yours Jimmy Reardon, I’m going to fucking wring your neck.”

“I’m not gonna show them to Jimmy. You’re my sister, after all.”

“Uh huh,” she said suspiciously.

“Roll onto your back.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes again, but did as he asked, feeling a little self conscious as he moved around her taking pictures.

“Put your hands under your head,” he said.

Grumbling, she obeyed, feeling a little weird now as he snapped pictures. She was not used to showing off her body, and doing this felt very much like that. It also felt girly, because girly girls did this sort of thing, posing before cameras in very little clothes. But at the same time she felt a strange little thrill, an ego boost. She was well aware of how attractive her body was to men, and yet her own inhibitions kept her from ever really showing her body off. She had no short skirts, no cleavage revealing tops, and the bikini she was wearing now was smaller than the one she normally wore around her friends. It was for tanning.

“Arch your back.”

“Eat me,” she said.

“Come on. It’s for the course. You know the kinds of pictures you see in magazines.”

Again she felt a little thrill mixed with discomfort as she pushed her chest up and out.

“Smile sexy.”

“Smile sexy,” she snorted.

But she did anyway, starting to actually get into it, rolling her tongue coyly across her lower lip as she posed.

“Stand up now.”

She sat up, then stood up, and again he posed her, standing in various poses.

“Come over here,” he said, leading her to the garden. He picked up the hose. “I want you to kneel there, and let the water pour on your chest.”

“Oh give me a break,” she said. “Forget it.”

“Come on! I’m trying to be creative!”

“I’m all oiled up. I don’t want to get wet.”

“I’ll make it fifty bucks.”

Fifty bucks was a lot of money! Sophie blew out a breath of air, then knelt next to the garden, carefully placing her knees so as to not squash any of the flowers. Then as he turned on the water she gasped and let it pour down over her chest. It was cold, of course, and her nipples immediately hardened.

“Can you open your bra cups a little?”

“No way!”

“I don’t want you to actually show your boobs, Sophie. Just be suggestive.”

Somehow he persuaded her to, grumbling. She eased them back teasingly, getting more into this now. And there was something about it being Brian – who was certainly male, and yet completely safe to tease, to show herself to. She didn’t have to worry about what he thought of her either. He was just her brother, after all.

In fact, for another twenty bucks, she agreed to lose the top entirely. Not that she let him see her breasts of course! But she did let him take pictures of her with her arms crossed over her breasts, and then of her kneeling, her chest pressed against the ground, her bottom up.

“I need to take some sexy pictures,” he said.

“These weren’t sexy?” she asked sarcastically.

“No, I mean aside from the bathing suit pictures.”

“Want me to strip naked for you?” she asked mockingly.

“No, no, not nude pictures. Just sexy pictures.”

“Like what?” she asked suspiciously.

“Like, say, a girl wearing a guy’s shirt, partly unbuttoned, showing a bit of cleavage, but nothing heavy, you know. Or a girl silhouetted or naked, but covered in soap suds or flowers or something. You know, artistic pictures.”

“How much more you willing to pay?” she asked with a smirk.

“We could make it a hundred bucks.”

“You’re on!”

She made nine dollars an hour at Wal-mart. After taxes that was less than fifty dollars a day. She would make two days pay for just this stupid little picture taking session!

In a much better mood as these facts occurred to her, Sophie began to coyly tease her brother. She wore the shirt, preened and posed, with it open most of the way, tauntingly drawing the open sides a little back to show glimpses of her breasts. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t seen them before, after all, if only ‘accidentally’. She posed in bra and panties, too, enjoying herself, enjoying teasing a guy who was safe, and really enjoying making two days pay.

“How about wearing a thong.”

“No way.”

“Come on. You have a great ass.”

“You’re not supposed to be looking at my ass,” she taunted.

“I’m not saying I want your ass, just that you have a great ass.”

“Give me another twenty bucks,” she taunted.

He scowled and grumbled, but agreed, and Sophie changed – in the closet, into a thong. That was a bit embarrassing, and made her mind squirm a bit, but it was only her butt, after all, and posing like this was starting to turn her on. It had been quite a while since she had acted this girly, and she played to the camera, acting as sexy as she could.

She posed in various sets of lingerie, then took her money, threw him out of her room, and called her friends to set up a party.




Chapter 2

Too much booze, Sophie thought woozily. And too much really good pot.

“Shhh!” she whispered, pulling Derek slowly up the stairs with her.

It was late, and her family was asleep. The house was quiet as she led him into her bedroom and closed the door. Grinning, she turned on the lights, and spun away from him, stripping her t-shirt up and off, and then skinning out of her jeans.

“Do you want me, Derek?” she taunted in a soft, throaty voice.

“Fucking right I will,” he growled, stripping himself.

She smirked at him, and posed, in some of the ways she had posed for Brian, arching back across the dresser, running her hands over her body.

He ran to her and she giggled as he picked her up and threw her on the bed. His mouth was at her nipples, sucking and chewing as she ran her fingers through his hair, gasping for breath. Her nipples ached with tension and hunger, and she fought to keep fro making loud noises as he sucked and licked excitedly at them.

He licked his way down her body, tearing her thong off and spreading her legs, and she had to pull a pillow over her face as he ate her out. Her hips bucked and jerked and she made soft, desperate little gasps and moans of pleasure as his tongue tortured her clit.

“Fuck me!” she gasped. “Fuck me!”

He climbed atop her and thrust deep, and she pulled his mouth to hers, crushing her lips against it to cry out her pleasure as he filled her and began to thrust rapidly in and out. Her legs rose up and gripped him and she shuddered to the hard thrusting, glorying in the feel of his full prick pumping inside her throbbing sex.

She cried out into his mouth as she came, ramming herself up against him as he pounded against her, then went limp, gasping weakly, arms and legs dropping aside. He slowed and began sucking and licking at her breasts again. He licked his way back down between her legs and soon had her writhing and groaning again. He straightened, lifting her slender ankles up and then jamming them back across her shoulders.

“Oh fuck!”she gasped as he entered her.

He began to pound down into her heavily, roughly, ramming his prick balls-deep again and again as his hips beat a tattoo on her buttocks. Sophie reveled in the hard, deep thrusting, grunting and gasping and moaning to the point he had to cover her mouth with his hand to keep her from waking the house.

They went at it for half an hour of hard thrusting, Derek coming in her pussy and mouth several times before he was finally spent completely.

Sophie saw him out, and then, a beer in hand, went back to her room. She took a swallow, then went up the hall to the bathroom. When she came back she finished the bottle, winding down, giggling a little as she relived the fun she’d had at the party, and then the great lay she’d had with Derek. God he was hot! If only he weren’t married.

She began to feel a little more woozy as she lay there, and swallowed more of the beer to shake it off. It didn’t, and she felt more woozy. Man, was that pot good or what? This was … really… she was really… stoned…
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The night’s events had been too much for Brian. He had feverishly watched and recorded his sister’s carnal activities for his web site, and his own masturbatory pleasure. But then as her lover had left, he had decided to finally go for it, to put in place the long held plan he had thus far been too timid to attempt.

He had dropped a couple of pills into her open beer bottle. They had come from the internet, like most of what he bought. One was ecstasy, which he had read enhanced sex, and sensation, and made you happy. The other was Rohypnol, the drug they warned all the girls about. According to what he’d read she would be biddable, relaxed, and remember nothing

Now he wore a ski mask and knelt between his sister’s legs. His heart was pounding and his pulse racing as he tried to determine just how out of it she was. He hesitantly caressed her thighs and she groaned, eyes slitted, body wriggling very slowly.

Swallowing anxiously, his cock rock-hard, he ran his hands up, feather light across her belly and then gently caught her nipples between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers. He rolled and rubbed them, pinching them with growing confidence as they hardened and as Sophie continued to lazily sigh and roll her head sleepily.

He bent now, carefully holding his weight off his sister’s nude body, taking a hard nipple into his mouth. He moaned in exultation, sucking and licking now as he spread his mouth wider, sucking on her soft breast, ecstatic at his success, at how soft her skin was, and how incredible it felt against him. God, she was so soft, so incredible!

She moaned a little now as his fingers kneaded her breasts heavily. He was sucking and licking, mauling them, and batting away her hands as they rose instinctively to push him off.

He pulled back then and jerked down his pants. His trembling hands pressed his erection against Sophie’s shaven sex, still warm, still moist, and for the first time in his life he sank himself into a woman’s body.

He came almost at once, but remained hard, forcing himself deep, laying atop his prone sister now as she wriggled slowly. He kissed her hard on the lips as his hips began to work up and down, his tongue thrusting into her mouth as he rutted against her. Again he came inside her, groaning in delight as he poured his cream deep into her belly.

The second come eased his fever a little, but he was still wildly excited. He’d never had a woman, and now he had a gorgeous woman helpless, a sex toy to do with as he chose. But he was not unaware of the cameras monitoring everything. Of his audience. There were many things he wanted to do to Sophie, many things he had masturbated while dreaming about. Now he had a chance to put some of them into play.

First he got his camera, and snapped a number of pictures. The hidden video feeds had given him a lot of pictures of Sophie naked, of course, but they weren’t the same quality as a full, right out in the open, up front camera. He took pictures of her from all angles, posing the sleepy, dazed girl for the camera.

Then he got out the sex toys he’d purchased.

Sleepy and dazed Sophie might have been, but the vibrator certainly drew a response. She began to writhe and wriggle and groan and gasp and twist in a way that made it hard to keep her positioned properly.

But that was all right. Another of his fantasies came into play, and he had little difficulty tying the semi-conscious young woman’s wrists and arms to the corners of the bed, leaving her helpless.

With that done he went at her with the vibrator again, exulting in her responsiveness, in how she arched and twisted and began to cry out in pleasure.

He had to gag her, of course, but that would only add to the affect for the videos.

And these videos would be of a higher quality than the ones he’d had before. Instead of tiny cameras hidden in the smoke detector and a crack in the wall he had a tripod set up on either side of her bed, the cameras looking on as her well-lit body writhed and twisted, as she groaned and moaned and rolled her hips up wantonly at the vibrator and dildos he was using on her.

His cock hardened again while he tormented his sister. And he knew exactly what he wanted to do with it. He untied her ankles, lifted them up and back, and then positioned his hard cock at the entrance to his her ass. He’d already teased her there with a well-oiled butt-plug and then a dildo. Now he easily thrust himself home and began to ride her, jamming her ankles back, reaming her ass out with his stiff cock, bouncing atop her groaning body.

“You like that, Sophie?” he panted into her ear. “You like getting fucked in the ass, you slut!? Fucking whore!”

His hips pounded down against her upturned bottom, bouncing off those perfect buttocks as his cock buried itself in her tight ass again and again and again. Her unfocussed eyes looked up at him, her mouth open around the gag, grunting and moaning as he forced every last inch up her ass and spewed his cream deep inside her.
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“Morning, Twerp,” Sophie said with a yawn.

“It’s afternoon,” he said.

He was in the kitchen, and Sophie, wearing a loose pair of sleep pants and a t-shirt, came in to make a cup of coffee. Her hair was sleep tousled, and her eyes were a little bloodshot.

“Man I really slept last night. I guess it’s from all the hard work,” she said breezily.

She was sore in all the right places, and feeling very upbeat even with her hangover. The end of the night was kind of fuzzy, but she certainly remembered Derek’s big cock pounding away at her.

“You must have come home late,” he said.

She shrugged. “It was a nice party,” she said, grinning, folding her arms beneath her breasts.

Her nipples were really sore today, and there were bite marks on her breasts. So she’d worn no bra. Fucking Derek! But she thought it with more than a little glee. She’d always liked it rough.

“Where is everyone?” she asked as she poured the coffee.

He shrugged. “Your mom and my dad went out shopping.”

“I am going to just relax today, and recover,” she said with a sigh.

His eyes were flicking up and down, and she was aware that her nipples were showing a little, aware that he was looking at her in a less than brotherly way, but it didn’t really bother her. He was safe, after all, and it didn’t really matter what he saw of her. Hadn’t she paraded past him in her underwear many times even before he paid her for pictures?

Besides, the fact was she was physically a lot stronger than him and they both knew it. She could kick his geek ass if she wanted to. No, she wasn’t the least worried about her little brother. She took the coffee upstairs, had a couple of aspirin, then took a shower.

There was a camera in the vent at the rear of the tub. The soap holder which hung from the showerhead was purchased from a spy shop on the internet, and also had a camera. Both had an excellent view as she propped herself in the corner, remembering Derek, and masturbated with the head of one of the shampoo bottles and her fingers.

Brian watched her, and his hunger for her grew. Sodomizing her the previous night hadn’t eased his lust at all, it had only made it worse. The fact he had gotten away with it, so easily, so… easily… just made him want to do it again – and again.

Eventually, though, he would get caught if he continued. And besides, he had no desire to harm his sister (having rationalized fucking her while unconscious as not causing any harm) and was worried about the affects of the drugs. What he wanted to do was seduce her. But what on earth would a gorgeous, twenty-two year old sports freak of a girl see in a skinny, geeky nineteen year old. Whether he was her brother or not?

His members had loved the videos, though. He was getting all kinds of emails from them with further suggestions. For most of them, the highlight had been tying her up. It seemed the Japanese had a thing about bondage and abusing pretty girls. Now they wanted her to be spanked, to be whipped and tortured. They wanted her tied up in all kinds of complicated positions. Some even sent him pictures or cartoon drawings of bondage models to demonstrate how they wanted to see Sophie done.

They didn’t like the skinny guy who had done her, though. They wanted her done by a big guy, with a giant cock, preferably a black guy, who the Japanese thought of as particularly primitive and barbaric.

Rod kind of liked that idea himself, but had no idea how he could bring it off. He didn’t know any Black guys, and wasn’t about to advertise for one – with a big dick.

He watched her that day, most of it spent in her room, wearing little, and his hunger intensified. That caused him to rationalize the chances he was taking when he slipped her more of the drugs late that evening.

He ran his hands up and down her body as she lay in bed, half asleep, his cock throbbing as he groped her through her clothes, then stripped her naked. Stripping her was even more exciting, and he barely kept from coming before he’d even got inside her.

He pushed himself into her quickly, grunting with effort as he thrust once, twice, three times, and came inside her.

With the worst heat taken off him he calmed down. He had brought a length of soft rope in various colors, and now began to tie Sophie up. She was still barely conscious, still mumbling softly, her eyes fluttering and glassy, but for all intents and purposes she was out of it. He was now confident of that.

He first tied her wrists to the upper corners of the bed, then put the rope around her legs just behind the knees, pulling it to either side, spreading her wide. He gagged her, then put little ear buds in her ears which were plugged into her stereo. He put a tape on he had made, a tape of his own voice, speaking softly, hypnotically.

“You love to be tied up. You love bondage. You dream of being a sex slave. You think it’s incredibly kinky to be tied up. You want to be tied up and fucked. You want to be tied up and tortured. You want to be spanked. It’s so hot and sexy being tied up. It feels so good being tied up. You want to be tortured like a pirate’s prisoner, whipped, flogged. It’s so exciting being tied up. You want to be gang banged. You want to be tied up and fucked hard. You want to be made into a sex slave. You want to suck cock while you’re tied up. You want to deep throat guys while you’re tied up.”

Again and again his voice softly repeated the words. He wasn’t at all sure if it would have any affect. He’d heard that people in a state of semi consciousness could be programmed by such methods, and it seemed worth the try. It didn’t really take much effort and didn’t at all distract him from what he was doing.

Now he began to tease her with vibrator and dildos, slowly working the large dildos deep into her pussy and ass, then taunting her with the vibrator. She was conscious enough for him to gauge her reaction, and to keep raising her up, then letting her slump limply, gasping and moaning.

Thoroughly enjoying himself, and with the cameras on either side of the bed firmly fixed on her prone body, he played her body, running the vibrator over his Sophie’s clitoris so her hips bucked up furiously. He decided to let her come, and ground it back and forth as her hips worked frantically, jamming the dildo in and out at the same time as she arched violently and her head rolled under her.

He took out his own hard-on then, and sheathed it in her quivering pussy, ramming in and out until he spewed his load again.

Then it was time for more bondage. He untied her and then rolled her over, tying her wrists behind her back. He drew her ankles up and back, then tied the ropes together, slowly forcing her to bow back more and more. She moaned a complaint, her glazed eyes fluttering as her back was bent and her wrists and ankles were forced up together.

He snapped a number of shots like that, then tried something even more daring. He rolled her onto her stomach, then tied a rope to the mass around her wrists and ankles. He stood up, taking the rope with him, and held a thick heavy ring in his other hand. He had drilled a hole in the roof days ago. It didn’t really show unless you were looking for it, and what would it prove even if anyone found it?

Now he screwed the ring into the hole in the ceiling beam and then fed the rope through it. He drew it back down and across the door knob, grunting with effort as he slowly raised his sister up off the bed and let her hang there from wrists and ankles.

He moved around her taking pictures, then considered. He gathered her long hair together in a loose tail, bound it in cord, and drew the cord up and back, tying it to the ropes behind her. That kept her face looking forward, her jaw wide. Giggling a little, he snapped more pictures.

He tied small cords to her nipples and hung weights from them, snapping more pictures. Sophie moaned dazedly, eyes glassy. He had a dildo stuffed up both holes, and now he began to caress her clit with the vibrator. Slowly, he worked her up to what he was sure was another orgasm, and forced her through it.

Then a shocking idea came to him. He stood up on the bed, his cock hard again, and pushed it into her open mouth. He gloried in the soft, moist heat of her tongue, but she was doing nothing for him, her lips not even closed. He pushed deeper, and then drove himself right down her throat. She gurgled weakly, thrashing a little on the end of the rope, but he held her ears and drove himself home, grinding her nose against his pubic bone as he shuddered in pleasure at the feel of her throat spasming around his cock.




Chapter 3

“Want to make some money?”

Sophie looked up at him blearily. He’d timed this request perfectly. It was Friday evening and she was broke. Their parents had gone to visit his aunt in the next town. Sophie was bored and smoking pot and watching TV downstairs. He had dosed her drink with ecstasy, but not given her any of the ropi drug. He was worried about using that. He’d already dosed her a half dozen times, and while he’d thoroughly enjoyed using her barely conscious body he wanted her mind working better, wanted her to know how good she was feeling.

“What?” she asked suspiciously.

“More pictures.”

She rolled her eyes and sighed.

Sophie knew she should say no, but she hated being broke, and what harm did it cause anyway? She was feeling fed up with being broke, and she was horny, and she kind of liked taunting her little brother, playing the cock tease. It made her feel smug and superior that he was as fascinated with her body as any other guy. But of course, he was completely safe. He could neither touch her, nor talk about her.

“What kind of pictures?”

“More lingerie pictures. She didn’t like the last ones. She said the light was wrong.”

Sophie snorted disdainfully, but she was feeling kind of happy, and flirty, and high and hot, and the prospect of money and preening in front of a guy were both quite attractive. So she shrugged and agreed, finished her joint, and stripped off her top, then began to pose for the camera.

“You have a great body,” he said as he snapped the pictures.

She snorted disdainfully, but then had a wild thought. Why not? He was male, and she was feeling horny. But he was her brother. She could walk back and forth naked in front of him without anything happening.

Not that her mind wasn’t a little fuzzy when she thought about it. Not that she really thought about it, either, so much as had a dumb impulse.

A slow smile curled her lips up and she slowly slid her bra down, baring her breasts inch by inch as she arched her back again.

They were excellent breasts. She was a very fit girl, her body very toned and athletic. Her breasts were not large, for she had never had much, if any fat on her. But they were a firm, very round, very attractive pair with small pink nipples and puffy areolas. Her last boyfriend, Paul, had told her often enough that her breasts were absolutely perfect, and from what she’d seen of others, he was right.

So she felt a dark pride as she flashed him, flashed the camera really. Her face flushed a little, but it was hard to be embarrassed in front of Brian. After all – it was Brian. She knew, as well, that she was teasing him, taunting him. Had he ever had a nice pair of breasts like that so close to him? Was he still a virgin? But then, taunting little brothers was a part of life, and fun in itself, no matter how you did it.

She slowly writhed on the sofa, giving him a coy look as the camera flashed.

“You like?” she purred.

“You have great tits,” he said, his voice a bit husky.

She laughed in delight and pulled the bra back up.

“Maybe I’ll put these on the internet,” he said threateningly.

She smirked at him and gave him the finger again, not the least bit worried. He would do no such thing.

“I could put it on the internet and hide your face,” he said.

“Yeah?” she took another smoke, mildly interested in the idea.

It wasn’t that Sophie was an exhibitionist, but she did have a certain measure of pride in her body, and a certain smug satisfaction at the way men appreciated its curves and firmness.

If you arch back over the side of the sofa nobody could even see your face,” he said.

“Yeah, so what?”

“Come on, Sophie. I dare you.”

She made a face, but then had another dumb impulse, and so she did it, pulling her bra off. At first she covered her breasts with her arms, but then she drew them apart, feeling a shockwave of excitement as she exposed her perfect breasts, arching her back, drawing her head far back as the camera flashed again and again.

She felt a low tingling between her breasts, a buzzing sense of excitement in her rapidly hardening nipples. This was turning her on.

“Do you think I’m hot, Brian?” she teased.

“You’re my sister,” he said.

She giggled a little, and raised herself up on her knees on the sofa. Running her tongue along her lower lip, arms across her breasts. She drew her hands slowly away, sliding them up behind her head and arched her back again, drawing her head up and back as he snapped pictures.

“Do you think I should be in Playboy?” she cooed.

“Your tits aren’t big enough.”

“My tits are perfect,” she said, a trifle irritated. “And I have a great ass.”

She turned away from him, grasping the back of the sofa, pushing her bottom out at him as he snapped pictures. Giggling, she reached back and peeled her shorts down to expose her thong-covered bottom, and again he snapped pictures.

She felt the buzz getting stronger, her breath becoming a bit shorter. Posing for the camera was turning her on far more than she would have suspected. She rolled her hips back at the camera, and reached back to slap her buttocks, giggling.

“You have a hot body,” he said. “I could take some great pictures of you.”

“I bet,” she said with a smirk.

“I’ll give you twenty bucks.”

“Forget it,” she laughed.

“Fifty bucks. But I get to say what you wear.”

“Uh huh. I’m not posing for naked pictures for you!” she exclaimed

“Not naked. Just – hot. Nothing will show. One of my photographic assignments is supposed to be doing nudes, but I haven’t been able to find anyone to pose.”

“Yeah, that’s a big surprise,” she sneered

“I’m not talking about Playboy nudes. I’m talking about art. And like I said, it won’t even be as revealing as these. I’ll give you a hundred bucks”

“Really? And you won’t show them to anyone?”

“Only my teacher, but she’s in San Diego.”

“What kind of pictures?” she asked suspiciously.

“You have to take your thong off first.”

“No way! I’m not showing you my pussy!”

“You’ve already shown me everything else. Anyway, you can cover it with something, like your hand.”

Any sensible woman would have refused. But she was feeling that buzz strengthening, and the beer and grass were making her feel lazy, comfortable and uncaring of consequences. So she carefully stripped off her little thong, and posed in a variety of ways, all hiding the “naughty bits” of her body from the camera.

But it turned her on, being naked around a man. Even if it was her little brother.

She found herself kneeling on all fours, giving him a smoldering look as she squatted in front of her and off to one side, carefully moving the camera to get the right angle.

“You’re taking long enough,” she complained. “Or are you just getting hot staring at me?”

“I’m trying to get the right angle so your arm hides your boobs,” he said.

The camera flashed, and flashed again.

“Don’t you want to see my boobs?” she teased.

She rose up and back on her knees, sliding her hands up her body, forgetting she wanted to hide her pussy from him, giving him a coy, flirty look as her hands slid up through her soft hair and she arched her back.

The camera snapped and snapped again as she posed and preened for it, and for him.

The pictures got progressively less artistic after that, and she was feeling light headed as the buzzing became a throbbing and her body felt a crackling sexual hunger rolling through it.

Man, I am drunk and stoned, she thought at one point, eyes fluttering. This is stupid.

“Roll over,” he said, from behind the camera.

She rolled over on the floor, arching, wriggling for the camera, smirking for it, giving it coy, smoldering looks.

She rose on her knees, and he snapped pictures, then hurried behind her. She giggled and bent, mooning him, but not really thinking behind that. So what if he saw her ass was all she thought fuzzily.

“Spread your legs apart.”

She did, eyes blinking uncertainly as the camera flashed from behind her. And then she understood and let out a squeal as she rolled aside, closing her legs tightly.

“You can’t take pictures of my pussy!” she said with an outraged squeal.

“Already did. It’s a nice pussy. I didn’t know you shaved.”

“Everyone shaves,” she grumbled. “Otherwise you look stupid in a thong.”

She was sitting with her legs tightly closed, but he coaxed her to sit back, and slowly to open her legs, then open them wider, then wider still. Posing so lewdly excited her even more.

“This is so slutty!” she giggled.

She lay back on the floor as he rose over her, aiming the camera down, the light flashing. She ran her tongue teasingly along her lower lip, then her eyes moved down to his groin, and she giggled at the bulge she saw there. Her bare foot rose as he straddled her legs to shoot down with the camera.

“Do you think I’m hot, little brother?” she teased, pressing her foot up gently against his groin, feeling his hard-on inside his shorts.

“Yeah, you’re pretty hot,” he said, swallowing nervously.

She rubbed his erection with her foot and he snapped another picture, and another.

“Does that feel good?” she drawled teasingly.

“Not as good as your mouth would.”

She let out a hoot of laughter. But really, a blowjob wasn’t sex, not really. It was just – a blowjob. It was – sport – playing. It wasn’t serious. Everyone knew that.

And so she sat up, slowly, delighting in her ability to turn him on, even Brian, her little brother. She ran her hand over his groin, feeling cocky and coy, feeling hot and aroused, feeling smug and victorious. Why not give him a blow job? Why not blow his little mind? And it wasn’t like it was real sex, after all.

And so she slowly, teasingly tugged his shorts down and his hard prick popped free.

“Mmmmm,” she said appreciatively. “This is a nice one.”

She felt a heady sense of excitement as she reached for it. It had been too long since she’d had a hard cock in her hands and she delighted in how long and thick his was. “Little brother, who would have guessed what you had in your pants,” she teased, her hands pumping lightly over his shaft.

The camera flashed, and she giggled as she licked at the head, licked around the head, and massaged his balls with her fingers. She licked toyingly, teasingly, tauntingly, then kissed it and slowly slid her full, young lips over the round, mushroom head, sucking it as her tongue lapped at the underside.

The camera flashed again, but she largely ignored it, her eyes looking at the shaft in her mouth, flicking upwards to his eyes repeatedly, making soft moaning sounds around his prick as she took more and more shaft into her mouth and worked on it.

She loved how thick his cock was, how slick the shaft was now as she worked her taut lips slowly up and down its length. She was beginning to forget it was her little brother’s cock, and simply reveling in the hardness of it as she rolled her tongue along the underside and twisted her head slowly from side to side.

She sucked him in deeper, gagging a bit as he pushed against the back of her throat, moaning around it as she began to bob up and down.

The camera flashed, and she felt another hot surge of excitement, wondering how slutty, how nasty the pictures would be. He was holding the camera off to one side, taking pictures of her from her right, then her left, pictures of her with a mouth full of cock. What a departure that would be from her image of a sport loving tom girl!

His other hand went behind her head, pulling her forward and she gagged as he his cock pressed too deep into her mouth. She pulled back quickly, gasping.

“Not so deep! I’m going to choke!”

“You can’t deep throat? You should learn.”

“Oh you’re the expert on sucking pricks are you?”

“No, but I’ve seen it on the internet.”

“Oh you mean porn actresses can deep throat? What a shocker.”

“Most of them don’t seem to be able to. Only the best ones can.”

She was irritated by that. So what if she didn’t fucking deep throat. She was good at sucking cock. Paul had told her so.

“Would you like me to stop?” she asked sarcastically.

“Can I come on your face?”

She gasped, feeling a sense of outrage and indignation, but then came a dark sense of carnal excitement.

“It’d make a great shot,” he said.

“You’re such a little perve!”

But she let him come on her face. She’d never have let Paul do it, but she was always worried about whether he would respect her, whether he would love her. Brian was her brother. His respect wasn’t important and his love was taken for granted.

So she stared, blinking, as his come spurted over her face, gasping, closing her eyes, surprised by how much of it there was.

“Gross,” she said, wiping it off her face.

“You should swallow it.”

“You fucking swallow it. Anyway, you didn’t even take any pictures.”

“I took video. That’s better.”

She looked up in surprise. “That little camera can take videos?”

“Yeah. Want to see?”

“I want to see everything you’ve taken.”

“Here, you can see it on the computer.”

Almost unconscious of her nudity, she stood behind him, leaning over as he downloaded everything into the computer.

Her face got hot as she images came up, but her pussy throbbed hotly too. The pictures embarrassed her, and made her mind squirm, but they left her breathless, too. Did she really look like that? It was like she was a porn star or a playboy centerfold! She looked hot!

The next image was taken from behind, with her bent over, her knees apart.

“Oh fuck. Delete! Delete that one!” she said, red faced.

“Why? You have a great ass.”

“It’s not my ass I’m thinking about.”

“Your pussy looks nice too.”

“Don’t say that!” she squealed, punching him in the shoulder. “I’m your sister! You’re not supposed to tell your sister she has a nice pussy!”

“You’re not supposed to give your brother a blow job either.”

And then the video came. He’d held the camera down to the side, and she gasped as she stared at her head, her lips spread wide, sliding up and down the glistening shaft of a cock, her eyes rolling upwards, her hands massaging, her tongue licking as she bobbed up and down.

“Oh God!” she gasped, mouth open, staring.

Then it came in her face, and she cringed, but still, that buzzing, throbbing heat between her legs pulsed with excitement.

“You’d make a good porn star,” he said tauntingly. “I should send this in as an audition tape.”

“I don’t think this is what your teacher had in mind,” she grumbled.

“Shit no, he’s never going to see these ones. He’s just going to see the artistic ones that don’t show anything.”

Sophie felt herself squeezing her thighs together as she watched herself. She barely restrained herself from reaching down and fingering herself to orgasm. She looked down and saw that he was hard again, and giggled.

“Getting excited again, little brother?”

“Yeah, want to blow me again?”

“Fuck you!” she gasped. “You can just jerk off. Maybe you can take a picture of it!”

“I will if you will.”

She let out a peel of laughter. “You little perve!”

“Don’t you have, like, a dildo or vibrator or something?”

She laughed again. “I don’t need a fucking dildo!”

“Let’s see it then.”

“I’m not jerking off in front of you and your camera, you little perve!”

“I will if you will,” he taunted. “Chicken?”

She snorted mockingly. But the truth was she was deeply aroused, and the idea was nasty and kinky and exciting. And besides, he was perfectly safe. He was her brother, after all.

And it wasn’t like he hadn’t seen everything.

Which was how she wound up laying back on the sofa as he pumped his hand up and down his fist, running her hands over her body, pinching and plucking at her hard nipples, squeezing her breasts, then finally, light-headed again, stroking her fingers up and down her tight, shaven pussy, gasping as the heat threatened to overwhelm her, sliding her fingers into the oozing opening to her body and pumping them in and out as the air left her lungs in short, sharp, hurried gasps.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned. “Oh shit!”

Her clit was on fire, throbbing, swollen and pulsing with a terrible hunger and need. She practically forgot the camera as she spread her legs wide, arching her back, grinding her hips, moaning as she fingered herself. She saw him raise the camera, but didn’t care. If anything the idea aroused her even more, and she played up to the camera, gasping and moaning more loudly as her orgasm approached.

Then it hit and she cried out, gurgling and moaning in orgiastic fever, her finger plunging deep into her wet, spasming pussy as she brought herself off, as the orgasm screamed through her nervous system, as her hips bucked and jerked in spastic excitement.

Then, holding the camera before his face, her brother stood up, and stood over her, pumping his cock. His semen sprayed over her face and breasts and she shuddered and groaned and massaged it into her body as her own climax continued to tear through her, then slowly faded.




Chapter 4

“You better fucking have deleted everything, Brian!”

“Don’t worry.”

“Don’t fucking tell me not to worry! If anyone ever saw those videos or pictures…”

“They’d know how incredibly hot you were?”

Sophie glowered at him. She’d wanted to delete the “artistic pictures” too, but he’d already sent them to his photography teacher in San Diego. It was true that all her “private parts” were covered – mostly, but the thought of some stranger seeing her like that still made her face hot and red. And what if they got out! It was true they weren’t anything near as bad as the others he’d shot, but it would still startle people she knew.

And turn the guys on like crazy, a part of her said.

“That fucking weed must have been a lot stronger than usual,” she grumbled.

“Let me buy you some more then.”

She let out a bark of laughter. “If you think you’re going to get another blow job, you can think again, no matter how much pot you buy me!”

But a part of her said – why not. It was only a blowjob, and it didn’t really mean anything. He was her little brother, after all. But shit, coming on her face!? That was gross! That was demeaning! Disgusting! She had never let any guy do that! That was so… so skanky!

But at least she didn’t have to worry about what he thought of her. It wasn’t like he was going to tell anyone, or stop respecting her. She laughed at the thought. Yes, brothers were safe for almost anything.

She went to her room and sat down in front of the internet. She had a message, a new “friend” request for Facebook. She clicked on the link but instead of taking her to the site it brought her to some other site completely. This one was simple, bare bones, with drawings of perfectly shaped girls in complicated bondage. At first she was confused, then muttered a curse and closed it off in irritation. She went back to Facebook and checked what her friends were doing for a while.

Then she went back to the strange site, curious. She’d found herself thinking about bondage more and more in the last few weeks, and had no idea why. The idea was kinky, and for some strange reason, the thought of being tied up made her pussy quiver. She’d never done any bondage, but somehow she just knew that it would feel incredible to be tied tightly as someone thrust into her.

The drawings were all very stylish, the girls all beautiful, the bondage very artfully done. Their bodies were arched and displayed, the ropes or chains done very straightforward, very cleanly. She found herself becoming aroused as she looked them over, imagining herself in the same positions, imagined herself wearing a collar and shackles, or a leather mask, like in one shot.

Kinky and nasty, she thought with an oozing sense of squirmy pleasure, her fingers sliding into her jeans.

She began to massage her pussy, her mind working on the fantasy, and then she undid her jeans, pushed her chair back, slid her jeans and thong off, spread her legs, and began to thrust her fingers into her pussy.

Not once did she look up to the top of the screen to the web cam looking right at her.

Image

“Forget it!”

“Come on, Sophie,” Brian begged.

“I’m not stoned this time, little brother.”

In fact, she was a little buzzed. It was a month since their last picture taking session – that she was aware of. She was broke, and stuck at home because of it, without even gas money. Their parents were away again.

“What kind of pictures?” she asked suspiciously.

“Art pictures.”

“Forget it, perve!”

“I want to try some creative poses.”

“Yeah, I bet!”

“I’m going to work as a photographer,” he said.

She laughed. “I thought you wanted to work for Microsoft.”

“I like this better.”

She laughed again.

“I’ll delete anything you don’t like.”

“I am not giving you another blow job.”

“I didn’t ask for one. I won’t even touch you. I just want to take some pictures. I’ll pay you really well.”

She should have told him to shove it, but her mind seemed more fuzzed than it should have been for a couple of beers and a joint.

“How much?” she asked, thinking of what she could do with the money. If she posed for twenty minutes she could go buy some gas, then join Allison and Patty at a house party in Maxberg.

“A hundred bucks.”

Rich little bastard, she thought enviously. She wished she knew more about computers. But the thought of sitting at a computer all day was just too dull, no matter what it paid.

“What kind of pictures?”

“Sexy pictures.”

“You mean naked pictures,” she snorted.

“I’ve already seen you naked, remember?”

She did remember, and it made her pussy throb for some reason.

“Okay, but the rule is you can’t touch me.”

“Okay,” she said.

She looked at him suspiciously, then felt a little flush of heat and excitement as she got undressed. It was a little embarrassing too, but still weirdly arousing as she bared her breasts to him and then stripped to her thong.

“The thong too.”

Flushing a bit, she turned sideways and stripped off the thong, keeping her legs tightly closed, glowering at him suspiciously.

“Now what?”

He had her pose draped back across the table, then bent over a chair, then coyly laying on her side on the sofa. The poses were turning her on simply because she was naked in front of him and in front of the camera. However safe it was to be a cocktease to him. She shouldn’t be doing this, she thought several times.

Then he brought out a length of black rope.

“What is that for?” she exclaimed.

“I’m going to tie your wrists together behind your back.”

“Forget it!”

Why did a jolt of excitement run up her spine at the thought?

“Oh come on, Sophie. I’m not going to touch you. You are my sister, after all.”

“Uh huh,” she said suspiciously.

“It’s just for the camera.”

She crossed her wrists behind her back, her heart beating faster, her insides squirming as her brother slipped the soft rope around them and then lay loop after loop across her wrists to bind them firmly. She fought to control her breathing as he posed her on her knees, looking up at the camera, as he moved around her snapping pictures.

Yet she felt as thought her skin was tingling. Why did it feel so incredibly hot having her wrists tied?

“Spread your knees apart more,” he said.

“Perve,” she said, but obeyed, feeling another hot rush through her belly.

“Now rise up off your heels, straighten your back.”

Again he snapped pictures, and Sophie’s wrists pulled fitfully against the ropes, her body tingling with excitement, her nipples hard and pussy throbbing more powerfully with every passing minute.

He had her stand up, and she fought to keep her expression remote, amused, unconcerned as he untied her. Then he wrapped the soft rope around her upper arms, drawing them back behind her. She gasped as he put more pressure on them.

“Ow. Not so far back, you little jerk.”

“Don’t worry. You can stretch a little.”

He was drawing her arms slowly back behind her, and despite the way her shoulders ached Sophie was getting very turned on by the experience. Then he drew the double loop of rope around her chest just at the base of her breasts, and back behind her. He drew the second double loop around her body just at the top of her breasts, and now they oozed out tautly between the two, hard and throbbing, her nipples tingling.

He drew the rope back behind her, then down her bound arms, then around them below her elbows. She grunted as her arms were forced even more tightly together, but did not protest. He drew the double loop further down, and tied her wrists together, fingers clasped, hands flat against each other.

The rope went around her waist now, just across her hips, circling her once, then he reached between her legs and drew the double loop through her thighs and up.

“Hey!”

He grinned as he pulled the double loop up gently along her narrow slit and fed it between the loop around her waist.

“Does that hurt?”

“You little… you little… creep!” she said breathlessly.

He drew it in harder, tighter, and Sophie gasped, her mouth and eyes going wide as the double loop dug up into her slit, pulling in harder, forced up between her labia.

“God!” she gasped.

He grinned and tied the rope off carefully. Sophie hadn’t even noticed the knot right over her clit yet.

He began to snap pictures, changing her pose occasionally. Sophie was flushed and her chest tight, her mind flickering around like a firefly inside a glass. She was saying little because she couldn’t trust her voice.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she gulped too loudly.

“Just another prop. Relax.”

He had a small black cord in his hand with a loop in the end. He placed it over her rock hard nipple, and, without touching her, pulled it tight, then tighter, then tighter still as Sophie gasped and danced on her toes.

“Oww! Oww! Oww!” she gasped.

He grinned, his cock rock-hard, and tied a similar loop in another cord, pulling that one tight around her other nipple. Then he fed the two cords up and forward, forcing her onto her toes. He took pictures and video as she danced in place, gasping and panting weakly, face red.

“L-Let me down!” she gasped.

“Okay, okay.”

He kept the cords tied around her nipples as he untied the other ends, letting her down. But now he slowly drew the two cords forward, forcing her to follow him, as if she were on a leash. He led her up to a narrow table and pulled the cords forward past it, wrapping them around a hook on the wall, forcing her to bend forward and rise onto her toes.

Again he shot pictures. The close-ups of her pussy with the rope digging into it showed she was sopping, but he didn’t say anything.

“Okay, enough of that,” he said.

He untied her completely, but then re-tied her, this time forcing her wrists up high behind her neck, then slowly drawing her elbows back together and binding them there. He circled each breast with rope so they were squeezed out tautly – but not too hard, not enough to turn purple and red.

He fed the black cords around her nipples up to her throat, circling it and tying them in place.

Then he had her kneel and tied more double loops of black rope around her legs just behind the knees. He pulled them well apart and took more pictures of her.

She seemed in a daze, her face and the front of her body flushed, her breath coming in ragged little gasps, her eyes wide but glassy.

“Now I have this other prop I bought,” he said. “I think it’ll really add to the pictures.”

He squatted in front of her, then showed her – a large, thick black dildo.

Sophie stared at it, open mouthed. “I-I… you… you can’t… I’m - .”

“Rise up a little,” he said.

And then he gripped her hair and slowly pulled, forcing her to rise off her heels a bit. He bent and placed the dildo on the floor under her, the base flat, the nose jammed up under her dripping wet pussy. He tugged the two loops of rope apart and the dildo pushed up between them.

“Okay, down.”

“N-No! No way! I-I - .”

But she sank down anyway, and when she felt the pressure against her burning sex she could barely keep from crying out in pleasure. She felt the lips of her sex slowly pushed in and then back, spreading wider and wider as her own weight forced her trembling legs to lower her. She stared up almost desperately as she felt herself sinking lower, as the fat, mushroom nose of the dildo pushed through the oozing flesh of her opening and the thick shaft followed.

“Uhh, you f-fucking little p-perve!” she groaned as she sank lower and lower.

“It’ll make a great picture,” he said.

“Ooohhhh!”

It was a very big dildo, and she was stretched wide around it. With eight inches inside her and the last four in clear view, the base on the floor, Brian moved around her snapping pictures. And Sophie didn’t have the strength to protest. She was so hot, so aroused she was almost trembling with the need and hunger.

She had no idea why this turned her on so much. She certainly had no idea that her subconscious, not to mention her body, had come to associate being tightly restrained with sexual pleasure. But her mind wasn’t really pondering the problem as she knelt there, as she sat on her heels and felt the thick dildo filling her.

“Now fall forward,” he said, gripping her hair.

“Wait! Ungh! Ohh!”

Now she was on her shoulders, her ass in the air, and her bound breasts were crushed beneath her, throbbing almost painfully.

“Ohhnnn!” she gasped as she felt his hand on the base of the dildo pushing it deeper.

“Keep your butt high,” he ordered as he snapped pictures.

Sophie stared at the rug in front of her dazedly, her mind swamped by sexual need and heat, by hunger and desire. How had she come to this? What - .”

“Let me try this other one now,” she heard him say.

“Wha-what? Don’t! Ahgg! What are you doing!?”

“It will make a really sexy picture. Don’t worry. I won’t touch you without permission.”

Sophie’s chin was pressed back hard by the floor, her head jammed back between her shoulders. She could feel something round and slick against her anal opening, and was so shocked by this entirely unexpected development she had no idea what to do or say. She felt it pushing into her, penetrating her, and she groaned, trying to pull away. But her wrists were tied, and she couldn’t close her legs because he was kneeling between them. She couldn’t stand up either because her ankles were tied to her thighs now.

“Don’t! Brian! Ohh! You sick bastard!”

“Relax. It’ll feel good, and it’ll make a great picture.”

“Noooooo!” she moaned.

But the second dildo pushed surprisingly easily into her ass, while Sophie stared, her eyes bulging, at the wall before her and hyperventilated. She felt it pushing, twisting, pulling back, then pushing in again. Every now and then she felt him gripping the base of the other one, pushing it, then pulling it out, then pushing it in. It only took a minute or two, then the second dildo was three quarters of the way buried in the shocked young woman’s ass.

Brian moved around her snapping pictures of the glassy eyed girl kneeling in shock on the floor, gasping for breath like a fish out of water.

Sophie’s will had melted to nothing. She was quivering with sexual hunger and need, so much so that she was incapable of thinking of anything else but sating the lust burning away at her mind. She had never felt his way in her life and had no idea why she felt this way now. She was light-headed, gurgling weakly as her brother snapped more pictures.

“How do you feel, Sophie?” he asked.

She gurgled weakly.

“You look really hot, like a sex slave. Have you ever thought about being a sex slave?”

Why did those words set fire to what remained of Sophie’s mind? She had no idea, but they did.

“Fuck me!” she gasped, hardly aware of what she was saying.

“What was that?”

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Fuck me!” she moaned.

“You’re my sister,” he said. “I don’t think that would be right. You might - .

“Fuck me!”

“Maybe if you begged,” he taunted. “You know, like a sex slave. Beg me to fuck you, Sophie. Maybe I’ll think about it.”

“Please fuck me!” she gasped, gulping in air.

She was going to burn up!

“Please fuck me! Please fuck meeee!”

“Say, please fuck me … master.”

“Please fuck me, master! Please fuck me, master!” she cried.

“No, I don’t think that would be right.”

“Pleaaasse,” she whimpered.

“Maybe I could fuck you in the ass, though. I mean, that wouldn’t be a problem, right, if I just fucked you up the ass.”

She hardly heard him. But when he moved behind her she whimpered and shifted her knees wider apart. She felt his hands on the dildos, felt him pressing and twisting them. Then he pulled the dildo out of her ass and she shuddered as his cock thrust into her to the hilt.

Sophie had never been sodomized – that she remembered – but the sensation of his big cock throbbing inside her was simply glorious. It was so much better than the dildo, so much hotter, so much more arousing. She was sweltering in the heat, and as soon as he began to move she climaxed, her mind melting down, her body quivering and trembling and rocking violently in place as her brother’s cock began to pump up and down in her upraised bottom.

She grunted mindlessly, eyes glazed over, her body rocking to the rapidly building tempo of her brother’s hard, thrusting cock. His hips slapped hard against her buttocks as his cock pistoned up and down inside her ass.

The orgasm was like a prairie fire, racing through her body and mind, consuming everything in its path. A swirling hurricane engulfed her, the center, his cock, pounding, pumping, stabbing into her, hard, deep, painful, giving her an aching, cramping punch deep inside with every hard thrust.

His hands were on her hips, then on her hair, pulling hard, making her gurgle and moan. She felt him squeezing her already taut, bound breasts, and pulling at her throbbing, aching nipples. All the while that cock hammered into her, jarring her entire body, her brain quivering within her skull by the force of impact. And all she could do was gurgle and grunt and gasp for breath as the orgasm consumed her.




Chapter 5

Sophie felt… lost. She felt disgusted with herself, grossed out, sickened that she had allowed herself to become such a perverted slut. That mewling, whining whore who had begged Brian to fuck her was so wildly at odds with her self-image she could hardly believe it had happened, that it hadn’t all been a sick dream. She lay on her bed, staring at the ceiling, overcome with guilt and self-loathing, and wondering what she could possibly do.

She could certainly not face Brian, not knowing how she had behaved, and what he had done. Her face felt hot every time she even thought of him. Being sodomized would have been gross and disgusting enough, but by her geeky little brother!? After begging him to fuck her!? That was unendurable. Her pride had never taken such a stunning blow!

Yes, she’d been a little buzzed from beer and pot, but that was hardly an excuse. It wasn’t like she was a wide-eyed teenager who’d never used the stuff before.

She tried to discipline her mind, to not think about it, to not replay any of the perverted memories which were now a permanent part of her psyche. But she couldn’t tear her mind off it, couldn’t keep the memories out for more than a few seconds at a time. And it wasn’t just how degrading and demeaning it had all been either, it was – that it had been so wildly exciting, so shockingly hot, such an intense, incredible rush of heat and pleasure.

She knew it was possible to be traumatized by something awful, and she almost felt that way. But was it possible to be traumatized by something incredibly pleasurable too? Could the intensity of that mad rush of heat, lust and pleasure have twisted her mind somehow? Because no matter how much she loathed the way she had acted like a helpless slut, her pussy throbbed and her nipples hardened whenever the memories came back too strong.

She had to fight to keep her hands away from her body, to keep from thinking about herself tied up, naked, helpless, being used so roughly and violently. Thank God, in a way, that it was Brian. He couldn’t tell anyone. That was the only consolation in this. If it had been some guy among her network of friends he’d already be telling his best buddies, describing her body, describing her moans and cries, the perverted nature of the sex, everything. It was just too hot, too good a story not to tell. She’d become a fucking joke!!

On the other hand, the fact that her twerpy, geeky little brother had manhandled her that way, had degraded her and used her like a cheap whore, made it even worse. How could she demean herself in front of that twerpy little punk!? At least if it had been a real man, a broad-shouldered, strong-willed, handsome, older guy, well, she’d have some kind of excuse. Maybe.

But Brian!? She could beat him to a pulp. She felt like going out and beating him to a pulp now just to prove it! Just to show him who was in charge, who was more powerful, who was boss. But the idea of looking him in the face made her own face heat up too much.

Her computer beeped with a new message. She ignored it at first, but then, looking for distractions, she rolled out of bed and went over to see what it was. She blanched when she saw it was from Brian, then got angry. But it was surprisingly conciliatory, without taunts or swagger. It just asked her if she felt okay, and apologized if she was feeling bad.

“Fuck you, you wimp,” she thought angrily.

It just figured he’d send her a fucking email! He was too chickenshit to come in here for fear she’d break his arm.

In fact, that was exactly what Brian feared. He was safe behind his own locked door, wary of how his sister would react. He watched her and knew she was angry and unhappy, and knew also she could easily overpower him. Just as importantly, though, was his desire to try and persuade her to continue where they’d started. Sure, it was nice to fuck her in the ass, and nice to have those videos of her tied up and mewling for cock. They’d all go well on the web site, which had more members now, the material being considerably hotter. But he wanted more – a lot more.

And he couldn’t keep her drugged up all the time.

So he tried to use his knowledge of women, admittedly not much except what he’d gleaned from books, human psychology, and guile to persuade her she had nothing to be ashamed of, that it had been great, wonderful, etcetera, and that, basically, she could come out naked so he could fuck her again.

But subtly.

And he had some hope it would work. He knew she had gotten off on it, gotten off like crazy. And she wanted to feel better, didn’t want to feel like shit. So he told her of how normal it was, how many people did bondage, talked about sex games, and how great it was since she didn’t have to worry about him telling anyone or not respecting her or not loving her. All that sort of shit. She’d want to believe that too, the dumb slut.

The truth was Brian’s relationship with his sister had always been uneven. She was stronger, far prettier, more popular, cooler, older, a jock type. He was a nerdy little guy who was not particularly popular with anyone, weak, shy around girls, and easily dismissed by her as the “twerp”. There’d never been any question of which of them was top dog in their sibling relationship.

Now, the more he was getting involved in this bondage stuff, the more he was reading about it, the more excited he was becoming at the potential. He’d never thought Sophie was all that bright. Hell, she was a jock. Jocks were all brainless idiots with more swagger than sense. And he’d always been jealous of the attention she got for her sports wins, and for her beauty.

The idea of turning the tables, of more than turning the tables, of making her his bitch, was extremely attractive on any number of levels.

And, in fact, his opinion of her intelligence had gone down drastically over the last little while. Intellectually, he knew that he was being unfair in that. He’d been drugging and programming her for weeks to respond like that to bondage and submissiveness. But emotionally, the teenage boy that he was was having a hard time not thinking of her as a cheap, weak-willed little slut who he was free to do with as he chose.

And he was playing her now, persuasive, for he was good at writing, cajoling, assuring her that he didn’t think badly of her, and trying to get across the message that he was the perfect guy to play fantasy games with. Because he was completely trustworthy.

He didn’t feel any shame at that, either. He didn’t consider he was actually doing Sophie any harm by putting up her most humiliating moments on video for people to buy. As long as they were far away and she didn’t know then it did her no harm, now did it.

And it paid very well indeed.

It took a while, but of course, she had to come out of her room sometime. He made himself scarce, at first, but it wasn’t that big a house. They had to run into each other over the following days, and while her face reddened each time he knew that wouldn’t last. You could only be humiliated for so long before you got used to something.

He invested a little of the money she’d earned for him by going on Ebay and buying an autographed football jersey Steve Roth, the quarterback of the San Diego Chargers had worn. Then he wrapped it and left it on her bed. He’d watched her opening it, suspiciously, no doubt thinking he might have bought her some kind of sex kit or lingerie, and saw her shock when she realized what it was.

She came to his door, her face still a little red.

“Where did you get this? Is it real?” she asked.

“Very real. You saw the certificate.”

“Well yeah but…”

“I wanted to buy you something you’d like. I wanted to make you feel a little better,” he said with his most sincere look.

She smiled a little. “Geeze. Thanks. Maybe you’re not as much of a little – jerk as I thought.”

He smiled back. This was not the time to work on her. Win her over first, he told himself.

Over the following days, however, as she became more easy around him, he was able to get in little jokes, little half digs, little compliments, little suggestions. She hit him several times, but only on the arm or leg. But he knew he was winning her over from her lack of outrage.

“Do you know why you get off on bondage?” he asked guilelessly.

“Will you just drop it?” she sighed.

“You have to know that was the most wonderful, intense sexual experience of my life,” he said.

She flushed a bit. It had been for her too, but she wasn’t about to admit it.

“I just don’t see why if it was such an incredibly hot time for me and for you we can’t do it again.”

“You are not fucking me in the ass again!” she snapped.

“I would never do anything to you you didn’t want,” he said.

“God damn right you wouldn’t!”

“But if you like that sort of thing, who else are you going to trust to do it with?”

Which was a very good question, Sophie knew. No one.

He worked on her for weeks, winning her over, seducing her, in a way, getting her used to the idea. And then on Saturday evening with their parents both gone to a movie, with a little ecstasy in her drink, some good pot in her lungs, and a couple of beers, and the offer of another hundred dollars, he broke her resolve.

“What do I have to do?” she asked nervously.

“Let’s go to my room,” he said.

She licked her lips, then shrugged and slouched after him. His heart was pounding as he led her into the room, into the center of the floor.

“Stand there,” he said.

She looked around nervously, then did so, and watched as he opened one of his dressers and took out a pair of leather restraints.

“What the fuck? Where did you get these?”

“I bought them on the internet.”

She stared at them as he held them out to her, feeling a hot tingling in her chest, a tingling which had her chest tighten and her breasts swelling, her nipples hardening, and her pussy throbbing. She jerked her hand back when he took her wrist, but he patiently took it a second time, and she didn’t fight him as he held it out and wrapped the leather restraint around it, then tightened the buckle.

She gave him her other wrist and he did the same. Each restraint had a ring set on one side and a clip on the other. He put her wrists together, and clipped one into the other ring with her hands before her.

“They’re not too tight?”

“Uhm, no.”

He nodded and dragged over a chair. He had rope in his hands now, and he slid it through the rings, then stood up and pulled the rope high. She looked up and saw now that there was a metal ring driven into the ceiling beam overhead. He put the rope through it, then jumped down and pulled.

Sophie inhaled deeply as her wrists were raised up above her head. She watched him go to the wall and wrap the rope around the doorknob, then tie it in place.

“Shouldn’t my arms be higher?” she asked uncertainly.

“They will be.

He moved behind her and untied the string at the back of her neck which held her halter up.

“Hey!”

Ignoring her, he untied the other string under her shoulder blades.

She was naked above the waist now, and blushing. Her breasts were firm with her arms pulled up, the nipples hard, and she was looking away from him, breathing raggedly.

He stood in front of her, and then slowly, deliberately, unclipped her shorts and pulled the zipper down. She gasped, her eyes flicking down, then up to him, then away. Brian pulled the shorts down over her rounded hips, letting them pool around her ankles. Then he bent and pulled and she raised her feet one at a time to step out of them.

He eyed her in her thong, and she blushed darkly, heart pounding.

He moved around her and she gasped as his hand ran over her buttocks.

“You have a great ass,” he said.

He kneaded her buttocks, then slapped them hard and she yelped.

“Ow! Hey!”

“Sex slaves get punished. Don’t you think? Sex slaves get spanked, Sophie,” he said with a leer. “Sex slaves get – paddled and – and whipped. Would you like to be whipped, Sophie?”

“No!”

But the idea made her stomach squirm and her pussy throb.

“Are you afraid of a little pain?” he teased. “I thought you said pain was no big deal?”

“That was about sports!”

He moved behind her and pressed his groin against her buttocks. She gulped as she felt his hardness through his trousers. His hands slid around her chest and squeezed her breasts, tugging on her nipples, then pinching them hard enough to make her cry out again.

“Oww! Quit it!”

“You afraid of a little pain, Sophie?” he teased. “I think you should have your nipples pierced. I think that would be really sexy.”

He ran a hand down her belly and into her thong, and again she gasped, then barely kept from groaning as she felt his fingers reach her clit and rub up and down her slit.

“You feel hot, sis, and wet,” he said, his breath hot in her ear.

Then he yanked her thong down, and she gasped, her eyes going wide. He yanked them out from under her so fast she stumbled, and half hung from her wrists briefly. Then she was naked, and he was standing in front of her, leering, and she felt – all quivery inside. She didn’t understand it. There was nothing to be afraid of, that was for sure, not from Brian. But she felt anxious and helpless and wary of what he would do to her.

And it was totally weird to feel like that about Brian, weak, nerdy, wimpy Brian. How could she possibly be wary about him!?

She flushed red, nevertheless, as he examined her boldly, his eyes dwelling on the tight, neat little slit as she anxiously worried whether she was so wet it was showing.

Then he turned away and produced two more of the leather restraint things. She looked at him anxiously as he grinned mischievously, then he squatted in front of her and wrapped them around her ankles as she watched.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered brusquely.

The tone shocked her, and for some reason, made her knees go rubbery. She shifted her feet apart on the floor as she saw him tie rope to the rings in the restraints.

“Wider, slut.”

She gasped, feeling a mixture of outrage and a strange dark hunger.

“D-Don’t you call me that!”

He pulled her left ankle wide and tied the rope to a ring she had noticed, set in the wall. Then he pulled on her other leg, pulling it wide, until she was forced to rise on the balls of her feet to keep from hanging by her wrists. He tied that to a ring set in the opposite wall.

Now she felt incredibly helpless, and her breathing was coming in much more raggedly, her breasts taut, her pussy wet and throbbing.

He stood up in front of her, now taller than her, and smiled. “I can do anything I want to you now, Sophie.”

He leaned in closer. “Slut,” he said softly.

She glared at him, and licked her lips anxiously.

“I have more surprises,” he said.

He drew something else from the dresser and showed it to her. It was a leather collar, much the same as the black restraints but thicker and of course, wider. Sophie stared at it in shock for some reason, and said nothing as he placed it around her throat and tightened it.

“It’s not too tight is it?”

‘N-No.”

He stepped back and smiled. “Slut,” he said.

“Bastard!”

Now he produced the dildo and the vibrator, grinning. “I know what you want… slut.”

Her mind squirmed as he knelt in front of her. She tried to jerk away, but of course, was helpless to move as her brother ran his fingers along her moist slit, then looked up at her, grinning. “You’re so wet I won’t even need any lube.”

Her face flushed even more deeply, and she stared, gulping in air as he pressed the thick dildo against her entrance and – pushed. She groaned softly as it slowly forced her sex lips in and back, and spread her open. She looked away, stared up at the ceiling as the dildo pushed deeper, twisting from side to side. It felt so – so good pushing into her, filling her up. She felt embarrassed, but the heat was rising to almost unbearable levels.

“Unggh!” she gasped. “N-Not so hard!”

“You like it hard, Sophie. You like it rough,” he said.

“Unggh!” she gasped as he pushed deeper.

“It-it’s too l-long,” she gasped.

“You can take it. No matter how big. You’d love a real cock this big. Slut.”

“Ungggh!” she gasped, head falling back between her arms, mouth open, gasping, her pussy aching, but burning up with hunger, too. She wanted him to touch her clit, wanted him to rub her there, but couldn’t bring herself to say it.

Then he did, and her hips bucked convulsively as his thumb stroked across it.

“What a pretty little clit,” he said teasingly. “It looks so hungry, too.”

He rubbed at her and she clenched her teeth, fighting to hold back, not wanting to show herself the slut he was saying she was. Shit! It was only Brian! Why was she so fucking hot!?

Then, totally shocking her, he bent forward, his hands on her buttocks, and put his mouth against her. His tongue pushed out and he began to lick her clit in hard, firm strokes. At first she was dumbfounded, then the sensations began to pour over her and through her, and she lost control. She came with a rush, gurgling and grunting and bucking wildly against his mouth as he licked her to a tremendous orgasm that flayed her mind and left her, afterward, weak kneed and gasping, her head hanging low, her chest heaving.

“Liked that, didn’t you,” he said with a teasing grin.

He stood up, and Sophie gasped as she felt her head jerked up and back by the hair, back hard, her back arching.

“Didn’t you?” he growled, his other hand between her legs now, pushing up against the base of the dildo, jamming the nose against her cervix.

“Ohh! Unngh! Stop!”

“Didn’t you?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Say it.”

“I liked it!”

He eased the pressure on the dildo but kept her head back as his other hand ran up across her taut breasts.

“You came,” he said. “You came like a slut, didn’t you.”

“Yes,” she panted.

“Say it.”

“I-I came like a slut.”

“You are a slut, Sophie. You’re my slut,” he said.

The words hit her like blows, but her shattered mind didn’t know how to react. Part of her was indignant and dismissive, part of her anxious, and part of her aroused.

He turned away from her, then opened a jar on the dresser. She couldn’t tell what he was doing at first, and was still recovering from the orgasm, hardly caring. Then he walked back, holding another dildo, this one glistening with some kind of – cream or – or lube.

He moved behind her and knelt, and she gasped as she felt him pushing something against her anal opening.

“Oh! Don’t! Brian! Unggh! Don’t!”

“Oh shut up. You know you love it.”

“I-I don’t! Ohhh!”

But now he had the vibrator in his hand and slid it between her spread thighs, angling it upwards to grind it lightly back and forth across her clit. Sophie gasped and moaned, her body reacting instantly, distracted from the fat dildo pushing up into her bottom.

“D-Don’t!” she moaned.

“You know you want it,” he said from behind her.

She groaned as the dildo pushed deeper, twisting and turning, drawing back, then pushing deeper. When it was so deep it was giving her cramps deep inside he stopped pushing and stood up again, moving around in front of her. He was leering at her, grinning at his frazzled, gasping sister.

“I’ve got another present,” he said.

The other present was a fat black ball which was attached to a leather strap. Sophie had no idea what it was for until he pulled on her hair.

“Open your mouth wide.”

He pressed it against her mouth, and she gasped as he pulled harder on her hair. He pushed the thing in and before she could decide what to do it was too late. Her jaw was forced wide, and the red ball thing was filing her mouth, pressing her tongue down, too big to let her close her mouth. He drew the strap around behind her and buckled it in place, grinning at her shocked look.

“You look incredibly hot,” he said. “Would you like to see?”

He had a forty two inch flat screen monitor over his desk, one which doubled as a TV. Now he took out a camcorder and hooked it up then set it on a tripod and her image appeared on the TV. Sophie stared at it, dazed, shocked at how hot she looked, at how aroused she felt. She stared at herself, transfixed by the image on the monitor of the collared, helpless woman.

Brian panned the camera up and down her body, and she stared at the base of the dildos sticking out of her butt, and pussy.

“You’re my bitch, Sophie. You’re my slut. I can do anything I want to you,” he said. “And now, I think I want to – torture you.”

He lit a candle and held it out to her. Sophie stared at it anxiously, and then moaned as he brought it up above her nipple and tilted it. Hot wax dripped down onto the center of her breast and she squealed and thrashed frantically.

He only laughed, letting the wax droplets coat her nipples and breasts, taunting and teasing her about being his helpless sex slave.

Then he broke off all the wax and knelt before her with the vibrator. Her hips were soon bucking and her body jerking and shaking as the heat roared within her, but he stopped before she could come, standing and turning off the vibrator.

“No, you don’t get to come again so soon, slut,” he said.

He grinned, and left the room, then came back with a bowl and a glove. She had no idea what he intended until he put the glove on and came closer. The bowl had ice cube in it, and she moaned and shook her head frantically.

“Sex slaves don’t get to say no,” He said. “Sex slaves get tortured and then fucked.”

He took out an ice cube and ran it slowly across the curving arc of her upper breast. She jerked and moaned at the intense cold as he slid the cube downward onto her breast, then over her nipple, chuckling as she tried to twist away.

“What hard nipples you have, slut,” he said, playing the cube back and forth across first one nipple, then the other.

Icy cold water was trickling slowly down her breast and belly as she shuddered and twisted helplessly. He snickered and moved around her, playing the cube up and down along her ribs, under her arms, then along her spine, easing it slowly downward between her buttocks

Sophie squealed and jerked and twisted and cursed, but could do nothing really, as he tortured her with the ice.

“Would you like me to stop?” he asked finally.

Her head nodded frantically.

“What would you do for me if I stopped?”

\She moaned and stared at him.

“Can I fuck you up the ass?”

She gasped, her eyes going wide.

“Nod your head,” he said, running the ice cube down along her ribs so that she squealed and twisted again.

Her head nodded desperately.

He pulled the ice cube back. “Would you beg me to fuck you in the ass?”

She moaned and nodded, staring at him.

He leaned in and lowered his voice. “Would you call me master, and beg me to fuck your ass?” he asked harshly.

She nodded numbly.

He put the ice cube away, grinning, then undid the strap of the ball-gag and slowly worked it out of her mouth. She gasped and worked her aching jaw, then gasped again as he yanked back on her hair.

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Don’t!”

“Beg for it or you get the ice cubes again,” he taunted.

“F-fuck me!” she gasped.

He jerked back on her hair and made her cry out.

“That wasn’t what you were to do, slut. Beg me for it. Beg for it up the ass. Go ahead. Do it!”

“Please… she gasped. Please….”

“Please what, slut?”

Please fuck my ass.”

“Master.”

“Please fuck me in the ass…master,” she gasped.

“Again.”

“Please fuck me up the ass, master!”

“Again, slut!”

“Please fuck me in the ass, master!” she cried.

He moved behind her, and Sophie moaned as she felt his hand on the dildo. She gasped aloud as he yanked it out, and then in the next instant his hard, warm cock was pushing up into her bottom as his hands came around her and began to knead her moist, chilled breasts.

“What a tight ass you have, slut,” he grunted, pushing up in short, sharp, hard little thrusts.

“Ungh! Ohh! Ahhh! Unggh!” she gasped as his thick cock spiked deeper into her ass.

“Beg for it again,” he ordered, jerking back on her hair.

“Please fuck me in the ass, master!” she exclaimed.

Now the vibrator was in his other hand, angled down, rubbing across her clit as he began to pump his cock in her ass. Sophie shuddered and moaned, the wrist restraints tight and aching around her wrists now for the weight they were bearing. She was having a hard time standing up as her brother’s big cock rammed up into her ass again and again and again.

She was grunting in time to each hard thrust now, her jaw open, her eyes glassy as the sensations swept over her and threatened to overwhelm her.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”

“Beg for it, slut!”

“P-Please!”

“Beg, whore!”

“Ungggh! UnghUnghUnghUnghUnghUngh!”

He rammed himself up into her ass hard and fast and the climax poured over both of them as his cream poured up into her belly. Sophie rammed herself back against his pumping cock and forward against the grinding vibrator, arching her back, shuddering and crying out in release as a tremendous orgasm blossomed within her.




Chapter 6

Sophie was half hanging by her wrists, gasping for breath, but Brian was far from finished. He thrust the dildo back up into her ass, pushed the gag back into her mouth, and then left her like that for a bit, left her with the camera on her, and her image on the TV so she could look at herself.

When he came back she rolled her eyes at him and moaned, and he felt the thrill of conquest, the arrogance of the strong man who had a beautiful women helpless before him. It hardly mattered that she was his sister, except that, given their former positions, his dominance now felt even sweeter.

“Did you miss me, slut?” he asked.

She glowered at him and Brian smirked. “Don’t give me that look, sex slave, or you’ll have to be punished. Sex slaves should be meek, submissive and obedient.”

He pulled over the chair, and she watched as he took another thick ring and pushed it up into a hole he had apparently already drilled in the ceiling beam overhead. This one was off to her right. He got down, moved the chair, and put another one into the roof to her left.

He tied a new pair of ropes to her wrist restraints, then unlinked them from each other. Sophie rebelliously tried to pull free, but with her ankles held firm, and the rope still holding her other arm, she could do little as he spread her arms out to either side, still raised high, but angled out to the side.

He had already snapped a number of pictures. Now he took more as she looked back helplessly.

He moved in and fingered her nipples. “Sex slaves should have pierced nipples,” he said.

He slid to his knees before her and began to work on her pussy with his tongue and the dildo. After a while he turned on the vibrator, and Sophie’s mind was soon sweltering in the heat her body was pumping into her brain. She moaned and writhed in helpless pleasure as he brought her closer and closer to the peak, then drew back, time and again.

Grinning, he stood up, looking at her standing trembling before him, her face flushed, her body glistening.

“Slut,” he said. “Sex slave.”

He put on a pair of plastic gloves, then took out a small bottle of alcohol and some cotton batting, wiping it against her nipples. She gasped at the cold of the liquid, and stared, dumbfounded, wondering what he could possibly be intending.

Then she saw him opening the sealed packet and taking out the needle. Her eyes went round, and she gaped around the gag. A moment later she shook her head frantically, but he ignored her, pinching her breast behind the nipple, then drawing the needle in against the side of her hot, hard, swollen pink button.

“No!” she cried into the gag. “Noooo!”

The thrust of the needle turned her plea into a cry of pain, yet it was a surprised cry too, partly because she hadn’t thought he’d actually have the balls to do it, and partly at how little pain there really was.

She stared down at her breast, gulping in air as she watched him insert a gold ring in her nipple.

Then he grabbed the other breast behind the nipple, and she moaned and looked up at the ceiling, waiting. It came and she groaned aloud, shuddering with a strange mixture of feelings as he slid the second ring through that nipple.

“You look so hot now,” he said, stepping back, focusing the camcorder on her chest.

Sophie stared, and could not help agree. They looked so hot!

He ran a hand over her sex, pushing at the dildo, making her grunt and moan, flicking moist fingers across her clit so that she hissed and her hips jerked and flinched.

“Slut,” he whispered. “Sex slave.”

Of course the next step was to tie cords to the rings and pull them up and forward so that her nipples ached and stretched.

Then he introduced her to another dildo. It was not quite as thick as the ones inside her, and nowhere near as long. At first she didn’t even realize that was what it was, for it wasn’t straight, but bent sharply, like a half donut. He pulled the dildo out of her ass, and slid the new one into her, and she found that the curve of the thing allowed it to hook up under her tail bone. When he tied a rope to the other end and pulled it up and back she found herself pushing her bottom out and up, forcing herself onto the balls of her feet again.

It was an awkward position, her back arched, her bottom pushed up and out. And now Brian was stroking the vibrator over her clit in a way calculated to destroy whatever thinking processes she had left.

He worked her up to towards the peak several times, then backed off with hard slaps to the bottom, or ice to the clit or nipples. She was frazzled, dazed, moaning, soaked with sweat, and mentally on edge with the intensity of the hunger which had set her muscles to spasming and trembling.

He took out the gag and she groaned helplessly, saliva drooling over her lower lip and down her chest.

He jerked back on her hair and she groaned, her eyes glassy.

“Are you my slut, Sophie?” he demanded.

“Ysssss,” she groaned.

“Say it!”

“mm yer slut,” she moaned.

Her jerked on her hair and slapped her bottom sharply.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I’m your slut!” she gasped.

“Master. Say master.”

“I’m your slut, master.”

“Call me Master Brian,” he said tauntingly.

“Master Brian,” she moaned.

He taunted her with the vibrator, making her gasp and jerk and moan.

“Beg me to let you come, slut.”

“Please let me come, Master Brian!” she gasped.

“Say, please let your slut come,” he said.

“Please let your slut come, Master Brian!” she gasped.

The words themselves were shocking, and struck her like hot, hard blows of lust and excitement. She could hardly believe he was speaking them. Every word was degrading and disgusting and demeaning. And yet somehow wildly exciting, at the same time.

“Beg again, whore.”

“Please let your slut come, Master Brian!” she cried, her voice breaking.

He giggled in delight. “What are you, Sophie?”

“I’m your slut, Master Brian!”

“You’re a nasty little sex slave, aren’t you.”

“Yesssssssss.”

“Say it!” he growled, yanking back on her hair.

“I’m a nasty little sex slave!”

“You’re a come slut, aren’t you.”

“I’m a come slut,” she panted.

Grinning, he said. “Say, Brian is my master and I’m his filthy little come slut.”

“Brian is my master and I’m his filthy little come slut!” she moaned.

“Beg me to let you come again, slut.”

“Please let me come, Master Brian!” she half sobbed, desperate to release the terrible sexual pressure eating away at her mind.

“Keep saying it and I will. Keep saying it.”

And so she did, begging him to let her come, again and again, as he played the vibrator over her clit and pumped the dildo in her pussy. And when the orgasm came it struck her like a thunderclap, knocking her virtually senseless. She cried out in helpless pleasure, eyes wild and wide, her body crackling with sexual electricity, her insides swirling and churning with the violence of the sensations pouring through her.

Again and again that thunderclap struck her, for instead of a single climax they rolled over her in waves, hammering her senseless again and again, until she could barely breath, and was left hanging by her wrists, jaw slack, eyes glazed over, body trembling and jerking helplessly.

And as she hung there, almost drooling, he pulled the donut dildo from her ass, and roughly and violently sodomized her again.
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“I can’t fucking believe you pierced my nipples,” she said for the tenth time.

“They look really hot on you,” he said for the tenth time.

She glowered at him but couldn’t disagree.

“I think you should get your pussy pierced too, and your clit.”

“Forget it!”

“It would look really hot, like a real slave girl.”

“I’m not a fucking slave girl! Got it?” she growled, jabbing her finger into his thin chest.

“But you can pretend,” he said mildly. “Think how hot that would be.”

She glared at him and shoved him out of her room, locking the door. Then she went to the mirror, opening her top and staring at her ringed nipples, fingering them in something like amazement. She took off her top entirely and arched her back, putting her hands behind her neck, unaware he was watching her through the cameras hidden in her room.

She did look hot and sexy. She had never been a girl who really felt hot and sexy. Oh she knew that her body was pretty good, and that she was pretty. But she had always disdained the idea of being sexy as something too “girly” for her. She liked sports and cars, not preening and flaunting herself. She owned no skirts. She owned nothing low cut. She did own clothes which were – form fitting – but that was different.

But she had never really thought of herself as sexy, as a sexual being. Sex was just an occasional – sometimes very occasional – game to be played with a guy.

Sexy? Her?

Soon she was nude, posing before the mirror, looking at herself, feeling aroused. She ran her hand gently down between her legs, staring at her naked sex, wondering – what would it be like to be pierced – down there?

A few minutes later emails from Brian showed her, with pictures and drawings of women who were pierced there. God! It was so – nasty! So hot and wicked! So – so degrading in a way. The pictures showed the women as shackled and chained, kneeling before rugged men, mouthing their cocks, being mounted.

One picture in particular caught at her mind. It was a drawing of a perfectly shaped dark haired girl, not unlike herself, kneeling, sitting on her heels, knees wide, back arched, arms strapped behind her. She was impaled on a dildo, and she had a thick ring through her labia which was chained to a ring in the floor. She was gagged, and her eyes were closed in evident ecstasy as she arched her back.

It was so hot! That could be her! It really could! She was sure that Brian would do it, would chain her that way. Her fingers stroked lightly against her slit and she felt a hot surge of dark, squirming excitement as she imagined herself kneeling and bound like that.

God! Why was she such a slut!?
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“Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” she asked nervously.

“Relax. It’s very simple, and I did your nipples fine, didn’t I?”

“I’m a little more sensitive down there!”

It was a Tuesday afternoon and they were in Brian’s room. Their parents weren’t due home from work for an hour, and that gave them more than enough time.

Sophie was bound spreadeagled on his bed, her body taut and stretched out. Brian was kneeling between her legs, wearing surgical gloves, pinching her labia as he prepared to stick the needle through. He’d already rubbed sterilizing alcohol over her entire pussy, and now he was trying to place the needle just right, at the bottom of her sex lips.

“I just don’t want - .”

“Do you want to be gagged!?”

She bit her lip and shut up, then gasped aloud, arching her back, gurgling in pain as the needle pierced her labia.

“Fuuuuck!” she gasped through clenched teeth.

She slumped weakly, then cried out again in shock as he quickly pierced her other labia.

“I thought it would be better to get it over with rather than you having to anticipate the second one.

“Fuck!” she gasped, panting for breath. “That fucking hurt!”

“I used a thicker gauge than with your nipples,” he said unapologetically. “I want to use a thicker, heavier ring. I’ll be using a smaller one for your clit hood.”

It still hurt, and she gnashed her teeth at the pain before slumping, gasping weakly.

“All done, little sex slave,” he said.

He crawled upwards, naked, and straddled her head. “Now for my reward.”

He was hard, and he gently lay the head of his fat cock in her open mouth.

Sophie closed her lips around it, sucking slowly, starting to feel roused as he pushed forward, leaning into her. She moaned around the shaft as it slid deeper, as his cock stroked across her tongue and the head pushed towards the back of her mouth.

Her wrists pulled against the restraints, but she could do nothing but suck as he leaned into her. His hands slid behind her head, lifting it up and forward, thrusting slowly, pumping through her open lips as she moaned weakly.

“Suck that cock, slave girl,” he said from above her. “Swallow my meat, sex slave. Nasty little come slut. You know you love it. You know you were made to suck cock. That’s what you are, you know, a little cock sucker. Suck my cock and swallow my juice, come slut.”

She moaned weakly, his words battering at her mind as his cock battered at her throat.

Then he slid into her gullet and she gagged weakly. He leaned over her, spreading his knees wider as she twisted and arched and thrashed against the bonds. He fell forward onto his chest and belly with her head beneath him, his hands still underneath, his knees spread wide as he drove himself into her to the balls.

Her face was jammed into his crotch as Sophie twisted and pulled helplessly, gurgling and choking on his thick prick. He groaned from somewhere above her, his hips starting to pump now, his long cock sliding up and down in her spasming, aching, gagging throat. Then he gasped aloud and picked up the pace, thrusting hard, deep, violently, his hips working furiously as his cock pounded her throat and she gurgled in helpless dazed, breathless fear.

She almost lost consciousness, but he came quickly and pulled free.
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“You asshole!” she snarled at him later.

“What kind of a sex slave can’t deep throat?” he said calmly.

“I can’t, okay!”

“You can. It’s just a matter of mind over matter. You need to get used to it. And I’ll pay you to learn. Five hundred bucks.”

Sophie paused, startled by the offer. Five hundred bucks was a lot of money. It was not quite two weeks pay.

“How do I learn?” she asked.

“I’ll teach you.”

“Oh right, because you’re the master of deep throating,” she said sarcastically.

“No, but I do know how to help you learn. If you’ve got the guts.”

“You’ll be lucky if I don’t heave my guts all over the floor!”

“You just have to concentrate.”

It was three days later that they decided to try. Sophie was off that morning, and he took the morning off. She had eaten nothing since dinner, so she couldn’t make a mess if things went wrong. Brian placed her on the dining room table. It was made of heavy old wood, and he had her lay on her belly with her shoulders at the edge of the table. Her arms were extended straight out to either side, and her wrist restraints bound to the table legs.

Her legs were bound as straight out to the sides as she could get them, or rather, as Brian could get them, which was fairly straight, straight enough her thighs were aching, her tendons stretched and straining. A fat dildo protruded from her pussy and a vibrator was jammed under her pussy, purring away against her clit. The donut shaped dildo was in her bottom, hooked under her tailbone, and her hair was gathered back in a thick pony tail and tied to the dildo, forcing her head up and back, keeping her from pulling it forward at all.

She had a special gag in her mouth, one Brian called a ring gag. It forced her jaws wide, but left her mouth open and empty. Brian had a thin latex dildo which he was sliding back and forth through the ring gag and along her tongue.

“Just think of it as swallowing food,” he said. “When it enters your throat, swallow it as though it belongs there.”

Which was a lot easier said than done. When it entered her throat she gagged and choked and pulled desperately at her bonds.

“Stop struggling. Just swallow it.”

But she couldn’t. Every time he pushed it into her throat she gagged and choked. She was becoming miserable and light-headed from the repeated lack of air. She was sweating and frazzled and miserable and frustrated. She was drooling, and gasping, and he had to hold tissues against her nose several times so she could blow. And then she began to sob miserably, which was totally not like her.

He stroked her head and hair and told her how lovely and sexy she was, and how she didn’t have to ever worry about suffocating, that he would always take it out before she would get into trouble, and his hands caressed her shoulders and back reassuringly.

Then he used his cock instead of the latex dildos. It was thicker, but somehow, it felt more natural. She gagged again, but not as severely, and he was able to bury it in her throat and hold himself in place as she slowly adjusted to it. Her straining and twisting eased and she went limp, moaning around his cock as he held still with her lips wrapped around the base.

“That’s my girl,” he said gently, stroking her head. “That’s my hot little sexy slave girl.”

He eased back slowly, and his cock, dripping with saliva, slid out of her throat and mouth with her coughing only a little.

“You did great!” he exclaimed. “You’re getting it. You’ll be a hot, deep throater in no time.”

Sophie felt strangely pleased at the praise, just as she had felt oddly reassured by his gentle caresses and words. She had never thought of him as a man before, never thought of him as strong, but now she felt strangely protected by him.

He ran his hard cock slowly into her mouth, and she sucked on it before it slid into her throat. She gagged again, but not badly. He held still, letting her get used to it, then pushed deeper, and again she found her nose jammed into his pubic bone.

Again and again he let her swallow his cock, until it got to the point she wasn’t gagging at all. She felt gleeful, excited, and proud of her accomplishment. He untied her hair and put his cock in her mouth and she bobbed her lips up and down and then took a deep breath before sliding her lips down all the way, grunting as he entered her throat, but taking him calmly, sliding her lips all the way down to the base of his cock.

“Oh yeah!” he groaned. “That is so hot! You’re so hot, Sophie! You’re such an incredible little nympho sex slave. God! Suck me, baby! Suck that cock, sex slave. Swallow my prick, you hot little fuck toy!”

A week later she knelt on the floor of the basement, knees spread wide, impaled on a thick dildo which he had fastened to the floor. Her arms were strapped back behind her from wrist to elbow. She was collared, her rings pulling her nipples up and out as the chains he had fed into them led tautly to the wall, and her thick pussy ring was locked by a tiny chain to a ring set in the floor.

Brian stepped behind her, tilted her head all the way back, and fed his cock straight down her throat, pumping smoothly and evenly as she moaned and gurgled and panted and whined in heat and lust and pain and pleasure and dazed sexual hunger.




Chapter 7

The pictures on her screen were the same as they had been the previous day; muscular black men with giant cocks fucking sexy little white girls. Brian’s comments in the email were hardly much different. “Don’t you think this looks incredibly hot? I’d like to see two or three black guys doing you, riding you, dominating you, reaming you out with their big cocks.”

Sophie felt a spreading heat and looked away. Yes, the thought was hot, but so what. She didn’t know any Black guys she was likely to invite to – to molest her! And she sure as hell wasn’t going to go out and look for some! So the point was moot.

But it was a hot, sexy fantasy, that dark black skin against her own pale flesh, that big black cock thrusting into her tight pink sex. Yes, it was hot, but then, she was always hot these days, always thinking of sex, obsessed with it. And so was Brian. Their little sex game play was starting to spread out more into their everyday life. He would grab her butt or breast when their parents were there, but with their backs turned, or lean over and whisper “fuck toy” or “sex slave” into her ear as they sat nearby.

Once, he made her go to dinner with a dildo in her ass and another in her pussy!

What a lot of squirming she did that night!

He was making more decisions now, ordering her to do things, and she was doing them, at least with stuff about sex. But she did find herself deferring to him more, far more than she ever had before, even when it had nothing to do with sex.

On a Sunday evening, with the house to themselves again, she was collared, and wearing the wrist and ankle restraints, but otherwise unbound. A thick black dildo protruded from both her pussy and her ass, and her pussy, as usual, was steaming as he showed her his new riding crop. It was thin and light, but it stung when it struck, as she quickly learned.

“Oww! Quit it!”

“Oh don’t be a baby. It only stings a little.”

Which was true enough, but still, it did sting.

“I want to put my sex slave through her paces,” he said. “A sex slave should be trained to obey her master. Like a good dog. You’re my bitch so you need to learn how to obey your master.”

She made a doubtful face, but she was aroused and ready to play along.

“Crawl on all fours like a bitch in heat,” he ordered.

Her pussy spasmed around the dildo, and she slid onto all fours, then crawled slowly around the room. She yelped as the crop struck her bottom sharply.

“Keep that ass high, slut!” he barked.

She opened her mouth to snap at him, but instead obeyed, feeling a little shudder of excitement at how he made her feel like she was a sex slave!.

“Stop. Now put your chest down on the floor, and keep your ass high.”

She obeyed, moaning as he caressed her clit with the crop.

“Spread your knees wider, slut.”

He slapped lightly at her engorged clit and she gasped and moaned, shifting her knees apart.

“Good slave. Now spread your arms out to either side too. That’s my slut. That’s my sex slave.”

She moaned softly.

“All right, slave. Now sit on your heels, knees apart.”

She pushed herself up and back, sitting on her heels, knees wide, and gasped as the crop struck her back stingingly.

“Keep that back straight, slut! And put your hands on your outer thighs. That’s it, slave girl. Now say yes, master Brian.”

“Yes, Master Brian,” she gulped, the words making her feel stupid, but oddly, exciting too.

“Now put your hands behind your neck and arch your back.”

She did so, and he rubbed at her nipples with the flat tip of the crop. “Nasty little fuck toy,” he said, beginning to slap them lightly.

Sophie winced and clenched her teeth, but maintained her position as he lightly slapped both nipples teasingly.

“On your back and spread your legs. I’m sure a slut like you gets told that a lot,” he said.

Flushing, she fell back and spread her legs, then at his orders raised her knees and spread them well apart.

He had her change positions repeatedly, and was always ready to snap the crop across her bottom or back or hip or even her breast if she didn’t move quickly. It was all very - hot and nasty.

Then he ordered her to masturbate.

She gaped at him, immediately flooded by both excitement and embarrassment.

“Do it, sex slave,” he growled.

And so she did. She was terribly embarrassed, at first, but then, with him watching, she began to get into it. Even when he started taping it she didn’t stop, gasping and moaning, rubbing her clit and pumping the dildo until she came with a tremendous climax, her hips rolling up frantically.

Then he had her do strip teases as he taped those, then had her masturbate again.

Finally, he stood her up, bound her wrists behind her and raised them up and back, forcing her to bend over at the waist. He bound her ankles apart and filled her with dildos, then hung weights from her rings. With her arms pointed almost straight up, he used her mouth and throat, then spent considerable time teasing her with the vibrator, the dildos and his tongue until she was trembling and shaking with the need to come.

“I’ve let you suck my cock, sex slave,” he said sternly, gripping her hair in his fist. “I’ve fucked your tight ass a few times too. But I haven’t actually fucked your tight pussy yet. You’re my sister and I haven’t wanted to take that extra step. But I realize your pussy has been drooling for a real cock for some time now. So I’m willing to fuck you now, sex toy. Would you like that? Would you like me to pound your tight little cunt?”

“Yes!” she gasped, sweating, trembling, gasping. “Fuck me.”

“Not good enough, sex slave. You need to beg for it. You need to beg for me to ride your whore pussy. You need to beg for me to ram my cock up your tight little cunt. Beg for it, slut. Beg me for cock.”

“Please fuck me!” she moaned, eyes fluttering weakly. “Please fuck my whore pussy, Master Brian. Please pound my cunt! Please pound me hard! Please shove your beautiful cock up my whore cunt! Please! Fuck me! Please, master Brian! Fuck your whore sister!”

He drew the dildo out and slid his cock in, and his sister shuddered and moaned and jammed her ass back against him. He held her hips and then drove himself balls-deep into his sister’s pussy, and as her orgasm began he started to slam his cock into her with total abandon.

He gripped her hair and yanked her head up and back as he pounded into her, and Sophie’s excited grunts became cries of helpless pleasure as the orgasm stormed through her body and mind. Her pussy spasmed and squeezed and sucked on her brother’s cock as it plunged up and down, and her insides ached and burned with the hard thrusting that drove his spongy mushroom cock into the bottom of her sheath with brutal force.

The weights danced and bounced on the end of the cords, tugging painfully on her nipples and pussy. Her body shook violently to the harsh impact of her brother’s hips as his cock pounded into her with frantic force.

He yanked her head back hard by the hair, making her cry out in pain.

“Tell me what a dirty whore you are, Sophie!”

“I’m a dirty whore slut!” she cried. “Fuck my whore pussy!”

His hips beat a violent tattoo off her upraised bottom and she shuddered and cried out as her nipples and pussy burned and the weights bounced and her insides twisted and spasmed around his pistoning cock.

He reached down, his fingers wide, and roughly groped her breast, sinking his fingers deep into the soft flesh, then drew his hand back and slapped it so she cried out.

“Tell me what a slut you are, bitch! Tell me how much you love my cock!”

But Sophie was beyond talking, as she gurgled and grunted and shuddered through an even more powerful climax, her entire body shaking and jerking, her muscles spasming as the pleasure burned through her mind.

“Sex slave! Fuck toy!” he gasped, yanking on her hair and slapping her breast as he pounded his cock into her. “Take that cock, bitch! Take that cock up your hungry little pussy!”
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She came home from work the next day to find him waiting for her, grinning, holding up the rope.

“Brian,” she groaned.

“Strip off, slut.”

“Can’t I shower and relax first?” she grumbled.

But he was already pawing at her clothes, and she submitted. It had been a long, boring day, and it had taken an hour to get home on the bus in the rain. A little excitement, despite her sore feet, were just about what she needed.

She stood submissively as her brother bound her arms behind her, wrapping the ropes tightly around her wrists and above and below her elbows. She groaned a little as her shoulders were forced back sharply, but she was getting used to the stretching and odd contortions his bondage games involved.

He bent her over and tied two loops carefully around her breasts, squeezing them out into hard little mushrooms, then thrust a pair of thick dildos up her pussy and ass and drew the ropes down between her legs to circle them and hold them in place – no matter what. He put a collar around her neck, and tied carefully measured cords from the ring in its center to her nipple rings.

Then he had her step into a pair of boots.

“What the fuck for?” she asked in confusion.

“Because I said so, slave.”

She stepped into them and he grinned, then went to the closet and took out a rain poncho and drew it over her head.

“What are you doing?” she asked, mystified.

“We’re going out.”

“What!?”

The poncho settled around her body, hiding her body completely, at least down to the knees.

“No one will know you’re naked.”

“Are you crazy! I’m not going out like this!?”

He just grinned, pulled her hood up, then put on his own raincoat.

“Brian, you aren’t really going to bring me outside like this are you!?” she asked anxiously.

He gripped her arm through the poncho and she twisted away with a yelp, scurrying deeper into the house.

“Do you want a spanking?” he demanded.

“As long as it’s inside!”

He caught her easily, but she kept squirming, then threw herself onto the sofa.

“You’ll have to carry me out!”

“I don’t think so,” he said.

He flipped her onto her back and then raised the poncho to bare her below the waist. Then he tied another thin cord to the ring piercing her clit hood. He cut a tiny hole in the front of the plastic poncho directly in front of it and fed the cord through it, then dropped the poncho back in place and – pulled.

“Ooowww!” she squealed, quickly forced to her feet.

“Now you’re a leashed bitch,” he said.

He walked to the door, and his sister had little choice but to scurry after, yelping and gasping at the pressure against her clit hood.

“No, no no!” she squealed. “I’m not going outside! Please don’t bring me outside!”

“Nobody will know, you dumb bitch.”

He led her out the door and closed it behind, then led her out into the rain. She had no choice but to keep close as he pulled the cord and led her up the walk and along the street.

“It’s cold!”

“It’s not that cold.”

“I’m not wearing anything but this little plastic thing!”

“I’m sure you’ll heat up in no time.”

They walked up several blocks, with Sophie terribly aware of the dildos protruding from her pussy and ass. They ground against her buttocks and thighs as she walked, and her nipples jerked against the cords tied to her collar as her breasts jiggled a little, even in their ropes.

“Pervert,” she gasped.

“Fucking right I am, slut.”

“Where are we going?” she moaned.

He led her to the main road, and then towards a large hardware store.

“Ohmygod! You’re not taking me inside there!”

“Yup.”

“Brian!” she gasped. “Please don’t!”

He led her across the parking lot and then halted just across from the main doors.

“You behave or I’ll use your leash all the way inside, and someone just might notice that.”

With her hidden from view behind a car he pulled up the front of the poncho and tugged the string back inside where it hung loosely between her thighs. Then he let the poncho down again.

“Is the poncho up high enough?” she asked anxiously. “Does it hide the collar?”

“Yes, don’t worry.”

They walked through the front doors and into the warmth and brightness of the hardware store. It was large, with scores of customers, and Sophie followed her brother anxiously up and down the aisles, the dildos rubbing against her buttocks and thighs, horribly aware of how naked she was under the little poncho. They passed old and middle aged men, kids, women with babies, and employees of all ages, and Sophie kept looking down self-consciously for fear her breasts were sticking out too much, or the people would somehow figure out that her arms were tied behind her back.

Sophie’s heart pounded the entire time, but there was a wild, dark thrill too, an adrenaline rush of doing something so outrageous, so shocking, so wicked! Her pussy was sopping around the dildo, and her nipples ached to be touched, to be sucked, to be licked and caressed.

After fifteen minutes or so he led her back outside and through the parking lot. Sophie felt enormously relief, thinking they were heading home, but Brian led them out to the outer edge of the parking lot, then stopped and, grinning, pulled her between several cars.

“What are you doing?” she gulped.

It was still raining lightly, and no one was hanging around the parking lot any longer then they had to. She squealed softly as he lifted the poncho up completely over her head, and left her completely nude, standing between a pair of cars.

“Brian!”

He grinned and opened his raincoat, then unzipped.

“On your knees, slut.”

“Someone will see!”

“Then you better fucking hurry.”

“Oh my God!”

She sank to her knees on the cold, wet pavement and slipped her lips around his cock as he hardened, moaning as it thickened in her mouth. This was insanity!

But it wasn’t like she had any choice, not tied up the way she was.

She bobbed her lips up and down on his sock, the rain soaking her hair and face, trickling down her shoulders and arms, and across her swollen breasts. Her lips slid up and down with longer and longer strokes, and he gripped her wet hair, pulling her forward, his slick cock sliding into her throat as he jammed her lips up against his jeans.

“Yeah! Swallow that cock, you slave bitch!” he growled.

He pulled her up and let her slide back, gurgling helplessly, pulled her up again, then let her slide back. He seized her hair in both hands and began to fuck her face and throat in deep, slow strokes as her wide eyes fluttered up at him.

He pulled out and lifted his gasping, coughing sister to her feet, shoving her face down across the hood of a car. He spread her legs and gripped the dildo protruding from her pussy, then pulled the rope aside, yanked out the rope, and rammed his cock into her.

“Oh fuck!” she half sobbed as his cock filled her. “Oh God!”

He rammed into her hard and fast as Sophie shuddered and moaned, and her breasts were squashed below her against the hard, wet hood of the car.

He gripped the base of the other dildo, jerking up and back on it in time to his thrusts, forcing his sister’s ass to jerk up in response.

“Ungh! Shit! I’m gonna come, you slut!” he gasped. “Fucking sex slave! Fucking slave bitch!”

He felt himself exploding deep inside her and jerked her hair back hard as he ground his hips into her buttocks. Then he half collapsed atop her, panting for breath before drawing slowly back and putting himself back into his pants.

“Let’s go, slave.”

“Bastard,” she moaned.

He snickered and pulled her upright, then put her poncho back on and led her back up the street and across it, then past their street and on to the park.

“What are you doing to me?” she moaned.

“Anything I want, fuck toy,” he said with glee.

“I’m your sister,” she moaned.

“You’re my sex slave,” he said.

The park was empty, of course. He led her into the middle, then made her get out of her boots as he took off the poncho. The rain began to fall harder and she shivered in the cold as he through her onto the ground.

“Crawl, bitch. Crawl on your belly,” he ordered.

Shuddering with the dark hunger and excitement despite how cold she felt, Sophie crawled and wriggled along the wet ground, naked, gasping, moaning, until she reached where he was standing. When he pressed his boot against her face she didn’t need to be told. Something inside her just knew what to do, and she pushed her tongue out and, trembling, licked slowly up and down along his boot.

“Tell me you’re my bitch!”

She moaned, her pussy spasming around the dildo, and rolled her eyes upwards. “I’m your bitch, master! I’m your filthy little whore and sex slave!”

She licked up along the side of his boot and when he lifted his foot and pressed the bottom of the shoe against her face she licked at that too, tasting the grass and dirt on her tongue as she felt a dark wave of intense arousal sweeping through her fractured mind.

“Ride me, master! Ride your filthy bitch!”

“Get on your knees, bitch. Show me your cunt!”

She whimpered and obeyed, turning, drawing her knees in, raising her ass against the rain as cold droplets trickled down her back and thighs and across her face.

He entered her from behind, and she grunted in heated pleasure as he used her hard and deep and roughly, her knees and face and breasts grinding against the cold grass as his stiff cock pounded into her upraised pussy.

When he grabbed the base of the dildo sticking out of her bottom and began to pump that in and out she felt as though her insides were coming apart, then a scalding flood of heat made her feel as though it were her mind coming apart. She cried out in wildfire pleasure as the orgasm howled through her body, and thunder crashed overhead as the rain beat down even harder.

“Oh man,” he moaned, leaning over her, his cock softening inside her still spasming pussy. “I’m done.”

He drew back slowly. Sophie just knelt there, jaw slack, eyes slitted, gasping for breath, still trembling from the powerful orgasm that had nearly blown her mind out completely.

She grunted when he shoved the dildo back up inside her, but didn’t say anything, or even more as her brother began to untie her arms, drawing the rope away from her breasts, as well. Had she been thinking she might have wondered why he was untying her here in the park, but she really wasn’t thinking about anything just then, content to bask in the soft, languorous afterglow of her come.

The rope came free and her arms dropped to her sides, even as he stood up, grasping her wet hair and pulled her up to her knees.

“On your feet, slave.”

Gasping, eyes still glassy, Sophie knelt weakly, arms still at her sides, her shoulders aching too much to really make much use of them. Then she groaned as he shoved her forward, and she fell onto her belly on the cold, wet ground.

“Unggh!” she groaned as his boot pressed against the base of the dildo protruding from her anus. “D-Don’t!” she moaned.

“Whore. Slut,” he said.

He straddled her back and drew her arms up above her head, then began to tie them together. When they were tightly layered in rope he stood up again, pulling on the rope, forcing Sophie to her knees, then to her feet. She stumbled forward after him, shaking her head to clear out the cobwebs.

The rain spattered off his raincoat and her bare skin as he led her over to a dead tree, then threw the rope up across a thick, low hanging branch. Sophie moaned in renewed excitement and anxiety as she felt her arms lifted above her head, then groaned as her brother pulled harder on the rope and she felt the rope tightening around her wrists, felt the pressure forcing her onto the balls of her feet, then onto her toes, her body stretched out above her.

He pulled harder and she cried out as her wriggling toes left the grass and she found herself hanging freely by the wrists. Brian grunted with effort as he struggled to tie the rope around another nearby branch before she slipped back down, and somehow succeeded.

The pain to her wrists was sharp and hot, at first, but began to dull as she hung there swaying weakly. Brian grinned at her, running his hand over her rain slick body, kneading her breasts and buttocks, jabbing at the base of the dildos.

“Slave,” he said.

Then he spun her violently. Sophie cried out as her body spun dizzily around on the end of the rope, the world reeling around her as her legs whipped about and the rain spattered against her face and into her eyes. There was little she could do to steady herself, to ease the swinging but to keep still and wait for the swaying to ease.

When it had, he was gone, and though she looked around frantically there was no sign of her brother. She moaned dazedly, her head cocking back, staring up at the rain pouring down. Thunder cracked over head and lightning flashed, and then the rain really began to pour down.

It was – surreal, and she moaned weakly, gasping, spitting out rainwater, dropping hr chin so the rain hit her head instead of her face. She shivered and trembled, the rain trickling down her body in a hundred cold rivulets as her toes wriggled helplessly just above the grass.

Occasionally she raised her head, turning, looking around her, looking for Brian. She felt a shudder at the thought of someone walking their dog in the rain coming upon her, her insides quivering and roiling with anxiety over the possibility of being caught in this dirty, nasty, kinky game. And how would she explain it? Especially if it emerged that her “lover” was her own little brother!?

And yet, still, her insides burned with a feverish hunger. This was so dark and kinky and wicked! It was such a hot, deliciously slutty game! She had no fear that he would abandon her. He was her brother, after all.

And then he was there, behind her, and she felt a jolt run through her as she saw him grinning, saw the belt in his hand. Her breathing, already coming in ragged little gasps and gulps, grew even harsher as he stepped up behind her and drew his arm back.

The belt struck her bottom with a sharp crack that was barely heard in the storm and she cried out at the sharp spark of stinging pain, her leg muscles spasming, her legs shooting forward and out to either side, her body swaying and rocking on the end of the rope.

“Oowww! Noooo! Briannn!” she cried.

“Say master,” he demanded, slashing the belt across her bottom a second time.

“Master! Master! Please, Master!” she cried as her bottom burned.

He laughed and watched her swing and sway, then slashed the belt across her bottom a third time, then a fourth

“Oww! Fuck! That hurts!” she cried.

“Slave girls need to be tortured,” he growled in a thick voice.

He cracked the belt across her bottom again, and then again as she yelped and twisted and swayed violently.

“Oww! Don’t!” she cried, legs kicking weakly.

“Beg, slut.”

Her pussy spasmed around the dildo. This was so darkly kinky! He was practically whipping her!

“Pleeeeease!”

Crack! Her legs flailed again at the biting pain in her buttocks.

“You forgot to say master, slut.”

Crack!

“Oww! Please, master! Oww! That hurts, master!”

Crack!

“Good. I like hurting slave girls.”

Daringly, he swung the belt higher and it struck his sister across the shoulders. She cried out again, louder this time, surprised, gasping.

Oh my God, she thought dazedly. Oh God! What is he doing to me!?

“Owww!”

“Whore,” he said. “You deserve to be whipped, slut.”

And she did, a distant part of her thought, her nipples on fire, her breasts swollen and burning, her pussy and ass squeezing spasmodically around the dildos stuffed up within her throbbing belly.

Crack! The belt struck her across the shoulders again, then across the small of her back. Each blow sent a hot shockwave of pain through her body, but her nervous system was in meltdown, and it didn’t really feel like pain, not – not like normally pain anyway. It was a dark, deliciously squirmy kind of pain that made her pussy burn and boil.

Sophie swayed and twisted and sobbed in dazed pain and wild, dark, inexplicable excitement as the belt struck her back again, harder.

“Bastard!” she cried breathlessly, wanting to provoke him.

“Show more respect for your master, slut.”

“Faggot!” she gasped.

His cock throbbed, for he knew very well she was trying to provoke him. He through his arm forward and the belt cracked across her back.

“Slut.”

She sobbed weakly. “Fu-fucking twerp!”

He was waiting for her swinging, swaying body to be positioned for the next blow, and then he had a better idea, his cock throbbing again, hardening at once. He swung again, but not as hard, and without waiting for her back to be turned to him.

Sophie cried out in shock as the belt struck her breasts. The pain was sharper, but the dark hunger was even more powerful.

“Owww! Oh God!” she cried. “Oh fuck! You bastard! You – .”

Crack! The belt cut across her right breast, and she cried out in pain and shock, her legs whipping forward wildly.

He laughed, dodging to one side, and brought the belt slicing down across her other breast. Again she cried out, kicking wildly at him as he dodged back. The belt lashed her back again as she spun, then struck hard across her wet belly.

She was exhausting herself, and finding it harder and harder to breath. Her breath was coming in ragged, desperate gasps as her mind spun out of control.

The belt cracked across her breasts and she cried out weakly, her legs jerking feebly. He rushed in, gripping both dildos hard, thrusting them both up into her in harsh, furious pistoning motions that made her insides cramp and ache and burn, and then threw her into helpless, spasming orgasms that clawed at her mind.

Her head jerked back and shook frantically up and down as she made helpless animal noises, her mind overcome by the harsh dark violence of the climax tearing through her. Black dots danced before her eyes and she blinked them against the rain, feeling as though she were floating in place, her skin electric, her insides flaming.

He pounded the dildos into her until her body ceased its desperate thrashing, then jammed them high and stepped back.

Sophie hung limply, chin on her chest, long, athletic body stretched out, chest heaving. He pulled her head up by the hair and stared into her glassy eyes, then let it drop.

“Sex slave,” he said.

She groaned in response.

He moved back and picked up the belt, then slashed it across her breasts.

Sophie moaned weakly, only flinching a little. A second blow made her moan, her body rocking.

“Spread your legs, slut. Open them up. Open them wide.”

Her eyes fluttered dazedly.

“Did you hear me, slave!? Open your legs wide! Open them!”

Sophie could hardly understand, and hardly cared, but something inside her stirred, and she slowly worked exhausted muscles, opening her heavy legs.

“Wider, slut! Wider, sex slave! Open those legs!”

She obeyed the distant voice, grunting with effort as she lifted her legs out to either side, fighting gravity.

Brian snapped the belt in against her pussy.

During the rough thrusting with both dildos he had all-but buried them inside her body. The one in her pussy basically had been buried. Her sex lips were still spread a little, the base of the foot-long dildo visible between the swollen flesh, but her mons was bare to the belt as it cut in and up against her.

Sophie cried out, head thrown back, legs flailing up and out, then back closed, her body swinging violently as a sob of pain escaped her.

“Spread your legs, slut. Spread your legs apart, sex slave. Do what your master says, fuck toy. Now! Spread them!”

Dazedly, she obeyed, and took another blow that rocked her mind.

“Spread them, slut!”

Trembling, moaning, she managed to open her legs, to pull her ankles out farther and farther to either side, gasping, moaning, gulping in air, waiting for the next blow. It came and she screamed, the orgasm flashing over her out of nowhere and tearing at her feeble mind.




Chapter 8

“Just imagine what would happen if I put all these on the internet.”

Sophie flushed. He’d made her look at the collage of videos he’d collected of her. There were videos that showed her sucking cock – his cock, but no one would know that. The videos showed her deep throating his stiff cock, sucking his balls, being face fucked, showed the cock coming and splattering her face, spewing into her open mouth.

There were videos of her masturbating, with and without dildos and vibrators, of her fucking her own ass while she cried out for more, videos of her stripping, and then using the dildos, videos of her being fucked by him, or at least, by a male, for the videos never showed him above the waist. They were the most graphic possible videos and showed her as the worst kind of slut.

“This is why you’re my sex slave,” he said. “Because if you disobey me in the slightest I’m going to show these to all your friends.”

She shuddered again at the threat. She had no real fear he would do it, but the idea was palpably mortifying. She imagined her friends and family seeing the videos, imagined how much of a slut they would think her.

“Fuck my ass! I want your cock in my ass!” the video of her cried. “Fuck my slut ass!”

She cringed and half turned away, embarrassed by the words she was crying, by how much of a sex mad whore she looked, kneeling there with her legs spread and her ass pushed into the air, a dildo pumping in her ass.

“Now let’s put you through your paces, slut.”

She sighed and then eyed the riding crop anxiously. She began to kneel, then obeyed as he barked out order to change positions again and again. He made her crawl around on all fours, then on her belly, made her lick his feet, then crawl along the floor and lick at the baseboard. He made her crawl into the bathroom and lick at the tiled floors, smacking the crop across her bare bottom at any hesitation.

She got a number of sharp blows for hesitating at licking the base of the toilet, but then her own inner heat caused her pussy to spasm around the ever present dildo stuffed into her, and she obeyed, moaning as she licked at the base of the dildo, as she licked her way up the outside of the bowl, and then, licked at the seat.

He pulled the seat up, and she moaned, drawing another blow, this one across the back.

“Lick it, whore! Dog slut! Fuck toy! Sex slave!”

She licked at the rim of the toilet, then, feeling an almost overwhelming surge of heat, she let her tongue trail slowly up across the rim, then down the inside.

Image

Brian’s sex games were rapidly taking over her life. Sophie knew it, and wondered at it, but didn’t know what to do about it. The dark sex games were the shining life and light in her otherwise dull, drab, boring existence. And while she knew they were sick, she was getting off on them too much to want them to stop. Her perverted little brother was turning her into a nympho.

“You want to be fucked, don’t you, slut.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Fuck me, master!”

“I want you to get dressed for a good violent sex attack. Put on clothes that you won’t miss if they’re torn off. Take out the dildos and put in a butt plug so your ass can be reamed out quickly. Go on. Move, you slave. Mr. Ski mask is going to get you and ream you out.”

Excited and anxious, she hurried into her room. She pulled on an old, wispy bra which was too uncomfortable for her to like, a thin thong, then a pair of too-tight short denim cutoffs.

Ride me! He’d made her beg to be fucked for weeks. Now he was going to play molester, was he? Her pussy spasmed at the thought.

“Brian?” she called as she looked back.

He was going to jump out at her!

She felt her pulse racing even as her pussy throbbed hungrily.

I’m just a girl at home all alone, she thought, feeding the fantasy. Is that a noise I hear?

She made her way slowly, warily into the hall. Where was that little bastard?

She checked his room warily, then headed for the stairs. She took them carefully, on edge, wondering when he would jump out at her. She slipped through the door to the living room, eying the sofa to see if he might be hiding behind it.

She heard a sound and whirled with a yelp, then felt the blood leave her face.

There was a man standing there in a ski mask, all right. But it certainly wasn’t Brian. This man was easily six feet tall, broad shouldered – and Black. She felt faint, and gaped at him as, grinning, he walked forward.

She started to back up, her head jerking from side to side, looking for her brother.

“B-Brian?” she called.

“I love white pussy,” the Black man said.

He grabbed her by the scruff of the neck and yanked her forward, forcing her up onto the balls of her feet.

“You’re gonna suck my black cock, ain’t you, bitch,” he said.

He tore the front of her blouse open, sending the buttons flying, then shoved her back against the wall, hard, pinning her there as he tore her bra down and with a growl, bent and mouthed her right nipple, ring and all.

“Wha – who – w-wait!” she gasped.

“Shut up, whore!” he barked.

He tore her shirt off completely and threw her to the floor, then unzipped and pulled out a fat black cock.

“Got a big black cock for you to suck on, white girl.”

He yanked her hair, forcing her to her knees, then shoved his cock at her face.

“Suck cock, bitch!”

She moaned as he forced his black cock into her mouth, her jaw straining to envelope his thick girth as he pulled her forward by the hair.

She was too shocked, too stunned, too anxious and too embarrassed to feel anything. She moaned around his cock, sucking automatically as he yanked on her hair. His prick was a big one, bigger even than Brian’s, and she folded her hand around the base, trying to control how hard it thrust against her.

“Put your hand down, white girl,” he growled. “You’re gonna swallow every inch of black cock!”

He threw her back onto her back on the floor, and took out a pair of handcuffs, then straddled her, flipping her onto her belly and drawing her wrists quickly back behind her. He clipped the hard cold metal around her slender wrists, then flipped her back again and forced her back onto her knees.

“Suck cock, white girl!”

“Muphhhh!” she gurgled as he jammed his cock into her mouth.

And then she saw something out of the corner of her eye, and rolled her eyes frantically that way. She saw Brian at last, and felt a wave of relief. He had his camcorder to his face as he stood back and watched, and her fear melted away.

She hadn’t really been afraid, knowing Brian must be behind this, not really. But she’d been terribly anxious. Now, reassured by his presence, a crackling heat began to rise in her belly as she sucked the man’s cock, as he stood over her, using her mouth, fucking into her just barely short of her throat.

“Swallow that cock, bitch,” he growled, his voice deep.

Shame and embarrassment were still stark and raw on her mind. She had no idea who this man was, this stranger, yet she knelt topless sucking his cock. He was treating her like a whore, spitting out curses and epithets as he jammed his cock deeper.

How sick is this, she thought dazedly. I’m being royally face fucked by a strange Black man and my brother is video taping it.

And then he forced his cock into her throat and she gagged weakly. He snickered as he pulled on her hair, holding her in place as he pushed inch after inch of thick black cock down her throat.

He ground her nose against his groin, groaning and calling her a dirty little white whore, and then pulled slowly back and flung her back on her back.

“Gonna do you, bitch!”

He dropped to his knees between her legs as Sophie lay gasping, panting, her arms under her. He seized the front of her cutoffs and tore them open, ripping the zipper open, tearing the cutoffs open at the crotch so they were little more than bits of fabric on her upper thighs. He tore her thong off and then bent over her, sucking and chewing and biting at her breasts, then licking his way down her legs to her pussy.

His tongue slid up and down her pussy lips, and lapped hungrily at her clit, and Sophie let out a sob of helpless pleasure as the crackling sexual heat began to set her muscles spasming and sparkling in helpless heat and hunger. He spread her legs wide, his thick hands enveloping her slender thighs, lifting her ass upwards off the floor as he ate at her pussy and she gurgled and moaned in helpless, wanton heat.

His cock was hard again and he dropped her ass to the floor, legs still wide. He rubbed his hard black cock along her swollen sex lips and leered at her.

“Beg for it, slut. Beg for my nigger cock. Beg me to do you, whore.”

She moaned and stared up at him, and then cried out as he slapped her face, rocking her head to one side.

“Beg, you white bitch!”

“P-Please!”

He slapped her face again and she cried out.

“Beg, white slut!”

“Please! Please fuck me!” she half sobbed.

He slapped her face again and she shuddered.

“Beg, whore!”

“Please fuck me!”

He slapped her face again, and her ears rang. She blinked her eyes dazedly.

“Call me master.”

“P-Please fuck me, master!” she gasped as he dug his fingers into her soft, aching breasts. “Please fuck my whore body! Please fuck me with your big nigger cock!”

He slapped her face again just as she was half sitting up, and Sophie fell back again with a gasp.

“Fucking bitch! You hear what this white bitch called me!?”

“Yeah,” came another voice, a strange voice.

Sophie moaned dazedly as another Black guy came forward. She hadn’t seen him before, and like the first one he wore a mask over his face. He was naked, though, and his body was hard, muscular and very, very black. He dropped to his knees at her head as the other one roughly flipped her over onto her belly, then slapped her ass hard.

“Gonna do me a white bitch,” he growled as his hands went under her hips and jerked them up into the air.

“On your knees, whore!” he barked.

“Time to do us a little white whore,” the other said as he yanked hard on her hair to lift her head up.

“Agghh,” she cried, eyes rolling wildly before his cock thrust into her mouth.

“Suck cock, white girl,” he said with a sneer.

“Yeah! Suck that niggah cock!” the one behind jeered as he thrust into her.

“Mhggghh!” she cried as his cock split her sex open, spreading her pussy lips wide and then thrust through into the soft, elastic flesh of her sheath. It ached, and it burned, but it felt ferociously exciting, a dark, wild thrill ride which flooded her body with heat and overwhelmed her quivering, humiliated mind.

And that humiliation had grown deeper as this new stranger entered the picture. Now there were two strange men groping and fondling and molesting her, two sets of eyes leering and sneering and drinking in the sight of her naked body. Sophie had never done it with two guys before, and certainly never two strangers. But now, wrists cuffed, with two powerful men using and abusing her, she really had no choice in the matter.

And that sent another surging wave of dark, kinky heat through her mind. For she realized that she literally could do nothing to stop whatever they were doing. She was completely at their mercy, and they were going to fuck her – to use her – no matter what she said or did. It was almost as though she really were being fucked!

Brian was shifting around, moving from place to place, kneeling, then laying down, always with the camera before him, zooming in, getting good video of her being – pounded by the two black men. It should have shocked her but didn’t. She already had too much to cope with as big black hands mauled her breasts and pulled at her hair, as they slapped at her buttocks and dug into her flanks, as fingers probed at her ass and clit and pinched her nipples, as stiff Black cocks drove painfully deeper into her pussy and throat.

She could spare no attention for whatever Brian was doing. Coping with her wild, violent sex took all her consciousness, especially as dazed and shocked as she was, especially as her body was being swept by pulsing waves of dark, shockingly hot excitement.

The masked man before her thrust his cock deep into her throat, crushing her nose against his pubic bone. The one behind drove the last inch into her aching pussy, grinding his hips against her bottom. Then the one before her started to pump – fast – hard – and she gurgled and gagged and fought to keep her stomach from turning over as his big cock pumped violently in and out of her throat, sawing across her tongue and rasping in and out through her straining lips.

Her body was rocked violently now by the hard thrusting coming from behind her. The black man there dug his hands into her hips and jerked her back to meet every hard, deep thrust, and it felt as though she were being speared by his mighty tool.

She was starting to get light-headed from lack of air, and black dots danced before her vision as her eyes grew glassy. Then the fat cock slipped out of her throat and mouth with a sloppy wet sound that was followed by a flood of saliva drooling over her lower lip.

“I don’t want to come in this bitch’s mouth,” he said. “I want to do her ass!”

“Then let’s do it,” the other one said.

Sophie was too busy gulping in air to more than half understand what they were doing. But the man who had been thrusting away at her pussy suddenly drew back, and roughly flipped her onto her back again.

She groaned dazedly as he spread her legs and thrust deep once again, his heavy body pinning her down. His hands slid under her and gripped her buttocks, then he rolled over and she grunted weakly as she found herself on top of him, straddling him. Then she felt fingers at her ass, pulling the butt-plug out. She groaned weakly as she felt momentarily empty. Then she felt the other one against her, felt his fat, mushroom headed cock pushing against her anus and slowly sliding inside on a layer of her own saliva.

“Oohhhhhh!” she groaned.

“You love it, don’t you, white girl,” the one beneath her said. “Nasty little white whore.”

“Tight assed bitch,” the other panted, shoving himself deeper and deeper into her aching ass.

Sophie was crushed between the two hard, muscled Black bodies as they drove their big cocks deep into her belly and began to rut in and out. The one beneath thrust up repeatedly, half lifting her lower torso into the air as the one behind her rammed forward and sent a hot spike of aching, cramping flesh deep into her ass.

“Oh! Ohgg! Ungghh! Ohhh! Fuck! Unggh! Ohh!” she cried as the two men thrust in and out of her.

“Yeah, take that cock, bitch,” the one beneath growled.

“Fucking your ass, bitch,” the one behind laughed. “Fucking your tight little white ass!”

The Black men grunted and cursed as they used her, and Sophie gurgled and moaned and cried out again and again as the two monster cocks pumped up and down in her throbbing, aching belly. She found herself, oddly, thinking about what she would look like in the video Brian was taking. It was like looking at herself from above, like seeing herself being fucked instead of experiencing it. But of course, she was experiencing it at the same time. The thought of how she looked, mashed between the two Black men, how it would look with their two stiff poles of flesh ramming into her, was so wickedly depraved and exciting that it pushed her over the edge into orgasm.

The orgasm flashed through her like wildfire fed by gasoline, and the gasoline was the two hard bodies ramming into her from above and below that kept fueling the fire to ever greater heat. They pounded her through the orgasm and out the other side, then almost all the way up to another.

They halted, shifting positions. She groaned as the fat cock which had been reaming her out was pulled free, and then cried out as a fist to the hair pulled her up off the one beneath her.

Dazed, she found herself on her knees, groaning as she was forced back farther, her hair being used like a leash, her head back, breasts thrust out.

“Ahhggh!” she cried as she was forced to her feet.

The Black man behind her sat down and pulled her over him, then gripped her hair again so sharply her back arched and she cried out once more.

“Sit on my prick, white bitch,” he barked.

He pulled down, and she shuddered, whimpering and moaning as she was forced to sit lower and felt his slick, slippery cock pushing against her buttocks. It slid up against her anus and penetrated, and she cried out as he laughed and pulled her down harder.

Brian moved in to get a tight shot of her as she slid down his cock, and Sophie cried out in heat and excitement and pain as she slid down his stiff pole and it rammed up high into her belly.,

“Ahhhgg!” she cried as it impaled her.

The other black man now had some sort of whip – a flog. Brian had used a sort of play flog on her before, a thing with a dozen thin strips of latex or leather. It had stung ever so slightly and excited her feverish imagination to now end.

Now, as her hair was jerked back and she felt the pain of the stiff cock up her ass, the second man brought the flog down across her breasts, and the stinging pain was far more sharp than the pretend whip Brian had used. She cried out in shock, pain and – and something else.

“Ride that cock, whore!” a voice barked.

She somehow forced her muscles to work, forced her legs to raise her upwards several inches, then fell again with a cry of pain as the cock thrust up into her fully again.

The flog cut across her breasts and she cried out again.

“Ride that cock, bitch!”

It was wild, insane, and so feverishly arousing that she could hardly think straight.

She rode up and down on the stiff, aching pole of black meat, reaming herself out, impaling herself again and again as the man behind her kept her head back, jerking and yanking on her hair. The one before her alternated between whipping her breasts, and licking and using a vibrator on her clit.

The one behind shoved her forward and she found herself with a mouth full of cock again, gurgling weakly as her hair was released from behind and gripped from in front of her, her head pulled forward, her body bent over. The one behind gripped her hips and began to raise her up and down as he thrust up into her bottom, and the one standing before her forced his cock deep into her throat.

He pulled back, and then she saw, through bleary eyes, that he was holding what looked like a hard black cock – but wasn’t. It was a dildo. He jerked her head forward by the hair as he fed the dildo into her mouth, and Brian was close beside her, taping it carefully. He pumped the cock in and out of her mouth a little, then pulled back and held it in front of him with both hands, pumping it and cursing. It was almost as if it were his own cock and he were about to come.

Then the dildo did come, and it spewed wads of –something – across her face. It sprayed her and sprayed her and sprayed her, thick gobs of white spewing into her mouth and across her face so that she was dripping with it.

“How you like that black come, bitch?” the one in front of her demanded.

Sophie moaned as he thrust another dildo up into her pussy – and came again, grunting and gurgling and moaning in hot, seething pleasure as her body threatened to shake apart.




Chapter 9

“I hired them,” Brian said

Sophie stared at him in disbelief. She was bruised, battered and dazed. Brian had had to drag her to the bathroom and put her into the tub, then pull her out again afterward. She felt shell-shocked by what had happened.

Now he was casually editing the video from her wild sexual experience and grinning at her.

“I told them we were making a porn tape for an internet sex site. These guys are all over the state, you know, and they don’t charge very much, just a few hundred bucks.”

“You – paid them – to fuck me?”

“Yup. Gonna hire more too. That was so fucking hot. Come and see.”

Sophie still could not quite grasp what had happened. Yes, it had been tremendously exciting, but also tremendously embarrassing and humiliating and shocking, and she still didn’t have her head on right.

“I-I don’t want to – see,” she said, her voice gravelly, her throat sore and aching.

He gave her an impatient look, then a sly look. “Have a drink,” he said. “You’ll feel better.”

He made her a screwdriver, and she sat down, her legs rubbery anyway, and drank it.

The next thing she knew she was straddling him, sitting on his lap, his cock up inside her, her arms tied to her sides, while she watched the images of herself being “molested” on the computer monitor – and climaxed repeatedly.

He hung her by her ankles in the attic naked, legs spread, and alternately whipped her or used the vibrator and his tongue to arouse her. She was blindfolded, and gagged, and dazed, and soft words spoke into her ears that she could hardly focus on, words which told her she was a sex slave, a fuck toy, that she loved being so roughly used, loved being tortured, that she needed to obey, that she was made for being fucked and used and pleasing men.

Brian kept her up there through the evening and all night long, telling their parents she had gone to sleep over at a friend’s house. He kept her there through the morning, as well, and as the sun rose and the heat beat down on the attic, she began to sweat profusely, the intense heat beating at her. But he kept her there until late in the afternoon, then finally let her down to let her beg for water, to crawl on her belly across the dusty floor to lick at bowls of warm water, and to beg for cock.

Every other day thereafter, another man arrived to use her while Brian taped them. Sometimes they were Black men, sometimes white men. More than once there were several of them, and once, Brian had her call in sick and ten black men used and molested her all day long. She was bruised all over for weeks after that.

It was obvious to her now that Brian was doing something with those videos other than simply collecting them, but he wouldn’t tell her what, and whenever she pressed him she found herself getting a sharp strapping that made her ass burn. She suspected they were being sold to some web site and prayed no one local saw her. But she couldn’t bring herself to resist him, to protest much. She seemed to have no more will power when it came to Brian.

He had her quit her job at Wal-Mart, which was no big deal, of course, and then move out of the house. He had bought a place only a few blocks away, with what money she had no idea. It wasn’t a big house, and needed some work, but it had a large basement, and Brian began to acquire odd things to put into it, like school desks, and hospital examination tables.

Their parents thought the house was rented, and were worried about her being alone in it. They were actually quite happy when Brian suggested he could move into the spare bedroom and share in the rent.

In fact, Brian took the master bedroom, which he said was only natural. He set up a bedroom for her, but it was just for show, and for filming, of course. There was a third bedroom, and in it sat what could best be described as a giant bird cage. Certainly it looked like one – one big enough for Sophie to sleep in, though she had to curl her legs in to do it.

She wore a collar and restraints all the time now, and slept in the cage. Brian had her crawl for him on the end of a leash, and even walked her into the large, fenced in back yard, chaining her to a tree to get some sun.

She had a nurse outfit which she used to make several videos where a “doctor” guy had rough oral sex with her, and then a patient bent her over and mounted her. Then she played a schoolgirl who was spanked by the teacher, and then forced to suck his cock before he bent her over his desk and rode her.

Then, one day, Brian set up three cots, and some cheap dressers and desks.

“What are you planning now, master?” she asked nervously.

“Another exciting video,” he said with a smirk.

She licked her lips anxiously but felt a familiar thrumming between her legs.

“Here, have a drink,” he said.

She looked at him and he smirked. She looked at the drink. She knew by now that he was drugging her. But it didn’t seem to matter. She took the drink and swallowed it, then sat down to wait.

By the time she heard his feet on the stairs, and voices, she was pleasantly buzzed, and her skin felt hot and sensitive, longing for someone’s touch.

She sat up on the edge of one of the cots as Brian turned on the lights and then got out the big camera he now used. Sophie blinked her eyes a little and looked towards the men who would ‘attack’ her. She felt a shock as a tall blonde woman stepped forward.

“Did I say you could sit on my bunk, bitch?” she demanded.

Sophie stared at her in shock. She’d never had a woman in any of the videos before. She looked past her for the man, but there wasn’t one.

“You take another bunk, slut. That’s mine,” the blonde said, roughly shoving her off the bunk and putting a suitcase on it.

“Heyyy,” Sophie said weakly.

“Did I hear you complaining, slut?”

“I – oww!”

The girl gripped her hair and pulled her to her feet, then shoved her against the wall, her hand against her throat and the other roughly groping her breast.

“You and me are going to be roommates this year,” the blonde said. “I just know we’ll have a lot of fun together.”

Sophie gaped at her, and then her mouth was crushed by the other girl’s lips, as she gurgled at the tongue which thrust into her mouth. She tried to twist away, but the woman held her easily, tearing at her clothes, roughly groping her, then forcing her to her knees in front of her.

“Let’s see how good you are at pleasing a woman,” she growled.

“I – I don’t know how – I don’t want to – .”

‘Who gives a shit what you want, slut!”

She stripped off her tight jeans and then jammed Sophie’s face into her pussy. Sophie pushed at her and tried to twist free, and the woman tied her wrists together behind her back, then strapped her bottom until she howled.

Then she was taught how to eat pussy, whimpering, eyes teary, as she knelt bound before the blonde and tongued her clit. It was a long, painful and humiliating lesson that had her jaw aching fiercely, and ended in the blonde woman doing her hard with a strap-on dildo, then tying her to the bed and riding her face some more.

She was so discomforted, so confused and embarrassed, that she didn’t get off on any of it. It wasn’t until they were in the shower together, with Brian still filming, of course, and their bodies slick with soap, that she had her first orgasm as the blonde fingered her expertly.

As if that had broken a dam she came again and again and again as the blonde scissored their legs and ground their pussies together, then as they were in bed together, her arms stretched up and out and bound to the corners while the blonde ate her out. No matter how little she cared for women she could not resist that talented tongue, and squirmed and thrashed and cried out as orgasm after orgasm shook her body and mind.

The next time there were two women using her, and then four the time after that, all slapping and cuffing, groping and caressing, calling her slut and whore and sex toy, and forcing her to bend to their will as Brian taped it all. She was still terribly uncomfortable with women, embarrassed and ashamed, but she could not stop herself from climaxing violently as they worked over her body.

After the first half dozen or so videos Brian found her a job working in a lesbian leather bar. It didn’t pay well, but the tips were amazing, and she was groped all day long, and often forced into sex in dark corners, if not in the back rooms, toilets and bathrooms. She never got to feel comfortable about women fondling her, though, or about performing oral sex on women.

Brian, meanwhile, had finally found a geek girl to date, and they were getting along like a house on fire. She was a short, skinny, small-breasted, eighteen year old redhead, and wore thick glasses. And after they’d been seeing each other for some weeks, Brian finally let her in on his secret, bringing her into Sophie’s “real” bedroom where she lay curled up in her cage.

The girl’s name was Janet, and after she got over her initial shock, she took to the news with delight. Unlike Sophie, she delighted in having sex with women, and delighted even more in “owning” a beautiful, tight bodied woman as her personal servant and sex toy. Sophie’s life became one of constant sexual use and abuse by women at work, and then more at home, with Janet delighting in tormenting and punishing her, in forcing her into the roles of servant, housekeeper, body servant and sex slave all in one.

Sophie came to detest the girl. But she had one redeeming factor. She punished Sophie far more severely than Brian ever had.

The light strapping with the belt was the worst Brian had ever done to her, for he was far more careful of her welfare than she was herself. Janet had no such considerations, and was both jealous of her beauty, and of her attractiveness to her boyfriend. Brian was still using her, after all, and Janet watched their relationship with deep suspicion lest Brian decide he didn’t need her any more.

Janet bought bigger dildos, and heavier flogs and whips to use on her, hung her far more often from her wrists and ankles, and bound her into much more uncomfortable positions for longer periods of time. Once, she carefully did Sophie’s hair in a thick pony tail which sprouted, confusingly, from the center of her head rather than the rear, then hung her by her hair for hours.

Another time, she set up a metal pole as thick as a coke can in the center of the basement floor, and impaled Sophie on it. Then, with her wrists and ankles shackled, spreadeagled, her nipple rings hooked up to wires, and her new tongue ring being pulled up and out so that her tongue was half out of her head, she tormented her for hours with electrical shocks. The shocks zapped Sophie’s nipples, clit, tongue, and burned her deep inside, for the pole itself was electrified.

Sophie was driven half out of her mind with pain and dark hunger, literally screaming herself hoarse both from the pleasure and the pain as convulsions wracked her body and her muscles spasmed again and again and again.

The next day Janet hooked her up and did it to her again.

And again. And again.

And again.

Her efforts were having an affect on Sophie not unlike electroshock therapy. She had been well aware that her brother was abusing her, using her, violating her, even drugging her. But it hadn’t really seemed to matter. She hadn’t really understood that she had been conditioned. She had simply thought that her life was better, and more exciting now than it had been when she was working at Wal-mart.

She had little real ambition, had no real idea what she wanted to do in life, and no real idea what else she wanted to be, or how to go about it. It seemed easier to simply slide by and let her brother make the decisions, and in the process, to continue the nasty, wicked sex games they both took such delight in.

But the repeated electrical shocks, especially the deeper, longer lasting one, were dazing her, and leaving her open to the repeated suggestions Janet was growling into her ear. For all the while she was cursing her as a whore and a slut and a slave, and reinforcing in her mind that she must always obey, that she must always submit, that she was a worthless miserable subhuman cretin whose only value at all lay in obedience and giving others sexual pleasure.

Sophie was feeling more and more shell-shocked, moving in a daze, as directed, not thinking much of anything, not thinking at all sometimes, an almost empty shell except when someone was filling her up with sexual heat and hunger. She stopped protesting, however half-heartedly, stopped complaining, stopped questioning. She cleaned where she was ordered to clean, knelt quietly when ordered to kneel, sucked cock or licked pussy instantly when ordered, and positioned her body however she was ordered to do so to receive whatever instrument of flesh or latex or metal was pushed into her various orifices.

This began to present problems for Brian. She had been taking the bus to the lesbian club, but would now accept orders from anyone. Looking the way she looked, men were constantly coming on to her, and any suggestion that she accompany them would be instantly obeyed. Once she went home with a man and it took them three days to find out where she’d gone. So Brian or Janet had to drive her to work and pick her up afterward.

And at work, she made no protest at any amount of fondling, groping and fingering, and management began to grumble that she was doing no work because she was always on her knees in the bathroom eating out customers. A little friendliness was expected, but Sophie was now little more than a mindless fuck toy to anyone and everyone who wanted her.

She was fired in the middle of a shift one day, when management grew tired of her, and the middle-aged leather clad lesbian who had been riding her face when she’d been caught took her home.

Her name was Audrey, and she introduced Sophie to far more pain than she had ever thought existed. She hung her by her wrists and used a bull whip to lash her body from neck to knee, leaving her crisscrossed with thick, cruel welts and cuts. Then she draped her across a barrel and lashed her chest, belly and groin with a Cat O’ Nine tails until her voice gave out from screaming.

Riding the horse afterward, straddling a thin slat of wood for hours on end, her legs spread wide, her arms bound, her tongue ring chained high above and her nipple rings pulled out harshly, the pain was almost overwhelming, and it went on and on and on without end, as she sat there alone, feeling as though the wood was cutting through her pussy and driving up into her belly.

Her tongue was almost pulled out of her head, and her nipples stretched out grotesquely. Her voice was gone from screaming, and she gurgled hoarsely, dazed, feverish with the pain – and dark cruel pleasure. And somehow, as the pain and raw, intense pleasure flayed her for endless hours, it wakened something in her mind and tore her free of the semi-stupor she had been living in for weeks.

A new Sophie emerged. She was a darkly masochistic Sophie who reveled in her own pain and humiliation, a Sophie who bided her time as dozens of women gang banged her over the following days, basking in the shame and degradation they put her through, reveling in a new self-awareness, a new sense of who she was, and what she wanted to do.

When an irritated Brian and Janet finally caught up to her and demanded she go with them, there was an angry confrontation with Audrey, but it was Sophie who made the decision.

“I’m going with my brother,” she said, surprising even herself with the firmness of her position and confidence in her words.

“You stupid slut!” Janet growled as soon as they were in the car. “When we get home I’m going to beat you raw! Do you understand me, whore! Raw!”

“Shut the fuck up, Janet,” Brian said, irritated himself, as he pulled away from the curb.

She gaped at him then shut her mouth angrily.

“You use any more of those electric wires on her and I’m going to hook you up to them and see how long it takes me to fry your fucking brain,” he said.

“You wouldn’t dare!”

“Watch me!”

Sophie smiled softly. “Brian,” she said, surprising them both.

“That’s master to you, slut!” Janet snapped.

“I said fucking shut up!” he snapped at her. “What?” he said to his sister.

“I think that things should change.”

He gave Janet a warning glare. “Like what?” he asked carefully.

“I don’t want to be her slave any more.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

“What!?” Janet shrieked.

“Do you want to fucking walk?” he demanded. “In fact, get the fuck out.”

He pulled the car to the curb and motioned to the door. “Go and get a cab or something.”

“Are you kidding me!?”

“I need to talk to my sister. Are you incapable of getting a cab home? There’s a shopping mall right across the street. Go and find one.”

“Maybe I won’t come home tonight!”

“Suit yourself!”

She slammed the door so hard the car rocked. Brian shrugged and pulled away from the curb.

“I’m getting sick of her anyway,” he said.

“How much are you making off me?”

He snorted. “A lot. The web site charges fifty bucks a month now, and we have three hundred members in Japan alone.”

“How many members in total?”

“About a thousand, none of them in this country.”

“That’s a lot of money,” she said, trying to do basic arithmetic, but having trouble.

“You want a share?”

“I want to buy some clothes, some sexy clothes.”

“Sure.”

“And I want a real room. I don’t want to live in a cage any more.”

“Okay. That’s getting old anyway.”

“I don’t want to fuck women any more, at least not often.”

“It’s your body,” he said.

She turned to eye him strangely. “You’re being awfully accommodating.”

He grinned. “I’m just happy to see you’ve still got a mind in there. I was afraid that bitch had turned you into a brainless fuck toy.”

“I thought that was what you wanted.”

“Maybe I did once. Maybe I was wrong. But whatever furniture you want. Hell, buy a car if you want.”

She sighed comfortably and relaxed against the back seat. “Will you help me pick it out?”

“Of course.”

She nodded and smiled. “And I’ll help you pick out some new toys to use on me. Audrey was a cruel woman…. I liked that about her. I’m sure you can be more cruel – for me.”

He grinned crookedly. “I’ll torture you all you want, as long as nothing gets broken – including your mind.”

“In that case,” she said. “Let’s stop off and get some new whips.”

“The customers will like that.”

“Me too.”

Image

Sophie hung, spreadeagled in mid-air, her limbs straining, her firm, athletic body stretched out, muscles taut, breasts hard, nipples erect. Sweat streamed down her body as the whip curled in across her hip and slashed at her pussy. She screamed, her head thrown back, back arched, her body shaking violently as the cameras looked on. She gasped for breath, moaning, her insides flaring with the ripsawing heat of pleasure and pain.

“N-No more!” she managed to gasp.

It was the first time she’d had any words in a scene.

The whip curled around her ribs and bit at her breasts, and she screamed again.

It struck like a viper, snapping at her nipples and breasts, at her belly and pussy, even darting in between her thighs and up against her wrinkled little anal opening. She was barely conscious, hanging limply, jaw slack, drooling, her body crisscrossed with welts, when he moved in with the vibrator.

She gurgled and shook and exploded into orgasm after orgasm, her body thrashing and shaking as she screamed anew, her limbs pulling against the shackles, her muscles spasming. And when his cock rammed up into her anus the orgasm seemed to peak, then rise onto a still higher plateau as she was bathed in fiery pleasure that swept her into its embrace and sent her mind tumbling and turning in helpless delirium.

But she didn’t quite lose who she was. And she had a soft, sly thought of delight at all those men with their erections, frantically beating off as they watched her whipping.

She’d found what she wanted to do with life at last. With her brother’s help.

The End


cover.jpeg
His Sister Slave

el -

By Zoe Black






