
“Quit whining sis, this is supposed to be fun for you!” A handsome young dragon boy said, just out of his teens and coated in black scales, broken apart by ridges of golden plates for his underbelly and highlights. He wore casual clothes, a blue shirt and grey cargo shorts above bare plantigrade feet, billowing gently in the breeze flowing through the forested area.
He spoke downwards, to his sister of identical colors, a few years younger, and sporting a killer body already. However, what she wore contrasted sharply to his garments, wearing nothing but dark leather belts to form sensible bondage over her, while also restraining her. Her feet were pressed to her nice ass, golden soles and clawed toes skywards as the leg was strapped and forced into the bent shape, while her hands were locked to her shoulders, similar binds enforcing the positions.
She hobbled around on all fours, her knees and elbows serving as her new legs, moving reluctantly as her brother tugged the leash connected to her collar. Her response to his earlier statement was a simple unhappy whine, the thick and long dildo strapped to her mouth and filling her throat gagging her effectively. She kept her head low, facing the ground as she slowly crawled, eyes flitting with sadness and desperation. Looking to the dirt and pavement during their trip through town was better than meeting all the eyes of people staring at her.
The older brother beside her stopped, turning to look down at the bound girl, her harness and straps catching the sun to glint their metal hooks and rings. He sighed upon hearing her non-enthused response. “Come on, I thought you liked going on walks? Why are you making such a fuss?” 
He ran a hand through the smooth white hair over his head, “I don’t get it. You’ve been fed, I’ve given you water, I spanked you nice and hard how you like it despite me having to hold you down for it. I even sat on your face after my run this morning and let you lick all my sweat up.”
Another quiet sigh came as he contemplated. “I know I didn’t let you lick my feet clean, and I’m sorry, but you can lick them all you want after the walk.”
She came to a stop as he spoke, her brother slowly pacing to stand in front of her uncertain and upset face, kneeling down to take her muzzled draconic head into his hands and point her eyes at him, strands of her own long white hair filtering down. Her brows were upturned in clear dislike of the situation, eyes pleading with him to end this treatment of her, but the emotion in her eyes said that she knew he would never truly see her as an equal.
He simply spoke idly in thought, “You can clean my feet later, I took you on a nice long walk through town and the park, and you’re still giving me those looks. What’s wrong?” He asked, his sharp face laced with confusion and worry. He wanted to be a good pet owner after all.
The younger black and gold dragon couldn’t speak of course, still choking on a too-large dildo bulging her neck out, cheeks wide with a fake knot.
Her brother seemed to study her scared and unwilling features, slight shivers in her limbs as her naked body lay exposed and presented to the open air, many a stranger having seen her on the way to the uninhabited nature trail. The man’s familial eyes peered back with an air of conclusion. “You’ve… changed, haven’t you sis.”
The dragoness’s pupils went to slits.
He went on, “Ever since you became a junior, you’ve been different. You don’t wear those latex clothes I got you anymore, I don’t see you in that sheer mesh top that showed off your tits so well. You even wear underwear now, don’t you?” Those eyes shifted with worry, “what happened sis? Is somebody pressuring you? You’re not the rebellious type, you’ve always been a respectable girl who let us see everything. Are you suddenly embarrassed? You know that it’s only natural you show your body, it’s okay to let everyone see you, you’re beautiful.”
A low negative ‘mmmph’ came from her, unable to take her head from his grasp.
He shook his head, “Is this a self image problem? You should have told me, I would have started walking you much more often. How many times was your body complimented today? Your ass and pussy can really draw some eyes, there’s no need to think you’re ugly. Here, tell you what, when we get home I’ll lock your closet, you can go naked for a month to really see how many people think you’re sexy.”
A more urgent ‘MMF’ came from her, eyes wide in pleading.
Meanwhile her sibling grew more confused. “Hmmm. Not enough then? I don’t really know what else you want. You have everything a girl could need already.” He caressed her cheek gently with a thumb, “You get fucked by me daily, you get to smell my balls and ass while we sleep, you’re my go-to sweat licker, I’ll try and take you on more regular walks, and now the world can truly see your beauty.”
More low and sorrowful, a miserable ‘mmmmmngh’ came from the strapped up girl, shaking on her elbows and knees, sun hitting her bare black scales to shine on her back, warming her ass and upturned feet, breasts swinging with her motions as wind brushed her folds. Her current exposure was torture, and she very much so wished she didn’t belong to her brother.
A lightbulb seemed to go off in the boy’s head, standing back up with newly excited posture, long pointy ears raising as he happily looked at his moping naked sister. “Oh! I get it! It’s not just that you don’t think you’re sexy, but having people whistle and grope you won’t be enough. Because you need to know people think you’re hot! You need to know first hand that people will fuck you, and I know just what can give that to you.” He smiled at her, taking her leash with a new direction. “Come.”
She paused, making another quiet sad noise, but soon the collar around her neck was being tugged, and she shuffled forward to keep pace with her owner, looking at the passing dirt and mud with the demoralizing knowledge he would make her lick the filth off his feet later. It didn’t take long to reach the destination, the brother seemingly well versed in its location.
“Ah, perfect, it’s empty.” He spoke joyously, deviously. They had arrived at a well worn part of the trail, a junction for both the walking path and the horse riders road, the spot harboring a simple metal frame and a sign beside it. ‘Trail relief station’ was printed in bold letters, the purpose of the metal frame more knowable now as the sister looked on in slight terror.
“Come on girl, in you go.” The brother spoke with a pet-like inflection, waving her leash at the metal. She froze, looking at him, before shaking her head and trying to back away. He gave her a somewhat annoyed look, stepping over while using his grip to shorten her leash to hold her in place. “Jeez, what has gotten into you?”
He came down a bit to wrap his arms around her middle, lifting her as the meaty plap of her breasts smacking around was heard. He carried her to the frame, made of metal pipes and some worn rubber pads, the device reached hip height, sides tall for handles, old cushions set on the shorter front and back pipes that her body would be resting on. He brought her to it, and set her atop it, her bound limbs prohibiting nearly all movement now, knees and elbows held off the ground as she was held up by the frame.
She tried to growl past her gag as he started clipping her harness of straps and belts to the metal. Eventually her noises died down to pleading mumbles, and soon gentle sobs as more and more clicks were heard, further eliminating her capacity to move. Then it was done, she was fully locked to the frame, suspended on all fours, tail secured to her collar and her holes bared between plush cheeks, her feet smushing them slightly as they were forced up against her.
The man came to stand proudly beside his restrained sibling, the black and gold scales not covered by clothing glittering in the sparse light filtering through the tree canopy. “There, all set up. Now you can feel just how many people want to fuck you. If you’re lucky, one of the horse riders will come through too, I know you always liked ponies as a kid, and now one might take a liking to you back!” He chuckled a bit, overseeing his work a bit.
His draconic face lit up, “Oh shit, I nearly forgot.” Under the frame was a simple setup, with a pedal by one of the frame’s legs. He knelt down, taking it in, alongside the sight of his sister’s hanging breasts, pretty dark-black areolae and nipples protruding from vibrant gold, pointing to the dirt. He reached under her naked smooth shapely body, gently wriggling as she feared what was coming, tears now running down her face as desperate muffled noises came.
The brother grabbed the jumper cables, and swiftly secured them to her nipples, the clamps digging into her scales and flesh as she gasped with exclamation, body going rigid. He dusted off the car battery they were linked to, making sure it was still good. With a nod and more fervent pleading, he stood once more, the girl struggling to turn her head enough to look at him with wet eyes, silently begging.
He took her leash and looped it around a pipe in the frame, while humming as she got as loud as the deep gag let her. He clapped his hands for a job well done, “Well, you’re all set up so now you just have to wait. I’ll go ahead and get another run in so you have some sweat to lick when we get home, and I’ll try to step in some mud puddles so you can have a bigger dinner.”
The distressed noises the girl was making reached a crescendo, her eyes closing and face scrunching as she tried to scream. He looked at her then, and blinked. “Oh right, suppose I should test you out and relieve myself while I’m here, huh.” He warmly smiled at her, “thanks for the reminder sis.”
He moved behind her as she did her best to start thrashing, vocalizations shifting to pained garbles. The older sibling stood at her presented upturned ass, dropping his pants before sending his hands out to rub her thick cheeks. He got his cock hard quickly at seeing his sister’s holes, but he wasn’t aiming to be rock hard. He slid his hands down her back and globes, before they kept going onto her upturned golden shaded soles, toes quivering as his claws slid over the smooth skin. 
A quick and inconsiderate motion shoved his dick into her asshole then, making her tense further while he moved his fingers over her foot before they moved to intertwine with her toes for a bit of grip as he pushed deeper. She cried and sputtered, miserably moaning as she felt a hot jet erupt in her ass, a warm and disturbing rushing sensation following. The brother sighed dreamily as he dumped his bladder through her tailhole, tip lodged deep and blasting piss right into her colon.
The pretty sister’s exclamations grew disgusted as a stinging hot weight began settling in her belly, able to feel it, the impact to her wall, the gushing up her bowels, the fluid worming it’s way through her gut’s bends. Her upper body was suspended lower than her butt, gravity helping the piss run directly into her intestine’s deepest depths, muted gurgles coming from her belly as the yellow liquid worked its way up the out pipe.
It all pooled inside her, deep and horrible, molten and acidic, she could feel every atom of the large bladder transfer to her bowels. By the time it was over, her tummy paunched from the water-weight her brother pumped up her ass, belly hanging ever so gently down with a minor but noticeable increase in size. She felt sick at the feelings of the urine sloshing in her, filling her, stretching and bloating, her brother’s waste being put directly into her digestive system.
A notable grunt came, the brother yanking out quick, no worries of spills considering how deep the piss got. He gently held her feet still, fingers between toes as her desert yellow soles quivered, asshole closing and clenching with a single drop of yellow trailing down to hit her slit. “Thanks sis, I really needed that. And you know how big dragon bladders fill, that’s a huge load off my shoulders.” 
He looked down to place his own bare foot on the pedal beside the frame, pushing it down to deliver a complimentary shock from the car battery attached to her tits, until his eyes opened widely the second he lifted off the petal and it held in place. “Oh shit, the pedal is stuck on.” He quickly looked up to his convulsing sister, body rigid before other sensations snuck in a response beside the electricity running between her breasts.
He tapped the flat metal a bit, seeing that it was completely broken instead of simply stuck. He sighed, “Ah well, guess we’ll add electro-stimulation to today’s activities. Sorry I couldn’t warn you, but it's standard for these relief stations, I’d feel bad for not using it. I’m sure you’ll love it anyways.” He said with a reassuring smile as the girl quietly screamed the little she could, eyes tight as tears streamed out of them.
The brother’s clawed hand then patted her shapely rear, “We’ll I’m off on that run, should only take three to four hours, but I might stop at that little provisions store for some food, so it could be six hours.” A final squeeze of her soft asscheck came with a happy and hearty, “Have fun! I’ll be back!”
She heard the footsteps, getting faster and more distant, and then only the birds chirping, leaves rustling, gurgling of her belly, sobbing breathing, and the low hum of the jumper cables.
Then she heard hooves.

